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DO YOU WANT A PEN PAL? . . . See Page 7
o , - - OUR CAR-SPOTTER’S PICTURE GUIDE
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Scamp knows a

SCAMP. 1 WANT YOU TO BE A 600D P06
AND GO AND GET MY MORNING PAPER FOR.
ME. HURRY UP~~ BECAUSE | WANT TO
—— SEE YESTERDAY'S
g CRICKET SC0RES,

HERE YOU ARE, 5CAMP.”
HERE'S Y UR MASTER'S
PAPER, 7

clever trick or two. And one most crafty little caper Dad sent him, just the other day, Scamp got it, just as he was told,

Which he is pleased and proud to do. Is going out to fetch a paper. To get the score at close of play. And trotted back as good as gold.

W

. But'on the way he saw a cat, Over the fence at speed went Scamp, But when Puss to her master flew, To find his paper went out pup,

And that, undoubtedly, was that! While father’s paper got most damp! Scamp thought what he’d been sent to do. And saw another pick it up!
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STILL! NOURE A 600D D06, S0AMP /
Bl YOU'VE BROUGHT BACK THE (T WITH

ALL THE CRICKET
5CORES ON /

GOsH.! 15 THAT My,

MORNING PAPER,
{T'5 A BIT TORN AND
WET, SN [T 7

\\\\\\\\\\\"11////'////},
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Scamp knew it was his own, by right, I hardly need to say to you With tail between his legs went Scamp, And Dad was waiting at the door!
And valiantly leapt in to fight. That paper soon got ripped in two! Clutching that paper, torn and damp! But all was well! He’d got the score!

ME LOST MY GoAT-
You BoNS

T
(et

BAH! THAT \S GOAT Joor!

ME WANTED You T0 {T

GET! BUTY 'EM, chL 1T
OFF!
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AT IT AGAIN!
AROLD SKINNER grinned.
Skinner of the Remove was
amused.

He was coming down the stair from the
Remove box-room when he sighted Billy
Bunter in the passage below.

He paused on the stair and watched
Bunter, with a grin on his face. Bunter, at
the moment, was worth watching.

The fattest junior at Greyfriars School
was coming up the Remove passage from
the landing, blinking to and fro through
his big spectacles, like a very watchful and
wary owl.

Nobody was about. After class, on a
sunny summer’s afternoon, everyone was
out of the House, or nearly everyone,
Skinner would have been out had it not
happened that he had been smoking
secretly in the box-room. But Billy Bunter’s
wary blinks showed that he was very
anxious to make very sure that the coast
was clear. Bunter evidently was ‘‘up’’ to
something! :

Skinner, interested and amused, backed
behind the angle of the box-room stair,
and watched him. Unaware of Skinner,
Billy Bunter rolled on up the passage and
stopped outside No. 12 Study.

There he paused for a moment, with a
final wary blink to and fro. Then he went
into the study.

Skinner chuckled. No. 12 Study belonged
to Lord Mauleverer; and Bunter certainly
had no business there in his lordship’s

-absence. Skinner fancied that he could

guess why the Owl of the Remove was
paying that secret visit to No. 12. He
waited and watched.

A minute elapsed. Then a fat head and
a large pair of spectacles emerged from the
study doorway: and once more Billy Bunter
cast wary blinks round him. Then the rest
of Bunter emerged with a large bundle
under a fat arm. He rolled away down the
passage to his own study, No. 7, and dis-
appeared therein.

Skinner chuckled again. He had-no doubt
that when Lord Mauleverer came in to
tea he would miss something of an edible
nature from his study cupboard—some-
thing of considerable size! Probably it was
one of the magnificent cakes that arrived
occasionally for his lordship from Maulev-
erer Towers. From the size of the bundle it
was clear that even Billy Bunter could not
dispose of it at a single sitting. Skinner
waited.

Five minutes later Billy Bunter came out
of No. 7. There was a happy grin on his
fat face, a shiny look, and a quantity of
cake crumbs. He rolled away to the iand-
ing and disappeared.

Then Harold Skinner got a move on. He
descended the box-room stair, cut down
the passage to No. 7 Study, and entered
in his turn. He looked into the study cup-
board, and once more he chuckled. The
bundle was there—open! There was the
larger half of a huge cake. It was a tre-
mendous cake—so tremendous that even
Billy Bunter had not been able to deal with
quite half of it at one go! The rest remained
till Bunter was hungry again—which was
not likely to be long! :

Most Remove fellows, having seen the
grub-raider of Greyfriars at work on
another fellow’s tuck, would have taken
a hand in the proceedings. Skinner was
going to take a hand—but not quite like
any other fellow. Mauly, no doubt,
intended to ask his friends to help him
dispose of that cake—but Skinner was not
‘one of his friends. Skinner had his own

WAS IT

BUNTER?

Another Rollickl;ng Story of the Chums
' of Greyfriars

By FRANK

designs on that cake. Certainly he would
not have raided a fellow’s study as Bunter
had done. Skinner had a conscience—of
sorts. But the cake having been already
raided, he saw no reason for leaving the
plunder to the raider: and still less for
restoring it to Mauly, a fellow who turned
up his nose at him! And it was a most
attractive cake.

Skinner proceeded to rewrap it. Then he
put it under his arm, and walked out of
No. 7 Study with it. A minute later, it was
safely bestowed in Skinner’s own study,
No. 11, and Harold Skinner went down-
stairs with a cheery grin on his face, to
carry the happy news to his study mates,
Snoop and Stott, that there was cake for
tea in No. 11.

ORD MAUILEVERER glanced round

in the sunny quad. It was nearly tea-
time, and Mauly was thinking of a little
tea-party in his study. He was going to ask
Harry Wharton and Co. But at the moment
his lazy lordship was leaning on one of the
old stone buttresses, with his hands in his
pockets, disinclined to move: so he waited
for the Famous Five to appear in sight.
They did not appear, but Tom Dutton of
the Remove came along and Mauly called
to him, forgetting for the moment that
Dutton was deaf. Talking to Tom Dutton
was rather an exertion and Mauly did not
like exertion.

‘‘Seen Wharton about, Dutton?”’

Tom Dutton stopped and looked at him.
Dutton was a good-tempered fellow: he
was good-tempered even with Billy Bunter,
whose study-mate he was in No. 7, But he
gave Lord Mauleverer quite a grim look.

““You cheeky ass, what do you mean?”’
he demanded. “*Who’s a lout?”

“Oh, gad!” Mauleverer remembered
that Dutton was deaf and liable to make
these little mistakes, ‘I never called you
anything, old fellow.”

Disinclined for exertion as he was, he
detached himself from the buttress and
strolled away. Tom Dutton frowned after
him, and went into the House, frowning.

‘“‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!’ came a cheery
roar.
““Oh! Here you fellows are!”’ said Lord
Mauleverer. He came on Harry Wharton
and Co. coming away from the nets in a
cheery crowd. ‘““Hold on I say, 1 had a
parcel from home today——"’

“‘Lucky bargee,” said Bob Cherry.

““It’s a cake,” explained Lord Mauleverer
“No end of a cake! You fellows like
cake?”’ .

““Do we?"’ grinned Frank Nugent.

““Sort of !’ said Johnny Bull.
~ ““Well, look here, will you come to tea
in my study?”’

. ““Pleased,’” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. -

““Come on, then,”” said Lord Mauleverer,
“‘might ask Bunter, too. It's a whopping
cake—enough to go round, even with
Bunter. I believe he likes cake.”

‘I believe he does,” chuckled Bob
Cherry. ‘““No need to ask him, if he’s heard
of the cake. He’ll ask you!”’

““Ha, ha, ha!”

A cheery crowd marched into the House
and up to the Remove passage. They found
Billy Bunter on the landing, his fat limbs
sprawling on the settee by the old oaken
balustrade. He blinked at the Famous Five
through his big spectacles as they came
along with Lord Mauleverer. But he did
not rise from the settee. For once, Billy
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Bunter did not seem to have any desire to
join fellows who were going in to tea.

““Oh, here’s Bunter,” said Lord Maulev-
erer, pausing, ‘‘tea in my study, Bunter,
and a jolly old cake. Come on, old fat man.””

‘“Eh?” ejaculated Bunter. ‘“‘Oh! Ah!
Thanks, Mauly, old chap, but—but I
won’t come! Thanks all the same.”

Lord Mauleverer gazed at Bunter.
Harry Wharton and Co. stared at him. For
Billy Bunter to refuse an invitation to tea,
especially in a study that was like unto a
land flowing with milk and honey, was
quite surprising. Indeed, it was astonishing.
It was amazing. Six fellows doubted
whether they had heard aright!

‘‘Had your tea?’ asked Mauly, puzzled.

““Oh! Yes! No! Yes! The fact is, I don’t
care much for cake,” said Bunter.

‘“Oh, gad!”

‘““Ye gods!” murmured Frank Nugent.

“Do I sleep, do I dream, do I wonder
and doubt? Are things what they seem, or is
visions about?’ quoted Bob Cherry.

““‘Ha, ha, ha!”

““Oh, really you fellows! I'm not always
thinking of grub, like you chaps,” said
Bunter, ‘‘it’s not much I eat, as you fellows
know——""

“‘Help!”" gasped Bob Cherry.

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”’ :

‘“Yah!”” retorted Bunter: and he re-
mained sprawling on the settee on the
landing, while Lord Mauleverer and his
flock went on to No. 12 Study—not in the
least sorrowing for the loss of Billy Bunter’s
fascinating society.

In No. 12 Study, his lordship opened the
cupboard door.

Then he jumped.

““Oh, gad!” he ejaculated.

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Anything the
matter?”” asked Bob Cherry.

““Great plp!”” gasped his lordship.
““I—I—I say, where’s that cake? [—I left it
here——""

‘““Well, isn’t it there now?’’ asked Harry.

“Nunno!™

The Famous Five gathered round Lord
Mauleverer, staring into the study cup-
board. That a cake had been there was
certain; Lord Mauleverer had deposited it
there with his own hands. But that a cake
was no longer there was equally certain.
There was not a sign of a cake. There was
not the ghost of a cake! There was not a
plum or a crumb of a cake.

In the next study, No. 11, there was a
cake, on which Skinner and Snoop and
Stott were feasting joyously. But of that, of
course, Lord Mauleverer and his guests
knew nothing. They gazed into an empty
cupboard. That cupboard, which an hour
ago had contained a magnificent cake from
Mauleverer Towers, was in the same state
as Mother Hubbard’s celebrated cupboard
—bare!

““Gone!” said Lord Mauleverer.

““By gum!”’ said Bob Cherry, ‘‘has some-
body snaftled that cake? Who——?""

Snort from Johnny Bull.

“‘Needn’t ask who! Bunter, of course.”

‘“That fat villain——"

““That bloated brigand——""

““That’s why he wouldn’t come!”’ roared
Bob Cherry. ‘‘He jolly well knew that the
cake was gone. He’d got it inside.”

“Dash it all, it’s too thick,” said Lord
Mauleverer. ‘‘The whole dashed cake—and
it was seven or eight pounds. Sorry, you
chaps——" ¢

““We’ll make Bunter sorrier,” roared
Bob. ‘“‘Come on, you men—we’ll up-end

CHUCKLE CORNER

1'LL UAVE TWO
EGGS, AND MAKE

TN N
CERTAINLY SIR '
TLL APNE 'EM
READY FOR Yol )

I THOUGIT YOU SAID TIIS ROOM.
HAD A HEAVENLY OUTLOOK | /—

WELL 175 GOT.
o A SKV- LAGHT

him and shake it out of him!”
Six fellows rushed out of No. 12 Study.

ILLY BUNTER sat up on the settee

and blinked uneasily through his big
spectacles at half a dozen juniors coming
out of the Remove passage with wrathful
faces. Even Lord Mauleverer’s usually
placid countenance was wrathy. Vengeance
impended over the fat grub raider of the
}{lgtr,pove unless he could put up a very good
alibi.

“‘1—I say, you fellows, is—is anything
the matter?”’ bleated the fat Owl.

““You fat villain!”’

““You podgy pirate!”

““You bloated bandit!”

““You terrific toad!”

‘““Where’s that cake?”’

““Eh! What cake?”’ asked Bunter in mild
surprise.

**Mauly’s cake,” hooted Bob Cherry.
“It’s gone from his study. Have you wolfed
it, you fat cormorant?”’

““Oh, really, Cherry- 2

““Look here, Bunter, it’s oo thick,” said
Lord Mauleverer. “‘I've asked these chaps
to whack out that cake, and it’s gone. If
you had it——""

¢‘Oh, really, Mauly——""

“Bump him!” snorted Johnny Bull.
““Boot him!”

‘“‘Oh, really, Bull—""

Five fellows encircled Bunter. But Lord
Mauleverer interposed.

“‘Hold on! If Bunter had it we’ll scalp
him. But——">

““No ‘if” about it,” growled Johnny Bull.
““Of course he had it.” 3

“Well, I like that!” said Bunter indig-
nantly. “‘I think it’s pretty thick the way
fellows think of me at once if they miss any
tuck. As if I’d snoop a fellow’s cake! You
fellows might——""

““What?”’ yelled the Famous Five.

““You fellows might,”” said Bunter scorn-
fully. ““Not in my line, I hope. I never knew
Mauly had a cake—I certainly never saw
him taking it to his study after class.
I haven’t been anywhere near his study.
Making out that I’d snoop a fellow’s cake!
I call it insulting!”

*“‘Scrag him!”

“‘Burst him!” |

““‘Hold on,” said Lord Mauleverer again.
‘““Must do the fair thing. It looks like
Bunter, of course, but there’s no evid-
ence &

‘““He’s swallowed the evidence! It was
Bunter- & 1

““Yes! But even Bunter’s entitled to the
benefit of the doubt!” said Lord
Mauleverer, shaking his head. ““Can’t scrag
a fellow on suspicion.”

“‘I should jolly well think not,”” exclaimed
Bunter warinly. ‘‘Mauly can take my word,
can’t you, Mauly?”’

‘“No fear!”

““Why, you beast

‘‘But we’ve got to give him the benefit of
the doubt—if any,”” said Lord Mauleverer
decidedly. ‘‘Fair play’s a jewel. If we find
out that you snooped that cake, Bunter,
we’ll boot you all over Greyfriars. Come
on, you fellows—Ilet’s go down to the
tuck shop to tea.”

Billy Bunter grinned as Lord Mauleverer
and his flock went down the stairs. It was
all clear for Bunter!

OM DUTTON, about an hour later,
glanced up as the door of No. 7 Study

opened and Billy Bunter rolled in. Dutton
was at work at the study table, and did not
seem specially pleased to see his fat study-
mate. Neither was Bunter pleased to see
Tom in the study. Harry Wharton and Co.
had come in after tea at the tuck shop,
giving the fat Owl grim looks as they
passed him on the landing. Little cared
Bunter. By that time Bunter was getting
hungry again and thinking of the cake in
his study cupboard—little dreaming that
Skinner and his friends had already dis-
posed of it to the last crumb and the last
plum. He rolled into his study for pro-
vender and blinked rather irritably at the
deaf junior at the table. He did not want a
witness to his feast.

‘I say, Dutton, ain’t you going down?”’
he squeaked.

“‘Brown? Haven’t seen him,” answered
Dutton

Billy Bunter snorted and turned to the
study cupboard. The next moment he had
a startling shock, like that experienced by
Lord Mauleverer an hour before. He gazed
into the cupboard, hardly able to believe
his eyes or his spectacles, There was no
cake there—not the ghost of a cake!

A roar of wrath woke the echoes of
No. 7 Study.

‘““Where’s my cake?’’ The fat junior spun
round and glared at Tom Dutton, his very

(Continued on page 7)
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Splash Page, reporter,
and Jill Brent, his
assistant, were look-
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for the *‘‘Daily
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GOSH! HE'S BEEN AT IT ROUND )
THESE PARTS

AT WHAT, SHERIFF?

FERDY THE FIRERAISER ‘! GEE! WHAT'S HE | SEZ HERE HE'S GOT BIG FEET ) OK/ ; )
HE SETS HOLSES ANDBUSHES LIKE.SHERIF;‘ 2 it
ONFIREJUST FOR FUN !

S

AND A CURLY MOUSTACHE A LOOKOUT

FER HIM ¢

CURLY FEET AND A
BIGMQUSTACHE
~CAN'T MISS HIM !

L—r" sHuc«s'GUESS
THAT AIN'T HIM

CURLY FEET, BIG
MOUSTACHE, THIS CAN'T
BE FERDY, EITHER

)
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LL ALL
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HETTY, THE WILD GIRL OF THE HILLS, IS
CAUGHT BY DAKERS THE CROOK RANCHER
IN HIS RANCH-HOUSE . SHE BOLTS UPSTAIRS
AND THE CROOKS SNAP-SHOT SHATTERS
THE LAMP AND SETS FIRE TO THE HOUSE.

SHE HASN'T
7 SHOWN UP. 2 Y
HER HORSE IS STILL.)-
AROUND. SHE MUST\:
BE STILL INSIDE!
WHAT DO WE DO, NOW?

P

/ WE DON'T KNOW HOW
IT HAPPENED, BUCK. | SAW

el SHERMIGHITESSYs
JUMP FROM AN UPSTAIRS
WINDOW. BETTER GET £
OUTSIDE AND CATCH HER £
BEFORE SHE CAN ;
MAKE A GETAWAY.

1 RIDING AWAY - AND THAT'S ALL
S WE KNOW.

GET IT! THAT'S
HETTY YOUNG'S

THE FOOL GIRL'S RUN
UPSTAIRS. WITH THE
PLACE AFIRE SHE'LL
BE TOASTED.- LET'S { .
GET QUTTA HERE.

SHE MUSTN'T
GET AWAY. SHE
KNOWS 100 MUCH
ABOUT US !

BUT IN HER FLIGHT, HETTY TRIPS OVER
A RUG AND IS STUNNED. + o «

s o 0
T

DAKERS AND ANOTHER BIMBO &

P LEAVE HER ¥

7 THERE! weE
41" cot 10 cross

WE'LL 60 TO OUR HIDEOUT IN
THE HILLS AND PICK UP THE LOOT

WE'VE GOT CACHED THERE --

AND THEN -~ OVER THE BORDER !

] ﬁmv's BEEN
HERE. IF SHE'D

GOT AWAY HER
HORSE WOULDN'T
STILL BE HERE. IT'S
MY GUESS, SHE'S

| INSIDE THAT BLAZING
HOUSE! /VE GOT

TO-GET HER OUT” )

)
.
00 SO BRAWN FRAMED HETTY OVER
THAT ROBBERY. THANKS FOR THE INFO.
MEANWHILE, | { F'LL 6O GET DAKERS AND BRAWN-- AND
B:ACSK TJ;%? I'LL START AT DAKERS' RANCH !
v HIS ~ Xl !V
\  PRISONER- :
-CAPTURED
| DURING HIS
LAST BRUSH
X WITH THE
i DAKERS GANG-
-70 JAIL
AT ALKALI
CITY.
00
& "’); COME BACK, BUCK! \)
{ YOU'LL NEVER |,
‘a5 o MAKEIT! )
)y

CAN'T SEE HER
HERE. BETTER TRY

SOME OTHER PLACE./ )

& HECK! :

— ( THERE SHE IS! / Q="'

> Buck! :
YOU'VE GOT ME
AFTER ALL! BUT
] WON'T GO TO -
AIL - won'r/!

WE WERE ONLY |
JUST IN TIME, /&
HETTY. _

TAKE IT EASY, HETTY! YOU AIN'T
GOIN' TO JAIL. | KNOW YOU'RE INNOCENT.
BUT | NEED YOUR HELP IF I'M TO CORRAL
DAKERS AND BRAWN. WILL YOU HELP

ME, HETTY ?

HOW CAN HETTY HELP BUCK JONES? DON’T MISS NEXT WEEK’S “COMET.” (BUCK JONES ALSO APPEARS IN “COWBOY COMICS”)
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START NOW'! The Opening’Chapters of a Grand Yarn of By-gone Days

THE WHITE FOX

A Stirring Story of Mystery
and Adventure

by LEWIS JACKSON

e
S Q

A pony came charging down the road, a girl on its back—her hair streaming

in the wind!

THE HAUNT OF “THE FOX”

£5 HAT’S better. A lot better!”
With a sigh of content Jack Dean
pushed away the wooden platter and
sat back in his seat, draining his mug and
gazing around the old inn parlour.
Through the bay lattice window he could
see the broad expanse of the Bristol
Channel stretching away towards the
Welsh coast thirty-odd miles away and
contrasting bleakly with the cheerful glow
of the logs that blazed upon the hearth.

And there was something of the same
cheerful glow on the face of the inn-
keeper’s wife who came in from the
kitchen beyond.

““Did ’ee enjoy that, young master?”’ she
asked with a smile.

‘It was the best meal I’ve had for weeks,”’
Jack said.

Jack counted out some money from his
meagre store and the woman gathered it
up with the platter, lingering for a few
moments and eyeing her young customer
with a vague misgiving. He was slim and
tall but with a man’s breadth of shoulders

“and the sort of boy she would like to have
had for a son, herself, if she had been
blessed with children.

“I wouldn’t venture farther today if I
were you, young master,” she advised him
earnestly. ‘““Why not bide here and go on
tomorrow?”’

““But I'll still have the rest of the journey
to face if I leave it till the morning,” Jack
said with a grin. *‘“Why not today?”’

‘‘Because it’ll be nightfall afore you get
over the top,”” she said. “The country
beyond Porlock mayn’t be so main bad in
daylight but after dark it aren’t fit for man
nor beast, and if ’ee doubt what I be telling
‘ee you——""

She stopped short, glancing over her
shoulder as the sound of heavy feet came
from the stone floor of the kitchen beyond.

‘“There’s my man,” she said abruptly.

She went out quickly to where the inn-
keeper stood kicking the mud from his
boots on to the flags. He was a lean, surly
man with a gun under his arm which he
set down in a corner, throwing a hare and
some rabbits down on the table. His wife
closed the door behind her.

. “‘Who’s the stranger?’ he growled,
jerking his thumb.

““A young gentleman that’s walked over
from Dunster,”’ she said.

“He don’t look much like a gentleman
to me,”” Ben Greer grunted. ‘‘Looks more
like a tramp whose floundered into a bog.”’

““He’ve been in worse than a bog,” Mrs.
Greer said, picking up the hare and hang-
ing it from a hook in the beam. ‘‘He were
on a ship bound for Cardiff, he tells me,
that went ashore off the Hartland Race;
and him and one or two more got picked
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up by the Bideford lifeboat. Later on, a
coaster brought ’'un up Channel to
Bristol.”

““Then what’s he doing in these parts?”’

“‘He be on his way to the manor, over to
Fox Cleave. He says Squire Dean be his
uncle, Ben.”

““Squire Dean?’ The inn-keeper turned
and stared. ‘‘Squire aren’t got no nephew
as I ever heared tell of.”

*“Us don’t know all Squire’s business,
Ben,’* his wife said mildly. ‘‘There may be
relations he don’t tell about.”

In the brick-floored, sanded bar of the
inn, beyond the room where Jack had
enjoyed his meal and chatted to the land-
lady, an old man sat, one lean hand
cupped to his ear as he listened to the
conversation. Now he rose and hobbled
through into the parlour, grinning over at
Jack toothlessly. He drew up a stool,
lowering his cracked voice confidentially.

““Missus be right, young squire,” he said
almost in a whisper. ‘It aren’t safe for
nobody to go up over Porlock not after
dark. ‘The Fox’ be about.”

Jack smiled broadly. “‘But I'm not
scared of foxes, Grandfer.”

““This fox aren’t been seen round these
parts for a hundred years or more,” the old
man said. ““Now he be about again and
scaring the lights out o’ everyone. Aren’t
’ee ever heared of the Fox Rock?”’

Jack looked amused. “‘I’'m afraid not.
I’'m a stranger in Somerset, I’'m afraid, and
Devon, too. What is this Fox you talk
about. What does he do?”’

“‘Robs travellers on the Taunton Road.”

‘A highwayman, eh?”

“‘Aye!” The old man eyed Jack intently.
“‘But not no ornery highwayman, young
master. Not a crittur o’ flesh and blood, as
*ee might say, but such as no man ever
see’d avore or wants to see again by the
tellin’ of it. On a horse he be, right enough,
like a gentleman of the road should be, but
different. Zummat with the head of a fox
that do laugh and howl like a maniac, aye,
and that can also talk like a man if ’er be
in the moind to. That’s the sort o’ thing he
be, young master, as Squire hisself would
tell he, were the old man in a mood to taik,
which I doubt. A lone man, Squire Dean
be, young master—lone and embittered.””

‘‘But why embittered?”’ Jack asked.

The old man shrugged his bent shoulders.
Years ago, he explained, the squire had a
son whom he had pinned all his hopes on,
but the boy had turned out such a scamp
that the old man had thrown him out and
dared him ever to darken his doors again.
“‘But that be forgotten history,” the old
man muttered. “You listen to what I do
say and bide here till morning. It’ll be
safer for ’ee.”

Jack laughed and picked up his tattered

bundle, all he had left from the wreck.
“*A highwayman that is also a ghost, eh,
Grandfer?”’ he said. ‘I don’t believe in
ghosts or old wives’ tales, either. How far
is it to Fox Cleave?”

““‘Best part o’ twelve moile.”’

““Good,” said Jack cheerfully. ‘“Then I’ll
be there for supper.”

He swung out of the door with the old
man staring after him.

The Frightened Girl

JACK swung on along the lonely road, a
solitary figure in flie darkness. It had
been a stiff climb up the great hill that rose
from Porlock village to the moor and the
broken surface had become little more
than a track. Now, for two hours or more,
he had trudged on with a sou’-west wind
in his face, his eyes searching the road
ahead for a sight of the old, rambling house
which was his destination. -

What would be his reception there he
wondered. He had never yet seen the man
who was the squire of Fox Cleave, this
man who was his own father’s older
brother and whom, so his mother had once
told him, was descended from the Doones
of Exmoor. 4

There had been a quarrel, so she said,
and a bitter one, after which John Dean had
found his way to Cardigan, since when no
word ‘or message had passed between
them. That was twenty-odd years ago,
four years before Jack was born, and now,
because a strange fate had thrown him up
on the Devon coast and he was without
friends or money, this resolve had come to
seek the help of this uncle who, so far as
Jack was aware, did not even know of his
existence.

He strode on down a dip and up the rise
beyond. On his right, towering cliffs fell
ruggedly into the grey waters of the
Channel. On his left, an even bleaker
expanse of moor and boulder fell away into
a valley, where, on a distant ridge, a line
of rocks that looked like the creatures of a
nightmare were thrown into black shadow
by the rising moon.

At the top of the rise Jack paused and
his heart quickened. Half a mile ahead a
huge rock overhung the cliff, an enormous
boulder that stood out from its fellows
because it showed white in the moon and
because, from where he stood, it looked
exactly like a fox—some fox of monstrous
size that had been turned to stone as it
crouched on the cliff-top.

He stood there surveying it, remembering
the whispered words of the scared old man
at the inn. ‘‘Aren’t ’ee ever heared o’ the
Fox Rock?’ Jack smiled, hitching his
bundle over his shoulder. This must be the
rock he meant, and the deep fissure in the
cliff beyond it, the *‘Cleave’’ from which his
uncle’s house took its name. He gave a
grunt of relief. He meant that his long
tramp was nearly over.

Jack moved off the road, leaping on to a
flat boulder in the gorse. From here,
perhaps, he would be able to see Fox
Cleave Manor. Yes, there it was, perhaps—
those tall chimneys away to the left,
peeping from a clump of trees in the
hollow and . . .

He swung about and for an instant his
blood ran cold. From away across the
moor a strange cry had come, a howl that
was almost a shriek, like an animal in pain.
And then, almost before the weird echo of
the cry had died away, there came a sound
of such wild, mad laughter that it turned
his skin to goose-flesh. He thought again
of what that old, toothless villager had
told him at the inn.

Something else happened then and Jack
Dean held his breath. A clatter of flying
hoofs had come, thudding heavily upon the
road. And this was something real and
tangible. He could see it coming towards
him out of the darkness, a small horse,
charging blindly down the steep descent of
the road as an animal might that was
terror-stricken and stampeding. On its
back a figure crouched, hair streaming in
the wind, clinging for dear life. It looked
like a girl!

Jack went into action then. He vaulted

. for the road, and as horse and rider came

at him he leapt for the bridle, clinging
desperately until he brought the animal to
a standstill. :

It was a smallish horse, luckily—a tamed
pony, like those that ran wild upon the
moor. But it foamed at the mouth and its
eyes were wild with panic as it stood
trembling all over its shaggy body.

‘“Steady, boy!” he said soothingly,
patting its heavy mane.

The pony seemed too exhausted to bolt

again and Jack moved round, putting up
his hand to help its rider to the ground.
The girl whose hand he held was about his
own age, slender and pretty, with eyes as
dark and vivid as her hair. Her face was
white with rear.

“‘It was ‘The Fox’!”’ she whispered.

Jack forced a smile. He, too, was shaken
but he managed not to show it. She was
frightened enough already. ¢

““The Fox?’ he said calmly. ““Where?”’

‘“Back there,” she gasped, pointing. *‘It
was there, just off the road, where the path
runs down into the hollow. No—no!” she
cried in panic as Jack turned. “Don’t go!
Please.”

Jack looked back up the long ascent, his
eyes upon a patch of gorse which threw it
into deep shadow. He turned with a grin.

““Are you sure it wasn’t a sheep? 1 saw
some a short way back.”

““No. It was ‘The Fox.’ Tony saw it, too.”
She turned to stroke the pony, her hand
trembling. ‘‘Poor Tony! Animals know
better even than we do. That was why he
bolted,” she added unsteadily.

Jack stared back up the road but he
could see nothing.

“I've heard of this thing you call ‘The
Fox,” he said. ‘“An old man warned me
against it back in Porlock. What is it?”’

I wish I knew,” shé said, huskily.
““Sometimes I think it isn’t human, and
then s 2

She broke off, shrugging her shoulders.

Jack eyed her curiously. He felt she could
have said more if she’d wanted. She was
casting nervous glances this way and that.

‘‘Maybe, you suspect somebody,”” he
said, suddenly.

She started violently, but the next
moment her surprise had gone. She was
trying hard to conceal her true thoughts.

“Well—we all do!”’ she said. ‘‘Then,
again, we think the Fox isn’t human. We
don’t know what to think, really. And the
Squire. . . .”

Once again her voice tailed away to
silence as if she realised she was saying
too much to a stranger.

‘““What has the Squire to do with it?’
asked Jack.

She drew away from him. ‘““Who are
you?”’ she asked, thickly.

““The Squire’s nephew,”” said Jack. “I’m
on my way to him, now—although he
doesn’t know it.”

‘‘“Maybe the Squire knows nothing about
the Fox,” she said. “‘It’s only what people
say. Nobody really knows.”’

““Daes the Fox come from the Squire’s
house?””

*“I—I don’t know. Nobody knows. It’s—
where are you going?”’

““Back to see for myself. I’d rather like to
look at it,” Jack said firmly. “I’'m not
afraid. Why should 1 be?” °

“‘But you don’t understand. I am afraid.
Everyone is afraid. I—I can’t stay here by
myself. [ dare not.” .

Jack smiled again reassuringly. She did
not look like a girl who would panic easily.

“All right,”’ he said. “We’ll both go.
Wait while I tie up the pony.”

He led the pony off the road, making it
fast to a stunted tree. His smile as he
rejoined her steadied her a lot.

““Now,” he said, ‘‘you can hold my hand
if you like. If there’s a ghost, we'll lay it.”

She took his hand and held it tightly as
they moved back up the road. It was as if
they had been friends for years. Then, the
next instant, she jerked on his arm.

““‘Look!” she whispered, and as he
stared—‘‘No, not that way. Down there—
in the valley.”

Jack did not speak. He stood suddenly
rigid and his grip almost crushed the girl's
cold hand. Beyond a second gorse clump,
down in the hollow, a path of moonlight
lay across the broken track. And now; out of
the cover of the bushes, full into the light,
he saw a black horse move quickly, first at
a trot, then a canter that became a gallop.

But it was not on the horse that Jack
Dean’s eyes were riveted, but on the figure
of the rider. And he could not believe his
eyes. It was the figure and body of a man
he saw, but a man with—the head of a fox.
A white fox, like the rock on the cliff; the
figure of a man so shrouded in black that
he seemed to be one with the horse, and
the white, ghostly head to be just floating
above him. And as the horse tore on
madly, that wild howl echoed again along
the valley followed by a shriek of crazy
laughter.

What strange mystery is this that Jack has
stumbled on? Is it connected with his uncle
at Fox Cleave? Who is the girl? Don’t miss
this gripping story in next week’s COMET!
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DON AND MAI-MAI ARE TAKING A TERRIBLE RISK! DON’T MISS THEIR EXPLOITS IN NEXT WEEK’S “COMET”

WAS IT BUNTER?

(Continued from page 2)

spectacles gleaming with wrath. “‘Dutton!
Look here, Dutton, where’s my cake?”

Bunter was a great raider of tuck. But
to be raided himself was quite intolerable.
It roused his deepest indignation

“‘Look here, Dutton,”” hooted Bunter,
“‘what have you done with my cake?
You've been in the study—nobody else has.
Where’s my cake?”’ :

Dutton looked up again.

‘‘Eh? What?”

‘““Where’s my cake?” Bunter (fairly
roared. ‘‘Cake, you ass! I left half a cake in
the cupboard here an hour ago, and it’s
gone. Have you had it? My cake!”

Tom Dutton heard this time! So, rather
unfortunately for Bunter, did five or six’
fellows in the Remove passage!

The door of No. 7 Study was hurled open
from outside.

‘“Oh!” gasped Bunter. He realised,
rather too late, that talking to Tom Dutton
was talking to everybody within twenty
yards! “‘I—I say, you fellows—oh, crikey!”

‘“‘Bag him!” roared Bob Cherry. ““So
you left half a cake in your cupboard an
hour ago, did you, you fat villain?”’

“By gad! It was Bunter after all! Bag
him!” exclaimed Lord Mauleverer.

““Collar him!”

““Boot him!”’

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I never—I
wasn’t—I hadn’t—TI didn’t—I say—yarooh
—oh, crikey—help—yoo0-hooooooop!”

Billy Bunter never knew what had |
become of the missing cake. But he knew
what happened to him for the raiding
thereof. Only too well Bunter knew that.
Having himself answered the question,
““Was it Bunter?’ there was no more
doubt and no more benefit for the grub
raider of the Remove. It was a dismal,
doleful and dilapidated Bunter that was
left spluttering on the study carpet.
week !

More laughs with Bunter next

Don’t miss them!
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