


THE SPIRIT OF GOODWILL ! ¥Vehicle after vehilcle looded with light-hearted schoolboys- rolis away from
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Nat See the Joke !

i ACKED yeti"”
“No.” _
“Not yei? demanded Billy

Bunter.

*#Not yel,” assented Harry Wharton.

Billy' Buster blinked at the cdptain of
the Remove through bis big spectacles.

“ ¥ suppose you haven’t forgotten that
i‘t‘a‘ I%:r‘regﬁvup to-day ¥ he asked.

* No.

“Then why haven'l you packed?®”

“Lots of time yeti.'

“Rot!™ seid Bunier emphatically,

“Think so01” asked the captain of the
Greyfriars Remove, with a cgwr:.r smile.

“Yes, I jolly well do,” said Bunter.
“ I suppose don’t want to hang on
here after all the other fellows have
gone, do youi"

4T don't know that T exactly want te.”
“It's a long step to Wharton Lodge,”
#aid Bunter.— “Wa don't want to catch
s late train. TLook here, you buck up
ind pack, and let's get the first bus to
the station.”

And Billy Bunter, having bestowed an
admonitory frown upon the captain of
the Remove, rolled away.

Billy Bunter, at least, was ready to
start.

It was a_ frosty December day, and
Gireyfriars School was breaking HF for
the  Christmas holidays.. Some of the
fellows had slready Biqm. . But there
were still créwds in the qued and the
H&Gﬁ.ﬁas, and stacks of waiting baggage.

the Bemove, with tho exception of
Harry ?fhnrtfnn 4.?1 Cn:l.t had medo their
i miions ol depariule.
WE'Fambuﬂ: Five scemed to h
made none—which wes rather surprising,
and rather irritating to William Geofge
Bunter. - Bunter wanted to catch an early
train; ho did not see any use in hang:
ing on. Bunter had arranged to spen
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= of Harry Wharton & Co., the =

= Chums of Greyfriars, dealing =

= with their adventures during =

= the Christmas vacation. =
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the Christmes: vacation with Harry  Johnny Bull shook -his head. He was

Wharton, and Wharton, a litile un-
expectedly, had agreed. In Bunter’s
opinton 1t was high hime to gel off to
Wharton Lodge, VYot in the goeneral
hurry and flarry of packing and depart-
ing, Harry Wharton Co. _secme
neither hurried nor furried—in fact,
they strolled about carelessly, saying
good-bye  to the other follows, as if they
were not- thinking of departing at all,

“1 say, you fellows!"” hooted Bunter,
as he came on Frank Nugent and Bob
Cherry chatéing by the doorway. “Aro
you ready to start

Bob Cherry and Nugent chuckled.

“ Not quite, old fat bean,” said Bob.

“How long ara you going to be " de-
manded Bunter.

“*That depends,™ said Nugent gravely.
“It may be for years and it may be for
ever, as the song sayz”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ 0k, don't ba atsilly ass you know,'
said Bunter. “I'm readys.”

“Why not start, then®”

“How can I start, [athead, when I'm

going home with Wharton and you
fellows, and youw're not ready?” said
Dunter snappishly.

“Ha, ha, ba!"” roared the two juniors.

Apparently they ' saw  zomething
humorous in Bunter's remarks. Bunter
could not fee anything humorous in tha
matter, and he Llinked at them wreth-
fu].I]E
“Look here, vou fellows, jolly well

t ready !” he czeclaimed. *'I'm not
Eﬁugiug about here all dav, I can tell
you.”’

And Bunter rolled on hiz way, look-
ing very cross indeed, leaving Bob and
Nugont chuckling.

He was looking for Johnny Ball and
Hurree Jamzet Ram Hingh, and he
found them in the quad.  There was no
sign of jpreparving for departure aboud
those two members of the famons Clo.

“Aren't you ready io g9, Bull 7 de.
manded Bonter.

d esteemed fat Bunter,”

a fellow of few words; and apparontly
he Irad none at all to waste on 'William
George Bunter.

*You, Inkyi”

“The readyfulness is not terrifie, my
said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“Po vou want to catch the Tast bus,
fathead 7"

"Hurree Bingh shook bhis head,

*“Well, get a move on, then,” =napped
Bunter,

* Certainfully 1™ .
The two jumors gof a move on—walks
ing away from Bunter. But thoy did

not move towards the House.
Bunter bhinked after them, quite
puzzled.

‘While everyhody else was geliing
ready to go, and thinking, and almost
hreathing, Christmas, the Famous Five
«of the Romove seemed to have forgotien
that it wae -hrgaking-uiq day at all

Really, it was inexplicable to Bunter.

A big motor-bus, which was to cgrry
the juniors to the stetion, was crammin
with fellows. Temple, Dabney & Ca, «
the Fourth, had swarmed aboard, and a
number of Removites wero secrambling
for seatz. The Famous Five might have
been expected to join up in  the
seramble, but they did not. They did
not seem to mind whether they canght
the early train or the late train, or any
train at all,

“Good-bre, fatiyl” called out Peler
Tadd, slapping Bunter on the back as he
passed hin.

“0Ow | Good-bye, and good riddance !
aaid Bunter pnlih‘,-ll_-.u

“Why, yon fat hounder———=*7

“BSorty 1 couldn’t come with wow,
Toddy,” said Bunter lofiily. *Sorry,
hut it conldn'ts be donel”

“Did 1 ask you?” inguired Peter.

“Quite impossible I’ said Bunter, deat
io that giestion. “TI'm staying “with
Wharton over Chrztmas, von  know,
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Why, what are you cackling at. you
image ?""

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Peter,

“What's the joke, you silly ass?™
howled Bunter,

“You are, old fat man!” chuckled
Peter. “You'll see it later.. Ta-fa! I
hope you'll have a merry Christmas—
staving with Whavton, Ha, ha, ha!”

And Peter Todd chortled as he went
on his wav.

Bunter blinked after him.

Yernon Bmith and Tom Redwing came
glong. Bmith geve Bunter a cheery
Erin.

“1 hear voun're staving with Whar-
ton " he remarkad.

“Yes,”" snapped Bunter. “I really
couldn't come with you, Bmithy--a chap
has to be a bit particular, vou know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.
“You'll enjoy wourself staying with
Wharton.”

Tom Redwing chuckled.

“Look here, what do youwr meant”™ de-
imanded Bunter. * Every silly ass in the
Remove breaks out into cackling when 1
mention that I'm staving with Whar-
ton."”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Sinithy and Redwing went on theiv
way, laughing, but without explaining.
Hazeldene of the Remove tapped Bunter
en the shoulder.

“Staying with Wharton —whati"” he
nsked.

“Yes, " znortod Banter.

“Ha, ha, ha'” shricked Ilazel,

“Hallo, whal's the joke, Hazel?”
ealled out "Foin Brown. _

“ Bunter's staying with Wharlion this
vae,”" chirruped Hazel.

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Tom Drown.

Bunter blinked at the hilavious juniova
in astonishment, mingled with un-
casiness,

“What do yvou mean?” lw hooted,

“Hsz, ha, ha!"

Nobody seemed disposed to explain to
Billy Bunter what the joke was. But
he could see that there was a joke,
Btaying with Wharton for Christmas
seemed to set the Remove n & roar.
It was a deep mystery. Bunter had
stayed with the captain of the Remove
for Christmas before at Wharton Lodge,
and, so far as he could sce, there was
nothing to excite merriment in the fact
that he was staying with Wharton for
Christmas  again,  But the Remove
fallows evidently thought it funny. for
the ‘more mention of it made
rall.

&Buntm* had not received what could
bacalled a pressing invitation for Chriat.
mes at Wharton Lodge, Having failed
to *plant " himself on Lord Mauleverer
for the wvacation, and having failed a
second time with Vernon-3mith, Bunteyr
had calmly added himseif fo W hartcmr:
party. He had been both relieved and
aurprised when the captain of the Re-
move raised no objection. Bunter was

not & senaitive fellow—he really did not
require to be pressed. So long as he
was nobt kicked, he was satisfied. Bo il

was sottled that he was staying with
Wharton for Christmas. Bunter had
settled it, and Wharlon had asrented.
But where the joke came in was a mys-
tery to Bunter. Why all the fellows
eackled at it was bevond his fat com-
prehension,

Bunter rolled into the House again
to seek the captain of the Remove. He
found Wharton saying goodbye to
Squiff of the Remove,

“"Look here, YWhavion!"”

Puanter

them
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jerked at his sleeve, *VYou don'{ seem
to be getting ready yet."

“Not yet,” assented Harvy.

“The fellows seem to think ihere's
some joke in my staying with you for
Christmas,” said Bunter, blinkibg at
him,

Wharton %riﬂm}d.

“Do thoy!” he asked.

“Yes. don't zea the joke."

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Squill,

“Why, there's another silly ass
cackling 1"  hooted PBunter. Y Look
hare, Field, what ave vou cackling at,
vou dummy?"

“* Bunter really staving with yon over
Christmas, Wharton?'' asked Bquiff.

(1] YEE'?J

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“He wanted to, and T don’t mind,”
said Wharlon blandly. * Why should 1
mind=—in the circumstances?”

“Ha, lia, ha!"

“Look here,
Bunter,

But Wharton went out with Squiif to
ape him off, and Bunter was lefi blink-
ing wrathinlly.

“What on earth does it meani”
grunted the Owl of the Reomove.

It really was a mystery.

Wharton—""  howled

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Potter and Greene are Not Taking Any !

R. PROUT, the master of the
Fifth, turned round from his
fire a8 a tap came at his study
door.

“Come in!" he said.

Potter and Greene of the Greyfriars
Fifth entered the study. .

The two Fifth-Formers kad their coats
on, and were evidently prepared for
their journey. A slight impaticnee was
visible in their manner, too, as if lhey
would really have preferred fo ged of
without &4 final interview with theie re-
spected Form master.

““Ah! Pottor and Creenc.” said My,
Prout, *Come inl” N
“You sent for us, sie,” said Poifer.

* Quite so.” :

Mr. Prout eyed the two senios.

“Yery kind of you to send for vs fo
say pood-bre, sie,” sald Greone,

Mr. Proot coughed, :

“Hem! That was not precisely my
object in sending for you, Greene,”” he
said., I understand that yon two hoys
were the closest iviends of Tloraee Coker,
of the Fifth Formi" _ 1

“Oh, yos, sir!” said Potter, * Colers
in our stady, von know—or was, befove
he dizsappeared.”

“Np news of old Coker, sir®" asked
{Freone. )

“None, T am sorey fo say. ;

“1t's very sad, sir,” saud Greene,

foeling called upon to say something
“ Elis poople will miss him this Chaist-
mas—his  Aunt Judy and  lds Unelo
Henry, It's very sad,

“Very ! agreed otles.

“ Indonbledis.” sand M. Prout,
“the mivsberions disappearance of
Coker will cause greal dismay aml
grief in his household this Clirisl-
mas.  Whether the unfortunaic boy
has been kidoapped. as: the polwe
appear to think, or whether e has
met with some terrible accident, va
one ean tell. His aunt, Misz Coker,
apprars to fear that an aceident ex.
plains his absence, and that he may
be found im  some - remole  reooss
among the oliffz or ilw chalk.pie™

B, o iy o™ e *o

“That would be awiul, sie.™

“1 don't think 1#'s bkely, sie,” sald
Potter., “He's been away a week, and
sonnething would have been seen of him
by mow, with such a search guing on.”
U No doubt,” said the Fifth Form
maskey,

“More likely wandeved awav. don'l
yvou tlunk, sir?”’ said Polter. * Mental
failure, or something, would account for
it. Coker never was very bright, sic.”

My, Prout coughed again.

“I do not pretend fo ¢xplain Colior's
extraordinary disappeavance, wlich has
puzzled the police,” be saud.  *1 hope
and trust that he may be found vel,
safe and sound.”

“(Oh, certainly, sir. We all hope 50"

Potter glanced at 1he door.

He was uob ob all indifferent 4o (e
fate of Horace Coker of the Fifth Form,
who had disappeared from (aeyiviars
so mysteriously a week before. 1le wase
sorry for ald Coker, and sincerely hoped
that he would bhe found undamaged.
Nevertheless, he had his train {0 cateh.
Time and tide wait for no man; and the
same applies (o trains,

“You are doubtless avware,” contined
Mr. Prout, " that, at the reguest of Miss
Judith Coker, the Head gave [HETTEIES 100
for Greylriavs boys 10 join in Lhe search
for ber missing nephew., By the Head's
permission, any boy who 2o desives may
romatn at Greyfirars, instead of going
home For the vacation, {o continue ilis
search.”

“ Hem !

"UI'I"I.!”

“I understand that c:-rIl&En boys 1
the Lower Fourth Form have decided
to do so," said Mr. DProut.

ORI

“"IFive bovs— Wharlon, Cherry.
Nugent, Bull, and ihe Indian boy, ™
said the master of the Ififth,

“My hat'” ejaculated Potler. " I-—]
mesn I don't catch on. These kids were
alwavs rowing with Coker. Why, the
dav he disappeared he had goove after
Bol Cherry into Friavdale Wood to
wallop him "

“Then the resolve of these juniors
displays a spirit of goodwill and for-
riveress very appropriate at iliis season
of the year,” said AMe. Prout.

“Oh! Yes! Of—of course™

“Yery deceni of them, =ir.™

Y1 zent for vou,' wenl on AMe. Proul,
“to inform vou that wvew lave the
Head's pevmission, and my pormisesion.
to stav on alb the school if yon o de-
sive, in order to searelt further for the
Fifeh Forns boy who was vour partienlas
feirndd.”

"Ji..-*‘.h-:--fmwm_h L¥,
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“T searcely think that any usoful pir-
pose would be served by tpn::rlur doing s,

peid Mr. Prout. “But it you should so
desire, I wonld not place any obstacls
im your way. Cerlain arrangements
would have fo be made, of course, and
for that reason I wish to know your
decizion.™

Dotier and Greene Jooked ab one
enother.

They were sorry for old Coker; they
missed him—or, at-least, they missed the

royal spreads tfm:.r had been aceusiomed
{o in the study, They even tried not {a
feel how pleasant and peaceful it was
in the study without the loud voice and
heavy feel of Horsce Coker.

Of course, they were deeply concerned
for Coker. Ho had their best wishes.
But putting in a Christmas vacation
at & deseried school was guite another
matter.

“OFf course, it's really up to those
Remove kids, o a way,” romarked
Potter casually. “1 hear that Coker
risked his lifc Lo pull young Cherry out
of tho water the day he disappeared.”

“Bul I'm afraid we shouldn't be any
use, sir,”’ said Greene. “In fact, as the
police have failed to lind Coker, it seomns
to me ihal it would appear rather a
cheek on our part——" . ,

“Quite imperiinent, I'm afraid,” said
Polier, shaking his head., 1 should not
like Inspector Grimes to think me ine
periinent. 1 respect him very much.”

“And as you think, =ir, that no useful
purposeé would be served——" went on
Greene. o

“Weo feel bound (o give m 1o your
gpinion, sir,” added Potler.

Mr. Prout coughed once move,

“1 merely desired fo know your de-
cision,” he remarked rather deyly.

“0Oh, quite so, sir! We were going
home i'm' Chrisimias with Coker; but as
he's dizappeared, of course, that's aff.
8o Grecns iz coming home with e,
gir.”

T mean your decision with regard te
staying on at the school and keeping up
the search for Coker,” said Mre. Proud.
“ Apparently you have decided to go.”

“We—we feel that it would be checky
on our part to butt in, sir, the police
having the matter in hand——"

“ And—and, you sec, sir—"

Y see—quite 1 sald  Mr.  Prout.
“Good-bye, my boys!”  And the IMifth
Form master turned 1o his fire again.

Potter and Greene left the study
rather hastily.

In the corridor they looked of one
anpther. It was an expressive look, in-
dufativa-of their opinion of the intellect
of & Form master who had supposed, [or
gne moment, that they would decide to
hang on at the schoal over tho Christmas
vacation, Theu they walked out (o fhe
vehicle that was to convey them o the
etafion.

Harry Wharlon met thom at ihe Jdoor-
way.

“You follows poing?™ he asked.

UEh? Naturally ! said Potter, with
g stare, ‘““TFellows gencrally po hoine
at Christmas, don't theyr?”

“But old Cokor——"

“We'va had  that  from  Prouiy,
thanks.” said Totler quite  rudely,

HWa don't want any more from the
Lower Fourth.” L
“Thanks all the senre ™ =anl Greene.
Y (ame on, Potter ™
Aund the two Fiith-Formers departed,
Harry Wharion suiled slightly, The
erowd was clearing off wnow; already

Tue Macsur Lasmany.—XNo. 935
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siletice and solitude was beginning to de-
stend on the old =chool. Horace Cokee
of the Tifth had always been on terms
of warfare with the Famous Five of the
Homove; but evidently no one ontside
the ranks of the Famous Five intended
to take advansape of the Head’s kiwd
permission fo slay on at Greylfriars and
coptinue the scarch for the missing
Filth-Former, If Potter and Greens,
Cobker's partieular choms, felt a deep
concern for the missing Horace, that con-
cern was apparently compatible with
pazsing a cheory Chrislmas at home,

Vehicle after vehicle rolled away, and
Greviriars was left almost deserted.

The Famous Five saw the last crowd
off, and walked back to the House with
rathor serious faces,

*Bit quiet, i=n't 117 said Bob Cherry.

H¥es, rather.”

“The ratherfulness iz terrifie,” mur-
wred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“We may ind Coker in time to got
off before Christmas, all the same,”
said Harry Wharton heopefully. “Tt's up
to us to find him if he can be found,
after what he did for you, Bob.”

“IE1” murmuared Johnny Ball ;

“Well, we're for it, anyhow,” =aid
the captein of the Remove.

“Anyhow, we shall have DBunter to
cheer us up, as jolly old Bunter is stay-
ing with Whirton for Christmas,” re-
marked Bob Cherry.

“"Ha, ha, ha "

And the merry laugh of the chums of
ihe Remove awoke the echoes of the
silent old quadrangle.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Staying with Wharton !

“ I, here you are !V "
“Jlere we are, old fat man i

“'The herefulness is terrific.’”

Billy Bunter planted himsell

in the way of the Famous Five as they

came into the Houwse out of the frosty

air. DBilly Bunter’s fat face was wralh-

ful and uneasy. He blinked at the

chums of the Remove with o blink that

ought to have withered them on the
rpat—buf did not.

“You silly idiats " he said.

“Phanks 1™

“You frabjons fatheads

“T'ho thankiulness iz preat!”

“You footling chumps "

Yo it

“Ha, ha, ha 1™ _

“What do you mean by it?” voarcid
Bunter. WAl the fellows pone—I've
Leen looking for you everywhers ——"

“YWe've heen to see the last lot off
at the gates,” said Harry Wharton,
langhing, *“And here we are again,
Bunter.” .

“As large as lile,
natural,” grinsed Bob. i

“What do you mean by it?” hooted
Bunter. “Why haven't we started with
ihe rest " 1

“Ts that a conundrum?”

“Wau howling ass, it fsn't! I want
io know what vou mean! We sha'n'i
wel to Wharton Lodge till after dark ™

“Malke it after Thristimas,” suggested
Bob Cherry. “Thai’s really more
likely.”

¥ What?" howled Bunter,

“Dear man, what are you getting ex-
cited  about? Yon're staying x:u_%th
Wharton over Christmas, aren't you!

*Ha, ha, ha "

“¥ heard you tell him so yesterday,”
went on Bob.,  ‘‘ As you zaid so yourself,
I suppose it's so. You ought to know.

1

and  twice a3

O o iy o™ il o

Well, here's Wharton, Stay with him.™”
U We're all staying,” chuckled Nugett.
“The more the merrier."

“The stayiulness is terrific.”

“T'm staving with Wharton at Lis
lrome, you blinking asses!”  gasped
Bunter. “ What arve you driving at?”

“No jolly fear!™ said the captain of
the Remove. “¥You eaid yon were sfay-
ing with me, and I =aid you could if
you liked, I nover said anything about
going hame,™

“*But you're going home, of coursed”
hooted Bunter.

“Not in the least

Bunter almost fell down,

“ Not going home for Christmiasi™ he
sttttt.nmrf

“Wo,"” grinned Wharton.

“You mepn you're going with one
of these chaps, instead of going to Whar-
ton Lodge?” asked Bunter. “Well, I
think it's rather .rotten to alter arrange-
ments like that at ibe last moment.
Never mund; I'll come.™ :

“Put I'm not going home with one
of these chaps!” chuckled the capluin
of the Remove.

“You're nol staying at the school
over the wvae?” shrieked Bumter, the
dreadful teuth forcing iself into his fat
mind at last,

“Yia, ha, hat Just that|”?

“ Put—buat you can’t !’ %‘HS:'H:HI Bunier,
“The Head won't let von,”

“Special leave I grinned Bob Cherry.

“But there won’t be anything on
here,” stuttered Bunter. * No Christ-
inas grub, no turkey, not a blinking
mince-pie, no  Christmas-pudding=—as
anything!  The Head gocs away fov
Christmes; so do all the masters—even
old Gosling goes ol | What do you want,
to stay here fort”

“We don't want tal?

“Yon—you—you ass!
slaving ?rluere without
suppose?’”

‘leugn are ™ chuckled Jolnny Bul!;
“Exactly! The call of jolly old duty.

“When duly calls, you know,” smiled
IFrank Nugent.

“When duty ecalls, to brazen walls,
hew baza the bleke who howls and
bawls I* said Bob Cherry.

‘“I1a, ha, ha!” _—

Billy Bunter glarved at the hilarious
juniors wii};h a glare that almost cracked
his spectacles. )

“hﬂHE Famous Five had been a litfle
downhearted when the last brake volled
away and they found themselves left on
their lonesome own in the deserted
school. Dut Bunter hed saccecded—un-
intentionally—in  cheering them up.
Bunter’s fat face was worth at the
present moment a guinea a box, ov
more.  His  expression  was  really
exhilarating. .

“1—f—1 suppeose vouw're pulling wmy
leg, you beasts!” he spluttered, at last.
“Ts that it :

“Gaher as 2 jolly old judge,” said Dob
Cherry,  “Didn’t you know that the
Head had given leave for any fellow to
stay on here for the vac, and go on
scarching for Coker®”

“What rot!"” .

“Rot or not, that's what we've doing,”
said Harry Wharton, " You're welcome
to stay with us, old fat bean,

Bunter fairly splutteved with wrath,
1Te had decided to slay with Wharten
for Christmas, without bothering about
the idle formality of an invitation. Dut
he did not want to stay with him n a
dezerted schonl, and spend his Christmas
vacation lramping about frozen iwoads

You're nnt
wanling ta,
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last.
Bunter.
expression on the fat junior's faoce.

**Ha, ha, ha ! * laughed Harry Wharton.

““ You’re not staying at the school over the vac ¢ ' shrieked Bunter, the dreadful truth foreing itseif into his fat mind at

“*But there won’t be anything on here ! ** stuftered
‘" No Christmas grub—no turkey—uot a blinking mince pie—no nothing
“ Well, you awiul beasts ! ** hooted Bunier.
with you ?= Not likely ! ** (Sez Chapter 3.)

*¢ Just that ! **

| ¥

The Famous Five roared at the
* Think I'm going to hang on here

searching for Coker of the Fifth, or
loaling dismally about silent passages
and studies whiie the Famous Five were
out. Certainly he did nol want that.

“Well, you awinl beasts,” he said,
“think U'm going to hang on here with
you? Nob fikely !

“The sadiulness will be terrifie if the
esteemed Bunter takes his lbonourable
and welcoine depavture.”

“I—1I say. you fellowz, vou can't ba
sich awinl eliunps, von know,” wrged
Bunter. “What does Coksr maller,
anyhow 1"

T Lots—to Lis Aunt Judsy,” said Daob.

¥ Blow hizs Aunt Judy [

 Shagh

“ Mow Coker ™ roarcd Dunter.

“Qan it, old man, You'te staying
with we {or Christmas,” said Wharton,
“MWe're poung to have & uproarions
tine—trampivg  fhe wesds Trom early
morn till  dewy  eve, bhunting  for
Coker—

i BE‘ﬂﬁt e

“Think what an appefite yvouw'll got,
putting in twelve hours o day on the
tramp in the open air!” said Nugent.

DBunter shuddered at the idea.

“Mrz. Kebble will be staving, and she
will provide ws with grub,” went on
Frank. “OI courso, there won't he any
piddy festivities, or turkevs, or things.
Iiut we may get a slice of the house-
giame’s  Christmas  pudding i we're
rond.”

" Beast 1

" And think of Coker's gratitude if we
find him.,"” said Daob.

£ Boasg "

il

I
*a

“* You've repeating vourself, old man,”
spicd Dol Cherry, "ok on & new
record.”

*Heast ! howled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T'm not staying, I can fell you that !
hooted 1the Owl of the Remove. *I'm
going! Yah!”

"Ul:lll':f{ home to Bunter Conrt?” asked
Bob. *“Remember mo to the ntler and
the proom of the c¢hambers and the
powdered footimen, Think of poor hitle
e when you're entertaining the nobility
and gentry in the palatial halls of
Bunter Court !

*“Ha,"ha, ha!™

“I-—1 say, you fellows, don't play the
gont 1 wrged Banter, ™ Your uncle will
bee expecting you home, Whartan ™

“Not now I've writfien {6 him not to
expect yue,”

“Beast

“Bo jolly kind of you to offer to stay
with me, Bontee,” sowd the captain of
the Remove.  “You're ilie only fellow
wha's offered to keep us company here
over Christmas.”™

“Latch me staying ! said DBunter,
pazping with wrath. " You've lek me
town, and it's too late for me o fix it
wpr with Manly now, or Smuethy,  Pre
turned down a dozen invitations="

“Don't turn down mine!” implored
Wharton., “"Stay with uvs, old fat bean.
Do stay !”

* Dot besecched Dol Cherry, * Think
of your people, you know. Think how
nira:: it will be for them if you stay with
8.

¥

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“DBoeast '™ reared Dunter.

And he rolled away.

Five minates later Williain George
Bunter was gone. Ie understowd] now
why all the Remove fellows had roared
when fhey lheard that he waes steving
wilhh Wharion for Christinas. e saw
the joke at Jast, Buat it did not makc
him smile. Ihs fat face wore anythiog
Lut n, smiling ecxpression as e shook
the dust of Greyfoars from his feet,

— o

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tea In Study No. 11!

1 O sor bad 17 saud Bols Cherry,
“Crood, in fact!?  sald
Nugonl. )
“lopping ! sawd Wharlon.

Tie Famous Five were resolutely
cheerful,

Study No. 1, in the Hemove passapo,
presented guite 8 festtve #PPCATATICE 02
the winter dusk elosed in on Grreyiviars,
c Holly  and mistletoe  decorated the
walls, giving the study a very Christ.
massy look. A big fire blazed in the
zrate: school books had been put out of
sight, exiva armchairs borrowed [rom
other studies. Tea was ready, and il
was quite a handsowme spresd.  Wvery
member of the famous Co. was detor-
mined o keep in high spirits suitable
to the season., And they sueceeded
pretity well, Outside, the quad was dork

Tig Macgxer Lieranv.—No. 933,
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gnd deserled; and within ihe house,
ptudies and passages were lonely, un-
tenanted, and echeed cerily to a fool
vtep or & voice, Duk in Study Ne. 1, ut
least, all was merry and bright. I the
Famous Five had to stay over Christ-
mas in the deserted school, at least they
wore going to make the very best of 2
bl job.

Neither did they regrot what they had
decided upon. It Wwas not exactly agree-
able: but they felt that it was up to
ihem,

Coker of the Fifth had been anything
bat a friend of theirs, But Coker had

s o' Al D

plunged Iéﬂk]EﬁL‘fB inta the woodland
stream to rescue Bob Chorry; and one
good turn descrved another. And if

they had faltered, the remembrance of
Aunt  Judith’s troubled, tear-stained
Tuee would have confirmed them in their
vesolution. Folter and Greene, CUoker's
chums in the Fifth, had described him
as & follow whose absence might malke
any home happy. DBut to Aunt Judy
and Unela Henry, al least, he was in-
vatimable—he was their dear Horace,
amd the apple of their eve. What they
saw in Horacoe Coker

e GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER)

&

" murmured Johnny Bull.

“Well, if we do, and if it happens
Lefore Christinas, o holiday at the lodge
is off, of course,” 'said Harry. ~We
shall be able to fix up something else—
if we find Coker before Christmas Day.™

“Pon't worry,” =aid Johony Iull
“We sha'n't find him.”

“That's hopeful, at z!l cvents,” re-
marked Bob.

“Well, we're going o do our level
best, of course,” said Johony., “DBut
the police and half the local inhabitanta
have been hunting for him for a week,
and there’s a reward of a hundred
pounds offered for news. Nothing has
turned up so far. IU's not likely that we
shall be able to turn anything up. Dut
it's up to us to stick 1t out and try, after
what the silly ass did for Bob.™

*Hear, hear!”

“We'll begin to-morrow and carry ou
£ill we find him,” said Teb Cherry
cheerily. “And now for tea.”

There was & knock at the door of the
study.

“Iallio. halle, hallo!
Trvot in "

Ts that Bunter
come back ?

O, s Ay o’s g e

Coker major, who bad 2 punch like the
kick of a mule, Reggie had the brains
of “the family, ahd Horage had the
muscle, and each of them was satisfied
with that division.

Harryg Wharton & Co, had quite
kindly feelings towards Coker minor.
FPoor Re%gha had been loocking almost
like a ghost ever since the mysterious
disappearance of his major; 1t was even
said that he had made blunders in his
Greek under lus stress of mimd, And
the swot of the Biith was supposed to
know Greek better than most fellows
knew English., TUndoubtedly Reggie
Coker took the matter very much to
heart.

He zat down rather zhyly in the chair
Wharton placed for him,

“ B0 vou haven's pone?™ asked Havrey.

“I'm poing,” said Reggie Coker dis-
mally. *I've asked my pater to let me
stay on at school till Horace iz Tound,
but he thinks I'd better go home.”

“Here you are—sosses and chips ™
sald Bob Cherry. “Pile in, old bean,
and forget that you're 8 member of the
high and mughty Sixth.”?

Reggin grinoed

was, perhaps, rather
i mystery to fellows
who knaw Coker. Bub
undoubtedly they saw
nich 1in him.

The disappearance
o Uoker was stll an
wnzolved mystery.
Not & word had been
heard from him, oF
about him, for a week,
=ince he had vanished
as if the carth had
opented and swallowed
him up. And he had
dizappeared on tho
very day that he had
rescued  DBob  Cherry
from the torrent;
Bobk was the last
Groyfriars fellow who
had scen him., If A
there was any chance
of finding Coker, the Famous
meant to find him,

Wharton had a letier in hiz hand os
his comrades spread the table for tea.
He =miled rather ruelully as he read it

“ From your uncle? asked Nugent.

“Yes, He thinks it's all right, though
he's rather disappointed not 1o s0¢ me-—
us, [ mean,” said Harry, * Listen.”

He read out a part of the letter from
Colonel Wharton,

I'ive

“I am sorry ihat you are not coming
home for Christmas, my dear boy. Dut
T think you arc doing right, If Miss
Coker is correct in supposing that some
wceident bus befallen her nephew, and
that he way have fallem from a cliff,
ar into one of the old chalk-pits, 6 12
quite probable that you aud your
friends, with your tralning as Doy
Seoute, may be able to learn what has
become of the unfortunate lad. Ag all
events, I am glad to know that you are
all kind and generous enoungh to zacrifice
your Christmas holiday for the sake of
another.  As you will not be coming
home, your aunt and myself will be
going to Bournemounth, and the lodge
will be shut wp over the holidays.”

Wharton put the letter in his pocket.

* And he gives me the address to write
te,” -he said. “"We'ra fairly for it now,
you chaps. If—if wo find Coker—o
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The study door opened, and Re]‘;ggie
C'oker of the Sixth Form presented him-

self.  Coker minor wa: locking very
pale and distressed,

“Comoe in, Coker mwinor!™  said
Wharton,

“Tea’s juslt weady, old zon,” saind
Sugent,

“I—I say——" stammered Reggic.

“ Come 1n 1™

Coker minor came in.

Repgic Coker was as unlike hiz burly
Lrother Ilorace as a fellow’s brother
well could be, e was slight and youth-
ful and clever, and he was in the SBixth
Form, whereas his elder brother Horace
was -in the Fifth, and ought to have
been only in the Shell. ‘okor minor
never found it possible to keep up the

digaity of a Sixth Form man, On his
attainments, which were really weird
and wonderful, he was enptitled to his

place in the Sixth Form; but physically
thera were fellows 1n the ﬁe{fl who
could have handled him with ecase.
Indeed, Coker minor often thought that
he would have found life in the Sixth
not worth living, but for the fact that he
had a burly big brother in the Fifth
always ready—in fact, more than ready
—ta fight his battles for him. If a
Fifth Form man or a Shell fellow
cheeked Coker of the Sixth, Coker of
the Fifth was on the warpath at once;
and though Coker minor might be
despised as a fellow who could not uee
his Lhands, it was impossible to despize

faihtiiy.

“1 say, it's awlully
decent of you chaps
io hang on as vou're
doing, to search for
my brother !” he said.

“MWot at all," gaid

Bob., “¥You know
what your brother dic
for me.”

Y e, He's a
splendid  ehap,” said
Reggie. ™ hen I

think of what may
hava happened to him,
it makes me feel—="
His voice trembled.
“Well, vou under-
stand. But the pater
thinks I'd better go
home. You see, 1
always go home to
the pater and mater
for Christmaz, and Horace zlways goes
to Aunt Judy. Aunt Judy and Uncla
Henry are no end fond of him, as of
coursa he descrves, the dear old chap!”

“ Of—of course,” said Bab.

“1'd like to slay on and try to find
him," said gie, Y DBut the pater
thinks it wouldn't be any good.”

“Well, it wouldn't, you know,” said
Johnny Bull. “You're not up to it. A
day in the woods in winter would put
vou on your beam-ends™

“I—I suppose you're vight, and the
pater's right,” said Coker minor, with
a doleful nod. “It's awfully decent of
you fellows to give up igfmu‘ Christinas
vae like this. ? know I should be no
use helping you, though I'm in the
Sixth and yvou're only Remove kids. 1
say, I'm awfully grateful. I—T thought
1'd tell you so before T went.”

“That's all right,” esaid Harry.
“Wao're going over the whole country-
side, and we'll find Horace if he's to be
found. I suppose you haven't any idea
on the subject I

Ieggie shook his head.

“Can’'t make it out,” he said. “Ii
there'd been any accident, Horace ought
to have been found by this bime &
if he's been kidnapped, who would he
villain enough to do it? Horace hadn't
any enemies—as if he could have, such
a splendid chap, you know 1%
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“"Hem! Yes"

“Aunt Judy and Uncle Ilenry are
awlully ¢uk up about it,” went on
Reggie. “Uncle Henry fan't well, vou
know, and it has knocked poor old
auntie quite over, Uncle's secretary,
thet man Povnings, sugpests that
Horace maoy have gone off on o holiday
without getting leave from the Head-—
jusk cleared off bocause he wanted to,
vou know, But that's ell rot, of courae.”

“Poynings 7" repeated Wharton.

“1 don't know if von saw the man,”
said Reggie.  “He came here [wice to
see Horace lately. He had the chesk
to advise -him not to go to auntie’s for
Chrisimas, on account of Uncle Henry

being  seedy.  Frightful check, you
know, Horace talked to him jolly
plainly.”

The juniors grinned.

All Greyiriars had heard of Horace
Coker's indignation at what he regarded
—rather justly—as zheer cheek on the

art of his uncle's secretary., Coker

ad told Potter and Greene, and most of

the Fifth, and, in fact, evervbody whe
would listen, The matter had been
driven out of fellows' minds by what
had happened since, but the chums of
the Remmove remembered it now.

“Horace was going to advise Uncle
Henry to sack the fellow,” weni om
Feggie, “Cheek, von know, to iry to
keep old Horace away from Flolly
House for the Christmas vacation !”

“The cheekfulness was terrific,” re.
marked Huorree Jamseb Ham Bingly,
with a husky smile.

“Az 1f Unpcle Heory woulde't Lo
bucked, you Lknow, by having old
Horace with him [" said Coker nitnor.

“Hem ! Quite so '™

The juniors suppressed their simile:,

Undoubledly it was cheoky enough for
Mr. Henry Coker's seoretarv to have
intervened in tho matter without instroe-
tions from his employer. DBut ihe
Famouz Five could mot help thinking
that Mr, Poynings was probably right
in supposing that an nvalid's con-
dition would not be improved by the
presence of a noisy fellow with big feet
and a loud voice. 5till, it was certainly
no business of Mr. Povnings’.

Coker minor cheered up 2 good deal
under the kindly influence of Study
No. 1's hospitality., He left the Famous
Five on the best of terms, and they
promised to let him know at once if
they had any news of Ilorace. Tha
chums of the Remove walked down to
the door with him, and saw him into his
taxi for the station=the last of the Grey-
friavs crowd to depart.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Left On Their Own !

HE next two or three days were
strange enocugh to the amous
Five of the Remove.
Greyfriars in  vacation-timo
was o new Greviriars to them.
There were no classes, 1o begin with,
and it was vather new to be at school

without clazsez.  And there wera no
follows but themseives

Mr, Quelch, the master of the
Remove, deparicd. My, Prout, the
master of the Fifth, followed his
oxample. Then Mr. Capper and M.
Twigg went together. "The Head went
next.

Certainly, the chums of the Remove
wara not hikely to miss the masiers very
much. But their departure accentuated
the silence and desolation of the deserted
school.

As a rule, the Famous Five were
sufficient unte themselves. But they
would have liked to sec a few othor
faces nbout now, Hven the fat visage
of Billy Bunter would not have been
unwelcome,

Mrz. Kebble, the Houzo-dame, looked
after them well. ‘They wanted for
nothing. DBut they did not like silence
and solitude, and the Remove dormitory
seemed very desolate with only five beds
occupled tn it

Mrz. Kcebble was a fixture, so to

speak; and Mr, Mimble, the gardener,
and Mrs. Mimble, at the school shop,
were also fixtures.  But cven Gosling,
the porter, was going away for Christ-
mas ay. Perhaps the chums of the
Remove folt that Lgf}}' had made rather
a raistake in staving on.  Dut, having
sat thoir hand to the Eluugh, as it were,
they did not look back,
- Every day they went out ecarly,
generally taking lunch with them, and
pub in tf:m whole of the short Ileecombor
day in the fruitless seaveh for Coker.

Once or twice they saw Inspector
Grimes at Courthield. AMr. (irimes was
still active in the matter. The search
for the missing Greyfriars fellow was
officiatly in Tus ﬁanda

Buk 1t was obvious that the inspector
was hopelessly perplexed.

The theory of an accident to Coker
of the Fifth had te be eoliminated, for
the search had beenr so long and so
thorough that the hapless Fifth-Formoer
must have been discovered by this time,
dead or alive,

The theory of kidnapping seemed im-
probable, for it was difhcult to imagine
any motive on the part of the kidnap-
pers, save that of extoriing ransom from
Coker's rich relatives And Coker's
rich relalives had net been approached.
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The juniors guessed that Inspector
CGrimes favoured the theory that Coker
had had some sort of a mental break-
down, and had wandered away, having
porhaps lost his memory. Buch things
had happenced, and it was posible, Yet
it was strange that no news had been
received of him, 1o such a case.

The mystery was, in fact, insoluble;
and, though Harry Wharton & Co. put
in day after day soarching, they could
not help feeling that it was all trouble
taken for nothing.

“The only explanation scems to be,”
Harry Wharton remarked one day,
“that somebody kidnapped Coker for no
roason at all except to shove him out of
sight somewhere, and that doesn't seem
possible.”

“ Not quite,” said Bob Cherry.

“It looks like kidnapping,” went on
the captain of the Remove. ° There's
precious  little to mo upon, but what
little there is looks like it. TYou left
Colker safe and sound that afterncon
after he helped you in the stream n
the wood, Bob? No sign of anvthing

the matter with him—mental break.
down, or leoss of memory, or any-
thing "

Bob shook his head.

“Bame silly ass as ever;” he said.
“Just the zame fathead as usual,”

* You passed two men on the footpath
coming Eack, and Coker must have
passed them, if he wos coming back to
the school to get into dry clothes, as he
must have been. Ono & slight man in
horn-rimmmed glasses and 2 beard, the
other a big, burly, rough fellow¥”

“That's it

“The same aficrnoon Billy Bunter
saw a covered cart hidden in o lonely
lane on the edge of the wood, half =
mile from where you left Coker.  Two
men came Lo it from the wood; he saw
only one of them, and heard the other,
hut the one Lo saw answered bo vour
deseviption of the big, burly man Coler
must have passed on the footpath ¥

“Right!” said Bob.

“Both men have vanished from all
knowledge, The police can’t get ob
their track anyhow.”

“That's s0." .

“Well, that looks like kidnappm e
satd Harry. “Two strangers in this
locality certainly met Coker on that
lonely path. Trney had a covered cart
stuck away in a lonely ?Jﬂt. They dis.
appeared from tho vicinity the sAMe day
as Colker. VWhat was their businesy
here? Kidnapping Coker, it looks like.
Only—--"

“Why " said Johnny Dull.

“That's what beats me. They
couldn't have dene it tvithout a motive,

(Continued pverleaf.)
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“The Prisoner of the Bungalow!”

(Tontinued from previous pegeé.)

wnless they were potty. It's rather too
thick to suppose that two lunatics did
the trick.” ] ]

“Just a little too thick!” grinned Bob,

“There's just ¢ne thing,” went on
Harry, “If it's all as it looks, they got
oker awey in o cart. Horse and cart
may mean that they didn't take him
# great distance. From Bunter's de-
seription 1t was just an  ordinary
farmer's cart—dozens of them about
here. The horse wouldn't be able to do
w big distance. That would lock as if
they had somewhere to shove Coker ouz
of zight, within o reasonable distance.”

I{‘fﬁ. But_-“'lj

4 'Bl_rt'_:lf i

“The butiulness is terrifie.”

Harry Wharton laughed ruefully.

“1f a fellow could imagine a motive
for it,” he said, “ But nobody would
take the trouble ond risk without a
motive.  Coker can’t be supposed to
aave had a personal enemy who would
play such a trick on him. Lots of
fellows would have liked to punch his
head, lots of times. But we can't sup-
poze that there was anybody who wanted
to do him harm.” :

“Only he's gone!” sald Nugent.

“It beats me hollow,” conlfessed the
captain of the Remove. “We were
rather asses, I'm afraid, to take this job
on at all. | Only—only poor old Miss
tloker seems to feel better, knowing that
we're searching for Coker.”

“And it's vp to me, and up fo you
fellows, hecausze you're my pals,” said
loh, “Stick it out[”

“(Oh, yes, we'll stick it out!”

And another day's tramgmp; and
seouting and searching ended, once
more, 1 # tired tramp back to Grey-
friars, a late tea in the study, and s
sound sleep in the Remove dormitory.

s brmm,

THE S5IXTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

g DYNINGS ™ ]
The name came into Harry
Wharton's mind, and it came

like an illuminating flash,

1% was morning, and the Famous Five
had breakfasted, and were making their
nreparations for another day's tramp in
the frozen woods, Harry Wharton was
thinking hard, furning over in his mind
onee more tho sstrange  myster of
Horoee Coker's disappearance, I{ WaLE
natural epough that the recollection of
the man Poynings should recur along
with the thought of Coker of the Fifth.
But now, a=z thoe name came inhto
Harry's thoughts, it came with a new
and startling stenificance.

“My only hat? he suddenly ejacu-
lated.

“Halla, halle, halla! What's bitten
you, old bean ¥ inquired Bob Cherry,

" Poymngs ! exclaimed Wharton.

His comrades stared at him.

“Poynings has bitten you
lated Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Clacu-

“Futhead! Poynings!”  exclaimel
Wh?rtun breathlessly,  “"Tlont you
sce 1

“Don't we see what 1

“The motive!” shouwted the capiuin

of the Remove, '
“Eh
TWhat ™

Tae Macuer LiBganv.—MNo. G083,

Wharton's foce was Hushed with ex-

citement,  IHis eyes g]uam-e:l az he
looked al his astonished chums. :
* Poynings,” he repeated, “Coker's

uncle’s seeretary ! Fathead nol to tnink
of him before.”
“What the merry thump—"
“Poynings what?* demanded Bob.

“Poynings which? Poynings how?

Wandering in vour little mind, old

chap " )
"iiﬁicn to me, you fcllows,” szaid tho

captain of the Remove. “On my word,
I believe I've gol if, You remember
that man Povnings came to Greyfriars
to see Coker—"

“What about it®”

“Vou remember why he came?™

“Ho thought that Coker’s four-point-
sevent voice and thundering big hoofs
wouldn't make the invalid at Holly
House fecl any bettor.” : ]

“That was no business of his,” zaid
Harry. ‘“He interfered without orders
Coker told all Greyfriars about his im-
pudenca  in chiippmg in. Poynings
wanted to keep him away from Hoelly
Hause [or Christmas. Well, don’t you
see—Cloker's kopt away

HPhﬂ“,‘!l.'l ]

The Co. stared at the captain of the
Remove biankly.

“oker’s  kept away!”  repeated
Wharton, his eves sparkling with
excitement. * Povnings came a second

time, as vou know, and his second call
was on the day Coker disappeared. IHe
saw Uoker at Greyiriars before old
Horace went out on your trail in ithe

waad, Dob  We zaw him come in.”
“That's z0.” _
“That shows that he was in the

neighbourhood when Coker disappeared,
A coincidence, at least, when we know
that he wanted to keep Coker away
from Holly House for Christmas.”

“My dear chap.” said Johnny Bull,
“draw it mild! Mean to say you sus-
pect Coker's uncle's secretary of kn:}
napping Coker simuply to keep Coker’s
big fect oul of the house while his
governor is ill "

“Ha, ha, hal®

“ Fathead ! said Wharton. “Poyn-
ings may have some other reasen for
wanlbing to keep Coker away. Ife put it
down to Uncle Henry being seedy, but
it may have been something else. But
I haven't come to the chief point yet,
and——-" ; ;

“Go it 1" said Bob, with a grin.

“You remember that day when we
wera c¢aught in the rainstorm on the
cliffs, and tried to get shelter in the
Hillerest Bongalow 77 Wharton's voice
was almost frembling with excitement:
“You know that bungr iz always un-
tenanted in the winter, but we found
it tenanted by an inhospitable beast
who wouldn’t let us in out of Lhe ramn.”

“I remember how jolly wet we got.
But—"

“We thought it was some tramp who
had taken poszession of the bung, a3 it's
z0 lonely, and we said we'd call at the
police-station on our way home about
it, and the man heard us and opened
the door. You remeinber who the man
was i

“ Poynings !

" Coker's uncle's seeretary ! .

“Aly hat! I'd forgotten that!™ =aid

Nugent, " But——"
“You reme mber how queer  we
thomzht t—Coker's unecle’s secretary

ving all alone tn that lonely bung in
the winter, when he's got a job at Holly
House, and 1z supposed to live there”

* 1 remember.”?

E‘i ll'. *"l % -‘.:

the time that it
looked like a man in hiding, yvou re-
member,” said Harry, “But that
wasn't possible, of course, as Mr.
Coker's secrctary ecouldn’t be in hiding.
Now I guess what he was there for.™

“And what "

“He's taken that bung nunder a false
name, most likely——and that's where
Coker has been put.”

“0Oh, my hat ¥

“Rot, old chap 1™ said Johnny Bull.

"The rotfulness seems to my honour-
able self terrific!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“ My dear man,” said Bob argumenta-
tively, * Poynings may be awfully con-
cerned about his employer, for all I
know, but he wouldn't Lkidnap his
cmployer's nephew just to give tho old
gent & quiet Christmas.” _

“he juniors chuckled at the idea.

“¥ou fellows have zeen Mr., Poyn-
mngs,"’ said Wharton quistly. “INd he
look the kind of man to be poncerned
wuel about his employer's health 777

“No jolly fear! Hae looked a hard
nut !

“Looked as if he had about as much
of the milk of human kindnes:s as &
hippopotamus!” said Nugent. .

“Exactly ! Yet he went outside his
duties, took the trouble to come down
to Greyfriars, risked getting his em-
ployer’s nephew IJ;F against him, and all
on account of his concern for his
omplover’s health ' soid Wharton.
“ My idea is that his concern for Uncle
Henry was all humbug, and that he had
gome other reason—some personal reason
—for keeping Coker away from Holly

“We thought at

Heouse. I don't pretend to know what
it wag——"
“Pinching the old gent's cash,

perhapz ¥ grinned Bob,

“Or leiting in  burglars?” =aid
Johnny Bull.

“Cheese it!" said Wharton, “I'm
convinced that he had & personal

maotive for keepiag Coker away from
his unele’s house. I don’t pretend to
know what it was. He tried to per-
suade Coker to go to his father's liome
for the vacation, or with a Greylriars
friend. And. incidentally, he got to
know Coker by sight by coming here.
He hasa't been long with Mr. Henry
Coker, and he had never secn Horace,
as we know. IF he was thinking of
getting rid of him somehow, he would
have to know him by sight. He risked
getting the sack by butting into Coker's
personal affairs: he wanted to keep
Coker away from his uncle's housze, he
was in this neighbourhood when Coker
dizappeared, and we know that he has
hirgd the lonclicst house in this part of
Kent—far encugh from the school, and
vel naar enough to be reached by a horse
and carg.™ ;

“My only hat!” said Bob, with =
whistle. “ Puttiug it like that, it sounds
as if there might be something 1 1"

“It does !’ sard MNugent,

“I believe there is something in it,”
said Harvy quietlv, “But it's casily put
to the test. We don't search the woods
this morning—we search that lonely
bungalow on the cliffs.”

“0Oh ! said Pob.

“"Hold on, though!™ said Jobnny
Bull, “We know from what Reggie
Joker told us that Poynings 15 at Hcﬁly
House nowr.  If he's at Holly House, he
can't be at the bung on the Pegg cliffe”

“1 don't supposc he is,” said Harry.
“I suspeet very strongly that Ceoker is
& prizoner there, but Poynings could
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The door of the bungalow suddenly flew open, and a burly man, with a heavy stick in his hand, rushed out. Beb Cherry gave
*That’s the man ! That’s one of the men I passed in the wood !
the chums of the Remove, swiplng with the stick, and the juniors scattered out of the porch before the flerce aitack.

a yell.

(See Chapler B.)

Look out I "

The burly Smiley rushed at

not, stay there long. DPul there were
two men in the affair, and if there is
& prizoner guarded at the bungalow, ho
i3 guardud%F Poynings' accomplice.”

“"Counldn't be left thera alone,® said
DBob. "He would have to be fed, for
one thing, as well as watehed. If yow're
right, Harry, that big man 1 saw on the
footpath is there, and—"

“And we may have to tackie him ™
sald the captain of the Remove., ©1
don't suppose he's big enough to handic
five of us,”

Bob Cherry grinned,

“He looks a hefty chap, and jolly
bad-tempered,” he said. " IT wa're
going to wake him up apnd ask him
faor trouble, I'm going to take a livesy
Lar with me !™

“IFs too thick,” said Jolinny Bull
“Nolthing in i, old man. 1 don't
account for all the circumstances, hut
it sounds too jolly steep for me., Still,
iﬁ'ﬂ:ll‘gﬂ.” )

¥ No harm in puiting it to the test,”
said MNugent. “"We can find out fast
enough whether anybody is shul up al
the Loung, Let's 1™

“0h, let’s, by all said
Johnny Bull.

And when the Famous Five left il
sthool that merning their foolsiepz led
them to the lonely bungalow.

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoner !

4 O rotter 1
“ Look "ere 5
“You scoundrel 1*

“1 tell you——~"
“You blackguard 1
Horace Coker was going strong,
Imprisonment for more than a week

means

had not improved the temper of Coker
of the Fifth—rather the reversc.
Weither had 1t softened the powerful
tones of Coloer’s voico.

Fror sinee the day whon e had boen
seized 1n Friardale Wood, and carried
off, pagzed and bound, in the covered
cort, Coker of the Iifth had been in &
state of mingled astonishment and rage.

At first astonishment predominated,
bt later on rage predominated very
much indeed,

Every day, in fact. added to Coker's
just wrath and fanned the Qane of his
fury.

Where e was, and why e was there,
Coker had not the faintest tdea. and he
was tired of asking himself the ques-
tron, to which be conld find no answer.

e was a prisoner, guarded by o man
he had never seen before the day of the
kidnapping ; that was all he knew. And
his chief feeling was a desire to got his
hands: on that man and hammer Liwm
Glack and Blue, ut Coker's capiors did
not give him a ehance. A handeptt “had
Leen locked on Coker's left wrist, and
a steel chain ran {rom it to o staple
Ligh up in the wall of his room. Coker
had exerted bis wtmost strengih many
fimes on that handeuff and chain, bt
hie had exerted it withouts avail.

Apart from hizs incaveeration, Coker
Iiad not been illused. He was well fed,
and the buvly ruffian who guarded him
allowed him to “slang  as long and
loudly as he liked. The man brought
Lhim regular meals, and even books and
papere; and ab every visit Coker called
Lime all the names e could think of —
and Coker found that he had quite an
extensive vocabulary., The man S8miley
did not seem to mind—indeed, he ofien
sermed amused.  Probably be found

his own  cuforeed  residence in the
lonely bungalow irksome, and was glad
of even Coker's loud and angry voice to
break the silence and solitude.

It was a bright, cold winter's morn-
ing, and Smiley had brought in Coker's
breakfast—an ample: breakfast of egps,
and rashers, and coffee, Coker had not
lost his appetite, and he was glad to see
lhis breakfaszt, But, as uswal, he told
Suley what he thought of hin.

“You villain!™” went on Coler, *Ii
I could get loose do you know what 1'd
dot T'd smash vou!"

“1 dessay !" assented Bmilex.

¥T'd knock your featurez through Lhe
back of wour head!” romred Coker.

“Thank you kindly, sir ! said Smiley.

“You rotter! You worm! You
seviin 'Y howled Coker.

“Go it, sir!” said Bmiley cheerily.
“IF it relieves wour feelings, sir, you
go it, It doesn™c "urt me "

“Iy, wvou =enm?” pasped Cokor.
"YWhat are von doing ihiz for? What
have T evoer done fo yon, you villain¥™

“MNothing, sir. Like the coffes?”

“Dlow the coffes! Whae's paying you
fo keop me here 3™

“That's telling, siv,” said Smiley.
“Fouw bet vour bootz I'm being paid
for the job, or I wenldut Le ‘ere.
"Tain't so blinking plensant sticking "erve,
I can tell von” ~

“T'I make it worth your while to lek
me go.”’ sald Coker, for about the hun-
dredéh time. T tell yon my people will

sturap  up -y Aunt Judith and my
Uncle  llenvy, especially They'll ba
frightfuliv alarmed about me. I simply

must get to Holly Tovse for Christmas.™
Smiley grinned. _ _
“You're goung to "ave a quiet. soviabla
Tur Macxer Lippany.—No, 983,
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Christmas ‘ere, sir," he
wnswered.

"*0h, you scoundrel !V

“MNever knowed a young gentleman
with such a fow of langwidge,” =saul
Sintley, " Keep it up.” ]

“What am L being kept here fori™
roared Coker. “lell me that!” ,

“Now you're asking guestions, sir,”
said Smiley imperfurbably,

“¥ou'll go to prison for this!"

“If 'm lagged,” assented Smiley. M1
ein't lagged yet. Nor it wouldn't be
tho first timoe #f I was. I'm chancing
ik .

“Tlow long are you going to keep me
hiere ¥

“That's telling.” ;

Cloker ¢lenched hiz hands frantieally.

“Oh, what wouldn't 1 give to get
loose and give you just one!” he gasped.

“* All the better for you that youy can't,
gir,"” said Bmiley. "I should ‘ave to
‘urt you if you did, Keep cooll”

“You rotter 1™

“Bome blokes would lam you with a
stick for talking like that,” said Bmiley.
“I'm & good-tempered bloke, I am,
FKeep it up as long as you like, Dbless
your ‘eart!”

And Smiley loafed ont of the rowum,
and elosed the door and locked it on the
outside. )

Coker sat down to his breakfast. e
made an exeellent Lreakfast, in spite of
his wrath.

Then he tramped about the room for
cxercise, so far as the length of the
raltling chain would allow lum.

There was one window in the room,
and it was closed by thick wooden
shutters. Dayvlight penefrated by
crannies in the shutters; hut the chain

did not allow the .imprisonggl Fifth
Former of Greyfriars to reach the
window.

Coker tramped to and fro like a tiger
in a cage,

In the first days of his imprisoninent
ke had shouted agrin and again for help.
3ut he had given that up. The fact that
e was allowed to shout was a proof
ihai po one was likely to come within
range of his veice. He know that thé
building must be & very lonely one, for
that reason. It was clear that the build-
ing had been prepared for his reception
—the handeuff and the chain had been
all ready for hiz arrival. Bomeone, [or
gome reason, desired to keep him away
from his relations and friends, buat
Coker had given wp  asking  him-
self  what the reason might be.
The man Smiley evidently had no

sonel  interest in the matter;
¢ was doing what he was hired to do,
and, from s looks, had probably done
much worse things in bhis time. How
long his imprisonment was to last was
another perplexin guﬂlg to Coker of
the Fifth, The ii nappers could not
intend to keep him a prisoner perma-
nently—that was unthinkable, Booner
or later they must let him go. Home
unknown purpose was being served by

ing him a prisoner for & fime—
perhaps for weeks, possibly for months,
But what that purpese was was a
mystery that almost made Coker's brain
reel as he tried to think it out,

The door of the room suddenly openéd.

Broiley burried in,

“Borry, sir!” he said. *1 shall 'ave
to shove this 'ere intoe your mouth—L
'‘ope not for long.”

he ruffian .ha.g & gag in his hand,

Coker's eyes gleamecf

This was & new thing in his experi-

Tuep Macuer Lirary.—No. 953
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ence as a prisoner in the lonely honse.
Coker knew what it must mean—ihat
for ence zomeone had approached near
the lonely butlding—someone whe mipht
hear bim if he shouted,

“Hands ofl i he snwd, between his
fceth,

Smiley did not apswer. He closed on
Horace Coker and grasped bim. Coker
struggled with all his strength.

In his desperation he héld his own for
a few moments. DBut Coker, powerful
as he was, was almost an infant in the
grasp of the burly S8miley. He was
forced down, and the ruffian's knee was
planted on his chest,

Coker opensed his mounih for o
desperate yell, and the gag was thrust
in as he opened it and made secure, The
yell died away in a splutter,

Quistly and coolly the ruffian drapged
his hands together and bound them, and
then bound bis ankles. He was taking
ne chances with hiz prisoner.

Cloker of the Fiith lay helplesz on the
floor in a fow minotes, only his eyes
burning at the ruffian.

“Can't bo Telped, sir,” =zaid Smiley
genially,  “Can't run any risks wit
vou, sir. 'l let you loose as soon as
[ ¢an, once the coask j2 clear,™

And SBmiley left the room again, and
iurned the key in the lock.

Coker squicmed and wriggled desper-
ately in his bonds, If anly he could have
nubtered a shout for help! ut the
ruffian had been too careful for that.
Not & sound passed his Tips; and his
strugglea did not loosen his bonds a
fraction. 1lo gave it up at last, spent
arnel oxhausted, and lay histening. He
could hear faint =ounds of his goaler
imoving about the house, but for o long
time there was no other sound., And
then, with a thrill at hiz heart, Coker
heard a sudden knocking.

Knock !

Obwvionsly ik waz a knoele al the front
door of the lenely house. Someone had
come—and 1t was not Smiley's con-
federate. Was 1t the police? Had they
found him? Coker's heart thumpzd and

thumpaed.
Kunock! Knock! HEnock!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
On the Track!
i ELL, bere we are!™ prinned

W Bob Cherry.

Fonr faces among the five
were  smiling, and larry
Wharten was feeling doubtful.

Tha Co. had willingly agreed that
Wharton's surmize regarding the lonely
bungalow on the cliffs should be put io
the test. DBut they had only the very
remotest hope that anything wonld ¢ome
of it. Wharton was more hopeful than
the oihors, but the general scepticisin of
hizs chums had made him doubt, Fut
the fact rvemmined that Mr. Poynings
had hired the lonely bungalow. T
juniora knew that; they had seen him
there. Tt was on impossible residence
in the winter, exposed to all the stormy
blasts of the North Sea—an abode that
only a confirmed mizanthrope could have
thought of in the grim. wintry weather.
Why had DPoynings faken i1? XNot to
live in, for be lived at Holly House, far
cnough away. Yot he had taken 1f, and
that circumstanes, added to hiz desire
to keep Coker of the Fifth away irom
Holly House, and many other little cir-
cumstances, gave colour to the theory
that Wharton had formed.

It was, as Bob Cherry said, "steep,”

E...:I -!“b'i-i "M'ﬁ l“';

for if Wharton wae right, it had to be
supposcd that Mr, Henry Coker’s scere-
tary  had  seme  extremely powerful
motive tor wishing to keep his em-
plover's nephew saway from the house
at Christmas. Such a motive was difli-
cult to guess or to account for. It was
possible, of course, that the secretery
was deceiving or swindling his employer
in some way, and, consequently, did not
want any of the sick man's relatiofts on
the scene. In that case, no doubt Coker
had been kidnapped to keep him safe till
the new term began at Greyfriars, when,
al course, e would be at school again.
Bul—-

Wharten wondered. Taking so much
For granted, it had to be concluded .that
Mr. Poynings was playing some decp
game at Holly ITouse—that he was guilty
of soma serious dereliction of duty, and
was afraid of being found out,

That was a great deal to suppose,
l&l_‘.t?w'mg as littlo of the man as Wharton

1d.

B0, by the time the lonely bungalow
came in sight, Harry Whartpn was fecl-
ing much more dubious than he had felt
when the pmiors left Greyiriars, Buk
he was resolved to go through with it
If nothing was discovered at Hillerest,
the juniors wore no worse off than be-
fore. And even Johnny Dull adiitted
that they might aa well search at Hill-
erest as at any other spot, the search for
the miwssing Fifth-Forme: having be-
cotne palpably hapeless anywhere,

“Homebody's there!™ said Wharton,
with a gesture towards the thin column
of smecke that rose from the chimney of
the bungalow.

“Chap must be fond of Lis own com-
pany fo live there,” sand Nugent, with a
shiver, as he glanced round.

The surroundinga of tha lonely bun-

palow were abzolutely desolate.  Great
chiffs, the grey-rolling sea, trees
flecked with snow, that coreakod and

roaned 1o the bitter Decemuer wind,
‘he path to the building was covered
with snow and slush, The whole aspect
of the place was grim and dreary, In
the sunmner the ostale agpoents o't
Lanthem described Hillerest os o desiz-
able holiday residence,” with justico;
but in the depth of winter there was no
doubt Lhat whoaver choae 1o dwell there
had very remarkable tastes, In rough
weather the place was unapproachable;
and it was likely to be cut off from all
communicalion with the ouier world for
days at o time, even for wecks.

“What's the programme?” asked
Johnny Idull. “T1 suppose we're mnot
making n frontal attack on the giddy
bung ! Detter make sure that we've got
zomething np against the chap beiore we
burgle hiz howse and biff lim.”

“Oh, rot!™ =zaid Ilarry. “ Let's walk
up to the place and hknock at the door,
Then we shall see who's there, and we
ean act acrcording {o cireumstances.”

“That iz the proper eaper,” agreed
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.,  “Let us
procecd, amd  act  according fo  the
esteemned avd ludicrouns circumstances.”

And the jumors opencd the ¢razy gale
of the bungalow garden, and went up
the =znowy path to the building, They
stopped  in the porch—where two or
thiee weeks before they had shelieved
from the vain, and had been refused ad-
mission by Mr. Poynings. Ilarry
Wharton raised his hand (o the knocker,
and hknoelked lowdly.

The sound rang and echoed through
the little building, There was no answer
from within.
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Iinock, knock, knock !

MNat a sound waz heard save the echo of the knocking.

“Wobody at home ! remarked Johwny Bull

“The chimney's smoking,” answered Wharton.
st be somebody there™

“Clhap may have gane for a walk.™

“He hazn't 1 said the captain of the Remove.

“How the thump do you know?" demanded Johnny
Fuli, vather testily.

“Look at the path, ass!”

“Dh! sald Johnny.

On tho snowy path up the garden, the tracks of the
juniors were very plain, But there was no footprinis in
the snow to be seen leading awny from the house. ertainly
po one could have walked away that morning from the
door to .the gate without leaving “sign.

“Might have gone out the back way!” said Johnny, after
£ DPARUSE,

“Why should lwe? Dot let’s see”

The juntors walked round the bungalew, through the
uncared-for garden. The back door was closed, and the
ground was coverad in. snow and slush right ‘%.P to the
concrete slab om which the building stood. oo
could be seen in the snow there, but they went only as fav
as o shed close at hand, evidently a coal and wood shed.
Wheever was in the lonely bungalow had not taken a walk
abroad that morning Gﬂ?iﬂujﬂ he was within the build-
i]ng, and did not choose to answer the summons at the

O0T.

Harry Wharton & Co. veturned to the front porch
Wharton's suspicions were stronger now, and his comrades
were mord serious, Why did not the occupant of the lonely
bungalow come to the deor?

The captain of the Remova started with the knocker
ngain., He knocked hard and incessanily.

Knock, knock, knock !

The orashing of the knocker rang end c¢choed awmong
ithe cliffs. The door shook under it

There was & movement in the house at last. Whoever
was there had evidently realised that the junmiors did not
intend to go away unanswered. The door did mob open,
but they heard footsteps approach it from within. A harsh
voice called out sharply:

“Whao is thero? Go away at oncel”

“That's not Poynings' vowee!”™ murmured Beb,

“We know he's not here—he's at Coker’s uncle’s house,
&, hundred miles away,” said Barry, “We're jplly weil
going to see who is here, theugh!”

“Yez, rather!”

“What do you want?” shouted the harsh ¥oice within,

“(pen the door!™ avswered Wharton,

“Get out!”

“Why can't you open the door?”

“ Beeause I don’t choose, hang you! Get out of it

For & moment there was a glimpse of & face at the glass
faplight over the door, It vanished at omnece,

Knock, knock !

Wharton plied the knocker agnin,

“Will you sheer off 77 roared the man within,

“MNol"

“What do you want?”

“We want a friend of ours, who is kept & prisoncr in
this bungalow !” called Lack Wharten.

A loud and startled onth was the answer,

The juniors looked at one another. They wondered what
the mysterious occupant of the bungalow would have to
say in reply to that.

“Are you madf? came back the harsh voice al last.
“There's nobody bLub mo 'ore!™

“ And who are yon ¥

" No busivess of vours. But my neme's Johnzon”

“Well, Mr., Johnson, vou can leb ug in,™ said Harry
Wharton coollv, “Youw'vo just looked ab us [rom the fan-
!ighr, nnd vouw've seen ihat we are schoolboys, and not
likely to do any harm.”

“If vou dos't clear off, T'll come out with a sbick!”

“Lome out, by all means!™

Thera was a muttered oath, and foctsteps retreated Trom
ihe door. The man did not intend to carry out his threat.

“ My hat ! murmuored Bob Cherry. “It does look jolly
fishy, and no mistake., e doesn’t want to be seen”

“Does’t want to be  bothered. perhaps!” suggested
Johnny Bull. Johuny was rather a hagd youth to convinee,

“Well, he's going to be hothered.” said Harey, and Lw
thundered at the knocker with antiring arnn

Footsteps came back to the door.

“Will yvou sheer off ¥ came the man's voice from within,
in tones of concentraled rage.

0 N{.:l P
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The boys built it—

in colours—
and Dad helped!

Standing over six feet in
height, this splendid model
in colours of the Eiffel Tower
15 an example of the models
boys can build with the New
Meccano,

The new coloured parts
give a  wonderful appearance
to all the models that can only
be built with Meccane. i
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The Meccano system is the
same-as before, ingeniohs and
fascinating, but the new colours
are a fine improvement. Users
of the old Meceano should
get the new coloured parts
and begin model-building again
with 4 new and keener interest.
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can build
Models
with Meccano—

no study needed.

SEND FOR THE NEW MECCANO |
“ BOOK—FREE. |

The New Meccano Book  Binns Road, Liverpool,
tells yvou all-about it—  and mention the names
n fOi'ﬂul‘E. This book  and addresses of three

chums. Ask for the book
about New Meccano in
colours. “

will be sent you free it
ou send a postcard to

I cccano Ltd.. Dept. 35,

- THE NEW
MECCANO

MECCANO LTD : BINNS RD : LIVERPOOL
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“THE PRISONER OF THE BUNCALOW!"
{Continucd from page 11.)

" Listen fo me,” said Wharton icily.
“One of us is going to the police-station
at Courtbeld to bring a constable here.
Four of us will stay to see that you
don’t cleay off till the policeman comes.
You won't get a chanee of ehifting Coker
to some other place.”

“Coker?™  repeated  the
startied tones.

*Yes

Y1 lell you therc's no one ‘ere bud
TR

“You can tell that to the constable
when he arrives! Nugent, old chap,
you cut off to the police-station as fast
as you can, while we stay here and keep
watch.”

“Righi-lho!" said Frank. o

A gavage oath came from wilan,

“ Will you, by gum "

And the door flew open and a burly
man, with a heavy stick in his hand,
stroda out. Dob Cherry gave s vl

“That's the manl That's one of the
men I passed in the wood—I Know lum!
That's the man Bunter saw with the
covered cart| Look out!™

Tha chums of the Remove neaded to
Jook out; for the burly Smiley was rush-
ing savagely at them, swiping with the
wtwk, and the juniars scattered out of
the porch before the fierce satiack.

YOoice, in

m—ry

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Rescued !

i ACK up!™ shouted Wharton,
The juniors seattored down
- the snowy path under the rush
of the burly ruffian and the
blows of the stick. But they rallied
apain almost at once. EHven for five
gturdy jumiors Smiley was not an easy
proposition; but the Famous Five were
ready for war. He followed them ‘u]:,
slashing - recklessly with the big stick,

liis eyes blazing with rage.

There was not mueh further doubt
vow. Indeed, the Greyiriarz juniors
knew as well as if the ruffian had told
them that he intended to drive them
off, and make some attcmpt to éscapa
with his priscner before they could re-
turn with the police. Tt was scarcely
possible to explain his savage action
odherwise.

111 m{:k .Llp !T'

“Yarcoh!”

“{)h, my hat !t

Iy Cherry went sprawling in the
mow under a fierce blow that half
stunned him., Nupent ' reeled under
another savage slash of the stick.

But Wharton bad a stick in his hand,
and as Nugent went down he rushed
wn and struck with all the strength of
his arm, and Smiley lurched over under
i'r. m;iaahmg blow on the side of his builet
1eguy,

“Back up!” panted Harry. -

The ruffan turned on him, pouring ouf
a stream of oaths. Probably Smiley had
deemed 1t an easy task to drive off the
schoolboys; but the Famous Five were
not easy to handle. As he turned on
Wharton a ]lﬁ‘gﬂd fragment of rock
whizzed through the air from the dusky
hand of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and
struck him fair and sguare in his harsh,
etubbly face. Smiley went over back-
wards as if he had been shot. ,

Johnny Bull landed on him with &
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julnp the next moment. Waarton was

grasping him the next sccond, and temr-

ing the stick from his hand. Hurree
Singh rushed in and seized his arms, and
hung on te them desperately, Under
the three juniors, the ruffan struggled
furiously.

Bob Cherry and Nugemnt, dazed as
they were, scrambled up and joined in.
Fnder the five of them, Smiley col-

“Got  the
Bull.

“The gotfulness iz terrific!™

“Keep the brue down!™

harton,.

Johnny Bull caught up Smiley’s heavy
slick. He lified it in the air with a
grim look asz the rufian began o
struggle again.

“Qunet, you roiter,” he said, * or——"

Smiley blinked up at the bludgeon
and ceased to resist.

“Ow!"” he gasped.
alone! Ow!”

“Keep qurwet, then, you scoundrel ™

“MNot much doubt now,” said Whar-
ton breathlessly. “ Coker’s in the bung
right enough. We shall have to get this
villain to the police-station when we've
got Coker out.™

“¥Yes, vather!"

“{za0 easy with a bloke!™ gesped
Smiley. “I ain’t 'urt the young gent—
he'll tell you I've treated him well. T
ain't giving vou any more ironble,
vou young ‘ounds—I mean you young
gents! Ga easy!™

“Ba Coker's there!"
Bl
it- 11!

“It ts time for the esteemed Wharton
ip say, "I told you so'!™ remarked
Hurree Jamzet Bam Singh.

Harry Wharton lavghed breathlessly.

“ Never mind that! We— Look
out ™

Smiley- had, apparenily, surrender®d,
Iying unresisting in the grasp of the
juniors. But s.'i"l; of & sudden he made
a terrific effort, exerti all his
strenpth, and tore himself loose. He
serambled to his feet, the swipe of
Johnny Bull's bludgeon just 1mssin
him, aud leaped away. Hﬂ[]'- Cherry an
Nugent grasped at him a3 he went, and
were dragged after him two or three
vards before e shook them off., Then,
with desperate speed, the ruffian tore out
of the g:tr{]lﬁ!'l, and went panting along
the chilt path.

“After him 1" gasped Bob,

“Hold on—never mind him! Let's
loak after Cloker ! said Wharton, "“The
police can deal with him later.™

Emiley was running like & deer among
the rocks, and it would not have heen
an <asy task to rum him down., Evi-
dently the ruifianly kidnapper was think-
g now only of escape; so far as
Coker was concerned, his game was up.

“Come on!” said Harry.

The Famous Five, leaving Smiley to
his own devices, entered the hung-aiu'nr.
All of thein were breathless and a little
damaged from the struggle with the
rafflan. . Nugent had & cut head and
Bob a tremendous bruise. But they for-
got evervthing else as they spread
through the bungalow in search of the
Drisoner,

“Here!” cshonted Wharton, as ho
stopped al a locked door with the key
in the lock.

He unlocked the door and threw it
open,

“LCoker 1
Y Hurrah I
The juniors swarmed into the room.

rotter ! panted Johnny

gasped

“You let a bloke

: said. Johnnwy
“Blessed if I'd have bLelieved

floor

the
bound and gagged, his eyes almost
starbting from lis head at the sight of
the Roemovites.

They surrounded bim at once; the pag
was jerked from his mouth, and two
or three penkmives sawed ihrough his

On lay Horace Coker,

bonds at once. Coker sat up dizaily,
with the rattle of the chain,
w1 waas his first remark.
" Found vou, okl bean!™ sard ITarry
Tharton.
"“"The foundfulness is ierrific!™

“Hurrah !

“Grocogh ! gasped Coker. *" How on
ecarth did you kids get here? Where's
the villaini™

“"He's got away.”

“0Oh, you young asses!” gasped
Coker,

Ed 1’;,'hai-?!}

“What did yon let him get away
for?' spluttered Coker. "1 was going
to smash him! You young duffers!”

“Oh, my hat!™ ejaculated Bob Cherry.
The Famous Five had found Horace
Coker of the Fifth; and evidenily they
had found Horace unchanged.

“Is thiz the pgrateful expression of
the thankfulness, my esteemed Coker?™
inquired Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“0Oh, don't be a young ass!’ said
Coker. “Get this chain off me somehow.
I've been chained up bere like a blink-
ing bulldog. T'1l1 Gnd that chap and
smash bim—and the other villain, too!
Just like you young idiots o let him get
clear !

The juniors chuckled. They had not
known exactly how Horace Coker would
express his gpratitude for his rescue: bus
they might have expecled that he would
express it Cokerishly, so to speak.

“My hat! They've been taking caro
of you, Coker,” szaid Bob, as he tested
the steel chain with his fingers. *1
suppase they knew you were dangerous
and might bite!™

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

“Don't give me any Remove cheek !
said Coker. “Just pebl that chain off
somohow !

“How ™ asked Bob penitally. " Just
tell us how, Coker, and we'll do it like
a shot!™

Y lan't get the handeulT off at all,”
said Wharton. “You'll have to wear
it as a bracclet for the preszent, Coker.
But we'll get threugh that chain some-
how. May be some tools iu the house,
Let's look.”

“And buck up.” growled Coker. “T'm
fed-up with th= plga'l{:{-- I can tell you,
and I want to get out,”

The jumiors hunted through the
bungalow, and found tools. They could
not deal with the handeutf; but a link
af the steel chamn was foresd open with
& chisel, and Coker was [rec.

“Taook for my coat, zome of vou”
gaid Coker.

1 E'h ?ll

“YI had a epat when I was brought
hf.;l:E-—it- muzt be i the honse.  Find
it.

The juniors cxchanged glances, Then
they smiled.,

“We're finished here, I think,™ said
Harry Wharton. “And we've got to
sond a telegram to Coker minor, and
another to Miss Coker. Let's cut”

“You baven't pob my coat yet”

“Dear me ! said Wharlon.

And the juniors walked out  of ihe
bungalow.

. vou wani me to lick you sil
round ! roaved Coker.

*Ha, ha. hai”

Harry Wharton & Co. slarted o
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cliwerily,  They were greatly pleased
and satisfied with the result of thei
long quest.  They had not, after all,
wazted thelr Christmas vacation—their
holiday had not been given wp for
nothing. Coker was reseued, and they
were succcssful, so they were pleased
and satised with the state of affairs,
But they were neither pleased nor
satisfied with Horace Coker,

There were heavy footsteps behind
them o few gninutes later. Uoker had
found his ceat himself, apparently: he
was wearing it as he came sprnting
after the Famous Five. He eyed them
rather wrathfully as he came up.

“I-T suppose I ought to thank you
kids for getting me out of that,” he
said dubiously,

“ Don't trouble,” said Wharton, langh-
ing. “We didn't do it to get your
thanks, Coker.”

“Well, T'm obliged to you"
Coker, after a pauze.

“ Mot rveally ™ ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“¥Yes, really.™

“0 day worthy to be marked with a
white stone ! murmured Hupree Jamset
Bai Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And lMarry YWharton & Co. walked
away towards OGreyiriars in  cheery
rmood ; and Hovace Coldor tramped after
them, rejoicing in iz freedom, and no
conbt fecling preatly obliged to the
cheory Removites, but at the zame time
rather doubtlul whether he onght not to
“hck ™ them for their lack of respect
te so great a man.

suid

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr. Grimes !

OSLING, the porter, almost fell
down at the sight of CUoker of
the Fifth marching in at the
cates of Greyiriars. Gosling

stared at him, snd rubbed his ancient
eyes and stared again, as if he could
scarcely  believe the covidence of the
optical organs which had served him
fnithfully for sixty-five years.

* Master Coker ! he ejaculated.

“Yes, 1I've pgot back, Gosiing,” said
Coker of the Fifth checrily. " Glad to
see vou again, old beam. J¥s the Head
still here?”

“Which thé ’Ead's gone away [or
Christmas, with Mrs. Locke™ said
Grosling ; “and all the masters "ave gone,
ioo, and all the young gentlemen oxcept-
ing "Master Wharton and his  {riends.
Bot  where ’ave you  been, Master
Coker? Wot I says, sir, is this 'ere—a
voung feller in the Fifth Form shouldn't
play these "cre tricks. *Tain't as if you
wa3 a junior, sir., You beillg & =enior
Loy, sir, you shouldn't do it.”

Havry Wharton & Co. grinned az they
walked on towards the Houzo. Horace
Coker gave the old porter o glare.

“Think I've staved away of my own
accord, Gosling, voun old ass™ he
demanded.

“1 s'pose so, sir,” satd Gosling; *and
wot I says is this "ere, you shouldn't do
it, s

fI've been kidnapped ' roared Coker.

“Heally, sir?” said Gosling, blinking
ab b,

L]

“3 ez, really, you old donkey !”

“Then von shouldn’t go for 1o do ii,™
snid Gosling,  “It's disvespectiul to the
Lad, sir”

“You silly cliump!”® said Coker.
“You've an ns2, Gosling! I =appose all
the fellows are gone, as the school's

braken vp for Christmas.”

“ All except them juniors, sir,”

* Potter and Greeng—"

“All the Fifth "ave gonhe, sir,”

Cloker grunted, Perbaps he lad Lalf
cxpected 1o learn that Potler and Greeno
had staved on. It was only natural to
suppose that, in their deep grief for the
loszs of Coler ther had felt that they
eonld not face such trivial things as
Yuletide feshivities.  Apparently, hows
ever, their grief for Coker had not Lepl
them at ihe school in vacalion time.

“I s'pose yow'll be going, sir¥” =said
Gozling.

“Yez; by tho afternson {rain,” said
Cioker. “I suppose those young zweeps
are detained over the holidayz, Rather
hard on them; though I dare sav they
deserve it. In fact, I'm sure fhey do.”

And Coker lelt Gosling blinking, and
walked on to the House.

Harry Wharton & Co. had gone in,
and they astonished Mrs. Kebble with
the news that Coker of the Filth had
come  back. Mrs. Kebble prepared
dinner for six instead of five as usual.

The juniors had their dinnor in Iall
—at one cnd of the Remove fable. On
thiz occasion there was one solitary oeen-
pant of a cornor of the Tifth Torm
table.

(Cantivied on page 17.)
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43k GOOD OLD DAYS!
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OING home for the Christinas
G holidays, when you were at
. school many miles from home,
and the jowrney had to be done
Ly stage-coach, with deep snowdrilts to
fuce, and always the prospect of making
1he acguaintance of o knight of the
road, was exciting enough in the good
old thmes.

Mot of tle stage-coaches that cavricd
the boys [ron school to the town ncarest
their omes bad their nicknames, which
stuck 1o then yvear after year. Though
tlie coachman might call his coach the
“ Repulator,” the “yonng genl'm'n at

schood,” gz Tom Brown's coachman said,
vealls her the * Pig and Whistle ' !

The inns al  which horses svere
chatged— the Coach and Six, the Tele-
graph, ov the Golden Lion, were scenes
of immense Lustle when, warned by a
merey  and plercing  fanfare on  the
gpaard's horn, and the ¢lippity-clop of
the horses' hoofs ringing over the
cobbles of the sleepy old town, the
ostlers dashed,out and prepared to hitch
up the fresh horses

For it was the boast of the ostlers at
each “stage " that they could get the
couch off again in so many scconds—
cven though the entirc journey took
dovs where now the miles are eaten up
in as many hours!

A peep into the past, when the
stage coach and the lurking high-
waymen were familiar features

on our highways,

THE COACHMAN'S PRIDE!

The journcy by coache from Oxfond lo
London ﬁnr-upivd) twa whele davs—sixiy
miles ! That waz the recovd speed fov
many years, and cven then was only
accomplished provided ithe eoach Jdid nod
run inte & snowdeili, or gof mired in the
tteep mud, or get turned over in the
darkness,

That journey lhome of the Oxfonrd
Loys—sixty miles in two days—fivst used
to he done in long stage-wagons. Then
came the coaches, with a great wicker-
waork basket stung Lo the back witersin
the outside paszengers sat freczing.

CTTHRILLS!™

Then ecame the coaches with seals
atop, That was a little better, for the
outside passengers could always stamp
their feet when they felt the bleod curd-
ling in their toes! The boys cutside the
coach, thourh, got most of the fun—
whether it was from plastering the faces
of the boys in rival coaches with poas
from pea-shooters, gazing down the
barrel of some Dick Turpin's blunder-
buss, or being Aung headfirst into snow-
drift or slush-heap. :

Iven if one did not come across a live
highwayman, there was always the
chanee of coming across one hnugmlf in
chains. The boys from the Yorkshire
schools might sce such a one, swingmg

at Wnavesmire, The Oxford bors were
almost cerlain 1o do so as their coach
cutered on 1he last lap to London,
This would be ot Tyvlwrn Tree, near
ihe Tyborn furnpike, as the coach - fhe
coachan having duly paid the 1oll at
the ““pike "—iorned down the Oxford
Road, now known as Oxford Sireel. The
old Driztel merchants. oz well az the
Oxford  scholara,  used  ilat  famous
westorn road, as those to and from the
Naorvth  nzed  the Great Nool Hoad,
wlieh look travellers past a corlain great
pld oale, 2l standing at Bamnet, belvind
whirh many o highwayvman forked,

“ETAND AND DELIVER!"Y
Thal old oal i< Fiﬂ:l[!":-‘ riddled wilh
Lullets--lired by coaclman and guard as
a precantion as the coach approached it
a thing ibhat waz done a~ a matier ol
enaran,

Not that (he knighiz of {the road, at
Tarnet or anywhere else, hoped lo get
nuwh from (he pockels of the boys going
howe  for Uhi'[ilnms—llm;{ would
emply enough, as a rule '=but nearly
always the puard and coaclunan betweon
them had vnderiaken to convey some-
one's valuables in safetvy 1o London,

These were just incidental adventurea
on the way home. It was when the snow
hiad been falling steadily for days, and
immense banks of it were piled in the
eountry roads that the real, big adven-
ture “come off.” It meant the coach
could go no farther. And that meant
that until the thaw came and made the
voads again passabla, the boys had to
postpong the continuance of their
journey home and spend a few days in
the nearest inn, listening to tall Farna
from the coachee and gnard, who did
not at all mind sharing the Christmas
comforls provided—at & price !—by mina
host of the Flying Coach or the Feacock
inn !

Tur MacsET Linnany,—No, 923
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T was Chrisimias Fyve in the morning.
At Merry Manner, where Jac

Jully and DBright were spending the

Vack with their chwn Merry, there

was frosl gnd rhyme on the window-paine ;

el in the wooded park the snow luy deep

and erisp end ovem; just a2 it did in the

diays when Good King Wenee's lass looked
Wi,

It was seezonable Christmas whether,
with an iey nip in the air which reminded
vou af a July day in England.

Jeck Jolly & Co. eame clattering down
10 brékfast in cheery spirvita. They were
Aaving tho tome of their livea of ths quaint
bl Tuader mansion, which was the country
et of Mewmry's pater.

The Manncr house was supposed to be
haunted by the Ghost of & Wicked Barrom,
who clanked around the corridores in
avmer at dead of night, carrying a gleem-
ing swvord in one hand and & brace of
revelvers in the other,

Mujor Merry had said that lhe ghost
had been exorcised by the villidge parsom,
and wonld not be abls to walk epgain.
But the exercise ecouldn't have been
violent enuff, for the appyrition had again
made il appoarsnce. Nobody had seen
ib; but strange amd misterioud noises
had been henard, in the silont hours of the
wight, And it was beleeved that the
Wickedd Barron had como back-—as ghosts
do—to zellybrate Christmas.

Jack Jolly & Co. were not afraid of
shosts, and they were propared to give
the Wicked Berron o E.% handling if
iy got hold of him. The fact that the
Mapner house was haupted added a dash
of pickoney to theiv Christmas hollerday.

Thero was only ono fly in tho cintment,
Thia was Doctar Birchemall, the head-
wiaster of St. Sum’s, who had turned up
At Merry Manner overnight without go
much aa " By your leave!™ He had

Tur Macxrer [aBrary.—No. 8983,
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wonderful
adventures that
fall to
the lot of Jack
Jolly & Co.,
during their
stay at
Merry Manner.

e T

ealoily invited himself to Merry's place
for Christmns; snd the hoog-harted
Major had not liked to boot him out, at
that seezon of piece on earth and goodwill
towards achoolimostors,

Jack Jolly &' Co. trooped into the brek.
inst-room, eggspecting to find that tho
Heed had fourstalled them, end scoffed
all the bloaters. They knew the Head's
little ways,

From UEE_._..,F%F the lLutler, however,
they learned that the Head was not yet
dovwneor rother, up.

“Good 1" amid %EE Jolly, T hope
the old bhuffer lies in bed all dax, Then

Dr. Birchemall totieraed slowly into the

brakfaet room, his hands pressed in the

rejiaon of his lower weakit button. *“Ow!l"
he moaned. " 1'tn poysoned! ™

he'll be oud of our way, and won' U interfers
with our plegiures,.”

“ Here, heve ! sadd Morry., " Tt wasz
awlul nerve of the hold-headed old Llitherer
to invile himsal down hera.”™

“Hnushi! Hush!" came & veproving
volree from the Jdoorway, * You jmoust

not speak of gur puest in thal maner,
my boy. I agree with you that the
Head's an old scamp, and that he's
gol & thwuping chesk to butt in like
this : but cur opinions of otiwer people
should never be voiced allowed.™

It was Major Meriy who spoke, and
his jolly red face Dbeamed at the
Juniorz as he came imto the breliast-
room.

“ 1 persecve that Doctor Birchemall
i not yet down,” he said, asz he
devourad his correspondence and a cupplo
of bloaters, " He said thet e wouldn'i
got up until lanch-time, bt that was only
hia fippansy. 1 cannot nnagine the Head
guing without his brekiaal.”

“ No fear, sic!"” esid Bright. “TFwr
sheer gread and glutderny, the Head would
be hard to beat. You ought to seé bim
in the dining-hell at 3t. Sam's! He
thinks nothing of taking six helpmgs
of pooding. Bleased i 1 know wheve he
finds room for it all ' ™

“Bhush 1" mmttered  Jaelk
nudging his chum in the ribhs,
he comen ! ™

The deor opened, and the Head tottered
stowly into the brekfast-room. Hia faco
was & pail yellowish-green, and hig hends
were pressod in the rejion of his lower
weskit button.

" Good.morning, sir!" thiex
juniors, in corus. .

And Major Merry, remembering the
curtsey Jdue to s guest, jerked his
ithumb towards & chair.

“ Squatty-voo, sir '’ ho said affably.
“1 trussed you had & good night 7"

Jaolly,
* Hear

chanted

The Hoead sank into the chair,
groaning dismally.
“Ow! Yow! Groo! 1 have had

a most torgibul night ! The fact is,
Major, I am poysoned! ™’ )

* What ! " eried the Major, leaping
to his feet.

“1 am suffering seveer elernal
panes,” moaned the Head, " Un-
doubtedly I am poysoned ! ™

“Good gad 177 5

“@Give me an anecdote—quick 17
entreeted the Head.

“Cortainly ! " zaid the Major. *1
don't quite sco how an anecdoto will
L help you, but I will give you one,
with plegzure, ° Once upon u ftime, in
the day of jiants and fievy draggons, thee
lived a bewtiful prinsesg—-—-""

“Man t Men ! What are vou saving ?
casped the Head.

The Major stared.

“You saked mo tor an anecdote, el
' giving you one,”” he sadd, .

With an impatient sweep of lus arm,

table.

*“ I wantl an snecdote for this poyzon !
he zshouted.

Suddenly the Head's meoaning dawned
upon Jack Jolly.

“Ha, ha! He wmeans an
Mojor 17

“Thet's it 1 groaped the Hea:l

Y But, my dear xir,” said iho  Major,
* how esn I posgibly give you an antydoie
unlesz 1 lknow the natore of the poyson ¥
What hoave you beon catling that has
disagroed with you ¥

“ Godbe-pio,” said the Head, 1 woke
up in the night, Major, fecling feeriully
peckish,. The sopper you gave me ovey-
night was egencllent as Lo quallivy, o
sadly lacking in gnuantity.  Feeling eon-
ahins of an wehing void, and not wishing
1o disturh any o the serveants, 1 wer
dlown 1o the kitehen and hiclped wyselr,
There was o game-pis m the levder — 7

* Bhiver my timbers U saild the Majer,
lapsing irnto mibitary lingo.  * That geare.

autydolo,

pie has heen thiem for over a ot !

{the Head nocked the coffv.por off ihe

i
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collector ﬂw.m next lime he ealled. And
you have caten it ¢ Begad! I don’t
wonder you feel iH 1™

The Head's paller grow paler.

“D-do you——you think I shall

recover, Major ¥ 7" he faltered,
_ " There's just a faint chanee that
youmay,” said the Major reassuringly.
L, _mm,E_u.m_E jencrally proves fatal,
whon it is & month old at the time of
consumption.  However, a robust
lenstitution, together with a draught of
tizziek which I will give you, may just
pull you through. Meenwile, vour life
hangs upon & thred i )

“ Yaroooo ! "' bellowed the Mead., I
Jdon't woant to din! I don’t want to Le
ub off like a tender blogsum, in the spring-
time of my youth! Do your best for me,
Majort ™

The Major did lis best—or rather, hisz
worst,. Ile crossed to the sideboard,
and poured out o stiff glass of fizoick
Irom o bottle labelled ** Old Tom.” This
seemned to revive the Head, though it left
lim rather unsteddy on hLis feot.

The Head was thon asaisted to his room,
where he remained for the best part of
the day—much to the releci of Jacl
Jolly & Co.

Those cheery wouths spent an awfully
rnjoyable day. First they organised a
-nowfight in the park, snd the Major,
lheing & real sporty boy, joincd in. m_wi..
when a volley of spnowballs crashed
into his face, and handiulls of snow
were crammed and rammed down the
hael: of hia nock, the Major thought
1t was time to call a trooee,

The juniors then paid a visif to
the fishmonger's in the villidge, and
bought a paic of skates each. Then
they went skating on tho lake, which
was frozen hard,  The Major joined in
the skating also ; but the ice was not
guaranteed to bear o wait exceeding
holl & ton, and nobody was serprized
to see the Major suddenly disappear
through a whacking grate hole in the
wo,  Jack Jolly & Co. hauled him
out by the hare of his head, and
the dronched ond dvipping warrior
squelehed  away savvidgely to the
House, saying things softly under his
breth. He had hed enuff !

After luneh, the juniors went toboggern.
ing. It was graio sport, wiezing down
from a high attitude at brakensck speed.
The hiil which they chosoe for their opera-
1ons was ag steep os the gide of & house,
w0 it was hardly serprising that there were
# few ensualtiea, Jack Jollvy broke his
#rm, and Merry had & cupple of ribbe
~tove in, and Bright fracktured his thigh,
Uring of true British wmold, however, our
herges didn't mele a fuss over a few
“oratehes ;. amd they =printed homo to
teg dn high spivits.

Y Chvistmoos Eve ! said Jack Jally.
" Wonder if the Ghost of the Wicked
rarron will wallk to-night

*I wonder ! said Merry, “If le
o, 1 hope he walks into the Head's
hed-room, and puts the wind up him in
¢ ograte gust. The Head preiends that
hi's not afraid of ghosts; but 1 beleeve
the old bufler would =hreel blue murder
il e saw one L
i 11

“Yes, rather !V said Bright. T say,
ver chaps ! I think we ought to make
-re that the Wicked Borron decs pay the
Head a visit to-night,”

¢ How 77 asked Juck Jolly,

Brighi choekled,

“ Hanging tn the hall,™ he =aid, *is
@ woot of armer, worn by somo Barron in
1he Merry fambly, hundreds cast buadreds
b years ago. I osuppest that you put
iLoon toanght, Jack, and arm yooeself

l#ﬂ ' ...“.\l
\
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and go clonking into the Head's bLed.
room. Then we'll zee woenther he's afraid
of ghosis or not.”

“A ripping wheoze!™
“Are you game, Jack 7"

“ Rather ! **

VWhen the juniors got baclk to the Manner,

smd  Merey,

Major

Mervy
through a whacking grate hole in the ice,
and Jack Jolly hauled him out by the
hars of hia head.

suddenly disappeared

they found tliat there was no tea for them.
Blenkinsop, thg butler, with his wooden,
mngcrootable face, eggeplained that he hatd
laid tea for five, and that the Ilead had
come  down and wolfed the lot—-the
Major's inclooded.

Thia put Jack Jolly & Co. in an awful
rage, and made them all the more Jetor-

and make the Head sit up,

“We'll give the greedy old ghalten such
6 Christroazs Eve that ho will remembep
it from the cradle to the grave ! declared

Jack Jolly,

And Merry and Bright, gazing roolully
at their empty plates, said: ° Here,
here 17 with zrate gusto.

&
IDNIGHT !

The sollum chimes boomed
earily from
the little

cuckoo-clock on tho
mantlepeacas  in the
Head's bed-room,
QOutside, thoe wind
moantd and groaped
around the old turrels
and towers of Merry
Manner.

niined {o put their plans into eggeeoution,

N

P/ S

Iwas keeping it io give to the tox-bwith a sword and a Lrace of rovolvers,

It was {he witehing hour, when clharche
yards yawn, and when millions of ghostly
crectures wall tho parth.

Doctor Birchemall struggled and hicled
on his bed, in the throws of a nightmare,
Fe drempt that he was being chasod to-
wards the odge of & steep presipiss Ly the
Ghost of the Wicked Barron, who
brandished his sword, snd flureished hisg
revolvers, apd uttered peercing, forvifying
shrecks, vowing that he would hove the
Head's blud.

Juet a2 he reached the edge of the
presipiss, and was hetween two fires, so
to speck, the Head meraifully awoke.
His nighteapped head popped up from

bepeath the bedeloso, and he peered
around him into the shaddoes,
Eoom !

It was the last siroke of midnight,
thundering  sollumly - from the cuckoa.
clock,

The Head shivered. It was o wild,
weeradd  night, and the mouning. eand
groaving of the wind, and the ghostly
pettering of the snow om the window-
paina, would have scared a bolder man
than Doctor Birchemall.

Herk ! What was that ¢

The Head clutched at his hart, which
was pounding hisribbslike & sledgehammer.

Above the wailing of the wind, and the
enarling of the rattz in the wanescoling,
enother sound becamo ordible—a misteri-
ous clank-clenk from the corridore.

. Tho Head trembled, and his face turned
detiidy pail in the opake darkness,

“Phe—the Clhost!™ ke muttoved,
rteddying  his  brissling  heard. *‘I'he
Ghost of the Wicked Barron ! "

Clanlk, elank, elank !

The sound drew nearer, clegrer, 1t
caused the inspivation to broke out in
beads on the Hewd's forrid. He egp.
aporienced 8 queer senso of helplesaness,

(CoMinued overleaf.)

"l 1v'e & spook ! * oried the .
Major, horsely. " Qaltar him 1"
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as if he waz ab the merey of a grim yed
invisible foe !

“ Oh dear ! "' gasped the Heed, button.
ing the jacket of his pijamers with
trembling fingers. I am undone ! ™

Suddenly the clanking footmarks ceased ;
and the Head, who had thougltiully
brought & scroo-driver to bed with him,
took it oubt- from under his pitlow and
scrood up his curridge, _
* Bo brave, Birchemall ! "' he muttered

limsolf. * Pull yourszeli together,
man.! There is nothing to fear! Ghosta
can't hurt you. If it was a berglar, he
roight dot you on$he napper with a jommy,
and send you to sleep; but ghosts don't
earry Jommies '

Thoe Head réalised, however, that they
earriod something more formiddable than
jornmies. The Wicked Barron was said
to bo armed with a glissening blade and a
brace of pistlea |

In order to- keop his pecker up—and

pssibly in the hope of scaring away the

host—the IHead burat into song. He
warbled the firal ditty thot came into his]
head,

to

“ jone are the days when my hart way

young and gay,

Gone are my frends, to the cotton-
feclds away ;

Gone are they now, to a bhetter land I
know,

I here those jentle voices calling, * Teor
Old Joe 1?7

*I'M COMING! T'M COMING!™

The corus of the song was suddenly
chanted in ghostly tones, from out<ide
the door of the }f'l;m!.'s-s bed-room.  Amnd
the words wers sung in such & sinnmster
way thet they formed a direet thrett.
“*I'm coming! T'm coming! And my

head is bending low.
I om the Ghost of Merry Manner—
Yo-ho-ho!™

Cone wag the Head's curridge in o
flash. It cozed out at his finger-tips,
and. ho could feel it trickling over the
counterpain. The scroodriver wos useless

now, mop would have been more
sootable |
The Head, aliged with fear, tried

to call out ; but his roof seemed to rlesve
to the mouth of his tung, and he couldn’t
artikulate,

Slowly—inch by inch—little by little—
jot by jot—iota by iota—tho door of the
Head's bed-room wasa pushed open by
invisible hands !

But for tho fact that ha was atone-bald,
tho Head's hare would have stood up on
ond. As it was, hia long beard woggled
and swayed like a thissle in a gale.

Clank; clank, clank !

The ghostly introoder was marching
m the room, and approsching the Hoead's

t

“Ha, ha!"™ A sinnister, mocking
larf Aoated throuph the darkness. “Doctor
Birchemall—tremble ! Your louwr has
come ['M

“Yaroooo 1" rosred the Heed, finding
his voice st laat. ** Who—who are you ¥ 7

“* 1 s the Ghost of the Wicked Barron
=—the ‘bold, bad Berron who lived hear

-
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in the days of the Konkeror, and whe,
in this very roem, did his encpies o
deth 4"

" Wow | yelped the Head.

* Canst see me, Birchemall 7" inguirgd
the phostly hitrooder.

“Nunno ! gasped the Tead., ™ And
I don't want to! Dip.pip-please go
away |
and “haunt Jack Jelly and hizs {riends.
I should love to see the young raskals
get a real pood seara !

My hat—I moan, padzooksl™ eried
tho Ghost of tho Wicked Barron. " By
my halibut, thou shalt suffer for those
unoharritable words! With my trusty
sword, T will cleave thee to the chine!”

Thoe Head didn’t know egosactly what
that meant, bubt he know it meant some-
thing drediul. Me gave a loud, penny-
trating shrools, which miust havo awakenad
everybody in the Manner House,

“Help ! Ghosts] Reskew 1"

* Odds boddikinsi Thou art in sooth &
cowerdly poltreon!™ said the Wicked
Barron., *"Methinks I Lad better put
thee out of thy mizzery 17

Something -cold and clammy rested for
an instant upon the Head's cheek., He
clid not need telling that it wax the sword-
blade of the Wicked Barron.

If anything was necded to galvernize
the Head into action, that did it! Ilo
was out of bed in & twinkling, with o leap
that Granpa Krooshen would  have
envied.

Buddenly & shaft of moonlight pleemed
through the winder, lighting up the room ;
and for the first time the Head caunght
sight of Lis knockturnal vizsifant.

It was, indead, ibe Ghost of the Wicked
Barron ! Ile was attived in 8 zoot of
armer, several =izez too big for him, and
8 pair of flashing eyez gleemed through
the wvizer. In one mailed fist a sword
glissened ; in the other, a cupple of
revolvers werd cocked af a perilus angle,
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DO YOU KNGW THAT—

Interesting Tit-bits for
the Footer enthusiast.

III'II IEFEEENESEN

Manchester City would not new have
been in the Becond Division if they
had scorved from a penalty kick in the
last match of last season, and Cardilf
City would have won the First Thvision
championship in 18234 if they had
scored from a penalty kick in the last
game of the seaszon.

The ball iz not out of plav, and
that a goal should not be allowed to
count until the whele of the ball has
passed over the line

A referce iz only allowed to oxtend
the ordinary time of a mateh bo permit
of a ponalty kick being taken,

1f a bail hils the referee, and then
goes into the mnet a goal must be
allowed.

Wolverhampton Wanderers have had
most ups and downs since ihe War
They have been in a Cup Final, have
been relegated from the Second Divi-
sion to the Third, have won thelr way
back, Noel George, who kept goal
in the Cup Final of 1921, is the only
i.iur\'-wcr of the side ibat played that

ay.

If you must haunt somebody, go-
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The Head gave one terryvfied blink ab
the appyrition; then he davted wildly
to the door, huarled himseli into the
corridors, heeved himsell to the landing,
ancd threw himsell doewn the stares.
Weather or not he was being pursooed
hy the Wicked PBarron he counld not tell
for ¢ertain; but that terrifying clank.-
clank still rang in his ears.

The Head fairly pelted down the starer,
Just as Major Merry, with o stafi of servants
—all armed with pokers—werd comung
up o seo what sll the rumpus waa abont,

When the Major caught sight of the
Hoad, in his white pijamers, ho natcherally
took lum for a ghost.

“It's & apook!™ eried
horsely, * Collar him!'"

Blenkinsop, the butler, with the aesist.
ance of Filking, the fvetman, and Boldtype,
the page, promptly laid vielent hands on
the Head. It was fortunitt for the latter
;J_w:b they didn't lay viclent pokers on
wm !

“Hellup ! gasped the Flend, a3z he
went dewn in a sprawling heap. " I'm
not a ghost—I'm o guest ! 1 am Doctor
Birchemall, and wyou sholl pay dearly
for thiz outrage ! You will find the ghost
up in my bed-room !

“Come on, boys!" eried Blonkinsop,
without stopping to apollegise to thoe Head,
who was lelt for dead on tho stares.
* I've never caught a ghost yot, apd I'm
tooking forward te the cggsperience!"

And the butler, with the {footman and
the page hard at his leals, scrambled
over the Head's incumbent form, and
rushied ap to his bed.room.

Blenkinsop switehed on the eclectrick-
light, ond hekd his poker in reddiness,
Then he dorted a swift glance round tho
FOOTII.

Jb was Hlnﬁﬁtj' 1

What o beesily self 1" said Boldtype,
the page. * There isn't a ghost at all!
IF woui mske moe, oldd Birchemnall has Leen
having nightmare 17

Suddenly the Major's vojce came o
from below.

* Have you captured the <pouk, Toys 0

“There ain't no spook ab o all, sie)”
oplicd Blenkinsop, " egoent in Doetor
Birchemall's imagingtion !V

On hearing these reassuring words, the

the Major,

‘mallent Major came bounding up the stares

threo at a time.

“Why—wlat's this ¥ he roared
angrily. ' D'you mean to way we've boon
awalened for notlong &7

Blenkinson nodded.

“Look for vourself, =i, Le  said.
“There's not a sian or a shaddo of o
gliost L

Thoe Major peeredd under the bed, ahl
inte the wardrobe, and in all the nooks
and cornerd. e diseovered nothing—
not even o ghostly footstep.

“ MThis is 2koandalus 1" Lhooted the Major.
* Dgetor Birchemall has had nightmers
through over-eating, snd he has brought
us hers on & wild-goose close! 1T won't
half tick him off, by George ! ™

What the Major said to the IHead will
not bare ropetitshun in cold print. He
stormed and raved at him for half an hour
without stopping ; and the Head had no
chanes to state his case, and io assurn
hiz host that he had indeed encountercd
the Ghost of the Wicked Earron,

And, mecnwhile, Jack Jolly & (o,
snuggled wp in their warm baeds, wove
chuelling themselves to sleep !

TIE RN,

{Look out for the further exeiling
adrentures of Jaek Jelly £ Co dn:
“Christmos At Mérry Muwnner!” neri
week's amusing yarn af S0 Sanp's)
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“Fhis 13 really extraordinary,” he zaid

LS at last.

'..::. i
(Continued from page 13.)

It was Horace Coker.

The dignity of a senior of the Fifth
Form, of course, prevenicd Horaco
Coker from EitEEn% at the samo table
with the juniors. He sat by himself in
lofty state, and did not he—edy ilie smiling
glances that the Famous Five sometimes
cast in his direction.

After “dinner, Inspector CGirime: from
Courtfield waz announced; he had comsa
along to sea Coker and take down his
statement, Harry Wharlon & Co, went
up to the Hemove passage.

They were finished at Greyfriars now;
and it was necessary to make plans for
the remainder of the vacation.. OUnsthe
way back to Greyfriars from the cliffa
they had stopped at Friardale post-
Office  to  send telegrams (o Reggie
Coker and to Miss Judith Coker at Holly
Housge, and to telephone to Mr. Grimes
at Courtfield, They left it to Mr.
Grimes to apprise an¥ others whom 1t
might concern that Horace Coker had
been founds

They gathered in Study No, 1 to dis-
cuss the situation.

Christmas at Wharton Lodge was, of
eourse, “off.”  Colonel Wharton and
Miss Whgrton were at  Bonrnemouth
now, and the lodge was shut up.

Had the juniors becn able to foresea
how the quest for Horace Coker wounld
turn out it would have been a different
matter; but at the time the probability
had becn that they would put in the
whole period of the holidays at the
school, pursuning the search for the miss-
ing Fifth-Former.

The quest had ended sooner than ex-
pected, and with a very ‘unexpected
guccess. Coker was done with, and now
the ehums of the Remove were rather at
8 loose end,

The Famous Five were deep in dis
cussion, when there was a knock at the
study door and Inspector Grimes pre-
sented himself.

“Come 1n, Mr. Grimes,” said Wharton
cheerily, and Nugent placed a chair for
the portly official gen!;lgman.

Mr. Grimes sat down and looked very
curiously at the chums of the Remove.
There was no doubt that he wasz desnly
astomished by their suceess in finding
and rescuing the missing Fifth-Former,

“I want a statement frowm you young
gentlemen,” sard Mr. Grimes, I am
bound to congratulate vyou on what you
have done. I want to know how you did
it—whether you happenced oi that lonely
bungalow by sheer chance and found
Master Coker there——->~"

“Nao fear,” satd Bol.

“Then you had a elwe of some kind 1
said the puzzled inspector,

“Not exactly a elue,” said Wharton,
“ Bomething more like a suspicion, But
it turned up Lromps.™

“¥ou had better make a compleis
statement.” =aid Mr, Grimes,

Harry Wharton proceeded te do so.

Mr, Grimes looked more and more
surprized as he proceeded.

He made lengthy notes of Wharton's

statement, and chewed the end of his
pencil meditatively.

" ane oxteaordinariness i3 terrific.”
snid Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh, “But
the proof of the pudding is the stitch in

g Limne that goes longest to the well, as

the English proverb says.”™

Inspector Grimes blinked at the nabob.

“Oh, vos! BExoactly ! he gasped.

He wrinkled his brows over his notes.

“T shall ascertain in whose name {he
Hillerest Bungaelow was hired,” he ard.
" Doubtless in a false name. You beys
are sbhselutely certain that yon saw Mr.
Poynings there al one timel”

“ Qaite 1"

“And for that reason yon
that he had had & hand in
Coker’s disappesrance i :

“Wharton did,” said Johnny Bail.
1 thought it was all rot,”

The inspector smiled.

* Further investigation, of course, will
ba made,” he said, I have never seen
thiz Mr. Poynings. Cen you descnibe

(53]

him to mof

“Easily ! said Havrv. “A hard-faced
man, clean-shaven, with a hocked nose,
greenish-grey eyes, and goldrnimmed
glasses.”

“A hooked nose? zaid the inspector,
A prominent feature?™

11 v&r:'"'l?

“It appears that Master Uocker wias
seized by two men—aonce the ruffian yith
whom you had a struggle at the bunga.-
low; the other a man seen only asneg,
ot the woodland footpath, by Mastex
Cherry.  Desertbe him to me, Master
Cherry, once more.”

* A johnnie with a2 beard dnd horn.

Uz
asier

==L

];;Did he resembls Mr. Porvnivg: s
all1™

Bolbr started.

El‘}h, no! Poynings is clean-shavon,
pad——*

“Beards are casily adopted,” said the

inspector, *“"He wore glasses, at least.
S0 does Mr. Poynings. He wouid
naturglly adopt a different kind of spoe-

tacles if in disguize, Did you notiec lLis
noset"”

“T noticed it was a fairly big bake,”
said Bob.

“"Quite so.  Now, Master Bunter
came an these $wo men by the wood ihe
same day—apparcntly at the time when
they were abour to place Coker in the
covered cart they had ready for him.
He saw only the ruffian you found at the
bungalow, and heard the voice of the
other man. But he stated that the man
Smiley addressed the other by, the nick.
nome of * Nozey." ™

“Yes," said Harry,

“Nosey is the kind of nickname that
might be applied to Mr, Puz.rninga, what,
if he has criminal associetions?”

“Yeg, rather ! said Bob.

The inspoctor nodded and smiled,

“I think it will tern out that Mr.
Smiley’s companion in the kidnappung
wq:l ti‘.vm man FPoynings in disguize,” ke
Edid.

“Why, of course!" exclaimed Harry.
“1i's clear cnough! 1 wonder we didn’s
think of it,"

“The clearfulness iz terrifie.”
“The mattor is extremely mysterious,”
said the inspector. “It wounld appear

that Mr. Henry Coker’s confidence has
Leen abused by this man Poynings, his

rimmed glasses,” said Bob. *“That's all secretary. For some reason he desires
I can say.” to keep the sick’ man's nephew away
!'-‘llIHII“IIIIIFI-II‘I'II.-‘IIll'.'.‘h'l-l-- L whna --ll--..l‘l'“-.."l'“-..-.'l".-...-‘l.!
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If it’s tiction yot want, rousing
school, sporting and adventure
varns—beautifully illustrated—
poems, colour plates and in-
teresting articles, the HOLI-
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.“u".“ RSN PR AR AN RN N E R AR R R R R AR

You're looking for a Book that would make
a good Christmas Present ? Then you needn’t look
farther than these Two Ripping Annuals!

NOW ON SALE. Price6/-each.

AR SRR SR FREE I AEE I FRF A AR FM RS R R RN R Rd il REaaEEsTRdR RN dR S PR RO REd A DRENEDEET

You're on hobbies ¥
That's finel Brilliant, in-
structive articles and easy-to-
follow diagrams—dealing with
practically every known hob

—simply abound in EVER

BOY'S HOBBY ANNUAL.
It's a real treasure-house of
knowledge for the boy who

wants to know.

SAgEBEF4EANNEEFEEEAN ESENENE R EEEE NS PR RV AR T R AR AN R FRENAT R RS F R EN RO SN ETRANE S PR ANA SRR R R A A A

Tue Macxer Lierany.—No. 235,



fle appears to have
tnken a Jawless and desperate step for

from Holly House.

that purpose, Buot the matter i wery
indefinite ; I do not see yet how the law
is to lay its hands: apon this Mr. oyn-
mgs, ot leask until his  accomplice i3
caught. We may learn more from him,
A very slrange affair; and, bub for you
schoolboys, it is plan that Me, Poyn-
mgs' conneckion with the matter could
never have been suspected. I, of course,
place faith in your statements; but proot
of his complicity is guite another
matter.”

The inspector pursed his lips,

He was evidently perplexed, and it
was clear to the jumiors that, but fr
the indisputalle tact that Coker fad
actually been found at the lonely bunga-
low on the cliffs, Mr. (Grimes would have
sutiled at the suggestion of any con
nection between Uncle Henry's secretury
and tho kidnapping of Horace Coker,

Mr. Grimes rose at last.

“The alfair is in the hands of fhe
police, and the fullest investization will
be made,” he said. ** Whatever may bae
Mr. Poynings’ game, he will find the
law a_little too strong for him, I think.
He will undoubtedly dony ever having
been near the Hillerest Bungalow——"

Y But the estate agent whe let himn the
house——" said Bob.  “ Wouldn't he
know him again?”

“He would have taken it under a false
name, and in disguize—donbtles paying
vent in advance in licu of references,”
said the inspector. I shall follow that
up; but, unless the man was very care-
less, there will be nothing in that direc.
tion, But "—the inspector " pursed his
lips—" now fhat we are on the gontle-
man's track the rest will follow=—the rest
will follow. You have told me s very
strange story—a  very strange  story
indeed. You are—hem !—ahsolutely cer-
tain that it was Mr. Poynings sou saw
that rainy evening at the bungalow——"

Ile blinked at the juniors.

“HWe can swear to it if necessary.”
said Harry Wharton quietly.

“ A momentary glimpse in the dusk !”
murmured the inspector.

“ It i3 quite certain, all the same

BWell, well, we shall see!l I have
no doubt; but the man's motive is very
hard to guess, We shall see! At all
events, you young gentlemen may con-
gratulabe yourselves; you have rescued
your schm{afelinw, and you have put the
police on the track of a man who, if
things turn out &s seems probable now,
must be a eriminal and a dangerous
character., 1 recommend you not to
talk too freely abont this affzir for the
present.”

“ 0k, certainly!”

The inspector took his leave, the
juniors secing quite plainly that he was
perplexed, and had lingering doubis

They smiled at one another when he
WaS gone.

"It beats Mr, Grimes,” said Bob, “I
must own up that it beats me, too. What
on earth can be Poynings' game!"”

“Something jolly deep and raseally,
but goodness knows what ! said Harry.
“I—1 supposoe the evidence isn’t enough
to arrest him upon. He's covered up
his tracks too jolly carefully for that.
Anyhow, Coker's uncle will be on his
guard now, and ke can turn the man out
of the house. Now, what about the rest
of the vag—""

Thump! :

The door of Study Wo. 1 opened again,
and Coker of the Fifth came in,

T Macrer Lisraky,—No, 933
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Going Home with Coker !

ORACE COKEER had a rather
H extraordinary expression on his
rugped face. s manner was
viery subdued. ITe came across
the roowm to Ilarey Wharton, and, to
the astonishment of the caplain of the
Remove, held out his hand.
U Give me vour fin, kid?' suid Coker.
“¥ou're a sportsman, Wharton, and—
and I'm sorry for some things that have
heppened. You're a cheeky Remove
kid: bhut .Eu:nu_'ru & roal white man, all
the same !’

And he gave the captain of the Re-
move a geip that made hin wriggle.

“Oh!"” cpaculated THarry.

The Famous Five stored at Coker.
This was rather o new Coker to them,

ITorace of the Fifth sat down,

“Old Grimes has been jawing to me,”
he said; “aul I've been on the tele-
phone o my Aunt Judy. T know all
ahout it now.”

“Oh ! said Harry again.

“OFf conrse, when I saw you kids I
suppostd you'd been up to some of your
chooky tricks and had been detained
over the vae,” said Coker.

“Oh, my hat 1"

“Now I know different. Aunt Judy's
told me about secing vou here, and—and
the rest of it. She made the Head agree
to give any fellow who liked leave io
stay on and scarch for me—and you
fellows ddid it. I can't gquite make out
why Potter and Greene weni—but thex
went, You Remove fags gave up your
Christmas vacation on my account.”

“On vour Aunt Judy's aceount, too,™
spid Wharton, with o sle.

“0Oh, Coker's as well!™ said Fob.
“¥You helped me out of the water, yon
kuow, Coker; and ene good turn de-
serves anokher,”™

Coker nodded.

Plainly, the discovery of the true siato
of affairs had produced a copsiderable
¢ffeet on Horaer Coker.  In his present
chastened  mood  Poiter  and  Geeone
would hardly have kinown old Horage,

“Tt owas  Jullv deceni of you,” sand
Coker, “T1 owe vou liekizgs &l rowml
T letting von off.”

The juniors grinned. o

0k, don't bother ubout Lhai ! said
Johnny Boll,  “Get on wilh the fiek-
ings, obd bean. iF vou feel that way.”

“Ha. ha, ha!l’

“Yon checky young sween—-7""

“That soumds like old Coler again!™
(_'III!l'_"!'l'.i‘l_'d ]]L-JLF-

Coker gontrolled his indignation. o
lind not come there {o vow with the
Fameons Five. TFor ance—perhaps the
first time on recovd—Coker of (ke Fifth
wasz not looking for trouble.

“I've had a long jaw with Aond Judy
on Prouty's teiephone,” he said,

“ Another trunk call for Mr. Prout to
rag the exchange about, when the bl
carmes 1! orinned Nugent,

“Bhe's nwo end  Dbucked,” wont on
Cloker, unheeding.  “I'm  going  to
Holly House this aflternoon.  Aunt Judy
wants me 1o bring you fellows with ne.”
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“What?”

“1'd like vou to come,” said Coker.
“Iirst time vou've ever been asked for
the hols by a Fiith Form man—what?
Well, I mean it, I think it’s up to me.
1 suﬁpme vour vacation has been a bar
mucked up, so far. We have a rather
jolly Christmasz at Holly House. Lot
of things going on, and evervthing well
arranged, you know. I kee to ithe
arrangements mysclf.”

“Qh”

The juniors skared.

Coker of the Fifth was asking & crowil
of Lower Fourth juniors howe for
Chrigtmas! It veally was a record!
MNat that the Co, were keen on Chrislinas
with Coker.

“Of course, I shall have business as
well as pleasure to think about,” went

on Coker., “That man Poynings, the
scoundrel! I nover liked him from the
start, First time I saw him he swore

like a trooper, becanse of a little acol-
dent. Butted in and tried 1o keep me
away from Iolly House fur fhe vaca-
tion. That's why he got me kidnapped.
Old Grimes scems to have some doubts
about it: I haven't any, It was Povn-
ings

"It was Povuines vight cnough,” said
Harry.

“1 . don't know bow it iz, but Unele
Henry scems lo be under the man's
thumb somchow.™ said Clokef.  * Aunt
Judy is very worried and  distressed
about it. 2he Inathes Povnings, and she
thinks thai her hrother doesn’t like him,
vet he lets the man stay in the house
for some reason. I suppose that Urele
Henry being sick and scedy, ~tha brute
hagz somehow ot an mmfluence over hinn
I'm jolly well poing to put o stop to it!”
(Coker's brow darkened. " O0ld Grimes
thinks there's not ehough (o go upon fo
arrest him.  He deein't know whethes
he's ot on to some jolly serious case, oy
whether von kids have made a  sillv
mistale and seored by accident, T know
well cuongh! I'in going to kick Povn
ings onl of the house s 2oon as I gei

(B

frcrmee !

Coker squared his jaw i a very jgrim
wav., It was casy to see (hine Mr, Poyn-
Pz’ pext indcevies with Coler woulid
net be a pleasani one for Upele Henrey's
seeretary.

“There's z:ome potion gome going o
at Hollvy House,”” went on Coker.  That
villain 1z vicknarzing Unele Henry in
some way, I'm goiug to look into if.
If Unele Honry wants any evidence, you
Lids ecan {ebl bimy what you konow abour
Povaings, 1T haope vou'll eome. T be
jolly glad o vou'll corae.  Just rhink ir
over and let me keow: vou'll find me
packing.”

And Coker of the Fifth, wiith o vory
friendly nod to tle Famwons Five, quitied
=tudy No. 1,

The junmiors smled,

“Very ki of Cokee.”  vawned
Johnny Bull. “But 1 don’t think T'm
keon on 2 Christimns holidsy with hie.
Woe've had enough of hin ot sehioel ™

“And o Jittle ovee.” remnacked Bob
Cherry.

“Fhe kindfolnes. i
jeyiulness of Ugkor -
would not e presi,”
nabob of Bhanipur,

“We'll put it nicely, o Coker is s
joliy polite. but the arswsr 1: in e
piddy negative,” satd  Franlk Nugen,
“What do you zay, larev?  You're
looking as tboughkful a= o Latied ow ]}

Harry Wharton smiled farniiy,

Fosrpifiee, Batgk 41
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“The facl s, you fellows, I think we
might accept Ceoker's invitatien,” he
sald slowly.

“0Oh crumbs!*

“What rot!” said Bob, staring. “Our
plans for Christmas are rather mucked
up, but we can fix up something better
than that.”

“T know., The Lodge is off; but Jois
of peaple wonld be glad to have us, nice
chaps as we are!™

“Hear, hear!™

“1 don't know what Christmas with
Coker would be Like)” went on Harry.
“Coker might behave himself—"

“IIa might!" said DBob,
dubiously.

“The mightfulness i3 tervihe.”

“On the other hand, he may be as
Cokerish at home as ot Greyiriars, amd
may forget the honour due to dis-
tingnizhed puests, when they helong to
the Lower Fourth,”

“Ha, ha, ha

“AL the same, T like the idea—nol on
our account, but on Coker's,” sald the
captain of the Remove seriously. * Coker
i3 goiog home 1o kick that man Poyn-
ings cut of his uncle's howse.: His uncle
saems to give Uoker s head; that's all
vight.  Dut Poymiogs is a dangerous
customer. Ile haz had Coker kidnap-
ped—taken a hawnd in the kidnapping
himself, from what we've learned—and
if it's bronghi home to him il means
penal servitude,  We don’t know his
reason, but it must be an awlully strong
nue fo make him take such risks. Well,
now his kidnapping stunt 13 knocked
shy-high, and Coker comes bulting in,
mare rorly than evor, What 1= ]_‘u:,,'nings
likely Lo do®®

“Blessed if T konow,” said Dob, =1
shovld recommend him to put zome exer-
vise-books  in his  bags before Cokoer
heging  kicking, Horace las a hefty
hoof.*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bo serious, oll chap,” said Wharion.
“Look af it!  Coker iz poing inio a
house with an old lady, his aunt, and a
sick man, his uncle, and a dengerous,
desperate character  like  Fovnings,

very
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Wharton unlocked the door and threw it open, * Coker!®
“* Hurrah ! ** The juniors swarmed into the room. On the

floor lay Horace Coker, bound and gagged, his eyes almost starting
from his head at the sight of the Removlies.
bean ! ** exclaimed Wharton triumphantly. (See Chapler 9.)

* Found you, old

According to Coker himself, his uncle 13
somehow . under the man's thumb; and,
in fact, that's pretty clear anvhow, ov
Poynings would never have dared to
butt in us be did wrging Coker to keep
away over Christmas. Somehow  or
other, it seems that Poynings has some
power in the house, Coker's walking
right inte it, and he's about as fit to
take care of himsell as o baby of twao
or threa,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Boh. ' Are yon
gotng o pub it like that to Coker when
you accept his giddy invitation "

“No,” said Harry, laughing; “but
that's the fact of the matter. My belief
iz that Coker will find trouble at Holly
House, and it's jolly well on the cards
that he may hind danger. 1f he's kid-
napped again he mayn't gel oni of. it s0
casily, or at all.”

ik DI; !”

“LUoker risked his life helping you in
the stream, Bob- for he's no swinnner,
theugh he thinks he iz, Wo've paid that
debt oft, I koow; bot —but why not sec
it through? Koop the obd duffer inder
our eye, you know, ad sce that Poyne-
ings docsn't give him a second lot”

“MNover thought  about  that,”  gaid
Mugent.  “Buol, now you mention ii, i
seets likely enongh.  Coker may I
running his head vight into a frap, and
he'z got abouy as nuch sense as a bunuy
rabbit. Gentlernen, chaps, and fellpws,
we've =tarted fhis vacation os Cobkev's
keopers———"

“Ha, ha, hal™

“I vote that we plav the game to the
ond,” said Fraonk. *"IUs not geucrally
consldered the daty of the Lowey Fourth
ta take vare of the Fifth, bal it's up to

ne. Lot's look aftor Clokeor™
“I'm game,”  szaid  Johnny Dl

“After all, if Le forgets what 13 due
ta o guest, we can forget what's Jue 1o
a host. No reason why we should have
betier memories than Coker”

The juniors eliekled.

“Well, M you fellows agree, '
rlad,” said Harry. “ I'm sure che polise
will bave an eye on My, Poynings now,
batt there’s not enough for them to go

wpon to arrest him.  Ho may be des
perate—in fact, we hnow he's pretiy
deaporate, to got mixed up in kdnap-
ping. Goodness knows what may be m
store for Ooker at Holly House! T can'y
help thinking there may be real danger.
What's happened to him already looks
liko it. Coker's every varicty of an ass:
hut he's & good sort in his way, aml
we're not going to see him damaged by
a schening rascal.™

“Hear, hear!"”

“'The  hear-hearfulness i3 tervifieI”
~aid Hupree Jamset Ram Singh. Lot
s accompany the esteemed and idiotic.
Uoker, and keep the waiehinl eye opeu
on the disgusting Poymngs.”

“Tt's sottled, then?™ said
glancing round.

“It’s a go !’

“Right-ho, then! Let's tell Coker !

And the Famous Five sought out
Horace Coler, whom they found pack-
ing and nearly ready for departuve.
Coker smiled genially when they in-
formed  him thab they Dhad dectded
in  accopt his  kind invitation for
Chrstmas. i

“ilad you'ex coming,” he said, not
ab all like Uoker of the Fifth, but, as
Iob Cherry satd afterwards, jnst like
a hmuan being. Tl phene 1lhvough
that you've coming with wme  fisi,
we've pob time for the frain. You'll
find my uncle and aunt jolly glad 1o
reee you, and I'll de my Jevel best to
give vou & jolly Christimas"

And so it was seitled.  Amd when
Horace Coker left Greyiriars School,
Ilarry Wharton & Co. left with lim,
aned they travelled together o preai
amity, ithe Cn. listening  patiently 1o
Coker's somewhat Tenglhy deseriptions
wliatl he was g’uinr.: ta da (o Mr. "ovn-
nrg=, ad meanwhile wondering whar
iheir Chriztmas would be bike at Hallv
House, The halehel was Dbariesl now
hetween Coler of the Fifth and las old
foes of the Wemove- buved decp, not
to be Jdur wpoazain Gl the next term
at Gireyiviara

Tiueg Macxer Linpanv.—No, 0852,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
At Holly House !

e EAR Horacel”
D Aunt  Judith sobbed as
she clasped the burly Fifth.
Former of Greyiriars, ond
Lissed him on both cheeks.

Harry Wharlon & Co. stood round
with polite smiles. i

The winter evening had closed in,
dark and windy, and there had been a
light fall of snew; the juniors’ coals
were powdered with it. In the square,
panelled hall of Holly House the elec-
tric light gleamed on their ruddy faces
and snowy overcoats.

At the railway-station Coker had ex-
pected & car from the house, but there
had been no car. The station hack had
brought the party and their bags to
the house. e juniors, in the windy
derkness, had seen little of the building
as they approached it, but they had
observed thet it was a country house
of moderate dimeneions, standing inifs
own grounds, with lawn, paddock, and
woodland, Certainly there were a3 yet
no signs of Christmas festivity about
the pﬁﬁe, but perhaps that was due to
the cloud that hung over Aunt Judy
and Unecle Henry on account of their
missing nephew.

Aupt Judith, for the moment, had no
eyes or ears for enyone but her dear
Horace, And the juniors liked the way
Coker met his aunt. Bome fellows—
cspecially Fifth Form men—would have
been very uncomfortable and awhkward
at being hugged and kissed and called
“Dear Horace!” before a mob of
juniors.  Not so Coker of the Fifth!
Coker had his faults—in fact, their
name was legion. DBut therc was no
nonsense about him., He was gehuinely
fond of his Aunt Judy, and he did not
care & rap if all the world knew it. He
hugged the old lady affectionately.

“Here I am, auntie” =aid Coker,
“safe and sound., not hurt in the least.
Ang jolly glad to ses you, old dear!”

“Mw dear, dear boy!" sobbed Aunt
Judith. " What I have suffered while
vou wore missingh—mm”

I know you have, dear old soul!™
spi] Coker. *1 was no end worried
about you, you know., I knew vou'd be
upset. But here I am, none the worse;
and I'm jolly well going toe make an
example of that scoundrel Povynings if
ne's still here 1™

“0h ! sald Aunt Judith.

“He's here " asked Coker,

“Ye:, Horace.”

“"He's got the check to face me!™ ox-
claimed Coker, in mingled indignalion
and amusement, “ Al right! I'll give
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him something to cure all that! Dut
here are the fellows who rescued me,
auntie "

Miss Coker turned to the Famous
Five. Coker presented them one after
anather,

“1 cannot thank you as I would wish
for what you have done my dear
bays " said Miss Coker. “You have
saved an old woman from heartbreek-
ing anxziely; vou have saved my dear,
dear nephew from the hands of a wicked
man | ow can I thank you ™"

“Don't trouble, ma'am,” said Johnn
Bull, *Besides, it was all Wharton's
dmr{%; we only backed him up.”

“We were all jolly glad to do what
we could., ma'am.” said

I'TII:

was little encugh, really.”
“I was so glad when Horace tele-
phoned thet you were coming,” said

Aunt Fudith, “I longed to see you and
thank wvou. We will try to make you

Harry.

happy ]:!'E_I'E over Christmag—="

“ Povnings first !" zsaid Coker, " These
chaps will lend me & hand if I need
one, auntie=~not that I'm likely to need
it. Where 13 the scoundrel "

Bliszs Coker hesitated.

Her kind old face went red and white
by turns,

Cloker did not seem to =ee it, but the
iuniors could see clearly onough that
Coker’'s proposition of prompt wven-
geanca upon Mr. Poynings distressed
and alarmed the old lady.

“Let me take you {0 yvour rooms
first,” said Aunt Judith, * and then you
will want your supper. And--"

“ Better kick that scoundrel out first,
auntie !” said Coker. * Where is he?™
“In the library with wour Uncle
Henry,” said Miss Coker. " Dear, dear,
Horace, do not act hastily ! I—Jem—?

“Well, hospitality first, Eertainlf_'.,”
said Coker “Poynings will keep; his
own fault if he's kicked out too late
to cateh o traln anywhere [

A manservant relieved the juniors of
their cogts and hats and bags, and
Cokor led them up the staircase. They
had arrived rathar late, and they were
qutte prepared for the supper to which
Mizzs Cokor referred. But—with the
exceplion of the great Horace—all the
party could sece that there was some-
thing annss at Ilolly House, “The
Famous Five had a strong suspicioa
that the summary ejection of 3Mr. Poyvn-
ings would not prove so simple & matter
as Coker of the Fifth was taking for
granted,

Comfortable raoms had been prepared
for the Famouz Five, and o log fire
was burning cheerily in cach, The
rooms were very well appeinted and
comfortable indeed, and icoked ns if
Aunt Judy was accuztomed to looking
very carefully and hospitally after hor
beloved nephew's guests in haliday time.
Harry Wharten & Coo remosed the
staing of travel, and came dewn with
Horace Coker to & handsome  dining-
room, brightly highied, with & blazing
log fire, where a very welcome suppcr
was servec.

Miss Coker sat near ber dear Hornee,
seenung unable to keep ber eves off him,
as 1f mof yet quite convinced that the
ineztimable, invaluable yenih really had
arrived zafe and sound.

Coker was very cheerful over supper,

Ewvidently he was looking forward to
dealing  with 3e, Poynings. To the
chums of the Remove it was quite
obvions that matters would not go as
Coker anticipated: bt Coker was
accnstomed to socing no furlher than

[ LY PR %I -'--

the end of his nose—even if so far ms
that. Ile had no doubts.

“Now for Poynings!” said Coker,
When supper was over.

“My dear Horace——'

“Yes auntie?” said Coker affection-
ntﬂ-_i%'.

“I—I mmst speak to you first,” said
Miss Coker.

The juniors exchanged glances.

“Don't you fellows go,” said Coker.
“1 want you to be present when I deal
with that scoundrel! What is it,
auntie #*

“ About Mr., Poynings,” faltered Aunt
Judith. “He declares that your friends
have made a mistake, and that he has
never been at the bungalow you men.
tionad, and has never even heard of it
before.”™

“He would 1" snid Coker, with a nod,

* A—a police official has already been
here to speak to him, and he seems to
have given a satisfactory explanation,

race,”

“The police
agreed Coker,

“Your Uncle Honry believes him,
Horace,”

“Yes, he scoms to be able to stuff
LUncle Henry, from what T hear!” snid
Coker. " He can't stuff me |

*Unele Henry kas heard the whole
story, Horace, am-il ho—he believes in
Ar. Poymngs' explanation,” szid Aunt
Juddith. “l—%: desires the whole matter
to be forgotten se far as Mr. Poyn.
mgs 15 concerned,’’

“You don't believe in the villain, do
you, auntie "

“I=I have never trusted him," said
Miss Coker. “But it is for your Unele
Hepry to decide, Horace. ™

l}:n!-:ﬁnr of the Fifth shook his head.

It's for me to protoci Unele Heury
ngainst that seoundrel,”™ he  said.

That's my duty! Why, that's what
Poynings must have been afraid of, vou
sec, i trying to keep me away from ke
house, ™

“HBut he denies 2
U He would P osakd Coker seornfudly,
“Let's see if the rascal will keep it up
fo roy face—in the presence of those
chaps, too, who saw him at the bung.
' going to open Unele Henry's eves.”

VY idut bt 5

Poor Misz Judith [alicred. She was
far too fond of dear Hovace to think of
wointing out that, in Mr. Henry Coker's
wuse, it was for Mr. Heney Coker 1o
ive orders. The juniors could diseern
that though at the back of her mind. as
it were, and they wondered that Coker
couldn’t, Dut soch an idea was not
likely fo oeenr te Coker of the Greys
friars Tifth,

YTl all vigha, anntie " said Cloler
soothinglyv,  “You keep cut of it, It
would apset vou, 1 won't bLurt {he
votter-—pol noch, anvwev,  Tin bound
to kicke Lina, of course [

“Bear Horace, vour uncie iz far from
well,  Any seene of vieleneo jight have
g had efect on bim, ™

“Poor ol chap!” said ITerace. "I}l
Lo jolly carciul, auntie,  Dash it all,
wel t even Kick the rotter If it woull
uperh Unele MTenry. There 17

b, my dear boy, Unele Henry does
nol desire 1o discharge his secretary. He
Linz said so0—""

“That’s beecanze the refter Lias stuffed
i, Woaae mil I I his oy, sl
Cloker, " You [ellows come along with
me.  Leave it to me, auntwe: i’z all
1'i%h’r. I'il be jolly careful with uncle.”

oker marched to the door.

Iarry Wharton & Co. locked at one

haven’'t much sense [




EYERY
MOMDAY

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIOR
TWOPENCE,

another and at Miss Jadith. They were
guite keen to back up Coker in dealing
with the rascally secrctary. But they
realised, if Coker did not, that 1t was [ov
Mr, Henry Coker to give instructions
on that subject.

breathed Aunt

“"Go with bim!"

Judith. "My dear: bevs, stay with
ITorace, Restrain hizs resentment, if
vou can. (3o with him, if you will be so
kind."

“Certainly, ma'am?’ szaid Bob
Cherry,

Coker glanced back from the door of
the dining-room.

“Aren't you chaps coming "

“Yes," said Hawmy.

And they followed Coker., Coker of
the Fifth led the way across the hall to
the door of the lLibrery, and the juniors
followed him, wondering, with a great
deal of suppressed excitement, what was
going to heppen when they found them-

vea in the presence of Coker's Uncle
Henry and the man whom they knew
to be Coker's kidnapper.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Mysiery of Holly House !

i OME in, my dear Horaee!”
Mr. Henry Coker was soated
in a deep armchair, by =»
crackling log fire. Near him
was & writing-table, at which sat a man
of slight build, with cold, hard face,
greemsh-grey eyes, and a large hooked
piose. The juniors knew Mr Png'mn?:;,
the secretary, at once. He rose to lus
feet as the visitors enfered and stood
quite still, with an expressionless f[ace.
Certainly there was nothing like
nervousness to be read in his manner.
If he had not a conscicusness of inno-
cence, &t all events, he had plenty of
nerve, Coker’s eyes gleamed at the cold,
hard, sleek man, but his glance passed
on ot once to Mr, Henry Coker, and his
look became concerned as he hurried

across to his uncle.

Mr. Henry Coker locked anything bhut
well. He was 8 man of rather stout and
portly build, but he had a2 shrunken
look, as if s ¢lothes were now too large
for him, @Iis face—a rather rugged,
kindly face, was pale. and had a wan
oxpression. His eves were bright and
very restless,

“Uncle!” exclaimed Coker, forgetting
all ebout the secretary, as he saw how 1ll
hiz uncle loolead.

“T am glad to ses you, my dear boy,”
said the old gentleman, with a kind and
affectionate smile. It waz clear at =2
glance that Uncie Henry shared his
sister Judith's affection for the burly
Horace. “ More than I can say, my
boy. I have been very anxious.”

“You're ill, uncle !"" exclaimed Caoker.

“I am not well, my boy,” sard Mr,
Ilenry Coker, “but I am getting better.
It iz nothing—really, only a chill—
nothing scrious,”

“You're havin

the doctor, unecle ¥
“YVes, yos: ut the doctor finds
nothing wrong.,  Ouly—in fact, I am
nmercly & little indisposed,” said Uncle
Henry, “Never mind tfhat. Horace !
You must not let this—this indisposition

east & cloud aver your Christmas heoli-

days, my dear boy.
friends 2"

“Lower Fourth chaps,” said Coker,
“They helped me out of the scrape, you
know. Poiter and Greene ain't coming.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were introduced
te Unele Henry. He shook hands with
the jumors and bade them a kind wel-
come, The juniors’ faces were very
grove. They had little knowledge of

Are these your

who kidnapped me !

interest.

“ Mr. Poynings is also very glad to see you, my dear Horace ! ™ sald Mr. Coker.
“ Cerfainly ! ** said Poynings, in a smooth veice. Horace Coker staried.
““ Poypings ! I've got to speak to you about him, unele. He is the scoundrel

“ My dear boy—"' began
spapped Horaca Coker ruthlessly, Harry Wharton & Co. looked on with
(See Chapter 13.)

Poyniogs. **Shut up!™

medical matters, but they could see
plainly enough that it was something
more thapn a slight indisposition that
was {he matter with Mr. Henry Coker.

There was a suppressed uncasiness in
the old pentleman’s manncer, which in-
dicated to the juniors that he was fear-
ing a zcenc between his nephew and his
secretary, But that was lost on Coker.

“Mr, Poynings 13 also glad to see you,
my dear Hovace,” added the old gentle-
man, with a =mile that was almost
ghasily.

“Cortainly 1
a smooth voiwe.

Coker started.

“Povnings! I've got to speak to you
about Poynings, uncle. Poynings 1s the
scoundrel who kidnapped me!”

“My dear boy——" began Mr. Poy-
nings. -

“Shut up!™ said Coker ruthlessiy.

The secretary’s sallow face reddencd.
For & moment his greenish gyes glit-
tered at Coker almost like emeralds.
Harry Wharton & Co. were watching
the secretary, and they did not fail to
sca the signs of the bitter rage that he
barely suppressed.

“¥ou hold your tongue, vou raseall”
went on Coker. "It's not for you to

sald Mr. Doynings, in

speak here. Your place is in the dock,
as a kidnapper.” .
U Horace ! said Mr. Henry Coker

faintly. “No scenes, J heg! . Toy-
nings assures me that it 15 all a4 mis
take—>"

“ An absurd mistake, from beginming
ta cnd,” said Mr. Poynings smoothly.
“1 admit freely that I called at Grey-
friars and advised Master Coker to spend
hizs Chrisimas vacstion eclsewhere, er-
haps I exceoded my duty~——"

“No perhaps about it," said Coker.
“¥You dad 1" .

“If T exceeded my duty I regret it,”
said the secretary. My object waz to
save my emplover {rom disturbance,
which he is in no state to bear. My
opinion, also, was that Master Horaee
would 5}1&1& a happicer holiday in some
other place than a honse of sickness.
His parents would be glad te have him
at home—>"

“No business of yours!” suapped
Coker,
“Horace!" murmured Mr. Ifenry
Coker.

He raised a feeble hand, as if to ward
off the wrath of hiz cnergetic nephew.

“Ay mmotives were good, T trust,” con-
tinued Mr. Poynings calmly. " Bub
Master Horace did not choose to Follow
my well-meant advice, and there the
matter ended. OF anything further 1
have no knowledge,™

Tnzg Macser LiBpiry.—XN0. 3835
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“That'z a lie!" said Coker.

The secretary “breathed hard.

“*Horace " repeated Uncle Hoewre.

“That man was one of the two who
bagged me, unele,” said Coker. %I
dign't lenow lim them; he was gob up
in o fal:c beard and horn giasees,
though even then I noticed something
farmiiinr about his boko. I was hkept a
priconer at a lonely bungalow, where
these chaps bad seen Poynings. Foy-
nings was gotting it all ready for me.”

“That is incoreect,” satd the seore-
tary. *'I kuow nothing whatever of any
bungalow."”

4 I=I am bound to believe My, Poy-
n::'ga‘ atatement that & mistake has bwen
made, Horace," said Mr. Henry Coker
In A gasping volce,

His eves were on the secretary as he
gpoke. It was obvious 'that he was de-
preeating the man's anger. Anyone but
Horace Coker conld have seon  that
Unele Henry hed some powerful motive
for dmiritl? not to guarrel with his
secrotary. 1t was plain enough to Hurry
Wiharton & Co. In some mysterions way
the ¢ld gentleman was under the thumb
of the .ﬁm!—:. hard, smooth-faced rascal,
anid wasz afraid of him,

“ Mo mistake has been made,” rapped
Cokor. ' Why, these kids only found
me at the bungalow because they re-
membered having seen .P“Jr'"i“f“ therc
and remembered his beying fo keep me
away from yvou for the vacation. Isn't
that clear enough?™

“These boys awere mislaken if they
fancy that they saw me at any bungh-
low near the school,” said 3r. Poynings,

“I—I am sure that your young friends
will admit that & misiake has been
made, Ilorace,” faltered Uncle Henry.

“What do vou say, Wharton,” de-
manded Coker.

Mr. Hewry Coker's eve: resied on
Wharten's grave face. His look was
almost imploving, as if he were silently
begring 1|||r: junior to get him out of
thiz strange difficulty.

Wharton was deeply troubled. He
lind no choice butb to back up Coker and
tels the trath.

“T am guite covtain, 3re. Coker. that
it was Povnings who was at the bunga-
low,” he said quietly., “There iz no

seibility of B wistake in the matter,

Ve saw him."”

And the other fellows nodded silent
confirmation.

“Ouite a mistake,™ said Mz, Povoings.
“I may mention that T have received
a visit from o polico officer, who ques.
tioned me very closeiy, and I have
satisfied him completely that an absurd
mistake was made.”

*¥on can pull the leg of g bobby who
doesn’'t keow you,” said Coker scorn-
fullv. *¥You can't pull mine.  You're
o rascal and a rvotter all through!"”

*Thiz langupge, Master Horace=——"

T You'd get somelhing stronger, but
for my uncle Leing ill! T can joily
well hardly keep my hands off vou as
it is!" boomed Coker.

“Horaee! As the police officer was
salisfipd——"

“1 faoney he's poing lo keep an eve
on Poyoings, all the same,” saud Coker,
“They haven't enough to arrest him
on; but they'll watch him—yrou can de-
pend on that. In fackt, Tnspretor Girimes
said ax much, Look bere, Uncle Honvy,
I was kept a prisoner, and had o hand-
citff on. by Jove—I had to keep it on
after tliese kids found e, 11l M
Urimes goof it off for me. HandeniTed
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like & Liinking convick!
that did at !

Mr. Hemry Coker shook his
ferhiy,

“The zecond tine he called at Grey
friars,” went on Coker, “he Dbrought
mea & lefler fram you, telling sne not to
come here for Christras, ow, I know
he was at the bottom of that. That
scoundrel is fnfluencing you somehow,
unele, and he doesn't want your nephew
on the scene to bowl him out. That's
how the matter stands. He's up to some-
thing!™

My dear boy—-""

YOf course,” went on Coker—and he
looked extremely digniffied—"if vou've
changed towards me, Uncle Henry,
and don't want me, it's a different
rnatter——"

"My dear, dear bhoy! Never!™

“I'm nat the fellow to bubt in where
Ym not wanted, T hope,” said Coker.
“If 1t's that, say the ward.”

“Ne, no, no! You distress me very
jiz:[z‘a‘:a.ﬂ:.-' .b!"_ suggesbing such a thing,

orace,’

“Well, then,” said Hovaes, relenling,
“that's all right. DI'm going to look
after you, unele,. I'm going to take
care of you. I'm going to rid you of
that scoundrel who's fuking advantage

He's the man

head

—_—

NOW LOOK OUT FOR :

“ COKER'S
CHRISTMAS

PARTY !”

NEXT WEEK'S CRAND YARN OF

HARRY WHARTON
& Co.

Sack him on the

of your good-nature. 3
him out of the

aspot, and I'Ml turn
house §

“I—1 cannot—1 mean J—]——"

“Let mo speak, sir,” said the socre-
tary smoothly, *I have, 1 hope, been
a faithful =ervant to you, sir. You know
be:t, If you desire to dizscharge me
from your service, I have no objection
to raise. 1 am prepared to leave Heolly
House at once—this very night if you
direct me to de 0. You have only to
give mo your instrmctions, sir,”

" There you ave. uncle!™ said Ceker,

Mr. Henvy Coker's face was ghastly
pale, and beads of perspiration pathered
on kis brow.

“"Mothing of the kind, Poyvnings,™ he
said.  “ You will not go. am
bound to accept your word that vou were
not eontcerned 1 the dastavdly attack
on my nephew, I=—I cannet believe so.
You will stay.”

*“ After what your nephew has zaid,
gir, I doubt whether I can remain”
saidl Mr. Poynings. “If vou ask me o
dn so——""

“Lodo ask vou, Povnings, I—I a:tk
:'.-n:ruim overlook my nephew's hasty
words, " ;

Coker of the Fifth stood demb,

He staved alternately at lus uncle and
at the smooth-faced secvetary like a
fellow in a trance.

Harey Wharton & (o sfood in on-
vormfortable sitenee. That the |_1n|m::|t‘::,.'
old gectloman was zomehow In the
powsr of a yuthless, designing rascal

I

was as clear as daylight. T'hat fact was
evenn beginoing  to  dawn upon  the
obtuse brain of Horace Ceker.  There
was no miztaking the fear which the
mere glance of the smooth-Faced rascal
izpared in Coker's unele,

“If T mm to stay, siv,' said My
Povnings calmly, "1 must make it a
condition that there is no repetition of
such a scenc as this. I am sorry that
Master Horace does not like me person.
allv: but I canmnot foleraie abusive
langnagé and threatening behaviounr,
You have been & good masbter to me,
sir, and T trust T am devoted to you—too
devoted ever to leave you if I can help
it. But there 13 a limit to what [ can
tolerate.™

“I}'o pot take offence, Poynings,”
faltered Mr, Henry Coker, *'I—I am
sure that my nephew will not offend vou
again. I am sura that he will accede
to my request Lo show civilily to a man
whont I-—1 trust and—and esteem.”

“Very good, sir,"” said the secretary,

“Unecle ™ gasped Coker, finding his
voice at last.

“Leave me now, Horace,” szaid the
old gentleman,  °I--1 am not well—I—1
cannot bear any more.”

Coker looked &t him in  silence,
nodded, and tramped away 1o the door.
The Removae fellows followed him into
ihe hall. At the door, Harry Wharton
glanced back. Mr. Henry Coker had
sunk back inte his ghair, old and
shrunken; and on the smooth, hard face
of the secretary therc was an ironical
smile, The door closed.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Standing by Coker !

I[E Famousz Five gathered in
Harry Wharton's room for a
tnlk before going to bed. All

the juniors were very grave. It
sepmied to them that there was on ats
mosphere of hidden traogedy at Holly
Houvse,. The stricken look on Mr
Coker's face haunted them.

“We've come to & house of trouble”
zsald YWharton, in a2 low voiee.,  “ L=l
hardly know whether we ought to stay
o,

“I think we ought,” said Johnny Bull,
“Ii there's not much in the way of a
jolly Christmas, we needn’t mind that.
Ihere's o dashed scoundrel in this house,
plaving some dirty pame, and we ma.i,'
be able to help Uoker in dealing with
him. "

“That’'s why we
Cherry. “ But——"

“The butfulnoss is great,™ mnrmured
Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh, *“The awk-
wardness of the estecmed siluation s
terrific !

“I'd like to lLave the ploves on with
that sooth-faccd  raseel I muttored
Lok, T.'Ii,-tn-l:.‘]‘li.llg hiz hands “He's got
some sort of a hold over that pogr old
gentleman——"

“That's plain enough.  DBlessed if 1
Lknow whether we ought to stay or go,”
sapl Harrey, “We can't butl into family
troubles: buk if there's anylhing we

soid  Bob

came,"”

~gonld do to down that vilipine—"

There was a knock at the door, and
Cloaker of the Fifth eame in. He poined
the circle round Wharton's five,

Coker looked very changed,

His rupged face was pale and froubied
and full of distress,  He looked quite
vnlike the lofty, dictatorial Coker of thae
(iveviviare Fiith.  Potter and Greenc
would hardly have known him,

[ atiwed on gorge 27.)



SOME JOR! The post of Sheriff of Wolf Point is not sought aflev in Texas, for sttdden death lurks af the hoels of
But for all tha! the ranchers ash Fervers Locke, the Britigh dcicetive, to toke

oll who dan the badge of office.
on this dangerous job!

A FPowerful New

The Grey Shadow !

ELL let it go!” Spud called to
Jack. “Th' onery brute's th’
kind thet’]ll set th' herd

" W
stampedin’ jest when we get

‘it fixed all fine and dandy.”

The sun was dropping {owards the
horizon, when Locke rode up to Spud
annd Jaelk,

“I'll be getting back now,” he said,
“but will join you to-morrow, all being
well' You'll stey on with tho wagon,
Jack !

“Yeg," assented Jack, For a moment
his eves met Ferrers Locke's, and a lock
of understanding passed between them.

Then, with a brief “3ee you later,
then,” ihe deleetive turned his horse
and cantored away in the direction of
the canch.

For an hour or more he rode, turning
aver in s mind the evenis which had
iranspired since Hank Herman first
walked into hiz office. If he could only
get & conneeting link between the shoot-
ings and a motive for the shoolings,
apart from that of robbery!

Tite shades of night were erceping
<lowly in over the range as Locke rodo
teadily onwards, ot a sound dis.
turbed the intense silence which brooded
aver all, He lelt strangely alone,

Then suddenly he felt a gquiver vun
through his horse’s frame. Tt threw up
its head and sniffed at the might air in
a manner which held in it more than
& suggesiion of panie.

“ Steady, bov 1? murmured Locke, and

miicongcionzly hiz hand strayed to his
gun holster,
. With cars laid back, and trembling
violently .in every limb, the horso
stopped of its own accord. It half
inrned its hoad, and Locke saw that the
whites of the eyes were showing oddly—
4 sure sign of fear,

Then there grew faintly in his ears an
nilwoat  Imperceptible  pounding, as
theugh a horse were galloping s greaf
Jdi-tance awsy., He listened with strain-
ing ears. The noise was too faint to be
miade by any horsa, and Locke realised,
with o peenliap thrill, it was close to him.

Story of Wild West and Detective Adventure,

With & quick turn in the zaddle he
looked back again slong the trail. For
a moment he zat peering into the scom.
darkness of the Texan night. The
drumming noise sounded closer. Then,
with an exclamation, his left hand
tightened on_ the rein, and his right
hand whipped to his gun.

For from out of the darkness behind
was coming a lean, shadowy shape. With
long, effortless strides the shadow ap-
proached, Two vivid green, malevolent
eyes were fined on Locke,  Straight as
an arrow it came towards him, and, in
spile of himself, he could not repress 2
shudder, There was something evil,
samething  uncanny, about that lean
groy shape. A thoupght Mashed into his
heain, and inveluntarily his hps formed
the words:

“The Wolf!™

Whipping hisz gon from his helster he
aimed az steadily as he could right
letween those two green cyes which
rlowed like points of fire. His finger
prissed on the trigger. At that instant,
the  horse, which had bheen fighting

D N A Y A AT A e

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

FPERRERS LOCKE, the faonous Baker Streel
detective, nnd kiz rlzeer young assiskanl,
JAK DRAKE, take up guarlere th Terag
Lo inrestigede r!'z-s mysleriong  roides  made
wpee ke cadfle ranches f the peiphbourkood
aof Welf Point.  Hundreds of head of
cittle fiave been alolen or killed, and this
srantor sovagery 5 followed wp potpetimes
By the murder in cold Uood of forenen aml
couboys—their throats being torn ae though
by & wolf. Invariably o card, bearing o
toodf's femdd with bored fonge, iz loft at the
geone of eoch oulrgge.  The deteclive s
hardly at Welf Point fice minndes, howerer,
fiefore an otlempt is made o hig Life, Hgdi
al the critical menent the wonld-be qagescin
is kimself falally shot at by MAT DUKE,
the sheriff. Abmost dmmediafely follows
Mal's e s adifed fo the st of the Wolf"s
wictims. Later, Tocke and Drake are
gecompanying  SPUD, foreman of tha
Fliing V Ranch, on & * round-up " expe-
dition, when a mad siger ocones charging
down wpn Drake. At the cruciol momend
Spud drops his lariat over the brute's horns
and brings i, Meking and striggling, to s
Enunches,

{ Noww read on.)

wildly for its head, whinnied sheilly with
friecht and bolted.

The sudden jerk almost brought
Ferrers Locke from the saddle,  His
pun barked viciously, but the bullet
went feet wide. It was impossible to
stop the fying horse, which was almost
fronzied with terror, so Locke let him
have his own way. Crouched low in the
saddle he looked round. The grey shape
of the huge wolf was following steadily,
yunning in & long, untiring stride, with
belly close to the gronpd.

Forrers Locks tried anothor shot, buf
accurate shooting was impossible. The
Lullet again went wide and slowly the
distance between pursuer and pursued
was lessened. Locke's moont had been
out all dav. Tt was Liring rapidly, and
only sheer, stark panic kept it going.

The grey shadew was now but a few
vards away. Again the detective fired,
but at tha crucial moment his mount
stuinbled. Then the wolf leapt, Locke
had a vision of wicked, salivering jaws
and gleaming fangs. A hot, foul breath
fanned his face and an sgomsing p_a'm
shot through his arm as thé drooping
jaws snapped.

He hung on grimly 1o his revolver,
anid with & supreme ¢ffort pressed again
on the trigger. It barked  viciously
right in the brute’s face, although the
grip on his arm prevented Locke from

registering a hit.  Snarling, the woli
dropped back to the turf, then sprang
again. The detective had no time o

aim, and his right hand scemed numb
and dead. He kicked out savagely, and
his bact took the gaunt brute full in the
throat. It recoiled, then, snarling, leapt
in again.

Ferrers Locke kicked out savagely, try:
ing desperately to make his num
hand eontrol his gun whilst his left held
the plunging, terrificd horse, He felt
sick with pain. The alashing jaws
snapped savagely at his leg, and only
hia leather chaps saved hirm.

Risking overything on  one  wild
chance, Locke released his grip on the
reins, and, with a lightning movement,
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fransferred his gun to lus left hand.
The bruie had dropped again to the
turf and had recoiled on its_-hau[nch!fa
reparatory (o apriunging npsin. Locke
Eﬁnf dn.wn:vhis ig[t, hand extended. Al
the same tngtant the wolf leapt upwards.

The detective had a jombled impres-
ston of savege, slashing jaws, gleaming,
wicked-logking: teeth, then a sharp ex.
plosion. Next instant he hurtled from
the saddle on the far side of his horse,
the warin, foul-smelling body of the wolf
on top of himw, Dimly, from somewhere
far out across the range he heard a then,
faint, prolonged whistle. Then dark-
noss anid complete oblivion descended
upon him.

Out On the Range!

ERRERE LOCKE came to, with
F r feeling of deathly sickness and
suffocation. For fully a manule
he lay looking up at the star-
studded sky, striving to collect his
thoughts, Then he became aware that,
sprawled accoss him, was the skill warm
body of the huge wolf.

Painfully, slowly, he half-pushed it
fromm him and half-wriggled out from
underneath. Then, shakily regaining
his fect, he stood drawing into his tor-
tured lungs long breaths of the pure,
#gwent air of tho range.

There =zeemed little doubt that this
attack was but a zecond attempt, by the
man behind the scences, on the detec-
tive's life, It was not certain, bt
Locke was of the opinion that the great
gaunt brute was trained, and was bnt
the servant of the human Wolf who had
brought the trail of murder to the cattia
country.

That wazs the wview he intended fo
adopt. Wolves had been driven out of
Texzas, and it was extremely anlikely
that, oven if one remained, it would
trail and aftiack & man on horschack
when thousands of steers roamed the
range.

™o, the brute had beoen deliberately
set on him by someone, and that thin,
faint whistle was probably te summnon
it back.

Bo, sitling down on the turf, the deteo.
tive set ahput bandaging hiz mauvled
arm as best he could with hizs handker-
chief. He managed tolerably well in
the darkness, then, on hands and knees,
he searched the ground for his gun,

Luck was with him, and he found it
after a few minutes. Filling the
chamber, he moved back lo the woll,
and, leaning back against the carcass,
he wailed.

His horse had bolted. An hour or
more dragged by. It was hopelesa to
attempt to make the ranch on fool, and
he did not wish to leave the body till
davlight rendered it impossible for any
enemy to come in scarch of it.

The whistle was not repeated. Locke
almost enrsed himself for a fool for his
vigil. He tried to put himsel in the
other man's place. The man whom, he
was assuming, had scb the wolf on s
trail. ‘Would he, if he were the man.
endeavour to find out what exactly had
happened? Yes, ha would, The brute
must necessarily have a certain value,
and, apart from that, would not the
fellow want to know how Locke had
fared ! Then, from far away across the
range, therc broke in on his thoughts o
faint, long-drawn, blood-curdling wail.
Awvcke stiffened; then his lips twisted
in a grim smile. Again came the cry.
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It was the rallving call of the wolf pack.

“They have another!” he mutterad.
“Tf this brute here were alive he'd make
for the origin of thet czll like a streak
of hghtning 1™

He listened with straining ears. What
would happen if they unleashed o second
wolf ' Well, he'd sell his life as dearly
as possible. He felt much stronger, and
was this time prepared for an attack.
His gun was fully loaded, and, with a
tingle of anticipation, he waited grimly.

Another sound ecamo faintly to lus
cars. It was the drumming of hoofs on
turf. Placing his car to the ground he
hkeard it more distinetly, Then camo a
faint;

“* Cloowoe 1™

“Well, that's not enemies!" he mut-
tered. " They'd scarcely———"

“Coo.ee, Mr. Henderson!” came the
hatl, closer this time.

Locke raised his revolver and fired
upwards. Ten minutes later a parly of
cowboys, headed by Caister, rode up and
dropped from their mounts.

“Hello! Whak'n cripes s u‘mt:g]
Me. Hendorzon I exclaimed the
“What's that there?”

Locke briefly explained what had hap-
poened, and Calster nodded.

“Wea was expectin’ you back at the
ranch-honse,” ho replied. “We knew
vou were fhigurin’ on ridin'. ib (o see us,
z0 when vou didn't come we kinda got
anxigus |  Then your cayuse come In
alone  with her flanks ripped an’
bleedin' ! We hits the itrail at once,
and here us are! How you feelin' ¥

“ Arm a bit grogey, that’s all.”

Caister struck a match and dropped
on his knees by the side of the dead
walf. Lifting the head, he peered down
at the savage head and plazod, sightless

ey,

* Pare eritter I he sald slowly, “Ii
shore warn't his fault !

He let the lifeless head fall back, and
then regained his feei.

“We'll ride back now, Mister Hen-
derson.”’

“You'd lLetter loave a guard here,”
replied Tecke “I've heard another
one M

He could not explain all he wished in
front of the cowboys; so, taking Calster
by the arm, he led him aside.

“ i certain—and you must be as weil
—that the brute was set on my ifrail
deliborately. There is o thin chance
that someone might comne around here
before dawn. If so, we might learn
something., 1 suggest that o.guard is
left I

“Bhore I agreed Caister: and, turn-
ing to three of the cowbovs, he sald:
“Stay around here till dawn, and if apy
hombenz come snoopin’ around, grab
‘em ! Bea?"

“And bring the body hback to the
ranch when you come,” added Ferrvers
locke,

Caislor looked at lam sharply, then
said, in a surprised volee;

“Why, Miste: Henderson, you've scen
enough of th' brute, 1 shoold =ay !

“I want the head as a trophy!”
replied Locke, for the benelic of the
cowboys.

“Bere, T dide’k thionk of
droawled Caister,

He swung himself to the =addle, and
Lovke mounted one of il cowbovs'
horsas,

“Waal, let’s
Caister.

hers,
aiter.

that 1"

th' said

" Reckon Jake Peters and Cal

buen wind,”

Jefferson’ll be getting plump anxious.

They blew in, rad are staying st the

et 22
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Flring V. overnight, Mister Hendorzon,”
_ He turned in the saddle, and, draw-
ing hizs gun, fired three sholz in rapid
sucresston inte the woll's dead bLody.

“What on ecarth—-" began Locke, in
surprise.

But Caizter wheeled on him. his eves
blazing,

“ I hates th' brute ! he snapped.
“(osh, he cain't feel them bullets, but
I on'y wislies he could 1™

“ Reckon that's th' covoie what's been
after th' cattle, boss!® drawled one of
the Flying V. hands.

“Bura!™ snapped Caoister.

hiz dirty hidet”

B2 s Ay o®s A o*n

“Hlamo

The Rancher’s Proposition !
Bﬂ[;l{ at the ranch, Ferrors Locke's

wounded arm was bathed and

dressed;  then,  entering  the

Aving-room, be found Caister
seated talking to two ofher men.. They
were bronzed, well-builk men, with theo
unmistakable stamp of the “ great out-
doors " in every line of them.

“This is Mister Henderson!™ an-
nounced Caister. * Mister Henderzon,
mect (al Jefferson of th' Bar 8, and
Jake Peters, of th' Double 11"

Locke sitepped forward and shook
hands with the two ranchers. They
cach looked steadily and unwaveringly
into his eyes, and their hand-grasp was
firm.

“Well. ug'll have a bite of grub and
& lil’ chinwag,” suggested Caister.

Over ithe pretence of eating, behind
shuttered windows and bolted door,
Ferrers Locke came straight to the
point.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “vou all know
why I am here. I've come 1o seck out
thiz Wolf and bring him in. I have
been able to do little or nothing up to
the moment, bub two attacks have been
made on me, one by a8 gunman and
another to-night”

“ Not forgettin® we cain’t prove thes
was direcled by ihe Weoll!” cub in
Caister.

" Yes, that 15 corvect,” apgrecd Locke.
“Thera iz the possibility that the Wolf
directed neither attack, but 1 preler to
think he did.”

Jake and Cal nodded thewr agreement.

“Well, this 13 how I figure things
out,” went on the detective. "1 can
vernain here as Mr. Hendorson, and tey
to pick up some clue which will put
me on the track of ecither the Walf's
idtgntity or motives, But thab courso s
going to hamper me to a grect extent,”

“What yule figure on, then?” asked
Jake Peters.

“1 candidly think my best nlan will
be to come out info the open! I am
prompied o this conclusion by two facts.
The attacks on me, if directed by the
Wolf, as I think, show that he is aware
of my identity. If that 15 so, what, ¥
ask yvou, is the pood of further secreeyt
Sceondly, 1f T come out inte the open
and declare mysell against the Wolf,
my hands will not be ticd anything like
as much as they are if I remain as
Mr. Henderson, a gentleman learning
ranching.”

“I get you,” nodded Caister. “You
pean dhat 1f the Walf s attacking you
now, you may as well go right after
him with the gloves off ¥

“Yes: that is what [ mean precisely.”

“Dut evervone hera knows you as
Mister Henderson,”

The whole time Locke had been speak-
ing Cal Jefferson had been waltching
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running in a long, untiving stride.

bolted. (Yec poge 23.)

The grey shape of the wolf was following steadily,

barked viciously, hut the bullet went yards wide
as his horse whinnied shrilly with Irighi and

Locke’s gun

him intently, and now, as Caister
finished speaking, le leant forward in
bis chair, and said:

“MMister Henderson—fer I guess T'l
pall yuh thet—yuh sure knows now thet
this YWolf hombre is a devil "

"*¥Yes, I realize that.”

“MNow, us ranchers ain't askin’ no
Bhan to go lo his desth fer us! Yuh
wviealise thet if yuh comes out into the
open an’ decleres yuhsclf against this

hyar Wolf, yul’H =uro be temptin’
eath fer cartain i
“Yez, I realize that alse. PBut ne

morve so than T am deing az Mr, Hen-
derson.”

“I dunno I granted Cal. Ile paused
for a moment; then, with & voice
that trembled slightly, he continued:
“Mister, I've gotfa proposition o put
to yuh! BSay, there's none of us fellers
hyar what'll think one L' bit worse’n
of yuh if vuh turns it down.”

{30 on !” replied Locke guietly.

“Will yuh, as Mister Henderson, take
th'. job what pore ol' Mat Duke vacated
when he got his 'tother night? Will
yuh run as Sheriffi o° Wolf Point till
yuh hog-ties this blamed Wolf 7"

l_I..m:I-Le starfed, He had not expected
Ehis.

“ Mister,”” went on Cal earnestly, “us
_{]ﬂn‘t+\1.'nnt yuh to take this job without
knowin' all fair an’ square what yuh'll
be up against. Hay, there's coyotes
what'll plug at yuh from cover; there’s
gunmen what knows no law but thet of
th"- gun. There's th" Wolf at most ev'ry
turn, and yuh've jest got one lil' chance
in five hun'erd of ever comin’ through
alive! But,’ say, yuh'll sure hev thia
ddvantage., Yuh'll have yuh hands
plumb free to deal wi' things as yuh

like. ¥on can come and po, an' ne
feller’]l guess ynl're a nosey coyote an’
get, suspicious of yuh! Yuh can ride
the ranges like as if they was your'm.
Liz'll be beside yuh to o mian 17

There was a moment of silence in the
vooin,  The three ranchers were waich-
ing Locke caporly,

* Gentlemon,” he began, © Te—="*

He got no further, for there came a
sound of runming feet in the passageway
outside and a frensted knocking on the

door,

Dashing across ile room, Locke
wrenched it open. The ranchers started
ta their feet as: Jack Ihake stumhled
into the room. Locke caught him mn his
arms.  The boy's head was bandaged—
he was almost spent.

“Boy! Bay!" he
“What's wtong 7

“ Rustlers [ gasped Jack.
a—fight on—ai One Tree Creek! They
~thoy've got us—hemmed in!  Spud
sent me—flor help ! There's no ammuni.

tign left!”
stay  right o grunted

zald  anxiously.

“ There's—

Ferrers Locke’s Decision !

OME on! We'll talk later!™
snappod Ferrers Laocke,
“ Reckon the lad hed beiter

C
here !

Caister, looking to the fastenings of his
gun holster,

“No, 'm—I'm all ri}‘{ht," assovlod
Jack. “I'm going back 1

Jake Tetors had dashed from ihe room
to give the alarm, and within & few
minutes o dosen cowboys, headed by
Locke, Jack, and the three ranchers,
were riding grimly at foll gallep
towards One Tree Creek.

The firet faint grey light of dawp was

o
L e

sireaking the castern shy asz they ap.
proeched, but save for the thunder of
thewr horses’ hoofs, not & sound broke
the stillness, Caister edged his horse in
towards Jack.

“How you come Lo hev no ammunition
left, lad ™ ho shouted.

“I dunmo,” veplied Jack., *“I thought
wo had plenty. Then Spud told me ta
go for help as the smmunition waa
done.”™

A foew minutes later they rveached the
Fiying V. outfit. One glance told Lhem
that they wero too late. The wagon
staod desolate and forlorn, whilst round
it, sprawled grotesguely on the grazs,
tay the bodies of six or sevehi cow-
punchers. FPropped against one of the
wagon wheels was Spud, the foreman,
and a3 the party threw themselves from
iheir horses, he rose groggily to his feet,

* Rockon—reckon yuh're too late,
gents ! he said weakly, “Th' shootin's

over
“Ciosh, snakes, Spud!™ seid Jake

Teters hoarsely., *“What happened 7
thiz= way,” replied

“ligess it was

Bpud.  “Us hed th' cattle guards
montted most “long "bout midnight, an'
ily" cattle were fine an' guiet, Me and
four other fellers what was due to re-
ligve th' guards was settin’ around th?
fire when some hombre fired from out
thar in th' darkness. Dore Zeb Hinter
keeled right over, shot plumb through
ih* forebead. Say, us went for our guns
and ronsed th' other fellers. A reg'lar
fusillade of lead was comin’ into us b
thet time, and th' cattle stampeded.
Waal, things shore heited up some, and
I erawled mter th' wagon for two hoxes
of anununition what I'd brought slong
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man who has never seen One, or

hiecard one meoan or glbber or carry

ou In the regulation ghostly way.
The sceptics explain those ecrle sonids—fin-
cluding the clanking of unseen but hoisy
chains-—as the fesull of heavy suppers. But
they haven't yet explained away the ghoats
that haunt the Tower of London, or thoe
dreaded ™ pit people ™ of the bleak Thetfond
Henth in Norfolk, or thoe ghosts that haunt
the OLl Bailey

A dark, ominous figura with an axe atamls
outlined on winter nighis ageingt the geey
outline of the Tower's ancient Norman 1icop.
And a sentry on duty at nidnight In the
griva old prison-fortress was once visited by
a phantom figure which he at once recognised
as Annc Boleyn,

It was beneath the windew of the prison-
roont. in which that ill-fated woman, ecidurica
ago, had heen incarcerated. He challenged
the ghost, amd as it made ne reply, he lunged
with his bayonet, No  sonnd  come—and
nothing happened, exeept thal the sentry
folnted. Other soldiers guartered In the
Tower hatve seen Anne Doleyn's prhanton,
which took no harm from the bayonet thrust
and has pever yet been ™ laid ™7 |

VIBIBLE PROOF |

Thev must be particularly hardy phosts,
these * pit people,”” who beunt the Norfolk
heath. In any elrcumstances, a wind-swept,
anpw-clad stretch of dreary country nmst bo
the sort of place Ior anvone or anything to
keep away from. Yot the heath i3 peoplod
with strapge, gnome forne, who live in the

HTHERE arc no ghosta ! " save the

fint pita t riddle the ground there and ot
nights, come above ground and alt chattering

26
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Amongst the names of Restless Spirits
who are said to return to their old hauats

is that of Anne Boleyn—once
Queen of England.

and grimacing at their ghostly work of chipping
flints into weapons of war.

Folk who have seen these misshapen pit

eople have afterwnrds been found, when
En}'light dawned and others ventured near the
havnfed heath, wandering wHd-eyved—driven
maet by the ghosta, At other long-abandoned
fint pit mouths, weeping and wailing and
wringing her hands in bitter grief, walks a
White Woman. Davlight prool of her nightly
wanderings is viaible in the track made by the
shuffling passage of her feet through the long
conturies,

THE FATAL BELL!

Vieing wlih the Tower of London in grim-
neza, thie Central Criminal Court, otherwise,
the Ot Pailey, houses numerous ghosta of
bygone crimipale. One of the welrdeat of
these criminal ghosts has a preference for the
one spot on earth from which even a ghost
might be expected to flee—the death cell.

That is the e¢ll where murderers, sentenced
to death, ﬂﬂfnd their Jast hour: on earth,
This partienlsr ghost has never actually been
seon, but the chief warder has been notified of
this welrd ghost's presence by the ringing of
the death cell bell when no human occupied
those shuddery guarters.

The ficst time the warder heard the bell—
& sharp buzz, inade ‘by uncarthly Hagers
pressing the electric button in the death cell-—
he ipok no notice, Again the bell tinkled
peromptortly, amd this taw the warder went
to Investigafe, He saw-—nothing. A third
timve, at three in the morniog, the bell sent ita
clamowr through the Old Balley. The only
explanation that could be given of thia ghostly
inchdemt was that the night wos the anniver-
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gary of some ciiminal's dealh on the gallows-—
as, indeed, it was |

ENERGETIC PHANTOMS!

Coupland Castle, in Northumberlnned, has a
ghostly white figure—a woman in white, who
lete off weird cries and scurries about, with
pattering - footetops, in her own MI"EI'HIIN‘
reom, making this twelith century castle a
rather exciting place to Hve in,  She dodges
ahout all over the place. She has plenty of
gcope for her activities, too, for there Are
thirky-two rooms In the ancient castle |

The ghost of an old monk, carrying a bright
light 20 that his feet shall not sturmble, appears
each winter in the corridors of a rambling
old homestead at Minster, Thanet. His la o
particularly dreary job, for he is looking. for
the ghosts of two people—a nun and 4 brother
monk who, because of him, were bricked up
alive in the walls of the housoe,

It is to ask their forgiveness that the restlesa
monk does his perambulations, and not untll
he meets the ahadows of the twain, will his
ghost be * latd ™ |

WHEN THE QHOBT WON!

The “ murder of a ghost ™ led to a lot of
excilement # little while ago. L wos nob u

hoat really, though the man who killed h
%unm‘riy thought it was. It looked like one,
and as it appeared Lo him suddenly, apparently
from nowhere, without warning and withour
noise, the terrifed muan weot for his visitor
with o stout stlck,

Unlike the Tower ghost, whose fransparent
hody the seontry's bayonet plerced without
doing damage, this ghost stood up to the stick
solidly, So solidly, that when the man ceased
Lo plv his heavy weapon the ghost was proatrate
on the ground. It was mno apook, but an
unfortunate human, who had wandered that
way, The men was tried, but as he had
honestly believed he was attacking a ghost, he
was oot convicted of mourder,

Muny tragedies have oeccurred through
ghosts, There is the case of the man whn
scoffed at epirits, and who, to Wit & Wager,
visjted a churchyard one night with the In-
tention of leaviog a dagger atuck in the grouns.
as proof he been there, As midnight
struek, he crouched to the ground, and plunged
the blade deep Into the soll—and also through
the cnd of the long cloak he was wearing., He
tried to rize, and found himself pinned to thf_-
ground. The shock killed him, His * ghost
had cought him after alll
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The Mystery of Flying V Ranch!

(Conteused from previouns page.)
whet ns left the Flying V. Genis, yuh
cu'd shore hov knocked e fer o wall-
eved corote when 1 found thek ¢l
Bamed  ammunition  waen't  thar!
Double-crossed, by hecl ! Bowme goy lwed
shore cleared with thet ammunition, and,
say, ib must hev heen some guy what
rode wi' me?! Waal, th' rest's soon told.
I sent th' lad fer help. but I guessed il
warn't ho good. T's fived cazy till th'
last caricidge bad gone, then wus
clublied our guns and dashed towards
where them hombrez was shootin' from,
somewhere out thar! Say, a bullet got
me  Clongside (R temple. share
dropped, an’® when T comed round I
found T hed th' range ail to myself,
‘vept fer W dead oy’ woanded on our

side. Them rustlers hed shore cleared
e
“How many do von think there

were " asked Locke.
“ Dunno, Mr. Henderson.
waz well outnnmnbered.™
“You ladn't rauch chanee '™ snappud
Cadster.  “You sure goltn dirly deal
pver that ammunition ! :
Hpud turned towards him and said
glowly,

I reckon v
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“Mr. Caister, thet warn't (I on'y
dirty deal I gob over this bix'ness! ['m
aimint to gay thet when th' shootin' got
real hetted up six ¢ them cowhands of
vour'n, what was with me, slung their
hooks, pronto ™

“You nwan
Claistor harshly,

“Yep, thet's what T do mean!”

Caistor’s hands clanched and  un-
clenched, and be feught visibly to con.
tral his overmastering rage, Wlen, turn-
g o the rauchers, he said e a voice
which guivered with passion :

“Gentz, T ain't apologising for them
skunks! 1 guess we all of us know jest
how we're fixed for labonr round thess
parts since Lhat blamed Wolf camo!
Hands 15 suve hard Lo pet, and uz s real
glad to sign on jest what we can! Il
say I've signed up 2 low-down onery
bunch lately. but, by mosh, T neyer
guecssed they'd guit Yike this heer? THI
rob em, sentz, by gosh, 'l get Tom,
and if [ don't make the skunks pay real
good for Lhiz heve work, then mr name
ain't Hilas Caister!™

“ain’t vour fanle, Silaz ! drvawled
Ol Jefferaon syvmpaibeticatly. “1s
Enows jest how th' catble countey’s fixed
for hands jest now, anmd ws 15 shore not

they quit?? demanded

. Tor alx
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holdin® it 'gainst yuh or yu'v ranch thel
thege skunks hev quit! I've hed troubl
wi’ handz, an” so0 has Jake. Us knows il
ain't no fault o your'n!”

Jake Peters nodded his agreemest,
and, whilst the cowboys seb abont plac-
ing the dead in the wagon and aiding
the wounded, Ferrers Locke and Chister
rode out towards the spot from whence
had come the atiack. But not an empl
cartridge case, nor anything  which
vouid possibly be looked upon as a
potential clue, could they find.

Forrers Locke and Jack vode back io
the ranch with Caister, Jofferson, and
*ot~rs. Reaching it, they made, o-
ihough by mutual consent. towsrds the
living-room, and, having closed the
daar, Ual torned to Locke.

“3Mr. Hendevson,” he said, 1 was
shore askin’ ynh a question when ns was
tnterrpied. I'm aimin’ to aszk ayuh thei
satne question new., Us all knows thei
th' Walf has struck agen this night, an’
[pein® th' risks faiv and square, are yulb
sonng Falie th' job as sheriff of Woll
Prodng 3%

VI Fevvors
cigagrerous job?
inxfidaerad, ehuma,
FERIIEN !

Locke fake on Fhis
Nep nert weel’z grond
{2 papked full of

g B Lo, 04,
AERE gak.
Gy TeA  ale
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iContinued from page 22.)

HI=—I'm sorrv, vou fellows,” said Coker, colouring, *1
goem to have landed you into a rolten sort of Christmas
holiday, Of course, I never dreamed of anythuig like this,
Never had the faintest suspicion | i

The juniors smiled. They had known perfectly well, in
advance, that there was something golng on behind  the
seenes at Molly House; but Coker of lhu'g’i
suxmiscd thatf, _ )

1 ocan’t make it oub,” satd Coker. “What do you fellows
think?  That man. Poynivgs has got my uncle under his
thumb somelow, what 77

_The juniors wore silent,

Y Epeak aut,” zaid Coker. “Tell-me what you think, P'm
all st sea—fairly Mabbergasted. Help a chap if you can!”

“Well, I'm_afraid thai’s plain cnough” seid
veluctantly. * Either Poynings has some hold over: yomr
uncle, or Ay, Coker thinks e has.”

SUBut what hold_could lie hate?” said the mystifed Coker.

“There's only one way of having a hold over a man-—if
he's done something wrong, and could be given away

< I—=1 suppose s0.” :

“That's the mystery, you see, as Uncle Honry, of course,
can nover have done anything shady.”

“Oh ™

“That's a eert, you see. Yet that man Poynings acis as if
he had power over my uncle, and Uncle i'flenry lete himi.
Tt beatz mo hollow. ™

- Coker looked almost hpggard, His intellect was rather
solid than pawerful, and a problem like this made his head
ache. It the juniors liked him better at that moment than
aver before.

"1 can't understand it,” said Coker miserably. “But I'm
going fo get to the bottom of- it somehow, and get Uncle
Hanry out of that villain’s hands. You chaps haven't seen
him before—you don’t know what & decent man he iz—
kind and generous to.me ever since I was a littla kid. . I'm
going to help him somehow. I—I think I may b& able to.
because if that villain wasn’t afraid of my being here, he
wouldn't have taken the risk of kiduapping me to keep mo
away.” '

“That'a 56, assented Harey,
oiBut, you fellows—" Cokér hesitated. “T'm afraid it
will be & bit rotten for you. I vou like to clear to-morrow,
don't mind me.”

‘The juniors exchanged glances,

“The question is, do you want us to stay i asked Whar-
tan. “Belter speak-out frankly, in these queer éircum-
stances. That man has y-::-nr.uncfu under his thumb. But
he’s got somothing to fear, or he wouldn't have tried so
hard to keep you away. We want to help you—and we may
tind & way—"

 “That's what I think,"” said Coker, with a humility posi-
rively amazing in Coker of the Fifth, “I shall feel awfully
left, if you go; but I've no right to ask you to stand it.” -

“Wo'll ba jolly g;la.«:l to stay,” =aid Bob. '

Ong point you'd better think of, Cloker,” said Harry.
“If we get on to that villain’s ganie, somcthing to your
uncle’s discredit may come ont——"

“*Impossible 1

" ¥ou must see that it looks like it.™

ST kmow,  Buot it'a impossible, There's some sort of
trrokery in it T don’t know what or how. But that man
Poynings is cuuning enough for anything. I'm up apainst
him, and T'm going to show hird up somehow, Ile’s tried
to get shut of mo onee; ho may try again, He'll find me
ready next time,” said Coker, between his teeth. “I Lope
I'm g mateh for him.”

F:'n ihat peint the Famons Fivae had very deep doubts,
which thoy did net express, hawever., Buot Colker's words
Wecided them.

“Wao stay I” said Harry.

“ 18z jolly good of you,” said Coker. “'The fact is, Whar-
ton, you're rather a keen follow, and I—T think you may be
able to help, And—and we'll fry fo give you o decont
(‘hristimgs.”

Andd Coker hade his guests good-night, and went back to
his dwn roonn, obviously relieved in his-mind to know that
the Famans Jfive were sticking to him in this strange omer-
geney.  Harry Whavton & Co. went to bod ihat oight with
their nnds eads up.
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The “Flying Scotsman'

For over sixty years the " Flying Scotsman " has
left London for’Edinburgh at -I[IE am every day.

The average speed of the " Flying Scotsman " is
forty-nine miles per hour. What .wuulfi happen if Dad
ran his car at that average speed ? Speaking of Dad,
has he seen the Hornby Traing? | Christrmas 18 ¢oming
slong at IFI“I'T!? Scotsman " pace. Ask Dad to buy
ou & Hornby Train and see that you have it in time
or Christmas morning.

The 1926 Hornby Baok of Trains

You roust geta £.thi
fine buok of lﬁﬁ’;f wht

ages, beautifyl int
f‘ﬁ 'h:l :r!.:]:;pq:m d in

- colaurs; tells ¥ou
about locomotives en
deals with many interesting
items of raibway practics,.
Tha Harnby Book of Trains
coste 3d., and yom canm
abtsin & copy from your
dealer or direet puﬂ';rlau]
from the Hornby Trai
manufacturers :
Meceane Ltd, Dept. 4,
Binna Read, Liverpool:

Price List of Hornby Train Sets

; Price Price
Series Ms;ni-én. | ‘Pas- - ﬁa. % %u uEr;: Sct& .y ggﬁﬁ
Hﬂ.‘l‘t]‘ -a LR ﬁi 'En M ‘ ¢= ey
Series M. Mo, 2 Pas. Meo. 2 Tank Goods Set =
senger Set ., g 9= Mo, Z Tank Passerger .-
Series M. No. 3 Gooda Set ., i ve  A3=
et ., ce v 150+ Metcopolitan Train Sete—
Mo, U Passenger Set.. f= Ma, 2 (4-volt Electric) 95/=
Ma. s3et. .. 176 Mo, 3 (Clockwark).. 53/-
Ma. 1 Pasgenger Set ., 275 Riviera ' Blus ™ Train Seta—
Na, | Goods Set o 21)= Mo. | {4-volt Electric)} 857-

Mo, 2 Pullman Set

a0/~

Mo. 2 (Clockwaork) =

HORNBY
TRAINS

BRITISH AND GUARANTEED

Manafaclared by
MECCAND LIMITED
BINNS RD. : LIVERPOOL
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£ % Christmas Greetings from Your Editor !
MWMWMMMMMMWW

E arve- about _to bhid farewell {o
W 1'924:: you_ and I, but before that
; comes to pass let me be one

! “of the first’ to wish vou boys
and girls the Hapbicst of Happy Christ-
mases, Tt has' to be voiced early, this
wish'of mine, for reasons which we need
not go inte here; but, believe me, it is
ust as sincore as any vou will receive
Letne&n now and Christmas Day. There
Never Wwas o mau—there never -E'ﬂuld b
a man—with such an armyv of loyal
chums as I have; and there NEVET Wa3
& man, npr "ﬂ-.‘:ll there ever oxist a man,
who could a preciite more than I do
that fige, enthusiastic spirit which links
n hum'ﬁle Editor with so great an army

0 Mﬂ.gnet-‘:tﬂ is ot just & happy-
gnaugnli ?: term that mnm]:, rifers
to a regfier of the MAGNET? it's a term
that-stands for loyalty, apprecmtnenaas.
willingness, and gsprit de corps. That's
not bunkunl, -believe me;-it's dn honest
summing-up which has- sprung from

many years' close acqguaintance with
h?;-,_l;a and girls dotted about all over the
globe.

In nddition to the Chat in each w Ee'l-:ly
edition of our litile per,
unltes ws; indeed, T doubt whether ﬂtwws
is another editor uf a boys' paper living |
who receives so many charming, pally
letters from his readers as L.

But to return to Chrhtmm I expect
you chaps—aiid that includes ;,ruu girls—
are fairly thrilleld at the prospect of
Christmas ageinn. 'This  onte-a-year
festival is cerfainly somiething to which
the world looks forward with more than
ordinary interest. The things one has
to buy; the rush and glamour of shap-

ping ; the sqaht of the turkeys hanping
up ih the shops; the decorations: thy
crackers; and that famous Jhef-

pudding. And everywhere reigps e
chamf-mn spirit of good will, We . dsk
purselves—will it spow this.year? Wil
young Tommy get' scared  ‘when “hig
brother Bert begins to tell his® ghnat*

“PRIT®

TWOPENCE,
slory?  Will cook forget to put the
pucidmﬁs in to botl® And-so on. - And
hundreds of other quésua}m“‘?ﬂm‘l{. to. the

thind  which seldom, or nq_re;‘, r&qewu
house room, so to speak, i the ordinavy
way. Yet it's guite naturel to givé w’a?
to them at this season of the Verr;
without them Christmas would be nearlf
ns bad os Monday without a copy of the
MaGrET. And that would be {:ﬂ}rrlhlﬁ
indeed !

It’s o pity in many ways that Christ.
mas falls only once a year; for.it's
to gaze round upon bur neighboura. with
a friendly smile ‘and .a greeting hover-
‘ing at our' lips, as is tﬁ& case dyring
Christingas +veek. -One. foels that lifa:1s
d0. much’ better then ﬂtan wa are apt'to
‘think of it at ather times of the year.
Vet I'doubt if it is so différent; maybe
Ehnslma& teally does provide ﬂm extra
pair of glasses the world:rebuires to
view the obvious facts before our nofes.
Or is it-that. we have more time at &ur
disposal, and fewer cares at Ch‘mj;mh
to see what the Hext . hERn 48 dqmg‘-?
Whatever it is, dstrnak i Yhe
of Jn-l].!ll!-"." unselfishness” and: .gnﬁd
and.we make the most of i€,

an more, ‘cHufig, o "Merf:,r Christ-
mis!” is the earnest und sincere wigh bf
your friend and -
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