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Whether the eracksmien gang who
were “working” the neighbourhood

paid a visit to Greylriars or uot, there
was ne doubt that a burglary was about
to take place in Horace Coker's study !

Lunter grivved in anticipation.

But, with his hand on the door, the
Owl of the Removae suddenly stopped
and listened, with o throbbing 1 tus
fat heart.

Slain!

The sound of a docr, closed with con-
siderable  violence, rang along tho
Fifth VForm passage.

It was the door of the games study.
Somcbody had left thau study, and shut
the door after him with great emphasis,

Heavy footsteps tramped down the

SSLEZC.

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

He knew those footsteps! They were
Coker's! It really was cruel luck on
Bunter. He had left Coker talking—
and, naturally, he had supposed that
Coker would go on talking. Coker, in
fact, never left off talking if he could
help it. Apparently, on this occasion,
he had not been able te help it.

Anyhow, he was coming to his study.

Bunter stood frozen with terror—for-
getting even the cake. I was too late
to dodge out of the study—he would
have emerged full in the sight of the
approaching Fifth-Former.

Yet he knew what to expect if Coker
found him there. It was his second
attempt on the cake. On the first occa-
sion Coker had pursuea him to the
Remove passage—and what had hap-
pened there could not have improved
Coker's temper. If he found Bunter
after that cake again—cornered in the
study, with escape cut off— Bunter
turned quite cold at the thought.

He blinked wildly round the study
for a hiding-place

Fortunately, there was one ready at

hand. The study table was draped with
a handsome cover, & gift from Coker’s
affectionate Aunt Judy. That cover
descended all round the table to within
a foot of the floor.

Bunter plunged breathlessly under
the table.

Squatting in the centre of the space
beneath the table, stilling his breath,
the Owl of the Remove was safe from
discovery—unless a  fellow actually
stooped down and looked under the
table, which, of course, Coker was not
likely to do.

Bunter was only just in time.

The door opencd, anc heavy footsteps
tramped into the study, and the door
slammed again. Bunter was no longer
alone.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

ORACE COKER turned on the
ﬁ light in his study.
His rugged face wore a deep
[rown.

Heo was annoyed.

He had come back to hLis quarters
alone; Potter and Greene, his study
mates and chums, remained in the
games study. They had let him go
alone—in fact, they haa been glad to
see him go. With Coker's friends, a
little of Coker's gonversation went a
long way. Coker had s way of collar-
ing tho conversation, sc to speak. He
had little use for replies; interruptions
he frowned upon.

In conversation, it was for Coker to
select the topie, and expatiate upon it.
Other fellows were limited to “Oh!”
and “Ah! and “Yes," and “Quite so,
Coker |” and not too much of that.

Obviously, & conversationalist like
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Coker was bound ir have his feelings
hurt sometimes.

They were hurt now. Blundell of the
Fifth bad told him that he was fed-up
with burglars; Bland had requested him
to ring off, Price had asked him to
shut up; Fitzgerald had inquired
whether he was wound up; and Hilton
had said that if he didn't give a fellow
a rest, he would shy a hassock at his
head. These remarss were plain
enough to penetrate even Coker's triple
armour of obtuscness, self-satisfaction,
and fatheadedness.

S0 he had departed from the games
study in wrath, slamming the door of
that apartment behind him with a
mighty slam.

He naturally expected his chums,
Potter and Greene, to follow him and
revel in the delights of his conversation
in their own study. But they hado’t.
They had let him go alone, just as.if
thez were as fed-up as the other fellows
with Coker’s chinwag. This was the
unkindest cut of all.

Coker stamped across to the armchair
and sat down. He had the evening
paper under his arm. In that paper
was the latest accoun. of the “cracked
cribs” in the neighbourhood of Grey-
friars School. Coker sat down to read
that account. .

Few fellows at Greyfriars were in-
terested in cracked cribs. But Horace

Coker was one of the few.
Literature, for the mosi %aor‘;h, did not
ks he fe-
All the

appeal to Coker. Sehool
garded with deep disdain.
masterpieces of classic literature Coker

lumped together under the general
heading of “muck.” His feelings to-
wards P. Vergilius Maro an

Horatius Flaccus were bitter. \Viﬂl
Titus Livius, he would have been glad
to have the gloves on for a few rounds,
had that been possible.

But there was a peouliar kind of
modern literature that hit Coker just
where he lived, so to speak.

He revelled in yellow-jacketed detec-
tive novels. The shillings that Coker
expended on these remarkable works
would have ruined any other man in the
Fifth.

From this deep well of information
Coker drew an extensive knowledze of
cracksmen and their ways. He knew
ail about swag, and narks, and busies,
and cribs and the cracking thereof.

when a series of burglaries
occurred in the near vicinity of the
school that Coker honoured and adorned
with his presence, he was naturally
intercsted and thrilled.

The police, so far, .bad been unable
to track down the mysterious cracksmen.
Coker fancied that, in their place, he
would have handled the matter rather
more successfully. And it did not occur
to him that this was merely a fancy.

Sprawling in the armchair, with his
long legs stretched out towards the study
table, Coker devoured the newspaper
account of the latest outrage.

Coker's legs were long, end their
extremities invaded the space under the
table when he stretched them out—
rather to the alarm of a fat junior who
was squatted there. Two enormous
feet rested within a few inches of Billy
Bunter.

Bunter blinked at them in dismay. A
fow more inches, and those huge feet
would have prodded Bunter. For-
tunately they stopped short of that.

Coker, as he devoured the latest news,
recovered from his ill-humour, and the
dark frown left his rugged brow. He
was deeply interested in the proceedings
6f sthat mysterious gang of oracksmen.
But if Horace Coker was enjoying him-
self, the other occupant of the ptudy
was not.



EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter was growing more and more
uncomfortable.

Prep being over, he had not expected
Coker to come back to his study at all.
When Coker came in, Bunter had hoped
that he had merely come in for a book
or something, and would depart again.
When Coker settled down in the arm-
chair with the newspaper, Bunter’s dis-
may was great.

It was getting towards bed-time for
the Remove. Bunter, evidently, could
not stay very long where he was.

On the other hand, he could not leave
80 long as Coker was there. So he was
on the horns of a dilemma.

He dared not make a sound. He
tried not to breathe. The mere idea of
being discovered and rooted out by
Coker made a cold chill run down his
spine.

He listened to the rustling of the
newspaper and ta an occasional grunt
from Coker, and wondered dismally
whether the beast would never go. If
Coker remained there till bed-time
Bunter was done for—bed-time for the
Fifth being half an hour later than for
the Remove:

“Billy ass!” ejaculated Coker sud-
denly. “Fooll”

Bunter almost jumped.

For the moment he fancied that Coker
had spotted him, and was addressing
him.

But Coker did not stir from the arm-
chair.

“Chump !” he went on. “Tathead I”

He was not addressing Bunter. He
was cxpressing his opinion of Inspector
Grimes, of Courtfield, who was engaged
on the Popper Court case.

“Bo they've sent for a Scotland Yard
man, have they ?” Coker went on, aloud,
“Well, I hope he may do some good.
Grimey won't get back old Popper's
silver pots for him, that's a cert. If a
fellow iad a chance—"

Coker sighed. The limitations of
school life pressed very heavily upon
him just then.

“It's as plain as anything,” went on
Coker, addressing space, “that one of
the gang got into the house and hid
himself, and let in the others after-
wards. That’s what I deduce.”

Bunter grinned under*the table.

“ Just w?mt might happen here,” went
on Coker. “Now it gets dark so early,
e cracksman could sneak into the place
before the House is locked np—a back
window or something—all ready to let
the other rotters in at midnight! Might
happen any night!”

And Coker gave a snort, expressive of
his feelings of contempt for the official
police—a contempt equalling that of any
private detective in a yellow-jacketed
novel.

He resumed the newspaper.

Bunter squatted and waited.
the beast never go?

The beast showed no signs of going.

Bunter was getting eramped.

He had been more than a quarter of
an hour under the table, crouched in a
most uncomfortable attitude.

His fat limbs ached, a feeling like

ins and needles crept along one fat leg,

e had a tickling in his back. He
realised with horror that he would not
be able to keep still and silent much
longer. Would the beast never, never

go?

At all risks, Bunter had to shift his
position a little. He was getting more
and more cramped.

He shifted a iJilt!e.

There was a sudden rustle of the news-
‘Japor, and Coker moved in the chair.

juntet’s fa: heart stood still.

For a long, agonised moment he
dreaded that Coker had heard him—
that the Fifth Form man was about to
lift the edge of the tablecloth and reveal

Would

him—alter which, Coker’s Heavy boot
would play the principal part in the
subsequent proceedings.

But Coker-did not rise from the chair.
He sat still—very still—indeed, un-
naturally still] Bunter breathed again.

He little knew!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Strategie !

OKER hardly breathed.
C He was not reading the news-
paper now.

. Over the top of the paper his
gaze was fixed, as if fascinated, on the
table-cover’s lower edge.

He was not admiring that expensive
%ift from Aunt Judy. He was not
thinking of the tablecover. He was
thinking of what it hid.

He was thinking—or trying to think—
with his brain almost in a whirl.

Coker was not alone in the study! He
knew that now! Distinctly he had
heard a siealthﬁ sound from under the
table. Under that table, draped by the
descending edge of the cover, someone
was hidden..

There could be no mistake about it.
He knew! He had heard a stealthy

x
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movement distinctly. Now, in the deep
silencoe of the study, he fancied that he
could detect a sound of suppressed
breathing.

Coker did not need telling what it
meant. Not the slightest doubt on that
point’ crossed his mind. The gang of
cracksmen who had worked the neigh-
bourhood had, as Coker had already
suspected, turned their designs on Grey-
friars School. They had, as Coker had
already suspected, surreptitiously intro-
duced one of their number into the
House, to remain in hiding and let in
the rest of the gang when the place was
buried in silence and slumber. It was
all clear to Coker.

Under the table in his study, within
a few feet of him, was crouched a
desperate cracksman in hiding. That
was obvious—to Coker!

To Coker’s credit be it said, that he
did not lose his nerve in these perilous
and thrilling circumstances.

Coker had heaps of pluck. Nature,
who seemed to have overlooked Coker in
the matter of brains, had endowed him
with unlimited pluck, doubtless by way
of compensation. But courageous as he
was, Coker could not help a queer thrill
creeping along his spine at the know-
ledge—the  certain _ knowledge—that
within a few feet of him crouched a
grim and ruthless desperado, probably
with an automatic pistel in his grip.

7

That the villain had an automatic was
practically certain. All the cracksmen
in Coker’s yellow-jacketed novels had
automatics. There was no reason, so
far as Coker could see, why this par-
ticular villain should depart from the
general rule.

Coker remained very still. Now that
he knew how matters stood, he had to
think.

His first impulse was to grip the
poker, raise the table-cover, and root
out the hidden burglar. Coker was pre-
pared to stun him with a hefty blow—
indeed, to crack his head beyond repair
if necessary. But the thought of the
automatie restrained him. Fear did not
enter into Coker’s composition, but he
knew that a poker was not much use
against an automatie.

Coker did not act on his first impulse.
Sitting in the chair, he affected, with
masterly strategy, to bhave heard
nothing.

The ruffian, evidently, had been under
the table all the while Coker had been
in the study. Coker could follow the
villain's thoughts quite easily. The
cracksman had watched the place,
learned a good deal about its ways, and
was aware that after prep a. study was
a fairly safe place to hide in. Creeping
through the House looking for a safe
hiding-place, the scoundrel had fancied
that he had found one in a study where
there was no light on. It was clear
enough to Coker. But for the fact that
the fellows in the games study had
grown tired of Coker's conversation,
Coker would not have returned to his
study at all, and the dastard would have
remained undiscovered and secure. His

Igdns. Coker could see, had been well-
aid.

The question was now, how to deal
with him. Coker considered that, as he
sat with the newspaper on his knees,
staring at the drooping table-cover that
hid the cracksman from his sight.
_.AtiﬂckinE him with the poker was
simply asking for a bullet from the
deadly automatie,
cnough.

Obviously, Coker's game was to affect
to know nothing, to see nothing; to re-
tire from the study in a casual sort of
way, without awakening the hidden
villain’s suspicions, and return with
overwhelming help to secure him.

Having reached that decision Coker
rose from the chair, making his move-
ment as casual as possible,

Carelessly he strolled

That was not good

towards the
0Oor.

Under the table Billy Bunter almost
gasped with relief. The beast was
going at last.

Coker, though his heart was beating
rather fast, hummed a tune as he
strolled towards the door. That was to
show how very casual he was, and to
reassure the hidden burglar. The vil-
lain, of course, was not to be allowed
to guess that Coker knew he was there.

Coker reached the door and opencd
it. Swiftly, deftly, Coker changed the
key to the outside of the loclk.

Then, rather hurriedly, he stepped
out of the study into the passage, drew
the door shut, and turned the key.

“Got him!” breathed Coker.

And he fairly sprinted up the passage
towards the games study.

He left a very dismayed fat burglar
behind him in his room. Billy Bunter
had watched Coker's legs progressing
ncross the study to the door with deep
satisfaction. But as he heard the key
click in the outside of the lock, Billy
Bunter’s satisfaction vanished all of a
sudden. He gaspdd with dismay. Ie
was locked in the study. For some un-
known, inexplicable reason Coker had

THE Macser Lisrary.—No. 1,138.
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Will you come!” hooted Coker.
“He may get away while I'm going to
fetch Prout! Come! Don’t be funky!
Call some more fellows, in case he tries
to usc his automatie—"

“His what?” gasped Wingate.

“ Automatic ! ﬁe's got an automatic?”

“Did you see it?"” howled Gwynne,

“For Foodnes_s’ sake don’t waste time
jawing !” exclaimed Coker. “He's got
an automatic, and we want a good many
fellows to seize him. He won't dare to
fire on & crowd of us. Come on "

ker could not say that he
had seen the automatic. But
he knew that the burglar must .
have one; he had never rcad a ]
cracksman story without an I
automalic in it.

Wingate and Gwynne looked
at onc another, and started up |
the staircase. They did not "J
know what to make of this
alarm; and it scemed improb-
able that the most enterprising
burglar could have entered
Greyfriars while all the lights
were on and all the fellows
were up. Still, Coker had posi-
tively stated that there was a
burglar in his study, and they
naturally supposed that he had
scen somebody there—burglar
or not! 'They could not guess
that Coker had merely heard
somebody under his study table,
and that all tho rest was
masterly deduction.

“Better get a weapon of
some sort!” exclaimed Coker.
¥ Pokers, or something—""

*“Howly mother av Moses!” ejacu-
lated Fitzgerald. “Coker's brought the
prefects up to bag that burglar.’

“Ha, ha, bha!”

“It's Coker's latest,” said Bob
Cherry. “Walk u];, gents; no charge!”

Some of the Fifih joined the crowd
going along the Fassa.ge. Quite an
army arrived at the door of Coker's
study, with Horace and the two
prefecta.

“Open  the Coker I"
Wingate gruffly.

Coker fumbled in his pocket for the

door, said

“0Oh, rats!” grunted Win-

gate.

“Don’'t be a silly ass!” urged
Coker.

The two prefects went on up
the stairs unheeding. Some-
thing, they supposed, must have
happened in  Coker's study,
though they did not believe
that a burglary had Lappened.
And they did not consider it
needful io arm themselves with
pokers for the investigation.

Coker rushed up afer them.
He would have preferred to
delay long enough to arm him-
sclf with a poker, a chopper, or
a golf club. But he was not
going to be left behiind. It was,
after all, his burglar!

“Come on, my children
said Dob Cherry. “We're on
in this scene.”

“Yes, rather,”

“The orfulness is terrific!"

“Lf it's a burglnr, we'll help
collar him," said Bob. “If it's
Mrs. Kebble’s cat, we won't ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

The Famous Five followed
the sentors up the stairs. After
them followed a erowd of other
fellows—seniors  and  juniors.
Coker had spread the alarm
—though nobody, it was true, looked
very much alarmed. Something was
uE. and the fellows wanted to seo
what it was; but nobody expected that
a burglar would materialise.

Wingate and CGuwynne and Coker
marched nto the FFifth Form passage,
the Famous Five aflter them, and twenty
or thirty fellows after the five. The
tramp of many feet caused some of the

1

Fifth to look out Iﬂf the games study.
T'bey secmed =urprized to see the erowd
in their passage.

“lallo what's this game?" asked

Blundell.

“Only some of Coker's rot, but we're
looking inte it,” apswered Wingate, and
be walked on down the passage.

* You fatheads, getting in a fellow’s way !’ Coker. “Don’t stop me—I'm
in a hurry ! ** As Coker scrambled up, he planted a foot on Gwynne's neck, and rested
a heavy hand on Wingate’s face. But Horace was not in a mood to notice these trifles.

9
the Midnight Murder ”; but the key
did not yet come to light.

o Some’l(xody'n there,” said Gwynne.

“Potter or Greene, I supposc; it's
their study,” said Wingate.

“We're here!” said Potter
CGreene together.,

“Oh!” said the Greyfriars captain.

Nobody belonging to the study was in
the study. Yet someone was there.
That was certsin. He had been heard
to gasp, and he had becn heard to move.
The fellows began to wonder whether
thcre might be a burglar there, after
a!l. It was possible that Coker had not
made a mistake. Not probable, but
possible !

“Where's that key, Coker?" growled
Wingate.

“1 can’t find the beastly thing——"

“You silly asa!"

“Look here, Wingate—"

“Is that the key sticking out of the

and

book, Coker?” asked Frank Nugent
gently,
“shut up, you cheeky fag— Oh

here it is!”  Coker drew forth the kcy:

(See Chapter 5.)

key. which he had withdrawn from the
lock, after locking in the burglar with
such masterly strategy.

“Hark!” ejaculated Gwynne.

There was a scund in the study
Clearly and distinetly came the souna
of a startled gasp and of somecone that
woved.  Then there was silence.

The crowd in the passage looked ut
one another. Coker was etill fumbling
for the key. In the excitement of the
moment  he had forgotten in which
pocket ho had placed it. e turned out
ail sorts of articles in his scarch for the
key—a pocket-knife, a fountain-pen, two
o= three letters soaked with ink from
the fountain-pen, a volume in a yellow
paper cover entitled “The Mystery of

which he had inadveriently thrust be-
tween the pages of the © Mystery of the
Midnight Murder " when placing it in
his pocket. “Now I'll have the door
open in a Jiffy!  Look out for his
sulomatic !

*Oh, rot!"

“Look here, Wingate—-"

“Open the door, ass, and shut up !”

“ Look here—"

“Open that door, fathead !

Coher breathed hard and opened the
door. These denbting Thomases would
bo convinced when they  =aw  the
burglar!

He unlocked the door, turned the
bandle, and threw it open, Fellows
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“" ICKHAM, old fellow ! said Dr.
[] Birchemall, tho MHend of 5t

Sam's, one wintry nite, ** Just

.. lend me your shell-like ears for

& minnit, will you? 1 have tidings of
grate joy to impart !”

Mr. Lickham, the master of the St.
Bam’s Yourth, obediently detatched his
ears and lent them to the Head.

* Pray proseed. sir!"” ho said, having
performed this little formallity.

Dr. Birchomall sank his wvoice to a
thrilling  wisper, and ommounced in
dramattick tones:

** Christmas is coming ! "

Mr. Lickham recoilen, with a violent
start,

* (iood hevvens ! However did yon find
that out ¥ ho asked, in o stale of con-
giderable astonishment.

Tho Head Jurfed.

* Quite easily, my dear Lickham ! This
morning, on sitting down at iny desk, I
insulted the calendar, and in a cupple of
ticks I had assertained that the Festive
Heason is drawing ny.  Not everybody
would have thought of finding out in such
a manner, I admit. DBut then, I'm not like
everybody else, am I 2"

* You certainly are not, sir!” grinned
the master of the Fourth. ** Forchunitly,
there are not many dubble-died villans of
your kiduney about !

* Why, you cheoky ass
the Head, imlignanbﬂ'.

“*Anyway, now that Christmas is coming,
what about it ?" asked Mr. Lickham,
deciming it advisable to change the subject.
*Aro you Lkontemplating giving me a
Clivistmas box or standing me o whacking
grato feed or something ? If so, I will
sxxept your kind offer with the gratest
of plezzure ! ™

Dr. Birchemall ghook his head vig-

eggsclaimed

mas.

“I had kontemplated nothing of the
kind, Lickham. To my mind, a much
hotter idea would bo for you to stand a
feed to me ! However, that's by the way.
The real reason I mentioned tho coming of
jolly old Christmas is that 1 amn selling
Christmas cards, calondars ond crackors
on commission, this year, and I am looking
to you to give me a substanshall order.
What about it 1"

Mr. Lickham looked deeply interested.

“Well, I shall cortainly requiro a
quantity of Christmas cards, sir,” he
romarked. ** Matter of fact, I am soriously
thinking of sonding out quite a lot to my
rich maiden aunts and bachelor uncles, in
the hope that they will remember me in
their wills ! ™

i L oggspbuct thoy are much more likely
to remember you in their ‘won'ts’ 1"
i;rinned the Hend. ' However, there's no
iarmin trying. Trot nIon% now, Lickham,
and inspect my stock, which I have set out
on a table in my study !

** Delited, sir ! " said the master of the
Fourth, and the two jentlemen then
tramped off together.

As they ttotted through tho Fourth
Form passidge, the sound of youthful
voices raised in mewsick fell on their ears.
Jack Jolly & Co. wore practising Christmas
carols for the end-of-term concert and the
cheory strains of * Good King Woenco's
Lass  farely filled the air,

* (Good King Wence's Lass looked out

On tho feast of Stephen "
roared out Jack Jolly & Co. in their
youthful trebbles.

Dr. Birchemall pawsed, his beady eyes
twinkling merrily.

“ Good wheoze! I'll ask Jolly and his
friends to como along and sco the goods at
tho same time!” he remarked. * They
aro influential lndds with lots of wealthy
connections, Irobably thoy will be able
to got me o lot of ordors ! Eggecuse me a
moment, Lickham !

** Granted ns soon as asked, sir!” said
Mr. Lickham, readily.

The Head, in his usual polite way, kicked
opon the door of Jack Jolly’s study and

gerously.

poked his head in.

A sumptious holiday with plenty
of delicious tfuck and money to
burn, is how Dr. Birchemall, the Head
of St. Sam’s, hopes to spend Christ-
But there’s a big surprise in
store for him, as you will learn when
you read this latest effusion hy our
tame author—Dieky Nugant.
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“ Good evening, boys!’ le
bellowed.

“ Good evening, sir ! corussed Jack
Jolly & Co., pawsing in tho middle of
“ Good King Wence's Lass.”

“T notiss you're carolling,” remarked
the Head, genially. *“Do you objoct to
my singing you a new version of * Wence's
Lass’?” i

*“ Not at all, sir!” grinned Jack Jolly.
“We're willing to try anything once,
aren’t we, you chaps ?”

“ Yeos, rather | ” shouted the rest of the

0.
* Right-lo, then!” said the Head.
“ Here goes !
He cleared his throat (an casy matter to
a high-jump champion like the Head 1) and
to the tuno of ** Good King Wence’s Lass
sang the following words :

“ Who will buy my Christmas cards
For the Foast of Stephen ?
Take a tip from me, my pards !
Como along this even.
Ses my stock and pick and choose—
That's the finest ru-u-u-ule.
I've got bargaing ; you can’t lose ;
Lvery one’s u je-e-e-ewel ! "

“My hat! Ts that all, sir " askdl
TJack Jolly, politoly, when tho Head !l
concludod this little ditty.

“That is all, Jolly. Probably you are
thinking you would like to hear some more
verses, sung in my wonderful basso-
contralto voice 7" :

“ Not eggsactly, sir. To be quite frank,
if thore was any more to come, I was going
to hop it as quickly as possibul!™

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ” roared Morry and Bright
and Fearless,

The Head's eyea gleomed dangerously
for & minnit, but remembering that Jack
Jolly & Co. mite prove good customers,
hoe swallowed his wrath and mannidged to

Tin.

e Woell, boys, apart from the merits of

my voico, nre you thinking of taking the

n&rica given in the song ? "' he asked.
Jack Jolly looked surprised. .
“Grate pip! Are you really solling
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Christmas cards, then 2"
ho asked.

“I am—1I isg!”
smirked the Hoead
‘“ Strictly between our-
gelves, I don't mind
telling you that my stock
of Christmas cards, enl-
endars, crackers and
whatnots beats anything
you ever saw. I've pgot
all the grate London
st ores — Whiteridgo's,
Selfloy's, Gammods and
Hagrages—whacked hol-
low! Coming along ?”

“ Yes, rather ! ' ropliod
Jack Jolly & Co., feeling
curious to see the Head's
Christmas stock. And
thé chums of the Fourth,
grinning  all over their
diles, linked arms and
jollowed the Head and
their Form-master to the
former’s study.

When they reached
that dredded sanktum,
they found that the
Head's table was piled
high with a weird and
wonderful assortment of
ecards, calendars, Christ-
mas stockings, ecracker
and novvelties of every
kind. Jack Jolly & Co.
looked prately impressed and Mr. Lickham
farely blinked.

“ My hat ! This stuff looks good and no
mistako, sir ! he remarked.

“1t IS good, Lickham !” retorted the
Head. ** What about this for a calendar,
for eggsmn]iﬂa ? And the price of the
article iz only a paltry cupplo of bob! A
bargain, what 1"

“TIt eertainly looks it!™ agreed Mr.

Lickham. * Has it got plenty of dates
init?"
. You will find, my dear Lickham, that
it contains guite as many dates as most
peopls require,” answered the Head, in his
fruitiest voire. ** For the epinion of those
who don’t agree with me, I don’t caroa
fig, anyway!"

“ What prico this Christmas stocking,
sir ? " asked Frank Fearless.

“* Hall-a-ecrown, Fearless, and dirt cheap
at the prico!"

* Givo you sixpence!"™ grinned Frank
Fearlesa.

The Head enortad,

* Asking for a thick oar, Fearless ¢ 7 he
agked. :

“ Nunno, sir!"

. “Then don’t Dbe checky! Anyono
insulting my stockings is going to et socks,
I can tell you! You'd better toe the line,
Fearless, or I shall be forced to bring
you to heel!”

Frank Fearless dried up, fecling that he
had put his foot in it.

* Ninepence for this Christmas card,
sir " asked Jack Jolly.

“A meer paltry, pifiling ninepenco,
Jolly ! With a nice envelope thrown in.
You can’t lick it ! ™

“Can’t you? Then I shan’t buy it!”

o gum ! " mermerod Merry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Head stamped his foot with rage.

" Cackling idiota ! I'll take jolly good
care not to let you see my next collection ! **
Le grunted. * But seriously, don't you

consider I've got somo remarkable bargains
on show hore 1"

Jack Jolly & Co. had to agree that such
was the case. '

“Ther in that case,” said the Head,
when they had all signified their agree-
ment, 1 wondor if you'd all do me tho
favour of bringing along your friends and
acliwaintances to buy their Christmas
requirements from me ? »

“ Plezzure, sir!” grinned Jack Jolly
& Co.

“ Thank you, my boys!" grinned Dr.
Birchemall, rubbing his hands gleefully.
“Do this, and I promiss you that before
wo break up, I will stand you all a feed
!ﬂmt vou will remember as long as you
ive!”

II.

R. BIRCHEMALL was all sorts of
different things at various times.
He was a boolying tirant and a
rank outsider and a beastly
rotter, for instance. But nobody could
deny that he was a man of honner. Huving
said a thing, he was as good as his word.
And he kept his promiss to Jack Jolly & Co.

Our heroes cortainly brought him lots
of customers. Their opinion was valued
highly in the Lower Skool at St. Sam’s,
and whon they recommended the Iead's
Christmas cards ot settera, overybody
flocked to buy them.

Tho consohwonce was that the Head
did a tremenjous trade, and the prophets
of his little spare-time bizziness went up
by loaps and hounds.

Each nito at boed-time, when tho Head
closed down for the nite, he transferred the
day’s takings to the munny-box he kept
in his desk. Nito after nite, this process
went on until the munny-box was simply
chock-full of munuy. The Head farely
gloated as he watched his hoard grow.

A cupple of nitos before St. Sam’s broke
up for the Christinas vacl, the Head kept
his promiss to Jack Jolly and his chums.
LEach member of the sellybrated Co.
received an invitation reading as follpws ¢

“You are invited to join the Iead-
masier in & whacking grate feed in his
study at 8 p.m. to-nite.”

Jack Jolly & Co., of eorse, were only
too glad to take advantago of that invita-
tion. They turnod up prompt to the
minnit, dressed in their best bib and
tucker, and with not half the ususl number
of ink-stains on their fingers.

Dr. Birchemall did our herees really
well.  The table farely groaned under tho
wait of innumerable herrings, sardines,
doenutts, jam-tarts, and biskits, while the
air was filled with the sound of popping
jinjer-beer corks.

After the feed was over, the Hoad
entertained his guests with his plans for
the fourthcoming hollidays. Out of the
prophets Lo had made from the salo of his
Christmas goods, he was going to take n
trip to London Town and have a really
gay time for a woek or two.

“ Of corse,” he eggsplained, with a lofty
eggspression on  his skollerly dile, "1
shall stay at tho bost hotel in the town.
Nothing less than the Ritz-I'oshe will do
for me, I assuro you!™

“My hat! That will cost you a bit,
sir!”  romarked Jack Jolly, with a
whistle.

* Probably it will | DBut what is munny
to a successful Christmas-card dealer 77

asked Dr. Birchemall, hawtily. * Every.
thing I do will bo on a similar scale,
natcherally, I shall eat grate quantitica
of the best tuck available, have a box at
the theatro, hire a Hispano-Swizzer cw
and mix on equal terms with the nobility
and jentry. I can tell you, boys, I shall
farely set the town on fire !

“T suppose you've put all your takings
in tho bank, sir?’ inkwired Brizht,
casnally.

“No, Bright. I felt that it was too
much munny to trussed a hank with,
and I have therefore kept it in my deslk.
In two days’ timo, the collector from the
Christmas card firm will call for his dews,
leaving the prophets ta me to spond as L
think fit. When he calls, I shall go to this
dosk and porjooce it from the drawer at
tho side——"

The Head eame to a sudden stop.
Whilo hio had been speaking he had gone
to the desk and opened one of the drawers,
fully eggspecting to find in it the munny-
box with its bulging contents.

But instead of that, the drawer in the
Head's desk resembled the sellybrated
eubbard of Old Mother Hubbard,

The munny-box was missing!

The Head stared at the empty drawen
his eyes almost bulging out of their
sockets, Then ho pgove vent to his
feelings in a yell of dismay.

Jaclk Jolly & Co. started to their feed
in alarm.

* Anything wrong, sir?"
Jolly.

“Oh, grate pip! I should jolly well
think there is something wrong ! " gasped
the Hoad. “ My munny-box i

“What about your munny-box t”

“1t's missing!” groaned the Head,
wringing his hands in an aggerny of greof.

asked Jack

‘“Some awful rotter has boned it!”
“My hat!™
“ Ruingd !’ moaned the Head. * Twe

thirds of that munny belongod to the
Christimas card firm! Unleas 1 can
recover it, boys, my Christmas will be
spent behind prison bars!"

“ Grate pip!"”

“ Quick ! Scarch the building from the
topmaost garrot to the deepest dunjun!™
ordered the Head. *‘Boys! If you want
to saye me from ruination find the missing
munny-box !

“We'll do our best, sir,” said Jack
Jolly, dowhiously. *' But if it really has
been honod, I don't think we shall
suxxoad.”

And Jack’s gloomy fourcast proved io
be corrcct. Half the Skool turned out
that nite to nssist in the search. But
though thoy turnod out all the chimbleys,
toro up floor-boards all over the place,
and searched all the masters’ studies, no
trace of the missing-munny-box could be
fonnd.

Thoe Iead spent a restless, sloopless,
trubbled nite, that nite. For weeks, he
had been dreeming of & Christmas holliday
with unlimmited ounny to burn. Now,
by tho irony of fate, all his fond dreems had
been shattered ot a single blow !

What was the mistery behind the missing
munny-box ? And what awiul fato was
in stote for the Head when the collector
turned up and found mo munny fourth-
coming ?

Only the future could answer those
questions.

THE END.

4.}‘.“L"‘Kﬂ%Xﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁ%‘m”%‘ﬂ%ﬂﬂﬁmﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂ-ﬁ“ﬂmﬂﬂﬁﬁ2’&ﬂ5"ﬁﬂﬁmmﬂﬁm'MK%ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁ%%ﬁ*ﬂﬂﬁﬁﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂﬁﬂ“ﬁf&ﬁﬂ%ﬂﬁﬁKﬂﬁ%%%ﬁﬁﬂﬁ%‘%ﬁféﬁit‘!

« FOR NEXT WEEK:

LR

Long complete school

% story.
#

VIR ASR R RRRCR R R R R R A AERNE A R R R A R

SPECIAL ENLARGED CHRISTMAS NUMBER!'!

Topical ¢ Footer ’’ article—Serial instal ment—Christmas games and tricks, elc,

ik

USUAL PRICE 2d.§
A

Complete St. Sam’s
“ Shocker.” §
[

A A A A R AR T R M 0 L S AL B R R AR R RS Al






























EVERY SATURDAY

banding him one with a .golf club!
Coker felt that it was.

He leaped, and he swiped! The busi-
ness end of the club crashed on a
bowler hat, smashing through it, and
tho dark figure went with a crash to
the floor.

“Got him " gasped Coker.

He stood over the figure, club in
hand, ready for a second swipe if the
scoundrel resisted or displayed a
Weu

But the scoundrel did not resist; he
did not display a weapon. oker
realised that he must have stunned him
with that hefty swipe. Streiched on the
floor, on his face, at Coker’s feet, he
did not stir again.

“Surrender, you villain!"" panted
Coker. *“Lift a finger, and I'll brain
you! I warn youl”

There was no answer, no stirring of
the felled cracksman. Obviously he was
stunned.

Coker breathed hard and deep.

With rapid footsteps he crossed the
landing to the electric light switch and
turned it on. Then he shouted.

“Wake up, you fellows! This way!
Burglars! I've got him! This way!”

Coker’s powerful voice rang through
the House.

Coker did not lcave the spot. He
hurried back to the figure that lay
prone, with the club ready to bash him
again if he attempted to escape before
help came to secure him. _

“Help! Burglars!  This
roared Coker.

Five shadowy figures lurking on the

way "’

stairs fairly gasped as they heard
Coker roar.

“My only hat! He'll wake the
House I

“Great pip!”

“The frabjous fathead! Can’t he see
it's a dummy1”

“Qh dear!”

“Hook it! We don't want to be up
when the beaks arrive! Hook it]”

Breathlessly the five fled for the Re-
move dormitory, and_bolted into bed.
The jape was developing rather beyond
their anticipations.

“Help! Wake up! Burglara! TI've
got him!" bawled Coker, standing on
guard over the prone cracksman, with
upraised club, .

There was a calling of startled voices,
a flashing of lights. Doors opened, and
footfalls echoed. Coker had alarmed
the House.

“What is it—""

“What’s up?”’

“Who's making that row ™

“ What the thump—""

“Burglars ! roared Coker.,
him! This way—"

“0h crikey I”

A crowd of half-dressed fellows con-
verged on the landing from various
directions. They stared in amazement
at the prostrate figure, and Coker, club
in hand, standing over it. Mr. Quelch
whisked on the scene in_ his dressing-
gown, & poker in his hand. )

“What has happened?” exclaimed
the Remove master. “ What— Why,
bless my soul !”

He stared in horror at the prostrate

“I've got

form. ;
“I’ve got him, sir!”’ said Coker
jubilantly, *“I rather fancied he would

come back to-night, sir, and I stayed
up on the watch. I knocked him down
with this elub before he could draw his
automaticl I've got him!”’

“Coker’s got him!"" gasped Potter.

“Coker's got him!"” repeated (irecne
dazedly. “Then Coker was right! My
only hat!”

“The—the wretched man must be
stunned 1" gasped Mr. Quelch, approach-
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ing the prone figure very gingerly.
“J—I—I hope he is—is not——"

The Remove master broke off. The
figure lay dreadfully still; and the
bowler hat was smashed down over the
head, testifying to the force with
which Coker had delivered his swipe.

Coker started.

“I—I hit him rather hard, sir!” he
gaid. “] was only just in time before
he got at his automatic. He—he fell
without a ery. Just fell!”

Mr. Quelch bent over the still figure.
Fifty fellows or more watched him
breathlessly.

An extraordinary expression
over the Remove master’'s face.
started almost convulsively.

“Is—is—is he dead, sir?’ gasped
Coker.

Mr. Quelch did not answer. At a
closer view he had discerned what had
escaped Coker’s observation.

Still with that extraordinary ex-
pression on his speaking countenance,
Mr. Quelch turned the prone figure
over and jerked it upright.

The battcred hat fell off. A cushion,

came
He
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draped with a blackened handkerchicf,
was revealed.

There was a gasp of amazcment from
fifty fellows.

Coker gazed at the cracksman, Mr.
Quelch gazed at Coker.

“Coker!" he said, in a decp voice,
“What does this mean  You absurd
and wretched boy, what does this
mean?”

Coker could not reply. He had lost
his voice. Even had he found it, he
could not have told Mr. Quelch what
it meant, He did not know.

There was a yell from Potter.

“It's a dummy!”

“A dummy! Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, Coker! Ha, ha, ha!”

“This,” said Mr. Quelch, in a grind-
ing voice, “is an artifical figure. It
is not & human being. Coker, how
dare you play such a trick?”’

Coker babbled helplessly.

“Trick! 1 didn't—I never!
saw him get in at the window—""

“What? You saw this artificial
figure get in at the window!" hooted
Mr. Quelch.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“J—I—1I mean, I—T saw him standing
inside the window. I—I—I thought ho
had justn got in!”’ babbled Coker. *T—

I-I

11

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Bilence ™ boomed Mr., Quelch., “Mr.
Prout!” The Fifth Form master had
arrived, half-dressed. “MNr, Prout, T
leave this in your hands! This boy of
vour Form has alarmed the House, for
a jest—an absurd jest—a practical
joke.”

“1 haven't!” yelled Coker. “I—I
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didn’t! was o
burglar!”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 was on the watch—watching for
him, and I—I saw him, and I—I
thought—" babbled Coker. *Oh,
crikey, I—=I've been taken in!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“3-s-s-somebody must have rigged
this up to take me in! Oh, decar! 1—
“Boy!” thundered Mr. Prout!
back to your dormitory! Go!

I—I thought he

“ Go
Not a

word! 1 will deal with you in the
morning! 1 will take you to your
gcadriluster to be dealt with! Silence!
o!”

And Coker went—gasping. In the
Fifth Yorm dormitory the fellows

rocked with laughter. In every dormi-
tory there were shrieks of merriment.
There was, as the poet has put it, a
sound of revelry by night. Thero was
only ono fellow who did not laugh.
That was Horace Coker. Coker did
not even see anything to laugh at. But
the other fellows did—and they howled.

Al' Greylriars was smiling the next
moraing.

Except Coker.

Coker did not smile. Indced, he
looked like the ancient king who never
smiled again.

He had quite an unpleasant inter-
vicw with the Head. Fortunately the
Head accepted his explanation, and
realised that the whole affair was not
a practical joke on Coker's part.
Coker was not a practical joker. He
was only a born idiot. The Head told
Coker at considerable length what ho
thought of him, and gave him five
hundred lines for having broken dor-
mitory bounds; and there it ended, so
far as the Head was concerned.

But it did not end there for Coker!
Coker found himself an object of
general merriment! Coker's cracksman
remained a standing joke till the school
broke up for the Christmas holidays.
Coker found himself looking forward
rather anxiously to the break-up.

“This is what a fcllow gets when
lie shows that he's a bit out of the
common ruck!” he told Potter and
Greene bitterly.

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“There’s mnothing to cackle at.
The whole school’s cackling at mo

—and there’s absolutely nothing io
cackle at!’”

“Ha, ha, hat”

«Shut upl” roared Coker. “I can

tell you one thing! I was going to
keep on my detective work and bag
that cracksman! Now I won't!”

“You—you won't!” gasped Potter.

“No!” said Coker firmly. “T won't!
1 was going to, but now T won't! ‘That
cracksman can go on ahead, _nnd b\!rgla
every blessed place in Kent, if he likes,
and won’t raise a finger to stop
him! I was going to—but now I
won't! I mean it—I won't!"”

“ Vou—you—you won't capture that
cracksman?’ gasped Greene, ,

“No!"” said Coker firmly. “I won't!”

And Coker kept his word.

He didn't!

THE EXD.

{There will be anotfwrt %JTHIEI fullg:
story of Ha Wharton & Co. in nex
mmg'n . BUE‘I?';’ER CHRISTMAS
NUMBER, entitled: “QUELCHY'S
CHRISTMAS PRESENT!" by Frank
Richards. As there is always e great
demand for the Christmas Number of
the Maener, regular readers should
make a point of ordering their copy at
the carliest opportunity.)
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