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THE YODELLING WAITE I

HFEN the waits go yedelling down the midnight
streets, or stand s{livn‘ring‘ bt eful, nnuﬁa
& house-door, whence they expect 4 tip to emerge,
we get a real touch of the genuine, old-fashioned

Cheistpras—much more old than that convayed by Christ-

masg cards, for example,

Chrisimas cards have only been Ekpown some eig‘htg_
vedrs, and even so, the inventor had only ahout a thousan
of them printed. Buat the waits are diffetent. They go
back wel into the fourteenth centuory, when moated grange,
lonely castte, and footpad-infested towns had fo pay night-
watchmen to do the job now performed by police.

*ALL'S WELL!I™

Every hour these old watchmen called out the time, and
the sovt of weather they were enjoying, so that folks tucked
up snug in bed shouid be able to souggle down in: peace
{IF mind on hearing the ery withoui: “Twalve o'clock, and
a [rosty night! EFIIm cry would: tell them all was well,
that robbers and other pests of the night were conspicuous
by their absepee. ' )

As pegular police became more numerous, the night
watchimen found themselves out of a job, They found other
work, and took to practising their night cries only at Christ-
mestide--when people were inclined to be a bit more
generous when it came lo loosening parse-siTings.

And as the said pursestrings were likely io. be more
casily loosened for a carol than for & mers * time-and-
weathet ? ery, carols won the day—or, rather, the night!
And now lots of us go carelling, cither for the sheer fun
of it or to raise a bit of money for some good purpose.

CHRISTMAS TIPS!
Then Cliristmas Roxes, They take us back into the joyful

- old Roman days,.though the idea had not extended ot that

time to cover all sorts and conditions of receivers of Christ-
mas Lips.

The enstom was started by ithe priests hanging up hoxes
in the churchéds, the money dropped i being shared out to
all the local hard-up casez on the day lollowing Christmas
Dav., Aund g0 December 26th came to be known as Boxing
Day-~the day when the boxes were “ vaided.” .

The gay caps and bonnets which we fish from the Christ-
mas ergekers and perch joyfully on our heads are a survival
af the very far istant Christmases when 1he zlaves of
aneient Rome wera granted the espectal privilege of wear-
ings caps like their masters, just for the day ouly,

CRACKER HATS'!

Thawe caps were rather long and peinted--~ametlring like
the fools’ caps in the erackers, and woere the distinetive ?;adgﬂ
of freemen. At no other vime of the vear dare any slave
waar that sort of hat, They were allowed 10 do an, just
at Christmas, by way of & conceszion on the part of ifmir
nasters, :

We get our faney dvess and Christmas-trees from the
jollilications of the same good old dars. 5o, vou :ee. the
(Christmas gaiotios are very much older then iz the holiday
of Christinas itself ! The idea of hanging little gifrs and
=0 on on to the branches of Christinas-drees commenced
oviginally a5 an offering to the Roman god of wine.

Little vlay ov earthon images of that wythical personage
wore stuck an.to the branches of small fir-trees, by way of
pleasing him,  We bhave gone oue better, sopplanting tho

clay images with useful gifts,

WHEN CHRISTMAS DAY WAS NOT !

Bail Christmas has not alwavs been jolly. The Roundhead
Parlizinent gave it ever sich a nasty knock. They abeolizhed
Christmas altogether, and for twelve long years the long-
faced. killjoys—who said Christmas was nothing but a
heathen festival, when people ran riot and generally kicked
over the traces—wora happy when  December 25th came
round, hocausa the law ovdained that folks should not make
merry then.

When King Charles the Second camo to the throne. he
speedily altered that, The !-:ii]-j:r}‘-‘i—‘l"-"ﬂ'ﬁ-f!]rﬁmﬂl away, and
'fg Olde Merrie Christmas came into itz gladsome own

gainl



THE ORDER OF 1#HZ BGOT! For a long e a certain individual in the Coker household has Leen having MHiings

ol hiz orcn woy!

Ideed, ke comes near o spoiling o jolly Christmas party! Dut once this fndividual {3 shotca

the door of Holly House i would be hard to find a merrier cvored of schoolbopys than-———

A Fine Long Complete Christmas Story, featuring Harry Wharton &
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Co. and Horace Coker of Greyiriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Gone !
Gy LOW _
B William [.:nf:'-flhug;, the ancient
porter &t Greyviriars School,

made that remark.

He seemed cross, :

Althongh ir was Christmastide, the
jovial spirit of the season did not seem
to have infuenced Gosling to any greal
extent. . ) o

The bell had jingled in Gosling's
lodge; and the jingle of the bell was not
a weleome sound to his oars,

In term time it couldn’t Le helped;
But in vacation Gosling felt that he was
entitled to a rest irom what he described
E&li]imlﬁi:. as 0 deatted and o blinking

ell.

Beiug comfortably evsconced in an
armchair, before a crackling log fire,
with o pipe 1o kis ancient mouth, and a

s,.tmmiug glass at hizs equally anciend
eibow, Gosling did not feel disposed to
move,

So ke merely pttered an ejaculation.
and allowed the jingle of the hell to
paszs bim by like the 1dle wind which he
regarded not,

Jingle, jingle!

“Bother I growled Cosling,

Clang, clang !

omeone, eviden!lv, was at the gaie,
ond that someone seewmwed to be growing
impatient,

Cosling  pue
breathed lard,

He was very warm and comfortable
in his ledge; and oulside there waos a
prey clinging mist from the sea, which
wrapped Greviviars as in a pall, Gos-
ling did not want {o emerge into that
damp mist. There was snow on his
doorstep:  and he could not trudge
throvgn it in his warm slippers: it was
necessary o put on his boots,

“Blow " gprunted Crosling.

Jingle, iingle!

Crosling was angry: and if anyvone had
Cgavd to Lostinz. as o the prophet of

down his  pipe, and

old, “"Docat thon well to be angry?”
certainly he would have replied like the
prophe:, “I do well o be angry!” In
torin (osling kept the gate like brave
Horatius of old; but on Christmas Eve
serely an ancient genfleman was en-
titled to take his ease. But there was
no ease for Gosling while that bell was
jingling; and he drew on his boots and
sallied forth, with an expression on his
gnarled face which gave no sign what-
over of feelings of peace and good will.

Outside the gato a fat figure stood,
muffled in coat and scarf. (fosiing
Wlinked at that unexpected fgure
through the bars.

“Master Bunter!” he cjaculaled.

Billy Dunter, of the Greyiviars Re-
move, blinked at him through his g
spectacles, with a wrathful blink.

“What the thump are vou keeping me
watting like thiz for, Gozling?" he de-
manded hotly. “Open this gate, you
L

(rosling did not seern in a Lurrey to
open  the gate. [l only stared at
Bunter through the bars

In all Gosling's experience az a school
porter—a  very long  experience—und
fellow had ever come butting in on
Chrisimas Eve. When the school broke
up for the holidays, Gosling felt fairly
entitled to considec himself clear of the
Greyiriars fellows till the new term
began. Tihis unexpecied visit [rom
Buuter of the Remove was quife a new
thing, and it was not a welcome novelty
to William Gosling.

TAnd what may vou want, Master
Bunter *" demanded Gosling suvlily.

“Where's Wharton ®" demanded Bun-
ter, 1 las turn

i4 Eh-s'-'.l

"Whare's Boby Clierey ¥

Grosling stared.

“Where's Johnny Bull, and Liky, and
Nugent ™

“My ove ™ said Gosliog.

“Ain't ther about 2 demanded Dunter
crossly. 1 suppose ther haven't gone
out on a dayv like thiz! Le! me in, sou

old ass! I've come back Lo stay wilh
my pals for Christmas!”

“Ho!” said CGosling. " Look ‘ere.
Master anlitur! Wot I savs is Lins "ere,
YOl ——'

“Let me in, fathesd ™ zaid Donder.
“It's jolly cold liore!”

“ But I tell you——"

“If vou don't open thiz gate ab once
Ul report vou to the Head when be
cotmies back ! hooted DBunter.

“Ho!™ satd Gosling again.

He unlocked the gaic,
Bunter rolled in. :

The Owl of the Remove gave CGosling
an angry blink, aod rolled on towards
the School House.

Gosling stared afler bim, his crusty
face breaking into & grin,

Evidently Bunter had returied vider
the impression that the Fainous Five of
the Remove were still there.

Gosling left him to make the discovery
for himself that Harry Wharton & Co.
were no longer at the school.

He stumped back ioto Lis iodge, grin.
neisege.

Cosling had - felt that he was being
rather imposed wpon when the Head
pove the Famous Five leave to slay ab
the selwol over the vacation, lo conlinag
tlwe seareh for the missing Horace Coker.
Gosling saw enough of those cheer)
juniors in the term; enough, and a little
over. DBut the juniors had found Coker
of the Fifth, and they had gone; a cir
cumsiance which was stili unkoown o
Billy Buuter.

'The delights of Bunter Court, and the
fascinating society of Bammy and Bessic,
had apperently palled on the Owl of
the DRemove. He had avranged, tha
Christmas, to “stay with Wharton,” and
Wharten Ihad assented—as  he  had
arranged to stay at the school 1o search
for the missing Filth-Former., Duader's
wrath had been great vhen he di--
covered what sort of a vacation he had
beon Tet in for. e lmd depoarted an
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wrath., Dut now he had turned up again
like @& bad penny.

As a matier of fact, there was rather
a thin time at the home of the Bunters.
My, Dunler’s recent experlences among
ihe butl: aind bears of the Stock lix-
change had been disastrous. He had
“Lutlet ? =hares which persisted in fall-
ing: o had * beared * shares which per-
sistod i rising; and between the two
fearsome heastz AMr. Dunter had found
ironlble. Henee Rilly Bunter’s resolve
o chanee it, after all, with his old pals.

1f there was anything to be had, Bun-
ter was there to have it. If therc was
nothing io be had, he was no worse off ;
fhere was a train home if he wanted Lo
take it.

Bunier rang and knocked at the door of
ihe House; sand again he had to walt
But the door was opened at lasi by Mrs,
Kebble, the House-dame,

Bhe stared at Bunter,

“Master Bunter ! she ejaculated.,

“DI've come back, Mrs. Kebble,” said
Bunter brighily.

* Bless me! Why ever have you come
bacl, Mazter Bunter { asked the aston-
tshed House-dame.

“I'm going to siick to my pals over
Christnias,” =aud Bunter, " Couldn't
leave them in the lurch, you kpow,
Where are they 3

* Drear e ! said Mrs, Kebble.

“Noi gone out, are they ¥ asked. Dun-
fer anxiously, I know they're playing
the giddy ox, searehing for that fathead
Coker of the Fifth, But they wouldn't
be Jdwinmies enough to go out in this
woalher {o play the £

"They are not heve, Master Bunier™

“Uh, the silly owls!” said Bunter.
Y XNovey mmnd=[ shall see them when
they come . Know when they're com-
g back *"

Mot till next tevm, Master Bunter.”

“Wha-a-t 17

“They've gone—"

“Gona 17 howled Dunter,

T Certainly,”  said  Mrs. Kebble.
““Master Wharton and his friends only
«tayed at the school to search for
Masier Qﬂkﬂ' of the Fifth Form, who
was Inissing, you know, Alter they
{fonnd him-—-="

" Found i *

M Yes—alter they found
left —"*

“They fonnd that 1diot, Coker®™

Mrz. Kcebble zmiled.

“¥es:  thoy  found  liim, Master
Bunter. He had been kidnapped, and
kept & prisooer in a lonely bungalow
on the clifs. They found him, and
brought him back here, and they all
left together.”

O, eramb: M ejaculated Dunter,

He blinked . ot the house-dame in
ulter dismay.

Not for a moment had Buonter su]‘i-
posed that the Famouz Five would
-uceeed 1o linding Horace Coker, whose
amazing tisappearance hed cxcited all
tireviriars at the end of the term.

“ But—but——*  stuftered  Bunter.
“Wharton can’t have gonge home——
Wharton Lodge is shuf op over Christ-
mas, I know that, He told his unele
he was staying on here, and the old
rodger’'s  gone 1o Bourpemonth.
heard that before [ went. Where have
they gone?” : ;

“Mazter Whavton and  his  [riends
went home with Mg, Ucker”

"{%h. wny hat! Christinas with Coker,”

il ns-f.l

“Phat swanking ass, Coker of the
Fifth, laking Lower Fourth fellows
homre for Christmas!? ojaculated Bun-
ter. "Well, that beats it! Where have
they gone with Coker ¥

Tur MaGzEr LIsrary.—No. 984

him, they

To Holly Honse—the residence of
Me, Coker's uncle,”

i D]'] |

Bunter's {at face was so Full of dis-
may that Mrs. Kebble took compassion
an B,

“If wou ecare to step inm, Master
Bunter, I can give you szome lunch
befora you eatch your train,” she zaid.

Bunter did not need asking twice.

“¥es, rather,” he said.

And he rolled in.

Tha Fameons Five were gone; Grey-
friava was dreawn hlank ! Bat lunch was
Iunch, and Billy Bunter could always
find comfort in a meal.

And as he sat in the House-dame's
room, doing full justice to 2 quite sub-
siantial lunch, a fat grin irvadiated the
features of the OUwl of the Eemove.

The avrangement had been that he
shonld stay with Wharton over Christ-
mas. Wharton had azzented, to pull
hiz fat leg. Certainly, Bunter. hadn’t
wanied to pass his holiday at  the
deserted csehool. He had turned down
the arrangement, when he discovered
the faets, and departed. But now—
now thers was a change. Christmas
with Coker might be quite a good
thing. Tha Coker people were
waonlthy—Horace was the darling of
Aunt Judith and TUnecle Henry., It
wasz probable that Holly Houze resem-
bled a land flowing with milk and
honoy. Certainly, Coker had not asked
Bunter there—~and would be greatly
surprisad to see him there. Bunter
couldn't help that! He decided that
the arrangement to “stay with Whar-
tonn ? still held good. As Wharton was
staying with Coker, Bunter hod to siay
with CUoker if he was to stay with
Wharton. .

Wharton would have to fix it some-
how, It was up to him!

After disposing of lunch, Billy Bunier
rolled away to the telephone. Quite an
unexpected call was to be received by
the puests at Holly House that Christ-
mas Eve.

[ —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Mystery of Holly House !

i 00R old Coker!”
Beb  Cherry made
remark,
Breakfast was over at Holly

House; and the Famous Five of the
Remove +were standing by a big
window, locking out into the gardens.
Thero had been a fall of snow, and
the grass and the paths were hidden
by a mantle of white. Horace Cokor,
og the Fifth l"orm at Greyfriars, was
tramping along one of the paths under
the leafless trees, with his hands driven
decp into his pockets, and his chin
sunk in the collar of his eoat; hia
FUE face dark with troubled
thought, )

Thinking was not mueh  in Horace
Coker’s line.  IMis powerful  intellect
moved slowly, when it moved at all;
gonorally it did met stir very much.
But in this Christmas vacation, Coker
of the Fifth was putling 1 a very un-
aceustomed amount of thinking, He
was up apainst a problem at IHelly
House, and the more he thought it
over, the more it beat him. There was
trouble at Holly House; it hung over
the place like a shadow. UCoker of tha
Fifth had had no doubt iliat when he
arrived there, trouble would roll away
like a mizc before the sunshine; like
Cmsar of old, he would come, and see,
and conguer. Coker had not doubted
it.

But it had not happened. :

Coleer was wp agsinst a problem thal

that

was beyond hiz weight. That was a
vary disturbing reflection fo Horaco
Coker. Hitherto, he had Thardly
believed that there was anything in the
wide world bevond his weight. Dut
how to deal with the strange state of
swfairs at Holly House waz a puzzle to

which Horace Coker counld find no
BllSWer, g
Harry Wharton & Co. watched him,

from the window, and they could nok
help smiling a little.
Coker, in the throes of a mental

struggle, was rather a new Coker to

them., DBut, in many ways, Horace was
unlike the Coker thev “od known at
(zreviriars.

Cloker, whom they had regarded

chiefly as a swanking Fifth Form ass,
and .a heavy-handed fathead, was show-
ing up in quite a new lighi. Tndoubt-
edly, he was grateful to the Famous
Five for having rescued him from his
imprizonment 1n the lonely bungalow.
Tho juniors had not expected Coker 10

think much aboub 1t; but he did,

Harry Wharton & Co. did nob think
that they had done a very great
achievement. No doubt it derived ity
importanes, in Coker’s eyes, from the
fact that il was Coker whom they had
rescned. The rescue of any Ur{;’lumrgr'
mortal would not have been 2o impor-
tant a matter.

Coker's manpers and customs at Grey-
iriars Bchool were not wholly pleasant,
especially to Lower Fourth [fellows.
Coker prided himself on having & shors
way with fags. DBut, as host, at Holly
IHouse, he was almost nice.

Coker, certainly, was in.an unusually
subdued mood these dagys, owing to the
trouble that hi was up against. He
even condescended lo believe that the
Femove fellows might be of some wse
in this emergency. That was an
:Ern_iﬂﬂnse concession from Coker of ilie
Fikth.

“Poor old Coker! repealed Bob.

“The esteomed and ridieuwlons Coker
does mnot look  happy,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“He's not a bad sort,  really.”
obzserved Johnny Bull, " We don't sea
him at his hest at Greyiriars, and
that's o fact.”

“There's that man Poynings!” mur-
mured Frank Nugent,

A slightly-boile man with a hooked
nose, dressed in black, came along tnhe
path towards Coker. Ay, Povmings.
the sccretary to Caker’s uncle, was
taking a little siroll after breakfast.

Harry Wharton & Co., at the win-
dow, watched him curiously. .

He pauvsed to say " good-morningl”
to Horace Coker as he passed himg;
and Coker .of the Fifth gave him a
glare in response. His hands came oub
of hiz pockets for a moment; but he
shoved them back again,  Quile
plainly the Remove fcllows could sce
that Coker of the Fifth longed {o knock
the smootli-faced sceretary  spinning
along the path inte the =now. Mr.
Poynings certainly was not ignorant of
it.  He smiled ironically, and passed on
his way, Coker, standing in the path
and staring after him, with 2 black
brow and glinting eycs.

‘Then the Fifth Tormer of Greyfrinrs
yesumed his pacing, his brows kuitted,
and his eves on the ground,

“Rlested if I didn't expect to see
Cloker hit out!™ remarked Bob Cherry.
“ But I suppose even old Horace unde-
stands that it wouldn't do.™

“Fancy Coker undersianding avy-
ihing ¥ murmred Nugent,

“Poor old Coker!” .

“Ti*s a rotten position,” said Harry
Wharlon, “I'm glad we're here, ou
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* i you glve me another word of impertinence,’* roared Mr. Poynings, ** I will box your ears !**
herry. “‘ You cheeky ¢ad—you kidnapping rotter——’
Boh Cherry's clenched fist landed on his hooked noss, and ths

gasped Bob C

(See Chapter 3.)

* Why, you-—you——"

Poynings roised his hands. Bug before he could strike,
-seoretary went spinning along the path. Crash !

Coker's acvounl; he needs somehody to
stand by him, now, But——"

* But—-" murmured Bob.

“That man Pornings want: us out
of the house,” said Harry., " Ha wants
Coker out of it, for that matter., We
know that it was Povnings whe kid-
napped Coker, to keep him away from
hera over the holidays; Coker knows it
—Poynings knows that we know it
Tht proof isn't clear encugh for the
police to arrest him, but they've got
their eye on him—and #'s pretly cor-
tain thai they will keep an eye on him.
And yet—"

“And yet he's stuffed Coker's uncle,
and munky won't let Coker kick him
out,” anid Nugent,

“Has he stuffed him ¥ suid Wharton
abruptly. “Old Mp, Coker knows ic all
a3 well as we do, T believe. That
secretary chap has somne hold over him
~—goodness koows what, And b omust
Lie a pretty powerful hold to make
Uncle Heury keep the man in his szer-
viee, imuwing that the rotter kidnapped
his nephew.’

“Looks awfuily shady,” wuid Johnay
Bull

“It does.”

“Not the kind of things fo gef mixed
up in, really,” added Johnny.

“MNo: but—"

“But we're standing by old Coker,”
gitd Bob, "“He thinks Lhe will be able
to down that secretarv chap sonmbhow.
and get shut of him, Ie doesn't look
like sueceeding, so far™

“Anybody but Coker conld see that
Lincle Henry hes some giddy seeret or
other, amd that Toynings knows it and
ta making use of it said Nugent.
“it's plain enough for anvboedy  but
Caker to see. And if that's the stete
of the case what can Coker do¥™

“ Wothing.” said Bob.

FIE mnst be sauncthing shady or the

man couldn’t have a hold over his
employer,” said Frank., “And in that
case the less CUoker does the botter. His
uncle wouldn't thenls him for bringing
?pn}m shady secret out into the day-
tght,”

“And in the cirenmstances, the old
gnni.ium:n can't want- us here,” snid
phany Dull,

“It's rather rotten all round,” saud
Harry Wharlon, "™ DBut we're standing
by poor old Coker.”

“Yos, rather!™

“And there's one point,” went on the
captein of the Remove., “ Povuings has
some sktrong hold Lere, that's certain.
Buk Lthere’s a weakness in Lis position
somowhere.  Ho took a lot of rizk in
getting Coker kidnapped to keep lLim
away I[rom Hally © House over the
Christrmas holiday:. He's liable to im-
prisonment if it's proved--and it may
be proved, Ho wouldu't have done
thai if he'd fele safe.  There's risk
far hiny in Coker being here--and in us
being hern. Old Me, Coker is ill, and
not o a state of health or nerves to
deal with an wnscrupulous rascal ke
oyuings. Poynings may have deceived

hig somehow—rmade hin  believe hin
has something to fear, by  sono
teaechory ov other. It's plain that he
would go any length to got rid of

Coker and wa,  And why should he care
1f he felt safe?” )

“"That's 50" nasented Bol.

“There's a giddy flaw in his armour
somewhere,” mnid Frank Nugent, with
a nol. ¥ Thet's what we ought to spot,
if we can.”

I murmured Johnny Bull.

TWell, let’s get oub,”™ said Bob: and
the juniors went into the hall for their
coals and hals,

Coker's Aunt Judith met tliem there,
She wes econung ont of Ae. Tlenew.
Coker's study. Her face was very

troubled, though she inunediately {ricid
to smile as she saw the Greylriars
juniors,

Y Heow s Mr, Coker Lhis morning?™
asked Harry.

“1 am afraid wmy ULrother is no
botter,” said Misa Coker, with a sigl:.
“[-=I am afraid he is a little worse,
The doctor is coming again this moen
ing; but 1 cannot Eulp ihinking that
Dre. Wallis iz quite puzslod.”  She
pauged 8 moment. I foar that yon
boys will have but a dull Christmaz
wilh us.™

“Not at all, ma'am,” said Daob,

“The not-ab-allfulness  is  terrific,
catooned mndam,™ said Hurrce Jamsel
Fam Single.

Miss  CUoker smiiled: the naobok's
remarkable Enplish seemed 1o have &
sh‘ghtly etihivoning efficct upon hee.

‘I am very glad that vou are here,”
she said. " IHorace wveeds you, I am
CIE [i—=if anyone should make an
atterapt te imduce vou to go, I hope you
will take no heed.”

And, with a nod and a smile, Mia:
Judith passed on, It was evident thal
her remark referred to Mr. Poynings.
Harry Wharton & Co. wenl out into
the keen, frosty air,

They glanced at the windows of Mr,
Henry Coker's room as they went into
the gardens. Trom that room french

-windows opened upon a little baleouy.

with sleps down to the garden path.

“Hallo, hullo, halla! ’l%mrc's Coler’s
unele " murmored Bob.

A faece was visible at the window—a
pale, Lroubled face, looking out into the
frosty sunshine,

It was tho face of Coker's unele, the
master of Holly Touse.

The juniors raised their Lats as (her
passed the window, and Mr. Coker gave
fthem 2 nod and a foint =mile.

Tur Maagner Ianeany, —No. 984,
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They walked on, in o thoughtiul
wood, haunted by the recollection of
iiat  white, saddened face at the
window. - The mystery of Holly House
weighed upon theiv spirits that Bne,
[roviy, wintcr morning.

——— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Asking for Trouble !

H ASTER WHARTONY
M “0Oh! You! said Harry.
{ was Mr, Poynings.

Harry Wharton & Co.
had walked across the paddock, and
wero going out by the goate into the
1oad when they eame on  the scere-
Lary.

"hey vealised at onee that the man
wad been watching them from «  dis-
rance, and was wailing for them there.
Alp, Povnings had something to say to
ihe Remove fellows, which he preferred
not fo say in the house.

Tlhie Famous Five stepped and eyed
the secretary grimly.

It the peculiar cireumstances they
were under the wecessiby of being civil
to the maw, razcal and kidnopper as
they knew him to be.  Under Mr.
Henry Cokoer's roof they could not treat
Mr. Heory Coker's sceretary as they
would have wished. They avoided the
man; and they had found it easy fto
aveid him, zo far, MNow he had sought
thewn out,

“What do vou wanl?” giked Harry
abrupily.

'“(Fn};.r a fow words,™ zaid the secre-
iary stopoothly, “I ant afraid that vou
soung gentlemen have nol a very high
opinign of me™

“What do you expeet us to think of
a sneakin kidnapper?” demanded
Jeohnn Euﬁ.

T gam explained that I
concer——"

“You've told lies, you mean,”

Johnny,
- "My employer, My, Coker, iz satiz-
e, and !]!'llut. 13 all T meed lo concern
mysell  aboui,” said Mr. Povnings.
“He¢ haz told vouw, I think, that he is
satisfied.™

"He has
Hirry.

"o rour venture to doubt his word,
Master Whavion P

"I don’t intend to disenss the matier
with vou, Ar. Poynings,"” answered the
aplain of the Hemove, “Uhe losa I
have to say to you the betler I like
it, If yow've got anvthing fo say, get
1 off vour chest !

“Aund the zponper
iob,

“Quite 50" The seerelary’s manner
waz still smooth, though there waz an
nnpieasant gling in his greenish-grey
eyee. U1t was quite upexpected for
Vlaster Horace to bring & mob  of
lower School boys home with him for
Christinos—vory unexpected indeed. A
haoliday in a house of sickness cannot bo
very egreeable to you™

“That is our business.™

“It is my business, also, as T am very
wiuch concerned for my employer, ta
whom I am devdted,” said Mr. Poyn-
wmgs, T supgest that vou boys would
an well to pass yonr Chrisimas else-
where, Your own homes--——"

Wharton's eves gleamed,

"You supgest that we should leave
Helly House®!

* Precisely.” ;

* What are vou afraid of 7

Poymnga started.
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had no

sa.1d

satd  so,  eertamly,” said

the Dbetter,™ said

“Afrard! I have nothing lo be
afraigd of, so far ag T amm aware. YWhat
do vou mean, Master Wharton 7"

"I mean what | say,” answered the
captain ¢f the Kemove coolly. “*You
may or may not be able to stnff Mr,
Henry Coker, but you can't stuff us,
We know that you kidnapped Coker
to keep him away from E?H uncle's
house. It spoils your game, zomehow,
to have fellows here over the holidays.
You had better take care; Mr. Poyn
ings.  You've failed to pget rid of
Coker—and you won't get rid of us very
easily.”

“The easiness will not be terrifie, my
estcemed and rascally Poynings,”  said
Hurree Singh.

*1 shail not bandy wovds with you,”
sabd the seeretary icily. I sugeest that
your should leave,™

“Go and eat coke ! said Johnuny Ball,

“You refuse

* Certainly we refuse 1 said Wharton
contempiuously,

“1 will, if you desive, order a car lo

take yon te the station after lanch,”
zaid the secretary., “There is an express
from Waddon at half-past two. I advize

you to cateh that tran.”
" Keep your advice till it"s asked for,”
gaid Boly Chevey,

“I should prefer this matter to e
settled pleasantly and amicably, But
if you decling to take my adviecg——"

Wa do 7

"‘"_Yau w“.l not be able to decline
simtlar advice from Mr. Coker,” said
the seeretary. "1t iz, in faet, Mr.

Coker's desire that you should go, but,
[roin motives of politeness, he has re-
fraingd fromn saymg so.”

* Rats 1

“"Very mood ! You refuse® Na doubt
Mr, Coker will speak to you!” said
Poynings grimly.

“You mean, vou—you ean somehow
induce Coker's unele to szend Coker's
fricnd: awav [rom the Dhouse?” said
Harry, eyeing the man.  “You are
showimg your hand preity plainfy, Mr.
Poynings.™

The zeerctary shragged his shoulders,

1 have no more words to wasie on an
irnpertinent schoolboy,” he said,  “If
vou persist i forcing yvour undesivod
presence on o sick wpan, whe only de-
sires to be free of yore—"

“"You checky rotter!™ voared Tab
Chervy,

"You will he lurmed ont of ihe house,™
said Mre, Poynings., “lf necessary, yon
will be kicked out.  Is that plam enough
for you? And if yoeu give me another
word of impertinence I will box your
M‘ESE;;;I M 1 Dnb

“hy, vou—vou——" zasped n
Cherey, “ You cheeky ead! You kid-
napping rvotter——"

Poynings raised his hand.

The next moment Bob Chorry's
clonchked fist landed on his hooked nose,
and the secretary went spinning along
the path.

Crazh !

“Oh 1 pasped Povnings.

Hea sprawled in the snow, panting with
rage,

““Now, if yon wani some more, you've
only got o say so, vou sneaking ewd [
roared Bob Cherry, glaving at  the
sprawling man.

* Hear, hear ! chuckled Johnny Bull.

Povnings leaped to his fect,

He made a rush at the juniors, his
eyes gleaming with rage. In o moment
hie was seizad in five pairs of honds and
swept off the ground,

Bump !

Poynings yellel as he smote the
ground. -Probably it was his fiust ex-
perience of a Greyiviars bamping.

“Give him another ! exclaimed
MNugent,

“ s, ha, ha!”

Bump!

“Yow-ow! Cooop!™ roared Poynings.
#Ha, ha, ha ™
“One move for luck ! chovtled Dob

Cherry,

Bump!

“Come on!" sald Tarry Wharton,
laughing. “That will do. Keen w civil

tongue in your cheeky head atter this,
Me, Foynings."”

The Fanous Five walked out at the
gate, leaving tho secretary sprawiing in
the snaow, his hard face convulsed with
YR,

The juniors ehuckled as ihnft walked
away. It had boon hard enough to tresat
a man whom they knew to be a
scoundrel with eivility, and now that
Poynings had fairly asked fov trouble,
there had been great satisfaciion in
giving him a little of what he deserved,

But Harry Wharton's face became

grave as the juniors walked on towards
Waddon,

“T'm rather afraid wo've pul onr foot
in it, you chaps,™ he soid,

“T'm  jolly zlad we Dboammped that
cheeky rotter 1" prowled Johnny Ball,

“Yes: bui——"

“ He. asled for il,"” said Bob Cherry,

“That's the trouble,” said the caplain
of the Remove rather encfolly,  “He
asked for it, cand I'm afraid Lhat he
wanted it, as an excuse fo tell Uoker's
uncle fov getling shat of ue, 1 fancy he
will make out that we've attacked him.
[le wants us to go, and he must invent
sone excuse. e can't very well fell
=|i3 lfllllilljrlﬂ}f{‘.[' that be's alraid of ws heing
1ere.

“IHa, ha! Negl”

“1 rather think we've plaved into his
hands” said Harry, *Coker wants us
to stav—and we want to stay on Coker's
iecount, Dot if My, Uoker asks us to
fo —

LS P‘hr,-w :11

“That will put the Ind on 1™ zald Rohb.
“We counldn't stay if Mr. Colker makes
it pfain that he doesn't want vs.  Looks
to e as if the secrétary benst = golng
to seore, after all”

“Well, we eouldn’t help 5" said
Farey. =T be was  determined  om
trouble, he would have econircived it
sooter or later. But T fansy il moeans a
fint to cleay, for ws™

“1 wizh we'd bumned hing havderl”
growled Johnny Bull, _

It was a pleasunt epough vamble in
the frosty IDrecembor morning;  but
Hurey Wharton & Co. could mnot help
wondering  what ibeir  greeting  was
likaly tn be when they eame back to
Hollv House for lunch  One thing was
corlain, and that was, that if My, Seere-
tnry Poynings could contrive it thero
wonld be o sudiden fermination of their
Christmas with Coker. Awnd it locked
az 1f e would be able Lo contrive it

—_ E—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Phone !

ORACE COKER met the juniora
H at lunch.
Coker was {rying havd 1o be
cheery and genial, Lut be was
not sueeeeding very well. :

He had asked the shuma of ihe Re-
move to  Haolly II-.:ms-.'r, intending  to
eive them o rousing  holiday  there,
Christinas, wilh Coker, was eprnerall
very jovial, not to say uproarious. Unele
Henry and Aunt  Jwdith always gave
him carte blanche. Coker was agcus-
tomed to flling the louse with jolly
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company ; hospitality and hilarily were
anlitnited. There was plenty of hospi-
tality now, but hilarity wasz conspicuous
by ils albsence, The mystery that hung
over the house, the shadow of suspicion
and trooble, guite dashed Coker's
usually exuberant spicits.

Coker had intended io itelephone 2
message to Potter aud Greenc of the
Greyiriars Filth to come along, but he
had not done so, Neither lind he asked
anyone clse excepting the Famous Tive,
In the circumstances, be felt thet hLe
couldn’t, and it was rather on hiz con-
science lhat he had “landed” Harry
Wharton & Co. with a Christmas of
shadow and gloom.

Certainly, they were keeping up their
spirits rmnarkah{y well, But Coker had
not been able to carry out his hospitable
intentions, and it worried him a little.
At the same time, he waa very anxious
for them to remain with him. Tho
problern he had.te deal with was too
much for him, and he had hopes that the
juniors might be ablo to help him out.
That in itself showed that Coker ol the
Fifth was in & very chastened moed.

At Greyfriars, his chief concern with
the cheery chums of the Lower Iourth
had been to lecp them in their placo—
what Coker, -in his high mightiness, con-
sidered their place. But that was ail
changed now. Coker was }-;xllugﬁ_tu
accopt help if they could give it—willing
to admit that they mighs be able to
help. That was & romarkable change in
the great man of the Fifth,

The juniors enjoyed an ample lunch
after ti‘mir ramblo in the keen, frosly
air. The fare at Holly House was of
the very best: Aunt Judith saw to that.

Billy Bunter would have enjoyed that &V

luneh. Even William George Bunter
would have had te ery, *“Hold,
enough!” while there weve still plenty
of good things on tha table,

Coker made a good lunch—the trouble
on s mind had not affected hiz appe.
tite, Aunt Judith ate very little, and
although she strove to keep a smiling
faca to her nephew’s guests, the clouds
would mntinuaﬁy chase away the smiles,
Unele Henry lunched in hiz own room
with his secretary, and it was a reliel to
the Greyfriars fellows not fo have to sit
at the same table with Mr. Poynings.
Feeling towards him as they did, if
would have bean extremely unpleasant
to be forced to break bread with the
vazcally secretary,

Coker of the Fifth uttered hardly &
word during the meal; his rugged face
was cloud After lunch he joined the
juniors by the erackling log fire in the

all, frowning portentously as the door
of his uncle's study opened and Mr. Poy-
nings came out and crossed the hall. He
turned liz back on the secretary, who
disappeared, with his silent iread, with-
out taking any heed of the Greylriars
fellows.

“ 1 hear that vou kids handled that cad
thiz morming,” said Coker,

“We really couldn't help 1t, Coker,™
said Harry. *He [airly asked for it

“ Gogged for iE1Y said Boln

Colier nodded.

“That's all right. T'wm glad vou
handlod him. 1I'd handle him Cast {_-uu:rugh
if it wasn't for Uncle Heory.™

Coker kunitted his rugged brow.

“I can’t understand 1t,"” he muticred,
“Why Uncle IHcnry lets that volter hang
on here 13 a mystery to me. Tt beats me
hollow ! Tl knows jolly well that Pov.
nings had & hand in kidnapping me. TPvo
told him so. Ile lets that scoundrel lead
fim by the nose, I can't iwagine why,™

The juniors were silent.

“ Anybody might suspect that he had a
bold over Unele Henry,™ went on Coker,

rRILE T
TWOPENCE,

“But he couldn't have, of course!
That's impossible. Only, why does uncle
let him hang on?"

“Hem " murmured Bob.

It was so plain that Mr. Poynings had
some mysterious hold over Uoker's uncle
that it was veally remuarkable that even
Horace Coker could not wnderstand that
that was the state of affairs. Neverthe-
less, the juniers Iiked him all the better
for his uushakable faith in Uncle Henry.

There was a buzz on the telephone
bell.

Coker went to the telephone cabinet
in the hall. A moment later he called
to the captain of the Remove,

“It's for you, Wharton |
“Ior me?"™
“*Yes. it soundsz like Bunter’s voice.™
#Bunter ! vepeated the captain of the

Eemova in astonishmoent.

A,
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A fat voice
came throvgh s he put the receiver to
hia ear.

Heo went to the telephone.

“1 say, Wharion!
Hurry, old chap?™

“Wharton speaking.™

“0h, all vight! I'm Bunter.”

“What do you want, Bunter 1"

There was a  fab chuckle over the
wires,

“T'm speaking from Greviriars.”

“ I ram Creyviriars " axclainel
Harry.

“Yes, old chap !

“Whal on carth are you deine at
Groviciars ¥

“*Tooled in for my old pals,™ ehuckled
Bumier. “You remember, I was going
:.ﬂ stoy with you for Cheistimas, Whar-
oL,

Harry Whavton laughed.

“¥Yes; and yvou cleared off when you
found 1hat we were stayivg at the school,
you fal bounder !

“Tve changed my mind,” aatd Bunter,

Ave vou there,

.

“Changed my mind, old chap, and coma
back here for yow.™ P

“Detter change it again, then ™

“The fact i, I had to go" said
Bunter. “Full up with engagements,
vou know—couldn’t turn down all the
5qpiciv.=hu wanted me for the hols.

wite 1mpossible, you know! Still, I
found that T eould give you a few days,
and I knew you'd miss me awfully.”

EL Ratﬁ !IJ‘

“Oh, really, Wharton—-="

‘{; that all?™

“Mrs. Kebble's told me {hat you'
gone home with Coker.” Ll

1: '%.Elhgl.%is mrmﬂ E'I:

“Well, I'm coming along.™

: What ¥ . £

" Blaying with you for Christmas, vou
know, as srranged,” said Bunter, “Tha
arrangement’s still good, of course!
Don't think I'd turn you down, old
chap—especially  at Christmas-time., 1
wouldn't, ™ :

“I'm safraid you'll have ¥ szaid
Harry curtly, *We're with Et{l}%ﬂl‘, and
voure not in the picture at all. I can't
sk you to another follow's house, even
if I wanted to, and T daon’t."

:‘DI:, really, Harry 12

“Gnad-b}rc, Bunter !

"Hold on!" squeaked the Owl of the
Remove, I don’t mind vour little jokes,
Harry, old Eha.i}—”

:;im not ‘j-::km%r.”

I'm coming, all the same. Tell Coker
to have a car at the station for me, will
you ™

e h’ﬂ. L]

:: Look here, Wharibp—-7m"

Go and eat eoke!™ said Wharton
tEr.ml_v, “¥You rcan't land yourself on
L.ni;:er for Chriatmaz, vou fat duffer.”

"1 hope I'm not the follow to land
myself on anybody,” said Bunter. ** Lord
:_.'niF‘aiulevimr has asked me'to the Towers,

n ——

" Better go, then!”

DYArey, of 8t. Jim's, has simply
begged me to como to Bastwood House. '

" Let him hove it, then, if he's aslked
[or ét."

“Beast! I'm sticking to my arrangos
ment with yvou, of E'DI.IIEEE g . e

El It.ﬂt& !Jl .

“I'm catching the next teain, and
shall got to Waddon soon sfter dark, Ig
it ;?T:_unglwalk to Holly House

s

"Then T shall want a car sent to Lha
slation. ™

“¥ou can want.”

HOf course, T expect you lo fix it
with Coker, ™

“You can expect,™

“If you dow’t want me for Christinas,
Wharton—"

“I don't1”

“Beast 1™

“Anything morve "
tain of the Demove.

“The fact is. Wharton, T'm depend.
ing o you. I've turned down a lot of
other invitations, owing to your pressing
me to stay with you over the hols. ™

“Gammon !

*Why, you checky rolter—

“Lood-Tyve, Bunter [V

HLook here, you cheeky ass, what do
vou think 1'mt going to de¥” Lowled
Dunter.

“Retter go back to DBunter Court,™
said Harry, lavghing,  “Teleplone for
ihe Rolis-Rovee from home, you know.
if Bunter Couwet s crammed  with
royalties apd lheve’s no room for you,
try vour relation the duke, or your olher
relation the margquis’'

¥ a1

Wharten chuekled and Tong up tha
roceiver,
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THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
The Order of the Boot |

i R. COKER wishes to zpeak to
M you, sirl”
A servant gave Harry

Wharton that nessage as he
came away from the telephomwe cabinet,
“yary well,” said Harry. E
The captain of the Remove rejoined
his chums by the log fire Lbefore going Lo
Uncle Henry's room, Yhey bhad heard
the message given, and all the juniors
logked scrigus. 'Lhey could guess what

it meant.

“That means that Poynings bas put o
spoke in the wheel,” said beb Cherry,
m a low voice,

Harry Wharton nodded. ‘

H¥acy I suppose it’s the finish

“ Rotten !"

“YWhat did Duntee
phone 1 asked Nugent.

Wharton siniled. '

©3Tes went back to the school, think-
ing we were still there, and he wants to
jom us heve”

“Cheeky ass!”

“The cheekinlness of the esteemed
Bunter is terrific,” remarked _Hu_r’t:ce
Jamset Ram Singh, * 1z he coming {

“@oll, 1 suppose not; I've told the fab
duffer off,”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

w2houldn't wonder if he eomes alter
all—and finds us gone again. Wo won'g
leave an address behind next time.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ]

“Quite o merry Christmas {ov Bunter,
tracking us from ono place to ancther,’
chuekled Johnny Dull. )

The juniors chortled.  Tb was guite
probable that Wiltliam (ieorge Bunter
would come along; DBuater was &
sticker, and le was accustomed fo
taking chances in such matters, From
the way affairs were moving now, low-
ever, it lookod as if the Owl of the
Remove would miss the party once
more, when he arrived. W harton's
sumymons to Uncle Henrys room
showed pretty plainly that Poynings had
put his foct down; and there was Tittle
doubt that Mr. Poynings was tho real
master at Helly House.

Wharion's face was grave again as
hio tapped at the study door and
entered.

My, Henry Cokor was seated in a deep
chair by the fire. 'The room was dusky,
and in thoe dusk his fece showed pale
and worn, ]

Povuings was in the room. _

He was affecting to busy himsell with
papers at the writing-table, and did not
seety to notice the Greyfrars junior
enter: but Wharton knew well enocugh
that he 'was there to see that his ovders,
whatever they wers, were carried out
by his unforfunaic cmployer.

The colour flushed a litéle inte Mr,
Henry Coker's paliid face as the captain
of the Greyfriars Iemove stood before
him,
 “You wish to speak My,
Coker ™ sad Harry.

“Ves, Wharton. I—J—"

Mr. Coker broke off, and turned his
glance towards the secretary. Pognings
gava him no heed.

The hapless old gentleman coughed,
and resutned:

i 1T understaned that you had :ome—
sgmo  dispute  with my secreiary, Mr,
Pﬂ;.rningsf i the grounds this morning.”

“ Yoz, said Harey.

“1—T was very zorey o hear it,” said
Mr, Coker,

“I am sorry ihat it oceurred,™ said
Harry., ““Buat, veally, it was scavecly
possible to help i6; and surely it was not
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here,™

want on the

ta mr,

worth Mr. Poynings' while to mention
such o trifle?” '

The secretary glanced round, with a
glimmer in his greenish eves,

".‘tji was brutally assauwited,” he zaid
acidly,

* Nothing of the kind,” said Harry.
“¥ou were treated as you deserved for
yoir insolence,™

oyuings gritted his teeth,

“ILet us have mno -dispute here, I
beg,” said My, Coker, 1n a faint voice,
“In the eircumsatances, Wharton, you
will scarcely care to stay longer 1o my
house, T focl.™

Wharton breathed hard.

Mueh less than that wonld have been
reaunired to cause him to shake the dust
of Holly Iouse from his feet in any
other circumstances., Buat the know-
ledge that he was being lurned out by
Povnings was safficient to check Whar-
ton's angry pride. It was the master
of Helly House who was speaking, but
Poynings was the man who had forced
him to speak. The hands were the
hands of HEsan, but the volce was the
volee of Jacch, so to speak.

“If you wish us to go, sir, you have
only to sav so, of course,” said Harry
quietiyv. “ But we camo here with your
nephew, and Coker wishes us to stay.
believe that he may be in some danger
from that scoundrel vonder if he is left
hero without friends.”

“Wharton ¥

“That man, sir, has kidnapped him
once,” said Harry. " Coker is no match
for such a cunning rascal. I am bound
to cpeak plainly, sir, as, for some reasorn,

ou are profecting a man whom we all

naw to a eriminal—whom the police
suspect to be a eriminal. [ believe
that your nephew will not be safe after
wo are gone,’

Mr. Henry Coker's pale face flushed
crinson,

“T—I cannot believe it he gasped,
Y And—and Dbesides, think my
nephew will decide, after all, to spend
Chrislmas at his father’s home, when—
when T have spoken to him again. I=—I
hope that vou boys, his friends, may
accompany him there, A house of sicks
ness is no place for you at thiz season
of the vear. In o word, Wharlon, I—I
am very sorry to say anylhing that may
wountd o, buyt—but—" His volce
irailed away.

Wharton compressed his Hps,

“But vou wisﬁ us to go?” he said,

Vg 1" pasped Mr, Coker,

“There 13 nothing more le be said,
then," said the captain of the Remarve,
“We shall go.”

“T~1 am sorry——

“T am sure of that, siv,” said Harvy,
with & compassionate Jlook at the
hapless old gentleman. “ Please say no
more, It is only our concern for wyour
nephew that has kept us here. Good-
bye, sir!”

And he left the study, without a lock
at the secrctary, but conscious of the
man's triumphant glance,

Coker was with the juniors in the hall
when Wharton rejeined them. Color,
apparontly, had a hint of what was
foward,

“ Anything np, Wharion?™ he asked.

Wharton coloured.

“Your uncle thinks we'd beller clear,
since that little frouble with Poyuings,”
he said. 3
C oA y—my uncle thinks—"  Coker
erimsoned., My uncle has torned my
guests out? Great SBcott !™

“It's that rotter Povnings' doings
said Bob Cherry.  * Don't worry, old
Lean.

Jaker
rage.

[

™

was almost stutlering with

#J—I asked you fellows here, and--
and my uncle is letting that villain turn
you out!” he gas “By gad, I'm
going to chip in You're jolly
well not going 1™

“ But——"

“I say wgu're not going!” roareld
Ceoker. “Think I'm going to have my

uests kicked cut by that scoundrel?

¥ gad, if Uncle Henry sticks to ihiy,
I'm ?mng too, and I'll never set foot
the house again, I know that! You
leave 1t to me!”

“Dut, I gay—="

“"Rot!”

Coker rushed across ihe hall to his
ungle’s door, He hurled it open and
tramped in,

“Unecle Henry!”
far and wide,
13 Hﬂrﬂ-ﬂﬂ ! r¥

“Feu're turning my guests outl”
roared Coker.

“My dear boy—"

“Ave you turning my guests out{"
bawled Coker.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another in great discomfort. The secre-
tary’s cool, quiet voice broke in:

“ This viclence, Master Horace—"

“You shut up, Poynings!” ronred
Cokar,

“Phis viclence will have a very bad
effect on  wvour  uncle, Masler
Horace—""

“Mind vour own business!”

Coker strode across to his uncle’s
chair. His rupged face was ved with
rBge.

“This 15 about the limit!™” he hooled,
“I've stood all I'm going to stand from
that vascal, Uncle Henry! Are my
friends going? If they go, I go, and
you'll never see me again. I promise
vou that. Perhaps you don't want me,
If that's =n, vou've only got Lo say so.
You've been a good uncle to- me, but
I've never asked you for anything, and
I'm not the man to hang on where I'm
not wanted,  Say the word and T'1

ere !l

His volce boomed

gt

clear !
“My dear—dear hoy—"
" Aml Iio got” roared Coker.
Lo

“If my friends go, we all go to-
getlier ! boomed Coker. “1 tell you
' fed-up!™

“My secretary has—has been ill-
used——-—"

“ Stuff and nonsense!™

“ Horace !'*

“Rubbish! I'm  fedup!”  roared
Coker. 8o they're going? Well, I'm

oing, too! Good-bye, Uncle Henry—
%u:ur the last time!”

And Coker, in a towering rage, swung
round towards the deor. There was a
cry froin the armchair by the five.

“Horace! Stay "

“Not unless my friends stay.”

“Harace! I—I am not my own
master in this!” groaned Mr, CUoker,
it Bo paticat, my boy. I—I will explain
and--—=""

"Rat! You're master in your - own
house, I suppose ™

“Wo ! proancd Mr. Coker

“ O, rubbish! You're ill, and that
villain is taking advanfage of i, saud
Coker. “It's merves—that's what it s
But if there's anything to explain, 'm
ready to lhear it

“Leave us for @
Poynings———r-"

The scorctary did not move.

“0 think T %md botter remain while
you are soeaking lo your nephew, Mr
Cohker,” he said.

“T—I bezx vou
minutes—-" ,

“1 think I had better remain.”

few  minubes,

to leave me fov a fow
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[ Coker turned on Mr. Poynings with blazing eyes. ** Your master’s told you fo get out,”” he said.
* Are you going ? ** roared Coker.
I--—" Hse broke ofl suddenly as Cpker rushed at him like a bull and swung him to the door.

¥

I lay hands on you ! ] ——

“ No !" hissed Poynings,

“ Qutside T Sharp, before
“I am not golng !
{Sec Chapler 5.)

Coker turned on the secretary with
blazing eyos.

“Your master’s told you io got out,”™
e satd. “Ountside! Sharp, befors I
lay my hands on you !

13 I_._!l.i

* Are you poing ¥ roared Colker.

“No!” hissed Poynings. “I am not
going! J—"

Coker of the Fifth came at him with
g rush like a hull,

The clight scorciar
up in the grasp of
Former at Greyiriars,

Uoker swung him to the door,
spite of his savage resistance,
hurled him out into the hall.

“Kick him, you fellows!”
Coker,

“Hear, hear™ chuckled Bob Cherey.

“The kickfulness shall be terrifie™

Mr. Povnings sprawled Ulreathlessly
on the polished oak., Tive juniors
eathered round him, and five books camao
inta collision with Mr. Poynings at the
sate trotnent

“Dribble him ™ shouted Johnny Bull

“Ha, hn, ho!”

The sccvetary scrambled to hizs feet.
For a second he glared at the Greylriars
juniors  with  ialevolent rage n his
Liaesh fuce. Then he fled as ihey rushiod
o him. and five boots helped hnm to
oo, Yelling and panting, the black-
maiier di=appeared.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Secret !

CGRAUE CORKER closed the door
H of the =tudy, and tweoed Lack
to hiz uncle. Mr., Heney Coker

had sunk baek 1ndo the depides

of hiz chair, white 2s a sheet, seomine
spareely to breathe, Coker's heart sminto
i as lie looked aft his vnele’s Face.

fairly crumpled
a heiciest Fifth-

in
and

panted

Wever had the old geptleman locked so
ill apd worn, Coker's long . pent-up
wrath brad beon a little aszvagoed; buc
the seenc had had a  terrible effect
upon Mr. Coker.

“*Uacle 1Y muttered the Fifth-Former.

Mr. Coker panted,

“I em ill, Horace—I am ill. Calin
vourself, my boy.™

“T'm ealm enough, unele,” said Coker,
"¥ou can't cipect mie to put up with
that rotter's cheek. A kidnapper——"

“Where is he now?” breathed 23r.
Coker. “He will be angry——"

“ Not much deubt about that,” agrecd
Horzee., Az savage a5 2 Hun, tf vou
azlkk mo. "

Mre. Coker groancd.

“What the thump does 16 matter?”
demanded the Fifth-Former, ™ I suppoze

vou're nnt afraid of  veur  own
segredary ¥

“T a”

“Whua-at ™

“You buve foveed me fo speak,
Horace,” suid the old gentleman, in oa

faint voive. T shall now have 1o bell
vou wlud [ wizshed you never to kuow.
If only you had uot coner hore thia
Christinas—T{or your own sake, my Loy
—for vour own sake, BEven now—ii von
will leave e, without sshig gueshions
---witl:nul., bearing a  grudge, Ilorace
P

“I'm nob going to leave vou in that
scoundeel's hands” said Horace Coker
determinedly. “ 1 sou're fed up with
mee, uncle, ' clear, as Dve said.,  Doe
anlesz youn put it like that, T'm not
aping to leave you, and my fricnds aro
uot @oing to leave me”

“You know that I eannot put il Like
that, IToveee.  You are my nephew—
wove lilkr o son Lo me: o vory dear son,
Tt s for vour sake that I have boruo

with that dostard=—that T have allowed
him to over-rule e, that I have
snifered wunder bis deminstion; the
dontination of a blackinailing scoundrel.
Iorace, that man has only to lift up
his linger to ruin me”

“Lnele ™

“¥You have compelled me to tell you”

Coker stared blankly at the shrunken
old gentleman in the chair

“I know that man has yvou under his
thumb, somchow,” he suid, * DBut dou't
you tell me that you've cver dong any-
thing wrong to give him a bold cver
you, unche, That's all rot.”

“ Never, Horace; ul others will not
Judge me =0 chanlaldy 0% my  deay
naphew,”

“It's some mistake, some trifle that
seoms 4 lot Lo you becawse youw're 1l
sitd Coker,

“It haz pade me 1LY sighed the ola
renlleman., YT was o robust man, for
wy mre, til that dastord came into mw
employ.  Would that I had never sccu
himm v

“But what——"

“Need I tell vou more, Torace? You
know now {hiat T fear that man—thoat Lo
cin ruin me,  That 1 enough,™

{Coker slook his liead,

"It ol enough,” le sald. 7 (ol)
vou, the wan can't have any real Lokl
over vor,  He ecould't, unless vou cotn-
mitted =ome erinte. No pood teliinge
e you've done thal =1 shotild  Loow
vou were wandering in vour mined.”

e, Colior smiled faintly.

“Tell me what it s wnele. and T
et vou oub of LY said Coler. one
courpringniv, “You've let yourself Le
worried isto an illness, and that akes
evervthing secer worse.  ID vou wees
well auld strong, you'd bandle that

Tite Magxer Liopany,—Na, 984,
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sneaking rascal fast enough. Tell me
lhe trouble, and I tell you I'll sce xou
throngh sonehow.”

“You would scarcely
Horace——"

“Well, T know I ain't so bright as
some  fellows,” sald Coker honestly.
“I've got brains—there are some things
that other chaps can't touch o in.
Football, 'rinstance, and ericket,. DBut
old Prout doesn't think much of me in
Form work. Btill, I've geot brains. Just
gpin me the yarn, and I'll see what
ezn be done.”

“I am in that man's power.”

“You think you are,” =aid Coker.
“But that’s because you're ill and run
down, uncle. ¥ou can’t be really, be-
cause you're a white man, and truo
blue all through. The man’s a black-
mailer, and he can be put in chokey
for it, as well as kidnapping. dare-
say ’he*a ‘been screwing money out of

u' #

1‘?’“5;"

“Then he can be charged with black-
mnil, and arrested ! exclaimed Coker
toiumphantiy,

*It would ba ruin for me™

“Rubbish " said Coker,

“1f he were in dock, Horace, he
would tell all he knows.”

“And what does he know about you?”
said Coker. *All gammon! I know
iﬂu, Uncle Henry, and Aunt Judith
nows you. We know you're one of
the best. Think that I don't know that
you stood my fees at (ireyfriars when
the pater was hard hit? Haven't you
been & jolly good uncle to me, ever
since I was a little nipper? What's
the good of telling me you've ever done
anything to be ashamed of 7 Rot!”
The old gentleman's eyes dwelt
affectionately upon his burly nephew.
“Men may make mistakes, Horace.
without intending wrong. The world
does not judge charitably.”

* Nothing to be ashamed of in making
migtakes,” said Coker. “I've made mis-
takes myself, What's the trouble?”

“Disgrace and ruin, if that man
chooses " said Mr, Coker faintly,

" Bosgh 1”

Tt 15 true, Horace "

;_hWhu]t can he do?”

e old gentleman breathed painfully.

“Horaca! I have told you I;JI:m::nL: hi
too much! Lot me keep Whﬂ.t-_ﬁ?ﬂﬂ
respect vou may have left for me. My
dear boy, leave this houss this after.
noon—go fo your father's, and take
your friends with you. Tt is only for
a time—for a time. Bomae day I shall

be free of that man, Leave me to bear
thiz alone.’”

ifﬁu\_ﬂr!h}l

0 MP dear hﬂ}"—-'"

“Never!" repeated Coker. “I'm
going to eece you through this, uncle,
and get you clear of that rascal.”

“ You cannot.”

“1 jolly well can, and will!” zaid
Coker determinedly.  “It's up to me.
You're a sick man, uncle, and no match
for & cunning rescal like that. Buot T
am—and I'll jolly well show hip®
Coker clenched his hands. “Tell me
what you'ro afraid of.”

“He holds & letter,” said Mr. Coker
ih & low voice. “A letter which 1
should have destroyed—but did not.
A letter written some years ago bLive-
by a man whom I helped in a diffien ity
He purloined it from a secreb drawer
in my desk.™

“The rotien thief ! said Coker. “He
has no right fo the letter, whatever it
i

“None! hul so long as it is in his
bands 1 am helploss™

THE MagxerT LIBRARY.—No. 984,

understand,

“But I don't understand,” said Coker,
“How could a letter, written to vou hy
& man you'd helped, do you any harm,
if 1t was iﬁubim wed all over the king-
dom, and shouted from the giddy house-
tops ¥

“The man was & man whom—{rom &
legal point of view—I ought never to
have helped, Horace. He huad broken
the law—he was a bankrupt swindler in
the City—at least, he was called such.
I had known him all his life, and I
knew that he was the vietim of others
—that he was the seapegoat who had
to suffer for their sins. But to the law
he was responsible. He was down and
out-—sought by the police with a war-
rant for hiz arrest— and [—I--T helped
him to escape. [ gave him money to

get abroad, I helped him to & new
life out there. Now he is an honest
and respectable man, under 2 new

name, tn a distant colony. But—bug if
it should be known, I am answerable
for what I did. I broke the law,
Horace, in helping Arthur Statham to
escape his ponalty.”

“Oh 1 pasped Coker.

“He wrole to me a letter full of
gratitude for what I had done [or
himi-—a letter signed by his own name,
the name of & man still wanted by the
prolice.”

“Oh," said Coker again.

“In hiz lettcr encugh i3 menttoned
te make known gll that I Jdid—my
breaking of the law, Horece. That
letter is in Povninegs' hands.
stolen it, and he 15 keeping it.
only to hand it over to the police,
and I am a ruined man. I do not
regret what I did, for to my knowledge
the poor fellow was & wronged and de-
ceived man. But from the legal point
of wiew, Horace, I am a man who
helped & hunted eriminal to escape the
law, And the letter iz proof, and
oypings holds it.”

“The awful rotter!”

“"MNow you know,” muttered the old
gentleman.

“It was just like you, unele,” said
Coker. “1I jolly well knew you'd done
nothing wrong.”

“Tt would Lo called wrong——'

“0Oh, that's all rot! It's right to
stand by a2 pal whe's down and out”
said Coker. "Of course, it was & mis-
take—but what's a mistake? And it
happened years [L?'ﬂ, too. When Poyn-
ings stole that letter and hegpan to
Lblackenail vou, you should have tacklad
him at onee. Grasp the neiile, you
know."

“It was then that my illness began,”
muttered Mr. Coker. "Had I been in
my usual health, perhaps—>" He
broke off.

“The man could be charged with
stealing the letter,” said Colker. " He
can't make it public without admitting
that. ™

*“*He cares little for that. DBut [—"

“He stands to lose more than you
de,” argued Coker. “ Whatever hap-
pened io you, uncle, he would have
to stand his trial as a thief and a
blackmailer, He wouldn't dare!™

The old gentleman shook his head.

"My advice iz kick him out, and defy
him to do his worst,” said Coker. “I'mn
sure he won't dare do anything.”’

For & moment Mr. Henry Coker's
face grew grimmer. He zat up in hig
chair, and a gleam came inlo his
sunken eyes. It seemed, for the mo-
ment, as 1f he derived energy from s
cnergetic nephew,

But the next moment he pressed his
hand to his heart and sank back, pale
ag chalk.

“Lnelg ! exclaimed Coker.

He has

He has

oyt

The old gentleman made a feebls
gasture,

“1 am ill, my boy—my heart iz weak..
I cannot face it. ¥ cannot face any-
thing now, 1 have lost all my strength
—e&ll my ecourage. Leave me now, my

boy. 1 canmot bear more.”
“Uncleg——-"

“Call Judith!™ muttered the old
gentleman.

Coker hurried from the room and

called to Aunt Judith. The old lady
hurried in to her brother. In the hall

Coker came on Harry Wharton & Co,
‘The juniors were waiting for him,

“1 suppose we'd better see about a
train, Coker,” satd the captain of tho
Remove, hesitatingly.

Coker shook his head.

His brain was slmost in a whirl now
that he knew the secrei of the power
the rascally secretary held over his hap-
less unele, To go and leave the field
clear for Poyvnings, was linpossible; and
vet—what was to be done was a mystery
te Coker,

“Hold on,” he said. "I—I've got on
now to what's the matter, and—and it
wants thinking out. Hang on a hit,
anvhow, while 1 think it out.™

“Any old thing 1" said Bob Cherry.

Coker moved away, his rugged brow
knitted. Harry Wharton & Co. ex-
changed unceriain locks. They, like
Coker, hated the idea of clearing oft
and leaving their enemy in posscssion
of the field., Bubt after recetving dis-
missa!l from the master of the house,
it was scarcely possible to stay.

“Let's get out for & hit,” said Bob.

And the Famous Five put on ther
coats and hats, and went ont into the
falling Dedember dush.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Butts In !

i BAY, vou fellows!™
“Hallo, halle, hallo ™
* Bunter [
“My hatt”

It was Wi{ wam (George Buntow, The
fat fgure of the Owl of the Remove
leomed up in the dusk on the country
road, near the gate of Holly House, as
the Famous Five came out,

They stared ab him.

Thé juniors bhed forgotten DBunter;
hut evidently William gcnrgu had not
[orgotten them, for here he was.

The fat junior blinked at them
through his big spectacles.
“1 sav, you [ellows, here we are

again !® he announced.

“You fat duffer !”

“Oh, really, Wharton-—-"

“What the thump are you doing
here #'  anapped the capiain of the
Remove. .

“[I've come,” explained Bunter.

“\Well, now you've come, you'd belier
eal” growled Bob,

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“The departfulness iz ihe proper
caper, my osteemed and  fatheaded
Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Inky—""
“You silly owl!” exclaimed Ilany
Wharton, in great exasperalion.

“Well, T like that !” exclaimed Bunter
indignantly. “ After pressing mao (o
stay with vou over Clristmas——"

“ Fathead ¥

“P've turned down g erowd of invi-
tations,” said Dunter hotly, “just to
stick to my old pals.”

*Oh, cheese 1817 .

“1 snppose you can fix 1t with
Coker,” zaid Bunter. ' He will be glad
to soe o .ﬁ-ieud of vours—what*"

LT R



EVERY
MONDAY,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

TWOPENDE. 11

“Well, I'm here,” sald Bunter,
¥lot's go in. I auppose Coker will be
civil; and I can stand his Aunt Judy
and ?is Ij;'fncla il:enr;;. And I can tell
you I'm hungry.'

“ Brer-r-r !”g :

“I've walked From the station,™ said
the Owl of the Remove.

“Now walk back again.”

“0Oh, rveally, Nugeut——"

“You silly ass!" said  Wharton,
“We're leaving the place ocurselves to-
day; we'ra not staving on, after all.”

unter closed one eye.

“Go it 1" he aaid.

“ What

“PFile it on!" said Bunter, with a fat
grin.

“You frabjous ass, we're going by the
next train ! hooted Bob Cherry.

“Crammon 1

Bob reised one foot, and William
Georpe Bunter dedged back in alarm,

“Here, no larks!” he exclaimed.
“Chuck it, you know! You're not in
the Hemove passage at Greviriars now,
Bob Cherry. 1 think even you might
have zome manncrs on & Christmas
holiday."

“Oh, kill him, somebody ! zaid Bob.

“OF course, you can't stuff mei” said
Bunter. You're not going: youre
staving, And I'm staying.”

Elat_*rv Wharton laughed impatiently

Well, vou ecan sectile thas with
Coker.” he enid. “Come on, you
chaps 1

“1 say, you fellows, you come in
with me, vou kpow,” said Bunter
anxionsly, “I—I can't go in without

you, you know."

“Go and cat coke!™

“Have you told Coker I'm coming "

*No, ass!”

“¥ou ought to
Whearton.”

“You can tell him yourself,” said the
ca,?tuml of the Hemove -grimly. *“ My
belief 13 that he will kick you out ns
soon &s he sees you. I know I would in
his place "

“*Same here!” agreed Johnny Bull.

“The samofulness is tevrific,’

' Look here. you fellows, you're bound
to see mo through!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter, in great indignation.

“We'll see you through the doorway
wheti Coker ﬁe'ﬁ going with his boot 1
Eaid Jnh:m;,- ull.

“Deast !

“LCome on!” said Harrw.

“Look here, what am I going to do?®”

roared Bunter.

“Any jolly old thing you like!™
&rilmed b. “It's a free country.

aod-bye, Buntes !

The Famous Five walked on towards
Waddon. William George Bunter stood
in the road and glared after thenr with
a glare that almost cracked his
spectacles.

Bunter had not, perhaps, oxpected a
warm welcome at Holly IHowusze. Warm
welcomes were not necessary to Bunter;
he was satislied =0 long as he was not
kicked out. Dut an lgﬂ present ocea-
sion it seemed probable that he would
ba kicked out. Even William George
Bunter did not guile know how to deal
with a drastic reception like thab,

Obviously there was no help io be ex.
pected from the Famous Five. They
were in no mood to be bothered by tho
Owl of the Remove,

“Beasts " growned DBunfer.

He stood irresolute for some minubes,
and then rolled on info the gateway of
Holly Houze. Buanler was, in fact, in
& rather dificult posibion. He bhad ex-
pended Ins last ready cash on the rail-
way fore to Waddon., Bunter had often
taken chances like thet; and now it

have told him,

lnoked as if he had taken chances once
too often. TInless he could, somehow
or other, butt inte Iolly House, 1%
seemed that Bunter would be seriously
in want of a lodeing for the night.
Camping-out on Christmas Eve was
really not to be thought of. Holly
House was the only alternative.

Bunter rolled on rather dismally to-
wards the house. The lighted windows
gleamed hospitably through the Decem-
ber gloom.  Under the trees, on the
path, o sound of tramping Jootsteps
came to Bunter's ears, and he diseerned
a burly figure teamping to and fro with
bent h-emf

“Coker I murmured the Owl of the
Remove.

It was Coker of the Fifih—iramping
there, thinking out his problem. Billy
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Bunter blinked at him dubiously. Coker
of the Fifth at Greylriars had a short
way with fags. [Ilis way was likely to
be even shorter with an uninvited guest
who butted o at o moment of dee
trouble and anxiety. Bunter watcl
him for some minutes, -and then rolled
on, serewing up his fet face inte ap
ingrotinting grin.

“I say, Cokor——"*

Coker of the Fifth started and stared
round,

“Hallo! Who's that??

“It's me!" .

Coker stared at him,

# Bunter ! he ejaculaled.

“¥es, old chap!™ zaid Buunter affecs
tionately. *I—I suppose Wharton mens
tioned that T was comingi”

“He didu’t 1™

H"Forgot, I euppoze,” z2id Buniers
#¥ou sec, it was arranged for me 1o
come hers with my friends—"

“It wasn't!"

“Hem! You sea—-"

“They're not your friends™ said
Coker. “ And I'm eertainly not. Whaut
ihe thump are you butting in heére for®”

i+ H-E:!'It! Fa

“zet out "

“The—the foct is, Coker——"

* et .out 1M

“Oh.:really, Coker——

“Buzz off, you fat idiot!”

“Oh dear!™

“Are vou waiting to bLe kicked?"
growled Coker,

Bunter backed eway 8 little

“I—I sav, Coker, I—I've como, vou
Enow," he stottercd. *“Wharion nroged
me to conte here, you know=——"

“Rats ™

“OF course, if ['m not weleome-——"
began Bunter, with an amr of dignity,

“FExactly! You're not!”

Bunter coughed.

“The—the fact 1z, Coker. okl chap,

“The fact iz that if vou call me olld
chap I'll bang your =ille, ehecky head
on a tree!” satd Coker. “I've asked
Wharton and his friends here for 2
special reason: but I'm not filling my
uncle’s houze with a wob of fags! Cet
out 1"

“ But——" gasped Bunter,

“Are you going®” shapped Coker.

“You—you see—l soy—-— Yaroooh!™
roared Bunter, as the Fifth-Former
grasped him by the collar and spun him
round.

Crash !

Coker had a
to  Billy DBunter
weighed about a ton.
Eemove fniﬂ?* Bew,

“Yaoooop !’

Bunter dizappearcd inle the shadows
roaring.

“There's another for you if T sce you
again!” snorted Coker.

*“ Yow-owaow I

Bunter vanished, and ITarace Coker
shoved his hands in his pockets and roe-
sumed his tramping to and fro on the
snowy path. Billy Bunter trailed away

s

¥

l.'hea".':'-' boot, It secrred
that Coker's fool
The Dul of the

in the shadows dismally. He bLad
rather wondered what his  recephion
would be like at Holly House.
Now he knew!
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Saw !
(23 H DEAR
0 Thus Wiliin George
Bunter.

Coker of the Fifth probably
supposed that Bunter was gone, il he
remombered the Owl's unimportant cx.
istence at all. But Bily DBunter was
not gone.

In point of fact, Bunter conldn't io.
In expending his last cash on the rail-
way ticket to Holly House, Bunter bad
burned hiz boats behind him. s0 to
speak. The haspitality of Holly House
was absolutely necessary to him, for the
night at least. The slternative was {o
spend a snowy night tramping on windy
roads, or curled up under a frozen
hedge., Bunter realised that he bad
faken chances once too often, But it
was too late to think of that now,
He had to get into Holly Housp—
welcome or wnwelcome.,  Onee he waa

Tue Magker LiBRART.—No. 984,
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installed within the walls of the build-
ing, those beasts—Harry Wharton & Co.
-—would  at least have to let him stay
ihe night; they couldn't turn him out
in the snow, They would sguare it with
{"oker. somehow. But Bunter did not
venture anvwhere near the deor. One
application of Coker’s heavy boot wus
enough for him. _

His idea now was to get inlo the
house spmehow, and instal himself in
Wharton's room &s soon as he cguld
find it. Once there, he wos prepared to
lock himself in if necessary. DBunter
felt that this wes not a time to be too
partienlar. Not that he ever had been
particular in such maiters,

One thing was quite certain, he
couldn’t stay out in the December wind
and the fa 'I:E snow. Another thing
was certdin, that he couldn’t -enter the
house with Coker's heavy boot like =
lion in the peth. But there widre other
waye and means; and any ways and
neans wera welcome to the hapless Owl
of the Boemove in this extremity.

He had scouted cautiously sbout the
house and found the steps to the halcony
outside Mr. Coker's rooni. He mounted
the steps, and stopped on ihe baleony
and  blinked in' through the french
wiadows. The roown inside was dark,
save for the glow of the log fire on the
open hcarth. [f the room waz un-
occipied, this was Bunter's chance; and
it looked unoccupied. He furned the
hendle of the french windows cautiously,
pushed the gless door open a few
inches, and listened,

There was no sound from the dusky
room save the crackling of the glowing
logs.
Bunter's fat heart beat fast.

He was fecling a good dpal like &

burglar. But he had decided that thia
was tho only way, and he did not
hesitate,

Boftly and exutiously he trod into the
voan and  closed the french window
behind him.

Then he evept across to the log fre
alid warmod his fat hands at it.  And
then he gave a jump.

Neay the fire, in & deep chair, an old
gentleman lay fast .asleep, his feet on
a hassock, hiz head on & cushion., The
hrelight played on hiz face, and Bunter
recognised é&k&l"ﬁ Uncle Henry, whom
he had seen several times at Greylfriars
on visils to Coker of the Fifth,

Mr. Coker was fast asleen, guite un-
sware that Bunter had crept surreptiti-
ously into the room. -Bunter blinked &t
him through his big spectacles, and
Jdrew baclk behind the chair to keep out
of sight if the o¢ld gentleman should
awake.

“0Oh déar I murmured Bunter.

He was in the house; that was so
much to the good. But it was only too
probable that if he was discoverad
there he would receive short shrift.
That was quile certain if it was Horaca
Coker who discovered him. Bunter had
gained an entrv; but his.last state was
not much better than his first, as he
dismally realised.

There was a ghmmer of light under
the door of the room; the hall was
lighted. That was Bunter's way to the
rquarters of ihe Famous Five; and it was
6 way he counld searcely take without
discovery.

As he stood hesitating, there was e
gtep in the hall outside Mr. Hemvy
Coker's study door.

Bunter’s heart jumped. e

If it was Coker coming in to see his
unele—— The fat junior glared round
wildly for a place of concealment.

TEr Macher TaBRART.—No. 984,

Fortunately, that was a stimple mattor,
Two or three large screens stood aboud
the room to shéelter the invalid from
possible draughts. Billy Bunter dodged
behind the nearest, which stood across
o corner of the room near the fireplace.

He was scarcely ouwt of sight when
the door opened and the f{ootsteps came
intg the voom. Then there was a
sudden food of light as the electric light
was turned on.

Bunter scarcely breathed behind tha
ST,

Waz 1t Coker? The footsteps did not
sound like Horace Coker’s heavy tread.

Bunter heard the steps cross the room
—sgftly, almost steslthily. The new-
comer stopped, and steod lecking down
at the sleeping man in the chawr, "The
hidden 0wl of the Remove ventured to
peer round a corner of the screen. A
slightly built man, dressed in  black,
with a hooked nose, stood with his pro-
file turned to Bunter, and the Owl of
the Remove Haew then who he was. He
had scen Mr. Poynings at Greyfriars.

Bunter's head backed again owt af
view. The hard, cold face of the
seeretery, his glinting, greenish eyes,

a.very unpleasant effect on the Owl
of the Remnove., He would almest rather
have run inta Coker of the Fifth than
mio Mr. Poynings.

Thero was & stir in the dee
chair; the sleepar's eves opened,
heard the voice of Mr. Coker.

“You, Povningst”

“ ¥Yes, sir,™

“*I—I have been asleep.” Mr. Coker's
voice wes feeble. I am {feeling very
low to-day, Poynings, very low indeed.”

“MNo doubt on account of the disturb-
ance caused by vour nephew and his
friends, Mr., Coker.”

" Ne, no

“1 think so, =i, said the sceretavy
smoothly, I am sure so. I am sure
you are worse since Master Horace
came home,” i

“No, no! Not at all, Poynings.”

# After what has happened to-day, sir,
I cannot consent to remain in the house
if Master Horace remains.™

Tha old gentleman made a movement.

*Spoek plainly, Poynings, now that
we are alope!  There are no ears to
hear if you use plain English.”

The secretary’s eves ghitered.

“Very well, sir; I will speak plainly
since you deaive 1. I insiEh upon your
nephew leaving the house this very day,
and taking his friends with. him.”

“J—I have asked him— advised
bim—"

“Your must do more than ask and
advise,” said the secretary coldly. “He
has laid hends on me. ‘That fGmishes it
You musi order him to go, and see that
your order is carried out.”

Behind the sereen, Billy DBunter's
little round eyes prew rounder and
wider. The fat jumior listened to that
extraordinary conversation in  utter
wonder.

Obviously theve was something gﬁinﬁ
on-at Holly Housze of which Bunter ha
never dreamed. This was remarkable
language for & secretary to be using to
his emplover. _

“Is that what you have come in to
tell me, Poynings?™ asked Mr. Ienvy
Coker, in & bitter tone,

“¥Yaou have forgotten, siv, that it is
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time for- you to take yowr medicine,"
said Poynings.

- "1 had not forgotten, but i s of
tittle use,” sighed the old gentleman.
It does me ne good. Dr. Wallis 135
very kind; but I am fura that he dobs
not know what is the matter with me.
indeed, more than once I have felt my
heart attacks come on more severely
after teking the medicine.”

“Imagination, my dear =ir. Dr
Wallis bas attended pou for twenty
years, 1 understand; he szheuld surely
know your constitution. Certainly he
seemes & kind and devoted man.”
It i true—quite true; I should cer-
tainly trust his judgment,” said Mr.
Coker. “But I feel low—very low in-
decd. Poynings, I am going to make an
appeal to you™

* Indecd, sir?” said the secretary, with
& SIeer,

“You heve a certain power over me,”
said Mr, Coker. “You hold the letter
written me by Arthur Statham: I know
well the harm it would do me if you
placed it in & certain quarter.” But you
have done '.'e:lg; well in my employ,
Poynings—yon have had five hundred
pounds froin me already—cannot you be
satisfied? Leave me in peace—leave my
nephew with me—cease this  wicked
persecutlon of a men who has nevey
harmed yon. Even you must have a
rag of conscience.”

“Have you finished, sir#”

¥ ¥Yes,” sighed Mr. Cokey,

“I am glad of that. I have heard
all this before, and have no desire what.
ever to hear it all over again.”

The old gentleman sat npright in his
chair. The callous, contemsptvous tone
of the secretury scemed to sting lum,
for once, into angry rosentment,

“You seoundrel!” he pantod.

“ Measure your words, sic®

By fad P panted Mr. Coker. T am
disposed to take my nephow’s advice,
and have you thrown from my doors.-
tarned out like a dog. After all, what
ean you do? Disgrace me, if you
chogze, and go (o prison yourself as a
thief and a  Dblackmailer, Horace
advised me to take the risk. Dy gad!
L have & mind to ecall him in now, and
bog him to deal with you as you
deserve, you unscrupulous raseal!™

The secretary stepped back & pace, his
colour changing. The man wus &
craven af heavt.

* Mr. Caker—-"

“Bilence ! rapped out the old gentle.
man.  “Listen to me. My nephew
shall not go—his friends :ﬂmﬁ not go!
Provoke me further, and I will take the
chance. 1 will take the visk of break-
ing with you, and dJdefy you to do your
worst!  You hear me?  You at least
will go to prison, as the rascal you are—
rascal and blackmailer and kiduapper—
whatever may happen to me. One word
mare of insolence, and I ecall in my
nophew to throw you from the house !

'F'hﬂ seeretary breathed hord.

“Zalm yourself, sir,” he said in & low,
smooth voice, have angered you
1 beg vour pardon. I will say nothing
more of Master Horace., You are master
i your own houoge, sir, and I am at yoor
orders, You are disturbed now, sie;
vou will be better when you have taken
youtr medicine.” i

“Remember whet T have said”
answerad Mr. Coker, and he zank back
in hie chair, as if exhausled by hia
effort.

“1 will remember, sir”

"“Now give ma my medicing and leavo
me,” 3

“ Vary good, sir.” . _

The secratary eresed to a little tablo
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Billy Bunter peered round a corner of the sereen, and his eyes almost started from his head, as Mr. Poynings drew a small

phial from his walstcoal pocket and added a number of drops to the medicine in the wineglass.

(See Chapfer 8.) [

on which stood a bottle and glassez on a
tray. The movement brought him into
the view of the fat, scarcd jumior
crouching behind the screen in the
corner.  Bunter crouched Iower, bui his
oves were still fastened on the zeeras.
tary's back as Poynings stood zt the
taliles

He- saw the man measure out a dose
af medicine from the bottle into a wine-
zlass. And then Bunter’s eyes almost
started fram lis head as the secretary
drew. a small phial from his waistcont-
pocket and added a number of drops to
the medicine in the wineglass.  He
could scé only & part of Povuings' face,
g it was turned awmy from him, Dot
he could seo the hard, evil, ruthless ex-
pression there.  Billy Buoter's heart
almost died within him as he watched
in frozen horror.

The phial disappeared into Poynings’
pocket again. The old gentleman,
stitunk back in the deep chair, had scen
nothing, The seerotary carried the glass
to his master,

“*Here is your medicine, sie.”

“Thank you!”

Alr. Coker took the wineglass with a
shaking hand. Buonter, behind che
s¢reen, crouched in a trance of horror.

He knew what the sceretary had done.
Either a drug or actual poison hod been
added to Mr. Coker's medicine, and tha
old gentleman was about to swallow it
Poynings' stealthy manner, and the evil
i his face, left no doubt as to what ho
was doing. Even the obtuse Owl of tho
Homove had not the szlightest doublt.
The Owl of the  Remove dared not
betrny his presencc—all the mere since
e hod séen Poynings' action. But at
that terrible moment even Billy Bunter,
for pree, forgol personal considerations.

Chrash!

The screen toppled over, falling with
? ﬂmlﬂh on If;hc Hnur.] .amé.her crash fol-
owed ns the wineglass dropped from
Mr, Coker's ﬁtﬂﬂf{!d hand and was

smashed info a hundred picces.  And
Foynings, with amarement and rage and
tevror in his face, swupg round towards
the Owl of the Remove. Thoe leck oun
hiz face was more than enough for
Bunter. He made a wild rush across
to the door to escape, and the seerelary
made a fierce cluteh at him and grabbed
him by the collar.

“Whal—what—what——"" I,
was starmmering lLelplessly,

“Yarooh! Lepmo!™

Bunler, scored almost out of his fat
wits, strngeled frantically in the grasp
of the secretary.

Crash went a clair, and cvash went
fhe little table on which the medicine
bottle stond. Crash, erash! DBuonter, in
his terror, scemed to have the strengtl
of two or three fellows, and he tore hime
self away at last from the grasp of the
gasping sceretary. Povnings grazped al
him agam, and Bueter, in utter despera-
tien, lowered his head and butted at the
secreiary, landing fair and square on
Peynings’ waisteoat, The man in black
went over as if a battering-ram had
strugk hine,

0w ! gaszped Bunter,

There was a  fiendish  howl from
Poynings as he sprawled on the floor,
He was sprawling on the broken frag-
ments of the medicine bottle !

Ila wasz on hiz feet agaim in 4 fow
soconds. DBut those fow scconds were
maore than enongh for Bunter. He
charged across to the door, tore it opon,
aal rushed ouf into the hall,

Coker

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Ougside !

i UNTER !
Horace Coker fairly glared
at the fat junior

_ Coker of the Fifth had come
in, and he was standing by the log-fire
i the hall when lhe sudden wprosr in

his uncle's room drew his altention. He
jumped as the dooy of Mr. Coker’s rooiu
flew open and Dilly Buniec dew out,

Y Bunter ! he stettered.

“Ow! Helpt™

“¥You fat rascal! Whal——""

Colker of the Fifth bore down on
Bunter. He seized ihe Owl of the
Hemove by the eollar ang shook him like
a dog shaking a rat,  Buenler howled
ancl splultered.

“Yavpooh! Leggo! Whooop!™

“How did you get in liere?™ poarcd
Coker.

* Yooopp 1"

“You fat raseal! Yon—V

“Yow-ow! Leggo! I—7

Shake, shake, shake!

Y rr-rr! Gieg-gog! Yoop! Loweo!
Ilelp 1™
Yt vou  po!”  snappod  Colier,

HJames, open the frond door--sharp!”

The startled manscervant threw open
the big door. Qutside was durkness anul
powdering spow. With a swing of ki
powerful arm Coker of the Filth whirled
Bunter awav. His grip was a good dea!l
more powerful than lll'mt of the score
tary, and DBunter was like an infant in
his hands,.  The Owl aof the Rewove
spluttered and stuttercl wildly as he
wont.

In the doorway of Me. Coker's roon
the pale, enraged face of tine seorefars
appearod, staring out.  But Mr. oyn
ings calmed himself as ho saw Bunler
struggling in the grasp of Horaer Coler.

“Who—who iz it, Mastor Horace*"
he panted.  “He—he was hdden in
vour uncle's room—daoubtless o Lhief I

“Rubbish!” snapped Coker. “Jt'a a
Greyiriarz kid—a echorky voung rotler
whao's butted in where ‘s not wanted.
He's poing.™

“I—1 say, Coker——

“Out you gol”

Bunter wenl,

{C'ondinucd an gage 170}
THE Maoxer LIBRARY.=-No, Wi

Yarooooh ™



GREETINGS, YOU CHAPS! I'M DICKY NUGENT!

T

“CHRISTMAS AT
MERRY MANNER!”

(Continued from previous page. )iy

brethlessly, * There's a ghost-hunt on
the prograpyme! The Wicked Barron
is hoar ™

' Bure it isn’t the Head, playing a relurn
jape on us ¥ seid Merry, *fIt's Just
the sort of thing he would do.”

“My het!"™ said Jack Jolly, 1
nover thought of that. But we'll soon
find out if it was the Head, or a genuine
gpook.”’

The juniors acrambled into their clothes,
and Jack Jolly ran up to the atticks,
whera tho Head slept, and poeped into
his bed.room.

Doctor Birchamall was eurled up in
bed, groaning and moaning in the throws
of & nightmare, It was guits clear that
he was not responsible for the shindy in
the junior’s bed.room.

Jack Jolly rejoined his chums on the
lnding below.

“ It waen't the Hoad,” he said. * The
old buffer's soundo. It must have been
& real ghost ! !

“We heard it go clanking down the
stares,” aaid Bright,

“Did you, by Jove T After it, then ™

The juniors dived down the dark stare.
casp, The Major bawled to them to come
back, saving that he simply dere not
remain slons in & haunted room. Heed-
loas of his cries of terrer, Jack Jolly & Co,
rushed on,

A queer sort of inatinct led them to the
old oke-panslied dining-room. To' their
patonishment, they saw on entering that
the candlestix woere lighted in  their
skonees ; and seated st the table, enjoying
a harty repast by candlolight, was a weord
figger in armer. He s=eemed to have
stepped straight out of the spacious daye
of Queen Elizabeth, His' wvizer was
thrown back, and he was gobbling away
aa if for & wagor,

Thoe juniors stood spellbound on the
threshold, scarcely able to beleeve their
Dyoa,

o
x

2@ Interesting Tit-Bits

HERE iz no such trophy actually
as the English Cup. Although it
is invariably referred to as such,

_ the real title is the Football

Association Challenge Cup.

A professional footballer may, if he
so dispo refuze to turn out for
his ¢lub on eithar Christmas Day or
Good Friday without inmcurring any
penalty. The authofities insist on_this
clause being put in every footballers’
sgreement, but not meny of them avail
thamsslves of it,

_ The 'Wednead ! L
distinction of being the oldest club in
their section, and will- this* year cele-
brate  their diamond.jubiles. ' Neither
Bheffield Wednesday or Bheffield Unifed
Tue Macxer Lingary.—No. 984,

of Bheffitld claim the |

: ?xt%lli&r.

My only aunt!' sjackulated Jack
Jolly,  * First time 1 knew that ghosts
wors in tho habbit of feading at table ! "

At the sound of Jadk's voice, the figper
in armer sprang to his feet with a start.
He carried 8 sword at Lis side, and the
juniors feared, for ono pannicky moment,
that he would draw it, and cleave them
to the chine.

Instead of drawing kis sword, however,
the armered night pave n yelp of alarm,
ani darted towards the wall,

Thore was & eudden click, and, hay-
presto | the night had vanished into the
knight.

“Quick 1" shouted DMerry. ¥ Ie's
opened one of the pannels, and scooted
inte the seerot passidge ! After him!"

The fewgitive had closed the pannel
hoehind him, but Morry know just whore
it was, Ho clicked it ‘open, amd the
jumiors  clambered  through, and dis.
appeared into the cavvernus gloom of the
secret pasaidge,

Luckily, Jacle Jolly carried an oloctrick-
toreh, He switched it on, and the junioes
could soe their guarey, bolting in frantick
hasto nlong the pasadge,

Handyecapped by his hoavy  armer,
the night found it difficalt to make
progress,  He Ll‘ij}pﬂ{l over laa  spums,
and went sprawling ; and g pursiera
hurled themselves upon him like & pack
of ravvening wolves,

Y Qadzocks ! Methinks my Rain of
Terrar i8 over! " groanad the armerod
night. " It's s fnie cop 1V ho added, in
medorn English,

Jack Jolly & Co, deagged their captive
back through the socret passudge, and
inte the dining-room. Then thoy bound
him, hand and foot, to a chair ; and Merry
shoutad for his father.

Y Come down, pop I We'vo eaptured the
giddy ghost 1V

Y Have—have wvou disarmed him, my
boy ! came in tremmulus tones from
above,

“ Yoz, rathers! And bound him hand
and foot into the hargin |

“Then I will come dewn " said the
Major, with a fine show of curridge.
* Mever let it be said that I am afraid of
any raan, a0 long as heo iz helpless and
defeneeless L™

The servantz had been srounsed by the
hubbub, and so had the Head ; and they
sll came crowding into the dining-room
in the Major's wale,

for the Footer Fan! o /5

o mm

were among the original members of
the League, however.

[T .

There 13 a lot of talk about the W
formation in ettack, but West Ham can
claim to have an “H " formation in
defence, the goalkesper being Hufton,

and the full-backs Hebden and Hodg:
son,

——

It iz nearly twenty years since ap
amateur player was in a side which won
the Cup. The last amateur who ap
peAred in & Cup-winning team was the
Rev. K. R. . Hunt, who played for
the Wolves when they gained the
trophy in 1908,

Vivian Gibbins,. the West Ham for-
can certainly claim to be a busy
3 In the course of one fort-
night recently he played for West Ham

———n

“Who are you, =ir?" hoomed the
Major, striding up to the holpless figger
in tha chair, " Are you responsiblé for
the ghostly pranks which have been
played. in my bouse to.night, and on
previous nights t "

“Yeg, sir,”' said the avmersd man,
maskly, I will tell vou puy Htﬂ?’. I am
My, Howse.Hunter, of no fixed abode,

Loap apo, I set cuvvetus aves on Merry
Manner, and resolved to gain posssasion of
this fine old mansion, | Aam & poor man,
Major, and could nol aford to buy you
oub; & T decded {0 ipersonate tlip
Ghast of the Wicked Barron, and to haont
the louse nightly, I hoped that my
ghostly anticks would sooner or later
drive wyou from the house. . Then, ax
people will not live in haunted houses, 1
should have heen able to purchass thas
place for a meor aong. All went well
with my plans until to-mght, when youe
schoolboy guests pursued sl captueed
me.  Nothing can serve me now, save open
confession.”

“And that shall nol serve vou, you
villane ! ™' roared the Major, shaking his
fist in the feee of Mr. Howse.Hunter,
“You had the brazen ordassity to throw
me ot of bod—twice! Tl ﬂ&um o !
Tellyfone for the perlice, somebody 1™

Mr. Howse-Hunter axxepted his fato
with quiet resiggnation, He bad been
homelesa so long that cven a prison sell
would be better than having no roof over
hiz head,

“ Do yvour worst ! "' he saud defiantly.

The Major remained with the capbive,

nding the arrival of the perlice.  And

ack Jolly & Co. vawned their way back
to bed, fecling that they had deserved well
of their country,

They had lnid the Ghozt of the Wicked
Barron onee and for all, and had clearad
up the dark amd sinnister mistery whicly
had cast a shaddo over Berry Manuner so
long.

What a thrilling tail they would hayve
to tell at St. Sam’s, when they returnoed
to that famuas seat of learning av the
concleoaion of their Christinns adventures !

TILE 1% D.

Look out for another St Sam's ¢ shucker "
next week, chums, eatitled © «+ THE FORM
MASTER'S SECRETIY It one lony
geream frome beqginning o end)

United in 2 First Division match, for
London in Brossels, for the English
amateurs in Ircland, and against the
Army at Shorncliffe.

Neweastle United bave always shown
a foudness for plavers brought out by
the Clasgow Rangera club, and at the
present time have three wen on their
books who were secured from  the
Rangers—McKay, Low, and McDonald.

Jock Gibson, the Hull City left Full-
back, is the only promineni London
player who was born in America. His
birthplace was Philadelphia, but his
parents moved fo Scotland when he was
still quite & lad.

Not so long ago Barnsley signed on
a new goalkeeper named Carrigun. aud
when he played in his first match for
‘his new elub he bad nine goals scored
against him. Something like a baptiam
of fire—eh?

The wage bill of the Preston North
End team which, years ago, wonh thg
championship, of the First Division with-
out losing a match, and in the same
sogson won the ¥.A. Cup without losing
a goel, was £33 per week.
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He went flying, and sprawled in the
snow in & breathless heap. The heavy
door. slammed after hun.

“That docs for Bunter!”
Coker. 2

Bunter sat up in the snow.

“Ow, ow! Wow! Yow! Grocogh!”
ﬁ'ﬂttﬂri}d the hapless Owl, “Oh dear!

ast! Ow, ow, owl" -

Bunter picked himself up and set his
spectacles straight on his fat little nose.

He stood for some minutes pumping
in breath,

“(Oh dear! Ow! Wowl”

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo” .

1t was Bob Cherry's voice. The
Famous Five were coming up the drive
to the house, and they had scen Billy
Bunter's sudden and startling exit. They
were grinning &s they came up.

Bunter blinked at them breathlessly.

“1—1I say, you fellows—"

“Got it in the neck—what ' ashed
Johany Bull, with a chuckle,

“Ow} Oh, dear !

“¥Vou asked for it,” said Nugent,

“The askfulnesz was really terrific™

TYow-ow-ow! T say, wvou fellows,
I've been ehucked oni ! gasped Bunter.

“We heheld the estesmed chuckiul-
ness,” chortled Hurree Jamszet HRam
Singh, “I{ was terrific.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Blessed if I can zee anvthing to
cackle at!” howled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hai®

11 H'E!*ﬂ-‘.rtﬁ [12

“Well, are yvou satisfied now that
Coker doeesn’t yearn for your company
over Christmas, Bunter?” asked Harry
Wharton, laughing. “"He seems to me
to have made it pretty clear.”

“Clear enough even for Bunter, I
should think,” grinned Johnny Bull,
“Tt's time to travel, Bunter”

“Oh, dear ™™ groaned the Owl of the
Remove. “Catch me aecepting any
more of your invitations, Wharton,”

“Why, yvou silly ass—"

" Ha, ha, ha I”

“Let's kick him off the premises™
puggoested  Johnny Boll,  “We  can
dribble him down to the gates.”

“Hear, heayr!™

“Boasts 1"  howled Buanter., “I'm
going ! I wouldn’t stay bere now if
vou azked me on vour bended knees.
Not 1f Coker begged me with tears in
his eyes. ¥ah ¥

“I can't _quite see Coker doing that,”
chuckled Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

¥ Bomebody will have to lend me my
railway  fare,” said Bunter. “I'm
stony, Of course, I shall settle up at
Greylrinrs next ferm—I'm  expecting
some postal-orders—"

“You lat dufler i said the captain of
the Bemeve. I suppose we'd bebter aea
the silly chump off, you fellows, We'll
take him to Waddon station and buy
him & ticket, and sce him safe in the
train.”

“Good 1" said Bob, “I don't think
even Bunier will come back any more;
Coker has made his meaning clear.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Get a move
Harry,

growled

on, DBunter!"

said

“Oh, I'm
“Blow you all; and blow Coker, and
blow old Coker, and blow that villain
Poyimings! You fellows don't want me
here 1™

“Not in the least.,”

“All right!” said Buunter, darkly.’

“Let it goon! I don’t cage if you
don't, and Coker doesn't! I'm going!
I dare say I shall have o come back
after Christmas for the inguest.,”

“The—the what 7”7

“Inquest 1™ 2aid Bunter,

“What on earth do you wmean?”
demanded Harry Wharton, staring at
the fat junicr end wondering whether
Dunter was wandering in hiz mind.

Bunter grinned.

He was in possession of information
which weunld have been very valusble to
Coker of the Fifth and to the Remove
fellows who were backing up Coker,
But he was not in a hurry to impart it.

“I suppose there will ba an nquest
on Coker's uncle,” he raid,

“You fat ass, Coker's vnele isn't in
any danger!” said Bob., “He's 1], but
it's not & serious illness.”

“Ien't it!” grinned Bunter., “That's
all you know ! Tf you'd seen Poynings
giving him hiz medicine, you'd think he
wasg in danger.”

“What on earth—"

“No business of mine,” said Bunter.
“If you want the old man fo be
poisoned——"

“What ' yelled Bob.

* Poisoned ! ejaculated Wharton.

“Are you doity, Bunter I

“The dotifulness is terrvifie,”

“I Lknow what [ know,” sneered
Banter. ™ You don’t want me here. All
vight—I'll go. I'll come back for the
inguest, and give evideoce against
Poyningas, I shall mention to the
coraner that T was turned out of the
house, when I was prepared to save life.
Good-bye 1™

Bunter rolled away into the darkness,

Harry Wharton & Co. stood rooted to
the ground, staring after him. DBunter's
words had taken their breath away,

“What on earth does ithe f{at idiot
mean " pxclaimed Bob,

“(Gammon, as usual !* growled Johnny
Bull,

Wharton's face was very startled.

*“He's been in the houge. e ma
have seen something,” he muttered.
' Anyhow, he's goi to explain. After
him 1™

And the juniorz hurried down tho
dark drive after Willlam George
Bunter.

They caunght him essily enough.
Bunter was not hurryving, As & matter
of fact, he had not the slightest inten-
tion of departing. Half-way to the
gates the Famous Five surrounded him.

! I"I'vfnw. you fat dummy——"" said Bob.

iF o 12+

“What did you mean?”

“That's telling.” i

“You've got to explain, you chump !”
exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Bunter blinked at him loftily.

1 mmght explain if I'm  treated
civilly," he answerad, “I know what's
oing on at Holly House, T saved old
Joker from a dese of poison. Coker of
the Fifth kicked me out for doing it. I
shall want an apolegy.”

“ Look here—"

Harry Wharton scanned the Owl's faz
face in the gloom. It was ensv to sea
that Bunter knew sowething; that thia
avas not his usual “gammon,™ az Johnoy
Bull expressed it.

“You must explain yonrself, Bunter,™
said Harry Wharton quictly, “You've
been in the house, Have you been in
Mr. Coker’s yoom 7"

“I got in by the balcony,” said

oing ! smapped DBunter.

Bunter. “ After your pressing invita-
tioh to me 1 considered that I was
entitled—"

“(h, cut that out!” ssid the captain
of the Hemove impatiently, * Get under
the trees hera, out of the snow, and tell
us what's happened.”

Bunter jerked a fat thumb towards the
distant lighted windows of Holly House,

“I saved old Coker’s Jife when I was
there.,” he announced dramatically.

“(Oh, rot!” grunted Johnny Bull,

“If you don’t want to hear—"

“But wa do,” said Whearton e}uiﬂﬂ *
“If yow're pulling our leg, we'll jaol
well bump you till you burst ™

“h, really, Wharton—"

“Tell us what's happened, you fnt
duffer !” :

. And Bunter told his story at last, the
juntors listening in silence—the silence
of -amazement and horror,

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Takes Conirol !
HARR? WHARTON & CO. fired

their eyes on Bunter's fat face

a3 he related what had hap-

pened in Mr, Coker's stody;
They did not interrupt him, hot when
he had FAnoished hiz stertling  stor
Wharton put two or three queslions, - I
was clear enongh that Buonter was tell.
ing the truth, and in faet, the Owl of
the Remove rose a litila in the estima-
tion of the Fameus Five. The fat junior
had betraved his presence in ihe house
in order to gave Mr. Coker [rom the
treachery of the secrelary, and the
reward he had received could not be
regarded as cither grateful or comfort-
ing. Bunter was buistling with indigna-
tion, and for once there really scemed
some grounds for the indignation of the
fat jumior,

“Well of all the awful rotters!” said
Bob Cherry, with a decp breath, “Of
course it’s not poison, as that fat ass
supposed. But that villain Poyninga is
giving the old man some beastly drug to

keep him ill. Tt couldn't mean any-
thing clse.”

“ And this explains,®™ said Harry
Wharten, “This makes it clear why

Poynings was delermined that Coker
should not come to Holly House, and
hrin; friends here for Chrigtmas. Coker
hasn’t tumbled to what's going on, but
he might have tumbled to it any
minute, ¥You can see that Poymings
would have folt safer without anybody
staying in the house.”

“Clear enough,” said Bob. “If's &
dengerous game, to play, at any time—
and, with ﬁ:lf a dozen {ellows in the
house, too jolly dangerous for Foyn-
ings. No wonder he wented io geb
shut of us” .

Wharton set his h;;& 3 ;

“The awful rascal! Ho is keeping
the old man ill, with that stuff, what-
evar it is, to keep him under his thumb.,
Coker may be right in thinking that if

his uncle were well and strong hae
would deal with the villain a2 he
deserves. This looks like it.”

“Tt does,” said MNugent.

"1 say, vou fellows—"'

“Punter's cowme in useful for once,™

zaid Johnny Bull. “If we'd stayed on
through the wvocation, I'm sure we
should have spoited, sooner or later,
that Poynings was plhyving this rotten
trick. ‘That's what ha was siraid of,
anyhow. But it's lueky, as ¥ turns
ont, that Bunter butted in.”

“¥es, rather.”

“Tho ratherfulness iz terrifi,™ re-
maoarked Hurree Jameset Bam  Singh.

TeEE MaGHET LiBRary.—No. sa.ff,
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#The esteemed Bunter will never be
ornaraental, but on rare copasions he iz
useful.”

“QOh, really, Inky—" :

“The question is, what's going to be
done now ! said Harry., “That wil-
Jain has got to be stopped at once, of
course, He oughp to be arrested; but
I suppose it's for Coker to say what's
to be done. He hasn't much sense, but
it's .his business.” .

“Bunter had better tell. Coker—

“T'm prepared to tell Coker, if I'm
treated with decent civility and hospi-
tality,” said the Owl of the Remove,
with dignity. “I shall expect an
apology, of course.”

“{h, dey upl” .

“If Cokor ceres to apologise and
treat me decently, I may consent.to stay
on with you fellows over the vacation,
said Dunter,

“Chesse it!"

“As 5 matter of fact, T'm. hungry
now-—-" _

“That doesn't metter.” ™

“Doesn't it?” bawled Bunter indig-
nantly, “F can jolly well tell you that
it does matter! It matters a lot!”

“Give us a rest,™ sdid Wharton imn-

tiently, “Look here, you chaps,
E.mtar says that Poynings saw kim
kicked out, and he will naturally =up-
Ease that the fat duffer is gone, Heo

ad better not see Bunter again till
we've decided what's to be done. We'll
get Bunter to our rooms somehow with-
out being seen, and Coker can come
thers and speak to him.”

“We can menage that easily
enough,” smid Bob. “My room eopens
on & balcony, with steps down.”

“Comea on, then."

“I say, you fellows, if I come with
you it's understood that stay to
i:l.:m:lar." sﬂiﬂ Bunter. “I've told sou

m 3
“You fat duffer—"

“Dtherwise, I refuse—-="

“Bhut up and come on!” growled
Johnny Buall. "Can’'t you see thers's
something more important to think of
than your blessed inside?"

“Rot!” said Bunter' emphatically.

“Come on, &sa!” said Wharton.
“Xou shall be fad up to the chin,
somehow or other. Now, get a move
m‘l‘i
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“Oh, all righe!”

And Billy Bunter rollad along with
the Famous Five, a [at grin on his
face, Bunter was feeling fairly cer-
tain, at last, of bnding hospitahty at
Holly House. Bunter was, as he often
said, accustomed to ingratitude; but in
the present circumstance even Coker of
the Fifth was bound to feel grateful.

Bunter was led to. the baleony under
Bob Cherry's window, where he waited
while the Famouy Five went into the
house.

T'ney went to Bob’s room at onee and
opened the window, and the Owl of tho
Remove was admitted,

Bunter rolled in with & grunt of
satisfaction. There was a log fire burn-
ing in tho=room, and Bunter selected
the easiest chair, and sat down belore
the fire.

“Now about some grub,” he said.

“Never mind grub just yet——0"

“"But I do mind!” howled Bunter.
“Don’t I lheeop telling you I'm
hungry 7"
 "Bhut up! You go down and get

Coker to come here, Bob,” said the
captain of the Remove.

‘Right-ho !

Bob Cherry went downstairs. ‘The
Co. waited; and Bunter grumbled and
%_rmtseﬂ at  considerable  length.
From Dunfer’s point of viow the most
umprortant matter to be considered was

ameal for Williom George Bunter.

His point of view was not shared by
the ather fellows.

Bob came back in a few wninutes,
and Horace Coker entered the zoom
with him.

Coker jumped st the sight of Bunter.

“That fat rofter again!” he ejacula-

Bob Cherry elosed the door hastily,
Coker was striding across to the QOwl

of the Remove when Wharton inter
pozed,

“ Hold. on, Coker——"

“I've Lkicked that fat rascal out

twice!" exclaimed Horace Coler hotly,
“3till, i you fellows want him
here—"

“ Bunter's got something to tell you,”
said Harry.

“0h, rotl”

“Unless I'm treated civilly I decline
to  tell Coker anything!” hooted
Bunter, with & glare at the Tilth-
Former of Greyfriara. “This sort of
manners may do for you, but it won't

do for mot"

" 8Bhut up, ass! Bit down, Coker, and
listen to what Bunter has to say.
Your uncle’s health—and perhaps his
life—may depend on it,” said the cap-
tain of the Hemove,

“Eh ™

“Go ahead, Bunter.”

Once more Bunter's tale was tfold.
The expression on Horace Coker's
rugged face as le listened was extra-
ordinary. Tt grew more and more
extraordinary 83 the Owl of the
Remove proceedod.

“By gad!” cjaculated Coker at last.
. He strode about the room, brandish.
ing hizx clenched fists. His face was
crimsan with wrath.

“*The awful rotter! The villainl I
suspected something of the hind—at
least, T should ha e suspeeted it if——if
I hod thought of 1t.”

“0Oh, my hat!" murmured Bob.

“Why, it was as plain as daylight, i
—if a fellow had only thought of it!”
eaid Coker excitedly, “Uncle was never
ill till that roguwe came into his service,
Poyninga iz giving him stuff to keep
him ill, so that he can keep him under
his thurab., That's why he wanted to

keep me away—that's . why he had me
kidnappod. Ha knew I should spot him
if I was here.”

“He knew there was danger of it, at
least,” said Harry. “As it happens, it
was Bunter who spotted him.”

“I'm obliged to you, Bunter,” said
Coker. “You're a sneaking little fat
seoundre], and you butt in where you're
not ‘wanted; but I'm bound to zay that
I'm obliged to you.”

‘:Lcmt-: here—"

“In fact, I thank you,” said Coker,

if you think—"

“I've  thanked 3you, and
enough,” interrupted Coker.
shut up while I think this out.”

:Dh, really, Coker—"

"The  thankfulness is  terrifie!”
grinned Hurree Singh, while Billv
Bunter glared at Guf&r of the Iifth,
his very spectacles gleaming with in-
dignation.

“The man could be arrested,” said
Coker. “But for myv poor eld uncle,
%ﬂﬂ telcphone for the police at once,

:ﬂ But——" murmured Wharton,

I've pot it!”

“Good 1 said Bob Cherry,
}::?:-:I: you up, Coker,
i E‘+'J

" You fellows get along to my room,”
sald Coker. * Wait for me there. You
stay here, Bunter—you're ne use!™

“(Oh, resily, vou beagt—"

“"But what's the game®™ asked
Harry.

“Never mind thet. You kids do
exactly as I tell you,” said Coker: and
his manner was oncé more  that of
Coker of the Fifth Form at Creyiriars,
who had & short way with fags. *}
know best, you know.”

“Gh!"

“Do as I tell you, and don't ask
questions,” said Coker: “Uet along to
my room—quietly, T'll come there, with
Poynings, '

“But what——"1"

“(iet & move op!"

Horaco Coker left the room, his
rugged face szet and grim.  Evidentls
Coker of the Fifth had made up hjs
mind how to preceed in dealing with the
rascally secretary. The juniors looked
at onc another, Wharton Dbreathing
rather hard,

“Of all the cheeky astps——" b
began.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

" Well, Coker ean't help
he said. “Wa're backing him up, I
suppose. That's what we're here for.”

And the Femous Five proceeded along
the passage to Coker's room. where they
waited, not very patiently, for the great
man of the Filth to joun them.

that's
" You

R T
Anything you

being Coker,"”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Way !

1 OYNINGS ™
P The seevetary was in the hall,

with his coat on, and his hat
in his hand, He twrned a sour
lock on Horace Coker.
“Going out?” asked Coker.

“1 am going to call en Dr. Wallis,
for a new bottie of medicine for vour
unecle, Master Horace,” said Poynings.
' The bottle was simashed by that voung
vascal. whom you turned out.”™

‘oker breathed hard. ]

“I've got something rather impoctant
to say to you, Poynings,” he said,
epeaking calmly with some difficulty. It
was not easy for Horace Ucker to play
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n part: he had pot hard work in keep-
g his hands off the smoothiaced, un-
serupulous rescal before him.

*1 suppose there is no hurry, Master
Horace,” szaid Poynings, eyveing bim in
shme surprise, )

“As o mattensof fael, there is,” =aid
Coker. *Will you step up to my room,
Alr. Poynings 1"

“I presime that vou can speak lo me
here.™

“It's something privale—very
private,” said Coker. “I'd prefer to
speak to you in my room.”

The secretary hesitatedd,
he smelt danger in the awr,

“Well, will you come?" asked Coker.

“1 would prefer you to speak to me
here, Master Horace,” sawd Poynings,
distrustfully. :

“Youo will come fto my room,"” sad
Coker,

“1 prefer nob, thanks!"

Coker placed a sudden prip on the
seeretary’s arm.  The seeretary started
back. breathing bard, his face changing
colour.

“This violenee, sir—"" he mutlered.

“If you don't wank more violence
you'll come quietly,” sald Coker. “I've
said that I've pot something to say to
you, and I ¢hoose to say it in my room.
If yvou don't walk you'll be carried-—
and vou'll be jolly well hammered fHirst,
iI'm not standing on cercmony with
vou, '

“Releaze my arm!" said Poynings,
between his teeth, his face white ‘with
rAge.

oker compressed his grgg. With a
powerful wreneh he dragged the secre-
lary towards the staire.

“1 shall eall to Mr. Coler!” panted
Poyvuings.

He was almost powerless in the grasp
of the poweriul IMifth-Forimer of Grey-
friars.

Tt was as if

“Do!” gaid Coker grimly. ' Do—il
vou wank your front teeth knocked
through the back of vour head., Do !V

“I—I will come 7

“You'd better,” szard Colker.

He kept his grip on the scoretary’s
arm as he walked ihe man up the stair-
case and alobg to the door of his room.
IHe threw open the deor, puzlicd Poy-
nings_in, and followed him in,  Pogy-
nings started as he found himself in the
presence of the hve juniors of the Groy-
friarr Remova, He durned on Cohler,
who closed the door, locked i, zmd put
his back to it.

“What does {his mean? panted the
gocratary,

He eyed Coker and the chums of Lhe
Remove with glittering oyes.

“¥You'll jolly well =oon sce what it
meand, yvou cur!™ aaid Coker of ihe
IFifth, ** It means that 1'm going to deal
with you as you dessrve.”

“"Hear, heat 1" chirruped Dol Cherry.

“Has Mr, Coker delegated his
anthority in this house io vou?” asked
Poynings savagely.

U Not exactlv. I'm taking contrel, all
the same,” said Coker coally., " XNo time
to stand on ecremony in dealing with a
rascally poisoncr.

Poynings staggered.

“What-~—what?" he panled.

“You don’t like ihat word—what?"
sajtl Coker grimly, “What is it vou
have been pulling into my unele’s wedi-
cine, you wiflain "

“I=I—=I don't undersiand ! gasped
Poynings. His face was like chalk, and
the perspivation was in thick beads on
his !_u-i]w. “You—you muost be dream-
il_l . - | b

EGEW: mo the boltle I*

“The—the what "

HThe bottle that's in your walsteoni
pocket,” said Coker.

Poynings’ hand went to his pocket—an
instinetive movewent that betrayed him.
But he controlled himself.

"“I--I have no hottle '™ he stammerad.
M Wao ozhall see,’ said Coker. **You
fellows hold him while 1 go through hiy
pockets,”

The seorctary sprong away,

“Hands off ! 1—1——"
~ But Harry Wharlon & Co. grasped Lim
i & moment. Poynings stroggloed
furtously, and came down with a crash
on the floor.

There the Famous Five held him, an:d
Coker grn[ElEd in his pocket and drew
out & small phial, hplf full of an abnost
colonrless fluid.  The secretary’s eyes
dilated with terror azs he watched hin.

';‘Th-ﬁt’ﬁ it—what 1 said Coker.

“This is what yon were pulling in
my uncle’s medicine.
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“It—it ia A medieine that I--I takae
myself,” panted Poynings. “Quite a
harmless medicine: a mixture for—for
the digestion—-"

Hand ! said Coker. "If that's se,
all vight, though I faney it would give
svou rvather o severe indigestion if yeou
took it. Open your mouih !

““ﬂllﬂ.'u-tE”

“If it's a harmless medicine {hat yon
tuke yourself, let’s sec yvou take it,” said
Coker.  “Open your mouth, and I'll
potte it 1.

“Good egr ™ chackled Boby Chevry.

The =zccretary shat his teeth hard, lie
face was frrey with ferror,

“Force his month open,” sald Coker.
“He's going to take the lot, and I'm
golug bo see that he does™

“Bilop!” shricked Poynings. “I-—I
will not!  It—it wonld be murder! You
mae fool! Keep the bottle away 1"

“You confess, then?"

“No, no! J—J]—-" The wrelched man grownd his tecth,
“What iz it, then?” “It—it iz not poison, as you fancy,”
= e il ——
L T el e S

““Hallo,You Chaps!

* Here's wishin
fun, and plenty o
“* What's that ?

" Oh, nat too bad, you know!
when | had six hefping}s

I'm not a greedy chap, I hope !

Billy Bunter Speakingl”

vou all a {n“].r Good Chrnistmas !
cod pals like [ have!
'ﬁ'lnw do I get on with Coker ? "

Plenty of grub, plenty of

He's rather an ass, and he did grumble a bit
of turkey, #ld seven measly portiens of pudding.
esides, ['ve squared the cook.

Sl
¢, he, he!

* My, Coker asked me what was my favourite motto, and I said : * Eat not to

hve, but live to eat 1’

“0Old Coker’s uncle grinned and said :
“ 50 he's a sensible chap, too, isn't he?

*1 thought s0 1™

*If you'll take a tip from me do as that chap Columbus did in Walter Scont's
famous novel, Oliver Pickwick—always ask for more, if you've got room for it}

; “ What's that? . ., .
See you there, what 2

Oh, yes, vou'll find me in next week's MAGNET.
Excuse me, I'm feeling peckish—must get back. Checrio,

old beans, and once again a Jolly Christmas !

"Yours to a wishbone,

" BILLY BUNTER.”

tS6a
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“ Nothing of the kind, It is

he hissed,
a8 Jdrug—a harmless drug—' .
“If it's harmless you can take i,”

said Coker.

“f—]1 cannot!™

£ [ R

‘“Own up, you rotter!"™ spid IIavey
Wharton roughly. “¥ou were secn
giving that stuff to Mr. Coker; thercs
a wittiess prepared to swear to it, He
stopped you from giving Mr. Coker the
doctored medicine, but it’s certain that
vou've done so before, and Dr. Wallis
will find it out soon enough when he
lenows what to leok for. Thae police will
know what iz in that bottle when 1is
analysed.”

Poynings shuddered.

“It is not poison,” he falicred. “It
iz a—a drug that affects the action of the
heart, Tt is not dangerous unless taken
in large quantities.”

“¥ou've been using it to keep M.
Coker ill 7"

No answer.

“That accounts for poor old nunky’s
heart attacks,” said Coker. *“Ile never
psed to have them. That villain has
been keeping him in_a low state so as
to frighten him and keep him under
hiz thumb," '

“He will have to be handed over to
the police,” snid Harry. “We'll lggep

him here till a constable ecan Le
fetched.”

Poynings’ eves glitterad,

“You had better take care.” he
hiszed., “Henry Coker's fate iz bound

up in mine. I the police take me they

take him also.” H
“I'm coming to that,” said Coke:

guietly, “Yeu've got a letter belong-
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ing to my wnele—a letter wvou atole
from mmong his private papers, and
are holding over lns head."

“"Ha—he has told you?l™
Toynings,

“He's told me-—and I advised him to
defy you and chance it,” said Coker.
“I'm pretty certain he would have done
so, ton, 1f he'd been well and strong.
You'va beoan able to scare him because
vou've got him int & state to tremble
at a shadow. That was your game.
DBut this matier iz in my hands now.
I want that letter.”

Poynings grivted his teeth.

“Find it if you want it,” he snarvled.

“You're going to teli me where to
fed 1t," said Coker,

The seeretary langhed savagely.

“"There's & box-rope in the trank in
the corner, you kids,” said Coker, “ Get
it out and fasten him up.”

“Right-ho I

Poynings put up a fecble resistance,
but it did not take the Famous Fivo
long to bind him hand and foot. In &
few minutes the blackmailer oy helpless
on the floor

Horace Coker knelt by his side, -the
phial in his hand, Toynings' eyes
watched him, glistening with fury and

atred,

“Where's that letter ¥ asked Coker,

“Find out!™

“"You won't fell mei?®

"E‘:hﬂ

“We shall see. Open your mouth

Poynings shui his teeth hard.

Coker of the Fifth grasped his chin
with ono hefty hand, and forced his
mouth “open. e phial was lifted,

“1 give you one second to tell me
whers  that letrer is,” said Coker.
" (Mherwise, you get your own medicine,
Sharp 1™

Harry Wharton & Co. stared on at
the scene, rooted to the flosr. They
had no pity to waste oo the unscrupu-
fous schemer; their only feeling towards
him was of horror and loathing. DBut
they wore not prepared to see Coker's
exceedingly drastic methods carried oub.
If Coker was in earnest, Harry Whar-
ton was ready to stop him at the last
moment.,

But the sight of the phial tilted over
his mouth was more than enough for
the wretched man. His faeo was white
gnd drawn with dread, his eves almost
started from theii sockets.

“Htop I he breathed,

“Where's the letter?”

“1=I will tell you.

“ Bharp's the word ™

“It is spewn up in the lining of my
waisteoat,” pasped Poynings. “Take
it, and a thousand curses——"

“Shut up "

Coker placed the phisl on the floor,

“1f I find the letter, well and pood,”
he said. “IE not, I'm sorry for you,
vou scoundrel!”

There was & sound of rending <loth:
Coker had not a gentle hand. In a
couple of minutes he drew a folded
letter from its hiding-place. Poynings
watched him with burning eyes,

“1s that tho letter, you rascal?™

“Yez; and may vou—="

“That's enough ! Horace Uoker rvose
io his feet., “I'm going to take thiz to
my unele, and let him zee if it's the
penuine goods. You fellows keecp that
scoundrel safe.”

- " VYou bet!” grinned Dob Cherry.
“Pon't vou fellows faney that mry
ungle has done anvthing wrong, to put
him in that scoundrel’s power,” said
Coker. “He helped 2 man who was
down and out, but it was in—in ¢irs
cumstances which would cauze him to
Le misjudged If it came out. Thar's all

panted

| nk

the storv—my uncle’s told me all about
it this afternoon. He acted like a jolly
ald brick, but the—the ecircumstances
were unusual. Mo did just what I'd
have done in his place—at least, 1 hope
I would. Take care of that rotter while
I'm gone™

Coker left the reom, and Wharton
closed the door after him.

The chums of the Remove looked at
oue anather.

“Good old Coker!” murmuared Bob
Cherry. “"He has the manners of a
bear, and the intellectk of o rhinoceros—

but he seems to have got there, all the
same.,"

"Let me loose ! came in & his: from
Poynings.

“You shut up!” said Bob in disguat,
“You won't get loose till the bobbies
come to put 'ﬁ'm hondeufls on you,™

*A thousand curses—-="'

“None at all, please,” said Baoh
“Open your rotten mouth again, and
I'll shove a cale of scap into 161"

“I—I—I tell you I—— Grooogh!
Oooooch I spluttored Poynings, as Bob
carried oot his threat, “Ughl Gug-
gug! COopch!™

“"Ha, ho, ha!™

And the seeretary spat out soap furi-
ously, while the chums of the Remove
chortled,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A DMerry Christmas, After Alll

i Y dear Henry!™
M “Ay dear Juditht!”

“If you would zrust to
Horace, my dear brother, [
am sure that all would be well,” said
Aunt Judy, almost tearfully.
Mr, Coker shook lis head feably.
“You do not understand, my dear
Judith., This is not & matter in which
Horace can help me”

“1f you would send away that wicked
Porvnings—"

“1 cannot | grnaued Mr. Coker.

“Horace advizes—"

“Denr Judith, I have as high an
opinion of our dear nephew as vou can
haive,” said Mr, Coker. “But his
adviee 15 useless in the present circumg-
stanpees. I have told you that I am
in Poynings' power.’”

L1 But_lnl‘

“My dear sister, it 13 wusecless to

ursue the subject, I will tell vou this,

‘oviings holds & document which would
do me great harm if it were made
public. Now you see——""

“Tut T am szure that Horace—"

Aunt Judy's faith i1 her dear Horace
was absolutely unlimited, But her
brother only shook his head sadly.

“Horace ecould do nothing, Judith.
You spg———"

Knuocle !

The door of M¥r. Coker 5 study opened
airl Horace Coker came in. There was
a cheery smile on Coker's ragged Iace,
and he had a Isiler in his hand,

“Topling botter, onele?” he asked
Lneerily.,

“As qn maiter of fact, Horaee, 1 am
feeling  beller, althowgh 1 have not
talken myv medieine,™ sald Wle. ﬂpkm-.
“lt was upset by that extraordicary
boy who waz found in my room—"

“'ve gob some news for you, uncle
Look at that letter.”

Horeee Coker thoved the letter inio
hiz: unele's bhand, Me. Coler a{]jllﬁtcd
his glazses and looked at it

Then e gave & ery.

“Hovace ! This lettar—"

e giddy misainf document, what ¥
azked Coker gleefullv,

*Yps, ves, yes! This is the leiler
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+ 1 will give you one second fo tell me where that letter is ! ™ said Coker.

** Otherwise you get your own medicine., Sharp ! ”*

The sight of the phial tilted over his mouth was more than enough for the wretched Mr. Poynings. ** Stop ! ™ he breathed.
“* The letler’s sewn up in the lining of my waistcoat, Take if, and a thousand curses 1 (See Chapler 11.}

from Arthur Statham—the leiter stolen
by that villainous Poynings, which he
has been holding over my head all

these dreadful months!" pgasped Mr.
Coker. “ Horaco! Horacel How did
you 1)

“Bure it's the right letter, what!”

" Yes, ves! Quite

“Then the fire's the best place for it,
what #¥ said Coker. *Make sure it's
the zoods and ther shove it In the fire,
uncle, That’s my advice”

“Horace's advice is always good,”
said Miss Coker, with z fond glance at
her burly nephew,

“Yeos, ves,” gasped 3. Coleer.

There was no cdoubt that Horace's ad-
vipe, in the present cireumstances, was
good. My, Ilenry Coker gave the re
covered letter one more searching look,
and then reached over to the fire and
dropped it into tho midst of the crack-
ling logs.

It was consuned in a few seconds, and
vears scemed to roll away from the old
rentleman's face as he wetched it ro-
duced to ashes. He sat up in his chair
his face fushed, bis eves boglht.

“¥on have szcved me, IToraee,” he
aaid. ““Poynings gave you that letter?
How did you induce hing—->"

“ e hadn't much choice 1u the
jpatter,” said Coker, with & grin, “1'va
-ot a way with me, unele. All zercoe
now. what?”

“YVag yes” _

“Did T not tell you to trust to Horace,
Henry 7 asked Aunt Judy.

% Veoun did, Judith—-you did ! =aid 3r,
Coker. *“And Horace has saved e,

am uo longer in thal man’s power. Ile
leaves the house to-night i

“You'd have handled him long ago, if
he hadn't kept you in such a state, doc-
toring your medicine, uncle,” said C'ﬂl-.mu

“What—what "

“I've found it all ont, and got him by
the neek,” said Coker, in his great
satisfaction, rather forgetting that he
had not played the principal part in tho
‘detection of the scheming htauhmaiim‘,
“I'vo got IHm in my room now, lied up
like a piddy turkey for Christmesz, and
I've got the bottle of sinff ho used to
doctor your medicine, and a wiiness fo
swear to sceing him at the game”

“(Food heavens 1 breathed My, Coker.

“Now I'in going to telephone to the
police-station, and give him in charge,”
said Coker,

"No, no! Let there be no zeandal i
exclaiinod Mr. Coker. “The man can
do no barm now, Horace. Turn him oud
of the house, and let him go. T shall
try to forgive him; but do not let me
gee him again.’” !

“0h, I =ay!” ejaculared Coler,

“It iz Christmastide,” sad ile old
centleman.  ““Let us set an example of
forgiveness, Horace. The wretehed man
can do no Durther harm. Let bim go iu
poace.”™

Caker Dreathed hard.  But he nodded,

“It's for you 1o say, umele,” he
answercd. " Pechaps 1he least sand the
soonest mended, thourh 10 goes against
the wrain to bl the vitlain get off scob-
free. I seo him off, anyhow.”

“Aly dear boy ! _

Coker lefi the study, Teaving lwe

bright and happy old faces” behind hum,
The cloud that had hung so darkly over
Holly House had been lifted at last
Coker's home-coming, after all, worked
the oracle, zo to speak. "The wrewched
seliemer who had held his vnele in thrall
was powerless now, and his tiberty wes
at the merey of the men he had wronged
and threalened.

Horace Coker's heart was light as he
tramped up the staircase. It was zather
hike Coker of tho Fiith lo forget thas
anyone clse had had 2 hand in the happy
outeome of affairs at IHelly House,
Cokor’s fecling was that he, hike Cesar
of old, lhad come, and scen, and con-
gquered. For the moment he had for

tten even the existence of Williamn
Coeorge Bunder.

* atlo, hallo, hallo, here Lie 131" said
Yab Cherry, as Horace Coker enme back
mbto the yoem above,

Poynings'  eyves turned  on  Coker,
yicaming like 2 snake's. The selieming
raseal had piven up hope now, and he
expocted nothing but to be handed over
10 ihe police, as he richly deserved,

“Ius all vight,” announced Coker.

“Uood | sald Wharton.

“ AN sorena now., I kpew it weuld
turn out all right 1f I once got on the
spot 1o haudle the matter,” said Coker,

L1 i‘.'h l]:l'

“YWeni, vidi, viel, vou know,” snid
Coler modestly, “T1 cume, I saw, I con-
querad, like jolly old Poutlius Pilaie, you
kuow, Whaty

“dh, my hat!  Was it Ionkius
Iitote ' ejaculated Bob Cherry.
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“Fa. ha, ha'l”

HUT—1 mean Aleibinddes, of course,™
suicd Coker hastily.

“0Oh cvumbs ! Was
gm'%led Johnny Tall, :

“Yes, ‘it jolly weill was ™ said Coker
positively,

“I had a sort
Juling Cesar,”
Wharton blandly. _

“Rot ! zaid Colee,  “You BEemove
kids don't kuow much about hislory”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If vour Form seaster has given you a
noliday task, I dowe’t oodned 1lf.“1i)i'ﬂg VoL
with the history part,” soid  Coker,
“I'm rather a whale on i, von koow.
But never mnind that now. Unele IHenvy
has decided not to have that seoundrel
given in charge. I don't agree, Dul,
after all, n fellow mwst give bis uncle
his head. He's to be turned out. Tt's
rather rotten to let him off so lightls, 1
think; but therc you are!l”

Poynings face fighted up. y

“Ho we're poing to kick bim oul.”
spid Coker. "I want all vou kwuls to
Lelp, and you ean faney yourselvgs kick-
ing for gosl. I take first kick, of
cotirse [ .

Coker bont over the seorelary and
unkied hini.

“I'l have vour traps packed and
chucked out into the road.” he said,
“You go first, and I'm helping vou,
porg ¥ )

Poynings did not speak, bat his look
wns apprehensive, He was getting off
cheaply, and he kuew it. But he was
apprehensive of Coker’s heavy boot, and
with reason. .

Coker grasped him by the arm, and
Bol Cherry geasped his other arm. Ie
was led from the room, end thoe rest of
the juniors followed., James, the foot-
man, in the hall, gazed at them in
BUrprise, .

“Open the door. James,” said Coker,

James opened the doov,

“This man is a thief and a rascal, and
he's ing to be kicked out” Quker
ﬁ:plimod, “You can take o kick, if vou
ike.

“(Oh, Master Horace !"* pasped Janmes,

“Stick his hat on him !’ said Coler.
“WNow then! Ouf you go!”

Poynings was run out of the doorway
into the falling snow. Oun the dvive,
Coker released him, The next woment
Coket's heavy boot crashed on Lhe seere-
tary, and Poynings gave a loud howl
and started to run

“ Dribble him '™ shouted C'oker.

* Hurray !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There .was a rush after Poyvaings,

The outcast ran desperately for the
gatea, bupt the purswers wore close
beliind.  Bob  Cherry's  heavy  boot
landed, and then Wharlon'z, and then
Johnny Bull's. Pn_:,'!ﬁugﬁ bounded o0
desperataly, and faicly streaked down
the drive. iz hat Bew off, but ke did
ﬁt stop for it. Ie ran as if for his
ife,

it Aleibioades ¥

thaat 1t was
Iz

af wden
remarlked
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He reached the wide gates, with the
Crveyleiars  fellows  whooptng  behind,
Pl gpates were closed, and the desperate
iwan made a frantie leap to clear them.
Coker's last hefty kick reachwed him as
he leaped, and pechaps helped him on
the rise. Poyvnings faivly flew over the
wooden gate and JEimn:lﬂd lmadtﬂug in the
ow on the road.

He rolled in the snow, gasping and
-pluttering, Dot be was on s feet 1n
n few seconds and running again, A
panting of breath and a pattering of
frantic feet, and the razcal vanished into
ihe Decembor night—never to e seen
azan at Holly House.

Coker stared after the disappeaving
Furitive, frowning,

“He hazn't had enough,” Le said.
Bt gever mind-—he's gone! Let's get

1

Lack.

" What about our frain?' azsked Frank
Nugont demuorely.

Coker lavghed cheerily.

“That's all washed oub, of course.
You're jolly well staying; and, dash it
all, Bunter shall stay, too! There's still
tune to make a jolly Christinas of it—
now thal rasecal’s doone with, Come on™
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And Coker of the Fiflth marched back
to the house, with the chums of the
Beomove, 1n exuherant spirits.

It had been the most eventful Christ-
mas Lve in the expevience of Harry
Wharton & Co., and its happy endiug
gave sabisfaction all round.  Certainly
16 was not probable that Mye., Porunings
was satished; but that could not be
helped. The wretehed schemer, tramp-
ing away 1n the darkuess and the snow,
was done with; and the happy party
at Holly House were only anxious to
forget his existence,

L] - - . L] &
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“1 zay. you fellows—-"

Billy Bunter was waiting in the lall
when the Greviriars fellows came
cheerily in.

He cyed Horace Coker warily,

“ All serene, Bunty,” said Bob Clorry,
with a chuekle, " It was jolly lucky you
came, a3 it turns eul.™

“Yon ean hang on il vou like,
Binter,” said Coker.

“0Oh, really, Coker—-"

The juniors chuckled, Coker's

ihvitation was nol one thel meost fellows
would have caved o accept.  But Bunter
was a sticker.

“As I arranged 1o stay with Wharton
for Christruas, and as Wharton is stays
ing here—" gaid Punter.

“ That's all right,” said Colker. "I'vo
suid that vou ean hang on.  Hay no morg
about it

“If vou pat it like that, Coker, I'm
afraid that I shall not be able to accopt
vour invitation,” said the Owl of the

emove, with digmity.

“Well, T do put it like that?® said
Coker.

*He, he, he

“What are you eackling at, wvou fak
duffer " demanded Coker, staring at tho
(il of the Remove.

| 1R
'

i 'I"fcrm* little joke, old chap,” said
Bunter, “Ile, he, he! I can take a
joke. He, he, ha!”

"T'm not joking," said Coker. " Look
here, Bunter, if you're stavine, I'll ask
rmy Aunt Juady te have a room gotb
ready for veu., Yes or no?’

“I wouldn't think of dezeriing you
at Christmas-time, old chap.”

“Not so much eof vour old chap,
please.”

“Oh, really, old fellow——>"

“I've kicked you out once,” said
Coker. “If you want me to kick you
out again, you've only got to call me
old chap and old fellow. ZHee®

* Look hergos—.

“0Oh. chuck it!" said Coker, ns hc
went on to his uncle’s room, leaviog
Billy Bunter glaring and the cliums of
the Hemove laughing.

“1 say, you fellows, if you can stand
Coker's mmanners, 'm blessed If T can ™
hooted Bunter. _

“1 wouldn't,” chuckled Dob Cherry.
“Whal train are vou catching, Buntep?

"T've a jolly pood mind to clear N

“Good I

“But 1

jolly  well  won®t ! said

Bunter.  “I—=I dave say Coker means

well, Tn faet, 'm sure he moeans well.

If vou fellows can stand bim, T ean: and

—ard—in faed, I think T'll stay on™
And Dunter staved.

r L] ¥ x + a

The clouds had rolled by.

It was, after all, & merry Christmas
at Holly House, Mr. Henry Coker,
witlt the shadow lifted from -his mind,
seemed a new miang and Aunt Judy was
brimming with happiness and pood-
temiper and hospitality. And Horace
Coker—more than ever convinced that
he had come, and scen, and conquered,
like Cwsar—and that, like Coriclanus,
aione uwunaiGed he had done it—was in
high good-humour with himsel! snd
evervhody  else He was &hﬁﬂlﬂtﬁl;’r
genial to the Famons Five, and very
nearly civil o Bunter.  And Harry
Wharton & Co., who had wonderad very
much  and  very  doubtiully  what
Christmas  with Coker would be like,
found that they enjoyved the fastive
scason thoroughly: and on all =ides i
wasd  agrecd that it waz o Maorpy

{hrisimaa,



THE NEW SHERIFF! .Ferrers Locke, in the role af Sheviff of Wolf Point, goon vealiven why ahtriffs don't live long
in those paris ! 'xs the man who's guick on the draw thatl cones out o top every Hime ! And Locke's as ** slick '

at this game |8 any gquetman !

{Introduction on poge 24.)
A Powerful and Dramatic Story of Wild West and Detective Adventure, featuring Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake.

The New Sheriff |
“G BT alie ™ ent in Jake Peters gruffly, helore Locke

raubd answer, “Yuouh're sure signing up wi
hegtli ! Thar's a bullet waitin® fer yvh at nost
ev'ry  ecovner soon'z wyeh o put on th' sherifi's
bradlge I

“Gentlemen,™ replicd Locke goictly.,  “Faeing the risks
faivly and squarely, 1 have come to the conclusion that 1
can best serve you and bring in the Wolf by taking offico
us sherilll of Woll Point. 1 mention the fact that 1 realize
the risks, so that, wm the event of my death, it will be dis-
renctly anderstood that I teok oflice of my awn free will
il ﬂitimut undue persuasion from any one of you gentle-
e,

{Caister stepped forward and held out his hand.

“Me. Henderson,” he said, “vou're 2 man, and I wish
vou luck I

The other 1wo shook Locke’s hand, and Cal said
- s ranchers hev the mppoiutin’ of sheriff here. Ride
inter Wali Point O-morrow, and uws'll swear yuh in oan’
mmterduee yuh te them Wall Poind envoles as their new
Sheriff, Sayv, what noame's 1t to he 7 FLocke or Henderson 77

" Headerson,” replied Locke quistly.

Jack’s wonml was not serious, a hollet linving seared hiz
scalp, and 1he following day he rode with Ferrer: Locke
rowards the townsinp of Waolf Paint. The death vell nume-
borad seven as far as 1he Flving V were conceried i the
Beht at Ooe "Freo Creck,

* Bheer, brotal wardes '™ commented Taocke, az they
cantered acress the range.  "And just added preof as Lo
rhe merctlessiess of the Wolf 1

“You've fold me your reazons for taking the job as
shertdf, sr,™ remarked Jack., " DBat won't theso Fellows in
Wall Moini—ihe lawless element, T mean—ihink thai an
Englishiman will he protiy easy to handle, I—I mean—a- %"

“I know czactly what you mean, Jack,” cut in Locke,
with & smile, "I have not the slightest doubt that the
tawless  elemend to whon you refer will welcome iy
appomntinent as sheriff.  As far as they know, I'm absolutely
raw to Vestern life, and will be, obviously, incompetent io
hancle thew,  Bof, although I've not mentioned it ta you
befare, I spent some vears in Arizona when I was a boy,
and there was zome tough fellows there in thoe davs, 1'mn
ot as green to this game as some of them must Lhink

Jack was nsed 10 these sudden, surprising confidences of
the detective, and he lisiened with interest as orvers Locke
condineed :

- My oarm iz healing o5 well as T can expect, Jack, and it
i more casential now than ever that we spend every avail-
able mament in praclising quickness on the draw, As I
told you hefore, o man's hie can hang on the very fraction

1

aof z second, and, altheagh we're both [:ref.t?' useful with
a gun, we've got Lo pet speed in drawing g™

A bend in the trail bronght Welf oint into wview, and
indicating it with a jerk of his head, Locke said grimly:

“There's going to he shpoting, ard shooting to kill beiove
we leave that township, Jack?! It will require a steady
];HmL 1a t—.l.:*arl;.r eye, and a steady nerve to see ns safely
through

Jack nodded, and twenty minutes later they claticred
np tho diasty street and dismovrnted at the sherifl'a affies,
Pushing his way through a staring, sallen crowd, Locko
mounted the rickety wooden platform on wiich the timboer
Errncinro whteh sorved as tho sherifPs offiee was builf, ﬂ.ﬁl‘],
pushing open the dopr, lie entered, with Jack at his heels,

Caister, O'al Jofferson, and Jake DPeters weore wailing for
hitn. Thero was a fourth man, a little wizened fellow, and
aister introduced biin as Jovas Fieam, the lawyer of Walf
Point, who, amongst other duties, was acling as proxy for
Hank Herrean, of the Flying V.

Withoul loss of time, Ferrers Tocke, in the name of
Henders=on, waz sworn in as sheriflf, and Jack took the
patin ax deputy sheriff. Thoen, at o sipnal from Caisler, the
party stepped on o the platform in front of the vilice, The
whole population of Wolf Point =ceined to have collecfed,
ardd, writnly, Tocke surveyed them, as Caister stopped for-
ward andd held ap b1z lrand.

“Tolks" Le said, “uas you all know by Act of Congress,
the appointimg af sherilf Tor the Wall DPeint dislriet i in
the hands of 1he ranchers whaei owos the ontlving ranges.
Waal, I reckon vou all know how pore- Mat Dule eashed
in his chieks tothier night ! Tos ranchers hev looked round
for & new sheriff, sl we have crsoameasly deecided to
eleet, AT Henderson as sherifl of Wolf Point. He has duly
taken the oath, and 1his here Tad, his nephew, has also
bworn as his assistant.  Folks, mect vone now sheriff 1"

A tall, wellbuilt man, wearing n black, wide-heimmed
scpicash had and a dark, tailed eaad, dark trousers, and well-
pniinl-:ml hlack shoes, elbowed his way to the front of the
EXaw el

“AMr. Catster,” he said, 1 goess we're real pleased to sco
that Wolf Point haz eoiten a rew sherif. Bot I'm wanting
to know why a Tritisher, new to the eattle cruntry, has been
given th’ job when there's follers in Wolf Doint what have
an eoquil and even bhetier cloim '™

A low growl of approval eame from the erowd, and Cal
whispercd to Locke:

“Thei's Mooty Barl? Blew in hvar Thont cighteen months
apn. Runs g string o gombling 1oints angd serloons, 1 Wolf
Paint. Gotta hodygnard o' gunmen, so falks sav |
EF'?rmrs Locke nadded, and took careful stock of Moniy
Larl.

“We Lkinda reckoned some hombre like vou would bo
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hollerin® 'bout our selection!" said Caister sngrily. “Gef
this, Karl! If vou can bring outa that pack o coyotes
standing there, one real, honest-to-goodness he-man, what
can stand fourequare and look a feller like me, or my
pards here, straight in th' eye, then we'll be shore ‘glad to
consider his claim! You know blamed well there ain't a
man in Walf Point fit io wear th' sheriff's badge. and if
ua earcs t' appoint a Britisher, then them that don't like it
can go elsewhere! Meanin® you, Earl! You blew in here
of-your own aceord, and I reskon 1} be & blessed dav for
Wolf Foint when you bLlows out and fakes your gambling
hells with you !*

Monty Earl's eves flashed, and his hand wavered towards
his hip pocket. Caister’'s hand whipped to his holster, and,
covering Forl with & wicked-looking automatie, he drawled :

“Don't try that, you pore fool, else I'll drill you here and
now'! Say, see this pun? Waal, my pards pack guns as
well, and so does their men! At the fust sign o' troublo
us comes B-funnin', get that! s is behind Sheriff Hendey-
son, and vou tell your blamed gunmen that!”

Farl nodded, and answered ecasily:

“It's your call, Caister! Guess I got sense enough to
know when I'm at the wrong end of a gun! As for my
gunmen, I don't get you! Long as Bheriff Henderson can
keep peace in Wolf Point, I zin't complaining ! TPeace is
what I'm aiming for, and no gunman runs wi' me !”

“Blamed hypercrite!” snapped Cal, in an undertone,
"Best zay sumthin’, sheriff! It's usual on occasion: like
this hyae'!™

The Baker Street detective stepped forward, and a hush
fell on the muttering crowd. Ho felt instinctively that every
man there was taking stock of him.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I appreciate the honour which
has been conferred on me by my appointment as sheriif.
1I've only ane thing to say to you. Keep the law! I'm
referring to the law as framed by Congress. If you find
you cannot keep that law, then I'll make another, and that
is the law of tho gun!”

With that he turned on his heel and strode into his office.

“Gosh " chuckled Jske Pelers delightedly, “Straight
and to th' point, Cal!”

“Yep '™ replied Cal. “Reckon them hombres knows jest
how they stan' wi' Sheriff Henderson 1™

Trouble In Woll Point !

"ERIND tho sheriff’s office were two small rooms, and
Ferrers Locke decided to use these as living-rooms
for himself and Jack. Backing on to the rooms was
the gaol, a stone and cement structure about twelve

feot square. .

The days slipped quietly by without incident, but neither
the sleuth nor his aszailant were idle. They spent long hours
in riding the ranges, and, by assiduous practice. soon
became very fast on the draw. Ferrers Locke's arm was
healing rapidly, and, working quietly and uncastentatiously,
he soon had e men in Wolf Point tabulated in hiz mind
according to their various capabilities of lawlessness,

He discovered that Cal Jefferson had not been wrong when
he said Monty Earl never moved without a paid gunman
with him, ready to draw in Earl’s defence should szome
unfortunate, who had been ruined at the gaming tables
attempl to extract o summary revenge by talking to ﬂ“;
saloon proprietor with a gun,

It was about a week after
Ferrerz: Locke’s appointment
a3 sheriff that 8pud and seven
of the Fi,r.ri;}g cowpunchers
rode into Wolf Point for the
mail, storee, and a general
moooch round, Leaving the
others, Spud rode up to the
sheriff's office and, dismount-
ing, tied his horae to the hitch-
ing-rail and sauntered in.

* Howdo, sheriff 1 e
grinned, " Bay, vyuh're shore
alive, still ! -~

“Yes, still alive, EPud it
replied Ferrors Locke. * How
%?l'gr”thmgs out at the Flying

“Aw, jest danderin' along, the Flying V' oulft,
Mister Henderson ™ drawled
Spud. IF he had ever ex-
perienced any surprise at the
detective being made sheriff
he nover expressed it. “ (Guecss
yuh've heard 'bout Caister 1"

“No. What's that?” b
Tap Maoyer Liprary.—No, 054. 55

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
FERRERS LOCKE, the famous Baker Strest detactive,
and hiz elever poung oszisiand,
JACK DRAEE, take up guarlers in Teras to investipale

the mysterious raids wnede upon the caltle ranches in
the neighbourhood of Wolf Poind,

wolf's head, with bared fangs, feft «f the scene of cach
gitrage i3 the only clue the delective hag fo wordk upom,
fle has hardly been at Wolf Point fire minutes, how-

ever, before an attempt iz made on hiz life.

MAT BUKE, the sheriff, saves the sitwation, bul in o
doing {8 himself fotolly shot by o person wunknown.
Following e second aitempt on the detective’s life,
Dirake rushes in with the news that the VWolf is raiding

Locle and the olher vanchers
hasten to the seevie only to find the Wolf hay fled,
feaving sany casunliics,
ranch hendouarlers whan

SILAS CAISTER approvches Ferrers Locke and pshs
hime to lake on the fob of sheriff.

(Now read on)

~ “Waal, seein’ as how it jest happened this afterncon 1

guess th' news cain't hev gotten this far vet! SBayv, Caister
ot them fellers what qmt th' night of th® fight at One
‘ree Creek! They emme back fer their pay! Gee!™
“Well, what happened?”

" Caister tied 'em tfo a hitchin® rail like what he kinda
promised, stripped their blamed shirts off an’ laid inter ‘e
wl' & horsewhip! Say, he migh took th' hide off n them
hombres! When they was most "hout all in e cut "em
loose! One feiler reached fer his gun, but Caister plugged
him good and proper!”

“Killed him "

“Yep, shore!™

“Did they offer any explanation as to why ther quit®”

“Waal, they shore blamed th’ hombre wlhat was shot!
Almed to say thet he was th' ringleader! Said he reckoned
it was a fight 'tween th” Flying V and t}’ rustlers, and
thet it war up to th' Flying V 1o fight their own blamed
battles! ‘Let's gnit, bovs!” he said, 'vordin’' to them
hombres, so they quit! Waal, he's shore quit thiz carth fer
good now !

“Caister will be riding in to tell me about it and raport
the man's death!” said Ferrers Lacke. “I suppose you
never got on the track of your missing ammunition®"

“No, sir, I did not? replied Spud. “Me an' th' boyvs fair
scoured th' range th' next day, but nary a stgn nor a
track of them rustlers could we find! Say, the ground
rises, way past Une Tree Creek, and she's shore hord and
sparae o' grass! Tracks don’t show mone! Where thet
blamed smmuonition went’'s got me plumb locoed! I hed
it in th® wagon thet I know! I guess—-"

He got no further, for there came a rush of heavily-shod
feet outstde and Ted, one of the Flying V cowbovs, burst
into the room.

1“ Ejheriff! ‘Bpud ! he gasped. “Come quick! Kid's bin
shot 1"

“Who shot him " rapped the sher:ff.

“It was this way!"” panted the cowboy.
th' Silver Dollar Saloon fer some grub! Vwaal, a guy
comin’ out stood heavy on Kid's foot! On purpose!
"Twern't no aceident! "Kid ups an’ tells him he's n clumasy
coyote! Th* feller goes fer his gun an' so dees Kid!
Kid was sccond !

“1s he dead!” snapped Spud.

“Nope, but I reckon he's mighty bad, Spud! It was
shore a frame up!™

“Do you know the name of the man who shot Lim?"
inguired Ferrers Locke.

“Yep! I've seen him offen! It's Kitler Klauster what
runs with thet skunk, Monty Earl:”

The Baker 3treet defective podded grimly and, teking

his belt from which swung two full-gun holstere, he buekied
it om,

“Tls blew intler

ud, you stay here with Jack and Ted,” he zaid. = I'll
get this fellow!”

“I'm aimin’ to come wi' yuh, sheriff!” drawled Spud.

“Fpud ! snapped Ferrers Locke coldly, “I'm handling
this affair myself'! You will stay here!”

“¥uh know his record? inguired Spud saftly.

“Yes, T know his record!™ replied the sleuth calmly.

For & moment the two men stared into each other’s cyes,
then Spud nodded alowly.

Y As vuh say, Mister Henderson! I guess I'll stay here!”

Ferrers Locke nodded, and the next moment the door

. d upon him,

“"Gee ! murmured Spud.
“That feller's got grit!”

“Meaning ¥ mguived Jack,
wondering ot the note in
Spud's voice.

“ Meanin’, son,” replied the
Flyin® ¥V foreman, *“thet
Klauster shore carries moro'n
a dozen notches on his gun
bar'l! Ex'ry noich stands fer
a kill an’ there ain't o sheriff
‘what has ever gone after him
‘_r'rhrqt ha: lived to bring him
1

A eard bearing o

Klller Klauster !

FANWHILE, Ferrers

Locke was walking

steadily towards the

Silvar Dollay S3aloon,

He Losw Kid, the voungest of

thae Flving V outfit, a fair-

hatred, laughing boy, but with

the impeivosity of youth and

e lacking the cold calm of the
wh- older ﬁands.

Tho party are relurning to
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¢ Us ranchers hev looked round for a new sheriff, and we have unanimously decided to select Mister Hendeson,* said Caister.
' He has duly taken the oath, and this here lad, his nephew, has also sworn in as his assistaut. Folks, meet your new
sheriff ! '* Ferrers Locke, allas ** Mister Henderson,” stepped forward, (See page Zs.

Reaclitng the door of ithe siloon he pushed it open and
ontered.  The buzz of conversation died away, and every
man turned to s=tare al him curiously. The huge bulk of
Monty FEarl heaved itzelf from a table and came towards
him, through the smoke-laden atmosphere.

" Howdo, sheriff ¥ he drawled., ™~ You
place the once over?”

“You've said it, Earl!” snapped the Baker Strect defee-
vive, " Klavster hers?”

“Yeou wantin' lvm, hey

“Yes I¥

A murmur arose from the inmates of the saloon and
Monty Earl langihecd saftly.

“Sheriff,” e said, “there’s tweo ways of leaving Lhis
building ! One is walking and ' other is being carvied fect
Tust! Say, you clear when you can, for it sure ain'c
healthy to come in here askin I

giving -y il

L]

for Klavnster that way!
In reply, Feriers Loche pushed the saloon proprietor io
one side and crossed the {loor, his oves, wa.tvr:ili}::ll and alert,
-earching the crowded {ables. Men returned his gaze
sullen silence, but he was aware of an atmospliere of tension
which pervaded the saloon.

“Well, vou satisfed he ain’t here?” demanded Eaxl
angrily. )

“Look: like it'” snapped the shernif,
like the dirty rat he 13!"

Then lis eyes narrowed, and his whole body stiffencd.
A hand had corled itzell round the curtain of an alcove
and was slowly drawing the curtain aside. Following his
waze, every eye was turned in that direction. Blowly the
curtain moved, then the figure of EKlauwzier stepped into
xiew from behind it.

With hesd evaved forward and hands hanging idly by
Wiz side, he glared at Ferrers Locke through little blood-
shot eyes, The slewrh noted that he carried but one gun,
awung few on the right lep., the holster almost touching
J'I-::'.E ]'[IH'."?-

“Yuh wantin® me, sheiff? he zaid harshly.

f¥es

“Gone to ground

“Whalior ™

“For a shooting matter with one of the Flving WV outhit!”

A deathly Ims!g fell on the salocon. Not a man moved.
Then, gratingly, came the voice of Klauster, and the words
could not disguise the menace which it held.

“*¥uh—pore—fool I

Ferrers Locke took a step forward., Then another.
Slowly he moved towards the gunman. Never for the
fraction of a second did hiz eves leave those of Klauster.
Step by stop, deliberately, grimly, he covered the space of
flooring which aecparated him {rom the gunman. The
silence was intense.  Klausler's gun-hand twitched spas-
modically.’ Five paces only lay between the men. Then
Klauster whipped into action, and his hand streaked
upwards from ﬁlis gun holater,

ang!

Twa reports rang out simultanconzly and the odour of
burning powder pormeated the saloon. As the swirling
smoke cleared, the men zaw fo  their amazement that
Ferrers Locke was stifl advaneing, slowly, remorselessly,
iis smoking gun in his hand. Klauster was erouched
against the wall, snavlingly clutching at his shattered gun
wrist, whilst his antonmtie lay on the floor by his feet.

Then the detective became concentrated energy.
Stepping quickly forward, his hand groped i the gun-
marn's shirt, and he pulled cut a gun which Klauster carried
slung under his arm. Slipping 1t inte his pocket ho bent
rapidly forward and refrieved the other gun. He was
white to the lips, and a thin trickle of blood was staining
the left side of lis shirt just below the shoulder.

“Now walk!” he saapped, jasmming his  gun
Rlauster's back,

The punman snarled ont an oath.

“¥uh standin’ fer this, Earl?” he shouted,

Monty Earl turned his broad back on Klauster and
affected not to hear,

“Yub're goin® back on me, drat yuh! Is thet what yuh
mean, yul double-crossin® shunk ! sereamed Klauster.

' Tug Maorer Lisrany.—No, 384,
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“You're raving!” growled Earl, without looking round.

“Am 1? Yuh dirty—"

M”S’mp that !” gritted Ferrers Locke. “ You cen talk later,
ovo !

He prodded Klaustor in the back, and slowly, hesitatingly,
the punman shulled forward towards the door.

The investigator carried Klauster's gun in his free hand,
and hiz eves, narrowed Lo pin-points, swept the saloon.

“1 shall fire at the first move!” he warned the sullen,
gilent crowd.

Slowly he and his captive moved towards the door. As
they neaved it Monty Earl swung round,

“ Henderson,™ he said, “vou're a mighty lucky man! T'm
telling vou not bo come a-gunning in none of my places in
Future ! If you must bring in vour man, then weit till he's
off'u prenises what belong to me ! :

Forrers Locke laughed grimly,

“Be careful, Earl,” he snapped, “that one day I don't
come for you!™

“Then if you do,” snarled the other, “bring o blamed
posse with you, for you'll sure want it !”

“No,” replied Locke evenly. “I'H come alone!™

By this time they had reached the swineging entrance
doors, and Klausler turned hig head lecringly towards the
saloon propriotor,

“Yul've double-crossed me, yubh hog " he shouted. * But,
by gosh, I'm gonna talk ! (Get that, vuh blamed skunk! 1
sin't uimin' to swing fer a crafty, sncakin’ weevil like yuh!
I reckon 1'1]——"

“*Shut up end open that door!™ snapped Ferrers Locke.

Klauster obeyed. With o last, gquick glance round the
saloon, the detcctive pushed his way out after the gunman,
and the next 1nstant the doors swung to and he had gone,

Earl’s Move!

ITH an a]most imperceptible jerk of his head Monly

Earl beckoned to twe men, who were lounging

against a table a few fect away. Casunally they

sauntered in his wake, as he pushed his way

through the excited crowd. A few minutes later the three

of them were seated over a table in a small room at the

rear of the building. Earl carefully locked the door and
slipped the key in his pocket before sitting down.

“We've gotte stop Klauster’s mouth !* he said barshly,

One of the men nodded and drawled :

“Thet's shore easy, boss! Bay, I'll slip along an’ plug
hitn an’ thet thar sheciff in th® back! Street's shore dark,
but I puess I cain’t miss "em [

“You're a fool, Jern!™ anapped Karl. * You ain’t gofia
thought bevond your gun!  Liszen! 2'nose vou shot
Klauster and sheriff after what Klauster's just said. Gosh,
wman, it ain't gonnk take a college guy to figger out that
Larl's right behind that shooting! Get sense !”

Jem grunted surlily, and tho other man snapped :

“Waal, spill what yore plan is, boss! Us fellers is shore
ready! Reckon I eain't guite zec th' objection to plugging
Henderson an’ Klauster! Yuh're strong in Wolf Poing!™

"I reckon I knows that, Blim!" snarled Earl “But
you're like Jem! You cain't think a blamed inch further'n
vour gun! Bay, you heard what Caister said tother day
bout him and th' ranchers standing right behind Hender-
son! Waal, what sorta blamed guy am 1 gonna lock if
Henderson's plugged in th® back after what's been said to-
night! Finc chance I'd stand 1o a ranchee’s court when I'in
charged with bein’ consarned in th’ murder of Bherifi Hen-
derson! Caister's laving for me, and, say, I don’t want any
tellin’ that 1'd hang! Caister’'d see to that, curse him!"

“Waal, what vuh figger on doin’ ' drawled Jom.

“T'll tell you what I'm gonna do! I'm real. strong in
Wolf Point! Say, I gotta pull no other guy has got! 'L'hat
sheriff’s ¢ real he-man, and don't you forget it!  (Gosh,
anakes, he handled Klauster-like as if that felley didn't
know ‘nuff to come in outa the wet! Klauster's gonna
squeal, that's certain!”

“Wanl, git on! Us is shore listenin
impatientiy,

“Waal, I figger the position’s like this! Kiauster's nof
aimin’ to swing slone, No, siv, vou betcha he's not! He's
sot on a few other fellers swingin' with him! When he seis
offt his yap "bout us, to-night, Henderson's gonna come back
]121'95: with & posze! QGet that?”

113 "EP !:I

“Waal, I'm gonne sce Henderson right now! 1I'm ponna
male that guy sec sense! He's a man, L tell you, and a
ml%hi'y useful sheriff if—"

He paused, and Jem snapped =

“If what?

L

growled Blim

Yulb line o talk talies zome followip' '™

Fh

“If he'll coms in with us,” rveplied Earl, then added
quickly: * Yessir, a strong-handed sheriff what shuis his
eyes to a fow things'd be mirhty uzeful o us ™

“And i he-won't "

Earl laughed softly.

“I'm gonna give him a chance !” he went on. " And if he
won't take it, then one of you fellers plugs him good and
proper! Bay, his answer to me might be the handeuffs and
the gaol for what Klauster’s aimin’ to spill right now!
You fellers hang around in the shadders by the door. If I
don’t come out after a quarter of an hour. you come
a-gunnin’, see? Plog Henderson, and ns'l]l get Klanster and
ride with him to the hills. Ts'll hang him for blabbin’, then
share oui. and ride for Arizona! Wolf Point won't be
healthy with Caister findin® his pet sheriff dead !™

“¥uh means yuh're aimin' to see Henderson, right now "
drawled Jem. “Us comes along with yuh and jest haugs
around. “If yuh don't show up, us comes a-gunnin' fer yuh,
Imm:vln' thet Henderson ain't cotionin’ on to runnin' with us,
"E‘}. =|.‘|!

"Yez! You've said it, Jem "

“It kinda seems to me,” drawled Slim, *thet Klauster
maybe keep his blamed meouth shul an’ zee if us puve'll
stage a rescue -5

“¥es, and what feller's gonna get the blame for that
rescue TV sparled Earl, " Me, of courvse! Heaps of fellers
heard Klauster say he was aimin® to talk., and they kunows
Klauster was sure addressing his vemarks to me! I tell
you the enly way is for me to go to Henderson bold and pui
my cards on the table! If Henderson'll see sense us is fixed
fine an’ dandy! But if he ups and says, * Earl, I knows your
game, and 1t's you for a rope with a runnin’ noose,” then us
drills him and rides for the hills !

Jem roze lazily to his feet,

“Waal, reckon us best git right along, boss!” Le drawled.
“Henderzon was mighty slick to-might. but I reckon [ kin
feathicr a gun jest o L'l bit slicker !”

—— ———

The Man in the Doorway !

EANWHILE Ferrers Locke had reachied hiz oflice
with the slouching, cursing, Klauster walking in
front of him. Xiecking open the door the Bakee
Street detective ushered the gunman across the

threshold.

Jack, Spud, and Ted, the cowboy, jumped to their [eet,
relief crlep:c"ted in every line of their feainres.

“Fuh got th' skuok, then®” drawled Spud. striving in
vain to §i5“lli5ﬂ the surprise in s voiee, then he added
sharply:  “ But say, yuli're wounded 1™

Ferrers Locke reeled and steadied binesoll against the
table with his hand.

“Yes, he got me through
fquietly.

“Keep th' cur covered ! snapped Spud. thrusiing his gun
into Jack™ hand and indicating Wlauster with a jerk of his
head, “I'l] fix sheriff 17

He stepped forward and wrenched Ferrers Locke’s shirl
oper. Wieth expert fingers he lelt an uglv-looking wourud on
the slenth's shoulder, just below the Lone.

“Tawooks wors'n what she 15, T reckons” he drawled.
“Buliet's gone plumb through! Cuess you've lost a bit
of blood howsumever [

Within a very few mimutes he had the weund bathed and
neatly dressed. Then he wheeled on Ilauster,

“I ain't aimin’® to kick no hombre when he's down.
Klanster,” he said. “but, by heck, T'm shore glad to see
vuh've bin roped in at last! I'm real eager to sece yuoh
swing at the end of a rope, and yuh blamed well will i
Kid cashes in!™

“Where 13 the boy ! interposed the sheriff,

“He's at Smither's liv'ry stables, Mr., Henderson! Saxv.
guess Ted an® me'll be hikin' along right now! 1 20 be
he's dandy 'nuff to move usg’ll load him in th’ wagon an' bii
ont fer th' Flyin® V. I'm not aimin' to stay in Wolf Poinl
longer’'n 1 ean help !

“Yes get your men out of Woli Point as soon a8 vou can,
Spud ! said Ferrers Locke earnestly. " That shooting te.
might was a frame-up, you can take thai from me! Get 'em
out quietly. I've got the culprit, aud I can handle the
situation without your fellows butting in with guns!
know thev'll be fecling sore about the affair, bui they’ll
only male matiers worse if they start teying (o clean up the
town t"

Spud grinned.

“ Reckon thet's what they'l! be atmin’ to do!™ ha drawled.
“But 'l keep ‘e quiet, an’ us'll pull our, pronte! Ts'll

Fiem o s

the shoulder,” he replied
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remorsefessly, Ferrers Locke nﬂmmed upon Klauster, who was creuehed pst the wall, inarlingly ‘chatching at
bis ah_;ntti&nd gun wrist, whilst hlgn:ﬂtnmm lay on the floor by his feet. L '

(See page 25.)

be real-tickled to heer how yuh hog-tied thet skunk, but
guess us'll hev 1o wait

As hd moved towards the door with Ted, Ferrers Locke
furned te Jack.

“You go along with Spud, Jack,™ he said, “and report
fo e Kid's condition.”

“"Right-ho!” agreed ihe young assistent. . Then paused
amd looked dubiously at Locke's bandaged shoulder,

“It's all right " laughed the detective. I can still use my
left hand. Klauster won't give any trouble.”

Reassured, Jack crossed to the door, and a momient later
Ferrers Locke was left alone with Killer Klauster.

“1 am going to put vou in gaol,” ho said, addressing the
gunman. “You will ke tried on-a charge of attempted
murder! Should Kid die, then vou'll hapg '™

“I'm aimin’ to talk ! snarled Klauster.

“You can talk Jater! Walk!™

He prodded Klauster in the back with an automatic, and
indicated the passageway leading to the gaol.

“Yubk've gorta hear me spout ! screamed IKlauster.
I ain't stendin’ fer a double-crossin® hog like Earl
hack on me! Sav, lissent
shootin’, not Ly 2 blamed sight T warn't!
that-—"

“I know exactly what Earl reckoned ™ cut in Forrors
Locke icily. " He wanted to see just how the new shepriff
would shape when trouble started! The shooting was delib-
crately cogineered for that purpose! Well, both vou and
he have scen how ve acled ! Now move 1™

The gnnman’s jaw dropped, and his little vat-like eves
glaved at the deicctive in astonishment,
 “Hoiwr yal figger thet away?” he snarled. “Say, some
guv .bin spillin’ sumthin'?  Apy blamed how, thet’s not all!
HBav, ligzpen—m=>"

Ferrers Locke cut him shovd with & prod in the hack from
the gun, and, sullenly, Klauster shuffied down the passage-
way to the jail

“Mister,” he said hoarsely, as they recached -the heavy
iron door, " jest lemme talk! Bay, I kin pnt yuh wise to
this hyar skunk, Earl! I shore sin’t aimin® io swing for
him an’ his hlamed dicty wark! ¥£Y caip’t talk hrap I'Jl
talk, by jinks,"in th' ranchers’ court, and therc’s a few

re 3&:-}',

oy’
I warn't th’ an’y guy in thet
Earl reckoned

coyotes what'll wish they blamed well hadn't given up theit
guns to th’ door checker when they comed inl Je—"

‘Tha sherifis only roply was to give him & shove which
sent him through the open doorway. The nmext moment
Killer Klauster was safely lodged in. Wolf Point ganl.

Double-locking the iron door, Ferrers Locke returnod to
the outer room. Wearily he seated himself at the table, and,
with iz gun in his hand, sat waiting, .

Five minutes ticked by, then, came a koock a€ the door.
Rising to his -feef, the Baker Street detective cresséd the
room and swung the door open. Standing on the thresheld
was Monty Earﬁ

“Can T have a Ii'] talk with vou, sheriff 7 he drawled.

C¥es; I wag expecting you ! replied Locke eofdly:

- Mouty Farl stepped into the room, and Locke hanged:
shut the door and locked it : '

- What's thet for?!"™ demanded Ea:l,

“It's hecause I o ot want any of your bodygused
barging in here!” snapped Ferrors Locke.

“1 don't get vou, sherifi! I comed here alone!”

“You are a liar!™ replied the detective quietly.
novwhera elone i '

Karl's eves flached dangerounsly.

“1 don't know. why vou talk that way to me, sheriff! I
come here to see what that skunk Klauster's been saying M

“It is mot gy intention to disehias with von anything
uluﬂmi; Klauster may trave said,” replied ¥errers' Locke
et iy, '

Earl frowned.

“Mr. Henderson,” he said, at length, “"how'd vou like
to make pretty near a fortune #*

Ferrers Locke maintained a grim silence, but his oyves
never for a moment left Earl's face. :

“I don’t veckon T care what Klauster's heen  saying,”
went on the tatter. “I reckon I'm the strongest man around
these. parts, sheriff, ond Ive gotta pull what ne other
fellow’s got. Any mwan what goes against mo gets his)
saoner or later. Any man what runs with me can clear up
a fortune "

(ff Monty Farl takes Fervers Loecke jor a greewhorn hie's
sure going to get a rude gqualkening! Meke o mistake
ahaut reqding awert week's theilling fnstelment of this
powerful detective serics, rhume’)
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Chrislmas

1 MERRY
: Merry New Yeor!™ 1s the sort
of greeting that doesn’t Jose

value by ropetition. In last
week's  special [‘.‘hrlstmm Number 1
voiced similar greetings to my thuusnnds
of chums, but doubtless there are hl}llll"
among you who either’ failed to sec my
stall” corner of  “Chat,” or else, Em
some veason or otlier failed to get this
particular numbeér of your favourife
paper.  But you are nob forgoticn;
?vr_hnj.'.ﬂhrritma's be all that you expect
it io be; may the New Year bring you
in close touch with fhe things you most
desire. And here:1 woyld like to thank
you chaps who haye been kind enough
to szend me Christqasz. .greetings, early
as the day is. They were and still are
much appreciated.
chum, zirl or boy, whum er he or she
ma be I repeat “ A "r:Iwc-:un';r Christmas

a Merry New ¥ear !V
—

GIFT-BOOKS |

I'would like to resiiind you chaps whe
are on the look-ont for the Ideal Christ.
mas-  Present  that  the “IHoliday
Avpnual ¥ Hlls the ball 1o this respect.
Bome- of you know that it abounds in
glorious school slories of Harry “hﬂ.rv
ton & Co., Thm J.-Ierr} & Co. {:E Sit.

Ta ﬂverv MAGNET

Jim’s, and Jimmy 8ilver & Co.
Rockwood, to shy nothing of. the ripping
adventure and sporting tales, articles,
poems, and gorgéous colonred plai:es that
are to be found’ within its ‘pages. = A
rare book for six shillings, chums:.
Then there's “Every IDoy's Hobby
Annual,” which is published for the first
time this year. This unigue volume is
of exiraordinary interest to the boy
who is ‘keen on Wireless, Photography,
Model Acroplanes, Mechanics, Stamp
Collecting, Madel Doats, Fatnpmg out,
and almost every hobiby one can think of.
Both  these ‘Annuals —are  strongly
bound, have superb coloured covers, and
ure ll]Ll‘*ti.ai{‘{] throughout by the lead-
wig artists of the day. . They are on sale
row at 4l newsagents m:n.dlr booksellers,

'.J.t six shillings eac
GRAMOPHONE BUYERS PREFER
ﬂ.ﬂ.BIHEﬁ

Publie taste in gramophones

lias

ulmngml completely 1n the past two.

NEATS, Instead of the old unsightly
type . of 1t1&-1.;uu|u1t with a tin horn, the
demand is now for artistic Cabinet
‘Models. The Mead Company offer a

wide range both of horizontal and up-
fight Cabinet “Giramophones, at prices
from £6 19s. 6d. cash or on eonvenient
casy terms from 10s. deposit. A post-
card to the Mead Company, F& lows
Road, "Birmingham, will bring a” free
eopy of a superbly pripted eatalogue
which gives descriptions and beautifnl
illustrations in their natural colours of
Cabinet and all other types of high-
grade gramophones. Be sure and men-
tion MagyET,

of

ylrwunaﬁ vacabion,

-against a {'mlgh prunﬂbltmn,

“THE GAME KID!”

1*1m is _the frst story. of .2 ripping
SREies d?ﬂ'hrlg with the return of ‘Harry
Wharton & Co. to Glmfrlnrs alter tho
I"m not letting on
at__, this stage whom the *Game Kid "
1that'll E.gar wailting. But make no
mistake about it, chums, this yarn ia

a toppei Mind von read it!

“THE FORM-MASTER’S SECRET !"

Is the title of the next Dicky Nugent
story of Jack Jolly & Co. They, too,
ave back at .Bt. Sam's, that amazing
seat of learning over which the equally
amazing Dr. Birchemall presides. If you
hke a pood langh, vou'll get it in this

“shacker:” take it from me.

“THE MYSTERY OF FLYING
V-RANCH !”

Out- in, the wilds of Texas Fervers
I.{mlm and Jack Prake are going strong.
As the mnew sheriff of Wolf Point,
Ferrors Lu:,.ke has his handd full,” but
he’s never happier than when he's p
and -his
present case is tough mm:lgh in all con-
SCIENCD. ; .

Dmng to the ["'411'~.1|t'ras halidays the
issue ‘of the ‘MacHET containing this

‘bumper , programme _w Al be on e
eveiywhere . Friday, December-  1th,
Don't forget !

YA l'{ EDTTOR.

> ‘.
||-¢

LY

lene, Electric, ant

bt Ry, Samuyle

S E\FEIH.'TEING FOR |
H{IME CINEMATHGRAPHE-

9 Machines from 3/6 to £16) and
. Gas Lighting 3 :
Accessories -for. Home -Ulnemas of all sizes,
Kilmas, 1/-, post free.--1,000 it. len

wards. Acety-|.

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE "WORLD.

, and” all other

nmrm » '=" 7)-, post .iree, — FORD'S {DEPT.TJ}':
iats FREE "Ir' 13. Red Liun 5 Lum:l:::n. w..1.
‘JCull or fCall ar Welte. ntﬂmcﬂ am Btreat, ;
T = STOKER!
300 STAMPS FOR ‘6%, St gl o b | | SACKERS

Wales, Giold Const, ele.—W. Al WHITE, .'En;lm: .'I'..{I:-'BL LYE, Stourbridge.

ROYAL MJIRI\-F P{'.I'R{Jﬁ-.& - -

Bn-:rs are 'ﬂranted. for the Seaman Class (from wiuch

- -gelections . are made for the- Wireless Felegraphy-
ahd Sigwalling Branches).

Age 15} to 1p2 \rars

MEN also are reguired for ©
SE‘HM.F‘N fSpcf-r'n! hem:im'j i e

Age 185 to 3-3'
cadge 18 to'2d .
dgﬁ .'H' ﬁ: 2

£2,00

WORTH 'CHEAP "PHOTOD MATERIAL. — S:meies
. catalogue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, an]r ph::utcr, ad.—

Ju:nph' ]

HAG

in winning SUCeRss.
phiysigue ™

ETT'S WORKS, July Read, LIVERPOODL.

"HEIGHT COUNTS

"fleight Increased — health and
improved. - - Wonderful -
particulars and our £100 guarantec, to — GIRVAN
SYSTEM (A.M.P.), 17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4,

uflollk Streel,

Livorpool ¢ 55.
Man :h-.-:l.uf 116,
- Bend

results, for

GOOD FAY.

EKCELLEHT CHPLH{:EE Fﬂ'R PROMOTION. -
lateer t:l the Recruiting Sinf l.'flfl‘wr
EBirmingham; 121,
13 Orewn  Tereace,” Dowanhill
W J'tl.tﬂ]!:l-ll.l

Terr:mn Qum:ns Patrk, Zouthampion,

ALL FDUH D.

H.X, and B M.
Yictorin SBireet, Bt-lnml:
Glaagow: 20, Canpenvg Lo,
Landan W1, 289 Deanspale,
?".I:Iw‘.:l“t-E\.- oi-Tyvoe; o é Washlnglon

LUSHING

$||.+..p'|u 'J" day Parmanent Home Corea for olther sax. Mo
Auto stion, -drill, ¢to.  Write at onco, mentlon <M g, *

- Ehd ull partimlagl quils PREE private
ot 13. All Balnts Reoad, 8T. AWNN ﬂwﬂl‘l‘ BEEA,

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS, 8
SHYNESS,

&Il tha

TIMIDITY,

SENSATIONAL ETAMPD I'.'II'I'E]I-J
DUPLICATE STAME
100 DIFFERENT ET,H.HEH
T 1% AUSTRALIAN

above sent  abzoiutely

LIHBUEH [ Tﬂqgglﬂﬂﬂﬂ.

AL

FREE'!

Tree,  Jist 1erguesr cur famons
A pontcard wiil
LONDON Rﬂﬂ.n LIVERFOOL,

PavalE,

HAGIB -TRICKS,

Pricefd. each,4forlf-.—T.

“ete.—~Parcels, 2/8, 6/6. Ventriloguist's
Instrument. Invisible, Imitate
L Harrison, 259, Penl;:::ntilielid JLondon, ¥.1,

oend a ﬂtamp to
. of such ‘& berr

irds. ,.md‘r.r.r: in l:gﬂﬁﬂ'-tﬂ

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE ?

ay p-ustﬂge, and you will Iéarn I:u:nilrr to rid }nuraelf_
!a affliction free of

T. J. TEMPLE, Bpecialist, "Palace Hovse,"
g aft-aihur:.r Avenue, LONDON, W.1. s

" charge. "~ Enclaze stamp.

MAKE YOUR OWN ELECTRIC LIGHT

These wonderful Dymamos lght briliiantly
lamps and are very eazy to work.
6/g, post 6d, Delivery by return of

“De Luxe™ mode] e
post. .
EREEHE {Dept.U.d.), 14, New Oxlford 5t., London, W.C.

,5/6 | FOR XMAS

rs _

£-v. :

1 HUGEEH, 7,

partics, theatricals, fancy dress, ete, Original and
| inatruetive Disguise Outft, -price &/- each,
teta, post free —MILTON, 24, Station Parade, Norbury, London, 20,18,

STOP STAMMERING !

SOUTHAMPTDN . ROW, .

cE -

Cure yourself as I did. Par
tigulars Freo. —FRAME BE.
"LOWDON, W.C.1.

CUT THIS

"MAGHNET " PEN' COUPDH.

I"E“ 5 of l.ill:uué:aupnm =il only ‘2.-"& I:ul'HJ EI;I ﬂ-‘ﬂﬂ]}! direct Lo ﬂ-'l

118, Flest 3

I-JHE'PI:- & handwome lavor relr-ﬂ.tl.lng I‘I.!:ﬁ'l“ I‘ﬂ'%

solid gold mib (Gon modiom, orF broads, usinlly

or with 5 coupons only 2/9.

imm Erﬁ 1.{}31:- ft. 100-ft. Eumple. ad.;

FILMS &7 5 i 00k, Suple o
FIB#HAEE LANE; ETHHTF{IHD, E.15.

ouUT

VALUE Ed.

o

E"EFCEES I

and AMetal Watermark Deteetor, .to genuins appilcanta for Approvals—

100 DIFFEEREENT SBSTAMEPS,
War, Bevoelution, and Penos Issues,

BEAY.

rv.tn.rn ou Wil
PEN wilh
fLR Fluet- prica -4,

Manager,

TR

s WILEINSON, PROVINCIAL BUILDINGSE, COLW

All applications for Advertisement Space. in this
publication should be addressed 1o the Advertisement
UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleerway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

g L TH LT

25-12 26



14
— o —
T. The Major
i FEA\HREE checrs for the jolly old |piecked up the
— Chrigtmas turky ! cried Doctor [carvers and

Birchemall, the headmaster of

St Bam's. ** Hip, hip, hi iy

“Hoorey " shouted Jack Jolly dnd
Merry and Bright,

And Major Merry, at the hoad of the
table, smacked his lipps with grate gusto
as the turky was born into the cke-panelled
dining-room by the livverid footmen,

It was Christmas Day in the workhouse,
end alzo at Merry Manner, It wss Christ-
mas Day in lots of other places az well ;
but we are only konserned with the fine old
Cornish maansion where Jack Jolly & Co,
were sperching fhe Vack with Merry's
patar,

The Head was spending the Vack there,
also, mueh to the annoyence of our heroes,
They eggsperienced a sense of being under
dissiplin, with the Head’s cagle eye always
vwpoirthem, It wes like Doctor Birchemall's
chéek, they refleckted, to invite himself
to Merey Manner, and upset their hollerday
by taking all the guilt-off the jingerbread.

“The Head had been rather a wet blanket,
g0 far : but now that the Christmas dinner
was being served, he was in one of his most
happy and festive moods. A clown's cap,
which liad comée out of & eracker, was
perchéd on hia head ; and he rocked two
#nd fro in his chair, gloating with gles at
the sight of the turky, It was a maggnifi.
sent bird, which had been shot by the
Major on one of his big game expedishuns
in the troppicks, - Perrhaps it wap a trifle
on.the tuff side, having been kept in cold
storage all through the summer; but the
guests were far too perlite to look e gift
turky in the' mouth,

The bird was laid revverently on the
table by the livverid footrhen, who then
withdréew to the domestick regions to
enjoy their own Christmas Dinner of
bread.and-cheese and onions.

“ Shall I carve, Major ? " asked the Head
eagerly, *I'm awfully good at carving;
in fact, I carved out my own career ! ™

Major Merry frowned,

*Sir | " hesaid, * From time immaterial
it has been the custom for the head of the
House of Merry to carve the Christmas
turky. There is & traddition that if any
gueat 13 aloud to earve the bird, 1t will
bring. thirteen years’ bad luck to Merry
Manner. 'This being the case, I must
pexlitely request you to keep off the grass.”

“ Righty-ch, old bean | " said the Head,
with a shrogg of the sholders. “ Get on

with the washing ! "

wielded them with
grate vigger,

“Which part
would you like,
Doctor?” he
azked.

“The hrest, the
wings, the legs, the
parson's nose, and
the stoffing!”
replied the Head promptly. -

“ Egad ! " gasped 'thie Major. “ Do you
oggspect the whole of the bird 7™

* Well, 1t would zave you the trubble
of carving,” sald the Head sweetly,

“ Greedy old glutten ! " muttered Jack
Jolly, under his breth.

The Major hacked off & wing and tossed
it carclessly on to the Heed's plate,
“Take that, and be thankiul!™ he
enapped. -

The Head made a rye face, and started
to complain bitterly, but the Major cut
him short,

“Enufil" he eaid sharply.

“But it ian't enuff ! protested the
Head, * Do you eggspeet me to make my
Christmas Dinner off a mizzerable wing ™

“ Enuff of your growsing, I mean!™
barked the Major. ° This is Christmas—
the geezon of picce and goodwill—and I will
net have an angry word spoken m my
house ! Understand me, sir ! If anybody
in thig room dares to raise hia voice, or to
exhibbit the lsast trace of & temper, T'll
have him foreibly ejected ! Anger iz forrin
‘to the Christrias spirrit, and I jolly well
won't have it | " added the Major angrily.

' Calm yourself, my dear Major,” said
the Head scothingly, " or you will be
gotting an applepletic. fit, and I have no
nolhdge of first-aid in such casea” )

The Head then picked up the wing in
his fingera and nawed it like & ravvenus

dog. Jack Jolly & Co. watched him in
disgust. Their own table manors were
perfect. They would never dreem of

picking up a turky-wing in their fingers,
They spiked it with a fork and nawed it off
that, in the proper manor.

The turky was a huge suxxess, and Jack
Jolly & Co. waited eagerly for the Christ.-
mas Pooding which was to follow, 8o did
the Head : in fact, he could hardly contain
his impatiense,

When the livvenid footmen again ap-

into the diming.room with an enormus
plum-pooding, piping hot, the Head
jumped to his fest and frisked and capered
like & schoolboy,

“What a whopper ! " he cried, pazing
admiringly et the Christmas IPooding.

Tur MAexEr LiBRARY.—No. 984,

_.lu When the livverid foolmen marched

inta the room with an anarmus
plum pooding, the Head jumped to
his feet, and frieked and caparod like
a schoolboy.

the Head sarkastically.

peared on the seen, marching majeatikally

4

‘“Are there mny threepenny-
peaces in it, Major ¢

“ Lots ! " said Mejor Merry.
“There iz also a real golden
sovverin |

* Whereabouts § **

“ Ah, that is the cook's
secret ! said the Major, with &
amile. ** Tt is somewhere in the
pooding, and we all stand an
egquel chance of securing it.”

“ May T carve the pooding ?
There's ne ancient tradihion
sbout . that, I suppose I’ said

i

““ None whatever ! "' said the
Major. ** Go ahead ™

The Head prodded the pood-
ing very carefully with a fork,
hoping to locate the golden
sovverin. But there was no
metallicke clink, so the Head
came to -the concloosion that
the coin was berried in the hart
of tha pooding, He thereiore
carved himself a huge lump
out of the middie, Then he
carved very thin slices for Jack
Jolly & Co., and the Major, and -
before serving them he prodded
them wvery carefully, {o meks
‘gure that none of them con-
tainad the preshus sovverin,

“There ! eaid the Head,
passing the plates rowmd, " 1T
have piven each of vou & most
jennerus portion, and I =hall
not eggspoct you to come agadin !
Greedyness iz repellant to me; glutterny
Iabore!™

8o saying, the Head pilched inio his
enormous wheele of pooding with- great
vim, He wes confident that hiz was the
peace which contained the golden sovverin,
and prezzantly his fork found contact with
somothing hard,

“* Ha, ha ! 'The trezzure 15 mine ! " said
the Head tinumfently.

But he spoke too soon, It was only a
threepenny-bit which came to light, The
Head licked the pooding off it, and slipped
the coin into his pocket. Then lis renewed
his Mﬁmﬂ. for the golden sovverin.

The Major and Jack Jolly & Co. had
finished their scanty helpings, and they
cazed 2t the Head in amazement, He was
shovelling pooding into his mouth at =«
trooly alarming rate. What had onee beex
B mountain on his plste rapidly hecame a
molehill, and then it disappeared entirely.

And still the Head bad not found the
sovverin !

“No luck 1" he mermered.  1'm afraid
there is nothing for it but to pollish off the
reat of the pooding ! ™

“What ! eried the Msjor, agarst.
* You cannot possibly consoom all that.
You will be billyus ! ™

“ Billyus or not, I mean fo find that
golden sovverin ! " said the Head grimly.

Arud he drow towards him the dish which
contained the vest of Lthe pooding, and hiy
jaws champed bizzily,

Jack Jolly & Co, realised that there was
no more Christmas Pooding for them !
But they helped themselves to minse-pies,
snd watched the Head at his work,

“ Birchemall,”” gasped the Major, * you
will be getting India-gestion if you don'é
desist ! It's & dashed paneful complaint,
I may ted you, I contracted it mysell

__. . ._ "_".
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Being the Holiday Adveatures of Jack
JoMy & Ce., the Heroes of St Sam’s.
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when I was serving in India.
Shooting, stabbing panea in the
chest ;  burning sensations in

the pit of the—.""

“ Yaroogo | * yelled the Head,
His teeth had suddenly coms
into oontact with something
hard and eolid,

‘“He's found the sovverin at
leat ! *' .muttered Jack Jolly.

But it wasn't. It was meerly
another threspenny-bit !

* Botheration ! "' growled the
Head. I thought I’d struck
gold that time ! Is there really
a& sovwerin in this pooding,
Msajor, or are you having me on
8 portion of string, as the saying

goes ¢ 7
Y Tha sovverin's Lhere all
rvight ! " pgrinned the Major.

¥ Stiek it, Doctor! It's doggid
as does it. But I reckon you'll
need  that sovverin for lndia-
gestion cures by the time you
find it ! "

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Jack
Jolly & Uo. By this time the
Head was so surfeeted with
Christmas Pooding that he
was swelling visibly. He had
exceeded the feed limit by a long
way, and a sickly paller was
spreading over his face. But
he munched on ic ithe bilter
end, Awd there was no sign of
the golden sovverin !

“Ite & frawd ! muttered the Head,
alumping back in his chair and glaring at
Major Merry. " Where ias the golden
sovverin you were babbling ebout %"

“You've swallered it, I egpspect ! ™ said
the Major.

vk m.WHHH H 1}

Vissions of the operating-table, and
the kmife, Hoated Dbefore the Head's
angwished vind.

* Or else i lie cook forgot 1o put it in the
pooding ! "' suggested the Major,

“Good lor’ ! gasped the w..m_mmﬁ faintly,
Hh_umi then Jack Jolly dropped & bomnb-
m w.m. #

“Cook didn't forget it, sir,” he said.
“The sovverin wai in the poodin, all
serene. Here it iz! It was in my portion,
sir, and by a lueky chance you over.
looked it ! "™

Grinning all over his dile, Jack Jolly
held between his thumb and fourfinger a
glittering sovverin |

Then the Head saw redd, He had shifted
f mountain of pooding-—plonghed his way
through it until each mouthiul became a
nightmare-—and Jack Jollty had had the
sovverin all the time !

* You—you young villan ! ™ roared tho
Heead, jumping to his feet, ** Gimme that
aquid ! It’'s mine ! L've earned it by ihe
swet of my brow ! I've stuffed mvseli with
Uhristimas Pooding till I look like ene!
And you—yow've had 1he sovvenin in your
poasession all the time!*?

* Ha, ha, ha ! * yelled Merry and Bright.

* Ho, ho, ho ! ™ roarved 1he Major.

The Head made a savvidge rush at
Jeclk Jolly ; but that cheery woulh was
toa quick for him,. He derted to the deor,
and disappeared ; and the Head carried
too much earpo on board to be abls to

stricde, hiz face
turned a rstl
green, and he col-
lapsed in 4 groan-
ing heap on the
floor.,

“India-ges-
oy tion ! " said the

Major orackularly.
pia TN Y

* 1 know the simp-
toms only too well;
You won't forget
this Chnrstmas
. Dinner in & hurry,
I am sure Doctor ™

And the Head didn't !

IL

OR the rest of Christmas Day, the
Head lay groaning on a bed of
pane, with glassy eyes fixéd

_upon the sealing, The Chrisimas

pooding wayed heavily on his mind—
snd on his chest. He was an absontes
from tea, and & truant from supper. And
Jack Jolly & Co. were glad to be rid of
his company,

Our heroes went early to bed, for they
had . not slept much the night before,
having stayed up to play ghostly pranks
on the Heoad,

Merry Manner was a haunted house,
full of dark and sinnister misteries. The
Ghost of a Wicked Barron was in the
habbit of prowling arcund at desd of
night, putting the wind up all and sundery,

ut it was not the Wicked Barron who
had walked on Christmas Eve. It had
been Jack Jolly, wttired in o spot of
armer Wwhich he had borrowed from the
hall, He had given the Head an awful
soare ; in fact, the whole house had been
thrown into & state of pannick and com-
motion,
_ The juniors were too tired to indulge
m any ghostly capers to-night. They
contented  themselves with emptying
Jugs of water on to the heads of the carrol.
singers benceth their winders. Then they
turned in, and were soon in the amms of
Morphia, the goddess of slumbeor.

It anust have Dboen about midnight,
when Jack Jolly nwoke with & start.
~ There was a shuffling of slipperad fect
in the corridors. 'Then the deor of the
Jjuniors’ bed-room burst open, and Major
Merry rushed in. IHe was in p state of
dish.- .__ ; his nees were nocking togethor
with fright; and his eves were starting
out of their sockitts, In his hand he
carried a guttering candle.

Major. “I have boen vizzited by tle
Ghoat of the Wicked Barran, I have been
hurled boddily out of bed, and my room
has beon wrecked by invisible hands!™

“Myhat "

* Artikles of ferniture woere thrown
around the room, and there wes such a
wild seen of digorder that I dreemed for
2 moment that I was in the House of
Commons | "

“ And what of the Ghost; gir 7 "

“He vannished as misteriously as he
camne,” said the- Major. “ But I'm not
going to stay in my room and risk & second
vizzitation. Already I am broozed from
head to foot, as & rezzult of being thrown
out of bed, If you have no objeckehun,
bowe, I will sleep here for the romainder
of- the night, I am not & cowherd:
but when there are ghosts of Wicked
Barrons clanking around the house, I
prafer not to be alone.”

* Quite so, sir,” said Jack Jolly. " You
can  sleep soundly hear, T'll  protect
f you, if anything should happen.”

The Major turned into the spare bed,
with a grunt of grattytude, and was soon
snoring like a foghorn. Merry and Bright
were still aleeping soundly,

Jack Jolly yawned, and closed his eyes
and was on the peint of dozing off, when,
he fancied he heard a misterious sound
in the room,

Cliek |

Faintly through the pleom came ths
sound of the wardrobe being hurled to the
floor, and the washstand overturned,
Jack Jolly also fancied he could ‘hear a
water-jug being hurled through the closed
winder,

“Only my faney,” he mermered
drowsily., I eggspect it's mice’ in the
wanescoting,”’
And he was about to compose himself
to slumber once more, when suddenly the
bed heoaled over like s ghip in & ruff
seq,
The Major shiot out of his bed on to the
floor, and Jack Jolly went sprawling
from his bed on top of him,
“Ha, ha!” A holiow, mocking larf
floated through the darkness. * Tremble,
thou scurvy knavea! The Ghost of the
Wicked Barron is on the giddy warpath ! '
The Major gave a loud beller of fear,
88 he sprawled on the floor. But Jack
Jolly, who had the curridge of a lion in o
crysiz, was on lig fect in a twinkling,
and shaking hie chums, Merry and Bright,
*Tumble out, you fellows!” he cried
(Contenuved on next page.)

“Ah!l Yon are awake,.Jolly ! said
the Major. “I hawve just had a most
terniying egosperience, my boy ! "™

Jack Jolly sat up in bed,

“ Nightmare, sir 1 ho asked,

S -
perthetically,

follow very far, He stopped .short in his

* Nightmare be blowed ! roaved ihe

The Major shot a.:njﬁ_. his bed on to
the flocr, and Jack Jolly went
sprawling on top of him.
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