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THE OWL OF THE GREYFRIARS REMOVE IN ANOTHER STAR TURN! 
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                                         THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


                                                     Charge! 

“BUZZ!” 
  Billy Bunter heeded neither injunction. 
  He did not buzz, and he did not bunk. He stepped into Study No.  1 in the Remove, shut the door after him quickly, and stood gasping for breath. 
  Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent gave him a glare. 
  They were working under pressure in Study No. 1. 
  It was not a time usually devoted to work in a study, being the interval between dinner and afternoon school. And it was a hot July afternoon, when no fellow could possibly want to be indoors if he could possibly get out. But it could not be helped. 
  Harry Wharton, sitting at the table, was writing lines at express speed. Frank Nugent, sitting on the table, was reading them aloud to him, to save time as he wrote. On the table lay a cricket bat, which Harry Wharton was more anxious to handle than the pen. There was time, to put in some cricket before the bell rang for class. But a hundred lines for Loder stood in the way. Wharton was getting them out of the way as fast as he could. Moments were precious, and interruptions were not wanted. 
  “I say, you fellows—” began Bunter breathlessly. 
  “Shut up!” 
  “But I say—” 
  “Get out!” 
  “Likely, with that beast Temple of the Fourth hunting for me!” said Billy Bunter. “I’m not sure I dodged him. If he spotted me on the stairs, he will be after me. I say---” 
  “Shut up!” howled Frank Nugent. “Vi e couspectu Siculae---” 
  “What the dickens are you sticking in this study for!” asked Bunter. “I never expected to find you here. Frowsting about indoors in this weather—” 
  “—telluris in altum—” went on Nugent. 
  Wharton’s pen raced. 
  “I say—” 
  “Will you shut up?” howled the captain of the Remove, “ You can stick here if you like, if you keep quiet. I’ve got to get these lines done for Loder of the Sixth.’ 
  “Slacker!” said Bunter.  Loder gave you those lines yesterday.  You had lots of time yesterday—” 
  “Shut up, you burbling chump! Dry up, you screeching owl! Give your jawbone a rest, you burbling bandersnatch!”
  “Oh, really, Wharton---” 
  “—vela dabant heti—” went on Nugent. 
  “I say, if that beast Temple roots me out, in this study, will you chaps handle him?” asked Bunter. “ It’s a bit thick for a Fourth Form cad to chase a Remove man up to the studies. He makes out---” 
“Quiet !“ 
  “He makes out that I bagged his ticket for Muccolini’s Circus the other day, and he wants me to pay him for it. He says he’s going to kick me every time he sees me till I square—” 
  “ Shut up!”
  “Of course, I’d pay for the ticket if I had it. I’ve told Temple that I never saw him drop it. in the quad, and never picked it up. Besides, how was I to know that it was his ticket! His name wasn’t on it.” 
  Harry Wharton ceased to scribble, and gave the fat Owl of the Remove a concentrated glare across the study table. 
  “ You blithering bandersnatch.” he hooted, “I’ve got to get these lines none for Loder. They ought to have been handed in yesterday—” 
  “You shouldn’t be so jolly lazy!” said Bunter. “Never put off till to-morrow what you can do today, old chap.”
  That was sound advice.  But it was not of much use to a fellow who had put off till to-day what he ought to have done yesterday. It often happened that lines were put off till the latest possible moment—especially in bright summer weather, when fellows had so very many things to occupy their time. 
  Harry Wharton was well aware that it would have been judicious to get that “impot” done at once, especially when he was dealing with so unpleasant a prefect as Gerald Loder, the bully of the Sixth. Nevertheless, the lines had remained unwritten; and now Loder had caught him, going down to the crickets and sent him back to the House to write them. Bunter’s advice was sound but it was useless, and it was also exasperating. 
  “If you don’t shut up,” said the captain of the Remove, “I’ll buzz the inkpot at you. Loder’s given me half an hour to get this rot done—and do you think I want.  Do you want him to come after me and give me six instead?” 
  “Well, I’m not stopping you!" said Banter. “But I think you fellows might stand by a chap if a Fourth Form man butts in and---" 
  Harry Wharton grasped the inkpot.
  “Are you shutting up?” he roared.
   “Beast “ 
  Billy Bunter shut up. Shutting up was not his long suit. It was said in the Greyfriars Remove that Bunter had discovered the secret of perpetual motion, and exemplified the same with his fat chin. But he did not want the inkpot, so at last he shut up. 
  “—et spumas salis aere ruebant---" went on Nugent, and Harry Wharton’s pen raced again. 
He was working against time, for the half-hour was nearly up. Not only did he want to get down to cricket before class, but he did not want the bully of the Sixth to come inquiring after those lines. 
  Any other Greyfriars prefect would have given a fellow a chance, but not Loder. Loder had a special down on Study No, 1, and was not likely to miss the least excuse for handling his official ashplant. 
  Nugent rattled on, and Wharton’s pen raced; and Billy Bunter grunted, and refrained from further remarks. 
  He listened anxiously at the door. 
  He was sure—almost sure—that he had dodged that beast, Cecil Reginald Temple of the Fourth Form. But he dreaded to hear the sound of the avenger’s footsteps. Temple of the Fourth seemed quite annoyed about the loss of that ticket for the circus. Bunter would not have minded that, had not Temple’s annoyance found expression in kicking the fat Owl who had bagged his ticket. Bunter minded that very much indeed. 
  “Oh crikey “ gasped Bunter suddenly. 
  “Shut up!"
  “I can hear somebody—" 
  “Quiet!"
  “I say, if it’s Temple—” 
  “Do you want the inkpot? " 
  “Beast!"
  Bunter shut up again. Wharton’s little worries, and the possibility of “six” from the prefect’s ashplant, did not bother Bunter at all. What worried Bunter was the possibility of being run down by the angry and indignant Fourth Former and kicked along the Remove passage. Having used Temple’s ticket for the circus, Bunter was willing to let the whole matter drop.  Temple seemed determined not to let it drop. After the feast came the reckoning. 
  “He—he—he’s coming!" groaned Bunter. 
  Footsteps came along the Remove passage from the stairs. They might have been any fellow’s footsteps—but Bunter dreaded that they were Temple’s. 
  He gave the chums of the Remove an appealing blink through his big spectacles. But they were absolutely indifferent to Bunter’s woes. Nugent read out lines, and Wharton wrote them down, both going strong. Neither did they see any reason why Bunter should not be kicked. Bagging another fellow’s ticket for the circus was asking for it, and it was only fair and reasonable for the Owl of the Remove to receive that for which he asked. 
  “Beasts!" hissed Bunter. 
  There was no help from the captain of the Remove or his chum. And the footsteps were drawing nearer. If they stopped at Study No. l—
   In sheer desperation, Billy Bunter grabbed the cricket bat from the table. Twice that day already had the indignant Temple kicked him—once in morning break, once after dinner. A third application of boot leather to his tight trousers was altogether too much. The worm will turn! Bunter did not perhaps regard himself as a worm—but he turned! 
  Grasping the cricket bat by the handle with both fat hands, Bunter posted himself just inside the door— ready to charge! 
  If the footsteps passed on up the passage, well and good. If they stopped at Study No.  1, Bunter was cornered— and the worm was going to turn! 
  A sudden charge with the cricket bat the instant Temple opened the door would do the trick. 
 Any fellow suddenly charged in the waistcoat with the business-end of a cricket bat would be out of action for a time—at least long enough for a hunted Owl to scud and seek safety in flight! 
  Bunter’s tat mind was made up. It was that—or kicking! It was going to be that—and that was that! 
  He grasped the bat, standing at the “ready,” with his eyes gleaming through his spectacles. If that door opened—
  The footsteps stopped! The door opened--- 
  Bunter charged! 
  Crash!
  Bang went the end of the bat into a waistcoat, quite according to plan. Back went the recipient but thereof, staggering across the passage, with a wild and winded gurgle. He sat down, with a bump! He gasped! 
  So did Bunter! 
  For one single second Billy Bunter stood blinking in horror at Loder of the Sixth, sitting spluttering. It was not Temple of the Fourth! It was Loder of the Sixth! It was not a wrathy Fourth Former after Bunter! It was a Sixth Form prefect after Wharton! And that Sixth Form prefect sat in the passage, clasping both hands to his waistcoat, gurgling horribly. 
  One blink Bunter gave him. 
  Then he flew! 
  Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle! 
  The horrid sound died away behind Billy Bunter, as he went down the Remove staircase three steps at a time. 

                                         THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                                   Bad for Bunter!

MR. QUELCH frowned. 
  If there was one fault that the Remove master disliked more than another in his Form, it was unpunctuality. 
  Quelch was always on time himself: to the second. He expected the same of others. Needless to say, he was often disappointed. 
  Nobody disappointed him oftener than Billy Bunter. 
  Even Lord Mauleverer was not quite so lazy, dilatory, and unpunctual as the fat Owl. Bunter easily held the record for being late for class. Now, on this warm July afternoon, he was late again—later than usual. 
  The Remove were all in their places—except Bunter. Henry Samuel Quelch was taking them in Roman history. Bunter was losing the chance of acquiring some valuable knowledge of the early Roman emperors. He was not likely to miss it. But Quelch missed Bunter—which was what mattered. 
  Some of the fellows wondered where Bunter was, and what he fancied he was up to, when Roman history had been going on for a quarter of an hour—minus Bunter. 
  Lots of fellows would have liked to spend that afternoon outside the Form-room. It was glorious July sunshine without—dusky and a little stuffy within. A pull on the Sark, a knock at the nets, or a visit to the circus on Courtfield Common, would have beaten Roman emperors hollow as an entertainment. 
  But in this weary world, fellows cannot always do as they like—and the Remove were in, not out; except Bunter. Bunter, it seemed, was giving himself a little holiday. 
  If he was enjoying it, the expression on Quelch’s face hinted that be would not enjoy what was to follow. 
  Quelch’s face grew grimmer and grimmer. When the Form-room clock indicated that twenty minutes of the history hour had elapsed, Quelch suddenly dropped Roman emperors, and referred to Bunter. 
  “Wharton!" He addressed Wharton, as head boy. “Do you know why Bunter has not come in?"
  “No, sir!" answered Harry. 
  “Do you know where he is?"
  “No, sir!" 
  Wharton and Nugent had been the last to see Bunter. But they had not seen him since he had scooted past the gasping Loder, and vanished down the Remove staircase. Since that time, Bunter had been understudying the coy violet, and keeping in quiet seclusion— where, nobody knew. But Wharton and Nugent could guess that he was keeping out of the way of Loder of the Sixth. 
  Wharton wondered whether, deep in some hiding-place, the scared Owl had failed to hear the bell for class. Anyhow, he had not reappeared. 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. 
  “Does any boy here know where Bunter is?” he asked. 
  Nobody knew. 
  Grimmer grew the brow of Henry Samuel Quelch. Roman history was resumed. Five minutes later, the door of the Form-room opened and Billy Bunter rolled in. 
  All eyes were fixed on Bunter at once. 
  The fat junior gave Quelch a stealthy a blink through his big spectacles, and trod softly towards his place. Perhaps he hoped to insinuate himself quietly into the Form without drawing his Form-master’s attention. 
  If so, that hope proved delusive.  Quelch’s voice came like the bark of a startled watch-dog. 
  “Bunter!"
  “Oh! Yes, sir! I—I hope I’m not late!" gasped Bunter. 
  “Hopeful nature, Bunter’s!” whispered Skinner to Vernon-Smith; and the Bounder grinned. 
  “You hope you are not late, Bunter!" thundered the Remove master. “You are twenty-five minutes late, or nearly.” 
  “Oh, sir! Sorry, sir! I—I couldn’t help it!” gasped Bunter, “I—I was —was waiting, sir---" 
  “Waiting?" repeated Mr. Quelch blankly. “I—I mean---” stammered Bunter. 
  “What do you mean, Bunter?” 
  “I—I mean, the Sixth have only just gone in, sir---" 
  “The Sixth? " exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir, and—and—I—I—I mean— that is—I—I never heard the bell, sir, That’s what I meant to say, sir!"
  Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes glittered at the fat Owl. The Sixth Form had gone to their Form-room that afternoon later than the Remove. But that had nothing to do with Bunter—so far as Quelch knew. 
  Why Bunter should have waited till the Sixth were gone in was quite a mystery—though it was a mystery to which Wharton and Nugent had the clue. Loder, of course, had gone in with the rest of the Sixth; and Bunter had waited till the coast was dear before heading for the Remove-room. 
  “I—I never heard the bell, sir!" stammered Bunter, blinking uneasily at his Form master’s thunderous brow. “I—I was down at the nets, sir, and I—I was too far away to hear it when I heard it, sir!"
  “What? " 
  “I—I mean, when I didn’t hear it, sir!" 
  Mr. Quelch picked up a cane from his desk. 
  “You will bend over that form, Bunter.” 
  “Oh lor’!"
  Whack! 
  “Wow!" 
  “Now go to your place!" said Mr. Quelch, frowning. 
  Bunter went to his place. He wriggled as he sat down. Still, he was not dissatisfied. He would have wriggled a great deal more, he knew, if he had fallen in with Loder of the Sixth. 
  He had escaped Loder, so far. After that awful mistake at the door of Study No. 1  in the Remove, Loder had been two or three minutes getting has second wind before he could start in pursuit of Bunter. Bunter had not wasted a second, in those two or three minutes. 
  The fat Owl had parked himself in a far, secluded corner, till he was certain that the Sixth had gone in. Now he was safe in his Form-room. He was almost the only fellow in the Remove who was glad to be there, that sunny afternoon. It was true that he was not keen on Roman history, or any other kind of knowledge. But he was safe from Loder. 
  For the first time in his fat career, Billy Bunter regretted that there was only one hour of school on that particular afternoon, He was by no means anxious to quit the shelter of the Form-room. He would have preferred history with Quelch, or even maths with Lascelles, to a meeting with Loder of the Sixth. He would have preferred Quelch to keep him in, instead of whopping him for unpunctuality. 
  However, Quelch had whopped him, and he was not kept in; and when the clock indicated that the history hour was up Bunter was booked to leave the Form-room with the rest. 
  Mr Quelch dismissed his Form, and sat at his high desk, with a pile of papers before him. He was going through those papers before he left the Form-room himself, 
  The Remove marched out. 
  In the broad corridor outside, Billy Bunter looked this way and that way, like Moses of old. But the Sixth were not out yet, and the coast was clear— so far as Gerald Loder was concerned. In other respects, it was not; for Mr. Capper had already dismissed the Fourth; and Temple of that Form was waiting at the corner—Bunter could guess why. 
  “I say, you fellows, hold on!" gasped the dismayed Owl. “I say---” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. came to a halt. Hitherto they had seen no reason why Temple of the Fourth should not take the value of his lost circus ticket out of Bunter in kicking. But, considering what the hapless Owl had coming to him from Loder of the Sixth, they decided that he required no more from Cecil Reginald. 
  “Waiting for you, Bunter!" said the dandy of the Fourth agreeably. “Are you squaring for that ticket you pinched?" 
  “Oh, really, Temple!" Bunter backed round the Famous Five. 
  “Chuck it, Temple old bean!” said Harry Wharton. ‘Bunter’s got Loder of the Sixth after him---” 
  “Blow Loder!" answered Temple. 
  “Don’t you think Bunter’s had enough?” asked Bob Cherry.
  “Not at all!” 
  “Loder’s going to skin him!” said Nugent. 
  “More power to his elbow.” 
  “My esteemed and idiotic Temple.” remonstrated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Will you follows get out of the way ?” asked Temple. 
  “Shift us!” suggested Johnny Bull. 
  “Now, look here, Temple,’ said the captain of the Remove, “that benighted ass banged Loder in the bread-basket with a cricket bat, and Loder will skin him alive So you can let him off— see ?” 
  “I’m going to kick him.” 
  “You won’t let him off?” 
  “No!” roared Temple. 
  “Sit on him!” said Harry. 
  The next moment Cecil Reginald Temple was whirling in the grasp of five pairs of hands. A moment more and he was down on the corridor floor, spluttering for breath, with Bob Cherry standing on his legs, and Johnny Bull sitting on his chest. 
  “He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. 
  “Cut the cackle and beat it!” said the captain of the Remove. 
  Billy Bunter promptly beat it. 
  Temple heaved and struggled and roared. But he heaved and struggled and roared in vain. The Famous Five had quite decided that Bunter had enough coming to him without any from Temple. Also, there was a certain amount of harmless and necessary entertainment in pinning Cecil Reginald to the floor. The dandy of the Fourth was very particular about his clothes, and they were getting rather dusty now. 
  “Will you leggo?” yelled Temple. “Will you gerroff ?” 
  “Keep still, old bean!” said Bob.  “How can I stand on your legs if you keep on wriggling like that?” 
  “Yurrrrrggh! Gerroff !” 
  “Keep still, fathead! With all thy faults I love thee still!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Gerroff!  I’ll—I’ll—yoop—I’ll—” 
  The Remove Form door opened, and Mr. Quelch glanced out. 
  “What—” he began. 
  Five juniors vanished down the corridor like five ghosts at cock-crow. Temple, breathless and dusty, picked himself up and tottered after them. Mr. Quelch gave a snort, and shut the Form-room door again. 

                                              THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                                  Any Port in a Storm! 

“I SAY, you fellows! 
  “Poor old Bunter!” 
  “I say, it—it’s awful!” groaned Bunter, 
  “The awfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sympatheticaly. 
  All the Famous Five were sympathetic. 
  Bunter, it was clear, was in a bad box. So far, Loder of the Sixth had not found him; but the Sixth were out of their Form-room now, and there was no shadow of doubt that Gerald Loder was looking for Bunter. 
  Even a good-tempered prefect, even old Wingate, would certainly have given a junior toco for jamming a cricket bat like a battering-ram into his waistcoat. And Loder was not a good-tempered prefect. He was a very bad-tempered one. There was no doubt that Loder had been hurt. It was doubtful whether he had yet quite recovered from that fearful bang in the region described by the juniors as the breadbasket. If there was anything that was absolutely certain, it was that Loder of the Sixth would not rest till he had made Bunter squirm. 
  It was a horrid prospect for Bunter. 
  So far he had dodged Loder successfully; but a fellow could not dodge another feIlow for ever within the limits of a school. Sooner or later, it was certain, Loder would get him—probably sooner rather than later. Neither could Bunter hope that the passage of time would have the effect of cooling Loder’s wrath. It was fairly certain, on the other hand, that that wrath would improve, like wine, with keeping. 
  The sympathy of the Famous Five was taking a practical form—a form that Billy Bunter could appreciate. They were standing him ginger-pop and jam tarts in the tuckshop. Bunter was fearfully worried, but his worry had not, fortunately affected his appetite. He gobbled jam tarts and washed them down with ginger-pop, and found com fort therein. But he gobbled with a wary eye on the doorway. If Loder came in— 
  Loder, it was certain, was looking for him, and the school shop was quite a likely spot to look for Bunter. 
  “I say, you fellows, what’s a fellow going to do ?” moaned Bunter. “If it was anybody else I wouldn’t mind. Old Wingate or Gwynne would give a chap six, and let it go at that; but Loder—”  
  “More likely six dozen!” said. 
  “Oh lor’!”
  “Or six hundred!” remarked Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “Best thing you can do, old chap, is to see Loder and get it over.” said Harry Wharton. “You’ve got it coming, you know.”
  “You silly idiot!” was Bunter’s reply.
  “You can’t dodge a Sixth Form prefect for ever.” the captain of the Remove pointed out. 
  “I’m jolly well going to dodge him as long as I can!” said Bunter. “I say, you fellows, you ought to stand by a pal.” 
  “We’ll look after Temple.” said Harry. 
  “Oh, blow Temple!” said Bunter crossly. “It’s Loder I’m worried about. Suppose you fellows collar him like you did Temple? They can’t sack a batch of six, it would only be a flogging.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous Five. 
  The idea of handling a prefect, and bagging a Head’s flogging as a result, to save Bunter from a whopping, seemed to strike the chums of the Remove as a good joke 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” grunted Bunter. “If it was anybody but Loder I’d face up to it and get it over. But you know that brute.  He will skin me!”   
  “The skinfulness will be terrific!” sighed the Nabob of Bhanipur. “Have you room for another esteemed tart, Bunter?” 
  “Yes, rather!” said Bunter promptly. Herbert Vernon-Smith stepped into the school shop. There was a grin on his face as he glanced round over the fellows there. 
  “Bunter here?” he asked. “Oh, here you are! Loder’s coming this way!”
  “Oh crikey!”  A jam tart dropped from Bunter’s fat hand, and he blinked round in terror at the door. “I—I say, you fellows—I say—hide me!” 
  “Loder’s going to hide you!” said the Bounder. “He’s got his ashplant with him.” 
 “You silly ass!” yelled Bunter. “I don’t mean that! I mean—”
  “Ha, he, ha!” 
  “I—I say, you fellows, get in front of me!” gasped Bunter. “I—I say, keep me out of sight of that beast! Oh crikey!”
  There was a chuckle in the tuckshop. The hunted life that Billy Bunter was leading that afternoon had its comic side, from the onlookers’ point of view. But its comic aspect was quite lost on Billy Bunter. However, though the juniors chuckled, they played up. 
  The Famous Five, and Smithy and five or six other fellows, bunched round Bunter. He crouched behind that human rampart hoping to keep out of Loder’s way when the bully of the Sixth looked in. 
  The Bounder’s warning had come only in time. Hardly a minute later, Loder of the Sixth stamped in, his ashplant under his arm, and a glitter in his eyes. Loder still had a pain under his waists coat.  He seemed to have a worse one in his temper. He gave the bunch of juniors a glare. 
  “Is Bunter here?” he snapped. 
  Crouching behind innumerable legs, the fat Owl of the Remove hardly breathed. 
  “Bunter!” repeated Harry Wharton. “Do you want Bunter?” 
  “You know I do!” snapped Loder. “The fat little scoundrel has been dodging me all day. Have you seen him?” 
  “I saw him ten minutes ago.” answered the captain of the Remove.  Which was perfectly true. He was not bound to mention that he had also seen Bunter later than that. 
  “Have you looked in the Cloisters, Loder?” asked Peter Todd. 
  “The Cloisters?” repeated Loder. Is he there?” 
  “Well, a fellow might dodge there if he wanted to keep out of sight.” said Peter blandly. Which also was perfectly true, though it was not what had happened in this instance. 
  Loder gave a snort and turned and tramped out of the tuckshop. Billy Bunter gave a gasp of relief. 
  “Oh, dear! Thank goodness that beast’s gone! I say, you fellows, I’ll cut off to the House while he’s in the Cloisters, and, if he comes back, tell him I’ve gone to the circus, see!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter grabbed up his jam tart but he did not stop to devour it. With the tart in his fat hand, he rolled out of the tuckshop. Loder, it was clear, had been looking in the House for him, and drawn it blank. So it was a safe refuge, if Bunter could reach it unseen. And if Loder was heading for the Cloisters, there seemed a healthy chance. 
  Alas for Bunter!  Loder, instead of heading for the Cloisters, had stopped in the quad, to ask fellows whether they had seen Bunter. 
  He did not need to continue his inquiries—for he saw Bunter himself as the fat junior rolled out of the tuckshop. 
  “Bunter! So you were in there all the time!” hooted Loder. He came striding at the fat junior. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Now, then! You—”
  Loder reached out to grasp a fat shoulder as Bunter made a jump to bolt. 
  Squash! 
  Hardly knowing what he did, in his alarm and terror, the fat Owl slammed the jam tart in Loder’s face. 
  It squashed there over the prefect’s features. 
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  His grasp missed Bunter! Bunter did not want to give him another chance. He flew. 
  “Urrrrggh!” gurgled Loder, grabbing and dabbing at jam. “Why, I—I—I’ll—urrrggh—I’ll—gurrgh!” 
  “Put it on, Bunter!” yelled three or four fellows, and there was a roar of laughter as Bunter streaked for the House. 
  Loder rushed in pursuit. 
  Bunter was an easy first. He vanished into the House. 
  Loder cut in after him, cut up the stairs, and rooted in the Remove passage, where he fully expected to find Bunter. Disappointed there, he came dOwn again, and rooted in the Rag— but the Rag also was drawn blank. The fat Owl of the Remove seemed to have melted into thin air! 
Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch had the surprise of his life. 
 Sitting at his desk busy with a pile of papers for his Form, he was surprised to see the Form-room door open and the fat figure of his most obtuse and backward pupil roll in. He frowned at Bunter.
  “What is it, Bunter?” he rapped. 
  Bunter shut the door before replying. 
  “If—if you please, sir—” he stammered. 
  “Well?” 
  “I—I—I—if you pip-pip-please, I— I’m sorry I was so bad with my—my history this afternoon, sir——”
  “I am glad to hear it, Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch rather blankly. Bunter had plenty to be sorry for, that was certain, but his Form-master certainly never had expected him to come back to the Form-room and say so. 
  “And—and if you please, sir—” 
  “Well?” 
  “If—if you’d be so kind, sir—” 
  “What is it?” 
  “Pi-pip-perhaps you’d set me a history paper, sir, and—and I—I’d like to —to sit here and do it, sir!” stammered Bunter. 
  “Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  He gazed at Bunter in astonishment and approval. 
  Knowing nothing of the hunted life the fat Owl was leading that day, he naturally did not guess that the Form-room was Bunter’s only safe refuge. He was surprised—but he was pleased. This desire for knowledge was quite a new thing on Bunter’s part. It was amazingly new. But Mr. Quelch was the man to encourage it. 
  “Certainly, Bunter.” he said. “Most certainly, my boy! I am glad, very glad indeed to see this desire on your part to make up for the time you lost this afternoon. I will certainly set you a paper, Bunter. Take your seat.” 
  “Oh, thank you, sir,” gasped Bunter. 
  He sat at his desk. Mr. Quelch provided him with a history paper—bestowing upon him quite a genial smile at the same time. For the next hour, while the Remove master corrected papers at his high desk, Bunter sat and absorbed knowledge of Roman emperors—which, rotten as it was, was not quite so rotten as falling into the clutches of Loder of the Sixth! 


                               THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                                      Hunted Down!

 “BESSIE!” 
  “ Billy!” 
  It was a couple of hours later.
  Billy Bunter was silting on this style in Friardale Lane. Like the Irish immigrant in the song, he sat on the stile, and meditated sadly. Seldom, or never, had the fat Owl of the Remove felt so desperately up against it. 
  He had stayed in the Remove Form Room till Mr. Quelch left. Then Bunter had to vacate also. He could not very well confide to his Form-master that he was hunting cover from an exasperated prefect of the Sixth. When Quelch left, and locked the Form-room after him, Bunter went—somewhat raised in his Form-master’s estimation, if that was any comfort to him. 
  In fear and trembling, the fat Owl bolted across the quad, and got out of gates. Now he sat on the stile in the lane. He was safe from Loder—at least, he hoped he was. But the future—the near future—was problematic. It was not long now to lock-up—and then he had to go in. That meant falling into the clutch of the avenger. So far, he had escaped—but in doing so, he had made matters worse instead of better. Loder, already exasperated by the bang on his waistcoat, would obviously be still more exasperated by the slamming of a jam tart on his features. If Bunter had dreaded a meeting before that episode, he dreaded it doubly afterwards. 
  Yet it had to come. He could sit there on the stile till lock-up—but clearly he could not take a night out, sitting on the stile. And even if he could, there was the morrow—and Loder on the morrow. Bunter began to wish that he had grasped the nettle, as it were—faced the whopping. and got it over. But he was not inclined to face it now. 
  The sound of a bicycle in the lane made him blink round in alarm. But he was relieved to see that the newcomer was Bessie Bunter—Sister Bessie of the Fourth Form at Cliff House School. 
Bessie braked and alighted. She blinked at her brother, on the stile, through the big spectacles that were so like Billy’s. 
  “What are you sitting there for, Billy?” she asked. 
  “Oh, just taking a rest,” answered Bunter dismally. 
  “Got any chocs?” 
  “No.” 
  “Toffee?” 
  “No!”
  “Bullseyes?” 
  “No!”
  Miss Bunter turned back to her bicycle. As Billy had nothing about him of an edible nature, she seemed to lose interest in him. Billy Bunter blinked at her morosely. He was in need of sympathy. 
  “I say, Bessie, I’m in an awful scrape!” he said. 
  “What have you been doing?” asked Bessie. She seemed to take it for granted that Billy had done something. “Bagging somebody’s tuck?” 
  “No!” hooted Bunter. “Think I’d bag a fellow’s tuck?” 
  “I jolly well know you would!” declared Bessie. “You came over to Cliff House one day to get out of Vernon-Smith’s way, because you’d had his cake.”
  “It wasn’t his cake,” grunted Bunter, “and I jolly well never had it, either. And you can’t jaw, Bessie—I gave you some, as you jolly well know. I say, Loder’s after me! You’ve seen Loder of the Sixth—a long-legged beast with a face like a rat-trap. I say, he’s going to whop me when I go in.” 
  “I’ve seen him.” said Bessie. “I passed him on my bike, ten minutes ago. ” 
   “Oh!” crikey! Was—was he coming this way?” 
  “Yes”
  “Oh lor’!” groaned Bunter. “I shall have to dodge the beast!  But I can’t dodge him for ever, can I? I’ve a jolly good mind to bolt.” 
  Bessie chuckled. 
  “Yes—I can see father’s face, if you butted in, in the middle of the term.” she remarked. “I fancy you’d wish you had Loder instead.” 
  “I can’t go home, of course. I’ve got other resources, if I jolly well choose.”  said Billy Bunter, loftily. “You mayn’t believe that I’ve been offered a job, at a jolly high salary, if I choose to take it. 
  “ Right in one!” assented Bessie. “I don’t!” 
  “Well it’s true,” said Bunter. “I’ve made friends with Marco, the lion-tamer at the circus, and he wants a boy assistant. The last one left him, and he hasn’t been able to get another yet— you see, a job with a lion-tamer needs a lot of pluck.” 
  “Then what use would you be?” asked Bessie. 
  “Cat!” said Bunter with the polished politeness habitual to the Bunter tribe. Marco jolly well knows I’m plucky. He stood me tea in his van one day last week, and offered me the job if I left school, so there! He thinks me no end plucky. He knows me—” 
  “You mean, he doesn’t know you?” 
  “Yah! I’d like to know what would have happened at Cliff House the other day if I hadn’t come in while the escaped lion was there—” 
  “Nothing!” said Bessie. “We all know about it now. That lion was as tame as a cat, and we shouldn’t have been frightened if we’d known it at the time. You jolly well knew it!” 
  “That’s the thanks I get for risking my life to save a lot of frightened schoolgirls!” said Bunter bitterly. “ Talk about ingratitude being a sharper tooth than a serpent’s child!  If I hadn’t been so plucky---” 
  “Well, if you’re so plucky, old bean, you’ve got a chance to show it now.” grinned Bessie. 
  “What do you mean?” 
  “Here comes Loder.” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Billy Bunter rolled off the stile in such a hurry that he rolled in the grass. He picked himself up, and blinked along the lane at a tall figure that came striding from the direction of the school. It was Loder of the Sixth—and his eyes were on Bunter. 
  It was true that Marco, the lion-tamer, the King of the Lions at Muccolini’s Circus, believed Billy Bunter to be a plucky kid—owing to a misapprehension. But if Marco had seen him at this moment, he would undoubtedly have revised that opinion. The hapless fat Owl blinked at the approaching prefect, his fat knees knocking together, his eyes dilated behind his big spectacles. 
  “I—I say, Bessie, lend me your bike!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Eh? And walk back to Cliff House?” ejaculated Bessie. 
  “Yes, old dear—”
  “Bosh!”
  “I say, that beast will skin me—”
  “Rubbish!” 
  “Will you lend me your jigger?” howled Bunter. “I tell you, I’ve got to get away from that beast!”
  “Where’s all that pluck?” 
  “Cat!” 
  “If you think I’m going to walk three miles—” exclaimed Bessie Bunter indignantly. 
  “I—I say, did you drop that shilling, Bessie?” 
  “Eh? Yes! Where?” 
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  Bessie Bunter blinked round hastily for the shilling. Billy Bunter grabbed the bike, and rushed it up the road. 
  “Why, you—you—you—” gasped Bessie, realising that there was no shilling.   
  “Billy, you—you—gimme my bike!”
  Bunter plumped on the bike and pedalled. It was rather awkward for Bunter to ride; but he was desperate. Loder, having spotted him, was coming on at a run. 
  “Stop!” shrieked Bessie Bunter. “Come back! My bike! I shall be late for call-over! Billy! My bike!”
  Bunter did not heed. His fat little legs drove hard at the pedals, and he fairly raced. Bessie dashed after him in frantic excitement. 
  “Stop!” roared Loder, coming on at a rush, after Bessie. 
  Bunter heeded Loder no more than Bessie.  He pedalled on wildly. Loder rushed in pursuit. But the fugitive Owl was well ahead; and he would have got clear, but from the direction of Friardale an Austin car came whizzing. 
  Bunter, plunging out of the way of the car, plunged into the grassy bank beside the lane. 
  The bike curled up. So did Bunter! Landing with a bump in the grass, he curled up beside the bike, spluttering. 
  The car jammed to a halt. The big, broad-shouldered man who was driving it stared at Bunter, sprawling in the grass. His look showed that he recognised Bunter. 
  Bunter, however, was not looking at him. Bunter was sprawling breathlessly.   
  Bessie came panting up. 
  “If you’ve damaged my bike—” bawled Bessie. Apparently Miss Bunter was more concerned about possible damage to the bike, than possible damage to Bunter. 
  Bunter’s spluttering howls sounded as if he was damaged. But the bike, fortunately, was all right! Bessie lifted it, and mounted. 
  Evidently she did not intend to give Billy another chance of grabbing that jigger. Once in the saddle, she pedalled, and vanished up the road towards the village. 
  A minute more, and Loder of the Sixth was on the scene. Bunter, winded, was still sprawling, and Loder’s grip on his collar lifted him out of the grass.
  “Got you!” said Loder grimly.
  “Ow! Leggo! Yarooooh!”
  The big man in the little stepped down. Loder had hardly noticed him till then. But he noticed him now. 
  “Let that kid alone!” said the big man. 
  Loder stared round at him, in angry surprise. 
  “Who the dooce are you, and what do you want?” he snapped: 
  “My name’s Marco—and I want you to leave that kid alone.” answered the big man calmly, “and I want you to do it at once!”

                                 THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 


                                      A Friend in Need! 

BILLY BUNTER blinked at the big, broad-shouldered man and gave a gasp of relief. 
  In Loder a grip the fat junior was as helpless as a fat rabbit in the jaws of a terrier. But Loder of the Sixth would have been equally helpless in the grasp of the herculean lion-tamer. It was an unexpected, but very happy meeting for Bunter.   Marco’s good- tempered, rugged face was very determined. Who Loder was, he had, of course, not the faintest idea, and even had he known that he was a Greyfriars prefect, he knew nothing of Greyfriars, or the prefectorial system. All he knew was what he saw—a big fellow pitching into a little one—and that was enough for the Circus man. 
  As Loder did not let go Bunter’s collar, Marco took a grip on Loder’s. 
  “Chuck it!” said Marco tersely. 
  “I say, make him leggo!” wailed Bunter. 
  “I’ll make him, fast enough, if he doesn’t!” said the lion-tamer cheerfully.
 “Here, you! Let go that kid!” 
  Loder’s face was crimson with fury. 
  “You silly ruffian!” he bawled. “Mind your own business! How dare you lay hands on me?” 
  “You’re laying hands on that kid!” Marco pointed out. 
  “That’s different, you fool!” 
  “Better language, please!” said the lion-tamer. Like most big and strong men, in perfect physical condition, ht had a patient temper. He could have picked up Loder with one hand, and tossed him over the hedge. But he kept his temper much better than the Greyfriars prefect did. 
  “Take your paw off my collar!” howled Loder furiously. “I’ll have you run in, if you dare to interfere with me!” 
  “Let that kid go!” 
  “I won’t !” 
  “You will!” said Marco could only. “I’m going to make you, if you don’t!”
  “You—you fool!” gasped Loder. “This junior belongs to my school. I’m a senior and a prefect, and I’m going to take him back there for punishment. Now do you understand?” 
  “No, I don’t!” retorted Marco. “You ain’t a schoolmaster!” 
  “You idiot! I’m a prefect!”
  “I don’t rightly know what that may happen to be,” said the lion tamer. “But I know you’re not going to handle that kid!” 
  “Make him leggo!” wailed Bunter. 
  Billy Bunter, while he was sitting on the stile, had been thinking dismally about the future. But he was not thinking about the future now. He was thinking about the present. And at present his thoughts and wishes and hopes were limited to getting out of the grasp of the bully of the Sixth. That was enough for Bunter for the moment, and the future could take care of itself ! 
  “I’ve told you to let that kid go!” said Marco quietly. 
  “And l’vø told you I won’t!” hissed Loder. “Ask the kid himself, you fool—he will tell you I have the authority!”
  Marco looked at him, and looked at Bunter. Marco was a great man in the circus, but he knew nothing of Public schools. That senior men in the Sixth Form were invested with authority over boys in lower forms, was a new one to Marco. He was not prepared to believe Loder; put he would have believed Bunter, of course, had Bunter borne out Loder’s statement. 
  But Billy Bunter was not likely to corroborate any statement that would leave him at Loder’s mercy. Bunter’s one idea was to get away from Loder. 
  “Is that so, kid?” asked Marco dubiously. “ I don’t want to make trouble for you at your school.” 
  “Ow! No!” howled Bunter. “He’s a beastly bully—he’s always pitching into chaps. I’d jolly well punch him if I was big enough!”
  “Why, you lying young rascal!” gasped Loder. 
  “That’s enough!” said Marco. “Let him go!”
  “I won’t, and you shan’t make me!” said Loder, between his teeth. “And if you dare to try, I’ll— Urrrggh— yurrggh—gurgggh!”
  Loder choked and spluttered, as Marco compressed an iron grip on his neck. He released Billy Bunter’s collar as he was swung off his feet. 
  “Urrrrgh! Wurrrrggh!” spluttered Loder wildly, as he swung his feet kicking up a cloud of dust in the lane. 
  Marco, with hardly an effort, slung him across the grass-bank, and sat him down in a bed of nettles by the hedge. Marco, perhaps did not notice that the nettles were there. But Loder did! Loder could not help noticing that he was sprawling in stinging nettles! 
  “Now you behave yourself!” said Marco. 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  Loder bounded out of the stinging nettles He clenched his fists and made a fierce rush at the circus man. 
  Marco grinned. 
  “Better not, young man!” he warned. And Loder, realising in time that he had better not, checked his rush.  He stood panting, glaring at the towering lion-tamer. Then his angry glare turned on Bunter, who promptly dodged behind the big circus man. 
  “You young rascal——” panted Loder. 
  “Yah!” retorted Bunter from the safe shelter of Marco’s herculean form. 
  “Beast!”
  Loder choked with rage. 
  But he could carry the matter no further. He did not want to be pitched into the stinging-nettles again, and he was little more than an infant in the hands of the lion-tamer. 
  “Wait! Just wait a bit, you young scoundrel!” he gasped, and turning away, Loder tramped on towards the village, whither he had been bound when he sighted Bunter. 
  “Oh crikey!” breathed Billy Bunter. 
  He watched Loder out of sight in the direction of Friardale.  It was a great relief to see the last of him. 
  But now that the present trouble was happily over, the immediate future recurred to Bunter’s fat mind. 
  Once more he had escaped Loder’s vengeance—but only at the cost of piling up worse to come.  After handling by the sinewy circus man the bully of the sixth would be more implacable than ever. And it was getting near lock-up, and Bunter had to get back to Greyfriars before the gates were closed. 
  “Like a lift, kid?” asked Marco. 
  “Oh! Yes! Rather!” said Bunter. He was glad of a lift at least. Anything that saved exertion was so much to the good. 
  “I’m going back to the circus now.” said the lion tamer. “I shall pass near your school, if you’re going back there.” 
  “Oh! Yes!” stammered Bunter. “I—I say.” he stammered again. “I say, I—I missed my tea at school owing to dodging that beast! It’s too late for tea now. ” 
  Marco smiled. 
  On the occasion when Bunter had “tea’d” with him in his caravan he had noticed that the fat junior was a good man with the foodstufts. It was a thing that nobody could have failed to notice. He did not need telling that it was a serious matter to Bunter to miss a meal. Billy Bunter’s hint was quite enough for the good-natured circus man. 
  “Step into the car and come along.” he said. “You mustn’t be late back at school, whatever the time is you have to get in; but if you’ve time I’m going back to tea now——” 
  “Lots of time!” said Bunter promptly. 
  “Hop in, then!”
  Bunter hopped into the Austin. Marco sat at the wheel, and the little car buzzed on. 
  Bunter was glad of the prospect of tea at the circus camp. Last time Marco had stood him an ample feed, and the same again was exactly what the fat Owl wanted. But, for once, Bunter was not thinking solely of his next meal.  He was thinking of keeping clear of Loder of the Sixth. 
  Had no other refuge offered, no doubt Bunter would have been driven to return to school and take what was coming to him. But, as it happened, there was another refuge.  He was welcome at the circus. 
  Certainly it was a very serious matter to stay out of school after lockup. But that was not so serious, in Bunter’s estimation, as coming into contact with Loder of the Sixth in loaders present mood. That prospect fairly made Bunter cringe. Whatever the result, he was going to keep clear of Loder. 
  Loder, when he came back from the village, would look for Bunter at once. He was not going to find him if Bunter could help it. As for the future, that, as usual, could take care of itself. Billy Bunter was not the fellow to meet troubles half-way. 
  The car whizzed on by the road over Courtfield Conmon.  Greyfriars School dropped out of sight behind. 
  Marco turned the Austin off the road by the path that led across the common to the circus pitch. Preparations were going on there for the evening performance. Marco parked his car, and in a few minutes more Bunter was sitting down to tea. 
  “What time do you have to go back?” asked the lion-tamer, as Bunter gobbled. 
Bunter, by that time, had made up his fat mind that he was not going back— that day, at all events. But he realized that he had to be a bit tactful in dealing with Marco. 
  The circus man was kind and friendly and hospitable, but it was not likely that he would have any part in a fellow running away from school—and that, in 
point of fact, as what Bunter’s proceedings amounted to. 
  “Oh, that’s all right!” said Bunter airily. “I can please myself about that.”
  “But your schoolmaster—” said Marco. 
   “Oh! He trusts me anywhere!” said Bunter calmly. “The fact is, I’d like to see the show, if it can be fixed.”
  “That’s easy enough if it won’t land you in trouble at your school.” said the lion-tamer. 
  “The only difficulty is,” explained Bunter, “that I left my money in my study—” 
  “I can pass you in. ” said Marco, smiling. 
  “Then I’m jolly well staying!” said Bunter. 
  And he jolly well did! 

                                 THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                            No Bunter! 
“SEEN Bunter?” 
  “No!” 
  “He’s cutting roll!” 
  “The fat ass!”
  The school had assembled for calling-over. Loder, from his place in the Sixth, had an eye on the Remove. 
  As Billy Bunter had dismally foreseen, Loder’s wrath had not diminished with the passage of time. It had intensified. Not only had that bang in the waistcoat to be settled for and the jam tart squashing on Loder’s feaures—but the handling by the unknown rescuer in the lane was now added to the list of Bunter’s dire offences. 
  Loder, in fact, was almost at boiling point. 
  Every fellow at Greyfriars School had to turn up to answer to his name at role, so Loder had no doubt of getting his man at last. When the Remove marched out after roll a hand was going to fall on Bunter’s fat shoulder. 
  Loder did not spot the fat Owl in the Remove, but he had no doubt that he was there. The Remove fellows, however, knew that he wasn’t.  They had, of course, no doubt of reason.  Bunter’s hunted life that they had caused a great deal of merriment in his Form, and fellows had wondered whether Bunter would succeed in keeping clear of Loder till calling over. That, they supposed, was the latest limit of his dodging, 
  Evidently, however, Bunter was keeping it up later than that. Mr. Quelch was beginning to call the names; but the Owl of the Remove was not there to answer. 
  “The howling ass!” murmured Peter Todd. He will have Quelch after him, as well as Loder, if he cuts roll.” 
  “Can’t answer for him with Quelch!” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  “No fear!” 
  If Mr. Wiggins or Mr. Prout had been taking roll some fellow might have risked answering “Adsum” for Bunter. But that was quite futile in dealing with the gimlet-eyed Remove master. 
  “The blithering ass!” said Harry Wharton. “Where the dickens is he?” 
  “Parked in the study, I suppose.” said Peter. 
  “The benighted chump will have to turn up for prep!” said Johnny Bull. “And Loder’s the prefect taking prep this evening. He will get him.” 
  “The getfulness will be terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “and the whopfulness will be an esteemed record.” 
  “Silence!” called out Wingate of the Sixth, and the murmur of voices in the Remove died away. 
  Quelch was calling the names now, and the fellows answered “‘Sum” one after another till the name of Bunter was called. 
  “Bunter!” repeated Mr. Quelch. 
  No answer. 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips and marked Bunter absent.  Quelch had been pleased with Bunter that afternoon, surprised and pleased by his sudden and laudable thirst for knowledge of Roman history. But he did not look pleased now. 
Roll-call finished, the fellows marched out of Hall, and Loder of the Sixth, coming quickly after the Remove, called to the head boy of that Form. He had noted that Bunter had failed to answer to his name. 
  “Wharton!”
  “Yes, Loder!” answered Harry, suppressing a grin. 
  “Has Bunter cut calling-over?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Do you know where he is?”
  “No.”
  “He must have come in!” said Loder, scowling. 
  “Must have!” agreed Harry. 
  “Well, go and have a. look for him, and tell him to come to my study at once.” 
  Loder stalked away. 
  Harry Wharton glanced after him, and then at his friends, with a smile. 
  “I suppose a fellow must carry out a prefect’s order!” he remarked. “Come on, you men, I’m going to look for Bunter! Come into the Rag!” 
  “He’s not there.” said Bob. 
  “I know. That’s why I’m going to look for him there.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  And the Famous Five went into the Rag, where they were certainly not likely to find the missing Owl, however hard they looked for him. If Gerald Loder waited for the fat junior to arrive in his study, he waited in vain. 
  However, he only had to wait—at least, so he supposed.  Bunter had to turn up for prep. 
  The Remove did their preparation in their studies, not in the Form-room, like the small fry of the Third and Second. But a prefect was on duty in prep, his duty being to see that the Removites really did prep in their studies, and did not wonder about the passages talking, or leap-frogging—as they were likely to do if left to their own devices. 
  When Loder took his turn at that duty it was seldom done carefully. As a rule, if Loder was “on,” fellows could leave their studies, and even go down to the Rag, safe in the knowledge that Loder was not troubling his head about them, or about his duty. On this particular evening, however, Loder was as dutiful as the Head could have expected any of his prefects to be. He was on the Remove landing when the Remove came up to prep, and his glittering eye scanned them for Bunter. 
  But Bunter did not come up with the rest. 
  “Is Bunter in his study, Todd?” he asked. 
  “I haven’t seen him there, Loder.” 
  Loder grunted, and went along to Study No. 7. Peter Todd and Tom Dutton entered that apartment, but the third member of Study No. 7 was not to be seen. 
  “Where’s Bunter?” rapped out Loder savagely. 
  “Haven’t the foggiest,” answered Peter. 
  “Have you seen him, Dutton?” 
  “Eh?” asked Tom Dutton. 
  He was deaf, and it was necessary to put on a little steam in speaking to him. Loder gave an angry snort. 
  “You deaf ass! Why isn’t Bunter in his study?” 
  “No.” answered Dutton. 
  “What do you mean, no, you young idiot?” hooted Loder. 
  “Dusty, if you like,” answered Tom, with a stare. “But I never noticed that it was muddy. There hasn’t been any rain.” 
  “Muddy!” repeated Loder blankly.
  “You young ass! I asked you why Bunter wasn’t in the study. Have you seen that young sweep? He can’t be still out of gates! Have you seen him?” 
  “Eh? Yes.” answered Dutton. 
  “Oh, good! Where did you see him?” 
  “Eh? ” 
   “Where did you see him?” roared Loder. 
   “In Hall, at roll.” answered Dutton. 
  “He wasn’t at calling-over!” roared Loder. “What do you mean?” 
  “He jolly well was.” said Dutton. “I saw him in the Fourth, talking to Temple.” 
  “You saw Bunter?” gasped Loder. 
  “Eh? Who’s talking about Bunter? You asked me if I’d seen Bates.” 
  “Bates!” gasped Loder. “I never mentioned Bates!”
  “You said Bates—”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Peter Todd. “Loder said gates, not Bates.” 
  “Gates!” repeated Dutton. “There’s no chap here named Gates, that I know of. I haven’t seen anybody named Gates, Loder.” 
  Tom Dutton’s deafness was an affliction—not only to himself!  Loder almost foamed. 
  “Do you know whether Bunter’s stayed out of gates?” he roared. 
  “I don’t know anybody named Gates! I saw Bates— he was talking to Temple, in Hall—” 
  “I don’t want to know anything about Bates!” shrieked Loder. 
  “Eh? Yates! Did you say Yates? I don’t know Yates! There’s a chap in the Highcliffe Fourth named Tate, but I haven’t seen him for weeks——”
  “Have you seen Bunter?” roared Loder, in a voice that could have been heard at the other end of the Remove passage. 
  “Bunter! No.  I saw Bates—”
  Loder stamped out of Study No. 7, leaving Tom Dutton staring and Peter almost in hysterics. 
  “I say, what’s the matter with Loder!” asked Dutton. “If he wants Bates, it’s no good looking for him in but the Remove. Bates is in the Fourth.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” yelled Peter. 
  “I couldn’t make out whether he said Bates or Yates, he mumbles so.” said Dutton. “But he can’t want a Highcliffe chap, can he!”
 “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “No good asking me, if he does!” said the puzzled Dutton. “Looks to me as if Loder’s going batchy! Coming here, talking about Gates, and Bates, and Yates, and then howling out about Bunter. I say, Peter, Bunter’s not here! I noticed that he wasn’t in Hall. I wonder where Bunter is. Seen him ?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” howled Peter. “Bunter’s missing!” 
  “Rot!” said Dutton. “Who’s he kissing, I’d like to know? What do you mean? Not one of the Cliff House girls? They’d be ill if he did!”
  “Bunter’s dodging Loder.” 
  “What the dickens does he want soda for?” 
  But Peter did not try to explain further. 
  Loder of the Sixth rooted through the Remove studies, finding all the Remove but Bunter! Bunter was not in his own study, or in any other fellow’s study. Nobody knew where he was. Nobody had seen him since he had gone out of gates; and it was clear that he had not come in. So Loder went down to report to Mr. Quelch that one of his Form was missing from prep, not sorry to add Mr. Quelch’s wrath to his own to fall upon the devoted head of the Owl of the Remove. 
  A double allowance of trouble now awaited Billy Bunter, when he came in. Only—he did not come in! While Loder raged, and Quelch frowned, Billy Bunter was sitting at Muccolini’s Circus, watching Marco the Lion-Tamer, and the Queen of the Ring, and listening to the wheezes of Tippity Tip, the circus clown—in happy forgetfulness of Greyfriars, and the storm that was brewing for him there. 

                                 THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                    Told on the Telephone! 

MR. QUELCH was worried. 
  It was drawing near bedtime for the Remove, and a member of his Form was 
missing from the school. 
  After prep the Remove master had questioned every fellow in the Remove on the subject of Bunter, but they could tell him nothing. 
  Bunter had gone out of gates. He had not come in. If he was staying out of his own accord, Mr. Quelch wanted to give him the licking of his life. If he had met with some accident, Mr. Quelch wanted to be helpful and sympathetic. So long as the state of doubt lasted, it was quite a mixture of feelings, and very disturbing and uncomfortable, 
  Only a few weeks ago Bunter had been missing, and it turned out that he had been stranded on Popper’s Island. That, of course, was not likely to have happened again. Mr. Quelch had been anxious on that occasion, and as it had turned out, there had been no need for anxiety. It had been a sheer waste! Now, however, he was getting anxious again, though he was more angry than anxious. He thought of ringing up the police station, to inquire whether any accident had been heard of. But he had done that very thing on the last occasion, and he did not want to repeat himself, if he could help it. 
  Still, when half-past nine sounded, and the Remove had to go to their dormitory, Mr. Quelch felt that the matter could no longer be left where it was. 8omething had to be done. He approached his telephone. 
  Buzzzzzz! 
  It was the telephone bell. 
  Mr. Quelch felt quite a pang of anxious apprehension as he clutched up the receiver. Someone was ringing him up—and he dreaded to hear that it was news of an accident! How very probable, after all, that some accident had kept Bunter away—a short-sighted, stupid, obtuse fellow—poor boy!
  “Yes, yes!” gasped Mr. Quelch into the transmitter. “Yes? What is it? Please tell me at once !” 
  “I say—” came a fat voice over the wires. 
  Mr. Quelch jumped. 
  All his fears of on accident faded away at.  once. It was the voice of the missing Owl. 
  “Bunter!” he gasped. 
  “Is that Mr. Quelch?” 
  “Yes, Bunter! How dare you remain out of gates till bed-time? How dare you miss calling-over?  Where are you? What are you doing? I shall punish you most severely.  Bunter, return to the school at once!” 
  “Eh! I didn’t catch that, sir.” 
  “Would you mind saying that again, sir?” 
   “You—you—you—Bunter!” hooted Mr. Quelch.  “Where are you?” 
  “In a telephone box, sir.” 
  “You utterly stupid boy!” 
  “Oh, really sir—” 
  “Where are you telephoning from?” roared Mr. Quelch, too exasperated to bother about the proper pressing of his prepositions. 
  “From here, sir.” 
  “Upon my word!” 
  “I—I thought I’d ring you up, sir, to let you know I’m all right.” said Bunter. “I thought I’d telephone as soon as it was over.” 
  “What’s happened, then ?” 
  “Oh, nothing. sir!  I—I can’t get back to school to-night.” 
  “What!” 
  “It’s nothing to do with Loder, sir—” 
  “Loder?” 
  “Nothing at all, sir. The fact is, I am unavoidably detained. My pater—”
   “What?”
   “My father is fearfully ill, sir, and I’ve had to go home—” 
  “Are you telephoning from your home, Bunter?” 
  “No. I mean—” 
  “I do not believe you, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, really, sir!  I had a letter from my father to-day, telling me that he was fearfully ill—in fact, he’s been unconscious for days, sir—” 
  “Goodness gracious!” 
  “Yes, isn’t it sad, sir? He’s been asking for me, and—and I felt that— that I had to go.” 
  “How dare you tell me such palpable untruths, Bunter?” shrieked Mr. Quelch. 
  “Eh?”
  “Come back to the school instantly.” 
  “I—I can’t, sir, when my mater’s so ill—I mean, my pater! I—I’m sitting by his bedside at this very moment, sir—”
  “You are telephoning from a bedside?” gasped Mr Quelch. 
  “Oh! Yes! No! I mean, I’ve been sitting by his bedside, sir, and—now— now I’ve gone down to the post office— I mean to the library—to telephone to you, sir. My poor father’s lying unconscious upstairs, sir, and—and asking for me every moment—”
  “I shall cane you most severely, Bunter! I order you to come back to the school at once. You shall be flogged for this.” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “I order you to tell me where you are at the present moment, Bunter. Are you in Courtfield ?“ 
  “Oh! No! I’m miles from here, sir.” 
  “Wha-a-t?” 
  “It’s no good thinking of looking for me in Courtfield, sir, when I’m miles and miles away. Miles and miles and miles!”
  “How dare you utter such untruths, Bunter? You utterly stupid boy, if I believed, for one moment, that you had gone home, I should telephone immediately to your father---” 
  “Oh crikey! I—I haven’t gone home, sir!” squeaked Banter, in alarm. “I—I—I’m telephoning from—from my uncle’s, sir.” 
  “Your uncle’s!” said Mr. Quelch dazedly. 
  “Yes, sir! N-n-now I come to think of it, it’s not my father who’s ill, but my uncle—my Uncle William—” 
  “Bless my soul!”
 “He’s awfully ill, sir—I—I can hear him groaning, as I sit at the phone, sir! He’s got galloping plumbago—” 
  “Bunter!  Return to the school instantly!” 
  “I can’t leave my poor father, sir---I—I mean, my poor uncle! He keeps on asking for me. I’m his favourite son, sir—I mean, his favourite nephew! He—he likes me to give him his medicine, sir! He—he won’t take it from any other hand.” 
  “If you do not return immediately to the school, Bunter, I shall have you searched for—” gasped Mr. Quelch. “For what reason, you incredibly stupid boy, are you staying out of gates?” 
  “I’ve told you, sir. My Uncle George---” 
  “What are you doing, Bunter?” 
  “Telephoning, sir.” 
  “You utterly stupid boy, I mean, what are you doing out of the school?” hooted Mr. Quelch. “Why have you not come in?  ”
  “You don’t seem to have caught what I said, sir. My father—I mean, my Uncle George—is fearfully ill and—and I feel it’s my duty to stay with him, sir. I—I thought I’d better let you know, so that you wouldn’t be anxious, sir. Now you know I’m with my father—I mean any uncle—you needn’t trouble to look for me, or—or anything of that sort sir. Good-bye, sir!”
  “Bunter!” shrieked Mr. Quelch. 
  But the fat Owl of the Remove had rung off. 
  Mr. Quelch sat and stared at the telephone. He really looked as if he could have bitten it! 
  He slammed the receiver back on the hooks, with a heavy slam. The instrument rocked. 
  “Upon my word!”gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  He was relieved of anxiety on Bunter’s account. The fat Owl’s call had had that effect, at all events. Nothing had happened to Bunter. 
  Hitherto, Mr. Quelch had been divided between anxiety and anger. Now anger reigned undisputed.  He picked up the cane from his table, and swished it. Had Bunter been with his reach, he certainly would have captured the most tremendous licking of his fat and fatuous career. Perhaps it was just as well for Bunter that he wasn’t!
  Mr. Quelch laid down the cane again. Where Bunter was, and what he fancied he was up to, was a mystery. The Remove master went to consult the Head. 
  Meanwhile, Loder was seeing lights out for the Remove. With a lingering hope that Bunter might have turned up in tine for dorm, he took his ashplant under his arm. But there was no Bunter!
  A few weeks ago Bunter had had a night out, because he could not help it. Now, it seemed, he was having another, of his own free will and choice. Loder had no use for his ashplant; but he drew comfort from the reflection that a fellow who stayed out of school all night was booked for a Head’s flogging, at the very least, if not for the sack. 
  In the Remove, Bunter, generally the most unimportant member of the Form, filled all thoughts. Where was Bunter? Every fellow asked the question; but no fellow could answer it. Nobody knew. 
                                    THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.


                                       A Little Ventriloquism 

BILLY BUNTER grinned cheerfully as he rolled away from the telephone-box in Courtfield. 
  All was well.
  At least, Bunter had no doubt that all was well. He had stuffed Quelch. 
  Billy Bunter had great faith in his powers of deception. It had been quite a brain-wave to ring Quelch up on the phone, and explain that he had been suddenly called away by the serious illness of a near and dear relative. 
  Quelch was a crusty old stick but he surely could not blame a fellow for rushing off, even without asking leave, in such serious circumstances as that. 
  Not only did this make the future safe, Bunter considered, but it made the present safe also; it prevented a search from being made for him. 
  Quelch, believing that he was in affectionate attendance upon a sick relative, would never suspect that he was only a few miles from Greyfriars all the time, least of all that he was in a circus! 
  Satisfied that he had “stuffed” Quelch, Bunter felt that all was well. He was clear of Loder—his absence from school was satisfactorily explained—and he was free to do as he liked. By the time he went back to Greyfriars—which was not gong to be just yet—Loder would have had plenty of time to get over it; indeed, even a beast like Loder might feel a bit sympathetic, when he heard that Bunter had had such bad news from home. 
  Marco was sitting in the little Austin, waiting for Bunter.  He had run him into the town to telephone. 
  “All serene?” asked the lion tamer, as the fat Owl rejoined him. 
  “Right as rain!” answered Bunter breezily. “All clear!” 
  “You’ve got leave?” 
  “Oh, yes! I simply had to explain.” said Bunter calmly. “It’s all right now. I told you it would be all right.” 
  He clambered into the car, and Marco drove back to the circus.  Had Marco been better acquainted with the manners and customs of Greyfriars School, and had he known his Bunter a little better, he might have doubted. But, as the matter stood, he saw no reason to doubt. 
  Bunter had telephoned to the schoolmaster, and came away from the telephone to say that it was all right. So, as far as Marco could see, it was all right. Marco was no fool; but he was a simple-hearted man, and not at all suspicious.  It was easy enough to pull his leg, and Bunter, to do him justice, did not realise that it was a shabby trick to pull the leg of a good-natured and unsuspicious man.  Keeping clear of Loder was Bunter’s dominating thought; and, as usual, all Bunter’s concern was concentrated upon his fat self. 
  Moreover, Bunter was hungry.  It was extremely doubtful whether he would have had any supper if he had gone back to Greyfriars at that hour. Most certainly he would have had a licking; but supper was far from certain. But there was supper at the circus. When it was a choice between supper and a whopping, Bunter’s fat mind was easily made up. He plumped for supper. 
  The fat junior was feeling very cheerful as he alighted from the Austin at the circus camp. 
  The performance was over, and the crowds were gone; but men were moving about in a flare of lights, clearing away and picking up, 
  A good many curious glances were cast at Billy Bunter. 
  The fat junior regarded the circus, and the circus company, with a rather lofty and patronising eye, as became a Public school man, and especially such an aristocrat as William George Bunter. At the same time, he was very glad to find refuge there. 
  Marco, in the belief that he had leave from school, was hospitable, and Bunter could stay if he liked! He was staying. For how long, he had not yet made up his fat mind. 
  From what he had seen of Muccolini’s Circus, Bunter rather fancied that he would like it. It was plain that Marco did very well out of his lion-taming act, as he had a handsome caravan, and could afford to keep a car. And Signor Muccolini, who was rather a swaggering and bullying sort of man, treated Marco with respect, as a valuable member of his company. Bunter was already turning over in his mind the idea of accepting the offer Marco had made him, a week ago, of joining up as the lion-tamer’s assistant. 
  Marco had lost his boy assistant recently, that youth having been lured away to another show. 
  He had been quite impressed by Bunter, and quite disappointed to hear that the fat junior was still at school, and could not take on the job. 
  Now Bunter had given him a hint that he might be leaving school shortly. 
  This was true to a certain extent, as Greyfriars would be breaking up for the summer holidays in two or three weeks, when Bunter, of course, would be leaving with the rest. It was as near to the truth, anyhow, as Bunter generally succeeded in getting. 
  There would be a salary attached if Bunter took on that job; which was rather attractive to a fellow who had been disappointed about a series of postal orders he had been expecting! 
  Bunter was turning it over in his mind, but, in the meantime, he was thinking chiefly about supper. First things came first! 
  “Now about thç feeding,” said Marco. 
  “Yes, rather!” agreed Bunter, it was, it seemed, a case of two souls with but a single thought; two hearts that beat as one! 
  “Come on!” said Marco. 
  Bunter rolled after him. 
  To his surprise, Marco did not head for his vans or for the main-tent, where the circus staff had their supper.  He headed for the annex where the menagerie was parked. 
  “I—I say, didn’t you say about the feeding?” hinted Bunter. 
  “Yes; they have a regular meal after the performance.” said the lion-tamer. “Beef in the morning, and a mash at night.” 
  “Bib-bib-beef in the morning, and a mum-mum-mash at night?” stuttered Bunter. 
  “And I always see to it myself!” said Marco. “You’d better help me, as the more you get used to them, the better!” 
  It dawned on Billy Bunter that the feeding Marco alluded to was the feeding of the lions! 
  The feeding of Bunter was, of course, a matter of far greater importance. But Marco did not seem to realise that. 
  He grunted.  However, he rolled on after Marco. A fat man in a silk hat with an eyeglass stuck in his eye, came towards them. 
  “Who’s that kid, Marco?” he asked. Billy Bunter blinked  at Signor Muccolini. He did not like the fat Italian. Marco’s name was adopted for professional reasons, his own name be in Williams. But Signor Muccolini was the genuine article.  He was fat, swarthy, rather greasy, and had a lingering scent of garlic about him. His manner was overbearing, and Bunter did not like it at all.  He seemed absolutely unaware of what an important person Bunter was. From his look, he might have taken the Owl of Greyfriars for a horse-boy. 
  “Friend of mine, Mucky!” he answered the lion-tamer. “You’ve seen hin before.” 
  “What is he doing here ?” 
  “He may be joining up as my assistant.” 
  The signor’s sharp black eyes scanned Bunter.  Obviously he was not favourably impressed by the fat schoolboy. 
  “That the best you can do?” he said. 
  Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his spectacles.  He disliked the signor already. Now he began to dislike him intensely. 
  “It’s not easy to get a boy for the job.” said Marco. “I shouldn’t let him get into danger, of course, but it needs pluck to deal with lions. This lad has plenty of pluck.  He caught my old lion, Caesar, when he escaped the other day.  Caesar wandered into a girls’ school, and there might have been a lot of trouble if this lad hadn’t been there.” 
  “He knew that Caesar was as tame as a cat, of course!” said the signor disparagingly. “If it had been one of the other lions— ”
 “ He won’t have to handle the other lions—I’m not the man to let a boy go into danger, however plucky he may be!” said Marco. Which was good news for his propective assistant; Bunter had been rather dubious on that point. 
  “Isn’t he the same young man who made a fool of himself in the circus the other day?” asked the Signor, staring at Bunter. “You won’t find him any use, Marco.” 
  Billy Bunter give a little fat cough. Had Signor Muccolini been as well acquainted with Bunter as the Remove fellows were, he would have known that that was a preliminary to some of Bunter’s ventriloquism. 
  But the signor, of course, had not the remotest idea that the fat junior was a ventriloquist. 
  The fact was, that Marco’s impression of Bunter, owing to circumstances, was rather an erroneous one, and the circus-master judged him more accurately on his looks. But Bunter was not pleased thereby. Bunter’s idea was that the fat Italian was a most unpleasant bounder, and that he had had enough of his dashed cheek! 
  “Look here, Muccy.” said Marco, “I’m engaging this lad, not you, and I’m satisfied with him.” 
  “Well, wait till he hears a growl from Brutus, and you’ll see him running for his life!” sneered the signor. 
  Gr-r-r-r-r-rgh! came a deep, fierce growl from just behind Signor Muccolini. 
  The Greyfriars ventriloquist could imitate any sound he heard, from his headmaster’s voice to the mew of a cat or the growl of a lion. 
  That deep, savage growl was so lifelike and so menacing, that Marco, as well as the Signor, was deceived by it. 
  “What the dickens?” exclaimed the trainer. “Has that fool Parker left the cages open.” 
  Signor Muccolini bounded.  He did not waste time in words. Fat and heavy as he was, he bounded like a rubber ball. He covered six feet at a jump, and dodged behind Marco.
  Billy Bunter grinned. 
  The growl had no effect on Bunter! He never turned a hair!” That was not surprising, as it was his own ventriloquism that had produced the growl! But the effect on the signor was tremendous.  His fat face was white as chalk as he planted himself behind the trainer. 
  “Look after that lion!” he howled. “What fool let him out of the cage? Keep him away from me,  Marco, confound you!” 
 Marco stared round him blankly. There was no lion to be seen. Billy Bunter grinned at the terrified circus-master. 
  “Don’t you be frightened.” he said cheerfully. “I’ll keep him off.” 
  “Where is the brute?” yelled Signor Muccolini. 
  Gr-r-r-r-r-r-rh! came the fierce growl again, and again it came from behind the circus master. 
  Signor Muccolini gave another wild bound. It sounded to him as if the lion was at his very heels. 
  This time he bounded away, running for his van. He did not even look round at the imaginary line.  He crossed the space to his van in a series of frantic leaps, and bolted inside—and the hurried slam of a door followed. 
  “He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. 
  Marco stared round him, bewildered. Where’s that lion?” he gasped. 
  Bunter winked into space. 
  Marco hurried to the cage, and Bunter followed him.  The lion tamers bewilderment increased increased when he found all the grated doors safely shut, and the animals in their quarters. 
  “I don’t make this out!” he said blankly. “I heard it—you heard it, too, didn’t you, Bunter?” 
  “I did!” agreed Bunter. “Sounded like a lion growling to me.”
  “They’re all safe in the cages! Is the place haunted?’” exclaimed the bewildered lion-tamer. “It beats me. I could have sworn it was Brutus’ growl—and he’s the fiercest of the lot. It would be real trouble if he got out.” Then he grinned. “No wonder Mucky bolted, if he thought Brutus was out! You weren’t scared, kid?” 
  “No fear!” agreed Bunter. “No good being scared of a growl if a chap’s going to be a lion-tamer, what?” 
  “I told him you’d got pluck!” said Marco. “Perhaps he will believe it now. By gum, you’re the lad I want, Bunter—just the lad.” 
  Which was really quite a natural misapprehension on the part of the King of the Lions. Bunter’s conduct at that alarming moment, certainly had contrasted very much with the signor’s! There had not been the slightest trace, of alarm about Bunter!
  Puzzled as he was by the mysterious occurrence, Marco proceeded with the feeding of the lions. Bunter helped to feed old Caesar, with whom he was already on a friendly footing; but, much to his relief, Marco did not want him to go near Brutus or Pericles or Apollo. 
  After which Bunter was able, at long last, to get his own supper. It was so good and ample a supper that it convinced Bunter that he would like circus life no end! And when he curled up in bed in a caravan that night, the fat Owl of the Remove had quite made up his mind that was going to stay on at Muccolini’s Magnificent Circus. 

                                         THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                          Missing from Greyfriars! 

“WHERE’S Bunter?” 
  “The wherefulness is terrific!” 
  “The fat ass!” 
  “The blithering chump!” 
  That morning Billy Bunter was tho most talked of fellow at Greyfriars School. From the Sixth to the Second the Greyfriars fellows discussed Bunter of the Remove and his extraordinary antics. 
  Bunter was missing from school. 
  He had been missing when the Remove went to in their dormitory; but most of them expected that he would turn up some time, and that he would be found in bed in the morning. But when the Remove turned out at rising-bell, one bed in the dorm was empty, and had not been slept in. 
  Bunter had not turned up! 
  He did not turn up for breakfast. That disposed of the idea that he might he hiding somewhere about the school. 
  Even to dodge a vengeful prefect and an angry Form-master, Bunter would hardly have passed unheeded the bell that announced a meat. 
  No fellow would have liked to cut brekker. Bunter would have liked it least of all. If Bunter did not breakfast at the school, it was certain that he was getting breakfast somewhere else. 
  Where? 
  That was a mystery. 
  And how? 
  That was another mystery. 
  Everybody knew that Bunter was in his usual stony state. All the Remove knew, certainly, that he was expecting a postal-order; but they knew also that that long-expected postal- order had not arrived! Five or six Fellows in the Form could recall that the previous day Bunter had tried to “touch” them for small loans, ranging from sixpence to half-a-crown. Clearly he was not in possession of cash. But meals had to be paid for. If Bunter was getting breakfast out of school, clearly he was somehow getting it “On the nod.” But how, was a mystery. That he was missing a meal no fellow supposed for a moment. That was unthinkable. 
  Fellows had been rather anxious about Bunter, on the occasion when he had had 
a night out, stranded on the island in the river. But nobody was anxious now. 
  For it was known that he had telephoned to Mr. Quelch, which made it clear that no accident had happened to him. 
  Mr. Quetch’s face that morning in the Remove Form Room was like unto a thundercloud. One glance at Quelch’s speaking countenance warned the Removites that they had to walk warily that day 
  Bunter did not appear in the Form-room. He was not seen in break. He did not turn up for third school. He did not appear at dinner. 
  Where was Bunter? 
  He was of course, still dodging Loder of the Sixth; all the Remove guessed that one! But where and how? 
  He had not gone home! That was known!  Mr. Quelch had not believed a word of the fat Owl’s extraordinary statements on the telephone; but during the morning he rang up Bunter’s home to make sure. 
  Bunter had not been heard of there. 
  It looked as if Billy Bunter had run away from school to escape the tremendous whopping that was due to him from Loder of the Sixth. 
  But where had he run to? What refuge had he found?  Sammy Bunter of the Second Form was questioned by dozens of fellows; but Sammy knew nothing of his major’s proceedings. 
  “I wonder .” said Bob Cherry thoughtfully, when the Remove fellows came out after dinner. “I wonder— You fellows remember the rot he was talking a few days ago---” 
  “Which?” asked Harry. 
  “About the circus—”
  “The circus?” 
  “He seems to have made friends with the lion-tamer chap there. He was talking some rot about the man being awfully impressed with him and offering to take him on—” 
  “I  remember! Only Bunter’s gas, of course.” said the captain of the Remove. “Bunter can’t be there.”
  “Well, he’s somewhere!” argued Bob. “He must have put up somewhere last night: and somebody must be standing him grub today. If he was missing meals, he would come back fast enough, Loder or no Loder.” 
  “Right on the wicket But——” 
  “He may have spun some yarn and got the man to put him up!” said Bob. “If he isn’t there, where is he?” 
  Harry Wharton looked thoughtful. 
  Billy Bunter’s “gas” on the subject of the impression he had made on the king of the Lions, had only made the chums of the Remove smile—and they had forgotten it. But Bob remembered it now. And, as he said, Bunter was certainly somewhere! He could not have dissolved into thin air. 
  “He hasn’t gone home.” said Bob. “He can’t be paying his way anywhere—so he must be sticking somebody! And he knows that man at the circus! Might have pulled his leg and got the man to put him up.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
  “It’s possible!” he said. “In fact, now you speak of it, it sounds jolly likely. He’s somewhere!” 
  “The somewherefulness is terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “That is a deadly cert.” 
  “Lots of time to walk over to the circus before class.” said Bob. “We can ask any of them if they’ve seen a human porcupine rolling about. The sooner that blithering idiot comes back the better. It’s the sack for clearing off from school---unless they make allowances for Bunter being a born idiot. Anyhow, it’s a flogging. ” 
  “That’s so!” agreed Harry. “It may make a difference if he comes back of his own accord, without having to be hunted for and yanked in. It may make the beaks go easier with him. If we can find him and make him understand that, the howling chump may come back with us.” 
  “It’s a chance!” said Nugent. “Let’s walk over and see, at any rate.” 
  “Let’s!” agreed Johnny Bull. 
  And the Famous Five, having decided to follow up that faint clue to the missing Owl, walked out of gates, and took the road to Courtfield Common. 
  Bunter, it was certain, did not realise the seriousness of what he was doing. Obviously, it would be to his advantage to return before matters became still more serious. And, with the kind and friendly intention of saving the fat Owl, if they could, from the results of his own fatheadedness, the chums of the Remove walked across the common to the circus camp. 

                                 THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                  The Voice from the Van! 

“OH crikey!” ejaculated Billy Bunter. 
  He blinked through his big spectacles in alarm from the window of the roomy and handsome caravan that belonged to Marco, the lion-tamer. 
  Billy Bunter had had his dinner—an ample dinner. He had retired to that van to take a little nap. Bunter liked a nap after a meal. He really needed a little rest after his exertions in the gastronomic line. 
  But all idea of napping vanished from his fat mind when, glancing from the window, he spotted five figures approaching. 
  He blinked at the Famous Five in alarm and wrath. There was no performance at the circus till the evening. So it was not for that reason that they were coming. Moreover, they were not heading for the big circus tent.  Apparently they were sauntering along to have a look at the circus camp—and Bunter was thankful that he was out of sight inside the van.
  “Beasts!” breathed Bunter. 
  It was very important—from Bunter’s point of view—that his presence in the circus should not become known at Greyfriars. If Quelch heard that he was there, the next item on the programme would be a visit from Quelch and a hand on his collar. 
  The van window was open to let in what air there was on a hot July after )OOti Bunter quickly drew the curtain across it. 
  Screened by the curtain, he watched the juniors as they came, in growing alarm. 
They could not see him, certainly. He was safe in cover.  But if they learned that he was in the camp, hi4 game was up. And a chance word might betray him. 
  Marco’s van was parked at a little distance from the other numerous vehicles. Harry Wharton & Co. were passing within a few yards of the fat alarmed face that watched them from behind the curtain. They did not even dream that a fat fist was shaken at them, unseen.
  That the Famous Five suspected that he might be in the circus camp did not occur to Buntier. Still less did he realise that their idea was to save him from his own fatheadedness.  Bunter did not want to be saved from his own fatheadedness! Indeed, he was far from realising that he was a fathead! 
  He was alarmed and uneasy at the possibility of discovery.  And it was a relief to him when Signor Muccolini came striding round the van, and planted himself in the path of the schoolboys. 
  “Here, what do you want here?” snapped the Signor. “The public are not admitted here! Clear off !” 
  The Famous Five came to a stop. They were so near Bunter’s window that the fat junior was careful to make no sound to draw their attention in his direction. He hoped to see them clear oft at once, at the order of the circus-master. Signor Muccolini’s manner was unpleasant; and his look far from encouraging to visitors. 
  “Do you hear me?” added the Signor, without waiting for a reply. His voice was loud and aggressive. 
  “Whisper and I shall hear!” answered Bob Cherry amiably. 
  “We’re not deaf !” said Bob, pleasantly. “We should be able to hear you, even if you didn’t shout.” 
  The signor made an angry gesture. 
  “I’ve told you to clear off!” he snapped. 
  “Then you needn’t tell as again!” remarked Johnny Bull. “Did you buy this common when you pitched your camp here!” 
  “You’re the boss of this show, I suppose?” asked Harry Wharton. He recognised the fat Italian who acted as ring-master when the Circus performance was on. 
  “I am signor Muccolini!” snapped the signor. 
  “Well, we’re doing no harm here.” said Harry. “and we’ll clear off as soon as you like. But the fact is we’re looking for a fellow: and if he’s here, we’d like to see him.” 
  Billy Bunter gave a gasp. He had heard every word. 
  It was not, after all a chance visit; the beasts were actually looking for him! A few more words to Signor Muccolini, and they would know that he was there— in that very van! 
  For a moment, the fat Owl was utterly dismayed.  He did not need telling that he was the “fellow” the Famous Five were looking for! But they were not going to find him, if Bunter could help it. The Greyfriars ventriloquist had a card to play! 
  “Who—” began Signor Muccolini. 
  “Oh, shut up, you fat old ass!” went on a voice that sounded remarkably like Harry Wharton’s. “Don’t interrupt me !” 
  Harry Wharton started, in amazement, as he heard those words. His friends stared at him.  Believing that he had spoken they were amazed at what they heard. 
  Signor Muccolini was more than amazed. He was enraged. He was by nature an overbearing and aggressive man; but even a good-tempered and amiable man might have been angry at such a form of address but. 
  “What?” he roared, his fat face purple with wrath. “What do you say? Impudent young rascal!”
  “I—I—” stuttered Harry, blankly.  “I—I—” 
  “Harry, old chap!” gasped Nugent. 
  “Barge the old fool out of the way!” went on the voice. “Pitch the silly old idiot over!” 
  Billy Bunter grinned through the curtain. Signor Muccolini was almost dancing with rage. He had his circus whip under his arm. He slipped it down into his hand, and the long lash cracked in the air. The next second it was cracking round Harry Wharton’s legs. 
  “Ow!” roared Wharton, as he jumped. “Stop that! I never— yaroooh !” 
  Swipe, swipe! 
  “Clear off, you young rascals!” roared the Signor. “Dio mio, I will thrash you—I will---”
  “Here, look out!” gasped Bob Cherry. He made a grasp at the signor’s arm, to arrest the lashing whip. 
  “Who the thump---” gasped Harry Wharton, I never—look here, keep that whip away—I—I never---” 
  “Here, Jones —Robinson— Giles!” roared the signor.  “Here, clear those young scoundrels off! Kick them out!”
  Bunter peered from the back of the caravan as three or four of the circus hands, already staring at the scene, came running up. 
  One of them grasped Bb Cherry, to drag him away from the signor. As the fat Italian’s arm was released up it went again, and lashed and rang across Bob’s shoulders. 
  “Yoo-hoop!” roared Bob. “You old ass, keep off! I say, yarooooh!” The whip came lashing down again, as the exasperated circus master strode at the juniors. 
  Whack, whack, whack !
  Bob Cherry dodged, and jumped, and suddenly lowering his head, butted at the wide and well-filled waistcoat of Signor Muccolini. 
  “Oooooooogh!” came a prolonged gasp from the fat circus man, like the air escaping fron a badly punctured tyre. 
  He tottered back, and sat down, bumping in the grass, He sat and waved fat hands, spluttering wildly. 
  “He, he, he!” gasped Billy Bunter. 
  It was clear, now, that the Famous Five were not going to have any chance of asking questions about Bunter in the circus. They had far more pressing matters to think of. 
  “Grooogh! Throw them out!” gurgled Signor Muccolini, clasping his hands to his podgy waist, and spluttering for breath. Throw them into the ditch! Kick them out! Duck them! Do you hear? Throw them in the ditch!”
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Johnny Bull. “Here, hands off !”
  “Out you go!” grinned a burly stable man, grasping him. “Kim along! Ow! He added, in a yell as Johnny’s fist jammed under his chin. 
  “Look out!”  
  “Back up!”
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  Five or six tough fellows were piling in to the chums of the Remove now, urged on by the spluttering yells of the enraged signor. 
  They would have been glad to clear off without further trouble; but unfortunately they could not get away from the trouble caused by the Greyfriars ventriloquist. 
Signor Muccolini, staggering to his feet, waved his men on—and the juniors were hustled and busted, shoved and barged and rolled; and they punched in self-defence, and were punched in return. They retreated, and the retreat became a flight. 
  From the rear of Marco’s van, Billy Bunter watched them, with a fat grinning face as they cut off across the common—leaving the circus men grinning, and Signor Muccolini brandishing his whip. 
  “He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. 
  The Famous Five were gone. The voice from the van had worked the oracle. They were not likely to return for more! 
  Billy Bunter, satisfied that the danger was past, his fat head on a pillow in the van, and started, at last, on his delayed nap. 
  A few minutes later, a rumbling sound, like the mutter of distant thunder, might have been heard proceeding from that van.  Had the Famous Five been still near, no doubt they would have recognised a sound familiar in the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars —the cheep and hefty snore of William George Bunter. 
  But the Famous Five were far away by that time, and the fat Owl of the Remove snored in happy peace. 

                                   THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                                   Caught! 

MR. QUELCH jumped.
  So did Billy Bunter. 
  The jump was simultaneous!” 
  “Bunter!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch 
  “Oh lor’ !” gasped Bunter. 
  Had Billy Bunter been aware that his Form-master was in Courtfield that afternoon, looking for him, certainly Billy Bunter would never have been found anywhere within the precincts of the ancient market town. 
  But Mr. Quetch, so far as Bunter was aware, was in the Form-room at Greyfriars, imparting to the Remove the valuable instruction which was for their good, but which Bunter was happy to escape. 
  Having no doubt that he had “stuffed” Quelch on the telephone, Bunter did not expect the Remove master to be looking for him. 
  That, however, was exactly what Mr. Quelch was doing. 
  Convinced that the fat and fatuous Owl was not far away, Mr. Quelch had fixed up extra French for the Remove that afternoon, thoughtfully taking care that their time should not be wasted while he was looking for Bunter. 
  Leaving them to the care of Monsieur Charpentier, he walked down to Courtfield, in the hope of picking up news of Bunter. He had learned that Bunters telephone call had cone from Courtfield Post Office, which indicated that he was —or had been—in Courtfield. And Bunter was a fellow who, once seen, was not easily forgotten. 
  Quelch made inquiries.  He did not, as Bunter would naturally have expected, inquire for a handsome, distinguished-looking fellow, athletic, and of aristocratic appearance. lie inquired for a fat schoolboy in spectacles. 
But he had had no luck. He came along the High Street, by the doorway of a bunshop.  He decided to drop into that establishment for two reasons. One was that a cup of tea would be grateful and comforting on a hot afternoon; the other was that a place where foodstuffs were obtainable was a place where Billy Bunter was likely to be found. 
  Quelch walked in—as Bunter walked out!
  They met in the doorway! 
  Having arranged matters with Marco, Billy Bunter had received an advance of his salary as assistant to the lion-tamer. He explained to Marco that there were a few things he had to get. 
  He got them in the bunshop.  They were all eatable, and he packed them away in his capacious interior. 
  After which, Bunter rolled out, feeling fat and cheery and satisfied, to walk back to the circus camp. And he jumped clear of the floor at the sight of a tall and angular figure just in front of him. 
  He had taken it for granted that Quelch was in the Remove-room at Greyfriars.  Evidently, he had taken too much for granted. 
  “Bunter!” if repeated Mr. Quelch. 
 “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
 “So you are here!” barked the Remove master. 
 “Oh, no!” gasped Bunter. “N-n-not at all, sir. I—I—I mean—” 
 “I havo found you, Bunter!”
  “ Beast!” 
  “Wha-at”? 
  “I—I—I mean—I—I was just coming back to school, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I was on any way, sir! My father—I mean my uncle—is—is much better and —and I was coming bub-bib-back— You—you needn’t take hold of my collar, sir! I—I’m coming!” 
  Mr. Quelch did not seem to agree with Bunter on that point.  He took hold of the fat junior’s collar with a grip of iron. 
  “Come!” he said. 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  Bunter came! 
  With that grip on his collar, he had to come! People in the bun shop stared round. Neither Mr. Quelch nor Bunter heeded them. The fat junior trailed out dismally with his Form master. 
  Mr. Quelch gave up the idea of that refreshing cup of tea. Having made his capture, he was anxious to get that hopeful member of his Form back to the school as quickly as possible. He was rather keen to see Bunter receive what awaited him there. Bunter, on the other hand, was far from keen. 
  In the High Street they received many glances from passers-by. It was rather unusual to see a tall, scholastic-looking gentleman marching a fat and wriggling schoolboy along by the collar. 
  But Mr. Quelch could not venture to let go Bunter’s collar. It was quite clear that the fat junior would dodge if he did. 
  “I—I—I say, sir,” gasped Bunter, “you can let go---”
  “Silence!” snapped Mr. Squelch. “Walk quickly, Bunter! We are receiving very undesirable attention from the public!”
  “I—I can’t walk quickly, sir!” groaned Bunter. “I’ve sprained my ankle! I’ve got a fearful pain, sir!  ” 
  Heedless of that statement, Mr. Quelch marched him rapidly on. More and more people stared, and three or four small boys began to follow in a sort of procession. They mzde remarks as they followed. 
  Mr. Quelch was pink with vexation.  He jerked at Bunter’s collar, and the fat junior gurgled as he rolled onward. It was far from being Mr. Quelch’s wish to afford an entertainment for the small fry of Courtfield. Publicity had no attractions for him at all. 
  Unattractive as it was, he was getting it. More small boys joined up. A grocer’s lad with a basket and a butcher’s boy with a wooden tray forgot that it was their duty to deliver goods with promptness and dispatch, and followed the growing procession. 
  “I—I say, sir, if—if you’ll leggo, I— I’ll come all right, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I want to come!” 
  “I do not trust you, Bunter!” snapped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh, really, sir, I—I’m not thinking of dodging away if you let go my collar! I ——I say, sir—” 
  “Be silent!” 
  “I---I say, is—is the Head waxy, sir?” 
  Mr. Quelch gave him a glare. 
  “If you mean, as your headmaster angry, Bunter, he is very angry indeed! You will be flogged severely!” said Mr. Quelch.
  “Oh crikey! I—I say, sir---” 
  “Silence!”
  Billy Bunter rolled on dismally. It was clear to him now that he had not “stuffed”  Quelch, as he had happily believed. Instead of supposing that he was in affectionate attendance at the bedside of a sick relative, Quelch somehow—Bunter did not know how—knew that he had run away from school. And he was taking him back to be flogged! 
  The fact that he deserved to be flogged made no difference to Billy Bunter.  He hated the idea of it. 
  Somehow or other, he had to get away before Quelch walked him into Greyfriars. Then, to his horror, Mr. Quelch spotted a passing empty taxi, and with his disengaged hand signed to the driver.  Mr. Quelch was extremely anxious to get away from the gathering crowd, and he was very glad to see that taxi. The taximan drove to the kerb and stopped. 
  Bunter was desperate. 
  Quelch’s grip on his collar was like that of a vice. There was no possibility of loosening it. But Billy Bunter’s fat brain was working at full pressure now. 
Suddenly, with a swift turn, he twisted out of his jacket. Mr. Quelch, jerking him towards the taxi, jerked the jacket away as Bunter escaped from it. 
  Bunter bounded. 
  In his shirtsleeves he went down Courtfield High Street at a frantic rush, and the Remove master was left standing at the door of the taxi, with an empty jacket in his hand, staring blankly after the fleeing Owl. 
                                       THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                        Booked! 

“BUNTER!” shrieked Mr. Quelch. 
  Bunter flew. 
  “Stop! You hear me, Bunter? Stop!” 
  Bunter heard, but he heeded not! The rate at which the fat Owl went down the High Street hinted that he had a good chance for the school 100 yards. His feet hardly touched the pavement. 
  There was a buzz of excitement from the crowd. The entertainment was panning out better than they had expected. 
  For a moment Mr. Quelch stared, transfixed. Then he rushed after Bunter. 
  “‘Ere, sir—” shouted the taxi-driver. 
  Mr. Quelch did not heed him. He tore after Bunter. His long legs whiskød at a terrific rate as he rushed in pursuit. And he did not rush alone. After him rushed quite an army of the juvenile population of Courtfield, in great excitement.  They were not missing this. 
  “Bunter! Stop!”
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Billy Bunter pounded frantically on. He had started at a terrific burst of speed. But he had to slow down. He had too much weight to carry to keep it up. 
  Mr. Quelch’s sprinting days were long over. But he was still active, and he gained rapidly on the fleeing Owl. 
  Closer and closer behind Bunter came the pattering footsteps of the pursuer. An outstretched clutching hand grasped at Bunter and barely missed a fat shoulder. The next clutch touched, and almost held. Another moment and Quelch would have had him. 
  What happened next was unintentional on Bunter’s part. He bounded on desperately, stumbled, and fell fairly at the Remove master’s feet. 
  Mr. Quelch was going too fast to stop. In a moment his long legs tangled over Bunter, and he pitched forward. 
  “Oh!” gasped Mr Quelch. 
  He sprawled over the fat. Owl, his nose tapped the pavement, and his hat rolled off. Hardly knowing what had happened to him, the breathless Form-master lay spreadeagled, gurgling for breath. 
  “ Urrrrgh!” gurgled Mr. Quelch dizzily. 
  “Urrrrggh!” gurgled Bunter. 
  “Urrrgh! Upon my word! Urrrgh!”
  “Wow! Oh crikey! Wow!” 
  Billy Bunter scrambled up. Mr. Quelch had got as far as his hands and knees by the time Bunter got to his feet. 
  Bunter did not wait for Quelch to resume the perpendicular. Breathless, gasping, but desperate, he barged on, and careered down the street. A yell of encouragement from the thickening crowd followed him. There were  at least thirty people taking a deep and personal interest in the matter now, and the public sympathy, on the whole, was on Bunter’s side. 
  “Hook it, fatty!” roared the butcher’s boy.. 
  “Put it on, you with the specs!” shouted the youth who assisted the local grocer in the delivery of goods—a duty that he had momentarily forgotten in his keen interest in Bunter and Quelch. 
  Mr. Quelch staggered up. 
  His nose, which had tapped the hard pavement, was red and raw. His hat was gone. His scanty locks blew out on end. He panted for breath. He was dusty. He was damaged. He was intensely exasperated. 
  He grabbed at his hat. Even at the cost of allowing Bunter to gain a lead, he could not rush on hatless. 
  But the butcher’s boy, with the good-natured intention of giving Bunter a chance, kicked the hat out of his reach. 
  “How dare you!” gasped Mr. Quelch “Leave my hat alone! Give me my hat!”
  He plunged after it again. But the grocer’s boy weighed in, and kicked at off the pavement into the road. 
  “Let the kid alone, old boney!” said the grocer’s boy. “What’s he done?” 
  Mr. Quelch did not answer that question. He plunged into the road after his hat. He grabbed it up, jammed it on his head, and re-started after the interval. 
But Billy Bunter had gained quite a long start by that time. His fat figure had vanished down the High Street, going all out for the road over the common. 
  Bunter’s one idea was to get clear of the Remove master, and get back to the circus. Once there, he was safe: if only he reached that refuge unpursued. And by the time Mr. Quelch had finally recaptured his hat and re-started, Bunter had got out of the town, and the open common lay before him, 
  In a state of excitement and wrath to which no words could have done justice, Mr. Quelch sprinted after him. After Quelch trotted the young Courtfielders, eager to be in at the death. 
  At the end of the High Street, Quelch sighted Bunter again. Well ahead, the fat Owl panted desperately. 
  In the distance, across the green common, rose the summit of the big circus tent. But Mr. Quelch did not glance at it. He was quite unaware that Muccolini’s Circus was Bunter’s destination.
  His eyes fixed on Bunter with a glitter in them that would have made the fat junior’s flesh creep, had he seen it. Seldom, or never, had Henry Samuel Quelch been so terrifically enraged. Not only had Bunter absented himself from school without leave. Not only had he cut classes. He was resisting his Form-master’s attempt to recapture him—adding reckless rebellion to his other numerous offences: offence piled on offence, like Ossa piled on Pelion.  Quelch surged on. 
But now he was losing ground. His fall on the pavement had damaged him. He had barked his knees, and he had a pain in them. His wind was failing him. As the last houses of Courtfield dropped astern, Mr. Quelch slowed to a stop, panting and panting for breath, perspiration streaming down his face. 
  The fat figure ahead was still running. Only desperation could have kept Billy Bunter going. But desperation did. 
  “Go it, old ‘un!” 
  “Put it on, bag of bones!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Mr. Quelch did not heed the voices round him. He mopped a streaming brow, and glared after the fat figure that was growing smaller and smaller in the distance down the long white road. 
  He felt a touch on his arm. 
  “‘Ere, you, sir —” 
  “Stand back!” snapped Mr. Quelch. “How dare you—” Then he saw that it was the taximan. 
  “Didn’t you call my cab?” demanded the taxi-driver indignantly. “Didn’t you stop me? I ask you! I’ve follered you as fur as this, and I tell you I want my fare! See?” 
  Mr. Quelch checked an angry answer. He had forgotten the taxi. But the driver, who considered that he was entitled to a fare, had not forgotten. He had followed on and there he was! 
  “Oh! Yes! No! Yes!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Certainly! Quite!” He spun round towards the taxi. It was a windfall at that moment. “Driver! Follow that boy—you see him—that fat boy— he has run away from school—follow him—lose no time—I will pay you double fare if he is caught.” 
  Indignation disappeared from the taximan’s face as if wiped off by a duster. 
  “I’m on, sir! Jump in!” 
  Mr. Quelch bounded into the taxi. The driver jumped into his seat. The taxi buzzed away—followed by disappointed howls from the audience. Some of them scuttled after the cab, still hopeful. But there was nothing in it. The whizzing taxi dropped them swiftly behind. The entertainment was over! The butcher’s boy and the grocer’s boy proceeded to the belated delivery of goods; and the rest were left staring. 
  Mr. Quelch, mopping a perspiring brow in the taxi, was glad to get clear of them. It had been quite against his will that he had provided that free entertainment that afternoon, in the High Street of Courtfield. 
  The taxi whizzed down the road over the commons.  Quelch fixed his eyes on the fat figure, on which he was now gaining hand over fist. Bunter was booked! 
Unaware that he was booked, the fat Owl came to a halt on the road. He blinked back through his big spectacles. He was anxious to make sure that Quelch was not at hand before he cut across from the road to the circus camp on the common. 
He did not see Quelch! All he saw a taxicab, coming on at a rush. It did not occur to him for the moment, that Quelch was inside the taxi. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. “Oh lor’ !” He dabbed trickling perspiration on his fat face, and gasped for breath. “Thank goodness I’ve got clear of that beast! Oh, crumbs!” 
  The taxi jarred to a halt. 
  The door flew open. 
  Mr. Quelch jumped out. 
  “Bunter !”
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. “Oh!” His eyes bulged behind his spectacles at the Remove master. 
  He made a wild bound to escape.  But it was too late! A leaping tiger had nothing on Quelch, as the Remove master leaped at Bunter. A grip of iron fastened on the fat junior.
  This time it did not fasten on a jacket collar.  This time it fastened on a fat neck!
  “Ooooogh !” gurgled Bunter. 
  He wrigged wildly.  But the game was up.  He could not play the same trick again.  He had slipped out of his jacket and left it behind. But he could not leave his neck behind! 
  “Wurrgh! Leggo! You’re chook-chick-chuck-choking me!” spluttered Bunter. “I say—gurrrggh !”
  With a swing of his arm, Mr. Quelch landed Bunter in the taxi. He followed him in. 
  “Greyfriars School, as quickly a possible!” he yapped to the driver. 
  “Yessir!” 
  The taxi rushed on. Mr. Quelch, still panting, sat beside Bunter---not speaking, but indicating, by his look, whole volumes! 
  Billy Bunter gave a longing look back at the circus tent, as it vanished. Marco, the King of the Lions, had been making plans for his new assistant to show up in the ring at the performance that evening. Evidently, Marco had to make new plans! The circus disappeared, and the grey old tower of Greyfriars School rose into view over the trees ahead. 
  Billy Bunter groaned dismally. 
  The game was up! 

                                  THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                      The Return of the Prodigal! 
THAT ass——” 
  “Bother him !” said Harry Wharton, crossly. 
  “I fancy Quelch has gone after him!” said Bob. 
  “Serve him right if he gets him!” said the captain of the Remove. “What Bunter wants is a jolly good hiding!” 
  The Remove came out of class-room No. 10, where they had been busy with Monsieur Charpentier, and extra French. Every fellow in form guessed why they had been handed over to Mosoo for that lesson. There could be no doubt that Mr. Quelch had gone in search of Bunter. And it was a question of deep and thrilling interest to the Remove, whether Quelch had had any luck. 
  The Famous Five, earlier that day, had walked to the circus, with quite kind and friendly intentions towards the fat and fatuous Owl But what had happened at the circus had naturally made them wrathy. 
  They had returned to Greyfriars dusty and dishevelled and damaged. And they had guessed the source of the mysterious voice that hat caused the shindy. 
What had happened had, in fact, left no doubt in their minds that Bunter was at the circus. They had not seen him; but he had seen them, and they had been the victims of his ventriloquial trickery. They had no doubt on that point after thinking it over; and now their chief desire was to get within kicking distance of Bunter and kick him hard! 
  “He’s there all right, and he must have spotted us!” remarked Johnny Bull. “But Quelch will never think of looking in the circus.” 
  “Hardly!” agreed Bob. 
  “I don’t see how he could!” assented Harry Wharton. “We can’t give the fat ass away; but, by Jove, I’ll jelly well kick him all round the quad when he comes back !” 
  “But is he coming back?” grinned Bob. “He’s got a high old time waiting for him here! Loder’s anxious to see him, and Quelch, and the Head— not to mention our noble selves! I fancy Bunter will keep away as long as he jolly well can, and if he sticks safe in the circus, Quelch will never dream of looking for him there. I wonder how long the fat idiot will keep it up?” 
  “The wonderfulness is terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset jam Singh. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that Quelch coming back? There’s a taxi !” exclaimed Bob suddenly. 
  “That’s Quelch in it!” 
  “And—great, pip! Bunter!”
  “Bunter!” 
  “ He’s got him!” 
  The taxi that turned in at the school gates did not stop there. It came on to the house. And there was a roar of voices as the fat, dismal visage of Billy Bunter was spotted, blinking from a window. 
  Evidently Quelch had “got” him 
  Quelch looks good-tempered—what?” murmured the Bounder to the Famous Five, as they watched the taxi. And Smithy chuckled. 
  “Poor old Bunter!” said Bob. 
  “The poorfuness of the esteemed old Bunter is terrific “ 
  At the sight of the dismal fat Owl, recaptured and brought back for stern justice, the Famous Five quite forgot their own hostile intentions towards him. Clearly Bunter had enough coming to him without being kicked round the quad by the Famous Five. 
  His look indicated that he was aware of it. Never had the fat face of William George Bunter looked so dismal and woebegone. 
  His expression, indeed, might have touched a heart of stone. But it did not seen to touch Quelch’s. The Remove master’s look was grim. He seemed to have borrowed the petrifying glare of the fabled Gorgon. 
  The taxi stopped at the House. Mr. Quelch alighted—the centre of a hundred pairs of eyes. He glared back at the fat Owl. Bunter seemed unable to detach himself from his seat. What awaited him in the House was not attractive. 
  “Bunter!” rumbled Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh dear! Yes, sir!” groaned Bunter. 
  “Why do you not alight? Get out of the cab at once!” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  Bunter almost crawled out of the cab. He blinked round at the staring crowd of Greyfriars fellows dolorously. 
  “Go into the House, Bunter!” snapped Mr. Qelch. 
  Bunter breathed hard. There was a desperate gleam in his little round eyes, behind his big round spectacles. But if the fat Owl was thinking of an attempt to bolt, even at that moment, there was nothing in it. 
  “Loder, please take Bunter into the House!” rapped Mr. Quelch. “Take care that he does not elude you !” 
  “Certainly, sir!” said Loder of the Sixth. 
  He gripped Bunter by a fat arm. 
  “Ow!” squeaked Bunter. 
  “Come in, you young rascal!” said Loder. 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  Loder marched Bunter in. Then Mr. Quelch paid the taxi fare and followed. The Greyfriars fellows were left in a buzz. 
  Bunter was taken to his Form-master’s study. He blinked dismally round that familiar apartment. 
  “You will remain here, Bunter, while I see your headmaster!” said Mr. Quelch sternly. 
  Bunter had a gleam of hope. There was a window, and if he was left there while Quelch went to see the Head—— but that brief hope was dashed the next moment. 
  “Loder, will you kindly remain in this study until I return?” said Mr. Quelch. “I cannot trust this boy. ” 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  “You will take every care that he does not leave this study, Loder. For some reason I fail to understand, the stupid boy seems bent on running away from school. You will take every care---” 
  “Rely on me, sir!” 
  “Very good, Loder.” 
  Mr. Quelch quitted the study, shutting the door after him. Billy Bunter cast a longing blink at that door, and then at the window, which was wide open, letting in the bright July sunshine. If only he had had a chance to drop from that window and scud for the gates before Mr. Quelch came back to take him to the Head--- 
  Loder, reading the thought in his fat face, grinned. 
  “Try it on!” he suggested. 
  “Beast!” groaned Bunter. 
  Loder rubbed his waistcoat reminiscently. Perhaps he was still feeling a twinge there. 
  “Get away from that window!” he rapped. 
  “I was only g-g-going to look out!” gasped Bunter. “I—I was only going to s-s-speak to Wharton, Loder! I—I wasn’t thinking of jumping out!—I say. c-c-can’t I j-j-just look out of the window ?” 
  Loder stepped to Mr. Quelch’s table. The Remove master’s cane lay there, Loder picked it up. 
  “Get away from that window!”
  “I—I say---”
  Swipe! 
  “Yaroooooh!” roared Bunter, as the cane landed on his tight trousers. “Ow! Beast! Yooop!” 
  Swipe!
  “Yoo-hooop!” 
  “Getting away from that window?” grinned Loder. 
  “Ow! Wow ! 
  Bunter got away from the window. 

                                THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                            Neck or Nothing!
 
“THAT cad Loder—” 
  Loder of the Sixth gave a start as the voice floated—or seemed to float—in at the open window of Mr. Quelch’s study. It was—or ought to have been—the voice of Bob Cherry of the Remove. Loder started, and his eyes gleamed. 
  “That rotter Loder------” said another voice: or, at all events, a voice that sounded like another—Harry Wharton’s. 
  Loder stepped towards the open window, his jaw jutting and his eyes glinting . 
  The bully of the Sixth was aware that fellows in the Remove had no high opinion of him. Now they seemed to be carelessly letting him know what they thought of him! It was not safe for juniors to tell a Sixth Form prefect, invested with the power of the ashplant, what they thought of him! 
  A number of fellows had gathered in the quad, opposite Mr. Quelch’s window. They were deeply interested in the recaptured Owl!  Everybody in the Remove—and most fellows in other Forms —were discussing what was going to happen to Billy Bunter. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. would willingly have given him an encouraging word— which was really kind of them, considering the trick the fat ventriloquist had played on them that day. But they discerned Loder of the Sixth in the study, evidently keeping watch on Bunter, so they did not come too near the window. 
  They were near enough, however, to meet Loder’s angry glare as he put his head out.. 
  “Wharton! Cherry!” rapped Loder. 
  Billy Bunter, in the study, breathed quickly. He knew, if Loder did not, that those voices at the window were a ventriloquial effect. 
  Getting away by the window was impracticable. But if Loder’s attention was drawn to the window, there was a chance at the door. 
  Bunter was in a frame of mind now to take the most desperate chances. He had kept out of school, in the first place, merely to dodge Loder—now he had Mr. Quelch and the Head to deal with as well! He had, in fact, piled up so much trouble for himself at Greyfriars, that any refuge would have been welcome. And there was a refuge all ready, if he could get to it—the circus, where, instead of being a whopped schoolboy, he was going to be a big noise and a great gun—a change ever so much for the better!  He was going on the circus bills as “Bunto the Boy Tamer!”—and he vastly preferred being Bunto the Boy Tamer, to being W. G. Bunter, flogged by his headmaster !
  Stepping on tiptoe, suppressing his breathing, the fat Owl edged towards the door as Gerald Loder glared out of the window. 
  The two juniors, as they were called, came nearer. They wondered what Loder wanted. 
  “Yes, Loder,” said Harry Wharton. 
  “I heard you—both of you!” snarled Loder. “I suppose you didn’t think I should hear your voices, you young sweeps! Do you fancy you can call a Sixth Form prefect names like that?” 
  “Eh—like what?” asked Harry, in astonishment. 
  “We weren’t speaking to you, Loder.” said Bob, equally astonished. I was just saying to Wharton that I wondered what was going to happen to Bunter,” 
  “I heard you!” roared Loder.  
  “Well, if you heard me, there’s no harm in wondering what’s going to happen to poor old Banter, is there?” Bob. 
  “That will do, Cherry. Go to my study at once—both of you—and wait till I come there!” rapped Loder. 
  “What for?” demanded Wharton angrily. 
  “For calling a prefect names, you cheeky young rascal!”
  “But we never—” 
  “That’s enough! Go to my study at once!”
  Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry looked at him. They were strongly inclined to tell Loder to go and eat coke.  But a prefect’s order was a prefect’s order, and Loder of the Sixth was a prefect. In expressive silence the two juniors turned away, and went towards the door of the House. 
  Click! 
  That sound greeted Loder’s ears as he turned from the window. It was the sound of the study door shutting, and the key turning outside. 
  Bunter was gone! 
  Loder had been about a minute at the window, glaring out at the Removites, and, for that space of sixty seconds, rather forgetful of Bunter. 
  Sixty seconds had been enough for the fat Owl. Billy Bunter’s movements generally rather resembled those of the tortoise than the hare. But Bunter was desperate now, and understudying the hare instead of the tortoise. Swiftly, silently, he changed the key to the outside of the lock, and popped out; and the door was closing on him, as Loder turned from the window.
  With a gasp of wrath, Loder bounded across the study. 
  He grasped the door handle, turned it, and tugged. But as the door was locked on the outside, it did not budge. 
  He heard a breathless gasp without. 
  “Bunter!” roared Loder. “You young rascal! You—you’ve locked me in! You—you—you--- Unlock that door at once! Do you hear?” 
  Bunter certainly heard. But answer there came none. Leaving the infuriated Loder tugging at a locked door, the fat junior scuttled down Masters’ Passage. 
  Loder thumped frantically on the door. 
  “Open this door!” he bellowed. “Let me out! Will you open this door, you young scoundrel? Bunter!” 
  Thump, thump, thump! 
  If Loder could have got at the fat Owl at that moment, Bunter would have had a sample of what was coming to him from the Head—a foretaste of the wrath to come. Fortunately, Loder couldn’t. Stout oak and a strong lock stood in the way, and Loder, imprisoned in the Remove master’s study, could only bang and bawl. 
  Bunter did not linger to listen. 
  He bolted. 
  He did Masters’ Passage as if it were the cinder-path. In less than a minute the open doorway of the House was before him—the open quad beyond, brilliant with the sunshine of July. 
  But, alas! for Bunter. In the doorway stood the portly figure of Mr. Prout, master of the Fifth in conversation with Monsieur Charpentier. Both of the masters stared blankly at Bunter as he came bolting doorward. 
  “Goodness gracious!” ejaculated Prout. 
  “Mon Dieu! Ce garcon!” gasped Mossoo. 
  “Upon my word! The boy is running away again!  And it is not ten minutes since he was brought in !” boomed Prout. “Bunter! Boy, stop! Secure him, Monsieur Charpentier! Assist me to secure him !”
  “Mais oui! Oui!” 
  Escape was barred. Prout and Mossoo made a dive at Bunter. In a moment hands would have been upon him. 
  Bunter swerved, and dashed for the staircase. In Masters’ passage Loder was bawling and banging, and two or three beaks were coming out of their studies, disturbed by the uproar. Hemmed in behind and before, it was the stairs or nothing for Bunter—and he took the stairs. Bunter usually did stairs very slowly; now he did them something like a flash of lightning. 
  “Bunter, stop!”  boomed Prout, rolling in pursuit. 
  “Buntair! Zat you stop, viz you?” shrieked Monsieur Charpentier. 
  Bunter did not stop. 
  He bounded. 
  Monsieur Charpentier dashed up the staircase after him. Mossoo was light and active. Prout, who was neither, lumbered more slowly in the rear. Bunter reached the landing above as Mossoo reached Bunter, and grabbed at a fat leg. 
Without stopping to think, Bunter kicked out backwards. 
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“Ciel!” yelled Monsieur Charpentier. Bunter’s boot clumped on a Gallic jawbone. Monsieur Charpentier spun over. Yelling, he rolled. 
  Prout, following him up the stairs, had not, of course, expected that. He was quite taken by surprise as the French master crashed into him.
He made a frantic clutch at the banisters, and missed. Prout rolled, and Monsieur Charpentier rolled. They landed together at the foot of the staircase, winded to the wide, and gurgling horribly. Above, Bunter vanished, still going strong. 
  “Mon Dieu! Nom d’un nom!”” spluttered Monsieur Charpentier. “On me tue! On m’assomnle! Oooooogh!”
  “I—I—— Oooh! Oggh!” gurgled Prout. 
  “What—what has happened?” Mr. Quelch, coming back from the Head’s study, halted, to stare at the startling scene. “Mr. Prout—Monsieur Charpentier, what---” 
  “Ciel! I am smash! I am keel! I die viz myself !” wailed Mossoo. “I am keeck on ze cheen! I am chuck down l’escalier—ze staircase! Helas! I zink zat I go to die!” 
  “But what---” 
  “That—that boy—that—that Bunter!”gasped Prout, sitting up dizzily. “That boy of your Form—that—that— that---” 
  “Bunter—Bunter is in my study. Surely---” Without waiting to finish, Mr. Quelch whisked away to his study. 
  Bang, bang, bang! came on the inner side of the door.
  “You rotter! Let me out!” came Loder’s roar. “Do you hear, you blighter? I’ll smash you! I’ll---” 
  “Loder.” stuttered Mr. Quelch. 
  He turned back the key, and pushed the door open. Loder, about to charge into the passage with brandished fists, stopped suddenly as he saw the Remove master. 
  “Oh!” he gasped. “You— I—” 
  “Where is Bunter?” almost raved Mr. Quelch. 
  “He—he—he got out, and locked the door on me, and——” 
  “I left him in your charge.  Have you been so stupid, so foolish, so—so insensate, as to allow that boy---” 
  “I—I—I couldn’t help— I—I---” 
  “ Fool!”’ 
  Seldom or never did Mr. Quelch use such an expression.  But he was fairly goaded now.  He had seen the Head. Dr. Locke was prepared to deal with the truant. Quelch had come back to fetch him. The Head was waiting. He had to be left waiting. Bunter was on his travels again—where? No wonder Mr. Quelch forget, at that moment, the calm and dignified mode of address proper to a Form master. 
  “Fool!” he repeated. 
  “Look here—” gasped Loder. 
  “Dolt!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “I—I—”
  “Imbecile!”
  Leaving it at that, Mr. Quelch hurried away to hunt for Bunter. Loder was left in no doubt as to what the Remove master thought of him. 
                                  THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                     Doggo! 
TEMPLE of the Fourth stood at his study window, looking out, and grinning. Oecil Reginald Temple was rather amused. There was a crowd in the quad, and excited voices floated up to Temple’s ears. And the name of Bunter was, so to speak, the burden of the song. Bunter had been caught. Bunter had bolted again. Bunter’s name was on every tongue. And Greyfriars resounded with the name of Bunter, as with Orinthia the rocks of old. Bunter had the house. 
  Where Bunter actually was, nobody seemed to know. But he was expected to come bolting out of the House every moment by a door, or by a window. It was known that Mr. Quelch was rooting through the Remove studies. But Bunter had not been seen since he had scampered up the stairs. Whether he was still in the House, whether he had got out, or whether he was just about to get out, nobody knew. But a swarming crowd watched for him, most of them laughing. And Temple, watching the exciting scene from his study window, grinned. 
  Interested in what he saw below in the quad, Temple did not notice a. slight sound at his open doorway, behind him. 
  He did not know that a fat face, adorned by a large pair of spectacles, blinked into the study. 
  Neither was he aware that a fat fist was shaken at his back, as Billy Bunter spotted him standing at the window. 
  Quelch was in the Remove passage. It was for that precise reason that Billy Bunter wasn’t. 
  Bunter was hunting cover.  Evidently a Remove study was no safe cover. Bunter had dodged into the Fifth Form passage first in the hope of finding concealment in a senior study. But the sight of Coker of the Fifth had caused him to dodge out again, faster than he had dodged in. An anxious blink along the Fourth Form studies showed him no fellow in sight; and Bunter tiptoed along by those studies, and blinked in at the first open door. 
  It was deeply exasperating to see a Fourth Form fellow in the room.  Bunter wanted to spot an unoccupied study in which to park himself, until the hunt died down a little.  Spotting Temple, he shook his fist at the back of that youth’s unconscious head, and paused, irresolute.
  Then there was a sound of footsteps in the direction of the stairs. Fellows were coming up. 
  Temple, leaning out of the study window, was still staring at the mob below.  Bunter tiptoed in.  Cecil Reginald Temple, being naturally unprovided with eyes in the back of his head, did not see him. And Bunter took care that Cecil Reginald did not hear him!
  He reached the study table. That table was laid for tea.  There was a nice white table cloth on it, which reached down low on all sides. Billy Bunter lowered himself on his fat knees and crept under the table. 
  Bunter was not considered bright in the Remove. But in these moments of stress, Bunter’s fat brain worked at double pressure. The tablecloth afforded excellent cover—he was out of sight as soon as he was parked under that table. And the fact that a Fourth Form fellow was in the study  made it all the safer for him if he was looked for—so long, of course, as that fellow did hot spot hin hunting cover. 
  And Temple  didn’t! 
  Temple did not look round fron the window till there was a tramp of feet at the doorway, and his study-mates, Dabney and Fry, came in. 
  Then Cecil Reginald turned, grinning , from the window. But before that, Bunter was safe out of sight. 
  “Have they got him?” asked Temple.
 “Not yet!” grinned Fry. “Seen anything of him up here?” 
 “No! He can’t be still in the House!” said Temple, little dreaming that the subject of his remark was within sound of his voice. 
  “I fancy he is!” said Fry. “Scuttled up into the bedrooms , perhaps!” 
  “What a game!” grinned Temple. 
  “Oh, rather!” chuckled Dabney. 
  “I don’t envy him if Loder gets hold of him!” said Fry. “I hear that Quelch has been slanging Loder for letting him get away. He’s been taking it out of Wharton and Cherry, of the Remove— whopping them in his study. I hear that they got six each for calling Loder names. Anyhow, he’s in a fearful wax.
  “Bunter’s more likely to get six dozen!” chuckled Temple. “The fat idiot! All through his pinching my circus ticket last week, you know. Of course, I was going to kick him till he paid for it—not that he ever would! And it seems that he got Loder with a cricket-bat, thinking it was me—goodness knows how—but he’s fool enough for anything. You can’t get a Sixth Form prefect with a cricket-bat in the bread-basket, without something happening afterwards,” 
  “I fancy he wishes by this time that he’d let Loder whop him!” grinned Fry “Now he’s got it coming from his beak, and the head as well! Why after all this rumpus, they’ll fairly skin him!” 
  “I saw Quelch,” said Dabney, “gnashing his teeth! Fairly gnashing them! I pity Bunter when he’s found.” 
  “If he’s still in the House they’ll find him!” said Temple “Quelch won’t leave much of him for the Head—and if he does the Head won’t leave much of him for Loder!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Temple & Co. sat down to tea. They chuckled as they sat. The wild adventures of the Owl of the Remove seemed to afford them entertainment. 
  But if they saw a comic side to the affair, that aspect was quite lost on Billy Bunter. The fat Owl perspired with funk as he squatted under the study table. The bare idea of meeting his Form-master’s glinting eyes, made the fat Owl cringe. Billy Bunter would have given all the postal orders he had expected, all the time he had been at Greyfriars, only to be safe at Muccolini’s Circus—out of the vengeful reach of Form-masters, head masters, and prefects. 
  Instead of which, he was squatting under Temple’s study table, in momentary dread of discovery. 
  Three pairs of feet were pushed under that table, as Temple and Dabney and Fry sat down. Billy Bunter barely dodged them. There really was not a lot of room under a study table for a fat Removite and three pairs of Fourth Form boots! Every moment Bunter dreaded that a boot would clump on some part of his fat person and betray his presence 
  There was a heavy tread in the passage. 
  Bunter’s fat heart almost died in his breast. He knew that tread! 
  Temple, Dabney, and Fry jumped up as Mr. Quelch looked into the study. They suppressed their grins.  Quelch’s expression did not encourage grinning. 
  “Have you seen Bunter, of my Form?” asked the Remove master, in a voice that was not loud, but deep, and which sent a thrill of terror to a fat heart under the study table. 
  “No sir; not since you brought him in, in the taxi !” answered Temple. “I saw him from my window—”
  “He is probably concealed in some study.” said Mr. Quelch. “I must search in every study—” 
  Bunter barely repressed a squeak of terror.
  “He’s not here, sir!” said Temple. “I’ve been in this room ever since you brought him into the school, sir!” 
  “You have not been out of the study, Temple?” 
  “No, sir; I was waiting for these chaps to come up to tea.” 
  “Very good!” 
  Mr. Quelch passed on. He had plenty of studies to search, and did not want to waste time. As Temple had been in that study all the time, and had not seen Bunter, that was that! 
  The door closed on Mr. Quelch, much to the relief of the hidden Owl. When it was shut, Temple & Co. ventured to chuckle.
  “Looks waxy, what?” grinned Temple. 
  “Just a few!” chortled Fry, “Poor old Bunter!  He’s a blithering idiot and he’s asked for it—but he will get all he’s asked for, and some over, when Quelch gets hold of him.” 
 “Oh, rather!” 
  The three juniors sat down to tea again. Temple’s legs, which were rather long, were shoved under the table, and this time the squatting Owl did not succeed in avoiding a collision. 
  “Here, give a fellow room!” said Temple, as his boot clumped on something out of sight. “Keep your hoofs your own side, Dab!” 
  “Wharrer you mean?” asked Dabney. “My feet are under my chair !” 
  “Yours then, Fry!” said Temple. “What the dooce are you sticking them right across here for?” 
  “I’m not, ass!” said Fry. 
  “Oh, don’t be a fathead, old chap! I banged my foot on your hoof—”
  “You jolly well didn’t!” 
  “Well, I banged it on something,” said Temple. “Is that your hoof, or isn’t it?” And Temple kicked the unseen object with which his foot had collided under the table. 
But
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“Yaroooooh!” 
  It was a sudden yell. 
  Bunter had not intended to utter that yell. Far from it. He uttered it quite involuntarily and unintentionally, as Temple’s boot banged on his fat waistcoat. 
  Temple jumped. 
  “What the dooce---”  he stuttered. 
  “Great pip! There’s something— somebody—!”  ejaculated Fry. 
  “Who—what---” gasped Dabney. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  He was discovered! Evidently there was no rest for the wicked! Temple leaped to his feet. 
  “Who is it—is it Bunter? Can that fat idiot—I say, root him out, if it’s Bunter! Bag him!” 
  Bunter had no time to lose.  He acted promptly. There was a sudden up-ending of the study table. Crockery and foodstuff shot off in a shower on all sides as the table rocked. A pat of butter landed on Temple—the milk jug on Fry, and a shower of crashing crocks on Dabney. 
  Crash! Clatter! Crash! Snash!  Wild howls rose from Temple & Co. A fat figure leapt for the door. 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Scrag him!” 
  “Collar him!”
  Bunter tore open the door and darted into the passage. He slammed the door after him, and fled. 
  Mr. Quelch, stepping out of a study farther up the passage, gave a jump at the sight of the fat figure belting out of Temple’s room. 
  “Bunter!” he roared. 
  He rushed down the passage. Bunter was in full flight. After him rushed the Remove master. Temple’s door whirled open, and Temple, Dabney, and Fry came rushing out—red with wrath. 
  They were after Bunter! But it was Bunter’s Form-master they met, crashing into him as he passed the study. 
  Mr. Quelch went spinning! Round him spun the three Fourth Formers. There was a heavy bump as the Remove master sat down. 
  “Oh gad!” gasped Temple, staggering against the wall. “Quelch! Oh crumbs!”   “You—you—you---” spluttered Mr. Quelch. “You were hiding Bunter in your study—you have—you young rascal—you---” 
  Mr. Quelch scrambled to his feet. He delayed only one moment, to deal Cecil Reginald Temple a sounding box on the ear. Then he scudded after Bunter. But the fleeing Owl had not lost a second. He had turned the first corner--- and was gone! 

                                      THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                    Luck at Last!

“I SAY, you fellows!”
  Five fellows started, and stared. 
  Then they call ejaculated, together: 
  “Bunter !”
  Harry Wharton & Co. had come up to tea in Study No. 3.—a rather late tea. Bob Chery hurled the door open and the chums of the Remove came in —into an apparently empty study. So they were startled to hear a fat, gasping voice, and stared round them blankly. 
  But the next moment the Owl of the Remove was revealed. His fat face and glimmering spectacles peered out from behind the door. 
  Evidently, Bunter had taken refuge in that study and had dodged behind the door as it opened. 
  “I—I say, is that beast coming?” breathed Bunter. 
  “You fat ass---” exclaimed Harry.
  “Don’t shout you dummy!” gasped Bunter. “Is Quelch coming?” 
  Bob Cherry closed the door quietly,
  Everybody but Bunter realised that the sooner he was found, the better it would be for him. But he did not want to be found; and it was not for other fellows to give him away. 
  “We passed Quelch on the landing, as we came up!” said Frank Nugent. 
  “Oh, crikey!”
  “Trot out, you fathead!” advised Johnny Bull. “The longer you keep up this game, the worse you will get at the finish t
  “Beast!”
  “Look here, Bunter---” began the captain of the Remove., 
  “I got away from him in the Fourth!” groaned Bunter. “I—I came here because I knew he’d been through the Remove studies. Is—is he coming back?” 
  “You howling ass, Quelch will root after you till he grabs you!” said Harry. “How long do you think you can keep this up, you chump?”
  “I—I say, if I had a chance of getting out of school it would be all right!” groaned Bunter. “I—I say, can’t you fellows help me get away?” 
  “Help you run away from school, you fathead?” gasped Bob. 
  “Yes! You see—” 
  “Hark!” whispered Nugent. 
  Footsteps— well known footsteps, came along the Remove passage. Billy Bunter hastily backed behind the door again, so that it would hide him if it opened.  He squeezed himself into small a space as possible. 
  “Oh lor’ !” groaned Bnntcr. “I—I say, you fellows, that’s Quelch. I—I say, if he comes in  here, don’t you give me away.” 
  “I suppose he’s going through the studies again.” said Harry. “If he is, he will start with this---”
  “Keep it dark!” gasped Bunter. “I say, if he looks in, tell him— tell him you saw me in the Fifth Form passage, see? Say—say you were just coming to tell him! Say you saw me hiding out of sight under Coker’s table---” 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  Billy Bunter hardly breathed. Evidently, Quelch was going through the Remove again, and if so, he was sure to begin at the first study in the passage. 
  The fat Owl blinked round desperately through his big spectacles. 
  “I—I say, you fellows, d-d-do you think I could get up the chimney?” he gasped. 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  But there was no time for that desperate resource, even if the fat Owl could have made up his mind to it. 
  The footsteps stopped at Study No. 1 and the door opened. Billy Bunter gave the Famous Five an agonised blink of entreaty, as the opening door shut him off from view. 
  Mr. Quelch stepped in. His gimlet eyes gleamed round the study; but did not, of course, penetrate the oaken door that was, fortunately, between him and Bunter. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. stood respectfully at attention. It was extremely awkward for them. They certainly did not intend to give the hunted Owl away; but if Bunter was found there it meant trouble. And he was certain to be found, if Quelch looked for him. 
  “Have you seen Bunter?” rapped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Bunter, sir!” stammered Wharton. 
  “I believe the stupid boy came in this direction.” said Mr. Quelch. “He was hiding in a Fourth Form study a short time ago.” 
  “We—we’ve only just come up, sir---” 
  “He may be here without your knowledge.  He appears to have been hiding in Temple’s study without the knowledge of the Fourth Form boys there. I shall search every study in the passage, beginning with this!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  Behind the door, Bunter fairly quaked.  He was hardly more than a foot from his Form-master, with only the door between.  Quelch had only to make a few steps farther into the study and glance round. The fat Owl wished, at that awful moment, that he had tried the chimney! It was a spacious, old-fashioned chimney: and in July, of course, there was no fire in the grate. But it was too late to think of that. 
  But it was not too late to think of another resource. Bunter’s fat brain was working now, not merely at double, but at treble and quadruple pressure.  He remembered his ventriloqism. He hadn’t clambered into the chimney. But Quelch might be made to believe that he had !
  Mr. Quelch stepped farther into study. As he did so, a fat squeaking voice was heard: 
  “Oh crikey! This beastly chimney’s full of soot!” if
  Mr. Quelch started violently. 
  “What—what—what is that?” he ejaculated. “Is that Bunter?  Upon my word, is it possible that that foolish, that utterly stupid boy has climbed into a chimney?” 
  He crossed the study hastily and stooped before the grate. 
  Harry Wharton & Co.  stared at one another blankly. They, at all events, knew that Bunter was not in the chimney.
  “ Bunter!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
He was shutting up the wide, black orifice of the old chimney.  “Bunter! Come down immediately.” 
  “Oh crumbs!” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  “Do you hear me, Bunter? I know that you are there! I command you to descend at once!” hooted Mr. Quelch 
  “I—I—I can’t sir!” came a gasping voice, apparently from the black interior. 
  “What? Why cannot you, Bunter?” snapped Mr. Quelch. If you have climbed up, you can’t certainly climb down. I order you to do so at once!” 
  “Shan’t !” 
  “What?” stuttered the Remove master. “Did—did you say shan’t, Bunter?” he glared ferociously into the chimney. 
  “Yes, I did!” came back the voice. “Yah!”
  “Upon my word!” gasped Mr Quelch. “This passes all bounds! Bunter, come down out of that chimney this instant!” This instant!”
  Harry Wharton & Co. stood silent, gazing at Mr. Quelch’s back, as he stooped before the fireplace. From behind the door, a fat face and a big pair of spectacles glimmered, and Billy Bunter blinked at his Form-master’s back, But Quelch did not turn his head.  He knew—or fancied he knew— where Bunter was, and he did not think of turning his head. 
  “Bunter!” he roared. 
  “Yah!” 
  “You—you shall be flogged! You— you shall be expelled!” gasped Mr. Quelch, stuttering with rage. “Such insolence—such defiance—Bunter, descend from that chimney immediately!
  Mr. Quelch’s infuriated roar boomed up the chimney. It did not have the effect of dislodging Bunter, who was not there. But it had the effect of dislodging particles of soot, which descended in a shower over the upturned face of the Remove master. 
  “Urrrggh!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Wurrggh !“ ‘He dabbed at soot. “That—-that insolent boy is—is actually throwing down soot at me! Bunter, you shall be flogged—flogged most severely—immediately you are in my hants; you shall be—wurrrggh! Gurrggh! Urrrrgh!”
  Billy Bunter stepped softly from behind the door. He stepped round the door. He stepped into the Remove passage. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. watched him in frozen silence.  Had Quelch looked round— 
  But Quelch was not looking round!
  “Bunter !” he roared up the chimney again. “Bunter! You utterly stupid boy, you cannot escape from your hiding-place—I shall remain here until you descend! Do you hear me, Bunter? I shall not stir from this spot until you come down! Come down at once! Answer me, Bunter!”
  But there was no further answer from the chimney! Billy Bunter was tiptoeing away up the Remove passage as fast as a fellow could go on tiptoe!  A dozen Remove fellows saw him as he went, and chuckled. But Mr. Quelch had no chance of seeing him. Mr. Quelch was still shouting up the chimney of Study No. 1. 
  “Bunter!  Bunter! Will you descend? I command you to descend! Cannot you understand that 1 shall wait here till you descend? It will be better for you, Bunter, to waste my time no further. Do you hear me?” 
  The chimney echoed with a hollow boom, and more fragments of soot floated down. But there was no other reply. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. stepped quietly out of the study, leaving Quelch to it. They had to suppress their feelings—it was no time for laughter, in Quelch’s presence, at least!  They had a feeling that they would burst if they did not laugh. They retreated into the passage, and Wharton drew the door shut. Mr. Quelch was left to watch that chimney, like a cat watching a mouse hole for a mouse that was not there! 
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry. “Oh crikey!  Oh dear!  Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Where’s Bunter? Seen that fat idiot, you fellows?” 
  “He’s gone up to the box-room.” said Peter Todd. “What’s Quelch up to?” 
  “Listen!” chuckled Bob. 
  The Remove fellows gathered round the door of Study No 1 to listen. From within, the  voice of Mr. Quelch was heard in a roar that would have done credit to one of Marco’s lions. 
  “Bunter! You young rascal! Bunter! You—you insolent young knave! Come down out of that chimney! I command you to descend from that chimney! Do you dare to disobey your Form-master, Bunter? Upon my word! If you do not immediately descend from that chimney---” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Bunter! Descend! Descend at once!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  It was quite an entertainment to the Remove! Mr. Quelch was far from intending to be a humorist, but he was setting his Form in a roar. 
  In the study, Mr. Quelch roared up the chimney—in the passage, the Removites roared with laughter—and from the box-room window, a fat and breathless Owl clambered over the leads clambered down to the ground, and bolted!” The coast was clear, at last, for Bunter, and Bunter did not lose the chance. The Remove master was still shouting up the chimney in study No. 1 when Billy Bunter hit the open spaces. 

                                                       *     *     *     *

  “Where’s Bunter?” 
  Once more that question was asked up and down Greyfriars School. 
  Where was Bunter?
  For quite a long time, Mr. Quelch supposed that that hopeful member of his Form was parked in a study chimney!  He was quite puzzled when further investigations revealed that Bunter was not there. But where was he? 
  He was no longer at Greyfriars. That was certain. He had not gone home— that was equally certain. He could not be found. He could not be heard of. In likely and unlikely places he was sought—but a circus was so extremely unlikely a place, that nobody thought of looking there! Harry Wharton & Co. had their own ideas on that subject—which they kept to themselves. Nobody else thought of Muccolini’s Circus for a moment. 
  Billy Bunter, of the Remove, seemed to have disappeared from existence. And so, in fact, he had—into the Boy Lion-Tamer coming into existence in his place! How long that change of identity would remain a secret, Billy Bunter did not know, but he hoped for the best, and perhaps it was just as well for Bunter that he was not accustomed to bothering about the future. 
THE END. 

— 
—
