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Where is Coker?—Horace Coker’s a champion duffer and a conceited ass, with weird and wonderful ideas of reforming the cheeky fags of the Lower Fourth, but he’s a good chap for all his lofty “Cokerish” ways and as plucky as they make ‘em!  Thus, even the Lower Fourth feel a certain amount of anxiety when it is discovered that Horace Coker is——
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                                       THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                                    Fixed Up! 

“DON’T fix up anything for this afternoon, you two.” 
  “Eh?” 
  “What?” 
  “I shall want you.” explained Coker. 
  Potter and Greene, of the Filth Form at Greyfriars, regarded Horace Coker quite curiously. 
They were surprised; and yet they felt that they really had no reason to be surprised. For it was just like Coker. 
  Coker of the Fifth spoke in a tone of finality, as he usually did. He wanted his two chums, Potter and Greene, that afternoon. He was kind enough to tell them so, quite early after dinner, so that they could keep the afternoon free.  That was unusually thoughtful and considerate of Coker. That Potter and Greene might possibly have made arrangements already for that Wednesday afternoon, might or might not have occurred to Coker. If it had occurred to him, he regarded it as a trivial natter not worth considering. 
  The three Fifth-Formers were disposing of baked chestnuts in Coker’s study. Potter and Greene were really filling in the time before a football match on Big Side in which they were both concerned.  Coker was standing the chestnuts, and the chestnuts were good. Potter and Greene had been talking football, but Coker, evidently, had not been heeding them.  He was busy with his own great thoughts. 
  “This afternoon!" murmured Potter. 
  “Yes. You see——!"
  “There’s a Form match this afternoon.” said Potter mildly. “The Fifth are playing the Sixth, you know!" 
  “Is there!” said Coker indifferently. I’m not taking much notice of the matches, you men, as Blundell hasn’t sense enough to play me in them, He prefers to throw away matches; and as the Fifth are asses enough to let him captain the Form. I have to give him his head. Now, as I was saying —"
  “We’re taking some notice of the matches, though.” smiled Potter. “You see, I’m playing for the Fifth.” 
  “Same here.” said Greene. 
  Coker looked at them. 
  “You can cut that out.” he said. “I shall want you this afternoon. Didn’t I say so?” 
  “Hem!" 
  Potter and Greene regarded Coker of the Fifth still more curiously.  They knew, of course, that from Coker’s point of view, no affairs could be of any imaginable importance excepting Coker’s affairs. But it seemed rather thick, even for Coker, to expect them to cut a football match on a half-holiday— at almost the last minute, too. They could picture the face of Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, if they went to him just before the match, to tell him that they were standing out—because Coker wanted them. They smiled at the idea. 
There was a limit, though Horace Coker was unaware of it. He was now going to become aware of it. 
  “It’s the matter of those Remove kids,” went on Coker, the trivial item of his comrades’ engagement for the afternoon being dismissed. “Wharton and his mob, you know. I’m dealing with them.” 
  Potter grinned, and Greene chuckled.  “they could not quite see themselves cutting a football match, which their Form captain had elected them to play, in order to back up Coker in his rows and rags with the Remove juniors. 
  Not quite !
  But Coker ran on regardless. 
  “You know how cheeky those fags have been lately. We shall be breaking up for the Christmas holidays soon. Before that, I’m going to give them the lesson they want, it’s up to me.” 
  “But—— " said Potter. 
  “Don’t interrupt me, old chap. You talk too much, you know.” said Coker chidingly. 
  “But —" said Greene. 
  “Shut up, old chap! You’re like a sheep’s head, you know, nearly all jaw.” said Coker. 
  “Oh !" 
  “I’ve had a lot of trouble with those Remove fags.” said Coker. “But if there’s one thing I never could stand, it’s cheek—especially from fags. You know I collared Wharton the other day to give him a licking, and a mob of the little beasts piled on me.  Instead of giving Wharton six, you know, they gave me six—me!" 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker glared at his study mates as they burst into that involuntary laugh. Coker, certainly, did noOt see anything to laugh at in the fact that he had been the thrashee, so to speak, instead of the thrasher. Coker regarded it as a serious matter—an awfully serious matter. 
  “What are you cackling at?” he demanded. 
  “Oh! Hem!” 
  “You silly, cackling asses” 
  “Hem !"
  “I’m gong to bring those fags into order.” said Coker. “I’ll have them feeding out of my hand, in the long run. I’ve a short way with fags. Now, this afternoon, I am going to deal with them. I shall want you fellows to back me up.  They’ve got the cheek to put up a fight when I thrash them. They’re cheeky enough for anything. Of course, I can handle the whole gang of them. But it’s a bit undignified for a Fifth Form man to scrap with a mob of fags. You see that?” 
  “Oh. yes!  Why not let them rip?” urged Potter. “You’re not a prefect, you know. Let ‘em rip!" 
  “It’s not my fault, Potter, if the Head hasn’t sense enough to appoint prefects from the Fifth Form.” said Coker. “As for letting them rip, 1 can only think you’re an absolute idiot for suggesting it.” 
  “Oh!" 
  “They’ve cheeked me.” said Coker. 
  “Oh!" said Potter, with deep sarcasm.  “That does it, of course.” 
  “Of course!" Coker was blind and deaf to sarcasm. “So I want you two fellows this afternoon to back me up in dealing with them.” 
  “Coker, old man——" murmured Greene. 
  It was necessary to be tactful — as tactful as possible—with Coker. He was a 
good chap, and a good chum, in his own way.  He received so many whacking remittances from his Aunt Judith and his Uncle Henry that his study was generally a land flowingwith milk and honey. Potter and Greene shared freely in the milk and honey. Moreover, Coker had asked them home for Christmas; and break-up was near at hand. They did not want to quarrel with Coker if they could help it. Only it began to look now as if they couldn’t help it. Form matches were trifles light as air to Coker, as he did not play in them. Fellows who did play in them naturally regarded them as more than trifles. 
  “We’re both playing football this afternoon, Coker.” explained Potter. “We can’t very well let down Blundell at the last minute.” 
  “That’s all right.” said Coker.  “Blundell doesn’t matter.” 
  “Well, you see, we want to play for the Fifth.” 
  "Don’t be an ass!" 
  “Wha-at?" 
  “Don’t argue so much!” said Cker. 
  “Blessed if I ever saw such fellows for arguing !" 
  Porter looked at the study clock, and rose. 
  “Time we got changed, Greeney,” he remarked. 
  “Right-ho!” assented Greene. 
  “You don’t want to change.” said Coker, staring.  “What is there to change for?” 
  “Football, old bean.” 
  “But you’re not playing football.” 
  “Your mistake, old bean—we are !"
  Potter and Greene moved towards the study door. They were finished with the chestnuts, and finished with Coker. Wrath gathered in Horace Coker’s brow as he stared after them. 
  “Do you mean to say that you’re letting me down, for the sake of your silly fumbling footer?” he asked sulphurously. 
  “My dear chap——"
  “Come back!" commanded Coker. 
  “You — you see—” murmured Greene. 
  “I’ve told you I want you this afternoon.” said Coker. “I’ve made my plans, and I need you. That’s enough.” 
  “Quite !" assented Potter. And he walked out of the study, followed by Greene. 
  Coker jumped up, and jumped to the door. He could scarcely believe that he, Horace Coker of the Fifth Form, was thus set at naught in his own study. 
  “Where are you going?" he howled down the passage after the two Fifth-Formers. 
  “We’re going down to change.” 
  “Then you’re letting me down?” gasped Coker. “Why, you—you—you-— you cheeky rotters! Call yourselves pals? I’ve a jolly good mind to kick you along the passage, by Jove!” 
  “Oh, can it!" said Potter, quite rudely. “Don’t be an ass, Coker. Think we’re cuttng a football match to join you in ragging with a gang of fag ? Don’t be a silly chump!" 
  Coker stared at him. This was the last straw. His lofty determination to put the fags in their place, and keep them there, was described as ragging with a gang of fags. From Coker’s estimation of his proceeding, to Potter’s estimation thereof, was a fall from the sublime to the ridiculous. It was too much for Horace Coker. He rushed from the study in breathless wrath, with the intention of carrying out his threat and kicking his rebellious followers along the passage to the stairs. 
  Just then Blundell’s study door opened and the captain of the Fifth came out with Bland. 
  Crash! Bump! 
  Coker crashed into the captain of the Fifth before he even saw him. There was a roar from Blundell as he staggered along the passage. 
  “Ow! Oh! What the thump— " 
  “Oooop !" gasped Coker, reeling back from the shock. 
  “You silly owl!" roared Blundell. 
  “Ow! You shut up!" stuttered Coker. “Wharrer you get in the way for, you blinking ass?” 
  Blundell did not answer that. He turned on Coker and grasped him, and Bland of the Fifth added another sinewy grasp. Coker, hefty fellow as he was, was swept off his feet, and bumped on the floor. There was a wild yell from Coker as he smote the hard, unsympathetic oak. 
  “Yoop!"
  “Give him another!" gasped Blundell “I’m fed-up with his dashed impudence! Give him,, another—hard!"
  Bump! 
  “Ow, ow! Whoop! Rescue! Potter—Greene, lend a hand!" yelled Coker frantically. 
  Potter and Greene vanished down the stairs. For reasons known only to themselves—inexplicable to Horace Coker— Potter and Greene did not intend to handle their Form captain, under whose lead they were about to play football with the Sixth. They disappeared, leaving Coker struggling and gasping in the hands of Blundell and Bland. 
  Bump! 
  For a third time Horace Coker smote the floor of the Fifth Form passage. 
  Then Blundell and Bland walked away, laughing, and followed Potter and Greene to the changing-room, leaving Coker to gasp and splutter and struggle for his second wind. 

                                        THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                                 Bunter’s Treat! 

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  “Don’t bother, Bunter!" 
  “Scat!" grunted Bob Cherry. 
  Harry Wharton & Co., of the Remove, were not looking as sunny tempered as usual that afternoon. 
  It was a half-holiday, a fine, cold afternoon, and the Famous Five were booked for tea with Marjorie & Co. at Cliff House School—so really they might have been expected to look merry and bright. But one member of the Co. was under detention, as it happened, and that quite spoiled the prospect. The vials of the Remove master’s wrath had been poured upon the devoted head of Robert Cherry. 
  Slinging an ink-ball at Lord Mauleverer in class was not really a serious matter; at all events, Bob did not regard it as serious. Mr. Quelch seemed to take quite another view. 
  Certainly, it had happened, unfortunately, that Lord Mauleverer had moved his head at the wrong moment, and the ink-hall, passing him, had landed on Mr. Quelch instead of Mauly. 
Accidents will happen, as Bob told his chums afterwards, and they agreed. But such accidents were not supposed to happen in the Form-room during class. Detention for the afternoon had rewarded Bob, and he had the happy prospect of sitting in the Form-room from two-thirty till four-thirty, while the rest of Greyfriars enjoyed the half-holiday. 
  Mr. Quelch— always a thoughtful gentleman—was providing him with a special task in Latin irregular verbs so that he should not waste his time. Bob could easily have dispensed with that. He would have preferred to take the “Holiday Annual” into the Form-room with him. He liked it better than Latin verbs, regular or irregular. 
  “It’s rotten ! said Bob ruefully. “Beastly! That howling ass Mauly was bound to move his silly head, of course!" 
  “The rottenfulness is terrific.” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the chuckfulness of the esteemed ink-ball in class is really not the proper caper!" The ludicrous Quelchy was infuriated “ 
  “You fellows may as well get off.” said Bob. “I’ll follow on when I get out.” 
  “We’ll wait, if you like ." said Harry Wharton. “There’d be time to get over to Cliff House for tea after you’re finished.” 
  “No good hangng about.” said Bob, shaking his head. “Hang on till I  go to the Form-room. That’s all right.’ 
  “I say, you fellows!” 
  “Oh, buzz off, Bunter!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Roll away, old fat bean !" said Frank Nugent. 
  “But, I say, you fellows !" persisted Bunter. “That ass Cherry being detained this afternoon  — "
  “Cheese it !" 
  “I’ll come over to Cliff House with you instead, if you like.” said Bunter. “What do you say?” 
  “Rats !" said the chums of the Remove, in unison. 
  “Oh, really, you fellows—— ” 
  “Scat !"
  “But I say, you fellows, Marjorie will be glad to see me, you know.” urged Bunter. “It will be a pleasure to her, you know. And she doesn’t want to see Bob.” 
  “Doesn’t she ? " said Bob, with a glare. 
  “Well, she could she ? " said Bunter, looking at Bob Cherry through his big spectacles. “Why should she, you know?” 
  “You silly owl !" 
  “I’ll come instead,” said Bunter cheerfully. “I’ll have Bob’s bike, as he won’t be wanting it.” 
  “We’re not biking; the road are too jolly thick.” said Nugent. 
  “Look here! I’m not going to walk all the way to Cliff House.” said Bunter warmly. “What about telephoning for a taxi?” 
  “So that we can have the pleasure of your company?" chuckled Nugent.. 
  “Exactly !" 
  “Ha, ha, ha !" 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!" said Billy Bunter peevishly. “I can jolly well tell you that I’m not going to hoof it two or three miles through the mud to please you! Besides, I’ll stand the taxi.” 
  “Bow-wow!" 
  “Man will do it for ten bob,” said Bunter. “I’ll pay—don’t you worry! I’m expecting a postal-order this afternoon!” 
  “Will you pay the taxi-man with your expectations?” asked Johnny Bull sarcastically. 
  “Well, I suppose one of you fellows could advance me the ten bob and take the postal-order when it comes?” said Bob.  Is it settled ?” 
  “Not quite. But you will be settled if you don’t roll away! Kick him, somebody!” said Wharton. 
  “You fellows ready? " asked Hazeldene of the Remove, coming out of the House and joining the Famous Five. 
  “I say, Hazel ! Billy Bunter turned to the newcomer “I say, it’s a jolly long walk to Cliff Housc—filthy muddy roads!” 
  “We’re taking the short cut through the wood, fathead !" 
  “Well, that’s jolly wet and muddy, too! Look here! If I come with you, I’ll stand a taxi.” 
  “Oh!” said Hazel. 
  “Marjorie doesn’t want to see that fat bounder!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “You shut up, Cherry !" said Bunter severely. “I suppose Hazel can take me to tea at his sister’s school if he likes.” 
  “Br-r-r-r-r !" grunted Bob. 
  “After all, it’s a jolly long walk.” said Hazeldene, glancing at the other juniors. “If Bunter really means business, I don’t why he shouldn’t come.” 
  “Gammon !" said Johnny Bull.  “He’s expecting a postal-order !" said Harry Wharton, laughing. “Better ask the taximan if he’s prepared to wait till Bunter’s postal-order comes for his fare, he might object !"
  “Ha, ha, ha !" 
  “Oh! You spoofing fat bounder !" began Hazel, frowning. 
  “Oh, really, Hazel— "
  “Buzz off !" 
  “I tell you I’ll stand the taxi !" howled Bunter. “I’m in funds today, I can tell you !"
  And Bunter jingled his cash in his trousers pocket. There was quite a loud, metallic jingle, and Hazel’s brow cleared again. 
  “Well, if you mean it, you can come.” he said.  Hazeldene, of the Remove, was a good deal of a slacker, and he was not looking forward to the long tramp to Cliff House, through wet woods and muddy lanes. 
  “Look here, Hazel!  Marjorie don’t like that fat bounder.” said Bob. 
  “Oh, rats ! She’s stood him before, and can stand him again !" said Hazel cheerfully. “I know I don’t want the walk if  I can get out of it. Why shouldn’t Bunter stand us a taxi if he likes?  ” 
  “I’ll jolly well go and telephone for it now !" said Bunter, with a scornful blink at the Famous Five. “Wait for me, Hazel, old chap! I can use the telephone in the prefects’ room, as the Sixth are all at the footer now.” 
  “Buck up, then!  ” said Hazel. 
  Billy Bunter rolled into the house. Hazel gave the Famous Five a rather sarcastic look. 
“I don’t see why Bunter shouldn’t come ." he said. ‘‘ You fellows don’t seem keen on shelling out for a taxi, anyhow !"
  “Waste of money!" said Wharton. “What’s the matter with walking on a clear afternoon like this?” 
  “Well, I prefer a taxi!" 
  “I don’t !" said Wharton. “I’d rather walk.  Still, I suppose we’d better all go together.” 
  “The betterfulness is terrific !" remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !" ejaculated Bob Cherry suddenly.  Keen on
  “What—— !" 
  “There’s that giddy merchant Poynings!” Bob Cherry made a gesture towards the school gates. “The man who wouldn’t let us in out of the rain the other night!" 
  “Coker’s uncle’s secretary !" said Nugent.
  The famous Five looked rather curiously at the man who had come in at the school gates, and was walking up the drive to the School House.
  He was a slightly-built man, dressed in black, with a hooked nose, and very sharp eyes of a greenish hue. 
  The juniors had seen him before, when he had come down to Greyfriars to see Horace Coker; Mr. Poynings being secretary to Coker’s Uncle Henry. They had seen him a second time under very strange circumstances, when they had sought shelter from the rain at a lonely bungalow on the cliffs, and had found that the solitary occupant of the bungalow was this same Mr. Poynings. 
  The juniors had almost forgotten that incident but the sight of the man with the hooked nose recalled it to their minds, and they regarded him with some curiosity as he came up to the House. 
  Mr. Poynings glanced at them as he came up indifferently.  They wondered whether he knew they were the fellows who had asked him for shelter on that rainy evening on the cliffs.  If he had seen them, it was only a glimpse in the wintry dusk, and it was unlikely that he knew them. He passed them and went up the steps of the House without sign of recognition. Billy Bunter was coming out as he reached the big doorway, and Mr. Poynings stopped in the doorway to speak to the fat junior. 
  “Excuse me! Is Master Coker in the school?” he asked. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “I dare say he is.” he answered. “Ring the bell, and Trotter will come.” And Bunter rolled on, apparently having no more time to waste on the stranger within the gates. 
He rejoined the group of Removites in the quadrangle. 
  “All serene,” he said. “The taxis coming up from Courtfield—it won’t be long. Better than tramping through the mud, Hazel, what? " 
  “Much better.” agreed Hazeldene. 
  “Time you were in the Form-room, Cherry!” grinned Bunter. 
  “Br-r-r-r !" 
  “You’ll have Quelchy after you !" chuckled the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Bless Quelchy !" 
  “Here he comes!" grinned Hazel. 
  Mr. Quelch looked out of the doorway of the House.  He glanced round, and his eyes fixed on Bob Cherry. 
  “Cherry !"
  “Yes, sir” groaned Bob. 
  “You will go into the Form-room now., 
  “Oh, dear ! Yes, sir” 
  Bob Cherry gave his comrades a dismal nod, and went into the House. 
  “Rotten for poor old Bob." said Nugent. 
  “The rottenfulness is terrific.” 
  “Well, fellows shouldn’t lark in the Form-room.” said Hazel, shrugging his shoulders. “What did he expect?” 
  “Oh, rats !" grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “I say, you fellows, we may as well get down to the gate,” said Billy Bunter. “The taxi won’t be long now ."
  “Let’s !" assented Hazel. And he started with the Owl of the Remove. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. followed more slowly. They were unwilling to impose the fat and fatuous Bunter on the Cliff House girls for tea but that matter was not in their hands now. Hazel was master of the ceremonies, as it was his sister Marjorie whom the Remove were teaing with. Neither were the chums of the Remove willing to accept favours at Bunter’s hands; put they could not very well refuse to share the taxi with Marjorie’s brother. So they followed Bunter and Hazel down to the gates. 
  The taxi came buzzing along the Courtfield road, and the six juniors packed themselves into it.  Bunter was first in. 
  “Tell him where to go, Hazel.” He said. 
  As it was Bunter’s taxi, it was up to the fat Owl of the Remove to give the driver instructions. But no doubt Billy Bunter had his own reasons for leaving that task to Hazel. 
  “Cliff House school, near Pegg.” said Hazel. 
  “Right, sir!” 
  And the taxi rolled away with the visitors for Cliff House, what time Bob Cherry was beginning his detention task in the Remove Forn-room, and on Big Side the Form match between Fifth and Sixth was starting—even Potter and Greene in the ranks of the Fifth, absolutely oblivious of the wrath of Horace Coker, and even of his existence !


                                             THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                               Mr. Poynings Is Persistent! 

“MASTER COKER— " 
   Coker looked round crossly.  Coker was not in a good temper. The desertion 
of Potter and Greene had left him on his lonesome own for the afternoon, and his great plans————-whatever they were— for the downfall and punishment of the Famous Five—had to he left over. Deserted by Potter and Greene, bunped in the Fifth Form passage by Blundell and Bland, Coker was feeling extremely ill-used, wrathful and vengeful. So he looked at Trotter far from amiably as the House page presented himself in the study doorway. 
  “Gentlemen to see you, sir.” said Trotter. 
  “Oh !" said Coker. “Not my pater, I suppose?” 
  “No, sir — "
  “Can’t be Uncle Henry.” said Coker. 
  “He’s seedy, and wouldn’t be travelling in this weather.” 
  “In the visitors’ room, sir.” said Trotter. “Mr. Poynings, sir—that’s the name he gave, sir.’’ 
  Horace Coker gave a snort. 
  “Poynings ! That fellow !"
  “Same genelman who called to see you last week, sir.” said Trotter. And the page turned away. 
  “Hold on !" said Coker. 
  “Yessir !" 
  “Go and tell the man I won’t see him.” 
  “Eh?"
  “Deaf?” snorted Coker. 
  Trotter, the page, blinked at Coker.  Having 
seen a good deal of Coker, of the Fifth, Trotter was, of course, aware that the great Horace did not rival the late Lord Chesterfield in polish of manner. But a message like this was surprising, even from Coker, who prided himself on speaking very plain English, and saying what he meant, without beating about the bush. 
  “But, sir—— " stammered Trotter. 
  He had never taken such a message to a visitor at Greyfriars before. 
  “Tell him I won’t see him !" snapped Coker.. “And tell him he can go and eat coke !" 
  “Oh, sir !" gasped Trotter. 
  “And tell him I’m fed up with him, and he’s a cheeky outsider.” added Coker. 
  “Oh, lor’!" said Trotter. 
  And Trotter departed, grinning, to convey Coker’ polite message to the gentleman in the visitors’ room downstairs. 
  Coker dismissed the matter from his mind, he had more important things to think about. His feud with the heroes of the Remove occupied his mind. Somehow or other, matters had not gone well in that direction.  Instead of being crushed and withered by the great Coker’s wrath, the Famous Five seemed only to be entertained by it. Instead of taking lickings tamely from the great man of the Fifth, they had the unparalleled impertinence to turn on Coker and smite him hip and thigh. 
  Such things were—to Coker—plain proof that Greyfriars was going to the dogs. Coker felt that it was his duty to arrest the good old school on its dogward career. The scamps of the Lower Fourth had to be put in their place, and kept there with a firm hand. Coker was going to do it. He was resolved on that. And his pals had refused to back him up—preferring football. His own familiar friends had failed him. No wonder Coker was in state of exasperation. 
  There was a step in the Fifth Form passage and a knock at Coker’s study door. Horace gave a snort. 
  “Oh, come in, fathead !" he snapped. The door opened, and a man dressed in black, with a hooked nose, entered the study. Coker stared at him blankly. Mr. Poynings had not taken has departure on receipt of Coker’s polite message.  He had come up to Coker’s study.  The cheek of it quite took Coker’s breath away. 
  Mr. Poynings closed the study door and turned to Coker, with a deprecating smile on his rather hard face. 
  “Pray excuse me, Mr. Coker!” he said. 
  “Well, of all the neck !" ejaculated Coker. “Look here, I don’t want to see you—see!" 
  “1 am very sorry, Master Coker. But I have come a considerable distance to call upon you this afternoon.” said Mr. Poynings smoothly. 
  “You shouldn’t have taken the trouble.” 
  “My dear young gentleman— "  
  “Oh, can it !" said Coker gruffly. “You can’t come over me with the soft sawder, you know !"
  Mr. Poynings conpressed his lips. 
  “I trust, Master Coker that you will hear me, now that I am here.” he said, 
  Coker snorted. 
  “You can run on, if you like.” he snapped. 
  Mr. Poynings placed his trilby hat on the table, and as Coker did not ask him to be seated, he sat down unasked. Coker watched him grimly. He did not like his uncle’s secretary and did not approve of him; and Coker never was a fellow to conceal his thoughts. 
  “Last week, Master Coker, I called on you with reference to your Christmas vacation.” said Mr. Poynings. “I suggested that, in the present state of your Uncle Henry’s health, you should not spend the vacation at Holly House with your schoolboy friends.” 
  “I know you did.” grunted Coker. “I told you it was like your cheek to suggest anything of the sort; and I tell you so again now.” 
  “Mr. Henry Coker is in somewhat poor health, and the presence of a crowd of noisy schoolboys—— " 
  “No bizney of yours.” 
  “In the circumstances, Master Coker, it would be much more advisable for you to go home with some of your school friends, or to spend Christmas with your parents.” said Mr. Poynings. 
  “That’s all you know.” said Coker. “I’m spending Christmas with my Uncle Henry and my Aunt Judy. My brother Reggie is going home to the pater and the mater—-not that it matters to you. Mr. Poynings. Now that I know that Uncle Henry as off his feed I’m more keen than ever on going to Holly House for the vac. I shall cheer him up. I’m not sure now that I shall take my friends with me—they’ve treated me with rotten cheek today. In fact, I sha’n’t take them. But I’m going myself.” 
  “Your Uncle Henry is of opinion that it would be more advisable for you to go to your own home, sir.” 
  “He hasn’t said so.” jeered Coker. 
  “I havc a note written by him to show you4” 
  Coker started a little. 
  “Hand it out.” he said. 
  Mr. Poynings took a letter from his pocket-book and passed it to Coker. The Fifth-Former read it with a knitted brow. 

  “Dear Horace,—I am very far from well at the present time, and, on further consideration, I fear that you would not be likely to enjoy your holidays with me this Christmas. I think, my dear boy, that perhaps you had better arrange to spend the vacation with your parents. 
                                                          “Your affectionate uncle, 
                                                                            “HENRY Coker.” 

  Horace Coker stared at that letter, and then stared at Mr. Poynings. He was puzzled and angry. 
  “You see, sir—” said Mr. Poynings. 
  Bang ! 
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  Coker’s clenched fist descended on the study table with a concussion that made the study echo. Mr. Poynings gave quite a jump. 
  “I see,” said Coker wrathfully—”I see that you are an interfering ass, Mr. Poynings, and that you have got over Uncle Henry somehow. There’s nothing here from Aunt Judy. What does she say?” 
  “Of course, her views are those of her brother.” said Mr. Poynings. 
  “I don’t believe it !"
  “Master Coker !"
  “Not a word of it !" snorted Coker. “You take much too much on yourself, Mr. Poynings.  You’ve got Uncle Henry to write this, somehow. You don’t want me at Holly House over Christmas, I can see that. Like your confounded cheek—a dashed paid secretary. You’d better clear. Last time I saw you I heard you swearing like a bargee. You’re a blackguard. I’m going to advise my uncle to discharge you. Now cut!” 
  Mr. Poynings breathed hard. Probably he had never before had to deal with a fellow like Horace Coker, of the Greyfriars Fifth. No doubt he was unaccustomed to hearing such excessively plain English. Certainly there was no mistaking Coker’s meaning. 
  “I’ll tell you what I’m going to do,” went on Coker. “I’m going to telephone to my Aunt Judith at Holly House. I’m going to ask her. You can wait here if you like while I phone.” 
  “Master Coker—— " 
  “That’s enough !" 
  Coker swung out of the study, leaving Mr. Poynings staring blankly after him. The secretary’s hard face set like stone, and his greenish eyes burned. For whatever reason—and    the reason was certainly mysterious—Mr. Poynings did not want Coker of the Fifth home at Holly House for Christmas, Probably he had expected to influence a schoolboy easily enough. But Coker of the Filth was a little out of the common run of schoolboys. There was only one Coker, and he often came as a surprise to persons who made his acquaintance. Mr. Poynings set his thin lips in a hard, tight line. Had Coker seen his hard, cruel, ruthless face at that moment, he might have divined that there was danger for him if he set himself in opposition to the man with the hooked nose. Not that Coker would have cared. 

                                           THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                                      Dear Horace! 

MR. PROUT, the master of the Greyfriars fifth, lifted his eyes from his newspaper as that there was a knock at his study door. 
  “Come in !" said Mr. Prout. 
  Horace Coker presented himself. 
  “Excuse me, sir—may I use the telephone?” said Coker. 
  Mr. Prout raised his eyebrows. 
  “No, Coker, you may not use the telephone.” he answered icily. “Close the door after you.” 
  “It’s important, sir 
  “Close the door! There is a draught !"  snapped Mr. Prout, 
  “But, sir— " 
  “Take a hundred lines, Coker!"
  “Oh crumbs !" 
  Coker of the Fifth closed the door at that. He paused in the passage and shook his fist at the closed door. Then he walked on to Mr. Quelch’s study. From that study could be heard the clicking of a typewriter. Mr. Quelch was spending a happy afternoon on the umpteenth chapter of his celebrated “History of Greyfriars.” 
  Coker knocked at the door. 
  “Come in !" snapped Mr. Quelch; and the clicking of the typewriter keys ceased. 
  Coker stepped into the study. 
  “May I use the telephone, sir?” he asked. 
  Mr. Quelch glared. The Fifth-Former had interrupted his literary work to ask whether he might use the Form master’s telephone! Nobody was allowed to use Mr Quelch’s telephone. Fellows who wanted to use it had to select times when Mr. Quelch was out of doors; which often led Mr. Quelch to make sarcastic remarks about overcharges when his bill came in from the exchange. Mr. Quelch often felt absolutely convinced that he had never had all the calls for which he was charged. And he was generally right—he hadn’t ! Remove fellows could have told him who had had them. But the most venturesome Removite never came to the study to use the phone when Mr. Quelch was at home. That was reserved for Coker; a case of fools rushing in where angels feared to tread. 
  Coker, as if taking Mr. Quelch’s consent for granted, was already crossing to the telephone. The Remove master’s voice stopped him. 
  “Coker!” he thundered. 
  “Oh! Yes, sir.” 
  “Leave my study!” 
  “I haven’t telephoned yet, sir.” 
  “Leave my study !" thundered Mr. Quelch; and he half rose from his chair. 
  Coker rather hastily left the study. He did not like the expression on Mr. Quelch’s face at all. 
  In the passage, Coker gave a snort of disgust.  Coker quite admitted that, Form Masters could not, as a general practice, be bothered by fellows wanting to use their telephones. But they ought to have been pleased to let Coker of the Fifth telephone. Really, they were treating Coker just as if they regarded him as a common-or-garden Greyfriars fellow. They seemed quite unaware of the special importance of Coker of the Fifth. 
  With a knitted brow, Coker tramped away to the prefects’ room. There was a telephone there, but he knew that it would be just like the cheek of Sixth Form prefects to tell him that he couldn’t use it. Rather to his relief, he found only one Sixth Form man in the room. He remembered that a senior match was going oz on Big Side. Only Walker of the Sixth was in the prefects’ room, and he raised his eyebrows and stared at Coker. 
  “Want anything ?“ he aiked. 
  “Telephone !" said Coker. 
  “Not allowed! Cut !" said Walker of the Sixth. 
  Coker looked him op and down truculently, and coolly walked across to the telephone. Walker coloured, and half-rose. But he sat down again. He was a Sixth Form man and a prefect, and Coker was only in the Fifth. But Cokor was a very hefty fellow, with a terrific punch.  Certainly he would have been flogged for hitting a prefect of the Sixth. That, however, would not have mended Walker’s nose if Coker had flattened it. Walker decided to treat him with the contempt he deserved. 
  Heedless of Walker, the Fifth-Former lifted the receiver from the hooks, and 
asked the exchange for his trunk call to Holly House. While he waited for the call to come through, he stood at the window and looked out into the quad, taking no notice of Walker. Far in the distance he could see a patch of the football ground, and discerned Potter and Greene among the footballers there.  He frowned as he spotted them. There they were, playing football just as if Coker did not exist—just as if he had not told them that he wanted them that afternoon! Potter and Greene were going to learn that they could not treat Horace Coker like that. 
  The bell rang, and Coker took up the receiver again. 
  “Holly house?” he asked. 
  “Yes.” 
  “Coker speaking — Horace Coker, Greyfriars. Ask Miss. Judith Coker to come to the phone.” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  A few moments later the voice of Aunt Judy was heard. 
  “Is that you, Horace, my dear boy?" 
  “Yes, auntie.” 
  Coker’s gruff voice softened very much in speaking to Aunt Judy. To Aunt Judy, Horace was the beginning and end of all things admirable. Coker fully agreed with her. Aunt Judith admired Horace immensely, and so did Horace! And Coker was very fond of his aunt. 
  “My dear boy !" came Aunt Judy’s affectionate murmur. 
  “How’s Uncle Henry?” 
  “How kind and sweet of you to ring up and ask, my dear! I am afraid he is rather poorly at present.” 
  “That fellow Poynings has called here, auntie. I phoned to you about him last week, and told you he’d tried to keep me away for Christmas. Now he’s called again, and brought a note from Uncle Henry.” 
  “My dear, dear Horace; surely you will come for Christmas! I should be dreadfully disappointed!"
  “Of course I shall come.” said Coker. That’s settled. But if Uncle Henry really would rather I didn’t —— "
  “He would be dreadfully disappointed, too, if you did not come, Horace. "
“But his note says —“ 
  “I did not know he had written: it is the work of that man Poynings.” said Miss Coker. “He seems to have a very great influence over your uncle, Horace. I cannot understand it, but I dislike him very much. I wish your uncle would send him away; but he will not, though he has never disregarded my wishes before. It seems to me sometimes that he fears Mr. Poynings. Horace, my dear, you must come. Promise me that you will not disappoint me."    
  “What-ho!" said Coker. “Rely on me, auntie I’m coming all right!" 
  “I am so glad, Horace !" 
  Coker bade his aunt farewell, and put up the receiver. He crossed to the door of the prefects’ room, giving Walker of the Sixth a look as he went. He was ready for trouble with Walker of the Sixth—Coker was always ready for trouble with anybody. But Walker affected to be deep in his book, and Coker walked out. 
  He returned to his study in the Fifth Form passage, and found Mr. Poynings waiting for him there. Mr. Poynings’ eyes glinted at him as he strode in. 
  “You have telephoned, Master Coker?” he asked. 
  “I have.” 
  “And— " 
  “And I’m going home for Christmas to Holly House, as I told you.” said Coker contemptuously. “It seems to me, Mr. Poynings, that you’re the sort of man that will bear watching, from what Miss Coker tells me. She doesn’t trust you, and I don’t trust you ! My opinion is that you are a bad egg !" 
  “Master Coker!"
  “That’s all!" said Coker. “Good-aftetnoon !" 
  “Then you are determined?” 
  “I’ve told you so. Get out!” 
  Mr. Poynings got out. Coker gave a smile of contempt as he went, and dismissed the secretary from his mind. He little dreamed what was to be the result of his answer to the man with the hooked nose. 
                                         THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                            Bunter Begs For It ! 
“I SAY, you fellows !"
  “Well ? " 
  “Oh, nothing!” 
  Billy Bunter seemed a little uneasy. 
  The taxi had ploughed its way by muddy roads to Cliff House, and the school presided over by Miss Penelope Primrose was in view in the distance, with the rolling sea beyond. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were looking forward to a pleasant ramble with their friends at Cliff House, to be followed by tea in the school-room. They were only concerned by the fact that Bob Cherry was under detention at Greyfriars, and could not share the pleasure with them. 
Billy Bunter most certainly was not bothering his head about Bob Cherry. He never bothered it about anybody but William George Bunter. But he seemed uneasy and worried as the taxi drew nearer and nearer to Cliff House School. 
  “I—I say—" he began again, as the vehicle rattled up to the gates of Cliff House. 
  “What’s biting you, fatty? " asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, nothing !" 
  The taxi stopped, and the chauffeur descended and opened the door. The Greyfriars juniors stepped out one after another. Five of them started towards the gates, leaving Billy Bunter to settle with the taxi-man. 
  “Hold on a minute, you fellows !" called out Bunter anxiously. 
  The juniors stopped. 
  “Seven-and-six, sir !" said the chauffeur. 
  
Bunter rattled his cash in his pocket. The juniors stood and looked at him inquiringly. 
  “Well, why don’t you pay the man and let him get off?” asked Hazeldene. 
  “The—the fact is—— " 
  “My only hat !" ejaculated Nugent. “Has the fat bounder been spoofing, after all’ 
  “Oh, really, Nugent——"
  Hazel started. He had heard the chink of cash in Bunter’s pocket, and it had sounded like a great deal of cash. It dawned upon him now that perhaps the Owl of the Remove had been pulling his leg. 
  “Look here, Bunter !" he began. 
  “We may as well go in,” remarked Johnny Burl. 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific!" 
  “I—I say, you fellows, hold on a minute !" stammered Bunter. “I—I think I’ve left my money in the study at Greyfriars!” 
  “Why, I heard you rattling it in your pocket !" exclaimed Wharton, 
  “Yes; but—but I—I think—— 
  “Seven-and-six, please !" said the taxi- driver grimly. 
  He was beginning to feel suspicious. 
  “You fat villain!” said Harry Wharton, in measured tones. “How much have you got?” 
Bunter drew his fat hand from his pocket. It held a pencil-case and a bunch of keys, two halfpennies, and a penny. Evidently it was the pencil-case and the key which had furnished most of the clinking when Bunter had rattled his cash in his pocket. 
  “Twopence !" said Nugent. 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “It—it’s all right, you fellows !" stammered Bunter. “My—my postal-order will be there by the time we get back.” 
  “Your what?” roared Johnny Bull. 
  “My postal-order, you know. Didn’t I mention to you fellows that I was expecting a postal-order?” 
  “Why, you—you —" gasped Wharton. 
  “I’m waiting, gentlemen.” said the chauffeur, with quite an unpleasant look. “Who’s paying the fare?” 
  “That fat rotter is !" exclaimed Hazel indignantly. ‘I’ve got nothing to do with it.” 
  “It’s all right, my man.” said Bunter. “I—I’ll give you the twopence now, and 
—and send the rest on.” 
  “Will you?” said the chauffeur, with such an expression on his face that Bunter jumped back. 
  The taxi-driver turned to Hazeldene 
  “You engaged the cab, sir !" he said. 
  “ I jolly well didn’t !" 
  “You told me where to drive. I look to you for my fare.” 
  “Nothing of the sort !" howled Hazel “That fat rascal phoned for the taxi !"
  “I don’t know who phoned for it, but you told me to drive to Cliff House, and I know I’ve driven you to Cliff House.” said the chauffeur. “Seven-and-six, please.” 
  “You’re for it, Hazel !" grinned Johnny Bull. “You would bring that fat spoofer, and you would come in a taxi. We wanted to walk.” 
  “The walkfulness was the proper caper, any esteemed Hazel.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I—I tell you——” stuttered Hazel. 
  “Seven-and-six, please !" 
  “I—I can’t “ 
  “Blooming bilks, what?” said the taxi driver unpleasantly. “Orlright! I’lI see your headmaster about it. That’s what I’m going to do!" 
  “Hold on !" said Harry Wharton quietly. “We didn’t engage the taxi, you chaps, and we didn’t want it; but we’ve driven in it.  It’s up to us.” 
  “Shell out !" said Frank Nugent, with a faint grin. 
  The chums of the Remove went through their pockets. Lower Fourth fellows, as a rule, did not take taxicabs; Bunter could afford such luxuries apparently. 
  “It’s all right, you fellows.” he said cheerily. “I’ll settle up out of my postal-order, you know. " 
  “Shut up!" roared Johnny Bull ferociously. 
  “Oh, really, Bull—— " 
  The sum of seven shillings and sixpence was raised by various contributions. Hazel put in sixpence, and grumbled loudly at doing so. The rest was found by the Co. The taxi-man was paid, and he grunted and drove away. Bunter blinked at the juniors a little uneasily through his big spectacles. 
  “Don’t you worry, you fellows.” He said. “It’s all right. Now let’s get in— I can see Marjorie at the gate.” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. looked fixedly at William George Bunter. They did not answer him in words. Four pairs of hands were laid on the Owl of the Remove, and he descended into the road with a bump. 
  “Yaroooh !“ roared Bunter. 
  “Let me get at him !" shouted Hazel. 
  “Yow-ow-ow!" 
  Hazel grasped Bunter by the back of his collar and rolled him over. There was a wild splutter from the fat junior as his face was buried in a muddy puddle. 
  “Grooog ! Oooooch !" 
  “Ha, ha, ha !" 
  “Yow-ow-ow! Ugh!  Grooogh! Gug-gug-gug !" spluttered Bunter, sitting up dazedly." “Ooooooch!"
  “There, you fat rotter !" gasped Hazeldene. 
  “Yarooooh!"
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  “I say, chuck it !  There’s Marjorie and Clara.” said Frank Nugent hastily.  If if if
  Harry Wharton & Co. walked in at the gates. Hazel stayed to give Bunter’s head another plunge into the muddy puddle, and then he followed.  Bunter sat up and roared. 
  “Here we are, Marjorie, old girl,” said Hazel, with a rather red face. 
  “What’s that out in the road ? " asked Miss Clara. 
  “That? Oh! Nothing!” 
  “It looks like a porpoise.” said Miss Clara demurely. 
  “Oh, Clara!” murmured Marjorie. 
  The schoolgirls and their schoolboy chums went in at the gate; and Johnny Bull dropped behind. Johnny had a suspicion that the Owl of the Remove might roll in after the Greyfriars party, when he had recovered his breath a little. Johnny decided to deal with him, if he did—drastically. The incident of the taxi had quite exhausted the patience of Johnny Bull. 
  He was right. Marjorie and her friends had disappeared into the school, when Bunter came puffing and blowing up to the gates again. He was damp and he was muddy—and even Bunter did not quite like presenting himself at Cliff House in such a state. But there was no alternative—unless he was to miss his tea. That, of course, was not to be thought of—by Bunter, at least. 
  Johnny Bull did not waste words on Bunter. He gripped him by the collar and ran him out into the road again. 
  He ran him onward, heedless of loud protests and objections from William George. He stopped out of sight of Cliff House, and proceeded to bang Bunter’s head on a tree. Then he kicked him hard, thus starting him in the direction of Greyfriars. 
  All this Johnny did without speaking. He was a fellow of few words at any time; and on this occasion he felt that he could let his actions speak for him. Certainly his actions were unmistakable. 
  Johnny Bull turned back to Cliff House, leaving Bunter gasping. 
  The fat junior leaned on a tree, and gazed, and spluttered, and spluttered and gasped.  When he felt a little better, he made a step in the direction of Cliff House.  But he made only one step.  He stopped again, grunting. He realised that it was not good enough. In some matters Bunter never knew when he had had enough. But on the present occasion he knew. 
  “Ow! Beasts !" he groaned. 
  From the bottom of his fat heart Bunter wished that he had not so generously stood that taxi from Greyfriars.  Certainly, it had not cost him anything, but he was no better off than he was before—unless a bumping and a thumping were to be counted as gains. And he had a long walk back to Greyfriars before him—a long, long walk.  Unless some charitable person gave him a lift, there were muddy miles for Bunter to tramp. 
  “Beasts!” groaned Bunter. 
  And he started—blinking round wearily through his big spectacles, in search of some passing vehicle from whom he could beg, borrow, or steal a lift on the way to Greyfriars. 

                                       THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                        Coker Means Business! 

BOB CHERRY groaned dismally. 
  It was four o’clock, and his detention had yet a half-hour to run. 
  Outside, the air was keen and frosty, and the winter sun gleamed on the old quadrangle and the leafless trees, Occasionally, from far in the distance, a yell could be heard from the football ground, where Fifth and Sixth were at Soccer. Never had the Form-room seemed so dim and dreary to poor Bob, as it seemed that bright afternoon. Only by a great effort did Bob concentrate on the task set him so thoughtfully by his Form master. In fact the task would have lain neglected on his desk, but for the certainty that if it was not done, the detention would be extended when Mr. Quelch looked in at half-past four. So Bob Cherry laboured at Latin conjugations, dealing dismally with irregular verbs—which were more irregular than ever when they had passed through his hands. 
  Two or three fellows had looked in to give him a cheering word—strictly against the rules of detention. Vernon- Smith and Tom Redwing had dropped in, then Squiff had come in for a few minutes, and then Peter Todd. These kindly visits broke the monotony a little, though they certainly did not speed Bob with his task. 
  “Another blinking half-hour!” murmured Bob, as four chimed out from the Greyfriars clock-tower. “Oh dear!" 
  There was only one solace. Once he was free of the Form-room a quick walk through the wintry woods, and tea at Cliff House, would follow. But it seemed as if half-past four would never come. 
  There was a footstep, in the passage again, and Bob looked up brightly. In the lonely Form-room he was beginning to feel like Robinson Crusoe on his island, and he would have been glad of a word with even Bunter, or Skinner, or Snoop. 
  But it was Coker of the Fifth who looked in. Bob Cherry gave him a genial grin. He was glad even to see the rugged features of Horace Coker, 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob cheerily. two 
  “So you’re here, you young rascal!" said Coker grimly, 
  “Here I am, you old rascal !" assented Bob. 
  “Cheeky as ever?” said Coker. 
  “More!” said Bob. 
  “I’m going to take all that out of you !" said Coker, frowning. “I’m going to have you young scoundrels in order before we break up for Christmas !"
To to to 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “Dear man !" he said. 
  “The other young rascals have gone out, I think.” said Coker. 
  “You think?” repeated Bob. “Gammon! You can’t think, Coker!” 
  Horace Coker breathed hard. 
  Coker of the Fifth had been going in for strategy that day. He had learned that Harry Wharton & Co. were going out for the afternoon, and he had planned to trail them down with Potter and Greene, and deal with them, as they deserved, far from the help of the rest of the Remove. That strategic plan had been a knocked on the head by Potter and Greene most inexplicably preferring to play football rather than to back up the great Coker. 
Left on his lonely own, Coker realised that if he was to deal with the Famous Five at all he would have to take them in detail, not in bulk. And the discovery that Bob Cherry was detained looked, to Coker, like a stroke of good fortune. He did not mind which member of the cheery Co. he started on, so long as ho got started. 
  He came into the Form-room, grim and vengeful. Bob Cherry rose from his desk and picked up the inkpot. 
  “Come on, old bean!" he said. 
  “Put down that inkpot!” roared Coker. 
  “Dear man!” grinned Bob.. 
  Coker came striding round the desk and reached out at Bob. 
  Swoooosh! 
  The ink flow from the Inkpot, and splashed upon the rugged features of Coker. 
  “Groooch!” 
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  If Horace Coker was turned, all of a sudden, into an imitation of a Christy minstrel. 
  But he came on more vengefully than ever. He grasped Bob, and whirled him out from the desks. 
  “Now, you young rascal” 
  Bob Cherry returned grasp for grasp. Sturdy fellow as he was, he was, of course, no match for a big Fifth-Former. But Bob was not a fellow to be licked while had a punch left. 
For several minutes there was a wild and whirling scrap in the Form-room. Coker had not come there to scrap with a junior, of course. It was miles beneath his dignity to do, anything of the kind. But as this cheeky junior persisted in putting up a fight, it was difficult to see how he was to be licked, without a scrap as a preliminary. 
  Coker was going to bend him over a desk and give him a dozen with the Form master’s cane. But bending Bob over a desk did not seem an easy task. 
  “What—what is this?” 
  Mr. Quelch appeared in the doorway of the Remove-room. 
  The uproar had brought him there. Mr. Quelch had come along with the suspicion that friendly fellows in the Remove had dropped in to cheer Bob Cherry up in his detention, and that a rag was going on. He was almost petrified at the sight of a Fifth-Former struggling in the Form-room with the detained Removite. 
  “Bless my soul !" ejaculated Mr. Quelch. “What—what—what is—is this, Coker? Coker, how dare you!  Cease this at once !" 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Coker. 
  He released Bob Cherry, and stood blinking at Mr. Quelch, a breathless and inky blink. Bob staggered to a desk and leaned on it, gasping. 
  Mr. Quelch strode into the Form-room. 
  “Coker!” he thundered. “How dare you come here? How dare you interfere with a boy in my Form—a boy under detention, too? Coker, I shall report this to your Form master, and demand severe punishment for your outrageous conduct. Leave this room at once!” 
  “Look here, sir!” gasped Coker. 
  Mr. Quelch’s hand rose to point to the door. 
  “Leave this room instantly, Coker!” 
  And Coker left. 
  Mr. Quetch turned to Bob Cherry. 
  “I trust you Are not hurt, Cherry.” he said kindly. “This is a—a most unprecedented occurrence! I shall complain very seriously to Mr. Prout. Cherry, you arc excused the remainder of your detention; you may leave the Form-room, my boy!”
  “Thank you, sir!” gasped Bob. 
  Mr. Quelch left him, and Bob gladly put his books away and followed. He was feeling quite grateful to Coker. That great man’s intervention had cut Bob’s detention short by a quarter of an hour. And Bob hurried away cheerily, to get his cap and coat and start for Cliff House. In the corridor he passed Coker of the Fifth, and gave him a cheery grin. 
  “Thanks, old bean!” he said affably. 
  Coker glared. 
  “You’ve got ne off detention!” chuckled Bob. “I shall be early at Cliff House. No end obliged, Coker” 
  And he walked away in great spirits. Coker stalked out of the House, with a grim and frowning brow. Mutters did not seem to be going well for the great Coker that afternoon. 
There was trouble coming with Mr. Prout when the Remove master reported his outrageous conduct to that gentleman. Mr. Prout might even have the cheek to cane him.  Coker was wrathy and rutty as he stalked in the quad, and he looked still more wrathy and ratty as he saw the footballers coming back to the House. Potter and Greene stopped to speak to Coker, with friendly smiles. Now that the Form match was over Potter and Greene were thinking of tea, and tea in the study largely depended on Coker. But, two friendly smiles received only a steely stare in return. 
  “Hallo, Coker, old man?” said Potter affably. 
  “Waiting for us?” said Greene, “That’s really kind!”
  Coker snorted. 
  “Don’t speak to me!” he snapped. 
  “Coker, old chap—” 
  “Cut it out !” sneered Coker. “I’m done with you. Go and chop chips!” 
  “We didn’t beat the Sixth.” said Potter. “Wingate kicked the winning goal for them. I—I rather think Blundell made a mistake in not playing you for the Fifth, Coker.” 
  “A rather serious mistake,” said Greene, taking his cue from Potter. “It’s cost us the match !” 
  Potter and Greene considered that this was laying it on thick enough, even for Coker.  But Coker was not to be placated; he declined to listen to the voice of the charmer. Soft answers are said to turn away wrath; but Horace Coker’s wrath was not to be turned away so easily. He rewarded Potter and Greene for their, soft answers with a grim stare. 
  “Coming in?" 
  “Coker, old chap—” murmured Greene. 
  “I’m going out!” 
  “I—I say— ”
  “And I don’t want you fellows to speak to me when I come in, either!” said Coker crushingly. 
  And Horace Coker turned his back on his faithless followers, and walked away to the gates, leaving Potter and Greene looking rather blank. 
  “Silly ass!” remarked Potter. 
  “Howling chump!” agreed Greene. 
  And Coker’s discarded chums went into the House. Coker of the Fifth went down to the gates, and loafed there with his hands in his pockets. Coker had no time to waste on Potter and Greene. Coker was still being strategic. He loafed at the gates with a careless air till Bob Cherry came along and went out. 
  Bob started cheerily down the lane, to take the short cut through the woods to Cliff House. And then Coker of the Fifth detached himself from the old gateway, and followed on. 
Bob Cherry was thinking of anything but trouble as he swung cheerily along. But trouble was on his trail in the shape of Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form. 

                                         THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.                 

                                                    Just Like Coker! 

BOB CHERRY tramped cheerily across the plank bridge, over the little stream, in the heart of Friardale Wood.  He glanced round him there. It was the spot where, a few weeks before, Major Cherry had fallen into the chalk rift, and Bob had gone down for him.  The scene was rather changed now. The winter rains had filled the chalk rift to overflowing, and what had been, a few weeks before, a deep chalk rift with a shallow stream at the bottom was now a flowing, murmuring torrent, gushing on swiftly to join the distant Sark. The water lapped on the plank bridge, a good fifteen feet deep under it. Bob glanced round, thinking of that incident of a few weeks ago, when the rescue of the major had helped to heal the misunderstanding between him and his father. But he did not linger there. He tramped on; and then, as he was plunging into the footpath beyond, he heard the sound of running feet on the plank. 
  “Oh, my hat!  Coker!” ejaculated Bob as he glanced round. 
  Coker came across with a rush. He bore down on the Remove fellow with a triumphant grin on his face. 
  “Got you !” he remarked cheerily. 
  Bob backed away, eyeing him warily. Coker had a stick under his arm, and it dawned on Bob that the Fifth-Former had followed him from the school, to catch him in that lonely spot. Coker was following out his strategic scheme of catching the members of the Famous Five one after another, and dealing with them in detail. And this time it really looked as if Coker’s strategy would be crowned with success. 
   Coker slipped the stick down into his hand. 
  “Ready?” he asked. 
  “Ready for tea, do you mean?” asked Bob. “Certainly! I’m going over to Cliff House to tea, Coker. Like to walk with me as far as Pegg?” 
  “You cheeky young rascal!” 
  “My dear chap. I mean it.” said Bob. “I’m not a particular chap at all. I really don’t mind whom I’m seen with.” 
  Coker’s eyes glinted. That really was not the way to placate Coker, if Bob had thought of placating him. 
  The Fifth-Former pointed to a fallen log with his stick. 
  “Bend over!” he said. 
  Bob burst into a laugh. 
  The situation was serious. There was no doubt that Coker meant business. But Coker’s idea that a Remove man would “bend over” at his order, as if he were a sixth Form prefect, entertained Bob. He chortled. 
  “You can cackle,” roared Coker. 
  “Thanks, I will!  Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I’ll give you something to cure all that. Are you going to bend over?” demanded Coker. 
  “Not quite.” 
  Coker made a spring at the Removite. Bob Cherry jumped back, caught at a low branch, and swung himself off the ground. 
  His action was rapid, and Coker was taken quite by surprise. Coker never was quick on the uptake. He plunged along under the tree, and Bob, swingng from the branch, cheerfully kicked his hat off. Then the junior clambered higher, while Coker was fielding his hat. 
  “Oh, gad!” ejaculated Coker. 
  Bob Cherry grinned down at him. 
  “Coming up?” he asked. “Room for two!”
  “Come down!” roared Coker. 
  “Come up!” invited Bob. 
  “Will you come down, you little villain ?” 
  “Will you come up, you big villain?” 
  Coker stood under the tree and glared at the cheery Removite. Scrambling into a tree after an elusive junior was an extremely undignified proceeding for a great man of the Fifth Form. And Coker was very much concerned about his Fifth Form dignity. T3ut it really seemed that Coker’s lofty dignity was fated to suffer considerable damage in his alarums and excursions with the Lower Fourth. 
  He threw down the stick and began to clamber into the tree. 
  Bob Cherry immediately climbed out on a long branch, that extended over the rippling stream. 
  The branch swayed and creaked under his weight. Bob sat astride of it, not at all perturbed. He grinned back at Coker, who had reached the spot where the branch jutted out from the trunk. 
  “Come on, old bean!” siid Bob. 
  Coker hesitated. 
  The long branch was swaying under Bob’s weight; and under Bob was the deep chalk rift with sixteen feet of water in it.  Coker’s weight added to Bob’s was absolutely certain to make the long branch snap off at the trunk. Bob had little to fear, as he was a first-class swimmer; and Coker was persuaded that he had nothing to fear, as he fancied that he was a still more first-class swimmer. But he naturally did not want a headlong plunge into icy water. That was not likely to be really pleasant on a frosty December afternoon. 
  “Come back, you cheeky rascal!” hissed Coker. 
  “Come and fetch me.” suggested Bob. 
  Creak ! 
  The branch swayed and sagged. Coker backed off it hastily. It looked as if the branch would not bear Bob’s weight, let alone Coker’s. 
  “You young idiot! You’ll fall!” shouted Coker. 
  “You old idiot! You’re more likely to fall than I am.” grinned Bob. 
  “Come back” 
  “Bow-wow!”
  “I—I—I—I’ll——”  gasped Coker. 
  “Funky?” asked Bob cheerily
  That was too much for Coker. He scrambled recklessly on the branch.  It sagged and creaked ominously, and once more Coker backed off it.  He dropped from the tree to the ground, and fixed his eyes on Bob with a wrathful glare. 
  “All right! I’ll wait for you.” he said. 
  “So kind of you!” said Bob. 
  “I’ll lick you when you come down!” roared CoLor. 
  “I’ll lick you if you come up!” said Bob. “You haven’t much nerve in the Fifth, have you?” 
  Coker almost fumed. 
  Really, he did not want to spend the rest of the afternoon standing under a tree waiting for a cheeky junior to drop, like a ripe apple. 
  But the difficulty was settled suddenly and unexpectedly.. There was a louder creak from the frozen branch, and a sudden snap. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bob. 
  Almost before he knew what was happemng Bob Cherry was plunging headlong downwards. 
  Splash! 
  “Great Scott!” gasped Coker. 
  Bob Cherry barely missed the plank bridge as he plunged into the water. He vanished under the swift-flowing stream, and Coker’s staring eyes followed him and saw his head come up, a dozen yards away. The swift current bore him onwards, struggling. Bob’s face was white as he struggled with the rush of the water. He had knocked his head as he fell, either on the falling branch or on a fragment of driftwood, and he was dazed and dizzy. 
Coker stood rooted to the ground in sheer horror for a few seconds. 
  The junior was being swept away under his eyes; in a few minutes more he would be swept out into the wide reaches of the Sark, to certain death. 
  “Oh, gad!”  breathed Coker. 
  He rushed frantically along the bank of the stream, catching his feet in roots and branches, falling, and stumbling, and picking himself up again, and rushing on. 
  Bob was fighting valiantly against the current, but with little success. The stream, swollen with heavy rain, rushed him on. There was a splash in the water as Coker plunged in. A minute more, and the Fifth-Former’s grasp was on Bob. 
  The swift current swept them on together; but Coker’s other hand, clutching wildly, caught at a low branch that trailed low over the stream, and held. 
  The rush was stopped. 
  With one hand grasping Bob, Coker held on to the swaying branch with the other, keeping both heads above water. 
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  His teeth were chattering with cold; the water was like ice.  But Coker, who was well known to be every variety of an ass, was plucky to the very finger tips. The thin branch to which he clung was sagging deeper and deeper, and obviously would not hold long. But it never even crossed Coker's mind to let the junior go and save himself. 
  He glared round wildly; but there was no help to be looked for in the lonely heart of the wintry wood.  He could only hold on grimly. 
  Bob Cherry pulled himself together. He had been dazed by the bump on his head; but he was by no means helpless. Coker’s gallant plunge to the rescue had stopped him in the rush to death; and Bob was able to help himself now. 
  “Hold on !” he panted. 
  Coker was holding on; it was all that he could do. Bob grasped him, and Coker had his hands free to hold on to the branch. Then Bob reached up to the branch and held. 
  “All right now.” he panted; “I can hold on, Coker .You first.” 
  “I’m getting you out!” gasped Coker, 
  “I’m all right, I tell you! You get out first.” 
  “Don’t be cheeky!” Even at this moment Coker was still Coker. “I’ll help you up—— Now, then, sharp!”
  There was no time for argument; the icy water was numbing the limbs of the junior and the Fifth-Former. Bob gave up the point, and, with a helping shove from Coker below, he dragged himself on the trailing branch, and then clambered along it, to the tree, and dropped safely on the bank. There, dripping with water, he turned anxiously to Coker. 
  “Buck up!” 
  Coker pulled himself clumsily on the branch, and came squattering along it with the grace and activity of a rhinoceros. But he succeeded in reaching the bank, and rolled in the frosty grass at Bob Cherry’s feet. 

                                                 THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                                            Mysterious! 

BILLY BUNTER stopped and blinked at an object that had dawned upon his short range of vision and blinked again. Bunter was surprised; but he was pleased. It was a small covered cart at which the Owl of the Remove was blinking, drawn up in a narrow, muddy lane that wound round the edge of Friardale Wood, with thick tree on one side, and a field of stubble on the other. Billy Bunter had tramped a long and weary tramp from Cliff House, and his fat little legs ached as he drew nearer to Greyfriars. Bunter did not like walking; but so far he had had no chance of a lift.  He was in a hurry to get back to the school. Having missed tea at Cliff House, he did not want to miss tea at Greyfriars also; that would have been too catastrophic. So he was both pleased and surprised by the sight of the cart. 
  He was surprised because that steep and muddy lane was seldom used by any vehicles, and it seemed odd enough that the cart should be tied up there some miles from any habitation. But he was pleased, because there was a chance of a lift at last. For a sufficient “tip” he did not doubt that the carter would give him a lift to the school. His total financial resources were limited to twopence, a pencil-case, and a bunch of keys. But it was not necessary to tell the carter all that; the man would not expect to be paid in advance. Difficulties might arise when Bunter was landed at Greyfriars; but Bunter was not a fellow to meet trouble half way. Some fellow might lend him the necessary tip—at all events, he would have reached Greyfriars without walking the last mile, and that was the important point. 
  So the Owl of the Remove, having spotted the covered cart, stopped, and blinked round in search of the carter. 
  The horse was tied to a tree at the edge of the muddy lane, the thick canvas cover of the cart brushing against the boughs overhead 
  Bunter blinked round for the carter; but he blinked in vain. The man was not to be seen. 
Had the cart been tied up anywhere near the Cross Keys or the Peal of Bells, Bunter could have guessed where the carter had probably gone. But even the unreflecting Owl thought that it was a little odd for the vehicle to be tied up and left in that remote and solitary spot. 
He plodded on till he reached the cart, blinking round him, but still there was nothing to be seen of the driver in the lane or in the held adjoining. Thinking that possibly the man had gone to sleep in the cart, Bunter lifted a corner of the canvas cover, and blinked in. But the cart was empty, save for a few sacks and a coil of rope. 
  Bunter gave a discontented grunt. 
  Where the carter was he could not imagine; but the man evidently was not on the spot, and there was no lift for Bunter. The fat junior sat down on the low fence beside the lane, to rest his weary fat limbs, and wait for the carter to return. He had tramped from Cliff House by wet footpath and miry lane, and he was fatigued. He did not mean to lose the chance of a 1ift if he could help it. The beast—as Bunter mentally termed the missing carter—wonld be bound to turn up sooner or later. Anyhow, the fat Owl was getting a much-needed rest while he waited. 
  But minute followed minute, and there was still no sound or sign of the returning carter. 
It was getting near tea-time at Greyfriars: and Bunter was growing seriously alarmed on that subject. 
  He had barely time to get in for tea, if he sprinted all the way; and never had the fat junior felt less disposed to sprint. 
  “Where on earth is the beast?” he murmured. 
  Really, it seemed as if the carter must have forgotten where he had tied up his horse: it was quite extraordinary that the vehicle should be deserted in that lonely spot for such a length of time. There was no building anywhere near at which the man might be supposed to have any business. Billy Bunter was puzzled and deeply annoyed. 
  But there was a sound at last—from the direction of the wood on the other side of the little lane. 
  Bunter was sitting on the fence by the field. On the other side there was no fence, the trees bordering the lane, with paths running up here and there into the wood. The dusk was beginning to fall; and it was by one of those dusky paths from the deep wood that someone was coming. 
  “That beast, at last!” murmured Bunter, 
  The cart was between him and the new arrival; he could not see the man yet. He flipped down from the fence, to move round the cart. As he did so a voice fell on his ears—a harsh, whispering voice.
  “See that’s all clear, Smiley.” 
  “It’s all clear, Nosey—not a soul.” 
  Evidently two men had arrived by the path from the wood, though Bunter could not see either of them yet. 
  The first voice spoke again, savagely and snappishly. 
  “Look, you fool! Can we afford to take risks now?” 
  “Oh, all right!” 
  Heavy tramping feet came round the cart. 
  A burly, powerfully-built man emerged into Bunter’s view—a roughly dressed man, with a stick under his arm. He gave quite a jump at the sight of Billy Bunter. 
  “Oh!” he ejaculated. 
  “What is it, Smiley?” came from the other man, still unseen by Bunter. 
  “A school kid.” 
  Bunter heard a savage exclamation. 
  The big man, Smiley, came quickly towards the fat junior. His heavy, harsh face was dark and threatening. 
  “Who are you? What do you want here?” he growled. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  The Owl of the Remove was not an observant fellow; he was, in fact, remarkable for his obtuseness. But even Bunter had an inkling that there was something wrong here. He backed away from the burly Smiley, blinking at him uneasily. 
  “I—I was going to ask you for a lift!” he stammered. 
  “What?” 
  “I’m tired.” explained Bunter. “I’ll stand you a shilling for a lift for about a mile.” 
  “You young idiot!” 
  “Oh, I say———” 
  “Clear off!” snapped Smilet, and he slipped his stick into his hand, and made a threatening motion towards the fat junior. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter.
  He spun round and ran for it. This fellow, whoever he was, was not an ordinary carter. He looked more like a dangerous tramp. Billy Bunter’s fat heart throbbed with apprehension as he ran. But there was no sound of footsteps in pursuit, and Bunter stopped at the first turning of the lane. That there was something strange and surreptitious going on he felt certain, though he could not imagine what it was.  But Bunter was inquisitive to his fat finger-tips, and he meant to find out if he could.  He was extremely curious to see the second man. “Nosey,” whose harsh voice he had heard, but who had remained hidden from his sight by the horse and cart. 
  He stopped and listened. And from the distance he could hear the sound of the cart getting into motion. 
  Bunter crept back to the bend of the narrow lane.  He peered back through the gathering dusk, and had a glimpse of the back of the cart, in motion now. Apparently, the two men were in it; for he could see neither of them. The cart rumbled on up the muddy lane and disappeared from his view. 
  “Well, my hat!” murmured Bunter. “They’re up to something—poaching, perhaps! No, that ain’t likely— stealing more likely—only there ain’t anything to steal about here! Beasts !” 
  Whatever might be the mysterious business of Nosey and Smiley, it was clear, at least, that there was no lift for Bunter. 
  The covered cart was gone; in the opposite direction from Greyfriars. From the direction it had taken, Nosey and Smiley were apparently heading for the road to the cliffs. 
  Bunter grunted discontentedly, and set out on the weary tramp to Greyfriars.  He had had a rest; but what he wanted was a lift, and there was no lift for him. He was tired and morose as he tramped onward, and cane out into Friardale Lane at last. 
  Bicycle lamps gleamed through the gathering dusk, and Bunter caught the sound of familiar voices. Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing were returning from a ride. 
  “I say, you fellows !" yelled Bunter. 
  “Hallo fatty !" called back the Bounder. 
  “Give me a lift, Smithy !"
  “I’ll stand behind your bike and hold on.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!" roared Vernon-Smith. 
  And the two cyclists rode on towards Greyfriars, laughing.  Apparently, neither of them was disposed to carry Bunter’s weight as far as the school. 
  “Beasts!” groaned Bunter. 
  He tramped dismally on. Deeply did the Owl of the Remove repent him that he had “stood” that taxi to Cliff House. 
  Greyfriars came in sight at last. Bunter rolled in wearily at the school gates. He was much too late for tea in Hall; he knew that. His only hope was that Peter Todd might not yet have finished tea in Study No. 7 in the Remove. Bunter rolled into the House and laboured up the stair, and limped wearily along the Remove passage to study No. 7. 
  “Had your tea, Toddy?" he asked as he rolled in. 
  Peter Todd nodded. 
  “Yes, thanks, old fat bean!” 
  “I—I say, is there any left for me?” 
  “‘Fraid not !" said Peter cheerfully. “But if you were going to stand your whack, old man, there’s nothing to prevent you now; the tuckshop isn’t closed yet.” 
  “I’ve been disappointed about a postal-order.” 
  “Too bad !" said Peter sympathetically. “Is it the .same postal-order you were disappointed about last week, or the one you were disappointed about the week before?"
  “Beast! I—I say, is there anything in the cupboard?" 
  “Oh. yes!” 
  Bunter brightened. 
  “That’s all right, then. I suppose I can have it?” 
  “Certainly.” 
  “What is it, Peter, old chap?” 
  “The pie-dish.” 
  “Eh?” 
  “There isn’t any pie left in it!"
  “Beast!" howled Bunter. “Look here! I haven’t had my tea, Peter. Those rotters let me down at Cliff House—after I’d stood them a taxi. too! 1 was nearly attacked by a dangerous tramp coming back! I—I might have been murdered, Peter!" 
  “You might, really?” asked Peter, 
  “Yes, really!"
  “Dear me!" said Peter. “That reminds mc of a poem!"
  “Eh?"
  “Of all sad words of tongue and pen, the saddest are these, it might have been!" said Peter Todd blandly. 
  “Why, you—— you—you awful rotter!" gasped Bunter, “Look here, you beast! What am 1 going to do for my tea?” 
  “You mean, whom are you going to do for it, don’t you?" inquired Peter humorously. 
  “Yah!"
  Bunter rolled out of Study No. 7 and closed the door with a bang that ran the length of the Remove passage. After which he prowled up and down the Remove studies like a lion seeking what he might devour. 

                                               THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                                             Kidnapped ! 

“COKER, old chap!”
   Coker gasped. 
  “Shut it!" he said. 
  “Eh?"
  “Not so much of yonr ‘old chap’ said Coker. 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  Horace Coker had done a very plucky thing, and he had done Bob a very great service. But he was stilt Coker. 
  Certainly it was the hot-headed and obstreperous Horace who had caused Bob to fall into danger in the first place. Nevertheless, it was plucky of him to rescue the junior whom he had endangered: Bob hardly liked to think of what might have happened had not Coker plunged in and caught him. 
  Had the Remove fellow been swept out into the wide waters of the Sark, it was doubtful whether he would over have reached the bank alive. If Coker had not actually saved the junior’s life, he had done something very like it, and Bob was feeling grateful and very kindly towards Horace of the Fifth. But Coker was always Coker 
  The Fifth-Former picked himself up and shook water from his clothes. He was drenched and very cold. 
  “Awfully decent of you to come in for me, Coker!” murmured Bob, discreetly dropping the ‘old chap’.” 
  “Rot!” said Coker. 
  “Oh!” 
  “I suppose I wasn’t gong to see you drowned, you young idiot!” growled Coker. “Don’t be an ass!” 
  “Still, it was ripping, especially as you can hardly swim!” said Bob. Lots of good swimmers wouldn’t have liked that plunge!”
  “Don’t be a cheeky little idiot!” said Coker. “If you don’t know that I’m the best swimmer at Greyfriars, it’s because you don’t know anything about swimming!” 
  “Oh, my hat !" said Bob. 
  Coker eyed him grimly. 
  “You’d better cut off and get into dry clothes!” he said. “Run all the way, and you may not catch cold. Keep moving! I’m not letting you off that thrashing; but it will keep. Cut off!” 
  “But— ”
  “Shut up, and get off!” 
  “Certainly, Coker was not a fellow whom it was easy to regard with gratitude and kind feelings. But Bob only smiled cheerily. 
  “I was going to Cliff House to tea.” he said. “I can’t go like this, I suppose! I’ll get back and get changed. You’d better run, too, Coker; you’re shivering!” 
  “When I want a Lower Fourth fag to give me advice, I’ll mention the fact to him!” snapped Cokcr. 
  “But, I say— —” 
  “I think I’ve told you to shut up and cut off?” 
  Bob Cherry breathed hard and deep. He was powerfully tempted to plant his knuckles on Horace Coker’s nose. But that was scarcely a suitable proceeding, after Horace had plunged into the icy stream for him. Bob resisted the temptation manfully. 
  “Well, I’m off!” he said. “It’s jolly cold.” 
  “Hook it!" said Coker. 
  And Bob hooked it, 
  He started along the footpath through the wood, in the direction of Greyfriars, at a run, and he soon trotted himself into a warm glow. He kept up the speed and the glow all the way. As he came sprinting round a winding turn in the footpath he very nearly crashed into two men who were coming along, and he stopped just in time. 
  “Look where you’re going!” growled one of them, a big, burly fellow with harsh, rugged features. 
  “Bow-wow!” said Bob cheerily. 
  The man made a threatening novement, and the other man—a smaller man with a large beard and horn-rimmed spectacles—snapped out quickly: 
  “Come on! Don’t waste time!” 
  Bob Cherry passed them, and ran on again, and forgot the encounter in less than a minute, as he sped on towards Greyfriars. 
  He was not even aware that the two men stopped in the path, and stood watching him till he was out of sight. 
  “He’s gone.” said the bearded man in a low voice. “Only a schoolboy. Come on!” 
  And they pursued their path again. 
  “But the bloke we want —” 
  “He followed this path.” muttered the man in the horn-rimmed glasses. “I watched him leave the school, and he followed this path. I am certain of that.” 
  A minute later he uttered an exclamation.
  “There he is!” 
  Coker of the Fifth came tramping towards them, squelching out water as he tramped. 
  The two men halted in the path. 
  Both of them glanced round quickly, furtively. Bob Cherry had vanished from sight, and there was no one else to be seen on the lonely woodland path, save Coker of the Fifth.. 
Coker glanced carelessly at the two strangers as he passed them. The early dusk was falling on the woodland path, the shadows deepening among the leafless trees. 
  “Skuse me, sir,” said the burly man civilly, as Coker came abreast. “P’r’aps you can tell me if this ‘ere path is right for Friardale, sir?” 
  Coker stopped. 
  “Wrong.” he answered. “You’ll have to go the way I’m going, and then turn to the right on the main road, and—— Oh!” 
[image: image7]  
Coker broke off with a howl of astonishment, as the burly man leaped on him and bore him backwards. 
  Bump! 
  Coker of the Fifth went down on his back in the footpath, taken utterly by surprise by that sudden and unexpected attack. 
  “Oh!” he gasped. “Ow !“ 
  “Quiet, you young fool!” breathed the man, as Coker began to struggle. 
  “You scoundrel!” gasped Coker. 
  Coker’s impression was that he had fallen in with a couple of footpads, and that he was to be robbed. He was absolutely astounded by what happened next. Hefty fellow as he was, Coker was little more than an infant in the sinewy grasp of the big ruffian. The man held him helpless, while the other fellow bent over him, dragged his hands together, and drew a looped cord round his wrists and knotted it. Then, almost in the twinkling of an eye, a thick wad of cloth was stuffed into Coker’s mouth, effectually gagging him. The astonished Fifth-Former of Greyfriars struggled and wriggled spasmodically. A minute more, and his feet were tied together, and a large bag, drawn from under the big ruffian’s coat, was drawn over Coker’s head and face, and tied round his neck. 
  “Quick!” breathed the man with the horn–rimmed glasses. 
  Coker, wondering whether he was awake or dreaming, felt himself lifted from the ground and carried off the footpath into the wood. 
  He brushed against branches and brambles, as the two men hurried him on, evidently anxious to get out of sight of any passer-by with their prisoner. 
  The big man bore most of his weight with ease, but Coker could hear the other man gasping. 
  Once or twice Coker tried to struggle, but, with his hands and feet bound, he was quite helpless. In a dazed state, from sheer amazement, he was borne into the wood. 
  The kidnapper did not stop. 
  Once clear of the footpath, they slackened their speed, and proceeded at a more leisurely pace; but they kept on without a pause. 
  Coker could not resist; he could not speak, he could not even see where he was going. And he was so bewildered that he was hardly able to think. If the two rascals had robbed him he could have understood it. But they did not seem to have any intention of going through his pocket. It was not his watch and his money, but Coker himself that they wanted. He was being kidnapped; and why anybody should take the trouble to kidnap him was a bewildering mystery to Horace Coker 
  By the fact that branches and brambles brushed by him all the way he knew that the kidnappers were carefully avoiding footpaths, and keeping to the untrodden wood. But he emerged from the thickets at last, and then, faintly through the bag that closed in his head, he heard a sound of voices. The sound was faint and muffled, but it seemed to Coker that one of the voices was that of a Greyfriars fellow—the fat voice of Bunter of the Remove.  Silence followed, and Coker felt himself lifted into a vehicle of some sort. 
  He was laid in the bottom of the cart, and several smelly sacks were thrown over him. He could hear and feel the men near him in the cart, and hear faintly a jingle of harness.  Then he felt himself in motion.  The cart was being driven away. 
  Under the sacks, gagged and bound, Horace Coker lay helpless, in a state of astonishment that amounted almost to idiocy. 
  He was kidnapped— he was being driven away hidden in the bottom of a cart—by two men unknown to him. It was beyond comprehension. 
  Coker lay in bewilderment while the cart rattled on, by a rough lane at first, and then by a more leve road. 
  He had no idea of the direction in which he was being taken; he knew by the motion that he was now on a turnpike road out of the rough lanes; but it might be the Courtfield road, or 
Redclyffe road, or the Pegg road, or Friardale Lane—he could not guess. 
  But after a time the cart turned into a rough route again, and bumped and jolted on its onward way, slowly, as if going uphill. 
  It stopped at last. 
  Coker was lifted out. Thickly covered by the sacks in the cart, he had hardly noticed the cold, but now a keen, biting, wind struck him, and he shivered. He knew that it was the wind from the sea, and he could guess that he had been taken up one of the rough paths that led to the high cliffs. He felt himself carried along and heard a doer close. Then he was bumped down on a hard floor. 
  Where was he? 
  He could not form the faintest conjecture. He was kidnapped, and he was damped down in some building, a prisoner. But where he was, and why he had been taken there, and what was to happen now, were deep mysteries to Coker of the Fifth. 

                                          THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                        The Disappearance of Coker! 

 “So sorry that Bob couldn’t come.” said Marjorie Hazeldene, as she said good-bye to Harry Wharton & Co. at the gate of Cliff House. 
  “Poor old Bob!” said Miss Clara. 
  “Bessed if I know why he didn’t come, though.” said Nugent. “His detention was up at half delete press-past four, and that gave him time. Perhaps Quelchy wasn’t satisfied with the way he handled the irregular verbs.” 
  “Very likely,” said Harry Wharton. 
  “The irregularity of the esteemed Cherry’s verbs was probably terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset. Ram Singh. 
  “Let’s get off.” said Hazel. “It’s jolly cold.” 
  And the chums of the Remove started on their homeward walk. 
  They were a little worried about Bob Cherry.  It was understood that he should follow them to Cliff House when his detention was over; but he had not arrived. It was very probable that his detention task had not been done to the Remove master’s satisfaction, and that they would find him still in the Form-room grinding out irregular verbs. Which was really one of the least agreeable ways in which he could have passed a half-holiday. 
As the juniors tramped down the road towards Friardale Wood, a covered cart passed them at a trot, going towards the cliffs, 
  The juniors stepped out of the way to let it pass, and it drove on and disappeared. 
  They hardly glanced at it as it passed, little dreaming of what that covered cart contained. There was nothing in its aspect to draw special attention; such carts were common enough in the vicinity. They forgot it as soon as it had passed. 
  A quick walk through the woods and they came out on the Friardale road, and tramped on cheerily to Greyfriars. The school gates were closed, and Gosling came down grumbling to let them in. 
  “Which I’ll reports yer” remarked Gosling, as the juniors tramped in at the gates. 
  “Dear man!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Names?” said Gosling. 
  “So sorry to disappoint you, old bean!” said Wharton, politey. “But we had special leave to go out to tea. So sorry! I know how you must feel it, Gosling !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Gosling grunted. 
  “Wot I says is this ‘ere—” he began. 
  But the juniors walked on without waiting for Gosling to finish. They came in at the lighted House, and a fat junior rolled up as they entered, and blinked at them reproachfully. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Oh! You got back alive, Bunter.” grinned Johnny Bull. “Tired?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I haven’t had my tea!” said Bunter. “I was late for tea in Hall, and that beast Toddy was frightfully mean. I say, you fellows, my postal-order hasn’t come.” 
  “Go hon!” 
  “I suppose you can lend me—” 
  “My boot?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast!” 
  “Has Bob Cherry got out of the Form-room yet?” asked Wharton.
  Bunter grinned. 
  “He came in soaking—” 
  “Eh?  Has he been out, then ?”
  “Yes, and fell into the river or something, and came in drenched and dripping.” grinned Bunter. “1 think he’s got a bad cold, and it looks to me as if it’s going to turn to pneumonia.” 
  And Bunter rolled away. 
  What on earth’s happened to Bob?” exclaimed Harry Wharton in surprise. 
  “Hello, Toddy! Seen Bob Cherry?” 
  “ In his study. I think.” 
  “Come on, you chaps.” 
  The juniors went up to the Remove passage. There Hazel went to his own study, but Harry Wharton & Co. went on to Study No. 13. There they found Bob Cherry with Mark Linley and Wun Lung. Bob was looking his usual cheery self and did not seem to have a cold; and evidently Bunter had exaggerated about the pneumonia. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob cheerily. “Sorry I couldn’t get over to tea. I started.” 
  “Bunter says you came in soaking and——”
  “So I did !“ grinned Bob. 
  “What happened. then?” asked Harry. 
  “Coker of the Fifth!” 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “Coker of the Fifth happened.” He explained. “The howling idiot followed me with a big stick——” 
  “The cheeky ass!” exclaimed Wharton indignantly. 
  “Let’s go and rag him!” suggested Johnny Bull. “We’ve got time before calling-over.” 
  “Let’s!” assented Nugent. 
  “No fear!” said Bob Cherry. “No more rags on old Coker this term.” 
  “Eh ? Why not?” 
  “The ragfulness is the proper caper, my esteemed Bob!” 
  “I haven’t explained yet.” said Bob. “I shinned up a tree to get clear of Coker and the branch broke, and I dropped into the water—you know the place—where my pater had a tumble a few weeks ago. I knocked my napper on something——look at that bump—” 
  “Great Scott!” 
  The juniors were grave enough now. Bob was speaking lightly, but they knew the danger he must have been through. 
  “That fathead Coker—” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Mustn’t slang old Coker.” said Bob. “He came in for me. I was being fairly washed away—and goodness knows what would have happened if I’d been swept out into the Sark. Man was drowned there last term, when the water wasn’t nearly so deep. Coker came in for me and grabbed me and held on to a branch—no end pluck, you know. I’m not going to rag Coker again till next term.” 
  “Well, my hat!” exclaimed Wharton. “Well, it was decent of him.” said Nugent. “He’s the biggest ass that ever was, but he’s got pluck.” 
  “Yes, rather!” said Bob. “After that, I think we ought to keep the peace with Coker till Christmas—if he’ll let us!” 
  “If !“ said Harry, laughing. “It’s Coker who hunts for the trouble, you know. But we’ll keep clear of him if we can. It was jolly plucky of him, especially as he swims like a lump of lead.” 
  “Blessed if I know how he wasn’t drowned, swimming as he does.” said Nugent. “1 suppose he didn’t stop to think.” 
  “Ha, ha!  He thinks he can swim.” chuckled Bob. “He told me he was the best swimmer at Greyfriars.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Lucky there wasn’t much swimming to do,” said Bob. “If Coker hadn’t got hold of that branch I don’t know where we should both be now. I hope the fathead won’t catch a cold. I ran hard all the way back to the school— but, of course, Coker’s too dignified to scud along with a Lower Fourth fag. I expect we shall hear him sneezing at call-over.” 
  The juniors chuckled. 
  When the Greyfriars fellows went into Big Hall for calling-over, the Famous Five looked across to the ranks of the Fifth. But Coker was not to be seen among his Form-fellows. Potter of the Fifth called out to Bob Cherry. 
  “Have you seen Coker, young Cherry?” 
  “Yes; in the wood this afternoon.” answered Bob. “Hasn’t he come in yet?” 
  “He doesn’t seem to have. I thought he went out after you.” said Potter. 
  “He did!” chuckled Bob. 
  “Well, where on earth is he, then?” said Greene. 
  “Waiting for tea in the study till Coker comes in, what?” asked Peter Todd. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The Fifth-Formers did not answer Todd’s question. There was silence in Hall as Mr. Prout came in to take the roll. 
  When the name of Coker was called there was no reply. Mr. Prout blinked up over his glasses, and called out again, crossly: 
  “Coker!” 
  But there was no voice to answer “adsum.” Coker of the Fifth was not there. 
  Mr. Prout gave a grunt, and marked down Coker as absent. Calling over finished, the Greyfriars fellows crowded out of Hall. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. went to their studies for prep. After prep, they came down to the Rag. It was near bedtime when Wingate of the Sixth came into the Rag, looked round, and beckoned to Bob Cherry 
  “I hear that you saw Coker out of gates this afternoon.” he said. 
  “Yes.” said Bob, in surprise. “1 suppose he’s come in, hasn’t he?” 
  “No!”
  “Not come in yet?” exclaimed Bob. 
  “No. Goodness knows why.” said Wingate. “You’d better come and tell his Form master what you know about him, Mr. Prout’s asked me to inquire.” 
  “Well, my hat!”
  Bob Cherry came back to the Rag ten minutes later. 
  “Something or other’s happened to Coker.” he said. “He hasn’t come in, and it’s close on nine. Old Prouty’s waxy. Coker was all right when I left him—only wet. I thought he was following me on the path.  Even Coker would have sense enough to come in and change his clothes after getting soaked I should think. But, he hasn’t come in,’ 
  “Bound to come in for dorm,’ said Johnny Bull. 
  But Johnny was wrong. At bed-time, Coker of the Fifth had not returned. The Remove fellows went to their dormitory, wondering what had become of their old enemy of the Fifth. 
  “Something’s happened to him.” said Bob, very soberly. “Some accident, I suppose.  He couldn’t be staying out of his own accord. Poor old Coker!”
  “But what on earth could have happened?” said Nugent. 
  “Goodness knows!”
  The following morning Bob Cherry turned out at the first clang of the rising-bell and hurried downstairs, anxious for news of Coker.  But there was no news. 
  Coker had not returned; no message had been received from him, or from anyone else concerning him, He had passed the night outside the school— where, and why, it was impossible to guess. That morning there were grave faces among the Gryfriars fellows. It was known that the Head was in communication with the police on the subject of the missing Fifth-Former. In morning break the juniors saw Inspector Grimes crossing the quad. The inspector had come up from Courtfield to see the Head, obviously on the subject of Coker of the Filth. But he brought no news. 
  Coker of the Fifth had disappeared, and it seemed as if he had vanished into thin air leaving no trace behind. 

                                        THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                What Bunter Knew! 

WHERE was Horace Coker? 
  That question was asked up and down Greyfriars, 
  What had become of Coker of the Fifth? 
  Fellows asked one another that question, without being able to find an answer to it; in the passages, in the studies, even in whispers in the Form-rooms. 
  Coker of the Fifth had disappeared. It was amazing; it was incredible; hut there it was. Coker had vanished. 
  Telegraph and telephone had been busily at work, but there was no news. Coker had not gone home; his father and mother knew nothing of him, though they were alarmed to hear that he was missing. His Aunt Judith, at Holly House had not seen him—he had not been there. He was due there when Greyfriars broke up for the Christmas holidays; but he had had no intention of going there sooner and certainly he had not gone. Once Aunt Judith knew that he was missing, her alarm knew no bounds.  The Head’s telephone performed a series of solos all through the day; the untiring voice of Miss Judith Coker always wanted to know. Dr. Locke was very concerned about Horace, but he grew to dread the sound of the telephone-belL and the inquiring voice of Miss Coker.  Almost he wished that he had not. inquired after the missing Fifth-Former in that direction. 
  In Courtfield and Friardale nobody seemed to know anything about Coker. Farther afield, it could not be learned that he had been seen in Redclyffe or Pegg or Lantham. So far as could be ascertained, Bob Cherry was the last person who had seen him; and Bob had seen him quite safe and sound in the wood, probably on his way back to the school after his ducking. Somehow or other, Coker had vanished on his way back after Bob Cherry; as if the ancient woodland footpath had opened and swallowed him up—which certainly it had not done. 
  Coker was a lover of the limelight, of which he never rcceived so much as he considered hisdue. Now he was getting the limelight with a vengeance— when he was not there to enjoy it, which was rather hard! 
  Everyone was concerned about Coker. Even fags whom he had ruthlessly cuffed—in his well-known short way with fags—said that they were sorry if anything had happened to the fathead.  The chums of the Remove, who had been at war with Coker, were deeply concerned. Coker’s having helped Bob in the woodland stream, and possibly saved his life, made them feel the very kindest feelings towards the missing senior. That he was an ass, and a very obstreperous ass, his best friend could not have denied. But fellows realized his good qualities of which he had plenty. He was plucky, he was loyal, he was generous to friend or foe, and his bark, after all, was worse than his bite. There were, a good many remarked, worse fellows than Coker at Greyfriars. 
  Bob’s story of the rescue in the woodland stream was talked of up and down Greyfriars, and fellows said it was just like Coker. He was really one of the best—only, perhaps, his manner was against him. There was little that Bob and his comrades would not have done to help Coker in his present situation, if they had known what it was and where he was. But nothing was known. 
  The woods were sedulously searched. Inspector Grimes interviewed Bob Cherry, asking him whether he had seen any doubtful-looking characters hanging about the woodland paths that afternoon. Bob remembered the two men he had nearly run into after leaving Coker, and described them as well as he could—a big, burly man with rough features, and a smaller man with a thick beard and horn-rimmed glasses. He had not noticed them specially, but he remembered what they looked like to that extent. 
  The inspector made notes, and pursed his lips; it was iittle enough to go upon. Possibly the two men were tramps, or footpads: possibly they had seized an opportunity of robbing Coker, who was —and looked—a wealthy fellow. But what had become of Coker? They would have let hin go after robbing him. And if Coker had resisted, as was extremely probable—if even a fatal blow had been struck in the struggle—still the question remained: Where was Coker—alive or dead? For in the leafless, wintry woodlands it was easy enough to search—and a search had revealed nothing. 
  In summer, with the leaves thick upon branch and bough, the task would have been more difficult; but in the winter the woods were clear, and the search was easy. The police, and some scores of other persons, had rambled and rooted through the woods looking for some trace of Coker, and it was obvious that he was not there. 
  That he had gone out of his mind and wandered away was a theory started by Skinner of the Remove. Skinner pointed out that if he had gone out of his mind, he really hadn’t far to go. But the Remove fellows were in no mood for Skinner’s humorous gibes, and they bumped Skinner for being funny on such a serious subject. Still, such things had happened as a fellow losing his memory and wandering away; it was extremely improbable, but it might have happened, and the Greyfriars fellows wondered whether that was the explanation. 
  The theory of kidnapping would have accounted for Coker’s amazing disappearance.  But why should anyone want to kidnap Coker of the Fifth? Not for the sake of his company, Skinner declared— still humorous. The fellows thought over the theory of kidnapping, and dismissed it. It. was really almost unthinkable. And yet, if Coker did not return, it would be impossible to doubt that he was being taken away by force, improbable and inexplicable as it was. 
  There was quite a cloud over Greyfriars that day. The missing Fifth-Former was alluded to incessantly as “old Coker” or “poor old Coker”: anyone hearing him spoken of would have supposed that Coker was a fellow who hadn’t an enemy in the wide world. Certainly, if Coker could have heard the talk at Greyfriars that day he would have been astonished to learn how popular he was. 
  “No news, you chaps!” said Bob Cherry, when he came into Study No. 1 to tea. “It’s rotten, isn’t it” 
  “The rottenfulness is terrific” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “There simply can’t have been an accident.” said Bob, with a worried look. “What accident could happen to a fellow without us getting news of it? Nearly the whole county knows by this time that Coker is missing. All the police-stations and hospitals have heard of him. If a fellow had been run over by a car, or anything of that kind, we’d have heard before now.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
  “It beats me.” he said. 
  “Beats me hollow,” said Johnny Bull. 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  Billy ‘Bunter’s fat face and big spectacles glimmered in at the study doorway. 
  “For goodness’ sake, don’t bother now, Bunter !” said the captain of the Remove crossly. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Cut off, Bunter! We’re worried!” said Frank Nugent. 
  “Rot!” said Bunter cheerfully. “Never mind Coker!  He was rather a beast! If he’s got into trouble, I dare say he asked for it!” 
  “What !” roared the Famous Five, in great wrath. 
  “Don’t yell at a chap!” said Bunter peevishly. “Look here, you fellows, you owe me a tea. You know you do. After pressing me to come to Cliff House to tea yesterday, you know how you treated me, specially that howling cad Hazel! You needn’t glare at me, Bob Cherry! Of course, I’m awfully sorry for Coker and all that. But I’m hungry!” 
  “Oh, scat, you fat bounder!” 
  “Toddy’s getting meaner than ever!” said Bunter plaintively. “There’s no tea in my study at all! Toddy and Dutton are tea-ing along the passage, and they’ve left nothing in the study for me, though I’ve told them that I’ve been disappointed about a postal-order. You fellows owe me a tea—as you know very well.” 
  “You owe us a taxi-fare!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, really, Bull, I’m going to settle that out of my postal-order, of course. I say——” 
  “Go and tea in Hall!” growled Bob. 
  “I’ve tea-ed in Hall, fathead! What’s tea in Hall to me?” asked Bunter. “I say, you fellows, you might be a bit decent, after diddling me out of tea at Cliff House yesterday! I was jolly nearly murdered coming back too, and that beast Toddy only sniggered about it! Two fearful tramps——” 
  “Eh—what ?” 
  “Two frightful ruffians.” said Bunter, rather surprised at the general movement of interest in the study— “they jolly nearly got me in the wood!  I had to run for it. Not exactly run, you know, but I thought I’d better go——”
  “You fat idiot!” said Bob Cherry. “Are you gammoning as usual, or did you really see two tramps in the wood? If you did, they may have had something to do with Coker.” 
  “Oh !” said Bunter, 
  “What were they like?” asked Wharton. 
  “Can I try that cake—” 
  “Yes, you fat villain! Now tell us what the tramps were like.” 
  “If any!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, really, Bull ”—Bunter’s mouth was already full of cake—“one of them was a big, hefty fellow—gigantic, in fact—rough as a wild bear, you know, and awfully ferocious !” 
  “Fathead !” 
  “Oh, really, Bull——” 
  “Hold on!” said Bob. “That might be one of the men I saw. What was the other one like, Bunter?” 
  Bunter took a fresh mouthful of cake. “I didn’t see the other one—he kept behind the cart .” 
  “The cart?” repeated Wharton. 
  “Yes; but he had a nasty voice.” said Bunter. “They called one another Smiley and Nosey—pair of awful characters, you know. Might have murdered me for my gold watch if I hadn’t got away!” 
  “Footpads don’t commit murders for rolled gold watches!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, really, you cheeky beast——” 
  “Tell us all about it, Bunter.” said the captain of the Remove quietly. 
  And Billy Bunter—between bites at the cake—related his alarming experience of the previous afternoon. 
  Wharton’s face was very grave as he listened.
  “It’s jolly probable that those two men were the two men that passed you. Bob, just after you’d left Coker,” said Harry. “The one Bunter saw fits the description. And from what the fat ass says, they had a covered cart waiting in Woodside Lane, practically hidden out of sight, not half a mile from where you left Coker. What could they have been hanging about for with a covered cart? It looks like a case of kidnapping——though goodness knows why anybody should want to kidnap Coker!” 
  If he doesn’t come back, it will be pretty certain that he has been kidnapped.” said Nugent. 
  “The certainfulness will be terrific! The esteemed and fatheaded Bunter ought to have told the Head about the two estimable rascals. Better go to the ludicrous headmaster now.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Yes, rather!” said Harry. “I’ll take you to the Head, Bunter, and he can tell Inspector Grimes if he thinks fit. Come on!” 
  “Hold on a minute!” said Bunter. 
  “What for?” asked the captain of the Remove impatiently. 
  “I haven’t finished the cake!” 
  “You fat idiot!” roared Wharton. 
  And he grabbed the Owl of the Remove by the collar and ran him out of the study. 
  “Grooogh!” gasped Bunter. “Leggo! Oooooh! Grooogh!” 
  The last morsel of cake appeared to be going down the wrong way. 
  “Come on, you fat duffer! It’s important!”
  “Ow! I’m coming!” gasped Bunter. 
  And Wharton hurried him to the Head’s study. Certainly, any fellow less obtuse than Bunter would have thought of that encounter in the lnely lane before in connection with the disappearance of Coker. Bunter hadn’t thought about that; but now that he realised that he was a fellow with information to give on the subject that was exciting all Greyfriars from end to end, he swelled with importance. 
  “What is it, Wharton?” asked Dr. Locke. 
  “It’s me, sir!” said Bunter, before the captain of the Remove could speak. 
  “Important information, sir, about Coker!” 
  “Bless my soul! What can you possibly know about the matter, Bunter ?” 
  “He knows something that may possibly be connected with the matter, sir,” said Harry. “I thought you would wish to hear it, so——” 
  And Bunter proceeded. He was more than willing to tell his story a second time—indeed, he was willing to tell it a score of times. Dr. Locke listened quietly, putting in a question here and there, and his expression showed that he attached importance to what Bunter related. 
  “Very good.” he said at last. “This may let some light in on this very mysterious matter. I shall telephone to Inspector Grimes at once. Thank you, my boys!” 
  The two juniors left the study. 
  Billy Bunter rolled away his fat little nose in the air. He was a person of importance now—in his own estimation, at least. He was the fellow who knew! And that evening, in the studies and in the Rag, Bunter told his story many times—generally with variations and with growing exaggerations at every repetition. And when Mr. Quelch informed Bunter that Inspector Grimes was coming specially from Courtfield to hear his story and question him about it. Bunter swelled so much with importance that he really seemed in danger of sharing the fate of the frog in the fable.

                                      THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

                                                   Up to Bob! 

“LADY to see you. sir!” 
  Bob Cherry jumped. “
  “ Which?” he ejaculated.
  Trotter, the house page, grinned. 
  “Lady, sir—Miss Coker, sir—to see you! In the visitors’ room now, sir!”
  “Oh!” said Bob. 
  It was morning break at Greyfriars on Saturday. Nearly three days had elapsed without news of the missing Fifth-Former. 
  Greyfriars was still in a state of excitement on the subject; it almost transcended in importance the near approach of the Christmas holidays. The inquiry and the search for Horace Coke had been incessant and extensive, and not the slightest clue had been discovered. It appeared to be certain now that Coker had been taken away by force—that is to say, kidnapped. That was the only conclusion to which Greyfriars could come, and it was an astonishing conclusion. And if Coker had been kidnapped, it was not of much use to search the wintry woods for him; he might very likely be in another county all the time. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were discussing Coker in morning break when the House page brought the news to Bob Cherry that Miss Coker had called to see him. 
  Bob and his chums started for the House at once. They were not surprised to hear that Miss Judith Coker had come down to Greyfriars; but it was rather surprising that she wanted to see a Remove fellow. Miss Coker was supposed to be rather a formidable lady.  There was a legend at Greyfriars that Miss Judith had fairly driven the Head to give Coker his remove out of the shell into the Fifth.  Tubb of the Third had a story that the irate dame had actually threatened the Head with her umbrella on that occasion. Tubb had seen the umbrella. No doubt, that story was an exaggeration, but there was no doubt that Coker had been a long, long time in the Shell, and had been put up into the Fifth, not on account of his scholastic attainments, for he hadn’t any. Fifth Form fellows said that Coker’s “con” would have disgraced the Fourth; his spelling was distinguished by originality; in maths he was said to cause the mathematics master to tear out his hair in handfuls.  Skinner of the Remove declared that Mr. Prout had been looking years younger since Coker had disappeared. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. had seen Aunt Judith before, and they rather liked the good lady—but rather dreaded her. They could feet for her concern and anxiety in the present circumstances; all Greyfriars knew she was devotedly attached to Horace Coker, and wondered why. There was, as Skinner had said, no accounting for tastes. 
  The Co. walked with Bob as far as the door of the visitors’ room, and Bob left them there and went in. Miss Coker rose from her chair, and Bob, as he looked at her, was quite shocked to see the trouble and grief in her face. Evidently the mishap to Horace had hit the old lady hard. 
  “Good-morning, Miss Coker “ said Bob diffidently. 
  “You are Robert Cherry?” asked Miss Coker. 
  “Yes, ma’am.” 
  The Head has told me how dear Horace risked his life to save you from drowning.” said Aunt Judith. 
  “Oh!” said Bob. 
  “It was exactly like my dear Horace.” sakid Miss Coker fondly. 
  “So it was ma’am.” agreed Bob. “Coker’s no end plucky. He’s as brave as a lion, Miss Coker.” 
  Bob could say that much with truth, and he was glad to say it. Coker undoubtedly had the courage of a lion, allied to the intellect of an ass. The latter circumstance Bob was not called upon to mention. 
  Miss Coker gave the junior an approving smile. Praising dear Horace was a royal road to her esteem. To Miss Coker Greyfriars School was not a scholastic establishment of two or three hundred fellows where Coker was one among the rest. It was simply the environment of dear Horace. Horace, in fact, was Greyfriars to Aunt Judith; the other fellows, and the staff, and even the Head,simply came in as “also rans.” What importance they possessed was derived from the circumstance that they were there with Horace. 
  “I wished to speak to you because you are the little boy whom dear Horace rescued.” said Aunt Judith. 
  “Oh, exactly!” murmured Bob. A Remove fellow, and a mighty half-back in the Form eleven, was not precisely a little boy. But Coker’s aunt had to be given her head. 
  “There is no news of my dear boy.” went on Miss Coker. “I came down today especially to see the Head, and he tells me that no stone is being left unturned, but there is no news. My brother Henry is very anxious—this bad news is very bad for him in his present state of health.  Mr. Poynings is of the opinion that Horace has gone off somewhere of his own accord, on some holiday without leave but I cannot think so. He would never cause me this anxiety if he could help it.” 
  “I’m sure ho wouldn’t, Miss Coker.” said Bob. 
  Bob was also sure that Coker of the Fifth would not have ventured to incur the Head’s wrath by taking French leave from school. But Aunt Judith was not thinking of that slight detail. 
  “I am so very, very anxious.” said Miss Coker. “Sonic dreadful accident has happened—I am sure of it! I cannot think that anyone has intentionally harmed my dear Horace. He could 
not possibly have had an enemy in the world. A dear, kind, gentle, generous lad, loved by all who saw him——”
  Miss Coker’s voice trembled. 
  Greyfriars would not have recognised Coker of the Fifth from Miss Judith’s description. 
  “We—we all think a lot of him, ma’am,” said Bob. “We’d give anything to see old Coker back safe and sound. I—I think he’ll turn, up all right, ma’am. Coker’s the fellow to be able to take care of himself anywhere.” 
  “Yes; he is so strong, and brave, and sensible.” said Miss Coker, with a nod. “But I am sure there has been some accident. If my poor boy should be lying, at this moment, at the bottom of some dreadful cliff—”   Miss Coker wiped her eyes. “And there are dangerous chalk pits, I believe, in this vicinity. You are very fond of Horace, I think?  ” 
  “Oh! Hem! Yes; we—we all like him, of course!” said Bob. “Coker’s one of the best.” 
  “That is why I am going to make a suggestion.” said Aunt Judith. “You little boys play a game you call scouting, I believe?” 
  Bob Cherry coloured a little. The Greyfriars Boy Scouts were really not little boys; and Greyfriars scouting was really quite a serious matter—hardly a game, like marbles or “conquerors,” as Miss Coker evidently supposed. 
  “We do a lot of scouting sometimes, on half-holidays.” said Bob. 
  “The police have failed to find Horace.” said Miss Coker. “But he must be found. That all the other boys are devoted to him I am assured, Horace inspired affection and attachment everywhere.” 
  “Oh, yes. Just so!” stammered Bob. 
  “I have suggested to the Head that all lessons at the school should be put off, while all the boys turned out to search for Horace.” went on Miss Coker. “Dr. Locke seems to think that there would be some difficulties in the way of carrying out my suggestion.” 
  “Oh, does he?” gasped Bob “I—I wonder why.” 
  “But when there are no lessons why should not all the boys who are fond of my dear Horace spend all their leisure time in the search?” said Miss Coker. “1 suggested this to the Head, and he approves. All the boys are at liberty to spend their half-holidays and other leisure time in the task, if they so desire — as I am sure they do. The Greyfriars Boy Scouts may be able to find Horace, or to learn what has become of him.” 
  “Jolly good idea!” said Bob. 
  “The Christmas holidays are close at hand now.” continued Miss Coker. “I am well aware that Horace’s friends will not be willing to go home for the holidays while his fate is still uncertain.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “You and your other little friends will be allowed to remain and continue the search for Horace instead of going home for the Christmas holidays.” said Miss Coker, with a beaming smile. “I have obtained the consent of the Head after some little argument.” 
  Bob looked blankly at Miss Coker. 
  Certainly, he was concerned about poor old Coker, as everybody else was. But he had not envisaged the possibility of putting in the Christmas vacation at Greyfriars carrying on the search for the missing Fifth-Former. He wondered what the other fellows would think of the “wheeze.” 
  But as he looked at Miss Coker’s troubled face and the lines of care written plainly there, and the tears trembling on her old lashes, Bob manfully made up his mind to play up. After all, Coker had helped him in the hour of need. 
  We’ll jolly well do it, Miss Coker!” said Bob. “At least, I will, and I—I think some of my friends will stick to me. If there’s any chance of finding Coker we’ll find him!” 
  “That is a good little boy !“ said Miss Coker. 
  “ Hem!” 
  And Bob Cherry left the visitors’ room wondering how his comrades were going to receive the news he had for them. 

                                          THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                          Bunter, Too! 

HARRY WHARTON & Co. were going into the Remove Form-room for third lesson when Bob Cherry joined them. During third lesson Bob was not thinking wholly of geography, as he should have been. He was thinking a good deal of the promise he had made to A1nt Judith, and there was a wrinkle of deep cogitation on his youthful brow. 
  When the Remove were dismissed his comrades gathered round him at once as they left the Form-room. 
  “Well, what is it?” asked Johnny Bull, with a grin. “What did Coker’s aunt have to say? You look worried, old son.” 
  Bob Cherry grinned ruefully. 
  “She’s been at the Head.” He answered. “She’s got leave for the Greyfriars Boy Scouts to search for old Coker.” 
  “Jolly sensible old lady!” said Nugent. 
  “Hem! Yes. And she’s got leave for any fellow who likes to—to—to———” 
  “To what’” 
  “Hang on at Greyfriars over the vac searching for Coker.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Potter and Greene will jump at the chance.” said Johnny Bull sarcastically. “I can see them jumping—with both feet !”
  “The jumpfulness will not be terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Well, it’s really up to them,” said Harry Wharton. “They’re Coker’s pals, and they were going home with Coker for Christmas. I—I hardly think they’ll do it, all the same.” 
  “We’re going to do it,” said Bob. 
  “What?” 
  “Which?” 
  “My esteemed Bob——” 
  “At least, I am!” said Bob hastily. “Old Coker did come into the water for me, you know, though it was all his fault I tumbled in. And—and the old lady is frightfully anxious and cut up. She thinks all Greyfriars is devoted to Coker —” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “And—and, after all, if anybody could find Coker, the Greyfriars Scouts could do it!” said Bob. ‘Her idea is that all the school will jump at the chance. I agree with Inky that the jumpfulness won’t be terrific—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “But I’m going to play up, for that dear old soul’s sake.” said Bob. “Of course, you fellows will please yourselves.” 
  “But we’ve made all our arrangements for the vac.” said Wharton, in dismay, “and—and —” 
  “Oh dear!”
  “I know.” said Bob glumly. “But if you’d seen her poor old chivvy—” 
  “But what’s the use of looking for Coker round about here?” said Nugent. “It’s as plain as anything that he’s been kidnapped, though goodness knows why. He may be a hundred miles away.” 
  “I know. But—” 
  “It beats me hollow what’s become of him!” said Wharton. “If he’s been kidnapped, I suppose there’s only one possible reason—to stick his people for money to let him go. But it seems that Miss Coker hasn’t heard anything from the kidnappers. There’s been plenty of 
time.” 
  “But if he hasn’t been kidnapped, what’s become of him?” said Nugent. 
  “Goodness knows!” 
  “Miss Coker is thinking about the cliffs and the old chalk pits.” said Bob. “You know, once there was a man fell into the old chalk-pits, and stayed there for days and days with a gammy leg, and was nearly starved to death when they found him. It would be pretty awful if that was the explanation.”
  “But the police have searched the chalk-pits.” 
  “I know; but there are lots of places. I—I’m going to play up as the old lady wants.” said Bob. “You fellows—” 
  “Oh, we shall play up, too!” said Harry. “This Co. is never divided— except when we have a row on.” 
  Bob chuckled. 
  “It’s some days to break-up.” he said. ‘We may find old Coker, or he may be found; but if he isn’t——” 
  “We stay on,” said Harry: “I’ll write to my uncle at once and explain; he won’t mind. We’re all game!”
  “Ye-e-es, rather!” murmured Johnny Bull. 
  “The gamefulness is terrific’ “ 
  “And as it’s a half-holiday to-day——” 
  “The last of the term!” murmured Nugent. 
  “Never mind that: we’ll put it in searching for Coker.” 
  “What about the football? The weather’s all right——” 
  “Only a match with the Fourth—we can leave that to the other fellows.” said Harry, “After all, you know what might have happened to Bob if old Coker hadn’t gone in for him——” 
  “It’s a go!” said Johnny Bull resolutely. 
  Aunt Judith, on her way back to Holly House, was doubtless comforted by the idea that all Greyfriars—from the head of the Sixth to the smallest fag in the Second—would jump at the chance of putting in the Christmas vacation searching for her dear Horace. 
  As a matter of fact, it was extremely unlikely that more than five fellows would make that sacrifice, though to the dear old lady’s mind it was not, of course, anything in the nature of a sacrifice at all. Doing anything for dear Horace was a pleasure, a boon, and a blessing, from her point of view. 
  That afternoon, while the last football match of the term was being played on Little Side, the Famous Five were out scouting.  They put in a very strenuous afternoon, and came in late and tired to tea, without any news of the missing senior. 
  The next day—Sunday— their usual Sunday walk was abandoned in favour of further scouting, which was equally strenuous and equally fruitless. 
  It was, indeed, scarcely probable that the Boy Scouts would succeed, where it was known that the police were baffled and perplexed.  Chance might have favoured then; but it did not.
The search seemed absolutely hopeless and it still seemed so on the day after break-up. On that day Harry Wharton &Co. were very serious indeed.  It looked as if they were booked to stay at the school to continue the search—according to Bob’s pledge to Miss Coker, 
To remain in the deserted school after all the other fellows had gone was no light matter.  And Christmas was Christmas – it came but once a year. The Famous Five felt that they were “for it.”
  Bunter came into Study No. 1 to tea that day.  Bunter also was feeling serious, though he was not bothering about Coker.  Bunter was thinking of his Christmas holidays. For reasons best known to himself, Billy Bunter did not desire to pass the vacation amid the wealthy magnificence of Bunter Court, in the fascinating society of his brother Sammy and his sister Bessie. Very much he didn’t desire to do so.  He had thought of going home with the Bounder, but Smithy had something to say to that, and ho said it with what Bunter regarded as unnecessary emphasis. 
  He considered Lord Mauleverer next; but Mauly was not taking any. He told Peter Todd  that he would come home with him, and chance it; but  Peter stated that he wouldn’t, couldn’t, and shouldn’t. So the matter was growing serious, and Bunter had quite a thoughtful look when he dropped in to Study No. 1 to tea—without the formality of an invitation. 
  “I say, you fellows.” he remarked, “I suppose you’re fixed up for Christmas?”
  The Famous Five grinned. 
  They certainly seemed to be fixed up for Christmas—— in a rather unexpected way. But Bunter was not aware of that. 
  “We are!” assented Wharton, 
  “These chaps staying with you, I suppose?” 
  “Just so.” 
  “Well, I’ll come.” said Bunter. 
  “Will you?” 
  “After all, Smithy’s rather an outsider, and that yawning ass Mauly bores a fellow.” said Bunter. “My old pal D’Arcy, at St. Jim’s, has forgotten to write, somehow.  I’ve decided to stick to my old pals!” 
  “Stick to them, by all means.” said Bob Cherry “Don’t waste your valuable time on us, old fat man!” 
  “He, he, he !”  Bunter decided to take that remark as a joke. “It’s settled then. I’m staying with Wharton!” 
  The Famous Five exchanged a cheery grin. As they were staying on at the deserted school when the other fellows went, there was no objection to Bunter “staying with Wharton”, if he felt so disposed. Had the Famous Five been going to Wharton Lodge, as originally so arranged, the matter would have been different. 
  “You really want to stay with me, Bunter?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
  “Yes, old chap.” said Bunter affectionately.
  “It’s a go, then.” said Harry gravely. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” said Bunter. 
  And so it was settled, though the Famous Five opined that it was likely to become unsettled again when the Owl of the Remove learned where he was to “stay with Wharton.”
THE END.
