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“ WHAT ABOUT IT?”

jolly letter from & reader chum in
”!W'Imt about it?" refers to Christmas
Numbors, And my vorrespondent desires to know if
thea Maigxret is goimg to celebrate Christmas in the
seasovibble number. I reply in the
“It 12! Tt arel” And next week
E:’l-:hs{m?s Number on the market.
How's that? Vou will be ddvised to erder your copy
vardy, #3 theére's bound to bu B iush to seoure the good
thitigs you will find mﬁtﬁﬂneﬂ in the progréamme below,
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THE “GEMSEY mmm NUMBER !

Talking of U‘:‘h&.ﬁﬁi& Muitbers brings e to mention thak
our g Ei.'i toh piprer; the “Gfﬁf’ celebrates Christ-
mag 'm tha i it §hH thih week’s griiid jssue appears
an extra lof 44 Merry & Co., the chums of
8¢, Jim’s, dedilhg With their holiday npei-;?émaa at Drers
Manor, The hame of i place arbuses yohr vuriosity, I'll
wager, and & of that is the news that this old nusu,
perched on & lofty cliff; iz sabd to he Hididad by the ghost
of a dead and ghne buteanesr. A Chrlshhassy combination
you will adimit, You'd éitfoy reading " The Ghost of Drere
Manor ! which is the title of this l:;'jnmi%y(ﬂ‘gﬂathﬂa story,

believe me. The “Cenmi ¥ is on =als Weidnesday—don’t
forget !
GIFT BODRS !

This is the time of year whﬁn mathemé gFe, aunts,
uncles; ste., Begib to lock wo E{r on't kfiow what
l'.ﬂ get thmt boy or gird I:H‘ rm‘t.mﬂ.- vii ¢an help them

chuma, shoild you be approsdhed. 3 thdlﬁ‘. the

”ﬁndny Annusl 1 Doesn't that, cohstitute the ifigal gift-
book for the bof or gzl with a liking for Eclm ; apﬂﬂm
and mdventure yarnst In it Fou'll find stories dealin

your old fayowrites, Tom Merry & Co, Hairy Whath ﬂ .i!n
Co. of Greylriars, Etmmr Silver & Co. of Rovkwood; and
hoats of ﬂl;sirxer yarns. by the leading authors of the davy.
Don't forget the 1. A"! It's a stunning bargain at the
modest price of six shllim And it's on sale how &t all
newsagents, For the boy w o is extra keen on hobbied, the
bhoy who spends a great deal of his time in the home work-
ﬁhup, o gift-book could be more Beceptablé than “ Every
Boy's Hcti Annual,” The price? Six shillings, chum, and
it's worth ﬂhuh]ﬂ Get. vour newsagent to show you & copy.
He'll do it like & shot |

KEXT WEEK'S GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER :
«THE PRISONER .OF THE HUNGALOW !®
By Frank Riehards.
This. is the third story in the excellent seriea featlmng
Horace Coker and-Harry Wharion & Co of Greyfriars, an

it's a winner all‘the way, Mind you read it]
e iy

«THE MYSTERY OF FLYIRG V RANCH!"
Look out, ton, for the next grand instalment of our Wild
West detective story, It's fall of thrills!

# A THRILLING CHRISTMAS EVE!"
By Dieky Nugent.
Thizs “powerfal, pulsating story * deals further with the

weird adventures of Jack Jolly & Co. at Merry Manner,
You'll enjoy it no end!
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“EHIIIETMFAE GHOSTS I and “BREAKING UP IN THE

GOOD OLD TIMES!™

ThFiE are two spevial Christmassy articles which will, T
feel sure, be well received. Order your e-a:?':];: of t'Eu!i grand
Chyistmas Number in good time, chums! Cheerio !

YOUR EDITOR.



WHERE IS COKER ? —Huvuc= Uoher’s wu champion duffer and a conceited ags, wilh welrd and 1vonderfel ideas of ve-
forming the cheehy fags «f the Lower Fourth, but he's a good chap for all kis lofty ' Cokerish "' ideas, and as plucky
ag they make "em ! Thus, even the Lower Fourfh feel a cerloin amaund of ancicly wehen it is discovered that Horaee
Caker is-—

4 .

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Fixed Up!

! ON'T fix up anything for this
afterncon, you fweo”

“Ihy"
“YWhat 1"
#1 shall want you,” explained Coker.
Potter and Greene, of the Fifth Form
at Greyfriars, regarded Horace Coker
quite euriously.
They were surprised; and yeb they
felt that they really had no reason to be
surprised. For it was just like Coker,

Coker of the ¥Fifth spoke in a tone of

finality, as he usnally did. He wanted

his two chums, Potter and Greene, that
afternoon. He was kind enough to tell
them &0, quite early alfter dinner, so
that they could keep the afternoon free.
That was unusually thoughtiul and con-
siderate of Coker.  That Potter and
Greene  might possibly have made
arrangements already for that Wednes.
day efterncon, might or might not have
acourred to Coker. I it had oceurred
to him, he regarded it as a trivial
matter not worth considering.

IThe three Wifth-Formers were dispos-
ing of baked chestnuts in Coker's study.
Trotter and Greene were really filling in
the time before & fontball mateh on
SBide in which they were both l::mu:-a:i-nu(?:
Coker was standing the chestnuts, and
the chestnuts were good.,  Potter and
(ireene had beon telking football, but
{loker, evidently, had not been heeding
them. He was busy with his own great
thoughts.

“This afterncon ?” murmured Potter.

“Yez:. You see—"

“There’s & Form maftch fthis after-
noon. ™ said Pottor maldly. *“'The Fifth
are playving the Sixth, yvou know.™

“Is there?” gsaid Coker indiffcrently.
“T'm not taking much notice of the
matehes, vou men, as Blundell hasn't
sense enough to pfa].r me in them, He
prefers to throw away matches; and as
the TFifth are asses enough to let him
captain the Form, I have to give him
his head. Now, as I was saying——"

“We're taking some notice of Ehe

A\is

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co. and Horace Coker of Greyiriars,

matches, though,” smiled Potter. “You
see, I'm playving for the Fifth.”

“Bame heve,” satd Greenc.

Coker looked at them.

“VYon can cut that out,” he said, “I
shall wank vou this afternoon. Didn't
L say soi”

13 H{:II'.I. !J‘J

Potter and Greene regarded Coker of
the Iifth still more curiously. "They
knew, of conrse, that from Coker’s point
of wiew, no affairs could bhe of any
imaginable importance excepiing
Cloker's affairs. Dut 16 scemed rather
thick, even for Cloker, to expect them to
cut & football mateh on a half-holiday—
at almost the last minuie, too. They
could pictore the face of DBlundell, the
captain of the Fifth, if they went to him
just before the match, to tell him that
they were standing out—because Coker
wanted them. They smiled at the idea.

Thera waz a limit, though Horace
Cloker was vnaware of it. He was now
going to become aware of il

“It's the matter of those Roemove
kids,”™ went on Cloker, the trivial item of
his comrades’ engagement for the after-
noon being dismissed. " Wharton and
hizs mob, you koow., I'm dealing with
them.”

Potter grinned, and Greene chuckled.

They could not quite see themselves
cutting a foothall match, in which their
Form captain had selected them to play,
in order to hack up Coker in his rows
and rags with the Remove juniors,

Not guite!

But Coker ran on regardiess:

“You know how checky those faps
have heon lately. We zhall be breaking
up for the Christmas holidayvs soon.
Before that, I'm going to give them the
lesson they want.  It's vp to me”

“But——" said Potter.

“Daon’t interrupt me, old chap. You
talk too much, you hknow,” said Coker
chidingly.

“ But——"" snpid Cirecne.

“Shut up. old chap! You're like a
sheep's head, you know, nearly all jaw,”
sald Cokes.

£E Dh ]!l:l

FRANK RICHARDS.

“Pve had a lot of trouble with those
Remove fags,” said Coler. “Pub af
there's one thing I never could stand,
it's cheek—especially from fags. You
know I collared Wharton the other day
to give him & licking, and a mob of the
little beasts piled on me. Instead of
giving Wharton six, you know, they

rave me six—moe M

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Coker glared at his sindy-mates as
they burst into that inveluntary [augh.
Coker, certainly, did not see anything
to laugh at in the fzet that he had been
the thrashee, so to speak, instead of the
thrasher. Coker rogarded it as a serious
matter—an awfully serious matier.

“What ave you cackling at?” he de-
manded.

“Oh! Hom!"”

“VYou silly, cackling asses——"

I3 Hfm !H

“I'm going fo bring those fags into
crder,” szaid Coker. “1'Il have them
feeding ont of miy hand, in the long
run. I've a short way with fags. Now,
this afternoon, I am going to deal with
them. I shall want vou fellows to back
me up. They've got the cheek to put up
a fight when I thrash them. 7They'rae
cheeky enough for anything. Of conrse,
I ¢an handle the whole pang of them.
Dut it's a bit undignified for a Fifth
Torm man to scrap with a mob of fags.
You sec that?"

“0Oh, vo:z! Why not let them rip?
auggested Potter. “Youw're not & pre-
foct. vou know. Let 'em rip!™

“ 11’5 not my fault, Potter, if the Head
lisn't sense enough to appoint prefects
from the Filth Form,” said Coker. " As
for letting themn rip, T can only think
vou're an absolule idiot for suggesting
= LR
" o

“Thev've cheeked me.” said Coker.

“(0h 1" gaid Potter, with deep sarcasm.
“That does it, of course.”

“(f course!” C(oker was blind and
deal to sarcazm. " So I want you twao
fellows this afternoon to back me up in
dealing with them.”
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“Coler, old wan=——" murmnred
Cireena,

1l was necessary to he tactful—as tact-
Gl as possihlo—with Coker. He was a
wood chap, and a good chum, in his own
way, He recetviel so many whacking
remitbances fiom his Aunt Judith and
his Unele Henry that his study was
veneratly a land flowing with milk and
honey, Paotter and Greene shared freely
im the milk and boney. Moreover,
Coker had asked them home for Christ-
nias; and break-up was near at hand.
They did not want to guarrel with
Coker if they could help 1.  Only it
began to look now as if they -couldn't
help it. Form matches were trifles Light
as air to Coker, as he did not play in
them.  Fellows who did play in them
naturally regerded them as more than
triflea,

“We're both plaving football this
afterngon, Ceker,” explained otier.
“Wae can't very well let down Elundell
at the last minute.”

“That's all right,” =aid Coler.
“Blundell doesn't matter.”

“Well, vou see, we want to play for
the Fifth.”

“Don't be an ass!*

“Wha-a.t *¥

“Don't argue so much 1 said Cuker.
® Blessed if I ever saw such fellows for
arpguing i

Potter looked st the study cloek, and
Tose,

“Time we got changed, Greeney,” he
reniarkod,

" Right-ho 1" aszented (reene,

“You don't want to change,” said
Coker, stering. *“ What i1z there to
vhange for?”

* Football, old bean.”

“Hut you're not playing football.”

* Your mistake, old bean—we are ™

Poller and Greene moved towards the
study deor. They were finished with
ithe chestnuis, and finished with Coker.
Wrath gathered in Horace Coker's hrow
a3 he staved after them.

“Do yon mean to say that you're
letting me down, for the sake of your
gilly  fumbling [ooter? he acked
sulphurously,

" My dear fhaE-——

“Come back!” commanded Coker.

*“Yon — you murmured
Creene.

“I'va told vou I want you this after-
noon,” said Coker, "“1've made my
plans, and I need you. That’s enough,”

“Quite !” assented Potter. And he
walked out of the study, fcllowed by
Greene, )

Coker jumped up, and jumped fo the
door. He could scarcely believe that
he, Horace Coker of the Fifth Fonmn,
was thus set st naught in his own
study.

“Where are vou going ¥ he hawled
down the pazsage after the two Filth-
Farmera,

“We're going down to change.”

“Then you're lolting me down ¥
gasped Coker. “Why, you—you=—you—
you cheeky rotters! Call vourselves
pals? T've s jolly good mind to kick
you along the passage, by Jovel®

“Oh, cen it?" szaid Polter, quile
rudely. “Don’t be an  ass, Coker.
Think we're cutbing a foothall mateh to
;::in you in ragging with a gang of
ug:i? Don’t be a silly chump I¥

Coker stared at him. Thizs was the
last straw., His lofty determination o
put the fags in their place, and keep
themi there, was deseribed as ragging
with a gang of fags, From Coker's
estimation of his proceedings, to Potter’s
estimation thereof, was a fall from the
sublime to the ridieulous. It was too
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much for Hovace Coker. He rushed
from the study in breathless wrath, with
the mtention of carrying out his threat
and kicking his rvebellious followers
glong the pazape to the staivs,

Just  then Dlundell’s stedy  door
opened and the captain of the Iifth
came out with DBland.

Crash! Bump!

Coker crashed into the capiain of the
Fifth befora he even saw Inm. There
was a roar from Blandell as he stag-
gered along the passage.

“Ow! Oh! What the Hhiump—->"

“Oovop ! gasped Coker, reeling back
from the shock.

“You silly owl ! reared Blundell.

“Ow! You shut wup!” stuttered
Coker. “Wharrer you get in the way
for, you blinking asa 7"

Blundell did not answer that, He
turned on Coker and grasped him, and
Biand of the Fifth added another
sinewy grasp, Coker, hefty fellow as he
was, was swept off his feect, and
bumped on the Agor., There was a wild
voll from Coker as he'smote the hard,
unsympathetic oak.

“*Yoop ¥

“ Give him another ¥ gasped Blun-
dell, “T'm fed-up with his dashed
impudence ! Give ki another—hard '

Bump !

0w, ow! Whoop! Bescne! Potter
—(reene, lend a hand ! yelled Coker
frantically.

Potter and (Greene vanizhed down the
stairs. For reasons known only to them-
selves—inexplicable to Horace Coker—
Potter and Greene did not infend to
handle their Form captain, under whose
Isad they were about to play football
with the Sixth. They disappeared,
leaving Coker struggling and gasping in
the hands of Blundell and Blang,

Bump !

For a third time Horace Coker smote
the floor of the Fifth Form pasage.

Then PBlundell and Bland walked
away. laughing, and followed Potter
and Greene to the changing-room, leay-
ing Coker to gasp and splutter and
struggle for his second wind.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter's Treat !

i SAY, vou fellows!"
“Taon’t hother, Bunier !
“RBeoat 1 ?Iuﬁl‘{!{l Bob Cherry.
Harry Wharion & Co., of the
Remave, were not looking as sunny-
tempered as venal that afternoon.

It was a half-holiday, & fine, cold
afternoon, and the Famon: Five were
booked for tea with Marjoric & Co. at
ChHff IHouwse School—so really they might
have been expected to Jook merry and
bright. Dut one member of the Co. was
under detention, as it happened, and
that gquite spoiled the prospect. 'The
vials of the Remove master's wrath had
been poured uwpon the devoted head of
Robert Cherry,

Slinging an ink-ball at Lord Maule-
verer 1n class was not really a serious
matter; at all events, Bob did not re-
gard 1t as sertous. Mr. Queleh seemed
to take quite another view,

Cortainly, it had happened, unfor-
tunotely, that Lord Mauleverer had
moved his head at the wronp moment.

and the ink-ball, passing him, had
landed on  Mr. Quelch instead of
Maulv.

Aeccidents will happen, as Baob iold
his chums afterwards, and they agreed,
But such accidenis were not sapposed
te happen in the Formi-room durin
class, Delention for the afterncon haﬁ
rewarded Bob, and he had the happy

;}:‘ﬂspuct of sitting in the Form-room
rom two-thirty Gl four-thirty, while
the rest of Greglriavs enjoved the half-
holiddy.

Mr. Quelch —always a  thoughtful
gentleman—was providing Lim with &
special task in Latin irregular verbs, so
that he should not waste %‘tiﬂ tume., Dob
could easily have dispensed with that.
He would have preferred to take the
* Hohday Annual” into the Form-room
with him. He liked it better than
Latin verbs, regular or irregnlar.

“It's rotten!” said Bob ruefullv.
" Beastly! That howhng ass Mauly
was bound to move his silly head, of
course !

“The rottenfulness is terrific,” agreed
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. " But the
chuckfulness of the esteemed ink-ball
in ¢lass is really not the proper caper !
The ludicrons Quelehy was infuristed !

TF

“You fellows may as well get off,”
Eﬂtdjﬂﬂh. “T'H follow onn when I get
out.’

“We'll wait, if you H'E-m,"’_ satd Harry
Wharton. “Thero'd be Llime fo get
over to Cliff House for tea after you're

finished. ™

“No good hanging about,” said Bob,
sheking hiz heed. *' Hang on till I go
to the Form-rcom. That's all right.’

“1 eay., you fellows!”

“"Oh, huzz off, Bunter!"

Johnny Ball.
“"Roll away, old fat bean!”

Frank Nugent.

“But, I say, you fellows!” persisted
Bunter. “That ass Cherry being do-
tained this afternoon——>"

o {':-hm itl l.i'.?'

“T'I1 come over o CHf Housze with
vou instead, if you hike,” said DBunter.
“What do you say?"

“Rats!” said the chums of the Re-
move, in unRison.

“Oh, really, you fellows—"

“ Scat 1™

“But I =av, you [ellows, Marjorie
will be glad to see me, you know”
urged Bunter. It will he a pleasure
te her, you know. And zhe doem’t
want to sce Bob.” _

=aid Bal,

*Doesn't  she
glare.

“Well, she couldn't eould shal” zaid
Bunter, blinking at Bob Cherry through
his big spectaeles, “Why should she,
you know?"

“"¥Yon silly owl

“T'Il ecome instead,” said DBunier
cheerfully.  “T'll have Bob's bike, as
he won’t be wanting it.”

“We're not biking ; the roeds are too
jolly  thick,” said Mugent.

“Took here! I'm not going {0 walk
all the way to Chif House,” said Dunter
warmly. “*What about telephoning for
a ta?”

“an that we can have the pleasare of
yvour company?” chuckled Nugent.

ilERa'ﬂI:'.‘!Jl

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“PBlessod if I see anything to cackle
at!” said Billy Bunter peevishly. "l
can jolly well tfell you that I'm not

oing to hoof it two or three mniles
through the mud fo please yom! Be-
gides, I'll stand the taxi”

“ Row-wow I -

“zan will do it for fen hab,” said
Bunter. “I'll pay—don’t yon worry!
I'm expeeting a postal-order this after-
noon ] 3

“YWill vou pay the taxi-man with

granted

said

with &

LEE

vonr expectations?  ashed Johnny
Bull sarcastically.
“Wholl, 1 suppose one of vou fellows

could advance me tiie ten bob and take
the postal-order when it comes?” saud
Bob. “Is it gettled i*

“Not guite, DBut you will be sectiled
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Horace Coker stared at the letter, and then stared at Mr. Poynings.
Coker’s clenched flst descended on the table with a ¢oncussion that made the study echo and Mr. Poynings jump.
sald Coker wrathfully, ** I see that you are an interfering ass, Mr. Poynings, and that you have gol over my Uncle Henry

somehow io siop me spending the Christmas holidays at Holly House ! ™

** You see, sir——"" began Mr. Povnings.

Bang 1
(11 I S'EE,, L3

{See Chapler 3.)

if you don’t roll away! Kick him,
gornebady 1" said Wharton.

“You fellows ready®” asked Ilazel-

dene of the Remove, coming out of
tf‘i:l_e Ilouse and joining the Famous
Tive.

“1 say, IMazel!” Billy Bunter turned
to the newcomer, “I say, it's a jolly
long walk to Chff House—filthy muddy
roads ¥

“We're taking the short cut through
the wood, fathead ™

“Well, that's jolly wet and muddy,
too! Look here! If I come with you,
I'll sland a taxi,”

“Oh!” said Ilazel

TMarjorie doesn't want lo sce that
fat bounder! said Dob Cherry,

“¥ou shut uwp, Cherry !” said DBunter
severcly. I supposc lazel can take mo
to tea at his sister’s school i he likes. ™

“Br-r-r-r-r [ grunted Job.

“After all, it's a jolly leng walk,”
gaid Ilazeldene, glancing at the other

juntors, “ I Dunter really means busi-
ness, I don't :ee why he shouldn't
come.*

“Clammen ! zaid Jolmnr Tuell,

“1Ie's expecting a postal-order I said
arry Wharton, laughing.,  “*Delter
ask the taxi-man if he's prepared to
waib till Dunter's postal-order comos
for his fare. lle might object !

*Ha, ha, hal"

“0Ok!  You spoofing fat boundeg !™
began Hawxel, frowning.

“Oh, really, Hazel——7""

“ Ruzz off 1"

#1 tell yonm T

stopd the taxi!™

howled Bunder.  “I'moin funds lo-day,
I ¢an tell youl™

And Bunter jingled his cash in his
tromsers-pockel. . There  was “guite &
loud, metallie jingle, and Hazel's brow
cleared again.

“IWell, if von mean if, you ran
came,” lie sail.,  Hazeldene, of the
lemove, was a good deal of o slacker,
antt he was not ?-mking: forward to the
long tramp to OCHY ITouse, through
wib woods and muddy lances.

* Look here, Hazel! Marjoric docsn’t
like that fat Leounder,™ said Dol

0k, rats! Bhe's stood him before,
and can stand hime agam!™ said 1lazel
cheerfully. I khow I den't want the
vwalk # I can pob out of 1. Why
shouldn't Busier stand us a taxi if he
likes "

“TI jolly well go and telephone for
it now !” said Bunter, with a scornful
blink at the Famous IFive. "“Wait for
me, Iazol, old chap! 1 ecan use the
telophione mn the prefects’ room, asz tho
Sixth are all at the footer now.”

“Bock uwp, theo,” sad Hazel

Billy Dunter rolled into the ITonse,
Hazel gave the Fawmous Five a rather
sarcasbie look,

Y1 don't see why Bunter shouldn’t
come,™ he sawl. ""You fellows don't
seom keen on shelling out for o taxy,
anyhow !

“Waste of money!” said Wharton.
"What's the matter with walking on a
clear aftornopn ke this 7"

“Well, 1 prefer a taxi!™

"1 don’™ 1 satd  Wharton,  “I'

rafher walk., SBull, I sappeose we'd
better all go logether” )
“he berterfulness 15 terrific ! re-

marked Ilureen Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ilalla, halle, hallo!™  ejaculated
Bob Cherry suddenly.

“WWhat——""

“There's that piddy merchaut
Poynings!” Tob Cherry made & ge:-
tiro fowards tha school gates,  “The
man who wonldn't let us in oub of the
vain the other night!™ i

“Coker's uncle’s  secretavy I said
Nugoent,

‘The Famous Iive looked rather curi-
onsly at the man wha had come in at
the sebool pales, and was walking wp
the drive to the School Iouse,

e was a slightly-built man, dressed
in Llack, with a hooked nose, and very
sharp eyves of a grecmsh lhne.

The juniors had secn him bofore,
wlim hie had come down to Greyiriars
to =ca Horace Coker; Mr. Poynings
Lving  sevretary  to Coker’s  Ulnele
Henrv,  They had seen him a second
time wnder vory strange circumstanees,
wlwn they had sought shelter from the
rain at a lonely l:ungalﬁw om the ¢hifls,
and had found that the solitery occu-
pant of ihe bupgalow was this sawme
Ar. Doveings.

The juniors had almost forgoblen that
tncident ; but the sight of the man with
tho hooked nose recalled it to their
minds, and  they regarded him with
some euriosity as he ecane up to th
House,
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Myr. Poyuings glanced at ihem as he
CALIE Up l‘:rlt.li!gerﬂnt'[}n They wondered
whether he knew they were the fellows
who had asked him for shelter on
that rainy evening on the eliffs, If
he bad seen them, 1t was only 4 ghmpso
in the wintey dusk, and it was unlikely
that he knew them. He passed them
and went up tho steps of the House
without a sign of recognition.  Billy
Bunter was coming out as he reached
the big deorway, and 3lr, Poyninga
stopped in the doorway to speak to the
fat junior. : 2

“lixeuse me! TIs Master Coker in the
sohool 1 he aghed,

RBunter blinked at him.

*] dare say he ia¥ he gnawemd.
“Ring the bell, and Trotter will come.”

And  Bunter rolled #n, apparently
having no more time to wastc oo the
gtranger within the gates. .

He rejoined the grounp of Hemovites
in the quadrangle. .

“All serené,” he said.  “The taxi’s
coming up ‘from Courtfield=it won't bhe
long. Better than tramping through
the mud, Hazel, what?”

“Much better,” agreed Hazeldene,

“Pime you were in fthe Form-room,
Cherry I grinned- Bunter.

“Brr-rr ¥ :

“Vou'll have Quelchy after youl”
echuckled the Owl of the Remove,

“Bless Quelchy!”

“Here he comes!” grinned Hazel,

Me. Qﬁuluh looked out of the deorway
of the House. He glanced round, snd
his cyes fixed on Bob Cherry.

“Cherry !

“Yes, sir?” groaned Boh.

“You will go into the Form-room
now, :

“0Oh, dear! Yes, sir,”

Bob Cherry gave his comrades a
dismal nod, and went into the House,

“Totten for poor old Bob,” said
Nugent. .

“The rottenfulness is terrific.”

“Well, fellows shouldn't lark in the
Form-room,” aaid Hazel, shrugging his
shoulders, “What did he expect?”

“Oh, rals? grunted Johunny Bull

“1 say, you fellows, we may as well

et down to the gates,” said Billy
unter, “The taxi won't be long
now, ™

“Lot's™ gesonted Hazel. And he
started with the Owl of the Remove.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed more
slowly. They were unwilling to impose
the fat and fatuous Bunter on the
Cliff House girls for tea; but that mat.
tey was not in their hands now. Hazel
was master of the ceremonies, as 1t was
his sister Marjorie whom the Remove
wera tea-ing with.  Neither were the
chume of the Remove willing to accept
favours at Bunter's hands; hut they
conld not very well refuse to share the
taxi with Marjoric's brother., So they

foilowed Bunier and Hazel down to
ithe zates. )
The taxi eame buzeing along the

Courtfield rvoad, and the <ix juniors

packed themselves into it. Bunter was
first 1n.

“Tell him where to go. Hazel,” he
paid.

As it was Bunter's taxi, it was up to
the fat Owl of the Remove fo give tho
driver instructions. But noe doabt Billy
Bunter had his own reasons for leaving
that task to Hazel.

“CHE Houde Sehonl,
said Hazel.

"Right, sir!™

And the taxi rolled away with the
sigtars for CLf House, wheat time Bah
Cherry was begiuning his  detention
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task in the Remove Form-room. and on
Rig Bide the Form match betweon
Fifth and Sixth was sterbing—even
Potter and Greens in the ranks of the
Fifth, absoluiely oblivigus of the wrath
of Hovaee Coker, and even of his exist-
elreel

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mr, Poynings is Persistent I

i ARTER CORKER *
Coker looked round
erossly, Coker was nob in a

good temper. The desertion
of Polter and Greene had left him on his
lonesome own for the afternoon, and
hiz great plans—whatever they were—
for the downfall and punizhment of the
Famous Five—had to he left over.
Dezerted by  Potter and  Greene,
bwnped in the Fifth Form passaoge by
Blundell and Bland, Coker waz fecling
catremely ill-used, wrathful, and venge-
ful. Be he locked at Trotter far from
amiably as the House page presented
himzelf in the study doorway.

“Gentlemen (o see you, sir,” said
Trotter.

T 0Oh! sald Coker.
I suppoze?”

" Na, sir—"

“Can't ba Uncls Heur;,r,” said Coker.
“He's seedy, and wouldn't be travelling
in this weather.” .

“In tha wvisitors’ room, sir,” said
Trotter. “Mr. Poavnings, sir—that's
the name ho give, sir”

Hoaorace Colker gave a snort.

* Poynings | t fellow 1

“Zoame genelman who called to see
vou fast week, sie,” said Trofter. And
the page turned away.

" Hold on!” said Coker.

¥ Yessir IV

2 0 and tell the man I won't see

“Mwot my paler,

him.

Trotter, the page, blinked at Coker.

Having seen o good deal of Coker, of
the Fifth, Troiter was, of course, aware
that the great Horace did nok rival the
late Lord Chesterfield in polish of man-
ner.  But a message like 1this was
surprising, even from Coker, who prided
himse!f on speaking very plain English,
and saying what he meant without
beating about the bush,

“But, sir—" stammered Trolter,

He had never taken such o meszage
to a wvisibor at Greviriacs before.

“Tell him I won't see him!” snapped
Coker. “And tell him he can go and
eat coke !

“Oh, sir!” gasped Trotter.
“And tell himm I'm fed u
and he's a cheeky

Coker,

“Oh, lor' ! zaid Trotier.

And Trotier deparied, grinning, o
convey Cloker's polite message to the
sentleman ip the visitors'-roomn  down-
shairs.

Coker dismissed the malter from his
mind. He had more important things
to think ahont. His feuwd with the
heroes of the Remove occupied his
mind. Somehow or other, matters had
not gone well in that direclion. In-
stead of being cvushed and withored by
the great Coker's wrath, the Famous
Five seemed only o be entertained by
it. Instead of taking lickings tamely
from the great man of the Fifth, they
had the unparalleled impertinence (o
tﬂ;nhun Coker and smite him hip and
thign.

Such things were—to Coker—plain
proof that Greviriavs was going to the

with him,
outsider,” added

dogs. Coker felt that i1t was his duly
to arrest the good old =chool on its dog.
ward career, The semmps of the Lower
Fourih had to be put in their place,
and kept there with a firm  hand.
Coker was geing to do it e was
resolved on that,  And his pals had
refused  to  back him  up—preferrin
football. His own familiar friends ha
farled him. No wonder Coker was in a
state of exasperation.

Ihere was a step in the Fifth Form
passage and a koock at Coker's study
door. IMorace gave n snort.

“0Oh, come in, fathead!™ he snapped.
2 The door opened, and & man dressed
in black, with & hooked nose, cntered
thoe study. Coker stared at himn
blankly. Mr. Poynings had net taken
his departure on receipt of Coker's
polite message.  He had come up to
Cioker's study. The cheek of it quite
took Coker’s broath away.

Mr. Poyning: closed the study door
and turned to Coker, with a depreca-
ting smile on his rather hard face.

“Pray oxcuzo me, Mr, Coler!” he
saxd.

‘“ Well, of all the neek!” ejaculated
Coker. “Look here, I don't want to
see You—soe ™

“Iam very sorry, Master Coker. But
I have come & considerable distance to
call upon you this afternoon,” said Mr.
Poynings amoothly,

“¥ou shouldn't taken

have the

"My dear young gentleman—-"

“Oh, can it!" said Coker gruffiv.
“You can't come over me with the soft
sawder, you know !"

r. Poynings compressed his lips.

“I trust, Master Coker, that you will
hear me, now that I om ahen:r,“ he said,

Coker snorted.

“¥You ean run on, if you like,” he
sna%jp&d. ;

Mr. Poynings placed his trilby hat on
the table, and as Coker did not ask him
to be seated, he sat down unasked.
Coker watched him grimly., He did not
fike his uncle's secretary and did not
approve of him; and Coker never was
a fellow to conceal his thoughts.

“Last week, Master Coker, I called on
you with reference to your Christmas
vacation,” said Mr. Poynings, "I sug-
%e&t&d that, in tho Freﬁent state of your
Jucle Henry's health, you should nof
spend the vacation at Iolly House with
vour schoolboy friends.’

“I know you did,” grunted Coler.
“I told you it was like your cheek to
suggest anything of the sort; and I tell
you 50 apan now."

“Mr. Henry Coker is in somewhat
poor heaith, and the presence of a
crowd of noisy schoolboys——"

" No bizney of yours."™

“In the cireumstances, Master Coker,
it would be much more advisable for
you {o go home with some of your
school friends, or to spend Christmas
with your parents,” said Mr. Poynings,

“That's all you know,” said Coker.
“I'm spending Christmas with my
Uncle Henry and my Aunt Judy., My
brother Beggie is going home to the
pater and the mator—-not that it matiers
te yvou, Mr, Poynings. Now that 1
know that Uncle IHenry 1z off his fecd
I'm mere keen than ever on going o
Holly House for the vac, I shall cheer
him up. I'm not sure now that I shall
take my friends with me—they've
ireated me with rotten check to.day,
In fact, I sha'n’t take them, But I'm
going myself.”

“Your Unele Henry is of opinion that
it would be more advisable for you lo
go to your own home, sir.”

* He hasn't said zo," jeered Coker.
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“T have a note written by him to
show you.”

Coker started a little.
“Hand 1t ont,” he said

Mr. Povunings tock a letter from his
ocket-book and passed it to Coker. The
jfth-Former read (it with & kmtted
brow.

“Doar Horace,—J] am very far from
well at the prezent time, and, on.further
consideration, I fear that you would not
be likely to enjoy your holidays with
me this Christotas. I think, my dear
bay, that perha you had better
arrange to spend the vacation with your
parcnts,

“Your affectionate unele,
“Hexry Corer.”

Horace Coker stared abt that letter,
and then stared at Mr. Povnings. He
was puzzled and-anpry.

“You see, sir—"" said Mr. Foynings.

Bang!

Coker’s e¢lenched fist doacended on the
study table with a concussion that
made the study eche. Mr. Poynings
gave quifte a jump.

“I see,” said Coker wrathfully—"1I
see that you are an interfering ass, Mr,
Poynings, and that you have got over
Unele Henry somehow, Thera's nothing
here from Aunt Judy, What does she
aayi’

“Of course, her views are those of her
brother,” said Mr. Povnings.

“T don't beliove it 1™
“ Master Coker!”

“Not a word of it!" snorted Coker.
“¥You take much too much on yourseli,
Mr. Pornings. Xou've got Uncle Henry
to write this, somehow. TYou don't
want me at Holly House over Christmas,
I can see that. Like your confounded
cheok—a dashed paid zecretary. You'd
better clear. TLast time I saw you I
lpard you swearing like & bargee.
You're & blackguard. I'm going to ad-
vise my uncle to discharge you. Now
out i

Mr. Poynings breathed hard. Prob-
ably he had never before had to deal
with & fellow like Horaee Coker, of the
Greyiriars Fifth. No doubt he was un-
accustomed to hearing such excessively
plain English, Certainly there was rio
mistaking Coker's meaning, :

“I'll tell you what I'm going to do,”
went on Coker.  “I'm going to Lele-

hene to my Aunt Judith wut Holly

cuse. I'm going fo ask her. You
can wait here it you like while L phone."

“Master Coker—"
“That's enough!™

Coker swung out of the study. leaving
Mr. Poynings staring blankily after him,
The secretary’s hard face set like iron,
and his greentsh eyes burned. or
whatever reason—and thoe reason was
certainly mysterious—AMr. Poynings did
not want Coker ¢f the Ififth home at
Holly House for Christmas. I'robably
he had expected to influence a school-
boy easily enough.  But Coker of the
Filth was a little out of the common run
of schoolboys, There was only one
Coker, and he often came as a surprise
to persons who made his acqueintance.
Mr, Poynings set his thin lips in a hard,
tight line. Had Coker scen his hard,
eruel, ruthless face at that moment, he
might have divined that there wag
danger for him if he set himself in op-
position to the man with the hooked
nose, Mot that Coker would bave
cared.

!-l1-|4||'m".tlm"p AR A IR NN AN PR A A RN

IDEAL CHRISTMAS

No
particular

this unique " short cut to
knowledge " Annual con-

tains expert advice on it.

matter what

Hobby

your
15,

NOW ON SALE EVERYWHERE.

— e =

PRESENTS !
HOLIDAY |

19347

ANNUAL
TOR BOYSH AND GHILS
i o AT

2N =

A rare favourite with Boys

and Girls the world over.

Crammed with amazing

school, sporting and

adventure yarns, colour
plates, etc,

Price 6/~ each.

pRAECE T i

llllil.l PbEpaEd ks nEEaad EARAE I BEEERRAEEERERARA R ERERiddREnEniddnd s FRana bR FRnTiseiRANRANEE

i IFEEJEESESENERda e il rr S EN NS EERERE

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

Dear Horace !

R. PROUT, the master of the
Greyfriars  Fiifth, lifted his
eves from his newspaper as
there was & knock at his study

M

door,

“Come in!" said Mr. Proul.

Horace Coker presented himself.

“ Kxeuse me, sir—may 1 use the tele-
phana?” said Coker.

Mr. Prout raised his eyebrows.

“No, Coker, you may not use the

ielephone,” he answered icily. ¥ Close
the door after you."

“1It'a important, sir A

“Close the door! There is a

drauwght ! spapped My, Proat.

" But, sir—""

“Pake a hundred lines, Coker!™

“0Oh crumbs!’

Coker of the Fifth closcd the deor at
that. He pauvsed in the passage and
shook his fist at the closed door. Then
he walked on to Mr. Queleh's study.
From that study could be heard the
clicking of a typewriter. Mr. Quelch
was spending & happy afterncon on the
umpteenth chapter of his celebrated
“History of Greyiriars.”

Coker knocked at the door.

“Come in!™ snapped Mr. Quelch; and
the clicking of the typewriter keys
ceased.

Cloker stepped into the study,

Y%ay I use the telephone, sivr?” he
asked.

My, Queleh glared. The Fifth-Former
had interrupted hiz literary work to
ask whether he might unse the Form
master's  telephone!  Nobody was
allowed - to use Mr. Oneleh’s felephone.
Fellows who wanted to use it had to
selest times when Ay, Queleh was out
of doors; which often led Mr, Quelch
to make sarcastic remarks about over-
charges when hig bill came in from the
exchange. Mr, Quelch often felt abso-

Intely convinced that he had never had

afll the calls for which ho was charged.
And he was gencrally right—he hadn't!
Femove fellows conld have told him who
had had them, But the most venture-
some Removite never came to the study
to wse the El‘mne when Mr. Quelch was
at home, ‘L'hat was reserved for Coker;
a case of fools rushing in where angels
feared to tread.

Coker, as if taking Mr. Quelch's con-
sent for granted, was already crossing
to the telephone, The Remove master's
voiwee stopped him,

“Coker!” he thundered.

“Oh! Yes, sir.”

“ Leave my study !™

goet | hm'(-.u't..tclcp{':ﬂnﬂd yet, sir.”

“Leave my studv!” thundered Mr.
Quelch: and he half rose from his chair.

Coker. rather hastily left the study.
H:z did not like the expression on Mr,
Guelch's face at all.

In the passage, Coker gave & snort of
disgust.  Coker Tﬁtﬂ admitied that
Form masters could not, ss a general
practice, be bothercd by follows want-
ing to use their telephones, But they
ounght to have been pleased to let Coker
of the Iifth telephone. Really, they
were treating Coker just as if they re
arded him as a common-or-garden
ireviriars fellow. They seemed quite
wnaware of the special importance of
Coker of the Fifth,

With a knitted brow, Coker tramped
away to the prefects’ reem. There was
& telephone there, but he knew thal it
would be just like the chesk of Bixth
Form prefects to tell him that he
couldn't use it. Rather to his relief, ha
found only onn Hixth Form man in the
rooin. e remembered that a senior
match was going on on Big 8ide. Only
Walker of the Sixth was in the pre-
fecta” room, and he raised his eyebrows
and stared at Coker.

"Want anyithing 7 he asked.

“Telephone ! said Coker.
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“ Not allowed ] Cut !” said Walker of
the Sixth. :

Coker looked him np and down trucu-
lently, and coolly weiked aeross to the
telephone. Walker coloured, and half-
rose.  Dut he sat down again, He was
a Sixth Form man and a prefect, and
Coker was only in the Fifth, But Coker
was a very hefty fellow, with a terrifia

unch. Cortainly he would have been
og for hitting a prefect of the
Bi:fﬁm. That, however, would not have

mendod Walker's nose if Coker had Hat-
benad it. Walker decided to treat ham
with the contempt he deserved,

Heedless of Walker, the Fifth-Former
lifted the receiver from the hooks, and
asked the exchange for his trunk call
to Holly House, While he waited for
the call to como through, he stood nb
tha window and look out into the
quad, taking no notice of Walker. Far
in the distance he could see & patch of
the football ground, and discerned
Potter and Greene among the foot-
ballers there. He frowned es he spotted
them., There they were, playing fcot-
bali juet as if Coker did not exist—just
2z if he had not told them that he
wanted them that afterncon! Potter
and Greene were going to learn that
Eeg could not treat Horace Coker like

at.

The bell rang, and Coker took up the
recoiver again.

“Holly House?"” he asked.

Yes™

“ (oker speaking — Horace Coker,
Greyfriars. Ask Miss Judith Coker to
pome to the phone”

" Yes, zir.”

A few moments later the wvoice of
Aunt Judy was heard. ]

“Yg that you, Horaecs, my dear boy I*

“¥Yea, auntie”

Coker's gruff voice softened very
much in speaking to Aunt Judy. To
Aunt Judy, llorace was the heginning
and end of all things admirable. Coker
fully agread with her. Aunt Judith

admired Horace immenzely, and s¢ did
Horace! And Coker was very fond of
his aunt.

" “My dear boy!” came Aunt Judy's
affeetionate murmur.

“ How's Uncle Henzy " _

“How kind and sweet of you to ring
up and ask, my dear! 1 am afraid he
is rather poorly at present.”

“That fellow Poynings has called
here, auntie. 1 phoned.to you sbout
him last week, and told vou he'd tried
to keep me away for Christmas., Now
he's called again, and brought a note
from Uncle Henry.”

“My dear, dear Horace, surely yom
will come for Christmas! I should be
dreadfully disappointed 1™

“Of course I shall come,” said Coker.
*That's settled. But if Uncle Henry
really would rather I didn’t—"

“He would be dreadfully disap-

inted, too, if you did not come,

prace.”

*“But hiz note says—"

“T did .not know he had written: it
is the work of that man Poynings,” said
Miss Coker.

eat influence over ‘irc-ur uncle, Horace.

cannot understand it, but I disliko
him very much. I wish your uncle
would send him away; but he will not,
though he has never disregarded my
wishes before. It seems to me some-
times that he fears Mr. Poynings.
Horace, my dear, you must come.
Pm*r‘mse me that you will not disappoint
me,

“What-ho ! said Coker. "Rely on
me, auntie! I'm coming all right !”

“I am so glad, Horace!”

Coker bade his sunt farewell, and put
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“He seems to have a very

up the receiver. He ecrossed to the door
of the prefects’ room, giving Walker of
the Sixth a look as he went. He was
ready for trouble with Walker of the
Sixth—Coker was always ready for
trouble with anybody. But alker
alfected to be deep in his book, and
Coker walked oul.

He returned to his study in the Fifth
Form passage, and found Mr. Poynings
waiting for him there. Mr, Poyningy’

eyes plinted at him &s he strode in.
“You have telephoned, Master
Coker 1" he asked.
“71 have.”

LN ‘Eind‘_____.:lr

“And I'm going home [or Christmas
to Holly House, as I told you,” said
Coker conteptuously, “It seems to
me, Mr, Poynings, that you're the sorg
of man that will bear watching, from
what Miss Coker tells me. She doesn't
trust you, and ¥ don’t trust you! DMy
opinion is that you are a bad egg!”

“Masier Coker!”

“That's all!” asaid Coker., “Good-
aftevnoon [V

“Then you are determined ¥

“I've told you so. Get out!”

My, Poynings got out. Coker gave a
snilf of contempt as he went, and dis-
missed the secretary from his mind. He
little dreamed what was to be the result
of his answer to the men with the
hooked nose,

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Begs For It !

& g SAY, you fellows!”

"Yell 7V

“{h, nothing " _

Billy Bunter seemed a little
uneasy,

The taxi had ploughed its way by
muddy roads to Clif Housze, and the
echool presided over by Mim Penelope
Primrose was in view in the distance,
with the rolling sea beyond,

Harry Wharton & Co. were locking
forward to a pleasant ramble with ther
friends at Clif House, to be followed
by tea in the school-room. ‘They were
only concerned by the fact that Bob
Cherry was under detention at Grey-
friars, and could not share the pleasure
with them,

Billy Bunter, most certainly, was not
bothering his head about Dob Cherry.
He never bothered it about anyhody but
William George Bunter, But he seemed
uneasy and worried ps the taxi drew
nearer aod nearer to Clilf House School.

“I—1 say * he began again, as the
vehicle rattled up to the gates of Cliff
House,

“What's biting you,
Johnny Bull.

“(th, nothing !”

The taxi stopped, and the chaulfeur
descended and opened the deor. The
Greyfriars juniors stepped out one after
another. Five of them sterted towards
the gates, leaving Billy Bunter to scitls
with the taxi-man,

“Hold on a minute, you fellows!”
called out Bunter anxiously,

The juniors stopped.

“ Beven - and - six, said the
chauffeur.

Bunter rattled his cash in his pocket.
The juniors stood and looked at him
inquiringly.

“Well, why don’t you pay the man
and let him get off ¥ asked Hazeldene.

*The—the tact js—"

“My only hat!” ejaculated Nugent.
“Has the fat bounder been spoofing,
after all ¥

*Oh, really, Nugent—"

Hazel started. He had heard the
chink of cash in Bunter's pocket, and it

fatty #** asked

sir 1

had sounded like a great deal of cash,
Tt dawned upon him now that perhaps
the Owl of the Remove had been pulling
hiz leg.

“Laok here, Bunter——" he began.

“Wea may as well go in,” remarked
Johnny Bull.

“Yes, vather 1™

“The ratherfulness is terrifie

“J]—I say, you fellows, hold on a
minute |” stammered Bunter. Y I-I
think I've left my money in the study
at Greyfriars!™ R

“Why, I heard you rattling it in your
pocket ' exclaimed Wharton,

“Yog: bot—but I—I think ” s

“ Soyen-and-six, please ! said the tazi-
driver grimly. .

He was beginning te feel saspicious.

“You fat villain!" said Harry
Wharton, in measured tones, * How
much have you goti” i

Bunter drew his fat hand from his
pocket, It held a pencil-case and a
bunch of keys, two halfpennies, ar}d
e penny. Dvidently it was the pencil-
case and the keyvs which had furnished
most of the clinking when Bunter had
rattled his cash in his pocket.

“Twopence | said Nugent,

“Oh, my hat!”

“Tt—it's all right, you fellows,” stam-
mered Bunter. “My—my postal-order
will be there by the time we get back.”

“ Your what 7 roared Johnny Bull.

“My postal-order, you know., Didn’t
I mention to you _fellows that I was ex-
pecting & postal-order 17

“Why, you—you—=" gasped Whar-
ton.

“T'm waiting, gentlemen,” sald the
chauffour, with quite an wunpleasant
look. “Wheo's paying the fare?”

“That fat rotter is 1" exclaimed Hazel
indignantly. “I've got nothing fo do
with it.”

“It's all right, my man,” zaid Bunter.
“I-—1'll give you the twopence now, and
—and send the rest on”

“Will you?® said the chauffeur, with
such an expression on his face that
Bunter juniped back.

The taxi-driver turned to Hazeldene.

“YVou engaged the cab, sir?” he said,

“1 jolly well didn’t}”

“You told me where to drive. I look
to you for my fare.”

“ Nothing of the sort!” howled Hazel.
“That fat rascal phoned for the taxi!”

“I don't know who phoned for it, hut
vou told me to drive to Cliff House, and
I know I've driven you to Cliff House,”
said the chauffeur. “ Saven-and-six,

13r

please ™
“You're for it, Hazel!” grinned
Johnny Bull. “¥You would bring that

fat spoofer, and you would come in a
taxi, We wanted to walk.”

“The wallkfulness was the proper
caper, my esteemed Hazel,” said Hurreo
Jamset Ham Singh.

“I—F tell you——" stuttcred Hazel.

* Hoven-and-six, please!”

“I—T1 can't—"

“Blooming bilks, what?” said the
taxi-driver unpleasantly. “Orlright!
¥’ll see your headmaster about it, That's
what I'm going to do!®

“Hold on!” said Harry Wharton
quiﬂﬂg. “We didn’t engage the taxi,
vou chaps, and we didn't want 1t; but
we've driven in i, It's up to us”

“Shell out ! said Frank Nugent, with
a faint grin.

The chyms of the Remove went
through their pockets.  Lower Fourth
fellows, as & rule, did not take taxicabs;
Bull'nter could afford such luxuries appar-
antly.

4 ft‘a all right, you fellows” he said
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** Grooooh ! ** he gasped.

* Dooooch 1

* Ha, ha, ha !’ laugh

Three pairs of hands grasped Bunter, and he descended into the road with a bump. Then Hazeldene grasped him by the back

ol the collar, and rolled him over. There was & wild splutter from the fat junior, as his face was burled In a muddy puddle.
Harry Wharton & Co.

(See Chapter 5.)

cheerily, Tl settle up out of my
postal-order, you know."

“Shut up!™ roared Johnny Ball
fercoiously.

“Oh, really, Bull—

The sum of seven shillings and six-
pence was raised by various contribu-
tions. Hazel put in sizpence, and
grumbled loudly st doing so. Tho rest
was found by the Co. The faxi-man was
paild, and he grunted and drove away.
Dlunter blinked at the juniors a little
uneasily through his big speetacles.

“Don't you worry, yvou fellows” he
suid, “It's all right. Now let's get 1n—
L ¢can see Marjorie at the gate.”

Harry Wharton & Co. locked fixedly
at Wilhiam George Bunter., They did
net swswer him i words. Four pairs of
hamds were Iaid on the Owl of the He-
tnove, and he descended into the road
with a bump.

“Yarpooh !" reared Bunter,

“ Lt me get at him [ shouted Hazel,

Y eweow-ow [

Hazel grasped Duoter by the back of
his eollar and rolled him over. There
was g willd splutter from the fat junior
as his face wag boried in & muddy
prachdle.

“Grogogh ! Oocoooach !

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Yow-ow-ow ! Ugh! Grocogh! Gug-
gapr-geg ! splutbered Bunter, sitting up
dareellv.,  “ Oonoooch ™

“Theae, yon. fat
3 lﬂ?’.{"iﬁh'”f’.;

“Yaraoonc 17

“I =ay, chuek it! There's AMarjorie
and Clara,” said Frank Nugent hastily,

Harey Wharlon & Co. walked in at
the pates, Hazel stayed to give Tunter's
head another plunge into the nuddy
pudddle, and then he followed. Buntor
sat up and reared.

roticr '™ gasped

“the

"Here we are, Marjoric, old gicl,”
said Hazel, with a rather red face.
“What's that out in the road #* asked

Miss Clara.
“That? Oht! Nothing!*

“It looks like a porpoise,’ sald Miss
Clara demurely.
“0Oh, Clara!” murmured Marjorie.

The schoolgirls and their scheolboy
chums went in at the gate; and Johnny
Bull dropped behind, Johnny had 2
suspicion that the Owl of the Bemove
might roll it after the Grevfrviars party,
when he hed recovered his breath a
little. Johnny decided to deal with bim,
il he did—drastically. The incident of
_ taxi had quite exhausted the
patience of Johnny Bull,

He was right. Marjorie amd Ther
friends had disappeared inta the schoot,
when Bunter came pufling and blowing
up to the gates again, He was damp
and he was muddy—end even Bunter did
not gquine ke presenting mimself at CLff
Houso in auch a state. Dut there was no
alternative—unless he was to miss las
toa. That, of conrse, was not to be
thought of—by Dunter at least,

Johnny Bull did not waste words on
Bunter. He gripped him by the collar
and ran himn out intd the road again,
He ran him onward, hecdless of loud
protests and objurgations from William
Leorge. He stopped out of sight of ChLft
House, and proceeded to bang Bunter's
head on a tree.  Then he kiwcked him
Inrd, thus starting him in the dirveetion
of Greviriars,

All this Johnoy did without speaking.
He was a fellow of few words ot any
titue; and on this occasion he folt that
he could let his actions speak for him.
[ffil*lriﬂiltl:r‘ lis actionz were wnonmiztak-
R

Johnny Tnll tarned back to Chiff
Houwse, leaving Buulter gasping.

The fat junior leaned on a tree, and
gasped, and spluttered, and spluttered
and pasped. When he felt a little
hetter, he made a step in the direction
of Clif House. Dut he made ouly one
step.  He stopped again, grunting. He
realised that it was not good enough,
In zomo matters, Bunter never kuew
when he had had enongh. DBut on the
present occasion he knew,

“Ow ! Deasts ¥ he groaned.

From the botiom of his fat heack
Bunter wished ihat he had not so0 gener-
ously stood that taxi from Ureyfriars,
Certainly, it had not cost him any-
tiieg; but he was no beiter off than he
was. hefore—unless o bumping and o
Lhunping were to be counted as gains.
And he had a long walk back te Groy-
friavs before him—a long, Jong walk.
Unless sone charitable person pave him
2 lift, there were muddy miles for
Bander to tramp.

“Beasts 1™ groaned Bunter,

And  he  started—blinking round
wearily through his big speetacles, in
search of sowie pessing vehicle wpon
whicl he could bepg, borrow, or stesl &
lift on the way to Creviriars,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Coker Means Business !
BEJ'B CIHERRY groaned dismally.

It was four o'clock, and i
detention had yet a half-hour to
rala,

Ountside, the air was keen and frosty,
and the winter zun gleamed on the old
quadranglo and the leafless trees, Ogea.
sionally, from far in Ltho distance, o vell

THe Macxer Lisrany.— o, 982,
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could be heard from the football ground,
whare Fifth ond Sixth were at Bocecer.
Never had the Form-room seemed so
dim and dreary to poor Bob, ds it
seemed that bright afternoon. Only by
a grest effort did Bob concentrate on
the task set him =o thoughtiully by his
Form msster. In fact, the task would
have lain neglected on his desk, but for
the cortainty that if it was not done, the
detention would be extended when Mr.
Quelch looked in at half-past four. So
Jloh Cherry laboured at Latin conjuga-
tions, dealing dismally with irregular
verbs—which were more irregular than
ever when they had passoed through his
Lands.

Two or three fellows had looked in fo
give him. a cheering word—strictly
against the rules of detention. Vernon-
Srith and Tom Redwing had dropped
iy, then Squiff had come in for a few
mninutes, and then Peter Todd. These
kindly visits broke the monotony &
little, though they certainly did not
speed Bob with his task,

* Another blinking . half-hour!" mur-
mured Bob, as foer chimed out from the
Greyfriars clock-tower, “Oh dear!”

There waa only one solace. Onee ho
was free of tho Form-room a quick walk
through the wintry woods, and tea at
Cliff House, would follow. But it scemed
as if half-past four would never come.

There wasx a foofstep in the passago

again, and Bob locked up brightly, 1n
the lonely Form-room he was beginning
to feel like Robinson Crusoe on his

island, and he would have been glad of
a_word with even Bunter, or Skinner, or
Bnoop.

But it was Coker of thoe Fifth who
looked in, PBob Cherry gave him a
enial grin. He wos glad even to sec
the rugged features of tHorace Coker

“Hallg, hallo, hallo!™ said Bob
cheerily.

8o you're here, you voung rascall”
said Coker grimly,

“Hera I am, you old rascal ™ nssented

“Checky as ever?” said Coker,

“More!" said Bob,

“I'm going ta take all that out &of
yvou!” said Coker, frowning. *“I'm
going to have you young scoundrels in
order  hefora we break up for

Christmas!™
Bob Cherry chuckled,

Here’s a Topping Christmas Gift!

The CHAMPION ANNUAL is o wonderful biz
budget of the mest dhrilling, norve-tingling
sdveniune yaroe Yo' va ever read. Thero _l'a 11
oig=act play, dn0d & host of waefu! hints as sl
Hake sure you geot it for Chriedoas )
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“Dear man!" he =zaid.

“The other young rascals
out, I think," =zaid Coker,

“You think " repeated Bob.
mon!  You can't think, Coker!™

Horace Coker breathed hard.

Uoker of the Fifth had been going in
for strategy that day. He had learned
that Harry Wharton & Co. were going
out for the afterncon, and he had
planned to trail them down with Pottor
and Greene, and deal with them, as thoey
deserved, far from the help of the rest
of the Remove, That strategic plan bad
been knocked on the head by Potter and

regne most inexplicably preferring 1o
play football rether than to back vp the
great Coker.

Left on bhis lonely own, Coker reslized
that if he was to deal with the Famous
Five at all he would have to take them
in detail, not in bulk, And the dis-
covery that DBob Cherry was detained
looked, to Coker, like o stroke of gond
fortune. Ila did mnoet mind which
meniber of the cheery Co. he started on,
zo long as ho got started.

He came into the Form.room, grim
and vongeful, Bob Cherry rose from his
desk and picked up the inkpot.

“Come on, old bean!”™ he said.

“Put that inkpot!"” roared
Caker,

“Dear man!" grinned Bab.

Coker came striding round the desk
and reached out at Dob.

Swoaoosh |

The ink flew from the inkpet, and
splashed wpon the ruggoed foatures of
Horace Coker.

"{Grooochl”

Horace Coker was turned, all of a
sudden, into an imitation of & Christy
minstrel.

But he came on more vengefully than
cver. He graspod Bob, and whirled him
out from the desks,

“ Now, you voung rageall”

Bob Cherry returped grasp for grasp.
Sturdy fellow as he was, he was, of
course, no mateh for a big INifth-Former.
But Bob was not a fellow to be licked
while he had & punech left.

TFor sevoral minutes there was a wild
and whirling scrap in the Form-roon.
Coker had not come there to serap with
a jumor, of course. It was miles beneath
his dignity to do anything of the kind.
But as this: cheeky jumior persisted in
Euttmﬂ* up o fight, it. was difficult to see

ow he was to be licked, without a scrap
as &Et‘ﬂ]!i‘ﬂlﬂﬂl‘j’.

‘oker was going to bend him over a
desk and give him a dozen with the
Form master’s éano. But bending Bob
over a desk did not seem an casy tasl.

*What—what 15 thiz?"

Mr. Quelch appearad in the doorway
of the Remove-room.

The u;irc-nr had brought him there.
Mr. Quelch had come along with the
suspicion that friendly fellows in the
Remove had dropped in to cheer Dob
Cherry up n his detention, and that a
rag was going on. He was almost petri-
fied at the sight of a Fifth-Former

have genc

“Gam-

down

struggling in the Formn-room with the
detainad Remoavite.

“Bless m‘_\i soul " ejaculated  Mer,
Quelch. * What—what—what is—is this,

Coker? Coker, how dare you! Ceasze

this at once!”

- 0h, my hat!”? gasped Cokeor.

¢ released Bob Cherry, and stood

Hinhing' at Br. Quelch, & hreathless and
mnky blink. Bob steggored to a desk
and leaned on it, gasping.

Mr. Queleh strode into the Form-rooin.

" Coker ! he thunderod. “How daro
you coma here? How dare you inter-
fere with & bay in my Ferm—a boy
under detention, ton? Coker, I shail

report this to vour Form master, and
emand severc punishment for your out-
rageous conduct, Leave this room ab
onee I

*Look here, sir!™ gasped Coker.

4 Mr, Quelch's hand rose to point to tha

QOT.

“Leave this room instantly, Coker !

And Coker left.

Mr. Queleh turned to Dob Cherry.

“I trust you are not burt, Cherry,™
he said kindly. *“This iz a—a most un-
precedented occurrence! I shall coma

lain  very seriously to Mr. Prout.

herry, vou are excused the remainder
of your defention; vouw may leave the
Form-roomn, my boy!™

“Thank vou, sir!"” gasped Bob.

Mr. Queleh left him, and Bob gladly
put his books away and followed. He
was fecling quite grateful to Coker,
That great man’s intervention had cut
Bob's detention short by s quarter of
an  hour. And Bob hurried awsa
cheerily, to get his cap and coat an
stark for Chff House. In the corridor he
passed Coker of the Fifth, and gave him
g cheery grin.

“Thanks, old bean!"” he said affably.
Coker glared.

“You've gol me off defention!™
chuckled Boh. “I shall be carly at ClUE
House. No end obliged, Coker!”

And he walked away in great spiriis.
Coker stulked out of the House, with a
grim and frowning brow., Matters did
not-scom fo he going well for the greas
Coker that afternoon.

There was frouble coming with 3Me
Prout when the Remove master reported
his outrageous conduct to that gentle-
man., Mr. Frout might even have the
cheek to cane him. €Coker was wrathy
and ratty as he stalked in the guad, and
he looked still more wrathy and ratty
az ho saw.the footballers coming back
to the House. Totter and Greeno
stopped to speak {o Coker, with friendly
smiles. Now that the Form mateh waos
aver Potter and Greene were thinking
of toa, afid tea in the study larpcly de-
pended on Coker. DBut their Riiriﬂndl}'
smiles reccived only a steely stare in
rokurn.

“Hallo, Coker, old man " said Potter
affably.

“Waiting for usi¥"
"Theat's rcally kind!™

Cﬂ-ﬁi::r E.I‘."Ell"t-&]f. . 3

“Ion't speak to mo!" he sna 2

“Coker, old chap—" ppe

“Cuat it out!” sneered Coker. “T'm
done with vou. Go and chop chips!™

said  Greene,

“We didn't beat the Sixth,” saud
Potter. * Wingato kicked the winnin
goal for them. I-=I rather ll:inﬁ

Blundell made a mistake in not playing
vou for the Fifth, Coker.”

A mthm; sorions  mistake,*”  said
Greone, t:r.l:u:g his ene from Polter.
“Tt's eost us Lhe mntr:h!”

Poiter and Greene considered that this
was laying it on thick enough, even for
Coker, DBut Coker was not 1o be
placated: he deelined to listen to the
voice of the charmer. Soff answers are
said to turn away wrath; but Horace
Coker’'s wrath was not to be turned
away so castly. IHe rewarded Potter and
Greene for their soft answers with a
grim stare.

“ Coming in fo tea, old {ollow *” asked
Potter afectionately.

-‘-IH "!

“Coker, old
Groeno.

“T'm going out !

L] I_I SIJ._:E Fl

“And T don’t want vou fellows to
speak 1o me when I come in, eitheri®”
said Coker crushingly,

And Horaee Coker furned his back on
his faithless followers, and walked away

chap—"  murmured
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to the gates, leaving Polter and Greene
looking ™ vather blank.

“&iliy ass!” remarked Potter.

“IHowling chump!” agreed Greene.

And Coxer's discarded chums went
into the House. Cloker of the Filth went
down to the gates, and loafed there with
his hands in his pockels, Coker had no
timo to waste on Potter and Greene.
Coker was still being strategic. He
loafed at the gates with a careless sir
till Bob Cherry came along and went

aut.

Bob started cheerily down the lane, to
take the short cut through the woods o
CLff House. And then Coker of the
¥ifth detached himself ffom the old
gateway, oand followed on.

Bob Cherry was thinking of anyihing
but troubils as he swung ¢ Eerilg along.
But trouble was on his trail in the shape
of Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form.

THE SEVENTH. CHAPTER.
Just Like Coker !

OB CHERRY tramped cheerily
across the plank bridge, over the
little stream, in the heart of
Friardale Wood. He glanced

round him there. Ik was the spot where,
& few wecks before, Major Cherry had
fallen into the chalk rift, and Bob bad
gone down for him. The scene was
rather changed now. The winter rains
had filled the chalk rift to overflowing,
and what had been, & fow weeks before,
& deep chalk rift with & shallow stream
at the bottom was now a flowing, mur-
muring torrent, mshing on swiftly to
join the distant Sark, 'The water lapFed
on the plank bridge, a good ffteen feet
deep wunder it Bob glanced round,
thinking of that incident of a few wecks
ago, when the rescue of the major had
helped to heal the misunderstandin
between him and his father. But he diﬁ
not linger there. He tramped on; and
then, as he was plunging into the foot-
path beyond, he heard the sound of
running feet on the plank.

“0Oh, my hat! Coker!"” ejaculated
Bob. az he glanced round.

Coker came across with o rush, He
bore down on the Remove fellow with &
triumphant grin on his face.

“Got you!” he remarked checrilx.

Bob backed away, ea'eing him warily.
Coker had a stick under his arm. and it
dawned on Tiob that the Fifth-Former
had followed him from the school, to
catch him in that lonely zpot. Coker
was following out his strategic scheme
of catching the members of the Famous
Five one after another, and dealing with
them in detail. And this time it really
looked as if Coker's strategy would be
crowned with success.

Coker slipped the stick down into his
hand.

“Ready ¥ he asked.

“* Ready for tea, do you mean ™ asked
Bob. “Certainly! ['m going over to
Cliff Honse to tea, Coker. Like to walk
with me as far as Pegp?”

“¥ou cheeky young raseal [V

“My-dear chap. I mean it,” said Boh.
“I'a mot a partieular chap at all. I
really don't mind whom I'm seen-with.”

Coker’s eves glinted. "T'hat really was
not the way to placate Coker, it Bob
had thought of placating him.

The Fifth-Former pointed to a fallen
log with his stick.

“Bend over!” he said.

Bob burst inte a laungh.

The situation was serions. There was
no doubt that Coker meant business.
But Coker's idor that 8 Remove man
would “bend over ™ at his order, as if

he were a Bixth Form prefect, enter-
tained Bob. He {!hartlcrfl:’

“You can cackle,” roared Coker,

“Thanks, I will! Ha. ha, ha!”

“I'll give you something to eure all
that. Are you going to bend over:" de-
manded Coker.

" MNot quite.”

Coker made a spring at the Removite.
Bob Cherry jumped back, caught at a
low branch, and swung himself off the
ground.

H:s gelion was rapid, and Coker was
taken quite by surprise. Coker never
was quick on the uptake. He plurged
along under the tree, and Bob, swinging
from the branch, cheerfully kicked his
hat off. Then the junior clambered
higher, while Coker was fielding has hat.

"“Oh, gad!™ ejaculated Coker,

Bob Cherry grinned down at him.

“Coming up?" he asked. **Room for
two !

“Come down!" roared Coker.

“Come up!” invited Bob.

“Will you come down,
villain § " )

“ Will you come up, vou big villain?”

Coker stood under the tree and glared
at the cheery Removite. Scrambling into
a tree after an elusive junior was an
extremely undignified proceeding for o
%11:{11; man of the Fifth Form. And
‘oker was very much concerned about
his Fifth Form dignity. But it really
spemod that Coker’s I:’n-EE._-,' dignity was
fated to suffer considerable damage in

you little
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his alarums and excursions with the
Lower Fourth,

He throw down the stick and began to
clamber into the tree.

Bob Cherry immediately climbed out
en a long branch, that extended over
the rippling stream.

The branch swaved and creaked under
his weight. Bob sat astride of it, not
at all perturbed. He grinned back at
Coker, who had reached the spot where
the branch jutted out from the tronk,

H{ome on, old bean!” said Bob.

Coker hesitated.

The long branch was swaying under
ob's weight: and under Bob was the
deep chalk rift with sikteen feet of water
in i, CUoker's weight added to Bob's was
absolutely certain to make the long
branch snap off at the trunk. Bgb had
little to fear, as he was a first-class
swimmer; and Coker was persuaded that
he had nothing to fear, as he fancied
that he was a still more first-class
swimmer, But he naturally did not want
@ headlong plunge into icy water. That
was not likely to be really pleazant on
a frosty Decoember afternoon.

“Come back, wou checky
hissed Coker,

“Come and fetch me,” suggested Bob.

Creak !

The branch swaved and sagged. Coker
backed off it hastily. Tt looked as if the
branch would not bear Bob's weight, let
alone Coker's.

“You wvoung Tou'll fall
shouted Coker.

“You old idiot! You'ro more likely
to ‘fall than I am,"” grinned Bob.

rascal ™

idiot

“Come back!™

* Bow-wow "

I —I-—I—T"1l—="" gasped Coker.

“Funky " asked Bob cheerily.

That was too muck for Coker., He
scrambled recklessly on the branch. 1t
sagged and creaked ominously, and onoe
more Coker backed off it. e dropped
from:the tree to the ground, and hxed
his eyes on Bob with & wrathful glare.

“All vight! 'l wait for you,” he
satd.

“8o kind of you!” said Bob.

“I'll lick you when you coma down!®
rosred Coker,

“I'l lick you if you come up!" said
Bob. “You haven't much nerve in the
Fifth, have you?®"

Coker almost fumed.

Really, he did not want to spend the
rest of the afterncon standing under a
treo waiting for a cheeky junior to drop,
like a ripe apple,

But the difficulty was settled suddenly
and unexpectedly., There was a louder
creak from the' frozem branch, and =
suclden snap.,

“Oh! gasped Bob.

Almost before he knew what was hap-
f}éiliﬂg Bolb Cherry was plunging head-
ong downwards.

Splash!

“(reat Scott!” gasped Coker.

Bob Cherry barely missed: the plank
bridge as he plunged into the water. He
vanished under the swift-flowing streas,
and Coker’s staring eyes followed him
and saw his head come up, a dozen yards
away. The swift eurrent bore him on-
wards, struggling. Bob's face was white
as he struggled with the rush of the
water, He ﬁad knocked his head as he
fell. either on the falling branch or on
a fragment of driftwood, and he waa
dazed and dizzy. .

Coker stood roofed to the ground in
sheer horror for a few secomds.

The juniorwas being swept away under
his eyes; in a few minutes more he
would be swept out into the wide
reaches of the Sark, to certain death.

“Oh, gad!"™ breathed Coker.

He rushed frantically along the bank
of the stream, catching his feet in roots
and brambles, felling, and stumbling,
and picking himself up again, and rush-
ing on. 3 : y

Bob was fighting valiantly against the
current, but with little success. Tha
stregm, swollen with heavy rsin, rushed
hira on, There was a splash in the water
as Coker plunged in. A minute more,
and the Fifth-Former's grasp was on
Bob.

The swift current swept them on to-
gether ; but Coker's other hand, olutch-
ing wildly, caught at a low branch that
trailed low over t?e str:imm_. and held.

The rush was stopped.

With one hand grasping Beb, Coker
heldd on to the swaying branch with the
other, keeping both hoads above water,

His tecth were chattering with cold;
the water was like ice. But Coker, who
was well known to be every variety of
an ass, was i}hmhg' to the very fidger-
tips. ‘The thin branch to which, he
clung was sagging deeper and decper,
and obviously would not hLold, long.
But it never cven erossed Coker's mind
1o let the junior po and save himself.

He glared round wildly; but- there
was no help to be locked for i tle
lonely heark of the wintry wood. Ie
conld only hald.on- grimly.

Bob Cherry pulled himself together.
He had been dazed by the bump on hia
head; but he was by no means help-
less. Cloker’s gallant plun to the
rescue had stopped him in- the rush to

THE Macxer Lisrany.—No, 982,
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death: and Bob was able to help him-
geli now.

“Hold on!” he panied.

Cloker was holding on; it was all that
he could do. DBob grasped him, and
Coker had béth hands free to hoid on
to the branch. Then Bob reached up to
the branch and held.

“ Al right now,” he panted; “I can
hold on, Coker] You first.”

“I'm getting you out ! gasped Coker,

“T'm all right, T tell you! You get
out first.” .

“Don't be cheeky!” Ewven at this
moment Coker was still Coker. *I'll
help you up—— Now, then, sharp!”

There was no time for argument; the
ey water was numbing the limbs of
the junior and the Fifth-Former. Bob
gave up the point, and, with & helping
shova from Coker below, ho dragped
himself on the trailing branch, and
then clambered along 1t to the tree,
and dropped safely on the bank,
There, dripping with water, he turned
anxiously to Coker,

“Buck up!”

Coker pulled himself elumsily on the
branch, and came squattering along it
with tho grace and activity of a rhino-
eoros, ut he sueceeded in reaching
the bank, and rolled in the frosty grass
a2t Bob Cherry's feet,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

ILLY BUNTER stopped and
blinked at an object that had
dawned upon his short range of
vision and  blinked again.

Bunter was surprised:. but ho was
pleased. Tt was a small covered cart
at which the Owl of the Romove was
blinking, drawn up in a narrow, muddy
lang that wound round the
Friardale Wood, with thick trees on
ona side, and a field of stubhle on the
other,  Billy Bunter had tframped a
long end weary tramp from CLff
House, and hiz fat little legs ached as
he dréw nearer to Creyiriars. Bunter
did, not like walking; but so far he
‘had had no chance of a lift, He was in
a hurry to get back to the school.
Having missed tea at Cliff House, he
did not want fo miss tea at Greyfriars
also; that would have been too catastro-
phic. B0 he was both pleased and sur-
prised by the sight of the cart.

Ho was surprised because that steep
and muddy lane was seldomn used by
any vehicles, and it seemed odd
enough that the cart should be tied up
there some miles from anvy habitation.
But he was pleased, because there was
a chance of a lift at last. For a suffi-
citentt “"fip " he did not doubt that the
carter wonld give him a lift to the
school. His total finaneial resources
were limited to twopence, a pnn-:ii-uase,
and a bunch of keys. But it was not
necessary to tell the carter all that; the
man would not cxpect to be paid in
advance. Difliculties might arise when
Bunter was landed at Groyiriars; but
Bunter was not a fellow to meet trouble
half way., Some fellow mifht lend him
the mnecessary lip—at all events, he
would have reached Grewiriars with-
out walking the laszt mile, and that was
the important peint.

Bo the Owl of the Bemove, having
spottod the covered cart, stopped, and
blinked round in search of the carter.

The horse was tied to a tree at the
edge of the muddy lane, the thick
eanvas cover of the cart brushing
against the boughs overhead,
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Bunter blinked round for the carter;

but be blinked in vain. The man was
not ta be seen.
- Had the cart been tied up anywhere
near lhe Cross Keys or the Peal of
Bells, Bunter could have puessed where
the carter had probably gone. But
even the unreflecting Owl thought that
It was a little odd for the vehiele to be
tied up and left in that remote and
solitary spat.

He plodded on till he reached the
aart, blinking round him, but still there
was nothing to be seen of the driver in
the lanc or in the “field adjoining.
Thinking that possibly the man. had
gone to sleep in the cart, Bunter lifted
a corner of the canvas ecover, and
blinked in. But tho cart was empty,
save for a few sacks and a coil of rope.

Dunter gave a discontented grunt,

. Where the carter was, he could not
imagine: but the man evidently was
not on the spot. and there was no lift
for. Bunter. The fat junior sat down
on the low fence beside the lane, to
rost his weary fat limbs, and wait for
the carler to return. He had tramped
from CIT House by wet footpath and
miry lane, and he was fatigued. He
did not mean to lose the chance of a
lift' if ‘he could help it. Tho beast—as
Bunter mentally toroed the missing
carter—would he beound to turn wu
sooner or later. Anyhow, the fat Ow
was getting a much-needed rest while
he waited.

But minute followed minuto, and
there was still no sound or sign of the
returming carcter,

Jt was getting near  tea-time ab

Greyfriars: and Bunter wes growing
seriously alarmed on that subject.
_ He bad barely time fo get in for fea,
if he sprinted all the way: and nover
had the fat junior felt less disposed to
sprint,

“Where on earth iz the boeasti”
murmured.

Really, it seemed as if the carter
raust have forgotten where he had tied
up his horse; it was gquite extraordinary
that the webicle should be deserted in
that loncly spot for such a lengih of
time. There was no building any-
whore near at whick the man nﬁgfﬂ:
he supposed o have any business.
Billy Bunter was puzzled and deeply
annoyed,

But there was a sound at last—from
the direction of the wood on the other
zide of the little lane.

Bunter was $if.1ting¥I on the fonce by
tho field. On the other side there was
ne fence, the trees bordering the lane,
with paths running up here and there
into the wood. The dusk was begin-
ning to fall: and it was by one of those
dusky paths from the decp wood that
SOIMIEONe Wis COMmeng.

“That beast at
Buntor,

The cart was botween him and the
new arrival: he could not see the man
yet. He elipped down frém tho fence,
to move round the cart, As ho did so
a voice fell on his ears—a harsh, whis-
PErINg voice

“Bee that's all clear, Smiley.”

“It's all clear, Nosey-—mnot a soul.”

Fyvidently two men had arrived by
the path from the wood, though Bunier
conld not sea cither of them yet,

The first voice spoke again, savagely
and snappishly.

“Look, you fooll Can we afford to
take risks now¥”

“(Oh, all right!™

Heavy tramping feeb came round the
cart,

A burly,

he

last '™ murmurod

powerfully - built man

emerged into Bunter's view-—a roughly-
dressed man, with a stick under his
arm. He gave guite a jump at the
sight of Billy Bunter.

“Oh! he ajsculated.

“What is it, Smiley 1 came from the
other man, still unzecn by Dunter.

“A school kid."”

Bunter heard a savage exclamation,

The big man, Bmiley, came guickly
towards the fat junior. His heavy,
hu:fsh' face was dark and threatening.

Who are you? What do you want
here? lie growled,

Bunter blinked at him,

The Owl, of the Remove was not an
observant fellow: he was, in faet,
remarkable  for -his obtuseness, But
even Bunter had an inkling that there
Wis rs.umnthing wrong here. He backed
away from tho burly Smiley, blinking
at him nuneasily,

“I—I was going to ask vou for
Lift I he atammﬂrlgi. ¥ T

“What

“I'm tired,” explained Bunter, “TIll

stand you a shilling for a lift for about
a mile,?

“You young idiot!®

“Qh, I say—2>"

. Clear off 1 snapped Smiley, and he
slipped his stick into his hand, and
made a threatening motion towards the
fat juniar,

“OL!™ gasped Bunier,

. He spun round and ran for it. Thia
fellow, whaever he was, was not an
ordinary carter: he leoked move like &
::!angemu:: tramp.  DBilly Bunter's fat
ncart throbbed with apprehension as ha
ran. But there wes no sound of foot-
siepz i pursuit, and Bunter stopped at
the first furning of the lane. That
1herp'wna something strange and sur-
reptitious  going on  he felt eertain,
thongh he eondd not im&ginﬁ whatji
wag, Dt Bunter was inquisitive to his
fat fAnger-tips, and he meant to find
out if he conld. He was extremoly
curious to sce the second man, “ Nosey,”
whose harsh voice he had heard, but
who had remmsined hidden from his
sight by tho horse and cart,

He stopped and listened. And from
the distance he counld hear the sound
of the cart getting into motion.

Bunter erept hack te the bend of the
narrow lane. Ile pecred back through
tht gathering dusk, and had a glimpse
of the back of the cart, in motion now.
Apparently, the two men were in it;
for ho ecould see neither of them. The
carl rumbled on up the muddy lane
and disappearad from his view.

“Well, my hat!” murmured Bunter.
“They're up to something—poeching,
perheps!  No, that ain’t iku]y—ﬁtﬁﬁ
ing, mare likely=-only there ain’t any-
thing to steal about here! Beasts!™

Whatever might be the mysterious
business of Nosey and Smiley, it was
ciear, at least, that there was no Lifd
for Bunter.

The covered cart was gone; in the
opposite  direction  from  Greyfriars,
From {he direction it had taken, Nosey
and Smiley wers apparently heading
for tha reoad to the eliffs,

Dunter prunted disconlentedly, and
set out on lhe weary tramp to Grey-
friars, Ie had had & rest; but what
he wanted was a )lift, and there was
no hfE for him. He was tired and
morose as he framped onward, and
cama ont inta Friardale T.ane at last.

Bicyele lamps pleamed throngh ithe
gathering dusk, and Bunter caught the
sound of familiar voicos. CInomn-
Smith and Tem Redwing were return-
ing from a ride.

“31 say, yvou fellows!” yelled Dunter,
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* Come on, old hean ! ** eried Bob Ch

erry, polsing the inkpot.
-Removite. Swoooosh | The ink flaw from the inkpot, and splashed upen the
The great Horace was turned, all of a sudden, into an imitation of a Christy minstrel !

The infuriated Coker sirode forward and reached out at the
ed features of Horace Coker. ** Grooooch ! **

(See Chapter 6.}

‘"Ha."n; fatty I ocalled back the

Bounder.

“Give me a Lift, Smithy "

“ What 7"

“1'Il stand bchind your bike and
hold on.™

“Hsa, ha, ha!” roared Vernon-
Smith.

And the two oyelists rode on towards
Greyfriars, laughing. Apparently,
ncither of thom was disposed to earry
Bunter's weight as far as the school.

“Beasts!” groaned Bunter, !
He tramped dismally on. Deeply did
the Owl of the Remove repent him that
he had *stood” that taxi to ChLff
House.

Greyiriara came in sight at  last,

Bunter rolled in wearily at the school
ates, He was much too late for tea
in Hall; he knew that. His only hone
was that Petor Todd might not yeb
have finished tea in Study No. T in the
Remove. Dunter rolled inte the
House and laboured up the stairs, and
limped wearily alc-ngf the Bemove pas-
sage to Stady Noo T.

“Had vour tea, Toddy?” he asked
as he rolled in.

Peter Todd nodded.

“Yes, thanks, old fat bean!”

“J=I say, is there any left for me®”
#'raid not!” said Peter cheerfully.
“But if you were going to stand your
whack, old man, there's nothing to
prevent yop now; the fuckshop isn'k
closed yet.”

“I've heen disappointed about =
postal-order.™

“Too bad!" =aid Peter sympathetic-
ally. “Is it the same postal-order you
were diseppointed about last week, or
the one you were disappointed about the

week before ¥

“Beast! 1—I say, is there anything
in the cupboard

“0Oh, vog!”

Bunter brightened.

“That's all right, then. I suppose I
can have it?"

“Certainly.”

“What 15 it, Peter, old chap?”

“The pie-dish.”

[ 13 Eh.?l‘l

“There isn't any ple left in 1!

“Beast [ howled DBunter. “ Look
here! I haven't had my tea, Peter.
Those retters let me down at Cliff
Howse—after I'd stood them a  tam,
too ! was mnearly atiacked by a
da:nfernltﬂ. tramp coming back! I[—I
might have beer murdered, Peter!™
“Yon might, really?” asked Peter.
“¥ou really !
“Dear me!” said Peter., * That re-

[EF]

minds me of a poem!

HEh‘l‘:':

“Of all sad words of tongue and
pen, the saddest are these, it might
have been!” said Peter Todd hlandly.

“Why, vou--vou—you awful rotter!”
asped Bunter, “Look here, rou

ast! What am I going to do for
my teal”

“¥ou mean, whom are vou going to

do for it, don't you!" inguired Peker

humeorousty,

ii Ynh li!
Bunter rolled out of Study No. 7 and
closed the door with a bang that ran

the length of the Remove passage.
After which he prowled up and down
the Remove studies like & lion secking
what he might devour.

THE NINTH €HAPTER.

Kidnapped |
(13 QK%‘F.;: old chap !
oker :
= %Etﬁﬁﬁﬁ he =aid.

“Not so much of your feld chap ™1™
said Coker.

Diob Cherry chuckled.

Horaee Coker hed done a very plucky
thing, and he had done H{ﬂ? 8 VOry
great service, But he was still Coker.

Certainly it was the hot-hesded and
obstreperous Horace whe had cauged
Bob to fall inte danger in the first
place. Nevertheless, it was plucky of
him to rescue the junior whom he had
endangercd: Bob hardly liked to think
of what might have happened had nob
Coker plunged in and caught him.

(Continuwed on page IT.)
Tae Macser Lisaany.—No, 982,
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MORE “ EGGSITING ™

ADVENTURES OF JAGK JOLLY &G0. AT MERRY MANNER NEXT MONDAY, CHUMS!

15

fig

L
iy .—..JEPH_m Merry Manner, you fel-}

lows ! ™
M of the Fourth pointed
out the historrick, whether-
heaten old mension to his chums, Jack
Jolly and Eright.
8t, S8am’s had just broken up for the
Christmeas vack, and our heroes hed come
down to Merry Monner, bent on having
the time of their lives. They had just
gtepped. off the trane, when Merry pointed
out the stately old bilding, which had
been the seat of the Merry fambly cver
gince the days when mankind had first
Jernt how to =it -

The old menner-house prezzented a
maggnifizent spectacle.  Surrounded by
txll trees, it was completely blotted out
from wview ; vebt in their minds’ oyes the
juniors could see the turrets and towers
rising into tho gky, and the grey old walls
which had been buficted by, the storms
of senturies, yot atill remained intackod.

“What & topping old place!” said
Jack Jolly,

“ Ripping ! " said Bright.

“It always reminds me of our footer
team abt St. Bam’s,” said Merry. * You
gee, it's got & right wing and a left wing,
and o jolly good custodian—my pater,
But there's only ono baclk, of corse.”

* Is it haunted by & g-g-ghost T ™ adgked
Jack Jolly, in & thrilling, treniulus wisper,

Merry shook his head.

“ It used to be,” ha said., " When my

ter first rented the place—I mean, when
ﬁ anxxeeded ' to the estate—the house
was haunted by a feerful fantom in white,
with flowing robes, and clanking chanes,
and all the rest of a ghost's equipment.
It was belesved to be the ghost of a Wickéd
Barron, The speckter would prowl around
on dark nights, snd put the breeze up
everybody, It used to moan and groan
frightiully !

“My hat!™

“My pator fired at it once, with his
revolver,” Merry went on, *“but the
bullet went clean through the spook and
berried itsclf in the wall. The blessed
ghost was bullet-proof, yéu see, Then
my pater rushed at it with his fists, but
every timo he hit it he missed it. I tell
you, the Wicked Barron put the place in
a pannick, It was impossible to keep &
garvant ; nobody would stay in the houss,
Even my paler, who fought in the Battls
of Waterloo, and later on in the Crimean
Wiar, and who duzzent know what fear

ferry Mariner

A Pomerful and

Dramatik <t of
Jack Joi QOMM

)
5 He hecame a
Hu_ﬁ.mﬁv« Mmﬁ..;um Tec HM ;
g ut he got ri
zﬁ_wmﬂw of the gheost, in
the long run.”
“How T asked
Jack Jolly and Eright,
together,

“ By exercising it."'

“"Taking it for & ran
in the grounds, do you
mean '*  asked Jack
ma:ﬁ
L No, vou duffer ! My
pator ealled in the village parson,
and the parson exercised the
ghost with & bell and s book,
He rang the bell, and road some-
thing out of the book ; and that
always finishes a spook on the spot.
Anyway, the Wicked Barron wanished,

study feed had to be cocked, laid, and eaten
by the juniors themselves.

Major Merry had already dined ; but he
said he wonid ent another beef-stako with
his gnests, just to be matey.

“I've been telling these fellows about
the Ghost of the Wicked Barron, pater,”
gaid Merry. * Do you remember how if
used to go clanking round the house on
windy nights, giving everybody the
ereeps |7

The Major nodded.

“The nights weren't the only things
that were windy,"” he said, "1 confess L
felt & bit windy myself. I1'm not afraid of
anything of flesh and blud ; berglars, for
inatance, have 1o terrera for me. I simply
draw the badclose over my head, and hope
for the best, But when it comes to
mesting a speckter, why, my here stands
on end, and I tremble like a frivencd
rabbit ! "'

Jack Jolly and Bright stared at the
Major in skernful serprizse. Was this the
allent hero who had fought wunder
mwell at Waterloo, and captured
-zingle-handed a duzzen of the enomy's
Tanks ¢ Was this the men who had boan
swarded the V.C. 50 many times that thero
was not room on his brest to accomerdate
all the meddles ¥ ;
The Major's perple face had turned pail

and has never besn heard or seen again
to this day.”

“Then we sha'n't have a ghost to
brighten our Christmas hollerday ¥ " said
Bright, looking disappointed.

“No, and I'm jolly glad ! " said Merry,
“Tm not in love with spooks, i you
fellows are. They are gll right to read
about in bdoks, but when it comes tp
meeting them in the flesh—groo! Any-
thing soopornatcheral always sonds cold
shivers down my spine.”

Jack Jolly larfed. He did not seem to
ghare his chum's dread of ghosta.

** Any secret passidges at the jnanner 7 7
he asked,

* Lots of them,” said Merry. ' Thera'a
oné leading from the kitchen, and another
fromy the coal-seller; and the house is
full of sccret ponnels and misterious
hiding-places. The pater finds it jolly
convenient, for dodging eredditers and
income-tax colleeters. Whenever he hag
an nnhwelcome vizziter, he simply opens a
sliding pannel, -and digappears until the
const is clear.’

“ Jolly cuto of him ! ™ said Bright, with
& Erin.

By this timo ithe three chums had
reached Merry Manner., A powderaed
flunky came dashing down the front steps,
and releeved them of their luggidge.
Then Major Merry came on. the ssen,
beeming all over s dile,

Y Welcome home, my deoar boy!" he
said, giving Merry a patternal hug.  Then
he shook hands cordialiy with Jack Jolly
gnd PBright, * Charmed to soe you—
what ? Any pals of my son’s are pala
of mine, Let me inform you that this
18 Lihberty Hall”

‘" Have you changed tho name @f the
mu_-mhm. then, =ie?™ asked Jack Jolly,
* I always thought it was Merry Manner ! ™'

“Tut-tut ! " seid the major, in his
merry manor, “ Come inside, my boys !
Sorry I couldn’t send my Ford car to the
station to meet you. Owing fo & mis-
understanding, the old-iron man collected
it this morning by mistake.”

“That'zs all right, pater,” said Morry.
“Ie dinner ready ' We're simply famm-
1whed 1 ™

The major led the way into the oke-
panneled dining-room, where the table
groaned beneeth the wait of the goodly
vianda,

Jack Jolly & Co. enjoyed their dinner,
and they enjoyed the eggsperience of bein
waited on by butlers, footmen, pages, an
L sarving wenches, At Bt. Sam's, there wers

w, was scared out of his wits after a time.
Tueg Macxer LiBrary.—No, 982,

no lackies to fetch and carey for them. A

you ever heard ratts wispering io each
other in the night ¥ Have you ever heard
of ratte throwing ferniture about—making
a chest of drawers spin round, and lifting
a bed clean off the floor ¢ "

“ Grate Scott ! 7 pasped Jack Jolly.

“Thiz place iz haunted !’ said the
Major, with conviclshun., ° Dither the
Wicked Barron haz come back—~Christmas
wag his faverite time—or elge some other
gpook has selected this menncr-houwso as
his happy haunting pround. At all events,
I'can’t sleep & winl at nights, and T keep a
_E.__mﬂm H.m_wﬂm..“w.mﬂ under my piller, and a
cupple of life-preservers gripped in
hands, Not that qm._‘_..u_.__.:.um,u... or —ﬂﬂ%
preservers are any use ageinst spooks.
When I shot the Wicked Barron through
the hart, he never turned a hare. Hs just
kept on walking, like Felix, I am glad
you have come, my boys; it gives me a
feeling of security. Hark! What was
that ¥ "’

The Major had rizzen to his feet. His
eyes were starting out of their sockitts -
he was in & stato of abject terrer,

“ It was only the wind, wissling in the
trees,” said Jack Jolly, his lip curling in
content at the Major's cowardiss,

“"No, no!" panted the Major. “1
distinkly heard the sound of ghostly foot.
warks | Lissen ! They are coming this

|
I
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“ Antts | ! said the Major skornfully.

Il 1

In tha night 7 Have you ever heard of raits

#pin round 7 '

UL ¢ ]

gver hoard of ratte wispering to each other
g farniture about—making a chest of draweryg
1" gasped Jack Jolly.

:

at the meer mention of ghosts, With =
shaking hand, he poured himself cut a stiff
bhumper of ginger-als, and draincd it at &
gulp. Then hd looked gravely at his
guests. ;

" After the Ghost of the Wicked Barron
had been execcised,” he said, ** 1 fondly
hoped that thiz house would never again
be trubbled by spooks, The parson
assured me that the Wickedl Barron would
nover return ; he must have exercised him
so violently that the Barron dropped deadd
with hart-foilure, Yet, in spite of the

arzon’s assurance, I have lately Loen
wﬁ.nizm misterious neises in the night 1™

Merry looked quite stertled, But Jaek
Jolly and Bright, senting an adventure,
were all agog with eggsitement.

“What sort of noises, siv 77 ssloed Jack
Jolly.

“Ueeeking  stares,”  said  the Major,
“ Queer sounds of seuttling in the wanes.
eoting———-""

* Ratts !

The Major frowned.

“ How dare you say ‘Raliz !’ (o your
host, Jolly 7' he thundered.

“I don't mean to be dispertinent, sir”
Jack Jolly hastened to eggsplain. ' What
T mean is, the sounds you heard must hive
been made by ratts”™

The Major snorted,

“ Ratts ! ¥ he said skorndully.

“ Have

The juniors strained their ears. Cor.
tainly there wore footinarks approaching
tho dining-room.

“It's only the butler, eoming in with
itho next corse ! ™ said Bright,

The footmarks halted owutside the door,
The bhandle was slowly turned.  lach by
inch, the door began to open.

The Major's hare stood up on ond, like
quills on & porkupine. He uttered a lowd
bellow of fear.

“Help ! Spocks! Murder I Savemeo !
hie shrecked,.

Iut it was not a ghost that appeared in
the doorway of the dining-rooni. Tt was a
stortling apperition, never tho less.

Jack Jolly & Co. sat rooted to their
chairs, and gaped at the introsder as if he
were indeed a phost,. They could not have
been monros astonished had it Leer the
Wicleed Barvon himgself,

For the introoder was Doctor Birchemall,
ihe¢ Headmaster of 86 Samn's !

ey

1I.
i A-HA! We meet again ! said
the Head, with & nellow-
drapumatiele  jesture, as .H:,:

stepped into the dining-roomn,
And he grinned nalishusly at the three

Jack Jolly & Co. sat thunderbound and
mﬂmp-_i...znr.

U Are you really Doctor Birchemall,
sir—or his ghosat ¢ faltered Jack Jolly,

“1I am myself-—not my shaddo,” wase
the reply. * Good-evening, Major Merry !
Yery seczonable whether for the time of
Hq.m.wH- .m 1F

The major nodded, end shook hands
with the Head. He was mitily releeved
to find that it waas a real, live, YOWman
being thet had entered, and not o grizely
fantom.

“I have desided to eome and spend
Christmas with wou,” said the Head,
“I trussed I shall be given & cordial
welcome, "’

" Cortainly-—certainly ' ”* mermered the
major, uncorking the lime-juice,

" These young rascals,” szaid tho Head,
pointing an accusing fourfinger to Jack
Jolly & Co., ** very nearly put the kyhosh
on my Christmas hollerday, By n cun-
ning and ecrafty rooze, they endevverad
to rid themselves of my company. Thoy
decoyed me on to & trane which was a

m witers,

juniors, _

non-stop to Glasgow ! ™

* Eged ! " muttered the majer.

“1t didn't take me long to tumble to
the fact that I had been spoofed,” went
on the Head. ‘I saw that the trane was
galloping fo the North instead of to the
West, 2o I promptly pulled the cormmmunica-
tion ehord, and stoppod the trane,”

The major gave a Wui wissle,

“ Ara you aware, sir, that there’s a
penalty of five pounds for doing that t "
" CQuite 1™ erid  the Head calmly.

But I gave your name snd eddress
to the railway offishals, se I'm afraid you
will haveo to fork out the fiver. 1t is the
priee you must pay for your son's ras.
callity.”

“ Well, of all the dashed eheek——!"
muttered the major, sotto voeey,

"T eame on to Cornwall by the next
franc,” said the Head, * and here we are—
as large os life and twico as nateheral 1"
Hoe  derted  another look of  malishus
trivinft ot Jack Jolly & Co. “"Can 1
trubbile you, wajor, to lemd me wvoiw
liunting-cropp ? :

" For why " asked the major,

Y1 wish to wallop wyour son and his
confedderates  for Hv_#m.__.,rﬁ 8 practicable
Joke on their headmastor,™

And the Head looked feorcs to the point
of ferowity,

“Come —come ! said the major. He
drow & small oil-enn from his pocket, and
prosecded to pour ol on the trubbled

56, Bam’s for tho next tern.
will birch von black and Bblue !

The Head dropped into a chair, While
ho was waiting for hia dinner 1o nrrive,
Major Merry Eumw_nn ham witly, the story
of the ghost. He told him all wbout the
Wicked Barron, and thé misteritus noiscs
in the night,

“ X am afraid, sir,” conelooded the major,
“that if you remain at Merry Aanner
you will have a most nerve.-racking
Christips ! ™

The Head larfed skornfully,

“Bah! I'm not afraid of ghosts, y
dear major. In the first place, I don'd
beloeve in them. Mwen if they epgeisted
in fact, and I were to meet one on £ dark
mght, I should not turn {ale and Ace.
I should stand my ground and challengna
it boldly, I should give the Wicked
Barron such a scare that he would never
cross gy path again, I am o3 bold as a

Then T

Yo't be hard on the young
rancals, sir,  Remember that this s the
seexon of picee on earth and goodwill
towards joovenile offenders. Fargivo
these young scamps, siv, and led e
order you sone dinner, ™

YAk said  the Hepd, * now
youwre falking! ITha so hungry I
could cat o donly’s hind leg
off.  Little boys,” ho added,
patting the heads of the
three juniors lilke o henine
grandinther, " I forgive you
from my heart, and
will gladly postpone
your  punislenent
until wo sssomblo at

“ The bultet want |
clean through
tha spook and
berricd itzslf in

the wall.*?

lion, major; I fear nothing or nobody
in this world, westher nateheral, or soopor-
natcheral, I—— Hellup! What wras
that 7 ™

. ouddonly the Head pave o viclont sters
and clutched at the tablecloth in a pannicic,
His fnce wvas as white as the cloth he
clutched,

Stelthy footmarks were approaching
the dining-room.” They _,EE% oulsido
tha deor, and slowly—inch by inch—
milly-meeter by milly-meeter—the massive
oke door flew open.

By this time, the terryfied Head had
slithered down under the table, dragging
the tablecloth with him, Thero waa a
deffening  clatter as plates and dishes
crashed to the floor,

“Help ! eame in muffed tones from
beneeth  the table. * This place is
haunted ! Dirive the beeatly spock away,
my dear boys! Go for it baldheaded,
major ™

“It's oll right, =ir,” said the major,
peoping under the table where the Head
crouched and wimpered like a whipped
cur, " It's only Blenlinsop, the builer,
Lringing in your dinner |

Tivo Head bobbed up again as if by
mazgic.  He smiled faintly et the major,
aid ab Jack Jolly & Co,

“1—I was only having a lark,” le
cppaplained,  *' I was giving you a demon.-
stration of how a tunmid man behaves
wheit he seos o ghost. Sorry if I scared
you at all! But you can now sec for

(Continued veerleal.)
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“THE GHOST OF
MERRY MANNER!”

[Continued from previous page.)
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yvourgelves how ridikulus a rcove looks
when he gets the hreéze up over nothing,
1 knew, of corse, that it was meerly the
butler coming an,"”

Tho major axxepted this
but Jack Jolly & Co, took it with s prane
of salt. They knew the Head of old!

Dactor Birchemall devoured his dinner
ravvenusly, Ever and anonymously he
pawsad with his knife snd fork helfway
to his mmouth, and his eysbrows—ifor he
had no hare—stood up on end, while his
fong beard brigsled with fright.

Cutside the wind wissled and shreeked
arpind the old turrets and towers of Merry
Mannor : and it was theae eounds that
kept startling the Head,

A stiff glass of ginger-als, however,
steddied the Head's nerves. Ha finished
hia dinner, and looked wolfishly round for
more ; but thers was nothing doing,

Major Merry rose to his feet,

*And s6 to bed ! " he aaid, gquoting Mr,
Bamuel Peops, the diarisé. * Your room,
sir, ie up in the atticks. Filking the foot-
man will show yvou the way., Goodnight—
or * slovenly wall,’ as the Germans would
say."”

% One minnit ! " said the Head. *' Is—
ia v bed.room haunted 1

“Dnly by rattea end mice,” said the
Major, comiortingly. * You need not fdar
the Wicked Barron wili disterb your
alumbers, Chin.chin! Your shaving.-
waler will be sBTLE up o you ut five o'cloel,”

“ 1 den't shave,” said the Head, stroking
his long beard, which was his pride and joy.
* And I should not dream of turning out at
pix, Bend may brekiast up to me at mid-

.

ine the footman lighted the Head up
to his rooms with a guttering candle, And
shortly afterwards Jack Jolly & Co. twrned

lanation :

in, for they felt fagged after their long day.
The juniora all Eﬁ%b together in the best

bed-raom. 1t took them some time to pet
off to sleep, for their minds wers full of
ghostly fourbodings. They romembered
what thse Major had ssid about the
misterious noises in the night ; and their
slumbers, in konsequence, were light and
fitful, ;

At the witching hour of midnight, Jack
Jolly awoke with a start, He sat up in
bed, his teeth chattering, his hart pounding
againat hia ribba,

Hark ! What was that ?

It was a more sinnister sound than the
wailing of the wind ; more uncanny than
the souttling of 8 ratt over the bed-reom
floor, It -was a sound that sent cold
shivers down Jack Jolly'a spine, and froze
him to tho pumpkin—or rather, marro.

1t was the sound of a creeking stare !

Creelk | Crosk! Creek!

In the silent clocks of the night, that
aound was most disnecving, It was s if
the shade of the Wicked Barron weas
prowling about on the starea.

Jack Jolly lept out of bed, and aronzed
his chums.

" Quick, you dellows !
T've hoard & ghost 1™

The throo donned dressing.gowns
over their pijjamers, and put on their
glippers, and rushed out on to the landing.
Individually, they would have been aoared
atiff : but now that all three of them were
thers, bandied together agsinst an in-
vizzible foe, they were ns brave as lions,

" Lisgen ! " wia;pnrmi Jack Jolly.

Creck ! Creek! Croek!

Down below, the stares were creeking
ordibly. And the sound graduslly grew
fainter and fainter. '

Y The (host ! ** gasped Merry. * Come
;;1, chaps! Let's soe if wo can catch

i1

They dived down the dark starecase.

Tumble out !

Jack Jolly led the way. He carried an
slectriok-torch,

Ot the hall floor they pawsed, and
liggoned. Still  they could hear the
misterigus creoking,

“It's down below—in the domestic
regiona ! "' panted Merry., ' The Ghoot
seems  to f)e bound for the kitchen.

What's he want there, I wonder #

Apooks
don't indulge in midnite feasts."

i

“We'll jolly soon see what bis game
is 1" gaid Jack Jolly. * Come ont™

The juniors dashed Pall-Mall down the
stone starcs ‘which led to the kitochen:

From within the kitchen came & clatier
of pis-dishes, Deapite Merry's remark that
spooks didn't indulge In midnité feasta,
this porticular spook -was undoubtedly
sfter the grubb !

Jack Jolly made a signal to his chums,
Then he threw open the door of the kitchen
without sereemony, at the same time flash-
ing his olectrick-torch inte the cavvernus
gloom.

A startling sight met the juniors’ gaze,

A ghostly Bgger, ¢lad in a long white
nightshirt, was standing with his back to
Jagk Jolly & Co. Clutching a kunife and
fork in lus bony fingers, he was pitching
into o large game-pie with evvident
reliah.

The introoder spun round suddenly, as
the bsams from Jack Jolly's toreh Huddad
the kitchen, In fturning, he caught his
long beard in the gravy of the pie, and the
juniors were treeted to s shower-bath of
eold gravy. In their serprige, however,
they scarcely notissed the aswamping.
Their eyes waere glood to the white,

oatl T,
ghlt- w};m gf-: Head 1

Doctor Birchemall clatchad at his hard,

“Ow! You gave me quits & turn,
bursting in so suddenly ! ™" he gasped. * I

~was just—er—partaking of a hitle refreah.

ment, having been indifferently fed at
supper. I trussed ir father will not
mind, Merry * All the same if he does |
added the Head, under his breath.

Jack Jolly chucklod,

It isn't the Ghost after all, you
fellowsa ! ™" he said, “ Let's get back to
bed, and lesve the Haad to finish his
g‘amlvaia, Sorry to heve disturbed you,
sir!"

The juniors went back to bed after their
weerd adventure. They had not yet met
the Ghost of Merry Manner ; but that wds
s little tréat thet Christmas Eve held in
store for them !

(Look out for the further exciting
adventures of Juck Jolly & Co,, af Merry
Manwr, next week.)

THE END.
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f—+8 Interesting Tit-Bits
PLAYER must have been signed
for fourteen daya before he can
assist his club in an F.A. Cup-
tie. Thers is no such restriction
mgardiu% the Losgue, & man being
free to play for his club the minute he
is signed.

] Tﬂe nﬂi?es of the Ffuﬂéa‘il Aﬁ::i:rciatic-tn
i ussel nare SNaon O
tﬁn tl"u:&lEEEE-SI t.hr; British iﬂﬂaﬂ?l];{

After tho last International match
between Scotland and, Wales, Fowler,
the Swansea Town centre-forward, cap-
tured the ball, but he handed it over
to the referee—a friendly act which was
much appreciated.

In the Firast and Second Divisipns of
the League the naﬁtﬂmy is held by
the cestre-hall of the team. There is
no -poslkeeper in the Firstk Division
who captainy his side.

Tax' Maoxzar Lisrary.—No, 982

A,

e

[

Hugh Gallacher has played in the
centre-forward position for Scotland in
her last eight International matehes,
snd in those games has scored. nine
5nn!_-a—-remarknhl& consistency.  Inci-
entally, Scotland has not once beon

defeated in those matches,

Years ago & goalkeeper was allowed
to msdyance six yards from hiz goal
when-. the other side were faking a
penalty kick., Nowadavs, of course, he
must not move off his goal-line.

Jaseph Hmath, the e¢aptain of Bolton
Wanderers, recently scored his 250th
goal in Leagupe matches, and every one
of those goals has been scored for
_'Ei-l:ll.t-.t-n Yanderers—his only first-class
clu

who i3 one of
referses, also
What & life!

No fewer than fon clubs In the First

Claptain Prince-Cox
the leading foatball
re'srecs boxing matches.

‘Division were originally known by dther

thin their presént nsafmes;

Sheffield United have three pairs of
brothers on their books—Sampy, Green,
and Mercer.

e

Queen’'s Park Rarngers have o half-
back named Salt, and 'a forward named
Mustard. This team should really be
a hot combination. .

— e

There are forby-cight plavers named
Hmith on the gookﬁ of the faothall
League clubs. This fact has often led
to the suggestion that & team of Bmiths
could"be chosen which would hold its

-pwn against another side that could

be picked, but nobody would envy the
reporter his task if such a match were
plaved.

Sam Chedgzoy, the former Everton
and English International wing player,
noew plays for a club in Massachusetts,
ard .in the same fcam are sizx other
Divitizsh players.

In the last two years Aberdecn have
dizposed of players to Knglish clobs
whe have brought into the coffers of
the Aberdeen club £16,000. No wonder
the Beottish club has been able to wi
off the cost of & new stand recent
erected on their ground.
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Had, the Remove fellaw been swept vut
into'the wide waters of the Sark, it was
doubtful whether he would ever have
reached the bank alive. If Coker had
not actually saved the junior’s life, he
had done something very like if, and
Bob was feeling grateful and very
kindly towards Horace of the Fiith.
But Coker was always Coker!

The Fifth-Former picked lumself np
and shook water from his clothes. He
was drenched and very cold,

“Awlally decent - of you o come in
for me, Uoker! murmured Bob, dis-
creetly dropping the “old chap.™

“Rot '™ said Coker.

it D'h !Iﬂ'

“1 suppase T wasn’t going fo see you
dmwnm{: vou young idiot!™ growled
Coker. “Don’t be an ass!”

“5till, it was ripping, cspocially as
you can hardly swim ! said Bob., " Lots
of pood swimmers wouldn't have lhiked
that plunge 1*

“Don't bhe a cheeky little idint !
said Cloker. “If you don’t know that
I'm the hest swimmer at Greyfriars,
it's because vou don't kmow anything
about swimnung!"

“0Oh, my hat!? zaid Bob.

Coker eved him grimly.

“Youn'd better cut off and get into
dry clothes!” he said. “Run all the
way, snd you may not ecatch cold.
Keep moving! I'm not leiiing you off
that thrazhing; but it will keep, Cut
off I

“HH‘. #

“Shut up, and get off I

Certainly, Coker was not 2 fellow
whom it was easy to regard with grati-
tude and kind feelings. DBut Bob only
smiled cheerily.

“1 was going to Clifi Housze to tea,”
he said. *I can't go like thiz, I sup-

ose! T'll get back and get chanped.

ou'd betier run, too, Cokor; you're
shivering !

“When I want a Lower Fourth fag
to give me advice, I'll mention the fact
to him " snapped Caker,

“RBut, I say-—2o>"

“I think I've told you to shut up and
cut off 27

Bob Cherry breathed hard and deep.

He was poweriully fempted fo plant
his knuckles on IHorace Coker’s nose.
EBut that was scarcely a suifable pro-
ceeding, after Horace had plunged into
the icy stream for him. Dob resisted
the templation nanfully,

“Well, ’'m off 1" he said.
cold.™

“*Hook it!" sajid Coker.

And Beb hooked it.

He started along the footpath through
the wood, in the direction of Grc%fria,rs,
at a run, and he soon trotted himself
into & warm glow. He kept up the
speed and 1the glow all the way. As he
eame sprinting round a winding turn
in the footpath he very nearly crashed
into iwo men who were coming along,
amd he stopped jusk in lime,

“Look where you're going!™ growled
one of them, s big, burly fellow with
havsh, rugged features.

“Bow-wow [ zaid Bob cheerily.

“It's jolly

The man made s threatening move-
ment, and the other man—a smaller
man with a large beard and horn-
rimmed spectacles—snapped ouf quickly :

“LCome on! Don't waste time!"

Bob Cherry passed them, and ran on
again, awd forgot the encounter in less

Jthan a minute, a3 he sped on towgrds

Greviriars.

He was not even aware that the two
moen stopped . in the path, snd stood
watching him fill he was out of sight.

“He's pone,” said the bearded man
in & low voiwee. “Only a schoolboy.
Come on!"

And they pursued their pail again.

“But the bloke we want—"

“"He [ollowed thiz path,” mutiered
ithe man in the horn-rimmed glasses.
“T watched him leave the school, and
he followed this path. I am certain of
that,”

_ A minute later he vitered an exclama-
tion :

“There he ist”

Coker of the Fifth came tramping
towards them, sguelching out water as
he tramped.

The two men halted in the path.

Both of them glanced revmd quickly,
fartively,  Bob Cherry had vanished
from sight, and there was no one else
to be seen on the lonely woodland path,
save Coker of the Fifth, |

Coker glanced carclessly at the two
strangers az he passed them. Thao early
dusk waz falling on the woodland path,
the shadows deepening-among the leaf-
less trecs.

“'Blkuse me, sir,” said the burly man
civilly, as Coler came abreast. “ P'r'aps
vou can tell me if this 'ere path is right
for Friardale, sir?"”

Coker siﬂ-:};!ped.

“"Wrong, he answered. " You'll
have to go the way I'm poing, and then
turn ta the right on the main road,
and—— Oh!™

Coker broke off with a howl of aston-
ishment, as the buvly man leaped on
him and bore him bacliwards.

Bump!

Coker of the Fifih went down on his
back in the footpath, taken utterly by
Elll‘pl'iﬁﬂ ]J],’ that sudden and |!1:|¢xp-e~|:h:|:|
ailack.

“Oh!” he gasped. *COw!"

“Quiet, you wyoung fool!”" hreathed
the man, as Coker began to struggle.

“"¥ou scoundrel ' gasped Coker.

Claker’s impression was that he had
fallen in with a eouple of footpads, and
that he was to be robbed. He was abso-
Iutely astounded by what bhappencd
next., Hefty fellow as heo was, E‘ﬁﬂl-:er
was little more than an infant in the
sinewy grasp of the big eaflan, The
man held him helpfessw while the other
fellow bent over im, dragped his hands
together, and drew a loaped cord round
his wrists and knotted it. Then, almost
m the twinkling of an eve, a thick wad
of cloth was stuffed into Coker’'s moutn,
effectually gagging him. The astonished
Fifth-Former of Grexirviars struggled
and wriggled spasmodically. A minuto
more, and s feet were tied together,
and a large bag, drawn from under the
big rufian’s coat, was drawn over
Coker's hwead and face, and tied round
his neck.

“omek ' breathed the man with the
horn-rinnned glnsses.

Coker, wondesving whelther he was
awake or dreaming, felt himself lifted

NSWE Rs
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from the ground and carried off the
footpath into the wood.

He brushed apgainst branches and
brambles, as the two men huorried him
on, evidently anxigus to get out of sight
of any passzcr-by «1th their prizoner,

The big man bore most of his weight
with ease, but Coker could hear the
other man gasping. .

Onea or twice Coker fried to afruggle,
but, with his hands and feet bound, h
was quite helpless. In & dazed state,
from sheer amazement, he wes borne
“H'.'I.?l t]'l;.:gmnﬂ. i i

1 kiduappers did not stop.

Once clear of ths foolpath, they
slackened their speed, and procceded sk
a more leisurely pace; but they kept on
withouft a pausc.

Coker could not resist: he could nob
speak, he could not even see where he
was going, And he was so bewildered
that he was hardly able. to think. If
thi two rascals had robbed him he could
have understood it. But they did not
seem to have any intention of going
through his pockets. It was not his
watch and his money, but Coker him-
self that they wanted. He was being
kidnapped; and why anvbody should
take the ftrouble to kidnap him was a
bewildering mystery to Horace Coker.

Iy the fact that branches and bram-
bles brushed by hirm all the way he knew
that the Lidnappers were carefully
avolding footpaths, and kecping to the
untrodden weod. But he emerged from
the thickets at last, and then, faintly
through the bag that closed in his head,
he heard a sound of voices. The sound
was famb and muffed, but it scemed o
Coker that onc of the vorces was that of
a Greyfriars fellow—the fat voice of
Bunter of the Remove. Silence followed,
and Coker felt himself lifted into &
vehicle of some sortk.

He was laid in the bottom of the cark,
and zeveral smelly sacrks were thrown
over him. He counld hear and fecl the
tyo men near him in the eart, and hear
faintly a jingle of harness. Tlen he
folt himself in motion. The cart was
being driven away.

Tnder the sacks, gagged and bound,
Horace Coker lav helpless, in a state
of astonishment that amounted almost
to idiocy.

He was kidnapped—he was being
driven away bhidden in the bottom of
a cart—by {wo men unknown to him.
It was beyonyl comprehension.

Coker lay in bewilderment while the
cart rattled on, by a rovgh lane at first,
and then by a more level road,

He had ne idea of the direction in
which he was being tekenr: he knew by
the motion that ho was now on a turn-
pike road, out of the rough lanes; but
it might be the Courthield road, or the
Rodelvffe road, or the Pepg road, or
Friardale Lane—he could not guess,

DBut after a time the cart tnrned into
a rough ronte again, and bumped and
jolted on its onward way, slowly, as if
going uphill,

It stopped at lask,

Coker was Jifted out.  Thickly covered
by tho sacks in the cart, he had hardly
noticed the cold, but now & keen, nting
wind steuek him, and he shivered, Ha
know that it was .the wind from the
sen, and he covld goess that ho had
been taken up one of the rough paths
that led to the high chiffs. He felt him-
sl carried along and heard a door
close. Then he was bumped down on
& hard floor.

Where was he? x

He could not form the faintest conjecs
ture. Heo was kiduapped, end he was
dumped  down in some building, =

Tir Magxer Lisrary.--No, 982,
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risoner, But where ho was, and why

¢ had been tuken there, and what was
to. happen now, werc decp mysteries to
Coker of the Fifth.

i —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Disappearance of Coker!

({3 0 sorry that Bob couldn’t come,™

S said Marjoria Hazeldene, as she

said good-bye to Harry Wher-

ton & Co. at the gate of Chf
House.

“Poor old Bob!"™ said Misa Clara.

“Hlessed if I know why he didn't
come, though,"” said MNugent. * Hie de-
tention was up at hall-past four, and
that gave hjm time, Perhaps Quelchy
wasn't satiabied with tha way };Erla handled
the irregular verbs.”

“YVery likely,” said Harry Wharton.

“The irregularity of the esteemed

rry's verbs was probably terrifie!®
remarked Hurree Jamset Ramw Singh,
 “Let's get off,” said Hazel. “It's
jolly cold.”

And the chums of the Remove started
on their homewnrd walk.

They were a little worried about Bob
Cherry. It was understeod that he
should follow them to Cliff House when
hiz detention was over; but he had not
srrived. It was very probable that his
detention issk had not been done to
the BRemovo master’s satisfaction, and
that ther would find him still in the
Form-room grinding out irregular
verbs, Which wa: really cne of the
least agreeable ways in which he could
have passed a half-holiday.

As the juniorzs tramped down the
road towards Friardale Wood, 2 cov-
ered cart: passed them at & trot, going
towards the cliffs,

The juniors stepped owt of the way
to let it gnss. and it drove on and
disappeared.

They hardly glanced st it as it
passed, little  dreaming of what that
covered cart contmined. There was
nothing in its &spect to draw special
attention: sweh earts were common
enough in the wvicinity., They forpot
it as spon as it hed passed.

A guick walk through the woods
and they came oub . on the Friardale
road, and tru;m];ad on ¢cheerily to Orey-
friars. The school gales were elosed,
end Gosling came down grumbling to
let them in.

“Which T'Il report’ yer,” remarked
Gosling, as the juniors tramped in at
the gates .

“Dear man!” said Johnny Bull,

“Names?? said Cosling.

“Sc sorry to disappoint you, old
bean!” said Wharton -politely. “But
we had slpacm.l leave to go out to tes,
fo sorry! I know how vou must feel
ik, Gosling 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Gosling grunted.

“Wat I says i3 this 'ere—" he
began. i

lnt the juniors walked on without
waeiting for Gosling to fnish, They
came in at the lighted House, and =
fat junior rolled up as they entared,
and blinked at them reproachfully.

"I zay, you fellowsg——"

“Oh ou got back alive, Bunteri"
grinned .'fﬂhmli,* Bull. "Tired ™

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“I haven't had my tea!” =aid
Bunter. “I was late for tea in Hall,
and that beast Toddy was frightfull
nrean. I say, you fellows, my 'pnstuf:
order Kasn™ come,”

“Go hon!™
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“I suppose you cau lend me—"

"My boot?” asked Johnny Bull,

* Deast [

“Haz Bob Cherry
Form-room vet ' aske

Bunter grinned.

“He came in spaking—"

“Eh? Has he been ouob, then?”

“¥es, and fell into the river or
something, and came in drenched and
drippiog,” grinned Bunter, *1 think
he's got a had cold, and it looks to me
as if it's going to lurn to poneamenia,™

And Dunter xolled away.

“What on earth's happened to Bob "
exclaimed Harry Wharton in surprise.
“Hallo, Toddy! Seoen Bob Cherryi®

“To his study. I thionk,”

" Come on, you chaps.”

The juniors went up to the Remove
passage. There Hazel went to his own
study, but Harry Whartory & Co. went
on to Study No. 13. There they found
Bob Cherry  with Mark Linley and
Wun Lung. Dob was locking his usual
choery mﬁ' and did not seem to have
& cold; and evidently Bunter had exag-
gerated about the ];ln&urdcrma,

ot out of the
Wharton:

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” said Rob
cheerily. “Sorry 1 couldn’t get over
to tea. I started.”

“ Bunter says you came 1n soaking
and——"
“8a T did ! grinned Bob.

“What hRappened, then?” asked
Harry. ]

“Coker of the Fifth!™

"“Eht"

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“(oker. of the Fifth happened,” he
explained. “The howling idict fol-
lowed me with a big sthick i

“The checky ass!" exclaimed Whar-
ton indignantly.

“Iwt's go and rag him!" suggested
Johnony Bull. “We've got time before
ealling-over.”

“Let's 1 assented MNugent,

Mo fear!” szaid Bob Cherry. “No

mora tags on old Coker this tecm.”

“Kh? Why not?"

“The ragfulness iz the proper caper,
my esteemed Dobl” ]

“I haven't explained yot,” zaid Daob.
“1 shinned up a tree to get clear of
Coker, and t.En branch broke, and I
dropped into the water—vou know the
place—where my pater had a tumble
a few weeks ego. I koocked my
napper onu something--look at that
buinp——"*

“Great Scott!”

The juniors were prave cnough now.
Bob was specking lightly, but they
knew the danger he must have been

through.
fathead

““ That
Johnoy RBull, :

“ Mustn't slang old Coker,” said Boh.
“He came in for me. I was being
fairly washed awav—and goodness
knows what would have happened if
1'd been swept out into the Bark.
Man was drowned there last ierm,
when the waler wasn't nearly so deep.
{oker came in for me and grabbed me
and held on to & branch—mo end
plucky, you know. T'm not going to
rag CUokoer apain -till pext ferm.’

“Well, my hat 1" _exclaimed Wharton.

“Well, it wad deecent af him,” said
Nugent. “He's the biggest ass that
ever was, but he's got pluck.”

“%es, rather!” said Bob. * After
that, T think we ought to keep the
peace with Coker tll Christmas—if
he'll leb us!”

Y said Harry, laughing, ®It's
Coker whe bunts for the trouble, you
know., Dut we'll keep clear of him
if we can, Tt was jolly plucky of him,
-Esn-nfiﬂ.lig as he swims like & lump of

Coker—=" szai1d

“Blessed if T know how he wasn't
drowned, swimming as he does” said
Nugent. “1 suppose he didn't stop

to think.”

“Ila, ha! He thinks he can swim.”
chuckled Bob. * He told me he was the

st swimmer &t Greyfriars.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

"Lucky there wasn't much swimming
to do,” said Bob, “If Coker hadn't
Eok hold of that branch I don't know
where we should both be now. I hope
the fathead won't catch & cold. I ran
hard all the way back to the school—
but, of course, Coker's too dignified
to scud along with & Lower {‘zmm'ﬂt
fag. 1 expect we shall hear him sneer
in;il at call-over.™

he jumiors chuckled,
. When the Greyfriars fellows went
into Bt{l Hall for ealling-over, the
Famousz Five looked across to the ranks
of the Fifth. DBut Coker was not to
be seen among his Form-fellows. Potter
of the Fifth called out to Dob Cherry.

“Have you seen Coker, young
Cherry 2™

*Yes; in the wood this afterncon,”
:r.nts;rcrud Bob. *“Hasn't he come in
yet 7"

“He doesn't seem to have. I thought
he went out after you,” said Potter.

“He did!" chuckled Bob.

"“Well, where on earth is he, then("
sald Greene.

“"Weaiting for tea in the study kil
Coker comes in, what?™ asked Peter
Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!v

The Fifth-Formers did not answer
Todd's guestion, There was silence in
Hililll as Mr. Prout came in to take the
roll.

When the name of Coker was called
there was no reply. Mr, Prout blinked
up over his glasses, and called out
again, erossly:

“ Coleer | i

But there was no volce fo answer
“adsum.” Coker of the Fifth was not
there.

Br. Prout gave a grunt, and marked
down Coker as absent. Calling-over
finished, the Groyiriars fellows crowded
out of Hall,

Herry Wharton & Cp. went to their
studies for prep. After prep, they
catme down to the Rag. It was near
bedtime when Wingate of the 8ixth
came into the Rag, looked round, and
beckoned to Bob Cherry

“1 hear that you saw Coker out of
gates this afterncon,” he said,

HYes.” said DBob, In surprise. "1
suppose he's ¢ome in, hasn't he®"

‘Mol ;

“Not come in yot?"” exclaimed Bob,

Mo, (oodness knows why,” said
Wingate. “Yon'd better come end
tell his Form master what you know

about him, Mr, Prout's asked me to
inquire, ™

“Well, my hat!”

Bob Cherry came back to the Rag ten
minuetes later.

“Bomething or other's happened to

Coker,” he said. *He hasn't come ig,
and it's clozse on mine,  Old Prouty’s
waxy, Coker was all vight when I left

him—only wet. I thought he was follow-
ing me on the path., Even Coker would
have sense encugh to come in and
chango his clothes after getting soaked,
I should think, Eui he hasn't come n,”™

“Bound to come in for dorm,” said
Johnony Ball.
Dut Johnny was wrong., Al bed-time,

Coker of the Fifth had not returned,
The Remove [eliows went to their
dormitory, wondering what had become
of their old enemy of the Fifth.
“Something's happenced to him,” said
Boly, wvery soberly., "Some accident, 1
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He eouldn't be ata,}-ingl”uut

SUppose, _
of his own accord. Poor old Coker

“But what on earth could have hap-
pened?!” said Nugent,

*Goodness knows 1

The following morning Bob Cherry
turncd out at the first clang of the
resing-bell and  hurried  downsbairs,
anxious for news of Coker. DBt there
Was no -11ews,

Coker had not returned; no message
had been received from him or from
anyone c¢lze concerning him, He had
passed the n-i%hlr. outside the school—
where, and why, it was impossible fo
?‘11-‘355. That morning there were grave
aces among the Groyfriaes fellows. It
was known that the Head was in com-
munication with the police on the
sabject of the missing Fifth-Former.
In morning break the juniors saw In-
spector Grimgs crossing the quad, The
inspector had come up from Courtfield
to see the Head, obviously on the sub-
é&ut, of Coker of the Fifth. Buat ha
rought no news.

Coker of the Fifth had disa)ﬁpeared,
and it seemed as if he had vanished into
thin air, leaving no trace behind,

THE ELEVERTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Knew !

HERE was Horace Coker?
W That question wes asked up
and down Greyfriars,

What had become of Coker
of the Fifth?t
Fellows asked one another that ques
tion, without being able to find an
answer to it: in t]ge passages, in the
studies, even in whispers in the Form-
TOOTE,

Cloker of the Filth had disappeared,
It was amaziug; it was iuurﬂdii; g3 but
there it was. Coker had vanished,
Telegraph and telephone had beecn
busily at work, but there was no news.
Coker had not gone home; his father
and molher knew nothing of himn,
though they were alarmed (o hear that
he was mussing. His Auwnt Judith, at
Holly House, had not seen him—he had
not been there, Heoe was due there when
Crreyiviars broke up for the Christimas
holidays; but he had had no intention
ﬂi{i?;o'“g there sooner. and certainly he
not gone, Once Aunt Judith knew
that he was min‘:‘-il_r_!x’g, her alarm knew no
bounds.  The Head's telephone per-
formoed & series of solos all through the
day; the untiring veice of Miss Judith
Coker always wanted to know., D
Locke was very concerned abaut Horace,
but he grew to dread the sound of the
telephone:hell and the inguiring voice
of Miszz Coker, Almaost he wished that
be had not inguired after the missing
Fifth-Former 10 that direction.

In Courtficld and Triardale nobody
seemed to know anything about Coker.
Farther afield, it could not be learnad
that lie had been seen in Redelyffe or
Pegp or Lantham, 2o far as counld be
ascortained, DBob Cherry was the last
person who had seen him; and Bob had
seeft him guite zale and sound in the
wood, presumably on his way back 1o
the scheool after his ducking. Some-
how or other, Coker had vanizhed on
his way back alter Bob Cherry: as if
the ancient woodland footpaih  had
opencd and swallowed him up—which
pevtaindy it had not done,

Coker was & lover of the limelight,
of which he nover received so much as
he econsidered his due.  Now he was
getling the limelight with & vengeance—
when he was not there to enjoy it, which
was rather hard!

Everyone was concerned about Coker.
Even fags whom he had ruthlessly
cuffed—in his well-known short way
with fags—said that they were sorry if
%ngfthmg had Ita?pmwd' to the fathead.
he chums of the Remove, who lad
been at war with Coker, were deepl
concerned. Coker's having helped Bo
m the woodland  stream, and possibly
saved his life, made them feel the very
kindest feelings fowards the imissing
sanior. That hie was an nss, and a very
obstreperous ass, his best friend eould
not have denicd. But fellows reealled
his good qualities, of which he had
plenty. He was pfuck;\‘, he was loyal,
e was generous bo friend or foe, and his
bark, after all, was worse than his bite,

There were, & good many remarked,

worse fellows than Coker ai Greyfriars.

Bob's story of the rescue in the wood-
land atream was talked of up and down
Lireyfriars, angd fcllows said it was just
like Coker. He was really one of the
best—aonly, perhaps, his manner was
against him. There wes little that Dols
and bis ecomrades would not have done

to help Coker in his present situntion,
if they had known what it was and
where he was. But nothing was known.

The woods were sedulofisly scarched.
Dob

Inspector Grimes interviewed

Cherry, asking him whether heo had
seen any doubtlul-looking charactery
hanging about the woodland paths thas
afternoon, Bob remembered the two
mon he had nearly run into after lear-
ing: Cloker, and deseribed them asz well
as he could—a big, burly man with
rough features, and a smaller man with
a thick beard and horn-rimmed glasses,
He had not noticed them spectally, but
he remembered what they looked like
to that extent.

The inspector made noles, and pursed
his lipa: st was little ¢nough to go upon.
Possibly the two men were tramps, or
footpads; possibly they had seized an
opportunity of robbing Coker, who was
—and leoked—a wealthy [ellow. But
what had become of Coker? They would
have Jlet him go after robbing him.
And 1f Coker had ‘resisted, as was ex-
tremely probable—if even o fatal blow
had been struek in the struggle—still
the question romained: Where was
Coker—alive or dead? For in the
loafless, wintry woodlands it was easy
enough to search—and a scarch had re-
vealed nothing. '

In summer, with the leaves thick upon
branch and bough, the task would have
been more difficult; but in the winter
the woods were clear, and the search

With one hand grasping Bob Cherry, Coker held on to the swaying branch with

the other, kéeping both heads above water,

was saggi

The thin branch to which he ¢lung

ng deeper and deeper, and obviously would not hold long. But it never

even crossed Coker's mind to let the junior go and save himself, (See Chapter 7.)
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was easy. The police, and some scores
of othor réons, had rambled and
rooted through the woods locking for
some trace of Coker, and it was obvious
that he was not there, .

That he had gone out of his mind and
wandered away was a theory started by
Bkinner of the Remove. &kinner

inted out that if he had gone out of

is mind, he really hadn't far to go.
But the Remove fellows were In no
mood for Skinner’s humorous gibes, and
they bumped Bkinner for being funny
on such a4 sericus subject, Still, - suen
things had happened as & fellow losing
his memory and wandering away; it
was extremely improbable, but it might
have happened, and the GCreyfriars
fellows wonderad whoether that was the
u:c{lmmtiur-, i .

‘he theory of kideapping would have
accounied for ker's amazing disap-
pearance. But why should anyone wang
to kidnap Coker of the Fifth? Not for
the sake of his company, Skinner de-
clared—still humorons, The fellows
thought over-the theory of kidnapping,
and dismissed it. It was really almost un-
thinkable. And wet, if Coker did not
return, it would be impossible to doubt
that he was being taken away by force,
improbable and inexplicable as it was,

There was quite a cloud over Grey-
friars that dav. 'The missing Fifth.
Former was alluded to incessantly as
“old Coker.” or “poor old ker '';
anyone hearing him spoken of would
have supposed that Cokor waz a fellow
wha hadn't an enemy in the wide world,
Certainly, if Coker conld have heard the
talk at Greyiriars that day he would
hava been astonished to learn how
popular e was.

“MNo mews, you chaps'™ szsid Bohb
Cherry, when he came into Study No. 1
to tea. " It's robten, isn't it?”

“The rottenfulness is terrifie,” =aid
Hurrea Jameet Bam Sineh.

“There simply can't have been an ac
cident,™ said Boh, with a worried look.
“What accident could happen to a
follow without us getting news of it?
MNearly the whoele county knows by this
time that Coker is missing. All the
police-stations and hospitals have heard
of him, 1f a fellow had been rum over
by & car, or anything of that kind,
we'd have heard before now."

Harry Wharton nodded.

“1t beats me,” he ssid.

B‘;Ilhats me hollow,” said Johnny
ull.

“1 eay. vou fellows—="

Billy Bunter’s fat face and big spec
tacles glimmered in at the study
doorway.

“For goodness’ sake, don't bother
now, Bunter!™ zaid the captain of the
Remove orossly.

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Cut off, Bunter! We're worried ™
said Frank Nugent.

“Rot!™ smid PBunter cheerfully.
“Never mind Coker! He was rather o
banst ! If he's got into trouble, I dare
say he asked for it!™

“What ! roared the Famous Tive, in
groeat wrath.

“Don't yell at 2 chap!” said Bunter
peavishly. “Look here, you  fallows,
vou owe me a tea. You know you do.
After pressing me to come to Cliff
Iousze to tea vesterday, vou know how
vou treated nin, especially that howling
cad Jlazel! ¥You needn’t glare at me,
Bob Cherry! Of course, I'm awfully
gorry for Ceker and all that. But I'm
hungry ¥

“Eh, seat, vou fat bounder ™

“Toddy's getting meaner than ever "
soid Dunter plaintively. “There's no
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tea in my study at all! Toddy and
Dutton are tea-ing along the passage,
and they've left nothing in- the study
for me, thnugh I've told them that I've
been disappointed nbout & postal-order,
fou fellows owe me a tea—as you know
very well ™

“You owe us & taxi-fare!”
Johnny Bull, )

“0Oh, really, Bull, I'm going to setils
that out of my postal-order, of course!

I sav 2
growled DBob,

growled

"o and tea in Fall IV

“"I've tea-od in Hall, fathead! What's
tea in Hall to me?” asked Bunter., "1
say, you fellows, you might be a hbit
decent, after diddling me out of tea at
Clif Houwee westerday! I was jolly
nearly murdered coming back, teo, and
thet beast Toddy only shiggﬁred about
it! Twa fearful tramps—->"

" Th—what 1"

“Two frightiul ruffisna,” said Bunter,
rather surprised at the general move-
ment of interest in the study—"they
jolly nearly got me in the wood! I had
to run for it. Not ezxactly run, vou
kaow, but I thought I'd better go—"

"Wou fat 1diot ! said Cherry.
“Are you gammoning as usual, or did
you really see bwo tramps in the wood?
If you did, they may ﬁ:'r-a had some-

thing to do with Coker.”

“0Oh ™ zaid Bunter,

“What were they like?” asked
Wharton.

“Can I iry that cake—"

“Yes, you fat villain! Now tell us

what the tramps were like.
“If any ! prunted Johnny Bull.
“0h, really, DBull *—DBunter's mouth

was already full of cake—"one of them

was a big, hefty fellow—gigantic, in
fact—rou i as & wild bear, you know,
and awfully ferocious!”

" Fathead !

“Oh, raaIlF-:, Bull—"

“Hold on ™ said Bob., “That might

be one of the men I saw. What was
the other one like, Bunter ™
Bunter took a fresh mouthiul of cake.
“1 didn't eee tha other one—he kept
behind the cart.”
“The cart?” repeated Wharton.
"“Yes; but he had a nasty voice,” said

Bunter. “Th called one another
Smiley and Nosey—pair of awful
characters, you know! Might have

murdered me for my gold watch if I
hadrn't got away!”
" Footpads don't commift murders for
rﬁnlhed gold watches [ prunted Johnny
Lid.
“0Oh, really, you checky beagt—"
“Tell us all about it, Bunter,” said
the oaptain of the Remove quietly,

And Billy Bunter—between bites at
the cake—related s slarmming experi-
ence of the previous afternoon,

Wharton’s face wasz very grave as ho
listoned.

“Tt's jolly probable that those bwo
nén wWere tﬁc twa men that pased vou,
Bob, just afeer you'd left Coker,” said
Harry. “The one Bunier saw fits the
description. And from what the fat ass
says, they had a covered cart waiting
im Woodside I.ane, practically hidden
put of sight, not half 2 mile from where
vou left Coker, What could they have
been hanging about for with a covered
eark? Tt looks like m cose of kidnopping
-«thoupgh poodness knows why anybody
should want to kidnap Coker !

I he doesn’t ecome back, it wil]l bhe
pretty cerfain that he has been kid-
napped,” said Nugent.

“The certainfviness will be terrific!
The esteemed and fatheaded Bunter
ought to have told the Head ashout the
two estimabla raseals. Bettor go to the
ludicrous headmaster now,” sald Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Yes, rathor!” said Harry., *#1'l
take you to the Head, Bunter, and he
pan tell Inspector Grimes if he thinks
fit. Come on!™

“Hold on a minote ! said Bunter,

“What for ¥ asked the captain of the
Remove impatiently.

“I haven't finished the cake !

“¥eu fat idiot ! roared Wharton.

And he grabbed the Owl of the
Remove by the collar and ran him out
of the study.

“Groocogh I gasped Bunter. “Teggo!
Ooooch ! Grooogh !

The last morsel of cake appearcd to
be going down the wrong way.

Led

] me on, you fat dufer! Tt's
important [
“Ow! T'm coming!” gasped Buuter.

And Wharton hurried him te the
Head’s study. Certainly, any fellow less
obtuse than Bunter would have thought
of that encounter in the lonely lane
befere in connection with the disappear-
ance of Coker. Bunter hadn't thought
ehout that; but now that he realised
that he was a fellow with information
to give on the subject that was exciting
all Greyfrinre from end to end, he
swelled with importance,

“What is it, Wharton " asked Dr.
Locke.

“It's me, sir! said Buanter, befors
the captain of the Ramove could speal:.
“Important information, sir, about
Coker 1”

_“Bless my soul! What can you pos.
sibly know about the matter, Buntoer #*

“Ho knows something that may pos
sibly be connected with the matter, sir,”
said Harry, “I thought you would wish
to-hear it, so—"

And Bunter proceeded. He was more
than willing to tell his story 2 second
time—indeed, he was willing to tell it
& score of times. Dr. Locke listensd
quietly, putting in & question here and
there, and hizs cxpression showed that
he attached importance to what Bunter
related.

“Yery pood,” he said at last. “ This
may let zome light in en this very mys
terious matter. 1 chall telephone to
Inspector Grimes at once. Thank you,
my boys!”

The two juniors left the study.

Billy Dunter rolled away with his fat
little nose in the air. He was a person
of importance now—in his own estima-
tion, at least. He was the fellow who
knew ! And that evening, in the studies
and in the Rag, Bunter told his story
many times—generally with variations
and with pgrowing exaggerations at
every repetition.  And when Mr. Ouelch
informed Bunter that Inspector Grimes
was coming specially from Couartfield fo
hear his story and gquestion him about
it, Bunter swelled so much with import.
ance that he really seemed in danger
?E_h?haring the fate of the frog in the
Lidle,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Up to Bob !

6 ADY to sce you, gir!”
Bob Cherry juraped,
“Which ¥ he ejuculated.
Trotier, the House page.
grinned,

“lrady, sir=Miss Coker, str—io soc
you! In the visitors’ room now, ziv!”

“h ™ said Poh,

It waz: morming break at Gresfriars
on Saturday. Nearly three days had
clapsed without news of the uissing
Fifth-Faormer,

Groviriars was still in a stato of ex.
citement on the subjeck; it almost
transcended in  importance the mnear
approach of the CUhrittmas holidays.
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* *Skuse me, sir,’? said the burly man eivilly, as Coker came abreast.
The Fifth-Former stopped.
turn to the right on the main road—— OQh!™

Friardale, sir ¢ **

“ Wrong," he answered.

“ P*r*aps you can tell me if this ’ere path Is right for
“ You’ll have fo go the way I'm going, and then
Coker broke off suddenly, with a howl of astonishment, as ibe burly man

leaped on him and hore him backwards. {ﬂ:?ae Chapter 9.)

The inquiry and the zearch for Horace
Coker had been incuivant and eXivusive,
and not the slightest clue had been dis-
covered. It appeared to be certain now
that Coker had been taken away by
force—that i to say, kidrapped. That
was the only eonclusion to which Grey-
friars could come, and & wazs an
astonishing econclosion.  And if Coker
had heen ﬁidnn.ppm?., it was not of much
uze to search the wintry woods for him;
he might very likely be in another
connty afl the time.

Harry Wharton & Co. were discussing
Coker in morning break when the
House page brought the newa to Bob
Cherry that Miss Coker had called to
see him.

Bob and his chums started for the
House at once. Uhey were not surprised
to hear that Misz Judith Coker had come
down to Greyfriars; but it was rather
sarprising that she wanted to see 2
Remove fellow. Miszs Coker was sup-

sedd to he rather a formidable lady.
There was o legend at Greyfriars that
Miss Judith had fairly driven the Head
to give Coker hiz remove out of the Shell
into the Fifih, Tubb of the Third had
a story that the irato dame had actually
threatened the Head with her umbrella
on that oecasion. Tubb had seen the
umbrella, No doubt that story was an
exaggeration; but there was no doubt
that Coker had been & long, long time
in the Bhell, and had been put up into
the Fifth, mot on aceount of his
secholastic atfarnments, for he hadn’t
any. Fifth Form fellows said that
Coker's “eon ™ would have disgraced the
Fourth; his spelling was distinguished
by orginahty; in “maths " he was said
to caunse the mathematics master to tear
out his hair in handfuls, Skinner of the

Remove declared that 3re. Prout had
been logking years youuger sinee Uoker
had disappeared. _

Harry Wharton & Co. had scen Aunt
Judith before, and they rather liked the
good lady—but rather dreaded her.
They couid feel for her concern and
anxiety in the present circumstances; all
Greyfriars knew she was devotedly
attached to Horace Coker, and won-
dered why, There was, as Skinner had
gaid, no accounting for tastes.

The Co. walked with Bob as far as the
door of the visitors' room, and Bob left
theim there and went in. Miss Coker
rose from her chair, and Dob, as he
looked at her, was quite shocked to see
the trouble and griefl in her face,
Evidently the mishap to Horace had hit
the old lady hard, .

“Good-morning, Miss Coker!” said
Bob diffidently. .

“You are Robert Cherry 17 asked Miss
Coker,

“Yes, ma'am.”

“The Head haz told me how dear
Horace risked his life to save you from
drowning,” said Aunt Judith.

O 17 osaid Dob.

“1t was exactly like my dear. Horace,”
zatd Miss Coker fondly.

“Bo it was, ma'am,” agreed Bob.
“Coker’s no end plucky, Ile’s as brave
gs a lion, Miss Coeleer™

Bob could say that much with truth,
and he was glad to say it. Coker un-
doubtedly had the courage of a lion,
allicd to the intellect of an ass, The
latter ecircminstance Dob was not called
upon to mention.

Migs Coker gave the junior an approv-
ing smile, Praising dear Horacs was
a roval road to her ceteem. To Miss
Coker Greyiriars School was npot a

scholastic estublishment of two or thres
hundred fellows where Coker was one
among the rest. It was simply the en-
vironment of dear Horace, Horace, in
fact, was Greyfriars to Aunt Judith;
the other fellows, and the staff, and even
the Head, simply came in as "also
rans.” What importance they possessed
was derived from the circumstance that
they were there with Horace.

“J wished to speak o you because you
are the little boy whom dear Ilorace
rescued,” sald Aunt Judith.

“(th, cxactly ! murmured Bob., A
Remove fellow, and s mighty hali-back

in the Form cleven, was not [Ll'?ﬂiﬂﬁi}' a
littla boy. But Coker's aunt had to be
given her head,

“Theve is no news of my dear hoy,”
went on Miss Coker. “I came down to-
day especially to sec the Head, and he
tells me that no stone ia being lelt un-
turned, but there 18 no news. My
brother Henry is very anxions—this bad
news is very had for him in his present
state of health. Mr. Poynings is of the
opinion that Horsce hes gone off some-
where of his own accord, on some holi-
day without leave, but I canuot think
so. He wonld never cause me this
anxiety if he could help 1t."

“T'm sure he wouldn't, Miss Coker,”
said Fob.

BRob was also sure that Coker of the
Fifth would not have ventured to incur
the Head's wrath by taking French leave
from school. But Aunt Judith was not
thinking of that slight detail. .

“] am so very, very anxious,” said
Miss Coker. “HBome Sz-n.-a.d[ul accident
has happencd--I am sure of it! 1
cannot think that anyone has intention-
ally harmed my dear Horoce. He could
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not possibly have had an enemy tr the
world, A dear, kind, gentle, generous
lad, loved by all who saw him——"
Miss Coker's voice trembled,
Greviriars would net have recognised
Cokér of the Fifth from Miss Judith's

description, ] i
“We—we all think a lot of i,
ma'am,” said Bob., *““We'd give any-

thing to see old Coker back safe and
sound. I—I think he'il turn, up sl
right, ma'am, Coker's the fellow to be
able to take care of himsell anywhere.”

“¥Yeoz; he is g0 strong, and brave, and
sensible,” said Miss Coker, with a nod.
“But I am sure there has been some
actident, If my poor boy should be
Iying, at this moment, at the bottom of
some dreadful cliff—"" Miss Coker
wiped her eres. " And there are danger-
ous chalk pits, I believe, in this vicinity.
You are very fond of Horace, I think*"

“Dh! Hem! VYes; we—we all hike
him, of ecourse!"” said Bobh. “Coker's
one of the best.”

“That is why I am going fo meke a
snggestion,” said Aunt Judith. “You
little boys play a game you cell scout-
ing, I believe "

%ﬁh Cherry coloured & little., The

Greyiriars Boy Scouts were really not
little boys: and Greviriars seonting was
really quite a serious matter—hardly a
game, like marbles or “conguerors,” as
Miss Coker evidently supposed,

“We do a lot of seonting sometimes,
on hall-holidays,"” said Bob,

“The police have failed to Bod
Horace," said Miss Coker. “But he
must be found. "That all the other boys
are devoted to him I am assured.
Horace inspired saffection and attach-
mont everywhere.”

“0Oh, ves. Just so!” stammercd Bob.

“I have suggested to the Head that
all lessons at the school should be put
off, while all tha boys turned out to
searvch for Horaee,” went on Miss Coker.
“Dr. Locke seems to think that there
would be somic diffienlties in ‘rthe way of
carrying out my suggestion.”

“Oh, does he?™ gasped Bob, “I.-I
wonder why.”

“But when there are no lessons why
should not all the bovs who ave fond of
my dear Horace spend all their leisure
time fn the zearch?” said Miss Coker.
“I suggested this to the Head. and he
approves. All the bova are at liberty to
spend their half-holidays and other
leisure time in the task, if they so desive
—=&s [ am sure they do. The Greyiriars
Boy Scouts may be able to find Horace,
or to learn what has become of him.”

“Jolly good idea !" said Bol.

“The Christmas holidavs are close at
hand now,” continued Miss Colker. “I
am: well sware that Horace's friends will
not be willing to go home for the holi-
d_n‘!gsﬂ i-'-'mla hiz fate is still uncertain.”

1!

“You and vour other little frionds will
be allowed {o remain and continue the
gegrch for Horace instesd of going home
for the Christmmas holidavs,” said MMiss
Coker, with a beaming smile. T have
obtained the consent of the Head after
some little arpament.”

Bob looked blankly at Miss Coker.

Certainly, he was concerned about poor
old Coker, az everybody else was. PBut
he had not envisa the posszibility of
putting in the Christmas vacation at
Grevirtars carrving on the search for
the missing Fifth-Former. He wondered
what the other fellows would think of
the *wheeze.”

But as he looked at Miss Coker's
broubled face and the lines of eare
written plainly there, and the teamrs
frembling on her old lashes, RBob

ITue Magner Lierary,.—No, D82

‘manfully mode up hiz mind to play up.

After all. Coker had helped him in the
hour of need.

“We'll jolly well do it, Miss Coker!™
said Bob. At least, T will, and I—I1
think some of my friends will stick to
me, If there’s any chance of finding
Coker we'll find him 1™ )

“That iz a good little boy !'" said Miss
Colcer,

L+ HEI“ !rj

And Bob Cherry left the visitors’ room
wondering how his comrades were going
to veceive the rews he had for them.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
poing into the Remove Forms-
room for third lesson when Bob
Cherry joined them.  During

third lesson Bob was not thinking wholly
of geography, as he should have been.
He was thinking a good deal of the pro-
mise he had made to Aunt Judith, and
there was a wrinkle of deep cogitation
on hizs yvouthful brow.

When the Remove were dismissed his
comrades gathered round him at once as
they left the Form-room,
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“3Well, what is it?" asked Johnny
Bull, with a grin. *‘hat did Uoker's
aunt have to =zay? You look worried,
old son.”™

Bobk Cherry grinned ruefully.

“She's been at the Head,” he an-
swoered, Y She’s got leave for the Grey-
friars Doy Scouts to search for old
Coker.”

“Jolly sonsible old lady!”  said
XNugent.
“Hem! Yes. And she's got leave for

any fellow who likes to—to—to——"

“To what?”

“Hang on at Greyiriars over the vee
searching for Coker,”

“{¥h, my hat!™

“ Potter and Greene will jump at the
chance,” gaid Johnny Bull sarcastically.
1 ecan see them jumping—with both
feot ™

“The jumpfulness will not be ter-
rific!" remarked Hurree Jamset RHam
Singh.

“Well, it's l'eal]i' up to them,” said
Harry Wharton, ' They're Coker’s pals,
and they were going home with Coker
for Christmas. I—I hardly think thev'll
do ir, all the same.”

“We're poing to do it,” seid BEaob.

E1 1 EI.L-EIFF

“What %"

* Which "

“ Ay osteemed Bab—"

At least, I am!” ssid Bob hastily,
“Old Coker did .come into the water for

S

mé, yvou know, though it was all his
fault I tumbled in., And—and the old
lady iz frightfully anxious and cut up.

Hhe thigks all Greyiriavs is devoted 1o
Coker—"

“Oh, my hat!”

“And—and, after all, if anybody

could find Coker, the Greyfriars Scouts
could do it!” said Boh. *“Her idea ia
that all the school will jump at the
chance. I agrec with Inky that the
jumpiulness won't be terrific——"

"Iﬁa, !Im., ha " ; b B

“But I'm geoing to play up, for that
dear old soul’s aﬁka,”Psa:{d %ab. 0L
course, you fellows will pleage wvour-
gelves,

“But we've made all our arrange-
ments for the vae,"” said Wharion, in
dismay, “and—and—>="

“0Oh doar!”
oL know,” said Bob glumly. * Buk
if you'd seen her poor old chivvy——"

“But what's the use of looking for
Coker round about here " said Mugent.
“It's as plain as anvihing that he's been
kidnapped, though goodness knows why,

may be a hundred miles away,”

“1 know. But—"

“It beats me hollow what's becoma of
him 1" said Wharton. *If he's been
'Icidnn?ped, I suppose there's only one
possible reason—to stick his people for
money to let him go. But it seems that
Miss Cloker hasn't heard snything from
the kidnappers. There's been plenty of
time. "

“But if he hasn't been kidnapped,
what's become of him " zaid Nugent,

“Goodness knows!™

“Miss Coker is thinking about the
clifiz and the old chalk pits,” said Bob.
“¥You know, once there was a man fell

g into the old chalk-pits, and stayed there

for davs and days with a gammy leg,
and was nearly ztorved to death when
they found him. It would be Eret.t*_u.r
awlul if that was the explanation,

“But the police have searched the
chalk-pits.’”

“Y Liow; but there are lots of places.
I=D'm going to play up as the old lady
wants,” szaid Bob. **You fellows—""

“0Oh, wec shall play-up, too!" s=aid
Harry, “This Co. is never divided—
except when we have a row on!”

Bob shiickled.

“It's some davs to break-up,” he said.
“We may find old Coker, or he may be
found; bat if he isn't—"

“We stay on,” said Harry., “I'l
write to.my uncle at once and explain:
he won't mind. We're all game !"

*Yeeg-es, rather!” murmured Johuny
Bull. e

“The gamefulness is terrific!

“ And as it's n half-holiday to-day——"

“The last of the term!”™ murmured
Nugent.

“MNever mind that: we'll put it in
searching for Coker."

“IWhat about the football?
weather's all vight-——"

“Only a match with the Fourth—we
can leave that to the other fellows, ™ said

The

Harrv, “After all, vou know what

miight have happened (o Baob if old

Coker hadn’t gone in for himn—-—"
“Tt's a go!"” said Johnny Bull

resolutely.

Aunt Judith, on her way back to
Holly House, was doubtless comforted
by the idea that zll Greviriars—{rom
the head of the Sixth to the smallest
fag in the SBecond—would jump at the
chance of putting in the Christmas
vacation scarching for her dear Horace,

As o matter of fact, it was extremely
unlikely that more than five fcllows
would male that sacrifice, though to the
dear old lady's mind it was not, of

{Continned on pane 28.)



LIVING WITH DEATH !—Where every maon s suspicfous of his neighbour, wohere every man's hand rests lghtl- on
a gun, wohere every dark shadow moy conceal o would-be assassin - that’s the sort of primifive country Ferrers
Focke has decided fo make kis home until he his solved-—

A Powerful and Dramatic Story of Wild West and Detective Adventure, féaturig

Silas Calster !

12 ND it was mighty locky for yuh
thet 1 did!™ continued the

newoomer. I warned thet

hombre what was shore comin’
to him i he fu!]ed his gun agen in
Wolf Point! My name i1s Mat Duke,
an' I'm sheriff round this here part
I been teailin' this feller sinee thet IV
turn up this arternoon ¥

Before Locke gould reply there came
the thud of horses’ hoofz, and & party of
gix cowhovas swept up the stroet.
Riding slightlf i advaneo of the olher

|

five was & tall man with a small grey
goatee beard. He rode as though born
te the saddle, and &s he reached the

erowd gathered round the body of we
gunman hg reined in  his  horse <o
quickly that it slithered almost to its
haunches, Holding wp a hand to the
rest of his party as & signal to halt, he
snapped :

“What's the howdo, Mat®"

“A feller pulled & pun on these hern
strangers, Sitlas, an’ I plogged hin,
alter wornin® him thizs arternoon,” ex.
plained the sheriff.

The man addressed as Bilas logked at
Locke and Jack with kindly eyes,

“Woli Point’s sure unhealthy now.
adays!” he zaid, with & smile. * Yon
did plurb right, Mag!™

A low prowl rose from one or lwo of
the men standing near.

“Yes, grawl, you szeam!™ sried 1l
man on the horse, " There was & time
when Weolf Doint was sore a plumb re-
spectable Iil' township! Bot 1 reckon
the eoyoles 15 gathered in i now, and,
by mosh, glad T am 1o hear that one
of ot has eashed in s cheeks ie-night?
Say, us ranchers are belund the sheriff
to & man! Uek (hat, you weevils! QOur
iy, our hiesses, and our men is stand-
ing on th' side of th' law! The shadder
af that enrsied Walf lies heavy on this
diskriet to-day, and there's some of you
herc who're sure runming with his
blamed pack! Buot we'll get him, and
we'll get the ztragelers fust! That's

Locke and Jack Drake.

you, you white-livered, back-alley, fire-

from-cover, make-believe gunmen!”

_ Igporing the mutters and scowls cast

:;1 hi:E direction, he turned to Locke and
ack,

“I'm not asking how this bappened,
nuizters,” he declared. *““Mat don't plug
a man ‘less there's a good cause! My
name's Caister, of Caister ranch. Where
are you heading "

Lackea started. Bo this was  Silas
Caister, this grim-visaged man, who waz
not afraid to speak hiz mind.

“I'm heading for the Flying V." he
raplied. " We're trying to get a couple
of horses to take us out there!™

Caister looked at him closely, then at
Jark.

“Bay.” ho drawled, "1 reckon wea're
ridin' that way, mister! Tf you care to

come along  with us, you're sure
weleome 1

“We'd like fo, thanks!” replied
Locke quietly.

“That's fine, then! Joe—TRed. won

leb these fellows have your cavuses!
Yaou'll get 8 couple off Crily Bmithers,
Tell him we'll retorn "em when next in
lown, You can sure catch us up ™

e o T e e N S S T ST

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

FERRERS FOCKE, the famaug Baker Rireol
detertive, and Mz cewr youny Gesistant,
JACK DRAEKE, take up guarters in Totos
o invesligals the sapelerions foids mede
e fhe caffle rarefes 4 fhe neighboirkood
af Welf Point, Hundredr of bewd o

crifle harve fwen slelen or Rilled, and :ha‘d-rr

wanfor pacegery 18 followed wp sonelintes
iy the munder in cold Mond of foremen and
cowbogis—their throads being torn as thouwnh
by a wolfl. Invariagbly o card, bearing o
woli"s head, il bared fangs, 48 Lft ab the
gecne of euch oudriege,  The detective 1%
hardly ol Walf Dofnd five minnfes, holvérer,
before an atiempt i3 made on iz Life.  But
i the critical moment the would-be aesassin
18 -&Eﬂff Joctally shol af by semeons in. the
ero

“ Reckon I dld that, mister,” drawls a
grizeled, bearded mon, elbowing his way to
Laicke's sigde ool looking down at the dead
FH RN,

{ Now read gn.)

errers

Two of the cowboys slid from their
mounts without domur. The detectivo
protested against the men giving up
their horses, but Caistdr waved his pro-
testatione aside.

Five minutes later Caister, with Locko
and Jack on each side of him and tho
other three cowboys bringing up the
rear, rode out of Wolf Point, and t-e
party turncd their horses towarda Luo
Caister Ranch and the Fiying V
country.

“The Woll iz Out ! "
FDR some¢ timo they rode
slence,
guretly :

then Caister
“1 didn't pey your

in
said

] ranie,
mister !
“My name i3
Ferrers Locke.
Caister squinted at him from the
corner of his eye, then drawled:
_ "Aimin’ to meet Hank at the Ily-
g ¥
“No: I left him in London.”
Caister nodded, as though satisfied,

Henderson,”™ replied

and for some time they rode on in
stlenea.  The three cowhoys had dropped
some  distance  bebind, and, after a
cautious backward glance, Caister
drawled :

“You'll surec have a letter for me
from Hank ™

ol ' P answered the detective

veadily ; “and alse for Jefferson and
Poters. Has there been any furthor
trouble with the Wolf Tately 7

“ Ay replied Caister  grimly:
“things 15 getting worse! The mail was
held up t'other day, and the driver amd
guards ‘killed! Lucky thers warn't oo
passengers!  Rustlin® and murder is
sura on the upgrade, and 1'm real glad
vou've come, Mister Locke!”

“"You suspeet no one at all? You
know of no one who could possibly ba
thia Welf "

Caister shook his head.

“YMNary & soul!" he answered. “Tt'a a
blamed mystery! But there's some
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Red threw himself from hls horse, and his breath

came in great sobbing gulps.
a shoolin® ! ** he gasped.

** There’s—hin—
“Th* Wolf—is out ! ™

tough fellers driftin’® into Welf Point
lately! I been herdin’ cattle to th' rail-
road, that's how I come fo be ridiw
thraugh o late! 1 wouldn't stay over-
night in Wolf Poinf ! Neo, sir; some guy
would plug me, sure! They knows me
and what 1 stand for, and they're a law-
fess erowd !

Ferrers '‘Locke was silent, e was
turning over in his mind the words of
the dying gunman. * Just the law of
the Yrolf 1 What did he mean by that!?
Was the gunman, after all, an enemy of
the Woll, and had be thought that the
shertff's bullet had come from the Welf?
dtill, Locke was cortain that the gua-
man had been delermined ito briug
shout & shooting somehow—a shooting
which would prove fatal to the detee-
tive and his assistant.

“"How i3 Hank?" broke in Caister,
“He comin’ back sopn?”

Locke told him of the affair in Lon-

don, resulting in Hank's being in
hospital, and Calster nodded solemnls.
"Th'* Woll, sure!” he drawled.

“Hay, vou gofte find. that guy quick,
mister! That shootin® bis'ness to-night,
now! I reckon that feller tried a
frame-up on vou ™ :

“You mean, zeling on behali of the
Wolf 1"

“Yep, I reckon so!™

“Then, if that iz the case the Wolf
knows my identity! I am inclined to
agree with wou, though!™

“Mister,” replied ister  seriously.
*there's no one knows how that feller
gets hiz informstion, but he pgets i,
sure! H you had come here in the most
wunnerful  disguise 18 wouldn't hev
made no difference! THe just knows
things what us ranchers reckon nohody
but us knows !

Ha broke off sharply and reined in his
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Ferrers Locke stilfened in his saddle. (Ses this page.)

‘Caister,

horse.  From semnewhere beliind in the
darkness sounded the rapid, incessand
drunming of flving hoofs.
“Bay, =ome guys burnin’ the wind!™
snapped Caister. “Close up, lads!™
The three cowboyvs closed up with
Locke, Jack, and Chaister. The drum-
ming coming  rapidly  nearer,  aud
Caister snapped '
“ el vour gung!”
The next momont there loomed up in
the darkness the flving figures of 1wo

horses, their riders bent low in the
saddles,

“It's Red and Joc!™ said Caister
anxiously. “What in blazes ts wrong #"

T'he horzes slithered fo a halt almost
upon their haunches.

“What's wrong, Red?®” snapped
“What's the trouble®"

Red - threw bimself from s horseo.
His breath came in preat sobbing guips.

“There's bin a shootin' ! he gasped.
“Th' Welf iz qut!™

Locke stifencd in his zaddle, and
Jack Drake’s hands tightened on his
reing.  Then, before the cowboy could
continue, thece came, from somewhore
out in the darkness, a long-drawn,
eerie wail! It rose with hideons distinet-
ness, then slowly died awav, Ti was the
hunting cry of a wolf!

Red’s Story !

HE party listencd in fense
silence, and once apain the long
drawn call rose guaveringly on
the might air. There was seme-

thing evil, something menacing in the
ery that caused more than one of the
cowhoys to shudder perceptibly and
e{f‘ge their horses closer togother.
"Can  you locafe that?” spapped
Locke grimly.
“Nope!™ rephed

Caister  slowly.

-y

“We've heard that hunting cory afore,

mister ! It may be here, there, or
anywhere! There's no telling in this
blamed darkness !

“I'm prelty cortain it came from
over there!” cut in Jack, pomnting to-
wards the west.

“And to me it seemed like as if 'twas
aver there!” growled Caister, jerking a
hand towards the north, Then, turnin
to Locke, he added: *It ain’t a bit o
good tryving to find the origin of that
noise, mister! It's a fair bopey, like
what they calls a will-o-the-wisp ! Here,
there, and evervwhere, and never
where you'd cxpect to find it !

Slipmng his gun back into its holster,
hie turned to Ted. .

“What's this you were saying about
a shootin® ?" he demanded.

“I1t's Mat, th' sheriff ! replicd Red.
" Bay, when yuh rode out of town, me
and Jee danders off towards Crib
Smithers' place.  Mat, he walks with
us far as his ofice. Then he sawvs
‘Good-night, bovs! and we says
" Good-night !" and last we see'd of him
was thet hie was lettin® hissclf into has
office.  Waal, we gets a couple ¢
cayuses from Crib, and was jest clip-
cloppin' up th' stroet agen when we
a'most rides over a feller lyin' in th'
dust in the middle of th' street]

PR up, vuh dronken hog! I ses:
but thet hombre never moves. * Looks
kinda like he's cashed in his choeeks?
tes Joe, hore, fo I drops off H' cayusc
to investigaie. Hay, T guess I pot a
fair wind punch when I rolls thet folle
over and rees pore ol Mat starimg wp
st me, dead as o shet dopi They
munsta got him mi%‘ht:: quick and slent
like,  And say, this* here ecvard was
pinoed  to Mat's shick jest un'er s
sheriff’s badge! Like = i1lﬂ|n~:‘:.l mock-
ery, 1t wasl”
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He handed Caister a small pieee of
pasteboard.  The  rancher struck a
mateh and held the card :b that
Ferrers Locke and Jack could seo it
On one spde was the repliéa of a woll's
head, with bared fangs, and on the
aother side was scrawled in pencil:

“Thiz is fﬂ'r' Bud!
hullet for Caster !V

There's another

Claister laughed grimly.

“8o that gunman did run with the
wolf pack after all!” he growled.
“Pore ol' Mat!” ;

Ferrers Locke™s lips were cet grimly.
Apart from any other considerations, he
had the sheriff's death to avenge. Mat
Duke had been killed by the Wolf for
having shot one of the gang, And
Duke had acled partly in the Englizh.
man’'s interests,

“Waal, boys, let's push right ahead !”
went on Caister. “If the Woll's I&yinﬁ
for me, I'm rcal eager to meet him!

He snapped out an order, and with-
in a fow momenis the horses had
dropped into that long, effortless lope
which could eat up distance so quickly.

Dawn was just breaking in  the
castern sky when the party drew rein
at the many, low buildings comprising
the Caister ranch.

“Waal, Mister Henderson, I'l! figure
vou'll be ready for a doss down. You
and your nephew, hey?” remarked
Caister, throwing himself from the
saddlo.

“No. I think we'll push right on to
the Flying V1" replied Locke.

“Waal, but surely you'll have some
hreakfast with vs,™ urged Caister, *and
then one of my fellers will ride on
with you as far as the Flying V.%

Locke had no doubts as to his ability

to rind the Flying V without assistance
onee the trail was pointed out to him;
but in the role of Mr. Henderson he
had to remember that his knowledge of
vanching, and all that appertained to
it, was practically nil. 5o he accepted
the nvitation.

Over .a breakfast at which only
Locke, Jack, and Caister had been
present it had been arranged that

Caister shonld get in touch with Jake
Potors and. Cal Jefferson, and that the
three ranchers should ride over to the
Flying V the following evening.

Alf, Caister's foreman, o with

Locke and Joack, He wasz a tall, thin ¥

fellow, with & surly, reserved cast of
countenance.

= ' |
Grand Christmas Number
NEXT WEEK
A .

“He's gotta see Spud, the Flying V
foreman, about some catile and boun-
dary fixin's,” explained Caister, “so he
may as well go 'long with yon”

Alf rode o few paces aheed, ﬁﬂ“l}ig
and swaving in his saddle with the rise
and fall of the ground. He scarcely
ever ventured a remark; but when
onca or twice he turned in his saddle,
as though to scrutinize a stray steer,
Jack noted thet from the corners of his
eyes he also took the opportunity to
subject Farrers Locke to a close scrutiny.

As for Tocke and Jack, they retained
o discreet silence, or else conversed on
topics which had no bearing on their
real mission. Doth were dog tired,
and it was with a sense of relief and
plessura that, about midday, they saw
the ranch buildings of the Flying V
loom into view.

PRICE
TWOPENGE. 25
Spud !

T HE TFlying V was o typicel
Texan ranch, with it main,
cne-storled, many-roomed
rancher's  house, bunkhouses,

outhuildings, and corrells,

“'Thiz here is Spud, th' foreman,”
snnounced Alf,

As he approached, Locke saw that the
severity of his features was belied by a
pair of merry, twinkling, blue eyes.

“Howdo, strangers?” he drawled;
then, to the Caister ranch foreman:
“Howdo, Af? Been wanfin' to
kB

Locke and Jack dismounted, and the
former handed Spud the letter of intro-
duction from Hankdﬂermm. "

doud took it, and read it with con-
sidﬂii'able pnina. Then, when he had
finished, he shoved it in his pocket and
held ocat his hand.

“I'm gure pleased to meeb 3uh:
Mister Henderson !* he drawled. " An
Tl be real pleased to show yuh around
like +what the boss ses, Howdo,
youngster i i

He shook hands with Jack, and t|:=a
boy had the sepsation that the foreman’s
blue eves were capefully weighing him
up.

“Yuh both look plumb like as though
vuh've hin trailing since las’ night!”
he remarked; and Ferrers ke
nodded an assent.

“Yes, if you'll show ws ounr
we'll turn in for an hour or two,”
“Shore thing I replied Spud.

He turned towards the house and
remarked, over his shoulder, to Alf:

“I wanne word with yuh, Alf.”

(Tontinued overleaf.)
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WAITING TO BE WON-SEE THIS WEEK'S "GEM !
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The enraged steer came at Jack Drake with a rush, but, with a touch
It wheeled and charged again, but Spud dropped a jariat neally over

haunches. (See Page 27.)

of the spur, he shot out of the brute’s path just in lime.
its horns and brought it kicking and struggling to its

“I'm aimin’ to get back!” gn‘mtlecl
Alf, “When yuh figurin' on roundin’

up?” 1

“To.morrow.”  replied Spud. o |
wanna know il ynh can lend me a few
hands "

“Yep, mavbe!” growled the other.
17 don't start till next week.”

“Waal, send o dozen o th’ boys over
in th’ morain' [* replied Spud, “an’ T'l]
be real pleasad.”

“Yep, I'll do jest that” assented
Alf, wheeling his cayuse, “It's shore
gafest,™

Twe strides took Spud to the man's
gaddle girths.

“What'n eripes d'vuh mean?” he
snapped 1cily. . ]

“1 means that seein' there's no wire
"fweon these ranches, steers is  shore
li'ble to get mixed!™

There vwas no mistaking the sneer in
the words, and for a moment Bpud’s
hand closed on the Caister foreman's
log as though to pull him from the
saddle. Then. with a laugh, he
relegsed his grip and stepped back,

A" heo said, " yuh're shore a sour
corote what would 'enze his own mother
o robbin’ his money-box! Be, I knows
vuh jest cain't help it; but "—and here
Spud’s voice became cold and hard—
“one day yuh'll shore go jest a Ji'l too
far! 1 stand fer it 'eos I knows yuh've
potia mind like a skunk's. DBut I'm
warnin® yuh thet pext time yuh males

& remark ke thet T replies with =a
un "
“I'll be ready!” gritted Alf. "I no-

wavs dislikes thet way o' talkin'!™
THE MAGSET LIBRARY.—No, 982,

With that, he jarked at the rein and
cantered ont of the wyard. Neither
Locke nor Jack commented on the inei-
dent as they followed Spud towards the
ranch-houso.

They found tho house was large and
spacions, with a big, many-windowed
(Eninp; ond Ii":'i'[l%'l‘ﬂ'ﬂlll’t in front. De-
hind this lay a clean, tiled kitchen, and
then came the bed-rooms, of which
there were about eight.

Locke and Jack were given {wo of the

largost. .

cur hours’ refreshing sleep between
clean sheets worked wonders, and after
a cold bath Locke and Jack sauntered
oub to have a stroll round the buildings.

*Caister's foreman 1sn't a partien-
larly amiable fellow; is he?” remarked
Jack, after they had walked a few
moments in stlence. ] i

“No,” replied Locke, with a smile;
“bnt there’s a lot of pericetly honest
men, Jack, who aren't particularly
amiabie, and vice-versa.”

“I know, guv'nor,” protested Jack;
“but he seemed jolly interested in you,
I noticed, although he would never
look wou straight in the face ™

“You're right, my lad,” agreed the
detective guietlv.  “I'm watching that
fellow, There's ene thing, Jack,” he
continned grimly, “if we are attacked
again by the Wolf or one of his agents
then thiz masquerading as Henderson
is futile. I will take the mask off and
o affer him az I am—as [Forrers
Locke. It will be a battle of wits,
with the advantage on hiz side in that
I don't know his identity.”

“And a battle of gunz hefore we're
through with it!"” added Jack.
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“Yes, o batile of guns, if 1t comes-to
shooting, and it's a thonsand to one that
it will,” was the reply. “We're both
prethy useful shots, Dut do you know
what we're going to do right now?”

“No replied Jack, with intercst.

“We're going to practise gquickness on
the deaw. Out here a man's life can
hang on the fraction of a sccond. It's
the man who gets his guns out first that
wina.” ;

“There's another thing that has been
puzzling  me, guv'nor,” said Jack,
“When Bud was dving he whispered,
‘ Just the law of the Wolf!" I reckon
a dying man's last words are pretty
serious ones. Dut I'm dashed if Y can
make hoad or tail of that sentence! Ii
woild be ecasy if Butd had been an
enemy of the Wolf's, but he wasn't.”

“Tt might be that he really had no
connection with the Woli, but the latter
took his death as an exeuse for getting
rid of the sheriff,” replied Locke.

“Yoez, but the Welf's not the kind of
follow to want an excuse for getbing rid
of anybody.” eame back Jack guickly.

Ferrers Liocke [anghed.

“You've hit the woeak epot, my lad,”
o said. “I'm afraid Bud's words only
serve to deepen the mystery rather

-than help to solve it!”

TFurther eonversation ceased az Spud
approached.

“We're takin® the wngon oui in tl
marnin’, Mr. Hondersoun,” he said.
“I'm startin’ roundin® wp. Would yuh
Itk to come with us, or ride oni ev'ry
day from the ranch?®'

“T'd like to come with you, Spud”
replied Locke. “But I must be here to
morrow  night.,  One or two of the
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fust, som 1 he added, turning to Jack.

“That's alk right!” laughed Jack,
“I'm & bit saddle soré now, but I'l
soon got used to it

“Shore, thet’s the idea, =on!” replied

ud approvingly.

He. turned away, then wavsed and
added :

“Say, yuh poilta guni”

" Yas."

“Then bring her.”

“Why? Do you expect frauble?”

Spud nodded slowly.

“ Yessir!” he replied slowly, “We all
pack guns hyar nows  There's trouble
an’ plenty in th' cattle country.”

“I'vo heard something about this,*
remarked Locke, the tole of Hendevson
upon him. “Somcone 13 terrorizing
this couniry, isn't he

“He figgers he 15, replied Spuod,
“ O Jake Peters what nw“f the I}qﬂbiu
R iz talkin® wild about ecither sellin’
out or goin’ plumb ruined, His water
courses was found poisoned vesterday.
Say, more'n a bhun’erd head o cabtle
dead through if™

Y What trouble do vou oxpect hepe ¥

“T expects,” said Spud., his eyes
turned dreamily towards the  hovizon,
““thet when we gels rounded up ws'll be
raided or stampeded. An" yuh shore
knows what thet-means, misier—or else
ug'll be plugged with lead from outa
th' dark, like somo fellers round theso
hyar paris! T expects trouble—murder,

ma¥be—but in what form I shore cain't-

54y 12#

with Spud.

* What shore beats us guys iz where
these hombres herd out cattle after a
rustlin’ i" Hpud had remarked, * Cudss
us gitys knows this hyar counley plumb
right through! There ain't a draw,
there ain't. a canyvon, thersa ain't &
blamed valley but what us guys dow't
krow it, but, gosh-snakes, 1.%&&1: cattln
gseems like as though they were shore
swallowed up’ in  th' pground! TUs
watches the railrond and us watches the
markets, but, zay, there ain’t never no
cattle freighted but what are sheore
legit'mate, and there 2rn't none of our
brands in th' markets ‘eopt Wwhat us
follers sénds ourselves ™

“And you can give no explanation
as to who does this, and why!" Locke
had gquestioned casually,

I Mo, sir! We knows nuthin'!
it's a blanted mystery ™

Lacke had also told Bpud about the
aceident to- Hank, the first news of which
the foreman had received in the letier
Locke had handed to him from Haok.
The detective, however, did not mentian
tho fact that he and Hank suspected the
Wolf had brought the accident nhout.

Boih Jack and Locke slept with
loaded revolvers beneath their pillows,
but the night passed uneventfully, and
they wers up at dawn ready to ride
out with the ranch wagon.

“Us is aimin' to tie up at One Trep
Creok,” said Spud, noting with approval
that their baggage having -been brought
in"ovérnight hy Caister’s bugpy, which
had been to Wolf Point, both Locke and

Guesza

Jack wore shorts, chaps,-and sombreros.

a heap next week, and ws'll give

e;{é}lainaﬂ_
Bpud, as he, Locke, and Jack rode soma
distance ahead ‘of the wagon, “and 1
want ‘em pronto. Caister’s freightin®
I im H
hand. There's half th' work irt this hyer
round-up  bis'ness if rvanchers'll s’y
pull togeiher like us does, ™

© “"ITas tho Caister putfis arrived ™ in.
quired Ferrers Locke,

" Yassiv! Eight of 'em! Good hanta
far’s I know; but I've on’y seetr threo
of 'emn workin'. The others iz new lo
me, - But Caister géts good [fellers,
He's a good hombre to work fer, Pays
well and feeds "em welll™

From then till late in the afternoon
Y.ocke and Jack revelléd in hard ridin
through the clean, warm Texzax air. Jac
rode with Spud, and sson picked up,
how to head off a sicer

The grass on the ran wns good,
and the steers wers .well conditioned
and {ractable. Only once did Jack ex-
perience any trouble, and that was when
a steor, red eyed and ﬁngrg, essaved to
turie on him iretead of jomning the hord.

It came at hiin with & rosh, but with
a touch of the spur hé shot out of the
brute's path just 1 time. It wheeled
and charged again; but Bpud dropped
a lariat- neatly over its horns and
brought it kicking and struggling to
1tz hannches.

(It was o narrew sgueck for Jgek
Drake, but ilhe plucky youngsicr €3 Io
fined Rimsclf 1o for tighfer cornery thai
this before very long., Be sure you reac
ttexd wreek's tnstalment of this ?'mt
defective story, chumad  It's fuff of
thrilla and exciting sifuaiions.) .
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o e g T S 4 T 5 . ¥ g, F{;?muus l.'n'-} felt that they were “for 'auzlfrﬁ and thatd}iﬂvning ass iﬁluljhli}&rna
: ) i, !’ a fellow,” sai unter. “ My old pal
“ MISSING FROM I Bunter eame into Study No. 1 to tes ID'Arcy, at St. Jim's, has forgotten bo

Bunter also -was fecling write,” somehow: - Y've decided to sting

. hat day.
SCHOOL1” ] sorious, Thougls

(Continded from paifé 2’2:1".

B S 3 e S e

% about Coker,
i Tiis - Christmas

Eﬁurﬂﬁf aﬁfthmg in the natare of a sacri-

Bl.mt rwas thmkmg ot

= hest known to h:msﬁlf Billy Bunter did
not desire to pass the vacation amid the
wealthy magnificence of
in the fascinating' society of his broknéc

was nob bothering” io my old pals!™

T 8tick” to them, by all means.” said
Cherry. *Don't- waste youd vale.

able time on us, ald fat man!®

- “He, he, he!"- Bunter decided-to tike

that remark a: a joke. “It's

tlid
then. with Whartnnm’ﬁ

idays.  For reﬂﬁbm

Bunter' Court,

I'm stayin
e vins Dnllxégsuﬂ:_gytgﬂﬁﬁﬂiﬁrﬁsgﬂz Sammy and his sister Beéssie.  Very  The Famous Fﬁ*e exchanged a cheery
g, from her pmn:i:. of ﬂm;' much he did not desire to do so. "Ho 'grin. ~ As they were staying on. at the
» L]

Timt, éfternmoon, whila ‘the last -faot-

“had thc-ugi)ht of goi

home with the deser:b&d school when the sthed fellows

Boundey, .but Smithy had Eumethmg 1o went, there was no objection to Bunter
b&HLTt:AtEh {::[ ihﬂtﬂnm?ﬂ;ﬂﬁff lﬂﬂ say 'to thdt,” and he said it with what * ai‘.-ﬂj'mg with, Wharton," if he’felt, so
Hunter rngarded 43  UnneCessary Had the Famous Fw{: boen

nuf- seouting. They put in s  very

Ht-rqtmﬂmj sfternoon, - and | came in late

nnﬂ Yired: to t;ea,,wmﬁuut an;r news nf
l;L'IjBEEI'.IE 50 Iﬂ'}"-

The next a.;r—Eun ay— ue:r wsual
33,14_:;]55? .walk was "dbandoned in favour
of furtler smut.mg, u.}?eh was cqually
strenuous and equally, fruitless.

Tt. was, indeed, scarcely probable thas
the Boy.Scouts would succeed, where it
wag khbwn thaé the . police: were baffled
and perplexed, -Chance might have
iamurad thietti; but #t did. not. - &

!:m search seemed amﬂlutelr Imue-
iﬂ - -gnd it still sesmed Elﬁ dn the
h I"B ‘bredk-up. - t.day Harr:r for -C
arton ‘&' Co. were very berious in- way,
deed. "It lcnf-:’ed as if they were booked {hat. '

with

?huu!dn .

an invitation.

e hE.?' B518, |

3 cunsidemd Lord Mauleverer next:
Lut Mauly. was not taking any.  He told
Peter Todd that he would come horin

“1 zay, you felfﬂwa,” he remarked, “I

supi osé yoit're fixed up for Ghmtmas P
¢ Famous Five grinned,

Thei certainly seemed to be fixed ap

ristmgs—in a rather unexpeited of

Bul Bunter was not aware of al!

going to Wharton  Lodge, as originally
arranged, the matter wmlld have I::-I:-ﬂu
differant.

“¥You really want to stay with ma,

him, and’ chatce it; but Petor Bunter?” asked the capfain “of 'the
stated “that” he  wouldn't, muidni and Remove.
: S0 the matter “wras growing “Yes, old chap,"” smid DBunter
serigus, and Bunter hid quite a thought- aﬁentmnatal}' i .
‘fullook when he ‘dropped in_ to ‘Studv  “It's a'go, then,” said Harry eravely,
No. 1 to tea—withoit the-formality of “Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see anything lo cackle
at!"”  gaid Bunter.

And 5o it was scttled, thuugh o
Famous Five opined that it W as likely to
become unsettled again; when the Owl
the Romove lcaroed where he was lo
“stay with Wharton,”

_ THE END,
ko lltﬂ-r at thﬂ Eﬂhﬂ-ﬂi o codtinue thig “We are!" assented Wharton, A Make  mure Cyou c, reqid, CTHE
ﬁtw h=—sccording to Bob’s pléedge to  *The chaps staying with vou, 3 PRISONER OF THE Ha'mfmmﬁ g
isstlukem .EHPQIGEE'? d By Frank .ﬁ'm.’mr:i’.‘r e Fier! wmmu
o remBili-in.the deserted. school after t 50" fieent - alory “in  this ' splendid scries,
wli t-hﬁ‘ﬁﬂ‘lﬂr "fallowa h! One Was no - 3 'lI;Il mlna, ' said Bunter. whick - will  apjear .fn " nerl weel's
light natter: " And ‘Chtis Was chm:- “Will you! BUMPER  CHRISTM A8 NUMPER
tl:ma—clt- "came’ but once ‘a 5-&&:[ I‘hu_ ".&ftar all, Smithy’s Father an out- of the Magxer) -
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