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Wanted, Chums!

More Jokes and Greyfriars Limericks

Alsoaps glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to the

The Editor, the '* Magnet ’’ Library, T
Farringdon S

NOTE.—AH Jokes and

treet, London, E.C 4.
Limericks sbhould be

slo * Magoet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 't'c"—.").

'VE been takeén to task again by one of
I my readers—a gi n:szrlhztmal

Ivy Craham, of t, says that the

word “ talkies "’ is slang, and ou
not o be ially in &
tho MaaNer. Very well, Ivy,
that instead of saying ** talkie "
1 will have to refer to “ a cinema!

prg&mim with vocsl synchronisation f"

ere’r an interesting item of news for
youl Do you know t the world was
once sold to the hi bidder? 1t's &
fact ! It happened in anciemt Rome whoen
tho Practorian Guards decided that they
would sell the world—which they con-
sidered was theirs to dispose of !

THE MAN WHO BOUGHT THE WORLD

was & tich Roman merchant, and he paid
tho equivalent to a million lpounds for it,
and i diately lai hi If ruler
of the earth. Uniortunatuly for him, the
Roman Isﬂ:m who were then in Dritain
did hot take kindly to the bargain, woent
Lark to Rome, and overthrew tho now
rogithe. So the world is not now some-
budy's private property !

I've just boen glancing through my
diary, snd I find that there aro

TWO INTERESTING ANNIVERSARIES

this week. The first is the anniversary of
the death of Mercator, the inventor of
Morentor's  projection, who died on

Docembor 2nd, 1594. 1 oxpect you will
jind that all the maps you use at school are
lased on Mereator's projoction, which
assumes that linos of longitude are parallel.
0Of course thoy aron’t, for thoy run to
points at the North and South poles, But
map-reading and navigation is easier on
Mereator charts than on others, which is
why they are morc generally usod. But
liore's & strange thing anbout these charts—
a steaight lino drawn upon one is not the
+hor distance between two points!

I'o reason is that Mercator's charts
make the wotld appear to be flat, and, as
it. is round, the shortest distance on a
\lorcator chart is, therefore, not a straight
line but an nre!

‘Tho second auniversary recalls the days
wlhen women wers

BURNED ALIVE

m  India, following the death of their
linthands, Provious to Decembor dth,
1820, widows in Indin used to be burned
s the funeral pyro of their husbands, and
this was known as * Suttee.” As nany
ns seventeen widows have been known to
burn themselves on the pyre of a rajah,
and ln ono year in Bongal over 700 porishod
in this manner, The Britieh Uovernment
abolished this praclico exactly one hundred
years ago, but it -is said that * Suttees "
<till oceur oven to-day, although they ure
illewzal @

Anotlier datn that yon might notico in
syour dinry this weck s Decembor 5th,
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which is the birthday of Admiral East
Jollicoe—'* Jellicoe of Jutland,” who
commanded the Grand Fleet at that
merorable battlo.

—————

OW let me got down to this week's
queries. Andrew Croft, of Whit-
stable, who was vory intorested in
our last French Revolution serial,

wants to know ** How long did

THE REIGN OF TERROR

last 1" For just a littlo over a year. It
commonced  wi the triumph of
Robespierro in June, 1793, and ended with
his downfall in July, 1794, In Fronch
histor:
and after tho restoration of tho Bourbons
in 1815 there was another Terror which is
termod tho White Terror.

Ready for o laugh now? Right!
Hero's a yarn that wins a penknifo for
Edward Koith, * Dalintober,” Campbel-
town, Argyle.

HARD-Y ADVICE !

An Irishman who was
signing his name on board
=( ship began writing with his
right hand and finished with
his left hand. **I see yom
can write with both hands,’”
said the offiesr. ** Yes, sir,””
answered Pat. *‘ When I
was young my f[ather said : L
‘Pat, learn to eut your
finger-nails with yeur left
hand, because one la! ;n
may lose your right!’’

Hers's a topical question which should
interost, those of you who potronise the
* talk ' sorry, I was forgetting myself
—1 mean the “ cinematograph projoctions
with ete.”” Bernard Cosgrave, of Hull,
who uses the word which my girl reader
deplores, asks mo to tell him

WHEN THE FIRST “ TALKIE'™ WAS
SHOWN.

This waa in New York, as long ago as 1891,
when lidison showed his first cinemato-

raph of a scono at a theatre accompaniod
ﬁ}v the actora’ voices and tho music. So,
you sco, there is nothing new in sound
synchronisation. DBut tho coming of
olectrical recording has made a  vaat
improvement. Judging by the * talkie
(1 can’t help it, Ivy G.—the other way of
saying it is too much of & mouthful })
which 1 witnossed last evening there is still
a greal doal of room for further improve-
ment !

5 It. X."” hag just boen in {n see me
M again ! 1fe has been dabbling
in mathematics once moro, and

this time he propounded .the

following posor to mo : ** I all the Chinese
in the world were to march four 5
past a given point, how long would it
them all to pass it ? 7 1 guve 1t up, and

Jollowing eddress :
he Amalgomated Press, Lid., Flectwoy Honse,

this is known as the Red Terror,

asked Liim for the answer. To
my surpriso it was : *'Never|”
Lk Ny, e
inese

tion of the world iapom
twenty-six millions. Assuming
that they marched at three
milos an hour for fifteon hours
a day, they would take
nearly twenty.three years to
pasa the given point. But by
that time another ration
would have come along,
there would bo about thirty
millions more Chincse coming
along overy yoar! Conse~
quently, if they marched for
ever and ever t{ay would nod
pass the given powmat |

Phew | After that I think
we deserve a little light relief,
which will be provided b
Norman Pickerng, of 17
Lowther Stceet, York, to whom I have
forwarded a pocket wallot.

Said Bunter to Mauly one day :
0 lend me ten shillings, 1 pray.
For you are a lord
And thus ean afford
To give lots of money away 1"

I've just got room for & few more
** RAPID-FIRE ”’ REPLIES

before we pass on to next week's pro-
gramme.

Who wrote the ' Arabian Nights " ?
No ono knows. They are & collection of
anciont Porsian legends, and were hande

down by word of mouth until they were
collectod and translated into English and
French.

_ How did a Ducat get its name 1 Because
it was a coin that was first struck by Dukes,

What is a Nephoseopo ! An instrumon$
for measuring the velocity of clouds.

And now comes the GREAT question !
What have you got in store for next week ?
The answeor is:

A BUMPER ENLARGED CHRISTMAS
NUMBER

that will take a deure of a lot of beating ¢

To coramence this fine foast of fun and
fiction there will bo an extra%pecial long
complete yarn of Harry Whartqa & Co.,
the chums of Greyfriars, easitled :

* QUELCHY'S CHRISTMAS PRESENT | "
By Frank Richards.

Ri .nj 1 Why, it's botter then that—
gilt-odged, jewelled-in-cvery-movement,
the finest yarn your favourile aw hor has
ever written. You'll moct all your old
favourites hore, chumsa, among them,
courss, being the Famous Five and Billy
Buntet. 'Nufl said !

And that's not all the amusement in
store for you. Oh, dear, no! Iicky
Nugent wmles in with anothor of his

* hair-raising ' yamns, the sccond rib-
tickler in his new Christinas series,
entitled :

‘“ DR. BIRCHEMALL’S BOLT ! "
Next comes anothor thrilling instalment

of
‘ PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER !

showing the lion-hearted Peter fighting
tirelessly nnd valiantly to restore peace and
quietness in his iron foundry.

Ah, and hero’s an additional exira-
special treat for your chuma aJull page of
easy and amuging indocr tricka to keep
you and your chums merry round the
Yuletide log.

To complote this well-fillod Chiristmas
“stocking "’ therq will be another interest-
ing ** footer " talk by * Oid Ref,” and your
Editor’'s Chat to round things off nicely.
Is it possible to beat this programme t 1
don’t think eo!

All the Lest, tlien, uotil next week.

YOUR EDITOR,




GET BUSY ON THIS TIP-TOP, BANG-UP-TU-THE-MARK SCHOOL STCRY!
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A New, Long Complete School Story of Harry Wharton & Co.— the Chums of Greyfriars—
‘“ starring '’ Horace Coker, the Fool of the Fifth. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Whoge Cake?

13 W! Help!”
0 “ What—"
“Wow ! Help!”

Thero was a pattering of
hurried feet in the Remove passage at
Greyfriars. They pattered to the accom-
paniment of Billy Bunter’s voice on its
top note.

“What the thump " ejaculated Harry
Wharton.

He stepped to the door of Study No. 1
and looked. out. Across the Remove
landing, from the stairs, came William
George Bunter, with a bundle under his
fat arm, in frantic flight.

Obviously, Bunter was pur-
sued, though his pursuer was
not yet in sight on the

in scarcly of trouble he was welcome to
all he found there.

Bunter dodged breathlessly round the
table as the heavy footsteps rapidly
approached the study doorway.

“ Keep him out!” he howled.
aftv}]‘ me——" Foiiho 1

“Linc up, Franky, gal Harry
Wharton. .

“What-ho!" grinned INugent.

And the two juniors stood ready, on
either side of the doorway, for Coker.

They had only a few sceonds to wait.

No doubt Bunter’s terrified squeak
was heard by Horace Coker in the pas-
sago, and told him where his guarry
was.

“He's

Coker’s the best scholar, the best footballer,
cricketer, boxer—the best all-rounder Greyfriars

of Lis back, pinning him down., Tt was
Wharton's knee; and Frank Nugent
promptly sat on the back of Coker's
head. Coker of the Fifth was a hefty
man—big and burly and bulky—and the
two juniors, sturdy as they were, would
have had their hands very full with
Coker if he had been on his feet. It
was safer to keep him down.

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
his big spectacles, and gasped with
relief as he saw Coker secured.

“Keep him down!” he gasped.

“Gurrrrh ! came in suffocating tones
from Coker. “Georrof my head!

Gerroff my back! Gurrrrrrrggh!”

Coker heaved under the two
Removites like an  earth-
quake.

But the bulky Coker was
at a Jdisadvantage, and the

Remove staircase. rk two Removit kept him
“Holp i spluttered Bunter. has ever seem; at least, in Horace Coker’s thore. e .
"Iﬁaswe! hotrt!}‘l’o doo . estimation ! But when Horace turns his great f‘df\l"{,lse?ne: glfding%?‘-i'
e reacne rway o e a1 1arton,
St.ud{l No. 1 and Iun{;ed powers towards crime detection, even he has to kneo a_ little E’thcr into
breathlessly  in. Wharton  admit that here, at anyrate, he is a failure. Coker’s back. “You're safer

jumped back just in time to
escape a collision.

“Owl Help! Keep him off " yelled
Bunter.

“Who, fathead?” asked Frank
Nugent.

“Wow! That beast—Coker!" splut=
tered Bunter. “Ho's after me! Oh
dear! Keep him off] Ow! Shut the
door! Ow!”

Heavy footsteps trampled across the
Remove landing.

“He’s coming I" yelled Bunter. “Lock
the door] BStick the table against it.
Oh crumbs!”

“Rats!” said Wharton cheerily.

The chums of the Remove were not
likely to barricade the study door
because Coker of the Fifth was coming.
If Coker came to the Remove passage

The burly form and excited face aof

Coker of the Fifth appeared in the
doorway.

“Yaroooh! Xeep him out!” howled
Bunter.

Coker charged in.

Two juniors grasped him, one on
either side, as he came, and at the samo
moment Wharton put ou! a foct for
Coker to stumble over.

Crash!

“Oh!” roared Coker. “Ow!”

The burly Horace landed on Lhe study

floor with a mighty concussion, He
roared as ho landed. WHis prominent
nose tapped the floor, hard. Before

Coker quite knew what had happened
to him a knee was planted in the small

where you are,”
“Grooogh! Lemme gerrup!

1I'll smash you! I'll pulverise you!
I'll mop the study up with you! I'll
spiflicate you! Gurrrgh!”

*“Sit tight, Franky!”

“You bet!” chuekled Nugent.

“Qoooogh! CGroooogh! Gerroff I”
shrieked Coker.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry
looked into the study. “What's the

jolly old rumpus. you men?”

“Only Coker, hunting trouble,” said
Wharton cheerily. “Lend a hand, old
chap. He's as strong as a horse.”

Bob chuchkled, and came into the
studv. Coker's legs were thrashing
wildly, and Bob proceeded to tread on
them to keep them quiet. Coker heaved

Tae MacyeET TaBrary.—No. 1,138.
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witii a mighty heave, but he collapsed
again under the three juniors.

“1 say, you fellows ! gasped Bunter.
“Keep him safe! Keep lum down! Sit
on him! Stamp on hun! Oh dear)”
“(erroff 1" shricked Coker.

“No hurry, old bean,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. “You've been
warned not to batt into Remove studies.
Now we're going to give you another
tip. 1 think a fives bat—="

“ Hear, hear !’ chuckled Bob Cherry.

“There's a fives bat in the cupboard,
Bunter, Hand it out.”

“You young swecps!” raved Coker.
“1'|l smash you! I'il report you to
vour Form master! That fat young
villain »

" By
done "

“Oh, really, Nugent! I
chap—nothing at all! That beast just
rushed after me—"

“Whatever he’s done, Fifth Form
men aren't allowed to butt into the
Remove,”  said  Wharton decidedly.
“Hand over that fives bat, Bunter.”

Bunter handed cver the bat. i

“Here yov are, old chap! Give him
a jolly good hiding,” he gasped. *
say, you fellows, let me get out! Let
a f{_-li’n'.v pass! 1—1—"m in rather a
hurry.”

The sprawling Coker and the threo
juniors who were holding him down
occupied the doorway. Bunter was
anxious to go, but there was no passage
for him.

“1 say, you fellows—’

“Rats! You can wait,” said Harry.
“Now keep steady, Coker, while I lay
on the bat.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

the way, what bhas Bunter
asked Frank Nugent, ]:_tughmg.
Nothing, old

»

“You dare—=" shrieked Coker.
Whack !
Coker was  favourably placed for

punishment. The fives bat rose and [cll,
and dust arose in a little cloud from
Horace  Coker’s  trousers. From
Horace himself rose s roar that might
have excited the envy of the celebrated
bull of Dashan.
** Whoooaoop 1"
Whack !
* Yoooooop !
yonng razcals—you young sweeps
i i vou fellows, let a fellow

T'll smash you! You

-

ncu——';

Whaek !

“Yaroooh !”

“IIa, ha. ha!*

by that time half the Remove were
gathered outside Study No. 1. It was
the hour of prep in the Remove, but
prep had no attractions at all com-
parcd with the counter-attraction in
Study No. 1. Johnny Bull and Hurreo
Jamsct Ram Singh were the first to
arrive, and after them ecame a swarm
of the Remeve.  Outside Study No. 1
the passago was blocked.

Whack !

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!”  roared  Coker.
“T—I—I'll— Yooop! I—I-T'll—
Yow.ow-ow! You young demons!™

“1 =ay, vou feilows—"*

“Give him beans!” chuckled Johnny
Bull.  “Coker's always asking for it !”

“The askfulness is ternfie,” chortled
Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. * The bean-
fulness 13 the proper caper.”

Whack

*“Ha, ha. ha!”

“You young rotters 1” shricked Coker,
“Legeo! Lemme gerrup! Leave off !
You have the cake if you like ! There!
Ow, ow, owi”

“The  cake?  repeatéd  Wharton
blankly.
C"0Ow! You can bave it! T—1 give
it o you—ow! Lemme gerrup!  Koeep
thet bat away ! Ow! yelled Coker,
"The  cake?"  gtuttered Nugont,

“What rake?”
Tue Macxer LipRARY.—No. 1,138

Wharton's arm, raisea iur another
swipe, was suspended. Coker wriggled
and roared and raved,

“What do you mean—the culie?”’ de-
manded Wharton.

*1 way, you fellows, don’t listen
to him!” exclaimed Billy  Bunter
hurriedly. “Give him a jolly good
hiding 1"

*Shut up, Bunter!”

“Oh, rcally, Wharton—"

“Dry up! What do you mecan,
Coker, burbling about & cake?" de-
manded the captain of the Remove.
“Are you off your rocker?”

“Owl Wow! Yow! Keep that bat
away!” shricked Coker. *“The cake
that—"

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunteri” roared Bob
Cherry.

“What cake, you [rabjous ass?"’ ex-
claimed Wharton.

* Bunter's bagged a cake from my
itud.‘r‘,}” gasped Coker.  “That's why

“1 say, you fellows, do lct a fellow
pass! 1'm in a fearful hurry "

“Stand back, you fat villain!”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I'm f{rightfully
pressed for tume—prep, you know!™

Bunter made a desperato cffort to
squecze out of the doorway.  Bob
Cherry gave him a shove, and the Owl
of the Remove staggered back and sat
down.

. 0\‘. I’!

The bundle under Bunter's arm
crashed to the floor. The wrappings
burst, A huge cake rolled into view.

“Oh, my hat!"” cjaculated Bob.

Wharton stared at the cake. It
dawned upon him now why Bunter had
been in frantio flight, and why Coker
had been in equally frantic pursuit.
Thero was a roar of laughter in the
Removo passage.

“1 say, you fellows!"  Bunter
serambled up. * That's my cake! 1f
Coker says it's his cake, don't take any
notice of him! I had it from Bunter
Court by post this afternocon!”

“You fat burglar!” roared Wharton.

“Oh, really, old chap! It's my
cake! D-don’t take anv notice of
Coker — he's untruthful ! gasped
Bunter.  * Besides, I'll whack 1t out

all round! It's a jolly Lig cake—
cnough to go round! I say——"

“Did Bunter bag that cake from
vour study, Coker?” demanded Whar-
ton.

“Ow! Yes! I canght him just
dodging out with it!” gasped Coker.
" Lemme gerrup! Il smash you! Il
‘pulverise you!  I'll—"

* Bunter, vou fat villain—"

“1 dido't!” gasped Bunter., “I—I
wasn't! I—I lope you fellows can take
my word! Coker never had a cake!
1 can give you my word about that!
I never saw it delivered by Chunkley's
van and | never saw Trotter take it to
Coker’s study—honest Injun!  Besides,
I'll whack 1t out, and i serves him
right for bemg such a beastly bully !
The fact is, you fellows, Coker’s un-
scrupulous—making out that this is his
cake!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if 1 see anvtlung to cackle
at!  It's my cake—it was made speci-
ully for me by our cook at Bunter
Court!”

“Why, there's Chunkley’s name on
the paper!" exclaimed Johnny DBull
“Chunkley's, Courtfield.”

“Is—is there!” gasped Bunter. “I—
I nean, this cake was specially de-
livered for me from Chunkley's—my
pater telephoned specially to them to
deliver it. That's what [ meant to say.
I—1 hope you fellows can take my
word."”

THE MAGNET

“Whnat a bopeful nature!"
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
_Coker of the Fifth was allowed to
rise to his feet. He rose in a sadly,
dusty and dishevelled state, gasping
for breath, and spluticring with rage.
He looked like charging at the Re-
movites; but there were more than a
dozen fellows ready for Coker, and
even Horace realised that the odds
were too heavy. And no doubt he hiad
bad enough of the fives bat.

“You young rogues!” he gasped.
“Raiding a fellow's grub!”

_“Fathead!” said Wharton. “Why
didn’t you tell us why you were after
Bunter?” '

“Did you give me a chiance
speak?” yelled Coker,

“Well—no!” admitted Wharton, “In
the circumnstances, you can consider
that whacking cancefled i

“Ha, ha, hal™

“'Take your blessed cake and bunk!™
said the captain of the Remove, “Give
him his cake, Franky!”’

Nugent pic‘ied up the cake.
wad a yell from Billy Dunter.

“1 say, you fellows!”

*Shut up, Bunter!”

. “But that's my cake !” howled the fat
Junior. “1 keep on telling you it was
sent specially from Bunter Court—1
mean it was made specially by our
cook at Chunkley's. 1 mean—"

“Ila, ha, hal”

“Get out Coker!”

Coker of the Fifth gave a glare
round the study, grabbed the cake, anid
strode  away. ﬁil]y Bunter's  cyces
fnllowvd the cake as it vamished, with
anguish.

“[ say, you fellows

“Collar him 1" said Wharton. *“ We've
whacked Coker for nothing, Bunter!
Now we're going to whack you for
something | Put him across tho
table 1"

“Hear, hear!”

“Yaroooh! 1 say, you fellows, that
was my cake!” howled DBunter. "1
bagged it specially to ask you chaps to
supper! 1 say—ow ("

Whack ! Whack! Whack!

Billy Bunter, sprawling across the
study table in the grasp of Johnny Bull
and Bob Cherry, roared under the fives

pasped

to

Thiero

at.
*“That's three for grub-raiding "* said
the captain of the Remove.
“ Yow-ow-ow !"”
Whack! Whaeck! Whack!
“That's three for telling whoppers!”
“Yarooogh! Help! Murder! Fire!”
Whack! Whack! Whack!
“And that’s three for luck!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Y ooooooooooooop !'”

Billy Bunter rolled out of Studv
No. 1. He wriggled as he rolled. His

howls of anguish faded away along the
Remove passage.

Prep was resumed in the Remove
studics. But there was one fellow in
the Remove who did not sit down to
prep. It was Bunter. He stood! It
was quite a long time before William
George Bunter folt inclined to  sit
down.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cornered !

URGLARS!”

Billy Dunter jumped,

The door of the games
study, at the end of the Fiith
Form  passago, was closed. But
through the closed door ecame the
sound of voices, It was rather late in
the ovening, and prep was over; and
most of the Fifth were gathered in thoe
games study, as usual, A fellow coming

B
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from the dircction of the Remove
quarters had to pass that room to get
into the Fifth Form passage. So Billy

Bunter was glad to see the door closed.

And he was glad to hear the power-
ful voice of Coker of the Fifth booming
through the closed door, startling as
was that word that came booming to
his ears. It showed that Coker was in
the games study—and therefore not in
his own study. And it was in Coker’s
study ‘that Billy Bunter had business—
pressing* business,

“ Burglara!”

Bunter blinked along the Fifth Form
passage. No man was to be scen in
the length of that passage. But he
paused to listen for a moment. He

wondered what Coker was talking
about.

“What about burglars, Coker?”
came the voice of

Potter of the Fifth—

not’ in interested tones.
There were a dozen of
the Fifth in the games
study—which meant
that there were twelve
fellows who were not
interested in the re-
marks of Horace Coker.
That, of course, made
no difference to Coker.
If he had suspected that
fellows were mnot in-
terested in his remarks.
he would only have
itied them for their
ack of common sense.

h"I've been looking at
the evening paper,”
said Coker, his ﬁgftv
voice booming through
the door to Bunter's

cars. “There's been
another burglary in this

:ﬁ

neighbourhood.”
““Has there "' yawned l
Greene, ‘l
“There has! 0ld
Popper’s place  this //
time!”  said  Coker,

“That's the third erib
that's been cracked in
a week.”

“The third which
that’s been whatted 7"
said Potter.

*They call "em eribs,”
said Coker; “and when
the burgfa 'em they
call ’em cracked. It's
a sort of thieves'
slang. If you rcad as
many detective novels as I do, Potier,
you'd know.'

“Well, speaking of the match with
Redclyffe—"

That was the voice of Blundell, the
captain of the Fifth.

“0ld Popper’s place is' the third crib
that's been cracked,” went on Coker,
regardless. “It's the work of the same
gang, you men. They're working the
neighbourhood, gee?! And I've been
thinking—"

“Draw it mild, Coker!” That con-
tribution came from Price of the Fifth.

There was a chuckle in the games
study.

“I've been thinking,” hooted Coker,
“that that cracksman gang may drop
in at Greyfriars. There's a lot of loot
to be picked up here. They could get a
lot of swag i

“Of which?” ejaculated Blundell.

“Swag !” said Coker.

“What on earth’s swag?"

“They call their loot swag,” explained
Coker, with the condescension of the
fellow who knew, Coker being a well-
read man in yellow-jacketed literature.
“They could get a thumping lot of

swag here, if they burgled Greyfriars.
I shouldn’t be surprised if they came
here next. The Head keeps a lot of
gtuff in the safc in his study, you know,
and there's the school plate, and all
that.”

“Speaking of the Redelyfe
that—" said Blundell

“The queer thing aboui all these
cases,” resumed Coker, “is that they
scem to be inside jobz”

“YWhat's an inside job?” asked
Potter, in a tired voice

“They call it an inside job, Potter,
when there’'s no trace of the place
having been broken into,” explained
Coker. “Take old Popper's place, for
instance—Popper Court. o clue—
nothing that the police can get hold of,
at any rate. Either somebody let them

match

in, or some of the gang got into the

I.-| | rlil
o €
v

place and hid themselves before it was
shut up for the night, or—or some-

thing.”
“8Speaking of the Redclyffe match
that—"  Blundell's remark came in

like a sort of refrain.

“Let a fellow speak,” said Coker. “I
can tell you men that this is serious. It
would make the fortunc ot that gang, if
they got hold of the loot here and
shared it out. The divviy—"

“The what?”

“The divvy.
when they divide the loot——"

“That would cause trouble in the
gang, I should think,” remarked Fitz-
gerald of the Fifth,

“Eh, why?” asked Coker. )

“] mean, there would be a rift in
the lute.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Don't make idiotic jokes, Fitz, on a
serious subject.  Buppose one of the
gang got into the school, and let the
others in at midnight? FEasy enough
for a man to sneak in s rambling old
place like this, and hide himself—say,
in 8 Form-room, or a study—"

“Tell you what, Coker,” said Blundell
of the Fifth, as if struck by a sudden

They call it a divvy

”
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brilliant idea. * You go round the House
row, looking into all the studies, and
make sure that there isn’t a cracksman
Lianging about.”

“Good idea!” exclaimed Price.

“Do, Coker!”

“0Oh, do!”

“8plendid idea ! exclaimed Potter.
“We should all feel safer if you did
that, Coker, old man.”

“Rot!"” said Coker, It did not even
dawn on Coker’s powerful brain that
the Fifth Form men were fed up with
him and his conversation, and would
have been glad to see him fare forth
from the games studv for any reason
whatsoever, “Rot! Just listen to
me—"

Billy Bunter grinned, and rolled on
his *way. He was feeling safe now.
Coker, Potter, and Greenc were all im

Bob Cherry gave Bunter a shove, and the Owl of the Remove
staggered and then fell down.
floor, the wrappings burst, and a huge cake rolled into view.
**Oh, my hat ! ** ejaculated Bob.

Bunter’s bundle crashed to the
(See Chapter 1.)

the games study, so obviously there was
nobody in Coker's study—where the
cake was! DBunter rolled on down the
Fifth Form passage, and the voices in
the games study became an indistinct
murmur.

A minute later, and Billy Dunter was
in Coker's study, and the door was
closed behind him.

The light was off in the study, and
Bunter did not venture to turn it on.
There was a gleam from the fire that
gave him light enough for his purpose.
Bunter rolled across to the study cup-
board.

Whether Coker & Co. had supped on
that cake Bunter did not know. Bub
even if they had, it was certain that
there would be a good deal left. It
was a huge cake—one of Chunkley's
biggest and best—an expensive cake,
orﬁf to be afforded by a fellow like
Coker, who was rolling in money. No
three fellows could have finished that
cake at a sitting—unless Billy Bunter
was one of the three! i 3

Bunter's eyes glistened behind his
spectacles as he raised-a fat hand to
the cupboard door.
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Whether the eracksmien gang who
were “working” the neighbourhood

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

Lunter grivved in anticipation.

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

Slain!

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

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

Heavy footsteps tramped down the

SSLEZC.

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

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

Anyhow, he was coming to his study.

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

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

He blinked wildly round the study
for a hiding-place

Fortunately, there was one ready at

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

Bunter plunged breathlessly under
the table.

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

Bunter was only just in time.

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

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

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

Heo was annoyed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter was growing more and more
uncomfortable.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bunter almost jumped.

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

But Coker did not stir from the arm-
chair.

“Chump !” he went on. “Tathead I”

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

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

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

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

Bunter grinned under*the table.

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

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

He resumed the newspaper.

Bunter squatted and waited.
the beast never go?

The beast showed no signs of going.

Bunter was getting eramped.

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

His fat limbs ached, a feeling like

ins and needles crept along one fat leg,

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

go?

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

He shifted a iJilt!e.

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

juntet’s fa: heart stood still.

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

Would

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

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

He little knew!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Strategie !

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Coker had heaps of pluck. Nature,
who seemed to have overlooked Coker in
the matter of brains, had endowed him
with unlimited pluck, doubtless by way
of compensation. But courageous as he
was, Coker could not help a queer thrill
creeping along his spine at the know-
ledge—the  certain _ knowledge—that
within a few feet of him crouched a
grim and ruthless desperado, probably
with an automatic pistel in his grip.
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That the villain had an automatic was
practically certain. All the cracksmen
in Coker’s yellow-jacketed novels had
automatics. There was no reason, so
far as Coker could see, why this par-
ticular villain should depart from the
general rule.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Carelessly he strolled

That was not good

towards the
0Oor.

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

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

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

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

“Got him!” breathed Coker.

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

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

“Oh, crikey!” murmured Bunter,

He put his head out from under the
drooping table-cover, a good deal like
a tortoise poking its Ill.cud from its shell,
and blinked round him, o

Coker had left tho light on.  That
Jooked as if he meant to come back.

Why he had locked the door was a
mystery. He could not know that
Bunter was there. Had he known that
he would have kicked the Uwl of the
Remove out of the study instead of lock-
ing him in it. Coker's proceedings
were inexplicable,  But the fact was
clear that the fat jumor was locked in
the study, and that there was no escape
for him. Still, as Coker had left the
light on, he evidently intended to re-
turn, and it behoved the Owl of the
Remove to remain m hiding., At that

ot in the proceedings Bunter would

ave been willing to leave, even with-
out the cake. But there was no escape
for him yet, and he listened in fear and
trembling for Coker's returning foot-
steps.

Meanwhile, Coker had reached the
games study, and burst suddenly into
that apartment. i

Talk was going on in the games
study—football jaw. The match with
Redclyffe was the last big fixture be-
fore Greyfriars broke up for the Christ-
mas holidays. And it was a matter of
great  interest  to  the footballing
fraternity—far exceeding any interest
they might have felt in cracksmen, and
the cracking of eribs.

“Oh dear! Here's Coker
murinured Greene. : :

*“You men,” Coker was gasping with
excitement, as he burst in—" you men,
get a move on!"” :

“"Tain't bed-time yet!" said Potter.

“Durglars—"

“What 1"

“Burglars!” gasped Coker.

“For goodness’ sake,” said Blundell
erossly, “give us a rest! We're Ic(,]-up
with you and your burglars, Coker1”

“You silly owl—"

“Chuck 1t, Coker!" implored Fitaz-
gerald. *Enough's as good as a jolly
old feast, you know. Give a man a
rest |”

“Burglars in the House!”
Coker. “Don’t you understand?
glars, cracksmen, armocd vtllamsl—-

Coker naturally expected the Fifth to
rise to that bait. He cxpected to sce
the whole party leap to their feet in
wild excitement.

But they didn't. The

again ™

gasped
Bur-

i

simply stared

at Coker, and two or three laughed.
“Don’t you understand?” gasped
Coker. “1 tell you it's happened just

a3 1 deduced. One of the gang has got
into the House, and hidden himscli—
ready to let the others in. He's hidden
under the table in my study.”

“You've been to your study?” azked
Fitzgerald.

“ ch' —»

“Did you d-op off to sleep there?”

“Eh? No.”

“Then how did you come to dream
that a burglar was in your study?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly chump!” shricked Coker.
“T1 tell you ﬁa's hidden under the table.
Come and help me <cize him."”

“Gammon ' said Price.

“1 heard him moving——"

“The cat, perhaps?” sugpestod
Greene brilliantly. “Mrs. Kebble's cat
i8 always getting into the studies.”

“Don’t be a silly ass, Greene.”

“You see, old chap, vou've got it
wrong, somchow,” said Potter patiently.
“Burglars don't burgle early in the
evening, while the lights are on. They
don't, really.”
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“Don't be a silly chump, Potter!”

“Well, look here,” said Blundell, “if
there's a burglar in your study, Coker,
he’s your burglar, and you can do what
you like with him. Nobody here wants
to be bothered with him.”

“ You frabjous ass!”

“The ides of playing Loder ngainst
Redelylfe,” said Blundell, “is rot!
feel bourtd to speak to Wingate about
it.  Wingate's captain of the school,
and head of the games, and all that;
but 1 feel bound to point out to him
that there’s a better man to be found
in the Kifth. ['ve thought for a long
time that there's too many of the Sixth
in the First . Eleven. What do you
fcllows think#"

Thero was a chorus of assent, To a
question like that there was not likely
to be a dissentient voice in the whole
Fifth Form of Greyfriars.

Coker gazed at the Fifth Form men
almost in stupefaction.

He had arrived there, breathless,
with news of the burglar who was hid-
den in his study to gather reinforce-
ments to secure the desperate villain.
And the Fifth went on talking football
just' as if he badn't spoken. Nero fid-
dling while Rome was burning was a
jest to this.

“You howling asses!" roared Coker.
“Are you coming to help me get hold
of that cracksman, or not?”

“Cheese it, Coker !”

“Run away and play!”
“1 tell you—" ?Jawlcd Coker.
“Look here, you've told us your

funny story once,” exclaimed Blundell.
" Now, ring off, there's a good fellow |

“1 tell you—"

“Shut up!” roared Blundell.

“If you won't help me sccure the vil-
lain, T'll go to Prout—"

“Go to Prout, or go to the dickens,
or go to Jericho, if you like,” grunted
the captain of the Fifth. “Go any-
where you jolly well like, so long as
you shut up 1”

“8ure, that's the important thing,”
said Fitzgerald. “Shut up, old man!”

Coker banged out of the games study.
There was no help there. He rushed
for the stairs to report the presence of
tho hidden burglar to his Form master.
In the games study they resumed foot-
ball jaw, just as if Coker hadn't hap-
pened.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Cracksman !

“" ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
H “ What's the row?"”
“House on fire, or what?”
Harry Wharton & Co., loaf-
ing serenely in the direction of the Rag,
after prep, were quite startled.

There was a beat of hasty foolsteps
on the big staircase, and they looked
round to see what was up, or, rather,
what was coming down.

It was Coker of the Fifth.

Judging by his motions Coker was in
a great ‘fulrry. He came down the
stairs three at a time in a serics of
kangaroo-like bounds. Solid as the
starrcase was, it groaned under Coker's
descent,

The Famous Five stared at him.
Other fellows stared at him. Wingate
of the Sixth, who was chatting with
Gwynne of that Form near the foot of
the big staircase, ceased to chat, and

lared up at Coker. Racing about the

ouse was strictly forbidden to juniors.
It was not forbidden to seniors, simply
because Upper Form fellows were sup-
posed to know better.  Yet here was
Coker, a senior of the Fifth Form, rac-
ing about the House like an unruly
fag who was sure that his Form
mazter’s eye was elsewhere,
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“What the thump—" began Win-
gate.

Down came Coker, red and breathless,
obviously pressed for time.

“It's & race, 1 suppose,” said Harry
Wharton,

“The racefulness is terrific!”
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“But who's he racing with ¥ asked
Bob Cherry; a remark that would have
earned him a severe reprimand had it
been made in the presence of his Form
master,

Fortunately, Mr. Quelch was not at
hand to note that reckless misuso of the
mative case.

Coker was after Bunter this after-
noon,” said Johnny Bull. *Can’t be
Bunter after Coker——""

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“My hat! There he goes!”

Coker had no memory for Latin, even
for such a well-worn Latin tag s
“festina lente.” It was a case of more
haste and less speed with Coker. Threo
steps at a time was all very well, so
long as a fellow kept his footing. Coker
missed his,

The result was that Coker finished the
descent of the stairs in a singlo plunge!

He came head first.

What would have happened had
Coker’s head struck the Hoor cannot be
said. Probably the stout old oak planks

re-

would have stood the strain. But
Coker's head, though of solid con-
struction, would probably have been
hurt. Fortunately, Wingate and

Gwynne were near enough to the stair-
case to break his fall. Coker plunged
headlong into them, threw his arms
round them in a wild attempt to save
himself, and hurled them both to tho
floor, sprawling over them.

Coker's fall was broken, and, to judge
by the fearful yells that came from tga
:.:D Sixth-Formers, they were broken,

0.

** Yoooooop !

“* Whooooop I"

“Oh!" roared Coker. “Oh, my hat!
You fatheads, getting in a fellow’s way !
Don'e stop me—I'm in & hurry—"

Coker scrambled up. He planted a
foot on Gwyane's neck as he rose, and
rested a heavy hand on Wingate's face.
Really, Coker was not in a mood to
notice trifles like theze, he was exeited,
and he was in a hurry. Wingate and
Gwynne noticed them,

Like one man, they grabbed at
Horace Coker. They struggled up, still
lmldiuf Horace. Their locks indicated
that they were going to slay him on
the spot.

“You burbling idiot!” gasped
Wingate

“You dangerous maniac!” yelled
Gwynne.

“Leggo!” bawled Coker. “Help!
Burglars ! I'm going to Prout!
There's a burglar in my study | Hands

off, you fools ! Hands off, you dummies !
I've got to get help to bag that
burglar !

“What 77

“Oh crumps!”

Wingate and Gwynne, in sheer
astonishment, released Coker. IHorace

stood panting and spluttering.

“A burglar!” Imw{)ed Wingate.

“In your study 7" hooted Gwynne.

“Yes,” gasped Coker. “YI'm going
for Prout. 1 say, you come with ne—
there's no time to lose ! I've locked him
in, but he may escapo from the window !
Hoe must have heard me lock the door
of the study on him—that would give
him the alarm! Come and seize him 1"

Wingate grasped Coker’s shoulder
and shook him

“Is this a fatheaded joke?” he
roared.

“Ow! Leggo! No! It's a fat-

headed burglar—1 pican a burglar—"
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

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

“His what?” gasped Wingate.

“ Automatic ! ﬁe's got an automatic?”

“Did you see it?"” howled Gwynne,

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

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

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

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

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

“Ha, ha, bha!”

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

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

“Open  the Coker I"
Wingate gruffly.

Coker fumbled in his pocket for the

door, said

“0Oh, rats!” grunted Win-

gate.

“Don’'t be a silly ass!” urged
Coker.

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

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

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

“Yes, rather,”

“The orfulness is terrific!"

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

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

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

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

1

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

“lallo what's this game?" asked

Blundell.

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

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

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

o Some’l(xody'n there,” said Gwynne.

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

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

“Oh!” said the Greyfriars captain.

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

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

“1 can’t find the beastly thing——"

“You silly asa!"

“Look here, Wingate—"

“Is that the key sticking out of the

and

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

here it is!”  Coker drew forth the kcy:

(See Chapter 5.)

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

“Hark!” ejaculated Gwynne.

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

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

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

*Oh, rot!"

“Look here, Wingate—-"

“Open the door, ass, and shut up !”

“ Look here—"

“Open that door, fathead !

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

He unlocked the door, turned the
bandle, and threw it open, Fellows

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,138
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crowded round staring into the study,
heedless of the danger of the automatic.
T'hep there was a buzz of surprise.

The study was empty! To all scem-
ing, at least, it was empty. Yet some-
one had been heard moving in the
room !}

“Back me up!” breathed Coker.
“He's hidden under the table! DBack
me up, you men, and we'll have him
out!” "

Coker strode in. Wingate and
Gwynne followed him, the rest crowded
in and around the doorway. Coker,
confident of success in dealing with the
cracksman with such overwhelming
forces at his back, strode to the table,
and stooped to lift the cover.

& e out, you scoundrel!"” said
Coker jubilantly, “I jolly well knew you
were here all the time—and we've got
you now! You haven’t an earthly, you
villain—come out and surrender.”

“Ow!” It was a terrified squeak
under the table. “Ow! I'm not here!
Oh dear! Keep off, you beast! Ow!”

For a moment there was a silence of
astonishment, Then there was a roar.

 Bunter I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bend Over |

ILLY BUNTER put a terrified
B face out from under the table.
He blinked in great alarm at
the yelling crowd, through his
big spectacles
Coker stared at him.
Coker's face was a study in_scarlet._
There was somebody hidden in
Coker’s study—hidden under the table.
That was proved now. But it was not
a burglar] It was not anything like
a burglar. It was William George
Bnu‘t}cr, Iof thepo:{[ilcénivs-
“Youl” gas ‘oker.
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Seize him!” roared Bob Cherry.
“(Clap the darbies on him, Coker.”
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bunter|” stuttered Wingate. ‘““Oh,

my hat! You fat little idiot, what are

ou bhiding under Cokex's table for,
rigbtening him ?”

“T wasn't frightened!” roared Coker
indignédntly. * f—-"

“1 say, you fellows—"

Wingate grasped the Owl of the Re-

move by the collar, and jerked him out
from under the table and set him on
his feet.

“Now, you young ass, what have you
to say 7” he demanded.

“0Ow! Grooogh!”

“What are you doing here?”

“ N-n-nothing I i

“It was Bunter—Bunter all the time!”
said Coker dazedly. *Bunter hiding
under my table! Who'd have thought

it
ti.huckled Bob Cherry.

“Not youl”

“Ha, ha, ha

“1 thought it was a burglar, of
ecourse—"

“Of course!” chortled Bob. .

“The of coursefulness was not terrific,
my esteemed Coker.”

“I'll smash him,” gasped Coker. “I
—I—I—playing fag tricks in my study—
T'll pulverise him—I—I-T1'll—" .

Wingate pushed Coker back, just in
time. Coker really seemed more in-
censed against Bunter, than he would
have been against a genuine burglar.
There was no occasion, so far as Coker
could see, for the vells of laughter that
rang along the Fifth Form passage.
8till, even Coker could see that there
was an element of the ridiculous in
this. He had roused half Greyfriars to
the capture of a burglar—and the burg-
lar turned out to be a fat and fatuous
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junior.  Although there was, Coker
thought, nothing to laugh at, it was
rather absurd.

“Hands off, Coker,” said the Grey-
friars captain. * Now, Bunter, explain
what you were up to? Why were you
hiding under Coker’s table?”

“I—I thought the beast was—was
going to kick me,” gasped Bunter, “I
—1 dodged under the table when I
heard him eoming.”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“And what were you doing in &
senior study at all?”

“J—1—1 wasn't after the cake.”

“The cake?” repeated Wingate.

“I—-1 never knew there was a cake
in the cupboard,” explained Bunter.
*“ Besides, it was really my cake! Coker
bagged it away from me in the Re-
move passage—these fellows will tell
you the same. He made out that it
was his cake. But—but I never came
here for it, you know! I wouldnt! I
—1I never knew there was a cake—"

“The fat villain!” gasped Coker.
“He came bhere after my cake again
nd—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“] didn’t!” yelled Bunter.  Besides,
it was my cake!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T'll smash him—TI'll-T'll—" stut-
tered Coker. ,*I—I—I thought it was a
burglar, and it was only that fat villain
after my cake—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Stand back,” said Wingate Iaughinﬁ.
“You've made & fool of yourself,
Coker—but that’'s nothing new—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Have you anything in the study that
I can use as a cane?” asked the prefect.

“J—1 say, Wingate, wha-a-a-at do
you want a cane for}” gasped Bunter,
in alarm. “ Are—are you going to cane
Coker ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Coker sorted out a Malacca walking-
cane, and handed it to Wingate. ]
would have preferred to take the punish-
ment into his own hands—in which
case, that Malacca would probably have
deteriorated in value from hard wear
and tear. But in the presence of the
head prefeet, Coker had to toe the line,
just like an ordinary -mortal.

“Bend over that chair, Bunter " said
Wingate, pointing with the cane.

“Wha-a-at fori”

“'I'o take six, you young ass."

“But I—I say, I haven’t done any-
thing,” howled Bunter, “I never came
here for that cake—*

“Bend over!”

“ Besides, it was my cake—"

“Buck up!”

“ And—and I never had time to touch
it before the beast came into the study,”
wailed Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bend over!” rapped out Wingate,
in so sharp a voice, that Bunter jumped,
and bent over the chair.

Wingate swished the cane in the air.

“Yaroooh!” came an apprehensive
vell from Bunter. The swish of the
cane, before it touched him, was enough
to draw from the fat junior that ex-
pression of his feelings.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Ow! Wow! Help!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“ W hoooooooooooooooop 1"

Wingate, as a matter of fact, had
laid on the six_very lightly. But if it
had been a Head's Hlogging, Bunter
could not have woke more echoes.

"'I'hnt'a‘forwgrub raiding in & senior
study,” said Wingate, tossing the cane
aside, “and if I ever catch you at it
again—"

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow.”

Wingate strode out of the study.
followed by Gwynne, and the grinning
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vrowd dispersed. Coker was lelt along
in the study. ke preferred colitude
just then; he wanted to hide his blushes.

He was rather glad when the door
closed on the howling mob.

Billy Bunter wriggsied his way back to
the Remove passage. He had escaped
cheaply; certainly that six from Win-
gate was nothing to what he would
have received from Coker of the Fifth,
S#ill, it was not nice—especially added
to the batting he had captured earlier
in the evening. Bunter was feeling
burt.

And he had not bagged the cake!
Coker's cake, like a will-o’-the-wisp, had
led Bunter to disaster—and it still
eluded his fat hands

When Bunter rolled into the Remove
dormitory that night, there was a dole-
ful and dismal expression on his fat
face. And he drew no comfort from
the grin that appeared on every otbas
face in the dormitory.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Night!

“ OU fellows awake?”
It was a whisper in the dark-
ness of the Remove dormitory,

There was no answer.

Billy Bunter sat up in bed.

'The hour was late. The last chime
of midnight had died away. It was now,
as Shakesﬁveare has expressed it, the
witching hour of night when church-
yards yawn. Bunter, like the church-
yards, though in another sense of the
word, was yawning, at the witching
hour of night.

But though he yawned, he did not
sleep. For once, the deep snore of the
Owl of the Remove failed to awaken
the echoes of the Remove dormito

Two or three times the fat juniorrimd
dropped off to sleep. But they were
only “cat-naps.” Each time he
awakened instead of snoring on till
rising-bell in his usual way.

It was the combined effect of a bat-
ting and a caning that made Bunter
sleepless. He had got over the worst
of it. But many twinges remained.
Bunter, who was usually prepared to
beat Rip Van Winkle at his own game,
was wakeful and restless,

And he was hungry.

That was not surprising, for it was
some hours since Bunter had eaten, and
then he had eaten only enough for
three fellows.

In sleep he would not have been con-
scious of the aching void. DBut he could
not sleep. And, naturally, as he lay
wakeful and hungry, the thought of
Coker's cake came into his fat mind.
It came like a beautiful vision. It
made Bunter's mouth water to think of

it.

He might have forgotten that cake in
slumber; or, at least, only dreamed of
it. Now, he could not forget it. And
at last Bunter made up his mind.

Twice he had failed to annex that
cake. But the third time might be
lucky. Coker, at all events, could not
catch him at it; Coker was fast asleep
in the Fifth Form dormitory. Nobody
was stirring in the great pile of Grey-
friars, unless it was the house-dame’s
cat. The last light had been ex-
tinguished ; the last door had closed for
the night.

Coker’s cake, in fact, lay at Bunter’s
mercy; if Bunter chose to descend from
the dormitory and raid it. He hesitated
long. Bunter did not like dark stair-
cases and long passages late at niﬂ;;
But the vision of the cake drew hi
on. Darkness was unpleasant, but it
was not dangerous; and it wgu!d not

(Continued on page v,
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COKER’'S CRACKSMAN!

(Continued from page 10.)

take long to nip down to the study in
the Fifth Form passage and annex the
cake.

“1 say, you fellows!™

Bunter whispered louder.

But there was no answer; the Remove
fellows were all sleeping the sleep of
the just.

Bunter crept out of bed at last.

There was a glimmer of starlight at
the high windows of the dormitory;
light enough for Bunter. He groped
for his clothes, and bundled on trousers
and shoes. He found his spectacles and
jammed them on his fat little nose.

Then he tiptoed towards the door. He
bumped into a chair in the dark and
grunted.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

Tt was a sleepy voice from Bob
Cherry’s bed.

“Qh!" gasped Bunter.

Bob sat up and peered round.

“ Anybody out of bed?” he asked.
“What's up ?”

“No, old chap!” gasped Dunter.
“Noihing's up! I'm not out of bed!”

“You fat chump——"

“Qh, really, Cherry—"

“What are you doing out of bed?"
demanded Boa, peering through the
gloom at the dim, fat figure that was
creeping to the door. “Come back, you
ass!”

“I'm not going out, old chap! Don’t
wake all the fellows! 1f you think I'm
going down after Coker's cake you're
jolly well mistaken.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“ Nothing of the sort, you know.”

“You fat chump!” exclaimed Bob.
“(Go back to bed!”

“What's the row?” asked Ilarry
Wharton drowsily.
The voices in the dormitory had

awakened several of the juniors.

“That fat chump going down to raid
Coker’s cake,” said Bob.

“Nothing of the kind!” gasped
Bunter. “1 say, you fellows, don't make
a row and wake up the house. I dare
say there'll be a fuss when that cake's
missed to-morrow, and I don’t want to

he suspected. DBesides, I'm not going
after thoe ecake, you know. Never
thought of it.”

There was a sleepy chuckle from

several beds. 3
Bunter opened the door and slipped
ont.
“Banler, rou
Harry Wharion.
The door closed.

The Removites settled down to slecp
agzain. They were not specially inter-
rsted in Bunter's proceedings, or in the
fale of Coker's cake. And they were
eleepy. They closed their eyes, and left
William George Bunter to his own
devices.

Billy Bunter hurried along the dormi-
tory passage. Not a light burned in the
great building; and from the various
windows came only a faint glimmer of
starlight. DBut Bunter forgot his fear of
shadows, in his hurry. It would be just
like those beasts to follow him, and
vank him back to the dormitory—
minus the eake. Bunter hastened.

Breathing quickly, the fat junior
reached the stairs, and started down,
feeling his way along the banisters. He
did not need to go as far as the ground
floor; the Fifth Form quarters were on
the first floor. Bunter was not likely
to miss the way, even in the dark. He
reached the landing from which the
Fifth Form passage opened.

On that landing was a large window,

ass——" ecalled out

glimmering with starlight. Part of the
window was of the casement pat-
tern; and Bunter, to his surprise,
noticed that one of the casements was
open. The cold draught that came in
made him shiver; the December night
was cold.

It occurred to Bunter that whoever
had left that window open was a care-
less ass, for beneath it was an old
stone porch, easy to climb; and a
burglar could have entered easily, had
there been burglars about.

But he did not give the matter any
thought. His oughts were con-
centrated on the cake in Coker’s study.

He crossed the landing swiftly.

Bum

Bunter staggered back.

The landing was broad, arfd should
have been unencumbered—there was
rothing, go far as Bunter knew, for him
to bump into. But he bumped into
something as he scuttled across in the
gloom,

For a second he did not realise what
it was.

Then he knew—as a sudden light
flashed into his startled cyes, and a grip
that scemed of iron closed on him,

He knew—with a rush of terror that
sent icy thrills through all his fat limbs.

His terrified yell rang through the
sleeping house :

“Help! Oh! Burglars! Help!
Help! Help!”
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Burglar !
[ ELP! Help! Help!”
H “Oh, my hatl” ejaculated
Bob Cherry.
Bob was settling into
slumber again, when the wells from

below came ringing through the night.
He sat up in bed.

“Help! Help! Help!”
“Oh  crumbs!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. * That fat idiot will wake up

the whole House. What on earth’s the
matter with him?"”

“Fallen downstairs, perhaps,” sug-
gested Frank Nugent.

“Or run into a chadow, 2nd taken it
for a jolly old burglar!" said Bob.
“My hat! The beaks will all be up!”

“Help! 1lclp! Help!” came the
frenzied yell.

Harry Wharton & Co. turned out of
bed. Most of the Remove were awake
now, and sitting up. Distant as Bunter
was from tho Remove dormitory, his
wild yelling was plainly heard.

* Something may have happened to
him,” said Harry. “Better go and

scg. The beaks will be awake now, any-
how.”
There was no doubt about that,

Bunter's frantic yelling had certainly
awakened the whole House.

The Famous Five scudded to the
dormitory door and onened it. A
dozen fellows followed them.

Doors could be heard opening in
various directions, and lights flashed
on in rooms and passages.

Whether Bunter had fallen down-
stairs, or whether he had been fright-
ened by a shadow, it was evident that
he was in need of help. His frantic
yelling still rang far and wide. Harry
Wharton & Co. ran along the corridor,
and scudded down the .stairs,

“Help! Help! Help!”

They were aware of the direction the
fat junior had taken; and anyhow the
yelling would have guided them to him.
They came out with a rush on the land-
ing where Bunter stood, end Wharton
switched on the light. In the sudden
flood of illumination, Bunter was dis-
cerned. ITe was :dtanding in the middle
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of the wide landing, quite alone, with

his mouth wide open, his eyes distended

with terror behind his big glasses, yell-
ing at the top of his voice.

“Help! Help! Help!”

“Shut up, you fat idiot!” gasped
Wharton. “You're waking the House.”

“Help! Help! Help!”

“What's the matter?” shricked Bob
Cherry. ;

“Help! Help! Help!”
“You frabjous idiot !
“Help! Burglars! Help!”
% Dry up!” gasped Wharton.

Burglars! Keep 'em off! Help!”
roared nter,

Harry Wharton took him by his fat
shoulder and shook him. There was, so
far as the juniors could see, no sign of
burglars, and they had no doubt that
Bunter had been’ frightened by some
shadow in the darkness.

“Ow!? yelled Bunter. In his dire
terror he had not even observed the
iumora, and he seemed to fancy that a
awless and desperate clutch was on him.
4 ggo! Mercy! Spare my life! Ow!
\VO\; g :

“ You potty ¢ ump___n

“Yaroooh! Help! Police! Firel
Burglars! Witbooop! Mercy I’

“It's me, you ass—Wharton—"

“Us, old fat bean!” said Bob.

‘' Keep guiet, you born idiot |”

*“The quietfulness is the proper caper,
my estecmed fat Bunter! The absurd
beaks are all awakened by your terrifio
and ridiculous hullaballoo !’

¢ say, you fellows—"
scemed to recognise the juniors now. “I
say, help! ecp 'em off!  Mlurder!
Fire! Oh dear! Save me!”

“There's nothing to save you from,
you burbling bandersnatch !’ growled
Johnny Bull.

Bunter

“Ow! Burglars! Wowl"”

“Fathead !I”

“IIe got hold of me!” shricked Bun-
ter. “I ran inte him, and he clutched
‘l]}old 1of me! Ile had a light! Oh

ear !”

“Well, he hasn’t got hold of you now,
old fat bean—if there was any kel
Simmer down!" said Bob.

“There was nobody, you chump!”
said Bolsover major, who had arrived
on the scene now with half the Remove.

“Ow! Help!”

“What is this disturbance?’ It was
the voice of Ienry Samuel Queleh, the
master of the Remove. Ie strode up
in a dressing-gown and slippers, with
an expression on his face that might
have terrified the boldest burglar that

ever burgled. “What is this? What
are you boys doing out of your
dormitory 7"’

“Help, help!”’

“Bilence !’ hooted Mr. Qiclch. “ How
dare you shout in that ridiculous
manner in the middle of the night,
Bunter !”

“Wow! Burglars—""
“8ilence! Wharton, what does this
mean?”

There was a swarm on the scene now.
The Removites had got there first, but
fellows of all Forme were gathering,
half.dressed or in iheir pyjamas. Two
or three masters joined the alarmed
throng. Coker of the Fifth arrived
with a golf club in his hand. Other
fellows had snatched up fives bats, or
pokers—all sorts of weapons.

“Wharton! What—"

“1 don’t know, sir ! gasped Wharton.
“We heard Bunter shouting for help
and came down, sir—"

“Is it burglars?' boomed Mr. Prout,
the master of the IFifth. *“Is it
burglars, Quelch? There have been
geveral burglaries in this neighbourhood
of late. Have no ferar—have no fear,
my dear Queleh! T am here!”

There was a snort from dear Queleh.
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“ Piease do not interrupt, Mr. Prout.”

“ What—what !"’

“Wharton, cxplain this at oncel”
snapped the Remove master. “The
whole House has been alarmed—"’

“We came down because Bunter
shouted, sir—"

“Why was Bunter downstairs at this
hour?”

Wharton made no reply to that.

The frowning Form master turned to
Billy Bunter.

“ Bunter, what were you doing down-
staira?”

‘ He got hold of me1” gasped Bunter,
“ He flashed the light on and grabbed
me! Ow, ow, ow|"”

w |
“Who did1” shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“Ow!l The burglar! Wow!"

“You utterly absurd boy, there is na
burgla $e

‘““The window's open, sirl” exclaimed
Wingate of the Sixth. “It's un-
fastened !’

“ What "

a“* LDOI{ Ill

The casement, which Bunter had seen
open in the starlight, was not wholly
closed; it was open several inches.

Horace Coker strode fo the fable and lifted the cover,

“*You haven’t an earthly |
fellows.

Mr. Queleh hurried across to it. e
stared at it, and then turned back to the
Owl of the Remove.

“RBunter, did you open this window?"

“Ow! No!” gas Bunter. “It was
open when I came down, sir—wide

open! I—I saw it, and thought some
ass had left it open, sirl Then le
scized me——"

“Who seized you?"’

“The burglar! Oh dear "

“ Nonsense I"’

* Puzzle, find the burglar|” murmured
Skinner of the Remove. *“We know
where to find Coker's cracksman! Now
find Bunter's burglar 1"

There was a chuckle from some of the
juniors. Mr. Quelch glared round, and
the chuckle died away with startling
suddenness.

“The window was no doubt left open
by a careless servant, and this foolish
boy has been frightened by the dark!”
said the Remove master crossly.

Wingate was examining the casement
very curiously.

#1 think not, sir,” he said.

¥ What—what?”

“The window looks as if ii’s been
forced, sir.”

“What?" ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

“It’s been forced from outside, sir,’
said the Greyfriars captain.

#Ts it possible?”’

Mr. uelch, with startled eyes,
examined the casement. There were
unmistakable marks on the woodwork.
It had been forced. Someone, stand-
ing on the top of the stone porch below,
had gained the sill and forced the
fastening of the casement from without.

“ Bunter ! ™

Some steel instrument had been in-
serted between the window and the
frame, and the fastening had snapped
open.

“Bless
Quelch.

There was a hush in the buzzing crowd
on the landing; for it was certain now
that the alarm given by Bunter had not
been groundless. The fellows exchanged
startled looks.

“Then—then there really
burglar!” said Bob Cherry.

“Phew I""

There was no Joubt about it now.
The window had been forced, and some
person or persons unknown had entered
the House by it. Bunter had blundered
into the midnight marauder; and the
latter, cvidently, had fled the way he
had come, as Bunter's yells awakened
the House.

“Bless my soul!” repeated Mr. Quelch
blankly.

He opened
stared oul.

exclaimed Mr.

"

my soul

was a

the window wider and
Nothing but the nodding

13

branches of leafless trees and the shift-
ing shadows in the starlight met his
gazo. The intruder, whoecver he was,
was gone.

Mr. Quelch turned back from the
window. His face was very grave.

“There has been a burglary—an
attempted burglary!” he said. “Do
not be alarmed, my boys; thc man is
gone t”

“Shall we go out and search for him,
sir?”’ exclaimed Coker of the Fifth
eagerly.

“Certainly not!"

« Come out and surrender, you scoundrel ! ** he said jubilantly,
Thers was a terrified squeak from under the table, then a roar ol laughter from the

“Ha, ha, ha 1" (See Chapter 5.)

“Wo might bag him yet, sir! If I geot
necar him with this 1? club—"’

“No one is to F:aw the House!"
snapped Mr. Quelch.

“Certainly not!” boomed Mr. Prout.

“The House must be searched,” said
the Remove master. *“I will telephone
to the police station, immediately.
Wingate, you and the ‘other prefects
will search the House."

“Certainly, sir!”

“All junitors will return to theire
dormitories immediately I”

“We'd like to help, sir—" said Bob

“Take fifty lines, Cherry!”

“Qh!”

“ (o back to your dormitory at once,
Bunter, 1 will question ¥ou in the morn-
ing concerning your unwarrantable
action in leaving vour dormitory at this
late hour—=""

“ Oh, really, sir—"

“Go immediately !"

Unwillingly the juniors returned t¢

{Continued on paye 16.)
Tue Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,133
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I
“" ICKHAM, old fellow ! said Dr.
[] Birchemall, tho MHend of 5t

Sam's, one wintry nite, ** Just

.. lend me your shell-like ears for

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

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

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

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

** Christmas is coming ! "

Mr. Lickham recoilen, with a violent
start,

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

Tho Head Jurfed.

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

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

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

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

Dr. Birchemall ghook his head vig-

eggsclaimed

mas.

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

Mr. Lickham looked deeply interested.

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

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

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

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

* (Good King Wence's Lass looked out

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

Dr. Birchemall pawsed, his beady eyes
twinkling merrily.

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

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

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

gerously.

poked his head in.

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

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

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

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

“ Yeos, rather | ” shouted the rest of the

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tin.

e Woell, boys, apart from the merits of

my voico, nre you thinking of taking the

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

PICKY NUGENT

; Missine MUNNY-=Box/,
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Christmas cards, then 2"
ho asked.

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

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

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

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

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

“TIt eertainly looks it!™ agreed Mr.

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

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

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

* Givo you sixpence!"™ grinned Frank
Fearlesa.

The Head enortad,

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

“ Nunno, sir!"

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

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

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

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

“Can’t you? Then I shan’t buy it!”

o gum ! " mermerod Merry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Head stamped his foot with rage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

II.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The munny-box was missing!

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

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

* Anything wrong, sir?"
Jolly.

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

“What about your munny-box t”

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

asked Jack

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

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

“ Grate pip!"”

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

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

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

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

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

Only the future could answer those
questions.

THE END.
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(Continued jrom page 13.)

their dormitories. Masters and prefects
procceded to search the House for a
jossible bur%lar, though there was little
ikelihood of finding one. Mr. Quelch
hurried to his study to nng up the
folice station at Courtfield and apprise
nspector Grimes of what had happened.
The Lower School had been sent back
to bed—but not to sleep. It was likely
to be a long time before eyes were
closed again in slumber at Greyfriars.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Bunter the Bold!

“ II dear!” gasped Bunter.

@ Billy Bunter, at least, was

glad "to plunge into bed
again.  Even Coker's cake
liad vanished from his mind.

‘T'here was a buzz of excited voices in
the Remove dormitory. Some of the
fullows were listening at the door, in
the hope of hecaring a burglar rooted.
out by the scarching prefects. )

Lights wcre s(i[F on, all over tho
school, and many footsteps sounded
Lelow, and voices called.

“1 say, you fellows, don’t open that
door!” ‘gasped Bunter. “Better lock
‘iit! Better put a bed against itl Oh
car!”

“The jolly old burglar’s gone, [at-
head!” said Bob Cherry.

=&l ;ou’d better lock the door!”

“Rats !

“] say, you fellows, he might come
liere, you know!” gasped Bunter.
“There mi%‘ht be more than one of
them. Might be a gangl Suppose—
snppose onc of them came here and
hid under a bed?”

“The sulsposuiulnm is terrific.”

“What happened to you downstairs,
fathead 7" asked Skinner.

Bunter shivered

“0Oh dear! It was—was awiull Of
—of course, I wasn't frightened.”
“No; you sounded as if you

weren't!” remarked Peter Todd.

"Hﬂ., l'lﬂ, h‘!n

“Io seized me in a fearful clutch!”
grasped Bunter. “I walked right into
him, you know. He fashed on a light,
and scized me in a grip of steel.”

“Why didn't you collar him?” asked
Suoop.

“You silly owl!"” hooted Bunter.

Certainly it had never occurredsto
Funter to collar that burglar. Being
collared by him was enough for Bunter.

“Well,  what happened after he
soized youl” asked Toddy.

«J—1 suppose he must bhave let go
azain,” said Dunter. “He was gone
when you fellows got there! Perhaps
1 frightened him?”

“a, ba, hat”

“0Oh, really, you fellows—"

“Phat’s it, you men!” said Skinner.
“Tlo fashed on his light, and saw
Tunter's face, and was frightened,
Bunter’s features want getting used
to."

“ITa, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass, I don’t mean that!”
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hooted Bunter. “I dare say he was
frightened. If he’d given me time I
should have seized him—or knocked
him down, or—or——"

“QOr fainted from funk 1"
suggested Squiff.

“Beast! He—he ran away, any-
how,” said Bunter. *“lie must have
run away, as he was gone when you
fellows got there. I thought the awful
villain was still clutching me. I—I
mean I shouted to wake the House, so
—s0 that he could be nabbed.
Presence of mind, you know.”

“Oh, my hat!” A -

Billy Bunter was recovering himself.
With the light on in the dormitory,
and all the Remove awake round him,
Bunter’s courage revived. In the
preseuce of danger Bunter’s fat heart
was wont to fail him; but when there
was no peril a lion had nothing on
Bunter for courage.

“Presence of mind!”  repeated
Bunter firmly, sitting up in bed and
bll_nking at the Removites, “As for
being frightened, I can jolly well tell
you that precious few of you fellows
would have had the Eluck to go down
alone, in the dark, to look for
burﬁlats.”

“What?" yelled Bob Cherry.

sheer

“Why, you fat wvillain, you went
down after Coker's cakel’” roared
Johnny Bull.

“0h, really, Bull—*

“You were after a burglary, not o

‘burglar!” chuckled Skinner.

“Oh, really, Skinper!”

“Well, what did you go down for?”
demanded, Hazeldene.

“J—I ‘went down to look for
burglars, of course!” said Bunter.
“Not ono of you fellows would have
had the pluck to do it. Hearing
noise, I decided to go down and see
what was up.”

“0Oh, crumbs!”

“When I rcached that landing!”
continued Bunter. “I saw a shadowy
form—"

“Go it!”

“Then I knew it was a burglar
and 1 rushed on him.”
“You rushed on

shricked Wharton.

“Yes, and scized him.”

“You said a minute ago that he
seized you.”

“J—1 mean, I scized him, and he
seized me at the samo time. Woe
struggled desperately—"'

“Pile it on!”

%“0Oh, really, Wharton!

the burglar?”

If you think

I'm not telling you the exact truth
about——"
“The truth! Ye gods!”

“The truthfulness is not terrific!”
chuckled Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, really, Inky! I scized him, and
we struggled desperately, and—and if
you fellows had been a minute sooner
we'd have got him. But I suppose you
were funky.” :

“You—you suppose we werc funky!’
gasped Bob. . .

“Ves. If you'd been a bit quicker
wo'd have got him. He was too strong
for me,” said Bunter. “I'm rather an
athlete, as you know.”

“0Oh, crikey!"”

“But he was fearfully strong—a
hutking ruffian, more than six feet,”
said Bunter. “I can't handle a
brawny ruffian, six feet high—it's not
to be expected. I nearly got him—but
with a terrific effort he broke away

and rushed out of the window. He
gasped with fear as he fled.” ,
“Ho would!” said Skinner. ‘A

sudden sight of Bunter’s [eatures, In
the middlo of the night—"

“Ia, ha, hal” .
“ Beast | He escaped mol” said
Bunter. “I don’t mind admitting that

THE MAGNET

I can’t handle a brawny villain six feet
six—"

“He's growing!” remarked Ski ”

wpo ¥ frrowir 1% arked Skinner.

“More than six feet six—I should say
closs on seven feetl” said Bunter,
“Gigantic! Ho fled, yelling with
terror 1"

“Somcbody was yelling with terror!”
agreed Skinner. “We heard him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can cackle!” hooted DBunter.
“I jolly well know any of you chaps
would have been frightened out of your
wuta:_ir X l:vasn’t."

“You haven't any to be frightened
out of, old fat beali" gl

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Cackle!” said Bunter bitterly.
“Cackle! I expect this from you

fellows, after showing boundless pluck
and wonderful presence of mind. The
house would have been burgled, but
for me. You can’t get away from that.
And if you fellows hadn't been too
fm!ky to come down and back me up
wo'd have got him. 1 only wish he'd
come here now.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. “I can just see you follows scuttling
into bed if he came!” snccred Bunter.
“Like rabbits! You'd see whether I
should be scared!”

“Hallo, halo, hallo, here's somebody
coming up the passage!” ejaculated
Bob Cherry, as he closed the dormitory
door quickly, and holted into bed.

“Yarooooh! Help1”

“Jump up, Bunter, and face him!"
Ezapei IBob, as he plunged into bed.

uick 1"

“Buck up, Bunter!”

“He's coming!”

There were footsteps in the dormi-
tory passage. Bomebody, evidently,
was coming, Bunter did not jump up.
Ho  crouched under the bedclothes,
drawing sheet and blankets over his
head, and yelled with terror.

“Ow elp! Whooop! Keep him
g[ﬁ ]! ”Whooop! Burglars! Murder!

e l'

The dormitory door opened. Mr.
Quelch, with a frowning brow, stepged
in. Every fellow was in bed. ne
fellow, hidden under his bedclothes,
was roaring for help. The other
fellows knew that the footsteps were
those of their Form master. Bunter

didn’t! That made all the difference.
“M boys!” said Mr. uelch
severely. “There has been an alarm,

but it is all over; and 1 insist upon
your settling down quietly for the re-
mainder of the night. There is no
further cause for alarm—and if there
is any further sound from this dormi-
tory, I shall—"
“Help! Help!”
“Silence! I repeat
any further sound—'
“Keep him offt Help!” came a
muflled roar from under Billy Bunter’s
bedclothes.
Mr. Quelch stared at Bunter’s bed.
“What does this mean?” he ex-

,tha.t if there is

claimed. “Who is there? TIs that
Bunter? DBunter, you absurd boy. be
silent 1” ) E
“Help! XKeep him_offt Police!
Murder! Help!”? yelled Bunter.

The - enveloping = blankets and the
sound of his own voice deafened Bunter
to tho voice of his Form master.

“Buntor "’ shricked Mr. Quelch.

“Help! Burglarsl Help!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

«gilence!” hooted Mr. Quelch.
«What is the matter with the bﬁyf
Has he taken leave of his senses? as
he heen frightened into o fit? Bunter!

«Help! Helol Help! Yoooop!
Help!”

“R'eally, this passes all patience!”
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exclaimed Mr.
to Bunter's

Quelch, and he strode
bed and grasped the
blankets. ‘Bunter——"'

“Ow! He's got hold of me again!”
shrieked Bunter. *“Help! Back up!
Rescue! Keep him off! Help!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from
the convulsed Removites. Even the
presence of a frowning Form master
could not restrain their hilarity.

“Qilence!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch in
a formidable voice. * Bunter !”

“Yarocogh! Leggo! Help!
Mercy "

Mr. Quelch grasped the bedclothes
and dragged. A fat and squirming
figure in striped pyjamas was revealed,
wriggling with terror.

“ Keep off 1 shricked Bunter. “Spare

my life! Yarooogh!” =

“Help! Fire! Help!”

“Bunter! It is ¥, your Form master.
Silence! Be silent at once! What is

frightening you ?’ gasped Mr. Quelch.

“QOh!” Bunter blinked at his Form
master, and realised that it was not a
burglar this time. “0Oh! Ts—is it you,
sir? Oh dear! Ow ! I-I—-I—
thou"]Jt—— Oh crumbs !”

'SLlch cowardice as this, Bunter, is
very reprehensible!” said Mr. Quelch
sternly. “You should be ashamed of
yourself, Bunter !

“Oh dear!”

“Now be silent! T will leave on {he
light, as this foolish boy seems to be so
frightened,” =aid Mr. Quelch. “But I
insist upon all of you going to slecp;
and if I hear another sound from this

dormitory the whele Forn. will be
detained to-morrow. (Good-night, my
boys 1

“@Good-night, «eir!” gasped the
Removites,

Mr. Quelch left the dormitery. Billy
Bunter blinked at a row of grinning

faces.
ed.

“I—1 say, you [ellows—"
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“T—I—I wasn’t frightened, you know.

gasped

I—1I knew it—it was Quelch all the
time!"” gasped Bunter. “I was just—
Ile, le,

iust pulling his leg, you know !

“¥You frabjous spoofer——"

“Ob, really, Cherry! I can jolly well
tell you that if the burglar really chme
here—"

“What’s that under Bunter's bed?"”
asked Skinner.

“Yaroooh 1" Bunter
“Oh! Ow! Help—

“All serene—only the floor !*
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

bounded up.

added

“Beast |”
“Now, shut up, Bunter,” said Pcter
Todd. “If you give us any more gas

T'll take my holster to you!"

“0h, really, Toddy, considering that
I'in the only fellow here who had pluck
cnough to tackle that burglar——

Swipe |

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

And Bunter shut up at last.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not Nice for Buntfer !
» REYFRIARS turned out the fol-

IO“II]" m()rnm“‘ ln a ‘)lﬂ‘,(, 0[
considerable excitement.

There was only one topic in
the school—the attempted burglary of
the night.

Fellows erowded round the window
that had been forced, to examine the
marks on it; they stared up from the
quad at the porch, npon which {he
marauder had climbed {o reach the

There was a chortle from bed to window—ana
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some  hopelul spirits
looked up and down and round about
in search of footprints or other traces
of the cracksman.

Coker of the Fifth was keenest of all.

Coker had been disappoiuted once in
the matter of a cracksman. But he
told the world that he, Horace Coker,
had foreseen this, anyhow. Had he not
stated in the games study that the gang
of eracrksimen who were working the
neighbourhood would, very likely, turn
their attention to (xrl.,yfrl'lra next ?

He had! And he had been right!
They had turned their attention to Grey-
friars; aund only by a mere accident
had Llcy been baffled. But for a
junior happening to come down in the
night, they would have rifled the ITead's
-\al’e and made their get- -away with the
swag, as Coker deseribed it in yellow-
jacketed language. And Coker, thrill-
ing with the desire to show the un-
believing Fifth Forim men who was who,

and what was what, took up this
matter with great carnesiness, in tha
hope of gathering some clue to the

vanished burglar.

It was true that Inspector Grimes of
Courlfield had alrcady been on the
seene, and had discovered, apparently,

nothing. The window had been forced
—the eracksman had entered.  Buuter
had  blundered  intoe  him—and {le

man had fled on the alarm being given.
Fverybody knew that; and the inspector
could learn no more. But Coker, whose
confidence in his own powers was un-
bounded, hoped to do much better than
2 mere poliee detective. It was rather
mnfortunate, Coker thought, that the
Christmas holidays were so close at
hand. If Greylriars broke up before he
had ' tracked down the eracksman it
would mean a serious interruption to
his detective work, Tfowever, Coker
(Continued on next page.)
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waa goinz to do his best in the short
time at his dispozal.

“It's my chance at last,” he told
Potter and Greene before breakfast
that morning. “Now ilie villain has
actually been liere, I've a chance of get-
ting on lo him. See? Ile must have
left some clue.”

“I eaw Grimey before he went,”
rewarked Potter.  “He didn't strike me
as looking jolly hopeful.”

Coker sniffed.

“What does Grimey know about it?”
ho asked. * A country police-inspector !

Pah! Tice would naturally miss all the
clues!”

“And you would mnaturally hLit on
them?” asked Greene, with deep
sarcasni.

“ Exactly,” assented Coker. “Yon

take my meaning precisely, Greeney.”
Sarcasm was a sheer waste on IHorace
Coker. “I'm going all out in this
affair—and you fellows will see what
you will see,”

There was no doubt about that much,
at all events; and Potter and Greene
did not controvert the statement.

Billy Burter carried his bullet head
very high that morning. Bunter was,

in his own opinion, at least, the im-
portant fellow in this matter. It was
Bunter who, had given the alarm—

Bunter who had baffled the burglar—
Bunter who had saved the Head's safe
from a thievish hand!

At breakfast., Dunter’s fat face was
beaming. e felt that much eredit
vas his due; and if the Remove fellows
did not give him any he attribuled that
to their natural jealousy of a [ellow
who had distinguished himzelf. He
hoped for better things from the Iead.
Ile was to go before the Head after
lireakfast; and Bunter looked forward
to the inlerview with elation.

He could picture it, in his mind’s eve.
Dr. Locke, in all probability, would lay
his hand on Bunter’s shoulder, and say
in a voice of deep emotion ¥ My brave,
brave lad, how can 1 reward you?"” Mr.
Quelch would chime in: “You are a
credit to the Form, and to the school,
Bunter I Such eourage—such reckless
bravery——"  And the Head would con-
tinue: “You have saved me from a
leavy loss, Bunter! I thank you for
vour courage, your devotion! Gallant
lad ™

It was going to be something like that
—and it was natural that Bunter should
anticipate such an interview with keen
pleasure.

“1 say, vou fellows,” he told the
Famous Five after breakfast, “I've got
to sec the Head about that affair last
night, Quelch says. The Deak’'s rather
anxious to see me. Ila would be, of
course ! Feeling rather green about it,
what? Ile, he, he!”

“The greenfulness is not terrifie, my
estecmed fat Bunter [

“I'm mnot surprised that you're
jenlons,” said  Bunter complacently.
“You're right out of the limelight this
time.”

“Faihcad !" said Bob Cherry.

“Tor goodness' sake, Bunter, don’t
tell the Eead any lies,” said Harry

Wharton. “He will spot yjou at
once I

“Oh, really, Wharton—*

“You may be let off for breaking

dormitory bounds, considering what’s
happened,” said Nugenul. “But if you
start gassing to the Head——"

1 shall tell him the exact lacls, of
course,” =aid Dunter [oftily. “There's
one thing about me—I'm not the follow
to brag. You chaps know that. Still,
I'm bound to tell the Iead just what
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happened. Hearing a noise, T went
down to look for burglars—"
“You're going to tell the Head

that 7" gasped Johnny Bull

“I'm bound to tell him the truth,
Bull.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Spotting the burglar lurking, I
sprang at him,” continued Dunter,
“Seizing him by the throat, I bore him
to the floor. Holding him down by
main strength, I shouted for help. You
sce, thal's how it happened.”

“That—that—that’s how it happened,
is it?" stuttered Wharton. “You're
going to give the ITead that?”

“I'm bound to state the facts.”

“Great pip!”

“If I'd had any backing, I should
have sccured the villain,"” continued
Bunter; *“as it was, he escaped. That
wasn't my fault! A lot of funks failed
to back me up. He got away, 1 say,
yvou fellows, the Head's certain to offer
to reward me, isn’t he?”

Bunter blinked rather anxiously at
the juniors,

“Of course, gratitude's all very well,”
ho went on.  “But a fellow would
naturally like somecthing more solid,
you know. Do you think the llead
might spring a tenner

“Bunter ! It was the voice of Mr,
Queleh. " Bunter! You will now cotne
with me to the headmaster's study.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!” said Bunter.

And with a vaunting blink at the
Famous Five- Billy Bunter rolled after
his Forin master, leaving the chums of
the Remove staring,

Greyfriars fcllows seldom cnjoyed a

visit to the headmaster’s study. Such a
visit generally meant that there was
trouble on the tapis. But on this

special occasion Billy Bunter looked as
if he were going to enjoy himself. FHis
fat face was wreathed in beaming
smmiles as ho followed in his TForm
master's footsteps.

“Here is Bunter, said Mr.
Quelech.

And the Head, who was busy with
papers, looked up over his glasses at
the Owl of the llemove.

He did not pat DBunter on the
shoulder. Ile did not say, “ Ah, this is
the heroic lad ! He did not say, “ You
should be proud ef this boy in your
Form, Quelch.” He did not, in fact,
say or do any of the things that Bunter
had so happily and conflidently ex-
pected.

“Ah, Bunter,” said the Head, “it
appeurs that you left your dormitory
after midnight last night. ¥You are, of
tourse, aware that this is a serious
matter. Explain yourself.”

Bunter blinked. Extraordinary as it
was, he realised that he was going to
get blame instead of praise.

“Hearing a noise, sir!” he gasped.

The Head's eyes were fixed on him,

Bunter faltered.

Somchow or other, under the steady,
unwinking stare of those clear, pene-
trating, grey eyes, it would not como
out.

“What?" said the Head.

“Well 7” said Mr. Quelch.

“1—I—I mean—"

“\What do you mean, Bunter?”

Bunter took his courage in both
hands, as it were, and made the plunge.

“ Hearing a noise, sir, I—I came down
to—to—to catch the cake »

I’l’Eh?ll

“] mean to catch the burglar—"

“You came downstairs in the expecta-

sir,”

tion of finding a burglar in the
House?” ejaculated the Head.
“J—I—— Exactly, sir! DBeing as

brave as a lion—"  Bunter faltered
again. “I—I mean all the fellows will
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tell you how plucky I am, sir. Hearing
a noise——"
“¥You heard a noise in the night?”
“Just so, sir. Idearing a noise I
leaped out of bed and rushed down-
stairs to catch the burglar before he
could get away, sir. Secizing him by
the—the throat——"
. “DBless my soul !” said the Head, gaz-
ing at Bunter.

“Bunter, tell Dr. Locke the truth!”
came Mr. Quelch's voice, in grinding
tones,

“Ob, certainly, sir! That's what I'm
doing, sir, Ilcaring a noise,” gasped
Bunter, considerably disconcerted by
tho Head's gaze—'hearing a noise, I
woke up in the middle of tho night,
sir—I mean I hadn’t gone to sleep, sir,
owing to having six ik

“Oh!” said the Head.

“Mearing a noise I rushed down.
stairs without stopping to think of the
fearful danger, sir, as inost fellows
would, The burglar was creeping
across the landing, wnd I rushed om
him. Seizing him by the throat, I
hissed *Surrender !’ ”

Dr. Locke turned to Mr. Queleh.

“Is this boy perfectly sanc in your
opinion, my dear Quelch?” he asked,

“He is the most stupid member of
my Form, sir,” answered Mr. Quelch.
“His absurd statements sre due, I
think, to the influcnce of the cinema.”

*“Oh, really, sir!” gasped Bunler,

“1 found the boy last night in u state
of the most despicable terror,” snid the
Remove master. * He stated that the
burglar had seized him. Apparently he
had come upon him suddenly in the
dark, and was very much frightened.
‘I'hat, of course, was natural, in the cir-
cumstances. But it is a mystery to me
why he was downstairs in the Fifih
Form quarters.”

“Hearing a noise asped Dunter,

“You could not possibly have hecard
a noise at such a distance from your
dormitory, Bunter, unless it was very
loud indeed.”

“Yes, sir, it—it was loud!"” gasped
Bunter. “Frightfully loud! Like—
like a thunderclap, sir.”

“ A fow strokes of the cane, sir,”
gested Mr, Queleh. ;

“0Owl I—I mean, I—I didn't hear a
noise, sir!” gasped DBunter. “That—
that’s what I meant to say, siv.”

“Why were you out of your
mitory, Bunter*”

“ Because—because——"

“Well?” rapped the Head.

“Because 1—I—1 w-w-w-wasn't in it,
sir.”

“Bless my soul! Is that intended
for impertinence, Bunter?”

“Ow! No! I—I mean—  It—it—
it had nothing to do with a cake, sir.”

# A cake?” repeated the Head blankly.

“Yes, sir. I mean, no, sir. Nothing
at sll. 1 shouldn’t have dreamed of

»”»

sug-

dor-

going down for a cake, sir!” gasped
Bunter. N
“Dear me!” said the Head. “You

left your dormitory after midnight to-
fetch a cake ”

“Ow! No, sir!] I wouldn't! I
never even knew there was a cake in
Coker’s Etudﬁ’ sir.  Besides, it was
really my cake.” :

“This 1s a most extraordinary boy,"”
said the Head, gazing at Mr. Quelch.
“A very extraordinary boy indeced.
Bunter, # you do not immediately tell
me why you were out of your dormitory
at such an hour of the night, I shall cane
you severely.”

“Yes, sir., Hearing a noise—

“What?" thundered the Head.

Bunter jumped in terror.

“]—I—1 mean, hearing & cake—"
babbled Bunter, hardly conscious of
what he was saying in his confusion,

»



EVERY SATURDAY

“Hearing a cake—I mean—that is to

BA.

*This foolish and greedy boy evi-
dently descended in the might to obtain
food,” said Mr. Quelch. “From what
he says, it appears that he intended to
purloin a cake from a Fifth Form

study—"
“It was my cake, sir!” pgasped
Bunter.  “Besides, I never did, sir.

Coker knows I wasn't after his cake,
sir. He never chased me out of his
study last evening, sir—"

“dilence |?

“Oh _dear!” groaned Bunter.

Dr. Locke's hand strayed to his cane.
He withdrew it, however, much to
Bunter’'s relief,

“In the circumstances, DBunter, as
you gave the alarm, and possibly pre-
vented a burglary from taking place,
you wil]"be pardoned,” he said. *“You
may go.

Bunter was glad to go.

His fat face was dismal as he rolled
out into the quad. The interview had
not gone according to his expectations.
It bad been quite different. Neither
the Head nor Mr. Quelch seemed to
realise what an heroic part Bunter had

layed. He had had a narrow escape

rom a caning—and that was all.

“Hallo hallo, hallo!” The Famous
Five gathered round Bunter for news.
“Did you get licked, Fatty?”

Bunter blinked at the juniors.

“ Licked "
“Certainly not!  After preventing a
burglary at the risk of my life, I should
bardly be licked, I suppose.”

“What did the Head say?”

“Well, he laid it on rather thick,”
said Bunter. “Praised my courage and
recklesa pluck, and all that, and offered
me reward. Of course, I refused it.
‘ No, sir,” I said. ‘I couldn’t think of
it, sir., I've done my duty. That's
enough for me.’ And the Head said,

he repeated scornfully.

‘You are a gallant, lad, Bunter—a very

gallant lad.” His very words.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Bob.

“And Quelch patted me on the
shoulder,” went on Bunter. “ITe =aid,
‘I am proud to have you in my Form,
Bunter. You are an example to the
others,” There were tears in his cyes.”

“Phew !”

“Then they both shook hands with
me,” said Bunter, The Head said,
‘Splendid courage!” Quelchy said.
‘ Magnificent pluck! Give me your
hand again, my boy. I am proud to
shake hands with a hero.” Iis very

words.”

“Bunter 1"

Billy Bunter spun round.

Mr. Quelch was looking out of the
doorway of the House with an extra-
ordinary expression on his face.
Bunter blinked at him, his jaw drop-
ping. Obviously Quelchy had heard.

“ Bunter ! stuttered Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh dear!”

“Bunter! How dare you tell your
school-fellows such  absurd untruths!
How dare you!”

“J—I—1I didn't—I—1 wasn't—"

“Follow me to my study, Bunter.”

“0Oh crikey!”

From Mr. Quelch’s study, a few
minutes later, proceeded the sound of a
whacking cane, and the voice of Wil-
liam George Bunter in tones of
lamentation.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Clue !

“ SS!” said Coker.
ﬁ “Look here, Coker——"’
“1 didn’t mean you,
Potter,” said Coker kindly.
“Well, lock here——" sail Greene.
“I didn’t mean you, Greeney,”
Coker of the Fifth, apparently, had

Mr.
dragged.
siriped pyjamas, was revealed, wriggling
with

Bunler,
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Quelch prasped the bedeloihes, and
A fat and sguirming figure in

off | **  shrieked
Yarooogh ! **

terror,  * Keep
** Spare my life !
' (See Zhapter 9.)

made that remark without alluding to
either of bis chums,

Potter and Greene glanced round to
sce to whom Coker had alluded.

Not that they were deeply interested.

In fact, any fellow more observant
than Coker would have detected tired
looks on the faces o1 Potter and Grecne
of the Fifth.

As it was getting lowards tea-time,
Potter and Greene were, in the nature
of things, thinking of tea. That, in-
deed, was why they were still with
Coker. In Coker's studv in the Fifth
Coker and tea were really inseparable.
Walking with Coker, Potter and Grecna
tried again and again to guide his foot-
steps, surreptitiously as it were, in the
direction of tho sehool shop. Sheppin
had to be done for tea—and Coker ha
to do the shopping, il il was going to
be done at all.

But Coker, whether ke observed the
manecuvres of his comrades or not, con-
stantly eluded them,

Again and again Potter and Greene
had got him headed for the tuckshop;
again and again Coker had jihbcd, as
it were, and taken another direction.

Like an obstinate horse, Coker had to
be given his head.

C'oker was nct thinking of tea.
Weightier and mightier matters ocecu-
pied the powerful brain of the great
man of the Fifth,

Coker was, as he told his chums, o
tho track. With grim determination,
Coker had taken up the matter of that
mysterious cracksman The fact that
the unknown marauder had visited
Greyfriars gave Coker his chance. Iad
the malefactor continued to crack cribs
in other spots, Ucker, of couvse, would
not have been in a position to pick up
clues. Now he was .in that happy posi-
tion. That the vilisin had left some

Tre MaeNeT Lisnary,—No. 1,138.
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clue behind him, Coker felt sure. INo
doubt Inspeetor Grimez had failed to
pick it up. That cut no ice with
Uoker. He futtercd homself that ho
was & little brighter thun the Courtfield
1nspector.

T'rue, so far no clue had materialised.
But Coker had a hopefu. nature.  He
was looking for elues now Walking
round the school and th. pgrounds, he
kept his exes open. Murderers, he told
Potter und Greene, hae been discovered
and brought to justice by a clue of a
little eigarette-ash, a burnt match, or
an old envelope.  Dotter and Greene
wearily wondered whether Coker ex-
pected to find a litti- cigarctte-ash, a
burnt match, or an old envelope, in the
guad, or in the garage yard, or in the
Cloisters, or wherever his footsteps
wandered—and what he would deduce
from it it he did.

Looking round, Potter and Greene
discerned the person te whom Coker's
sudden and disdainful  cjaculation
alluded.

It was Inspector Grimas.

The Courlfield inspector was at Groey-
friars that afternoon—hanging about
the place, as Coker contemptuously ex-
pressed it.  Lots of fellows had scen
him hanging about. He had asked a
lot of fellows questions —even listening
patiently to Dilly Dunter. He had
questioned Gosling, the porter, and Mr.
Mimble, the gardencer, and Urotter, the
page—and a dozen other persons. lle
geemed,  as  Coker  surdonically  re-
marked, to think he was going to bag
thuat hirglar by asking questions, Now
Le was talking to Barnes the Head's
new chaulfeur—no doubt asking more
questions. Coker cam-+ w0 a halt, and
Potter and Greene, abandoning for the
moment their attempl. to manmuvre
Coker in the dircction ot the tickshop,
halted also. Coker looked towards the
portly Courtficld inspeetor with an ex-
tremely sareastic expression on his face,

“Ass " he repeated.

“0Oh, vou mean old Grimey!"”
Potter,

“Yos, The ass!” said Coker., “Hang-
ing about the school, asking fellows
questions ! The chump '

“Well. he's trying to pick np informa-
tion, 1 suppose,” remarked Greene.
“[e thinks some fellows may have seen
or heard something last night.”

“Ie would!" jeercd Coker,

Potter and Creene did not sece why
Mr. Grimes shouldn’t.  Bot they did
not argne with Coker They seldom
argued with Coker, The less a feliow
argued with Coker, the sooner Coker
mieht leave off talking.

“Hiz methods arc not
Coker.

Potter winked at Groese with the eye
furthest from Coker.

“The fathead! Why the garage is
fifty vards from the Ionse at least,”
said Coker, “yet he thinks Barnes may
Lave lLicard somelhing Ile sleeps in
the room over the garage, and never
heard anything, and never probably
knew there had been a burglary till
this morning.  Bot thar ass is jawing to
him. saw him jawing to Bunter of
the Lower Fourth this alternoon.”

“Well, Bunter eaw the burglar, and
sa‘__'_ll

“PDor’t interrupt me,

yawned

mine,” said

Potter, Me

was asking Gosling o Jot of silly gues-
tions ¥

OWell,” said Greene, “ Gosling might
Lave heard or seon—"

“Let o fellow speak,” said Coker.
“Come on! Let's look round!  The

cracksman may have seooted this way.

It's rather easy to get out by way of

the garage. Some of the fellows break
Tine Macxer Liprany.—No. 1,138,

bounds this way, I believe. I'vo heard
Price mention 1t. Come on!”

Coker marched on, keen as cver on
picking up clues, Potter and Greene,
keen as ever on tea, trailed wearily
after him, Mr. Grimee glanced at them
for a moment, and then resumed his
talk with the Head's cuauffeur. Darnes
glanced at them also, probably wonder-
g what they were rooting about the
garage yard for.

Mr, Grimes remained only a few
minutes longer; probably he had not
gained any information from the chauf-
feur.  He drifted away, porily and
rather ponderous, thougn Mr. Grimes'
cyes were very sharp under his heavy
evelids. Coker, taking no heed of him,
was examining the vieinity of tho
garage, watched with more and more
surprize by Barncs,

The chaulfeur came over to him at
last.

“Lost something, sir?” he asked.

Coker shook his head.

“N I'm looking for something,
larnes.”

Barnes seemed puzzled., Perhaps he
was mystiied by Coker looking for
something when he had not lost any-
thing.

“1 say, Coker—
restively,

¥ murmnred Greene
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“You noliced anything, Greene?”

“Nunno. 1 was thinking about tea.”
“Don't be an ass, Greene !"
“Well—" began Potter, equally

restive.

“Shut up, old chap!”

Coker turned to the chauffeur. He
eyed him, and DBarnes, more and more
surprised, stood respectfully at atten-
tion, Darnes was a very quict and
civil-epoken  young man, regarded by
all the maids at Greyfriars as a very
superior young man.  He kept very
much to himself, however, and to the
garage and the twe room- he occupied
over it. Ile was an excellegt driver,
and kept the Head's ear in perfect trim,
and Dr. Locke regarded him as rather
an acquisition,

“Look here, Barnes—-—

“ Yoy, sir,” said Barnes

“You look a rather inte

said Coker.

ligent fellow,

Burnes."”

“Thank you, sit.”

“1 suppose you were asleep lust
night ¥*

“1 generally sleep at night, sir,” said

Barnes respectfully, without a muscie of
his eleanshaven face moving. Potter
winked at Greene again; but Coker
observed nothing.

“There was n burglary in the school
last night, Barnes.”

“1 have heard so, air.”
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“You didn’t happen to wake up and
hear anything #”

“No, sir. Mr. Grimes has just asked
me the same question.”

“Oh, Grimes!” gaid Coker carelessly.
“Never mind Grimes. I suppose you
keep ycur eyes open, Barnes?”

“In the daytime, sir,” answered
Barnes. This time Greeno winked at
Potter; but it never occurred to the
mighty brain of Coker that the chauf-
feur was mildly making fun of him.

“Oh, of course!” assented Coker.
“Well, did you notice anything unusual
to-day about the place, Barnes? Any
sign ol anyone having been around here
who had no business here 2

“Not till you came along sir.”

Potter and Ureene turned their faces
wway to Iude their smiles, Coker
tared at the chaufieur,

“You don't quite cutch my meaning,”
wo said, "1 may as well tell you,
Jdarnes, that I am after that burglar.”

Barnes jumped.

“Burprised you?” smiled Coker.

‘A—a—a little, sir,>
_ “Well, my idea is that, after bunk-
ing from the House, he may have come
this way,” explained Coker,

Barnes pave him quite o strange look.

“Do you think so, sir?” he mur-
mured. .
“Yes. This would be an easy way

out,” said Coker. “You're suro you
never heard any sound in the night?”

“Quite sure, sir.”

“Or noticed any sign this morning of
anyone having been rooling about ?"

“No, sir.”

“No footprints, or anything %" asked
Coker.

“I did not think of looking for foot-
prints, sir,” said Barnes respectiully.
“DBut if there had been any, I should
have noticed them, 1 think.”

“No cigaretto-ssh lying about?"”

Coker was rather keen on cigarette-
ash; which had led to the detection of
the wicked count in the “ Mystery of the
Midnight Murder.”

“1 did not nolice any, sir.”

“Well, I suppose you wouldn't,” said
Coker. “You don’t mind my having a
look round here, Barnes ¥

“Not at all. sir.”

Darnes went back to the Head's car,
which he had been polishing when the
Jourtficld inspector interrupted him.
He resumed his work; only eyeing
Coker occasionally with some curiosity.
No doubt he had never seen a detective
like Coker at work before.

Potter and Greene stood waiting, shift-
ing from one leg to the other, wearily,
while Coker continued his investiga-
tions, Coker examined the gate, but
found no clue to anyone having climbed
over it. He rooted along the wall. He
scanned the flagstones in the yard; but
not even a burnt match rewarded him,

When he was at a little distance and

out of hearing, the chauffeur ap-
proached Potter and Greene.

Y“Excuse me gentlemen,” he mur-
mured.

Paotter looked at him,

“Ixcuse me, but is that young gentle-
man guite right in his head, sir?” mur-
mured Darnes

Potter and Greene chuckled

There was a sudden sharp exelamn-
tion from Coker. Ile fairly jurnped at
something that lay near the wall of the

vard. He turned an  excited faca
round,

“Barnes, como here !

“Cortainly, sir!”

tarues went across to Coker, and
Potter  and  Greene followed  him,

wondering what Horaee had found.

On the stone flag near the wall was
o little heap of greyish powder. Coker,
on his knees, was scanning it.
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“What's that?"” asked Potler.

“Ash!” replied Coker. "Cigarettc-
ash, old man! A clue, I rather think.”

Potter and Greene did not agree.
They did pot belieye that criminals in
real life scattered cr‘garctte ash ahont
by way of a clue, in order to lead to
their own detection, However, they
did pot argue the point.  Coker, as
usual, was given his head.

l'_.okur carcfully scooped the ash into
the palm of his hand. He raised it to
his nose, and sniffed.

“Rather an unusual scent,” he said.

“But—" murmured Potter. 1 sup-
pose Barnes smokes cigarettes?”

* ¥Yes, sir,” said Barnes.

“This is a very unusual ash,” said
Coker. "“What sort of ugarcttes do
you smoke, Barm‘sf"

‘Vn‘gmm, sir.'

“This isn't Virginia ash,” said Coker,
“You ean eeo that yourself, Potter, if
you've got any eyes in your head. It
has a rather queer smell, too. This
isn’t the ash from one of your cigarettes,
Barnes.”

" No, sir,” =aid Barnes.

“It’s fairly clear,” said Coker com-

placently; “the cracksman smokes an
unusual brand of cigarettes.  They
often do; in fact, 1 believe they in-

variably do, so far as I've read up the
subject.  That's what gives the detre-
tive his chance. This s a very \3111:1}.110
clue. Grimes, of conrse, missed 1t.’

“But you think the burglar stopped
to smoke a cigarctte here, while he was
bolting after the alarm last night?”
cjaculated Greene,

“1 don't think he did—I know he
did,” answered Coker calmly. *I1 dare
say he felt safe when he got as far as
this,. No doubt he climbed this wall
ready to drop over, and feeling safe he
put on a cigarette. I deduco that he is
an inveterate smoker—a slave of the
habit. That, oi ecourse, will help in his
ultimate dctcctlon At the present
moment we hold a elue—a valuable clue,
'['his ash must be identified. That's the
nexs step.”

‘Oh " said Potter and Greene,

“Unfortunately, I don’t know much
about smokes,” said Coker. “Being a
schoolboy is rather a handicap in
matters of this sort. 1 suppose you've
ammoked a good many kinds of cigarettes,
Barnes 1"

“Yes, sir.”

“1 dare say you could distinguish the
ash of, say, a Turkish cigarette, from
that of a Virginian or a Brazilian?”

“I think so, sir.”

“Weil, have you ever come across ash
of this kind before ¢ asked Coker, hold-
ing out thu palm that contained the
priceless cluev “ You notice that it has
vather a pecullar and pungent scent #”

“Quite, sir.

“¥You've happened to come across it
before 777 asked Ccker eagerly.

“Many times, sir.
Coker’s eyes danced.
fairly on tho track now.

It was, as he had said, rather a handi-
cap bemng a sthoolbm" he had npo
personal knowledge of the different
varieties of smokes. It was, therefore,
fortunate that there was a chauffeur at
hand—a fount of knowledge on that
abstruse suhject

“You've seen thia exact kind of ash
before?” almost gasped Coker.

“Certainly, sir!”

“You can give it a name, then?™”

“Yes, sir.”

Coker smiled—a gloating smile.

“What's it called ¥ he asked.

“(arbide of calcium, sir.”

“Wha-a-a-a-t 7"

“There's a lot of it in o can in the
parage, sir,” said  Barnes, without
mmm" a mmdn “It's used for acety-
lense ]dmp‘a} sip,”

He felt he was

‘* Acetylene lamps 1’ murmured Coker
dazedly.

“Yes,.air. A little of it must have
been spilt here,” said Barnes gravely,
“But it's quite safe, sir, unless it's
damped and a match put to it.”

Coker stood quite still for a moment.
Barnes’ face was ag solemn as that of a
graven image. Potter and Greene
struggled with their emotions.

“ Yon—you—you mean to say that it
—it=—it's mot ecigarette-ash at all?”

stuttered Coker, when he found his
VoIce.
“No, sir! It's calecium carbide,”

“Uh " gasped Coker.

“¥ou can tell it by the smell, sir,”
“The—the smell 77
"-\rl"'- sip,”

2
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Big Idea !
H dear!” gasped Billy Bunter.
Bunter spun round from

Coker's study cupboard.

It is said that history never
repeats itself,  But history, unfortun-
ately for William Qeorge Bunter, was
repeating itself now in the most dis-
conceriing way.

The cake—Loker's ecake—was the
cause of it. Bunter had a well-grounded
apprehension that after tea there would
not be any of that cake left.

In spite of so many discouragements,
Bunter had not given up the idea of
raiding that cake. It drew him like a
magnet. It attracted him as the lode-
{Continued on page 22.)

“But — but cal-
el carbide  is—is
in lumps——"

‘“There's gener-
ally some powder in
the «can, sir. Is
there anything moroe
I can tell you, sir?”
asked Darnes re-
spectfully

Coker did not
answer,  He let the
valuable clue &lip
from his palm. Ile

had no use for a
little powdered cal-
cium carbide.
Barnes went back
to the motor-car.
Potter and Greene
dared not look ot
one another. Thew
knew  they would
laugh if they did,
and Coker's expres-
sion showed that it
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can you
fellows want to
hang about—"
“Well, 1 like
that ! said Greene.
“You brought us
here., You said—"
“Never mind
what I saidl”

grunted Horacae
Coker. ‘“Let’s get | canl or 4
out of this at once.” | write. {
“But—" began
Greene obstinately.
“Come on "

Imr=-
mured Potter. 8
The three Fifth. [ Iisitated
Formers departed,
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tion of the tuck-
shop.

Handsome Stamp Casket FREE

THE GREATEST GIFT EVER OFFERED
TO STAMP COLLECTORS,

Oomprising WATEEMARE DETEOTOR,
BUSTLESS TWEEZERS, All-Metal FPEE-
FORATION UA‘WH Transparent Eovelopes,
Marvellous * Matiock ¥ Mounts, and Pamoua
Muroceo Aeropiens Stamp, All contalned in
Handgonio Metal UL Casket with Qoloured
Hinged Lid showing THE HIGHBAT FRECI-
PICE 1IN ENGLAND at Matlork- the Foma
ut Philately Send 3d, for postage and sak
for Approvels. ©Or i you would ke »
POWEHRFUL MAGNIPYIRG GLASS to be
Y ingiuded in the Casket wend 4d. In il

YICTOR BANGROFT, Matiock, Engiang,



22
mtone mountain attracted Sindbad’s
ship. And 1t was clear that if Buunter

was to anncx that cake, e had to anuex
it before Coker & Co. had tea.

Coker & Co. were out of the Iouse.
Bunter had ascertained that.

They seemed iate for tea, They
might come in any minute, but they
bad not come in yet. But two or three
¥ifth Form men loafed in the open door-
wuy of the games study, and under
their eyes Bunter could not nip into
Coker’s study after the cake. He kept
his eves on the Fifth Form passage,
watching for a chance. At length the
Fifth Form men went into the games
study and shut the door. There was no
one else in the passage. — Now was
Bunter's chance. He whipped along
to Coker's study and nipped in.

But precious minutes had flown—pro-
crastination is the thief of time. Coker
& Co. were late for tea, but now they
came in. Bunter had not been ten
scconds in the study when he heard
their voices and footsteps in the passage,

Historv was repeating itseli—horribly.
Just as he had been cornered the pre-
vious evening, so Bunter was cornered
now; just as ke had dodged under the
table the previous evening, he dodged
under it now. And, just like last time,
he had not a second to lose—he was only
safo out of sight when Coker and
Pottee and Greena entered the study.

With feelings too deep for words
Dunter heard them shut the door and
dump a parcel on the table. Once more
Bunter was a prisoner in Coker's study,
with this difference—that if Coker heard
him there he was not likely to take him
for a burglar this time. .

('vker threw himself into a chair.
Toiter and Greene unwrapped the good
things from the school shop. One of
them went to the study cupbeard, and
lifted something out—Bunter could
guess what it was! The remnant of the
cake was on the point of vanishing.

Bunter could have groaned.

But he dared not grean! He eronchied
in <ifvpce, only hoping that he would
rernin undiscovered till these beasts
had finished their tea. .

I'otter and Greene started tea with
keen appetites  Coker did not scem so
keen on it

“I've had a bit of a sct-back!™
Bunrer heard him say.

“ Yos, this is prime ham,” said Potier.
“Aren't you going to have your tea,
Coker?”

“If wou fellows think I am dis-
conraged yvou're mistaken,” said Coker.
“(One suullow doesn’t make a summer.”

“You make the tea, Greeney."”

“I've taken up this matter,” rezumed
Coker.  “The burglar coming to the
school has given me a chance at him,
as I've told vou. So far I haven't
picked up a clue. But I've got an idea.”

Potter and Greene did not inquire
what the idea was. DPerhaps they dii
not want to know. Dut Coker did not
wait for inquiry. He proceeded to
propound the idea.

“Owing to that fat idiot Bunter buy-
ting into him the burglar scooted lazt
night,” said Coker. 1 dare say every-
body thinks that he will give Greviviars
s wide berth after this—for a time, at
least.”

“Most likely,” said Potter, with Lis
mouth full.

“You think it's most likely?” asked
Coker,

“Well, I suppose so. Ile wouldn't be
asz enough to butl in again, with cvery-
baody on the alert.”

“You think the same, Creene®”

'

“Oh, ves. You pour out the tea,
Potter.”
“I thought you'd think s0,” said
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Coker. “Knowing what silly_asses rou
are, I fclt certain of it. Everybody
else thinks tho same—being silly asses,
too. See? Well, my idea is that the
cracksman will guess that everybody's
got that silly idea in his head—and so
he will think it a jolly good chance to
come back and bag the swag.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Potter and Greene
togethor.

“That's my idea,” said Coker—
“that's my idea, you fellows, for what
it's worth.”

Coker's manner implied that he
thought that idea worth quite a lot.
Potter and Greens did not state their
estimation of its value.

“Ten to one,” said Coker, “the
cracksman will work it out that nobodw

expects him—and so he will come!
See i” i
“Oh! Ah! Yes!” zaid Polter.

“Um !” said Greene.

“You'd hardly see it.” said Coker.
“It needs brains—and I've pointed out
before that I'm the only brainy man in
this study—or in all Greyfriars, if you
come to that., Well, it being ten to one
that the cracksman will take advantage
of everybody not expecting him, I'm
going to nab him if he comes to-night—
or I may say., when he comes to-night.”

*“Oh!" said Potter.
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“Um!” said Greene.

“To-night,” said Coker calmly, “I'm
going to watch. You fellows can watch
with me, if you like. I shall leave the
dormitory after the House is asleep, and
keep wateh from the games study door-
way. If lie comes in the same way, as
lie’s practically certain to do, I shall
nab him. If vou fellows like to keep
wateh with me I'll be glad of your
company.”

Polter
glanee.

“We—we—we'd be glad,” stammered
Potter. “Bui—but I—I'm rather afraid
we—we might be in the way.”

“Miglt do something clumsy, and—
and alavm him ! said Greene, shaking
his Lead. “That would spoil it.”

C'oker nodded.

“something in that,” he sald, “I
don't want to leave vou fellows out of
it, bul, as vou say, you'd very likely
spoil the whole thing. Perhaps you'd
beiter stay in bed.”

“Perkaps we had,” murmured Potter
and Greene.

“T shall have a golf club with me,”
said Coker. “I shan't stand on cere-
mony with the scoundrel ! 1 shall knock
him senseles:s and seize him.”

“If he comes ” murmured Potter.

“When he comes '™ said Coker.

“Oh, yes! When he comes—I mean
wiien he comes.”

and Greene exchanged a
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“You fellows ecan stay awake, of
course, and be rcady to come to my
help—if I need it. I'm not likely to

need it.”

“Nunno! Most likely not!” gasped
Greene.

“Well, that's settled,” said Coker.

“Let’'s have tea.”

He drew his chair up to the table and
thrust his long legs beneath that article
of furniture,

“Yaroooch !”

There was a sudden roar under the
study table, that made the three Fifth-
Formers fairly jump.

Bunter had intended to keep silent.
His safety depended on silence. But
how was a fellow to keep silent when a
boot is suddenly jammed into his neck?
Bunter was taken by surprise.

“Why—what—" gasped Coker.

“There's somebody under thie table !"
yelled Potter,

Coker jumped up.

He did not think that it was a hidden
cracksman this time—he guessed who it
was. He dragged up the table cover
and glared underneath, and then he
thrust his boot at a squirming fat figure
there.

“Yoooop |” roared Billy Bunter.

He rolled out from under the table,
p’rbopelled by that hefty lunge in hig fat
riba.

“Bunter I” roared Greene.

“That fat villain!” gasped Potler.
“ After the cake again—"

“Yaroooogh !

“Collar him !” roared Coker.

“Owl I wasn't after the cake!
Yarooooogh 1"

Bunter made a wild Lound to the
door. Coker and Potter and Greene
jumped after him. Bunter tore the door
open just as the three reached him.
Three boots crashed on Bunter together.
Owing to the fat junior’s extensive cir-
cumference there was plenty of room
for them to land. They landed—hard !

Bunter flew!

Bump |

“Yow-owowowwwwwwwp |

[“After him1” roared Coker.
him out of the passage!”

“Wow-ow-ow |”

How Bunter got out of the Ffth-Form
passage he never quite knew. He was
quite surprised to find himself all in
one piece afterwards, For quite a long
time afterwards deep groans could be
heard proceeding from Study No: 7 in
the Remove—what time Coker & Co.
were finishing the cake that had caused
Bunter so much disaster, and which was
gow gone from his gaze like a beautiful

ream.

“Kick

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Cracksman for Coker!
BOB CHERRY wore a thoughtful

look.
Thoughtful as his brow was,
however, there was a twinkle in
his eyes which scemed to indicate that
his reflections were of a humorous
nature.

The chums of the Remove were in
the Rag, after prep, and four of them
were discussing  Christmas  holidays,
while Bob remained silent in medita-
tion. Harry Wharton clapped him on
the shoulder at last.

“Penny for 'em!” he remarked.

“It's Colier I'mn thinking of,”
plained Bob.

“0Oh, Coker!”

The Co. grinned. The mere mention
of Horace Coker was enough to make
them grin. ker was, indeed, in the
opinion of the Remove men, enough to
make & cat laugh.
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Bunter, of course, had been talking
about what he had heard in Coker's
study. The Removites chuckled over
it. Coker's idea that he could play
detective entertained them. His idea
of tracking down the cracksman made
them chortle. The picturs of Coker sit-
ting up all night watching for a cracks-
man who would never come, made them
roar. Bunter, indeed, who had a large
accumulation of aches and pains, had
expressed a wish that the cracksman
would come, that ha would encounter
Coker, and that he would knock Coker
on the head. DBut that was only an idle
wish—Bunter did not believe that the
cracksman would come. Nobody be-
lieved that he would come—excepting
Coker. It was, in fact, pretty certain
that he wouldn’t come. Ouly a_power-
ful brain like Coker's could have
reasoned it out as probable that he
would come.

“Cokor’s going to sit up alone, from
what DBunter heard,” went on Bob,
“ Potter and Greene don't scem keen on
detective stunts at midnight.”

“TLet's hope he’ll enjoy himself,” said
Frank Nugent charitably. “He won’t
ocatch & cracksman! He may catch a
eold.”

“Well, it seems rather rotten for old
Coker to sit up all night, and ecatch
nothing but a ¢old,” said Bob. “Why
shouldn't he catch a cracksman, if he's
keen on it1*

“Eh?”

“Enterprise ought to be rewarded,
you know,” argued Dob, “Coker’s keen.
He hasn’t any hrains to speak of; but
he's fright-fulfy keen. He's worked out
& theory, like the detectives do_in the
shilling novels. In the novels, the
theory always comes out a winmer.
They always catch their man. Well,
why shouldn't Coker—if we can help

him

“What are you driving at?” de-
manded Wharton. “'The burglar won't
come mear the place, after giving the
alarm. If he ever comes again, it won't
betti’ll after he's given the place a long
rest.

it,

“ Naturally, but necessity is the
mother of invention,” said “1f
thore's no cracksman where a cracks-
‘man is badly wanted, one can be made.
Can't a lot of nice, thoughtiul, good-
natured fellows like us, provide Coker
with the eracksman he wants so bad 17
B“lth! It's a jape!” asked Johnny

ull,

“ Just that ! said Bob, “Now, Coker
will be in the doorway of the gamecs
study —watching in the dark. When
he sces a shadowy form, what will he
dot”

“Tand it one with hia jolly old golf
club,” said Johnny Bull. “And I can
tell you that I don’t want to be within
range, when Uoker starts doing physical
jerks with a golf elub in the durk.”

“ That’s it,” said Bob. “We won't get
too near Coker—safety first, you know.
But the cracksman will be there—ready
for Coker's mighty swipe. It will buck
Coker no end.”

“ Rut how—"

“An old suit of clothes, stuffed with
rags,” said Dob, “a pillow for a head,
with an old hat on if——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“PBut would even Coker be idiot
enough ta be taken in by that?” asked
the eaptain of the Remove laughing.

“My dear man you know Coker!
Isn't ho idiot enough for anything?"

“Passed nem. con.,” said Johnny
Bull,

“The idiotfulness of the esteemed
Cioker is terrific,” agreed Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh. “ Tt will be a preposter-
ous jape.”

There was a whispered discussion
among the Famous Five for some time.
The more they discussed the idea, the
better they liked it. As Bob bad said,
it was a.dpil._v,r that Coker should be dis-
appointed when he was so keen on cap-
turibg a cracksman. It was only good-
natured to provide a cracksman for
Coker to capture. And the ontrome of
the discussion was, that the Famoua
Five retired from the Rag, and ad-
journed to Study No. 1 in the Remove

¢lear the cracksman smokes
cigarattes !
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Coker went down om one knee ana scooped the ash into
the palm of his hand. He raised it to his nose and sniffed
* Rather an unusual scent,”” he said.

“It’s fairly
an unusual brand of
(See Chapter 11.)

the little

for

to make preparalions
jest on Coker.

From the property-hox of the Remove
Dramatic Socicty, they obtained a suif
of clothes for the purpose. Trom an old
packing-case in the box-room, they ob-
tained several woaden slats, to give
the dummy figure perpendieularity.
The irousers and coat were stuffed
round the slats, and a pair of ancient
hoots were allixed beneath, A cushion
formed tho head, with an ancienf
bowler hat fixed on top, and a black-
ened handkerchief was spread over the
front of it to form a mask—likewize to
conceal the lack of features.

Tn the lighted study, 1he figure did
not look very alarming. Dut in ihe dim
darkness of midnight, it was likely to
be another matter.

Having finished it with a few artistic
touches, the chums of the Remove re-
agarded it with great satisfaction, and
many chuckles.

Any fellow, meeting that figure in
the dark, might have been alarmed;
especially a fellow who was expoecting to
weet a eracksman.

“1 say, you fellows—"

The study door opened, and Billy
Bunter blinked in.

“1 say. you [ecllows, if you're going
to have a study supper—yarooch!”

Bunter’s eyes fclf on the bHgure lean
ing on the study table.

He gave it one terrified Llink, and
then his yell of alarm woke every echo
of the Remove passage.

“Ow! Help! Burglars! Ow! Wowl
Help!”?

Bunter vanished.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Help! Burglars! Help!” roared
Bunter, as he fled for the stairs,

“(Oh, my hat! The fat idiet!” gasped
Tob Cherry. “We shall have hali the
House here—"

“Get it out of sight!” excleimed
Wharton,
There were Iooisteps and excited
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voicns ir the Remove passage. Hurriedly
the juniors whipped the figure into the
corner of the study, and dragged the
screca in front of it.

“What on earth's the matter here?”
Vernon-Smith looked in at the doorway,
“ Bunter says there's a burglar here.”

“D-d-does he ¥ stammered Bob.

“What are you fellows up to?"” Peter
Todd looked in.

“Help! Burglars! Help!” Bunter
was roaring. *“Oh, ow, wow! Help!
Burglars! E(‘arooolts Whooop! Help!”

“What the dickens—-"

“ Here coppes Wingate”

“Oh, my hat!"

The voice of the Greyfriars captain
could be heard ¢n the stairs.

I“Bunier! You young ass! What
the——

“Ow! Help! Burglars!”

“You voung ass!" roared Wingate,
“What do you mean?”

“Ow! Ian Study No. 1,” gasped
Bunter., “I saw him—a hulking rufhan,
masked—he—he pointed a revolver at
Trif—

“What #”

“Sprang at mo like a—a tiger,”
gasped DBunter,  “T—1 just looked into
the study and lie sprang at me——"

“You young ass! Cowe with me.”

“Ow, ow, ow!” howled Bunter, as
Wingate led him up the passage to
Study No. 1, with a finger and thumb
compressing a fat ear.

Tlie prefect looked in at Study No. 1.

The Famous TFive were there—with
innocent wonder expressed in their
countenances. Wingate stared at theni

“ Bunter says there's o burglar in this
study,” he snapped.  “Have you becn
stufhing the young idiot¥”

“Ow! Leggo! 1 saw him—-le sprang
at ie——"

“Nobody lere but ourselves, Win-
gate," said Harry Whorton, “ We were
beve when Bunter Jooked in, I didn'e
sec any bhurglar,”

“I'he scefulness was not terrifie, my
esteemed Wingate.”

“You young ass, Dunter!”
Wingate.

“1-1saw him,” gasped Bunter, blink-
ing round the study, “1-—-1 tell you 1
saow him—a fenrful ruffian! o was
grinding his teeth—--"

“What on earth does the voung ass
faney he saw :” excluimed Wingate.

“1—1  wonder!” murmured Bob
Clierry.

“1f there’d been a burglar hiere, we
should have seen him, you know,” said
Nupgent, “We were all here.”

Wingate gave the juniors a suspicious
logk. Then he gave Bunter a shake.

“Ow! Yow! Wow!” gasped Bunter,

“If von make any more row, I'll give
yon =ix!" snapped Wingate, and e
walked away.

“J—1 say, yon fellows, where—
where's he gone?” asked Bouier, blink.
ing round the study, “I--1 saw him-—-
a hulking ruffian, with a black mask.
andd  his  eves  gleaming  like—like
lizhtning—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ foasts !

Billy  Bunier rolled away, still
alarmed, and  very muoch perplexed,
Harry Wharton locked the siudy door
when the Co. left it. It was necessary
for that eracksman to remain unseen
and unsuspeeted till the time came for
Uoker of the Fifth to capture him.

“It o will work,” said Bob Cherry.
“Tunter took him for the the genuine
article even in the light-—=so he will Lo
pood enough for Coker in the dark.
There's going to be some fun to-night,
my beloved 'earers.”

And when the Remove went to their
dormitory, there were live members of
the lorm who did not go to sleep.
Those five cheery youths had business on
hard at the witching hour of midnight.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Crack for a Cracksman !

OKER nodded.
q e could not help nodding.
I'he fact was that it was much
casicr to arrange at tda-time to
keep wateh all night than to keep
awake all through the stilly hours.

Greyfriars wad silent and slumbering.
Coker was silent and very nearly
slum])("rillg.

He had almost to prop his evelids
open. He found them unexpectedly
heavy.

In the Fifth Form dormitory Potter
and Greene and the rest of tﬁo Fifth
slept in peace. Nobody had awakened
when Coker slipped out  of d and
dressed himself. Coker left the Fifth
Form dormitory as quietly as he could.
Coker never did anything very quietly.
He bumped his golf club on the door;
and when he shut the door after him
it slipped from his kand and banged a
little. Still, nobody awakened. Nobody
but Coker was bothering about burglars.

Had, indeed, a cracksman been enter-
ing the school that night, Coker would
probably have frightened him off. He
dropped the golf club on the stairs with
a crash—such accidents would happen,
at least to Coker. When he reached
the games study he stumbled over a
chair, and there was a thud. There was
also an exclamation from Coker, who
had barked his shin on the chair.

However, Coker settled down at last—
quietly. When he was sitting down,
even Coker was quiet.

The door of the games study was half-
open; just within the aperture Coker
sat and watched. Midnight chimed out
in the silence of the night. ‘There had
been no sound of alarm go filr—cx:cepl-
ing those made by Coker, DBut Coker
hardly expected the cracksman before
midnight. Now he was doubly cautious
and doubly watehful,

Ile nodded. A fellow couldn't help
nodding. But he did not go to sleep.
Tle was determined not {o go to sleep.
It would have been a very poor end to
the adventure had Coker gone to sleep—
and woke up in the games study in the
morning. to find that the burglary had
taken place! ‘That, of course, would
never have done!

But if Coker did not sleep, he cer-
tainly dozed.

When there wera sounds on the land-
ing opposite the deorway of the games
study  Coker did mnot hear them.
Shadowy figures moved in the darkness,
witlh a taller shadowy fignre in their

cad_
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midst, that moved only when he was
lifted or pulled.

Shadowy figures crept silently away,
leaving  the taller shadowy figure
propped against the casement by which
tho burglar had entered the previous
night.

till Coker did not stir. Ilc was not
asleep—but he was remarkably necar it.
Probably a genuine cracksman, had he
been at work that night, would not have
experienced much trouble from Coker.

Five ghadowy forms, bunched round
a cornet, waited and listened.

“The silly ass must have gone to
sleep!”’ breathed one.

*Just like Coker!" breathed another.

‘We can't leave that cracksman to be
found in the morning !”

"I"hcr_e t\:’as a suppressed chuckle.

iob1”

Really it was not needful to be very
quiet. Nodding in the doorway of the
games study, Coker was deaf and blind.

“Leave it to me!” murmured Bob

Cherry.
He-stepped out from the corner and
stamped heavily on the landing, and

popped back again., The juniors listened
breathlessly.

Thore was a sound from the gamoes
study. It was made by the legs of a
chair, as somebody silting on the chair
suddenly moved.

“Hook it!” breathed Bob.

And five shadowy figures liooked it.
satisfied that the Fifth Form detective
wag on the alert at lust,

Coker was undoubledly on the alert.
He hnd heard a sound—an unmistakable
sound. His cyes were wide open now,
and no longer nceded propping open.
He rose from the chair and peered out
into the dim shadows, his hicart beating

fast. Nevér had Coker been wider
awake than he was at the present
moment.

Through the tall window starlight

glimmered on the wide landing. Coker
put his head out and peered round.
Then he gave a violent start.
He had expected it. His wonderful
powers of deduction had led him to the
inevitable conclusion that the burglar

would return that night. Yet it gave
him a start and a thrill to see a dark
figure at the window—a figure that

blocked the starlight and cast a long,
dark shadow across the landing.

Coker breathed hard, and gripped the
golf club almost vonvulsively.

It was the cracksman!

‘I'here could be no doubt abiout that.

Gripping the ¢lub, Coker stepped ont
of the games study, his eyves gleaming,
his heart going like a hammer. ITe was

not afraid—Coker fegred no foe! But
ke was wildly excited.

The figure at the window did unot
move,

Coker's impression was that the

cracksman, having entered, was stand-
ing very still and quiet, listening, before
lie proceeded. It was a natural im-
pression, in the circumstances.

Coker, of course, did not intend to let
the villain escape, as he had escaped the
previous night when Bunter blundered
into him. He was not going to whip
out of the window and bolt this timeo
ns he had done belore—not if lHorvace
Coker knew it

Coker intended to bag that cracks-
man! His grip was goinE to be on the
villain_before ho gave the alarm, cut-
ting off his escape. No doubt he had an
automatic. Coker was not going to give
him a chanee to use it, however. At
tho first hostile movement the golf club
was ready.

For a second Coker stared at the dark
figure that blocked the starlight at the
window. Then he leaped at it.

When a fellow leaps at & cracksman
probably armed with an automatie it is
surely excusable to begin operations by
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banding him one with a .golf club!
Coker felt that it was.

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

“Got him " gasped Coker.

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

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

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

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

Coker breathed hard and deep.

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

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

Coker’s powerful voice rang through
the House.

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

“Help! Burglars!  This
roared Coker.

Five shadowy figures lurking on the

way "’

stairs fairly gasped as they heard
Coker roar.

“My only hat! He'll wake the
House I

“Great pip!”

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

“Qh dear!”

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

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

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

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

“What is it—""

“What’s up?”’

“Who's making that row ™

“ What the thump—""

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

“0h crikey I”

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

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

He stared in horror at the prostrate

“I've got

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

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

“Coker’s got him!"" gasped Potter.

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

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

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

Coker started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The battcred hat fell off. A cushion,

came
He
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draped with a blackened handkerchicf,
was revealed.

There was a gasp of amazcment from
fifty fellows.

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

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

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

There was a yell from Potter.

“It's a dummy!”

“A dummy! Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, Coker! Ha, ha, ha!”

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

Coker babbled helplessly.

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

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

“Ha, ha, ha!”

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

I-I

11

“Ha, ha, ha!

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

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

* Ha, ha, ha!”

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

“Ha, ha, ha!”

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

I—I thought he

“ Go
Not a

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

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

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

Al' Greylriars was smiling the next
moraing.

Except Coker.

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

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

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

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

“Ha, ha, ba!”

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

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

“Ha, ha, hat”

«Shut upl” roared Coker. “I can

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

“You—you won't!” gasped Potter.

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

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

“No!"” said Coker firmly. “I won't!”

And Coker kept his word.

He didn't!

THE EXD.

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

PETER FRAZER—
IRONMASTER!

BREARLEY.

By JOHN

Half-dazed, the young

ironmaster stiff-ned as

he heard the screech

of an iron bt and the

soft plash of a foot-
step !

To Save the Foundry !

?HE water

lapped evilly

round Peter

Frazer. An

eternity padsed, in

long, dragging
minutes.
Creak!

Half - dazed, the

Foung ironmaster

stiffened puddenly at
the sound and strove

hard to turn his
head. The sound
came again out of
the darkness, and
the screech of an
iron bolt. Then the
solt

rpl.:lsh of s foot-
step!  Someone was coming.

Peter tried hard to force the gag
from his mouth, but at that moment
the door of the cellar opened, and a
wave of water swirled across his face,
Whoever it was, friend or foe, was
wading towards him. Suddenly, he
felt the newcomer bend over him.

Friend or another enemy!{ In the foul
darkness, he could see nothing. Some-
thing was thrust beneath his Eend, lift-
ini 1t clear of the water.

apidly the stranger splashed through
the flooded cellar, busy at Peter’'s bonds.
First one leg them the other, then
finally both armas were patiently re-
leased, and next he laid firm hands
beneath Peter's shoulders and lifting
and dragging, hauled him to the door
and so out into the wet passage.

Again he bent over the exhausted
captive, the same firm hands were laid
over Peter's heart and temples, and
next a tiny flask of spirit was held to
his lips.

The fierce fire of it made him choke
and gasp, but it revived him. He
strugeled feebly to rise, whereat his
rescuer hauled him to his feet and
half-guiding, jhalf-supporting, led him
along the passage. mh every step the
air blew cleaner until, at last, they
bumped against a stair. A grating
barred the way. Peter lurched against
it and it opened with a jerk, bringing
them both to their knees. And so they
tumbled into the open air, where the
wind blew salt and damp.

And then his rescuer vanished like a
wraith, as mysteriously as he had ap-
peared !

Peter groped round for him; tried to
call him, but his stiffened jaws refused;
blundered against a wall and felt along
it until he reached a corner.

.Far out in front of him, the still
riding-light of a ship, this time with
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no houses in between, told Peter that
he was on the river-bank—probably on
the small wharf of an old warchouse.
In black darkness, he proceeded
gingerly. The night air was sweet
after the close foulness of the cellar,
and as he went he gulped it down in
great lungfuls, stopping often to mass-
age his aching limbs and chilled body.
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INTRODUCTION.

Head and sole owner of Frazer's I'ron Foundry !
It is o strange prospect thol lies before Peler
Frazer, a cheery strapping youngster of eighleen
when ke arrives in the squalid industrial city of
Mazxport to take over the great business left {o
him by his dead uncle.  Peler soon realises that his
legacy has brought danger with it, for he iz kid-
napped on his way to hiz new home. Luckily,
he escapes, but with only one clue to the identity of
his unknown enemy; the man 18 completely
bald, with ¢ terrible jagged gcar running across
the top of hiz head. At the works Peter learns
Jrom his manager, Mr, Dimmock, that Frazer's
Foundry is on the brink of ruin, owing to the
activities of & man named Granger ond s gang.
Feter is determined lo fight his enemies tooth and
nail, and he starts by knocking oul the seoundrelly
Granger in a fipht, and then sacking him. One
evening, with the faint hope of finding some clue
that will put him on the trail of the scarred man,
Peter wanders into the lowest quarter of Maxport.
Through the window of a dingy inn, he catches
sight of Granger's gang, and another man whom
he recognises as an accomplice of the kdnappers.
He is straining his ears lo calch their talk, when
o sudden charge from behind sends him hurtling
into the bar. In g trice, Peler is overpowered,
gagged, and bound, and then carried ti‘arwqﬁ
underground possages o o below the level
af the river. There he is tied, ﬁrmdcaglcd, and
left to drown. Az the water leaks slowly info his
prison, rising inch by inch, Pefer sttaing fiercely

hig bonds.
(Now read on.)

Somewhat revived at last, he went
on, his mind in & whirl. He wondered
who his rescuer had been and where he
had gone, but he dared not call out.
One thought, however, was clear and
distinct, He had to get back to the
works!

Suddenly he bumped into a blank
wall, and failing to find a gate or door
in it, clambered over stifly, The effort
warmed -him, and dropping dowh, he
set off more briskly down a narrow,
muddy lane.

This brought him to a cobbled street.
A dim, yellow light shone from a bat-
tered house a little way ug, and as he

assed it, & youth who whistled softly

ut cheerfully, stepped out. Only one
lad of Peter’s acquaintance whistled
like that, and the young ironmaster
dived for him instantly! It was
Sparrow !

The terrific luck of the encounter
lent vigour to Peter's grip, which, de-
scending on Sparrow out of the dark-
ness, nearly scared him into & fit! .

“Sparrow! It’s Peter Frazer!”

The cheerful one’s straining body re-
laxed.

“T’master !” he yelped. *“Coo lumme "
His hands darted over Peter's wet
clothes. “¥e're soaking. What's up?
Quick, in here, gir!”

Crouched shivering in the dark door-
way, Peter told him briefly what had
happened. At the finish, he gripped
Sparrow’s arm imperatively.

“Sparrow, I want the foundry, and
quick]! Which way?”

The cgharp-witted youngster's wreply
was prompt.

(Continued on page 28.)



EVERY SATURDAY

SEE THE SPECIAL DISPLAYS

Now is the best time to scé the Hornby Railway System
demonstrated, for dealers everywhere are making special
d]s_Flays of these famous trains and accessories.

his year Hornby Trains are better than ever. Thera
are true-to-type models of LNER, LMSR, GWR and SR
Locomatives, fitted with exceptionally powerful mechanisms
that make possible bigger loads and longer runs. The
rolling stock includes Pullman coaches, Passenger coaches,
Trucks, Wagons and Vans of the latest types —all

PRICES OF
HORNBY TRAINS
FROM é/- TO 95/-.

and be sure to put the letter

HORNBY

MANUFACTURED BY MECCANO LTD. (Dept. 1),

Get the 1930 Hornby Book of Trains
Best Ever Issued

The new Hornby Book of Trains tells a wonderful story of our rail-
ways, and also includes a complete catalogue of Hornby i

Get a copy to-day fram vour dealer, price 3d., or send 41d. in stamps
direct to us, and we will send you a copy post free.
mention the names and sddresses of two or three of your chums, and
we will send them some interesting Hornby literature,
U aiter your own name for reference.

BRITISH AND GUARANTEED
o

THIS IS

HORNBY

IN ALL THE SHOPS THIS WEEK

beautifully enamelled in the correct colours, and included
in the range of accessories are Stations, Signals, Bridges,
Tunnels, Level-crossings, Turntables, Engine Sheds—all
built in perfect proportion and realistic in design.

You'll be a Hornby Train enthusiast from the first
moment you beg:n to operate your Hornby Railway. So
will Dad! Take him with you to your dealers to-day.
On no account miss this great railway week.

rains.
1 you order direct

Write clearly

TRAINS

LD SWAN, LIVERFOOL.

Call or

wrife

everyone.

TeTA

Nlustrated
Lists Free

i projectors at all prices from 5/- to £16.
v@? FORD’S (Dept. A.P.2), 276, High Holborn, London, W.C.1 i

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHY for EVERY BOY

MOST FASCINATING EDUCATIONAL HOBBY

Send for particulars and illustrated lists of this wonderful hobby within the reach of
Films of all lengths and subjects, accessories of every deseription,

FREE i
Write now for:

Ilusirated Guide
enditled ' Home |
i Cinematography”

and

Our list explains everything.

]
A MAN'S CHANCE FOR A BOY IN CANADA
BOYS (ages 14 to 19)
WANTED ftar farm work., TIraining, cutfit and assisted passages
may be obtained through The Salvation Army. Work guaranteed.
Overs :a+ Officers keep 1o touch with boys after arrival until satis-
fuctortly settled.  Boys alsy wanted for AUSTRALIA and NEW
ZEALAN:. Write of eall: The Branch Manager:—3, Upper Thames
Stree', LONDON, EB.C.4° 1 Pembroke Plare, LIVERIPOOL; 203,
Hope Stres:. GLASGOW; A Garfield Chambers, 44, Rtoyal Avenue,

] B, New Bridge Strest, LUDGATE

G ROSE'S London, E.C.4. CIRCUS

BILLIARDS AT HOME 1/3 per week,
8128 perosit| LmeninY | casm

3. 2 in. x 1 ft. 8 In. 8/- 5/- 19/-

3 4. 9 In. X 1. 10/- 6,8 206/

4ft. 4in. x 3 1t. 3 In 14/- 7/8 32/-

4 ft. 9 in. X 2 ft. 6 Ino. 20/ 10/- 42/
51ft. 4 in. x 2 [t.10 la. 24/- 12/- | s2/-
Complete with 4 Cues, 3 Compo. Nalls, Marking Boird, Spiris Level,

Rules and Clnlk  COMPLETE LIST FREE,

Your Height increased in 14 dnfa
or money hack ! 3-5 inchea rapidly

BELFASF. DOMESTICATED WOMEN wanted, Work guaranteed.
guined, health and streneth e
proveds mazing Compleie Conrsoe

BE TALL! it e

brings Fres Book, ‘Testimonials, & Guarantee in plain wealed env,
STEBBING SYSTEM, 28, Dean Road, London. N.W.2
{Abraad 1/-). including Airpost, far-

300 STAMPS FOH ad' bador, Oid India, Nigeria, New Spnth

Wales, (Jold Coast, ete.—W A, WHITE, Enzine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.
ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 6/6. Ventrilognist's

MAGIG TRIGKSg Instrusnent. Invisible. Tmitate Birds.

Price fid. each, 4for1/-. —T.W.llarrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.

OUTFIT & “BOY KING” PKT. FREE ! !I

Album, 55 Bohemian, porket ense ete. #d post for app

rovals.
LISBURN & TOWNSEND (U.J.5.), LIVERPOOL.

100 BOYS

WANTED MONTHLY for AUSTRALIAN FARMS.
strong hoy: of good character. Advanced
0/S, Church Army, 55, Bryanston St., W.1.

15 to 184,
ireat prospects for

H
passages. Write or call:

BE TALLER!

nereased my own height to 61t 3lins.

TAMI' brings FREE DETATLS —

ROSS, Height Speciallst,
Scarborough.

h—

]

e —— ———————————
DON’'T BE BULLIED
for some SPLENDID LESSONS
JUJITSU and I e Phoato Plate of Jap Championas.
The Wonderful Japan clf-Delence without weapons, Take
care of yoursell under ALL vitcuniafances, fear no man. Yon
can have MONSTER lllustrated Portion for P.O. 3/9
SEND NOW to * YAWARA " l‘.l_J(tgt, A.P.), 10
Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex. Practical
‘Tuition Londen School Datly.

255 FOREIGN STAMPS FREE, [t 8 o

Belgiim, Free to (Genwine applicants far Approvals.  Enclose 2d.
I,l\ern;uI. #d) —HORACE MILLER & CO., WHITSTABLE.

sond Four Penny Sta

including set 8 large
Postagn

first step to-day by writing for my

You can take the

BE TALL two free books Hoth  illustrated Rent on receipt
af 2d, stamp,
P. CARNE, 39, LINCOLN STKEET, CARDIFF. S8.W.

F R SALE'M parkets, each containing 100 different siamips.
0 Vrice 11-, post free, per packet. No approvals aent.—
Glam.

H. BUGLER, 19, Darran Terrace, Ferndale, Rhondda,

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- °&g&se’
GUA“:‘\“S“::EEPWHI-M“ n|||1Imnwn—rlrugn—r'ﬁ’l‘:ﬁz‘.‘cnlh

THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
Complete Courae 5/- PO, post tres, or further uar::r'_l.ﬂamn- 4
P. A, CLIVE, Hnarrock House, COLWYN BAY (Est, 1908, @4
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“ Peter Frazer—Ironmaster ! ”
(Continued from praye 26.)

“The formdry it iz, sir! This way!”

Together they plunged bencath an
arch and into a fresh maze of twisted
alleys. Once they even single-footed
across a plank’bridge over a dark swirl-
ing back-water. Peter was all for hasto
and would have broken into a run, but
Sparrow grabbed his elbow.

“\Walk, boss!" he muttered. " Folks
round here doan't like other folks what
riun, They gets cur'oust”

Rucognising the sound advice, but in
a fever of impatience, Peter comprom-
ised with a rapid walk. Ile was shakin
olf the ecold of the water, but a chil
fear for his foundry gripped his
heart, for to his cxcited nerves the
little man's bluck bag shricked aloud
of bombs and every sccond he cxpected
to hear a dull, sullen roar roll across
the roofs above him. Iec fairly whirled
Sparrow along.

With a sudden gasp of relief, he
found himself, after ten minutes dodg-
mg and twisting, with grass under his
feot. Bparrow hnd Lrought him to the
edge of the marshes, and then they were
in the lane -his own lane, leading to
tho foundry gato iiself. Awnd the moon
broke suddenly through the clouds.

Without a word, Lie"was off into a run
like lightning, Sparrow pounding after
him,

Ko dreadful roar. had vet wvolled ont.
Perhaps even vet they would be in time!
Surely ' the villains should have seached
there” by now, although. of counrse, it
would 1ake them time to get in—unless—
unlesa—they had inside help!

In the old and palmy days, {he worka
would kave been as huosy by night as
they were by day, with all the furnaces
working and the sky a red blaze.

But now there was only enough work
to keep them going by day, and so at
night the foundry was empty save for o
very small crew to keep the banked
fires tended theough the night. Al
else, the shops and yards, would ko
cinpty !

The gate lnomed up. dark and black.
Fiercely Peter fumbled in his  wet
clothes for the key to the wicket door,
Sparrow panting up just as he opencd
it.

Like avonging shadows, they slipped
juside and tore across the desolate yard.
Out of the black by the footbridge,
a higure rose with a snarl and crouched
hefore them, but Peter, in a cold frenzy,
slammed into him solidly and went on,
the man, whoever he was, dropping
liniply into the Glthy back-water with a
loud splash.

So the gang were in!

Frantically the two hoys eaced inlo
the works; the great lefty mill-room
opening helfore them.

Startled by the crazh of the door, the
men on the furnaces at the far end
swung gonnd and stood petrified at the
soaked, dishevelled scarcerow charging
towanrds them with clenched fists and
hlazing eyes.

The sight of the astonished men
momentarily reassured 1’eler, for it was
obvious that nothing had occurred there.
All the bands, among whom wero two
of the football team, were plainly
astounded by his sudden entrance.
Collins, an under-foreman in charge of
the shift, sprang forward.

So the mills and furnaces wero safc!
Poter gasped with reclief. And yet his
encmies were esomewhere around, as
witness the sentry at the footbridge.

His eyos, darting about tho great
room, rested on the arch leading to the
galvanising shed. There would be no
maen working there now.

Lk

Scizing Sparrow, he jerked him to-
wards the advancing furpace-men.

“Tell em!” he snapped. " And sur-
round the place!”

A tool-bench stood close by.
jumped for it, and grabbing a long,
thick spanner, made for the doorway at
a run. Even as he dashed through it
recklessly, he heard the sudden, excited
voices of the furnace-shift. In breath.
lezs gulps Sparrow gasped out their
danger, and to n man they split up, all
save the two footballers, who turncd
and raced after Peter. 1w

In the contro of the huge galvanising
shed stood the great bath, empty and
closed.

The moon had appeared agnin. and a
wide silver beam tEmugh the tall gaunt
windows flooded the
bath. benches, plant, an
at the other end.

Crouched round the bath, intent and
absorbed in their work, stood three of
the gang, with the little rat-faced man
in their midst. Onec coat slecve was
turned back; he was slowly pulling
down the other. And on the wall of the
bath beside him was the black lag—open
and empty !

Although it was night. there was
suflicient ¢laiter from the furnace-room
to have drowned all sounds of Peter’s

Peter

lace, lighting
loading-trucks

| |
A POCKET WALLET

has been awarded to the sender
of the following clever Greyfriars
limerick.

Sald Fishy to Bunter one day :
““ You greedy, great, big,
hulking jay,
You have scoffed all my grub,
Now I'm going to rub

Your nose in the dust, right
away

Sent in by: W. Armstrong,
Dillon Terrace, Ballina, Co. Mayo.

arrival, and the noise served, loo, to
cover him as he slipped in through tho
arch, a menacing ligure.

Simultancously, however, the little
man looked up and saw him, and his
piercing, horrified yell shrilled echoing
through the great room.

‘For Peler, bedraggled and wet, the
moaonlight streaming over him, with the
red glow of the furnaces at his back—
Peter, whom they had left to drown in
the underground cellar—made a horrify-
wng spectaclo as he charged them
silently, heavy spanner gripped in a
powerful fist.

The effcet was too much for their
nerves. Dropping everything in awful
panic, they spun round and pelted for
the farther door, through which another,
acting ns sentry, had alrcady dis-
appeared.

They had a start of at least half the
length of the shed, and Peter suddenly
realised with sick dismay that beyoail
that door was another one, and once
through thal they would be in the yard
and on the foofball field. OQut there,
there would be cover to spare in the
flecting moonlight.

Elles and Baker, the two footballers,
ran at Poter’s heels as the gang pourced
throngh the daorway.

He called on them for & spurt, and
roused himseclf =avagely, for he was
tiring from his long run. Baker, tho
fastest man in the foundry, drew ahead,
but the panic-stricken fugitives had
entered the arched door in a body.
Nearly beside himself with rage, tho
young ironmaster steadied Limself and

THE MAGNET

hurled the long, heavry spanner after
them. There was a yell and dull,
thumping crash,

“We got 'em !” gasped Baker. “Arf
the blokes'll be outside by now ™

“Come on, then!” griited his leader.
and they were throdgh the arch and at
the other door. He tore it open. There
was a narrow asphalt path bencath his
frel. @ strip of yard with a huge coal-
heap, and bevond that the football ficld.
Two single lights shone across the field
from Mr. Dimmmock’s house and Moller's
cottage.

But of Granger’s gang, the little man,
or even his own men, there was no
sign!

He stopped lhelplessly, Elles and
Baker staring about dumbly. The field
lay before them, flat and wide. It was
impossible that the gang could have got
away by that route and be out of sight!
The coal-hcap would not have hidden
them all. Lven as they stared, the rest
of the men, headed by Collins, poured
round the angle of tho building and
stood gazing blankly.

Sore with disappointment and per-
plexity, Peter’s voice was curt.

“SBpread out and secarch!” ho cried.
“Come on, men, everywhere! Careful !
Something’s very wrong!”

They started to spread out, but as
Peter began to run for the middle of
the ficld, the door behind him burst open
and Sparrow thrust a white, excited
face into the moonlight.

“This way. sir! Got onc!” he shrilled.
And vanizhed.

They darted back in a erowd. Sparrow
ahead like a terrier. He plunged inlo
the black shadow by the door of the
ralvanising-room. and there Peter saw a
huddled form. Muany hands scized tho
man and dragged hia into the light,
then somecone kicked againat the heavy
spanner Peter had  thrown, His
desperate shot had scored after all.

Dending down, the young ironmaster
thrust a hand under the unconscious
man’s ohin and pulled back the heavy,
loling head, showing a great dull mark
across the forchead.

And the man was Moller, his engineer
foreman!

“Moller! My only sainted aunt!”

Pcter rose slowly to his feet, the men
around him staring curiously down at
the unconscious foreman.

He was not in his working dungareces,
ana, from his boots, had recently been
out on the field. To a sharp question.
Collins replied that Moller had gone off
duty with the others at six o'clock and
left him in charge of the night shift.

“Get over and ask Mr. Dimmock
across,” Peter ordered him. “ And you
men, carry this chap to a bench.
Sparrow, you'd better phono for a
doetor.”

He was becoming more worried and
puzzled every minute. If Moller was at
the bottom of all the trouble. they would
find out somchow when he revived.
Instinctively ho glanced at the man's
bruised head, and grinned dryly. One
thing was certain, Moller was not lis
chief enemy.

A scared furnace-man touched his
arm.

“Happen we'd better find out what
yon fonows wero n-doing, master?” he
muttered.

Peter glanced at the man and nodded.

“Bring Moller into the light,” he said,
and strode into the galvanising-shed.
The men followed slowly.

(For the econtinuntion of this great
industrinl  zerial, see mnext week's
BUMPER CHRISTMAS NUMBER of
the MacXNzT.)
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