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OUR BUMPER NUMBEER !

This jssue of the Maoxer LiBRARY is
entitled,, from every point of view, to be
considered a roal Bumper Number., In
addition -to whe oxtrafine school story
from the pen of famous Frank Iichards,
and to the grand new and specially-
illusbrated serinl story, I sm  giving
away to every reader, FREE, a:z you
seo, tha first part of a

GRAND PRESENTATION BOOK,

containing dozens of beautifal photo-
gravure portraits of your

FAVOURITE CINEMA STARS.

Now, this book, when compleied,
will be a unique and beantiful produc-
tion, well worih keeping. Tt behoves
every reader, thereiorve, to be quite sure
of metting each part as it appears. This
will cost LRI nothing, as the L ETHE
ing parts will be riven free with the next
three issues of the Macxzr Linrany.
Look out, therefore, for next Monday's

BUMPER FREE GIFT NUMBER

of your favourile paper.  Tlesides the
Precentation Book, next Monday's issue
will conlain a very special, long, com-
plete story, entitled,

“WINGATE'S SACRIFICE !
By Frank Riehards,

and also a srand, extra-longr instalment
of popular Yictor Nelson's magmficent
new serial,

“MARCUS THE BRAVE!™

which will thrill avery heart.

To this must be added another
splendid set of funny * Charlie Chaplhn ”
pictures on page 19,

Thia fine programome is completed by a2

[}H.rta'cniurl:,r interesting hoalith artiela,
another set of puszle pictures 1n connee-
tten  with our g:ram:] new “M_'Lssmg
Letters ¥ Clompetition, and, lastly, by
Ly owi Listle * Chat,”™ for which I Em-]'lﬁ
to find an odd corner.  Altogether, nexi
Monday's MacxeT will be something to
look forward to. There will ba a rush
for it, I “warn vou, szo regular readers
should make sure in advance that their

copies will be reserved for them at their

newsagsenls, :

i Tt

FRANK RICHARDS.

It i= only possible to take a fey lines
from a magnificent lpiter (o -hand from
Colchester, written by a gentleman who
understands  “just  a  little "—which
means preity well eversthing—of the
subject he tackles so skilfully. “The ex-
ceptional merit of Frank Richaeds,” says
my correspopdent, “lies in his imagina-
tion. HMe 15 fresh, versatile, original, and
never fwiling. He shows the high
Hughy School code of honour in matters
of theft and lying and selfishness and
petty tyranny., Then his stories mdicate
a fine, pentlemanly, chivalrous treat.
ment of the English schoolgicl™ My
vorrespondent talla me that Mr. Fran
Richards 15 carrying on ithe grand tradi-
tion of “Tom Brown's Schooldays.™
Sincera ihankz fo the writer. Frank
Richards has Leen writing school yarns
for many years, and the popularity of his
work continues to increase. He has the
algiosphers of the Common-room and the
pltvground, and he doss understand
echoolboys, which llle circumszlances
account for his triumph.

A SUGGESTION.

Among the many idens which are
showered in upon me iz one concerning a
redl country story, a yarn dealing with
a far-away village, where life seems Lo

jog along uneventiully, but *.1._]:?51_‘1:5, all
the sume, 5 chock-full of excitement.
I"he notion 15 worth considering, for it i3
nab so much the actual happenings of a
tale that matter as the stvle in which
gaid oceurrences are related. There might
be a village green, likewize a mad bull,
alsop an inventor who did risky things in
the old house hidden’ by treces, where
the zejentizt had his laboratery, and tha
place might pet blown up. ¥You never

know! 1 shall think the matler over.
What do iy chums think?
RUSSIA.

We hear more about RNusaa these days
than aver befuore. but it iz to be hopad
ere long we shall ger zomething cheery
concerning the great people up north.
Russia looks fascinating as the {rawn
glides on from the Germian frontier, the
green and many-coloured roofs giving
animation fo the seenc. Kusaia hos a
wontderful chmate, with a hurry-up sork
of summer which, in a few short months,
brings forth™ marvellous vegetation.
Fussia has zent many «Jancers and public
entertainers to this country, but there
was always o welcome for our funny
men, and a British visitor to a Petrograd
cirens heard the clown sing out to his
colleague as the two swung into ile
arena, " Come on, Jack! Lel's show 'em
how te do it!" Unkhl recent vears Ruossia
was the land of some of the most pic.
turesque fostivals imaginable. The Pro-
fessional Fussian daneer ono secs in Lhis
country represents an art at which his
counttrymen have always excelled

Upef

NOT THE WAY To BEEHIVE!

Manma Bee: " Willie, why are you
stinging that poor hittle boy!”

Willie Bee: “I'm only huving a game
of touch with him, ma.”

ILLUSTRATED TERMS (No, 2.)

* Foverty ” Slricken.

WELL IN THE 50UP!

Lodear: *3Madam, I have found six-
petce Womy soup.”

Landlady: “Oh, that's all right! A

E:tlﬁ i change’ in your diet, you
RO
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THE SCHOOLBOY !

| CINEMA

STARS!
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A  Magnificent, Long, Complete
Schoel Tale, dealing with the Adven.
tures of Harry Wharton & Co. of
Greyfriars, Specially writion for
this issue of THE MAGNET.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Mr. Hunker Blows in!?

i AY, Bub!™
Billy Bunter jumped.
He jwinped, partly  becanss
he fvaz startled by that pecu-
dar mode of address, and partly be-
catize he was poked in the ribs by the
cind of o malaces-cane,
The fat junior was loafing in  the
aquadrengle at Greyfriars, with his hands

i his pockets, and o gloomy frown
upon his brow. As often happeued
with Billy Bunter, his fAnancial re-

sonreey wers at'a low ebb, and, as if
by tuntalise hin. M, Mimble had o
vew stock of tarts in at the scheol-shop.
Bunter had made a round of the Le-
move and the Fourth in search of o
Loan, without meeting with any sue-
vess, and he was loafing dismally in the
guad, reflecting upon tho emptiness of
existence, when ha was startled by the
malacen-cane  and  *8ay, Bub!"—the
former wiclded by a by hand, the
Intter utiered in & powerful voice wilh
& strong, nasal twang.

Bunter spun rmmcﬁ

0w he ejpealated.
asg !

“Hay?"

“Yharrer you poking me for?"” de-
manded DBunter indignantly, glaring at
the stranger through his big spectacles.

The stranger glared at him in return,

Ile seemed keenly interested in
Tunter.

Ile was rather a remarkablelooking
gentleman, onite 2 new kind of visitor
for tha old schoel.

He was tall, and he was rather bony.
Tlis face was long and narrow. the
poitted chin adorned by o gontes-beard.
He wore a  waisteaat that rivalled
Joseph's celebrated eoat in variely of
striking  hies. Fliz . hair, which was
rather long. and eurly and  oily, was
surmounted by o veryshigh hat.  Across
hiz gorgeons waistoont was a  watch-
chain that lonked like n gold cable. Tis
irousers were grev, with red and bloe
stripes i thew, and his bonts were
fun, with a mast argressive ghitler.

Paumber furly  blinked at him.

Buch o gorgeons and striking visifor
had certainly never dropped inte Lhe
el guadeangle of Greylrarvs before, and

Y¥on slle

he looked queerly out of place among
the grey obld butldings and the vener-
ubla trees,

“Taop noteh!™
gtaring at Bunter,

“Ara you speaking to me?” hooted

Bunter.

“0K.!" said the siranger enthusi-
astically. “The very thing—the genu-
ine goods. by hokexr! I guess I'vo
ccme to the right shop! What's your
name? [ suppose you've got a name

“My name’s Buoler ! growled the
Owl of the Remove. “What's yours?”™

The stranger smiled.

“Uvrong Hunker!™ he said genially.
“1I caleulate youw've hoard the name?™

Bunter sniffed.

Ile was not pleased by Mr. Hunker's
aspect, nor by his manner, and, above
all, he was not pleazed by the jab he
had received in his fat ribs.

“ XNever heard it in my life,” he said.
“Js it & name?"

“Turn round!"™ said Mr. Ilunlker.

“What ™

“Turn round!”

“What for?" snorted Buntor

“T guess T want to lonk you all over,"

ha ejaculated, still

soid Mr. Hunker. “You're the thing
o — Y E—
e—
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I'va bheen lacking for for dogs’ agen
Torn round slowly.™
“Look here—— Yarooonh !™ roarcd

Bunter, as the malacea-cane jabbed hiw
in the rths again.

He spun rounid.

Mr, Hunker had a commanding air,
and ha was evidently accustomed 1e
being obeyad. 1le enforesd his com
mands with the malacea-canea,

“Top-noteh 1 repeated Mr. Hunber
enthusiastically. *“ Bunker—did yon zay
your name was Bunker—"

“Bunter ' snorted the fat junior.

“Yep—FPunter! QCood! Bunter, J
want you.”

“You can want!" snaffed " Bunter.

“By hokey! I pguess vou're a school
!:H:I‘]’ hyer **

‘Of conrse I am.”

“"You're wasted hver," said Me
Hunker. "Why, you were barn for
film, WNalure planned you specially fvs
film. You've been designed by MNabure
to zet the auditorium ig & roar. Caich
on

iL Eh‘?l?

“"¥ou're worth your weight in greon
backs to a producer,” eaid Mr. Hunker.
“And I guess your weight 15 something
tidy. Why, when I pet vour on n:y
flms, CHarlia Chaplin will have to taks
a back szeat. ITe will huve to hide his
diminished head, sir, when you gei
bhefora the public.  You're the funniest
thing poing!”

“You checky ass!™ roared Bunter
indignantls. “YWhat the thunder do
you mean !

Mr. Hunker tapped him on the head
with his cane.

“You'ra my goods!™ he said
“You're the article! I'm going Io
speak to your headmasier specially about
wou! I guess I'll kidoap you if T can't
got you any other way, I never saw
anything zo funny! You're a scream,
tir! You'ra o real shriek ™

Nilly Bunter could not really be ox-
pected to be pleased by theso compli-
mmentary remarks,

He had a firm lLoelief that ha  was
rather a distingoished-looking  fellow- -
stately, and all that

To be told that he looked a "reul
shrick ¥ waz not flaticring. ;
Bunter drew Jmscll up o hiz ful

Hye Aaeser Liarspv.—DNNa. &60,
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heighl—which put his eap on a level
with Mr. Hunker's tpewmendous watch-
chain—and siared at the visitor fthrough
his spectacles.

It was a crushing look.

It started at Mr. Hunker's long, sharp
nose;  and  travelled down to My,
Hurnker's gleaming boots.

From the boots the crushing glance
travelled uwp mgaim to Mr. Hunker's

Ip nose,

This was what Bunter.called looking a
fullow up and down, and he believed
that the effect was withering.

But it did not wither Mr. Hunker,

That gentleman regarded him with
surprise at first, then with growing ad-

miration, and when Bunter had finished.

leaking him up and down Mr. Hunker
cjaculzted with great enthusiasm

Y Do that apzin 1Y

“Whe-a-at 7 stutiered Bunier.

“Da it again! [t's tiptop! Do that
on tha fAlm, and T fuecss the aodiornoe
will have to bo carried out in hiysteries.”

" ¥ou —you— vou—" stuftered
DBuunter,

Evidently Mpr. IIunker was not
withlﬂmd.
_"I-guess P'm bagging you,” sand Mr
Hunker. “You're the real goods.

Charlie Chaplin 1z a goosa {o you.
You're it! I guess vou're coming to my
cinenra-zchool, if I have to yank you
along by tha short hairs!™

“*Cinema-school ! repeated Bunier.

“Bure!  Where's yvour headmaster's
office: in this shebang?®” asked Mr.
lIuntar, looking round., *'1 puess I'm
hyer 1o see Dr. locke. 'Take me to
him, ™

FEI_"_._ﬂ

“(Get a move onl!’

TFhe order was enforced by  another
iab, of the canae, and Bunter yeiped, and
led the way.

In guite & dazed state, he showaed tha
Amoriean gentleman to D, Locke’a
study in the School House.

And when Mr. Hunker was shot up
with the Head of Groyfriars, Billy
Bunter! fecling oxtremely curious on the
subjoct of hia visit, lingered for =omae
fime by the kevhole, in ofder to obiain
further information on the suhject,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes o Bargain !

o SAY, you fellows!™

“ Nothing doing 1" said Harry
Wharton.

. "But I spy—r-*"

“ My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry,
“you've fried ws all already, amd we
didn’t pan gnt. We're not going to
pan out now. Seoof !

“If - you think I've come to borrow
(Va0 of you—"

“Tha thinkfulness s
erteemad Bunter !
Jamaet Ham Singh.

“Well, I haven't!” hooted Bunter.

“Fan me, szomebody!" =aid Frank
Nugant.

“'vo come to do you fellows a good
turn 1 said Bunier, with an aungry blink
at the five juniors in Study Ne. 1 in the
RKomove passn

“"You're going to offar to laok after
onr tin for ua?” asked Johnuny Bull

an' hﬂ., hig 1

“ No!” roared Bunter.

“Well, what's ihe game, Buntyi”
asked Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Pm goimg te pubk yvou fellows on 2
good thing,” zaid Bunter mmpressively,
“Haow would you chape like to act for
the flma?

KL E?atﬁl,,l

i li":.' -?
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terrific, my
mwurmured Hurres

SfAcl for ihe films,” said Bunter, grin-
nlliﬁ_“‘ﬂ_h satisfaction at the Impression
ha had made.

“Wandering in your mind?”? asked

-Bob Cherry.

" A friend of mine, a well-known
American producer, would be willing to
take you on &l a word from me,” said
Bunter.

1] ﬁ“ !!.“

“I .dare say you've heard of Cyrus
Hunker——"

* Never I

“Whera were wou brought wup?”
sneered Dunter scornfully.. * The nema'd
joily well known in the cinema world, I
can tell you.™
¥ Wall, wo don’t live in the cinemao
workd,” said Wharton. “¥You don't,
either, for that matter. You don't know
any producers, ™

“1 ha
answered the .fat junior loftily,
coiné {o Greviriars to see me.™

“Cammon [

“He wants to engape me to act for
the films."”

“Pile it on ™

“It's true, wvou silly asses] And if I
2ay the word he'll ta{a- you foilows on,
toe. How'd you like o month or so awny
from Greylriave; living like fighting-
cocks at Hawthorne Park——"

“Where and what's
Park®"

“That's Hunker's place, where his
cinene school 13. He trains film actors,

ou know, and takes pictures for films.

e's been to Cliff House alréeady, and
engaged some of the pirls for schoolgirl

arts. They'll be here—3Marjorie and

lara and Barbara, you know.”

“Rats!"”

“Now -he's here,” said Bunter, “shall
I put 1n a word for you? If would be
# nobby change for you—what?”

“0h, we'd like it no end " said Harry

£ H‘a’ﬂ

Hawthorns

| Wharton, langhing. *“ But as you're only

gammanmg——"

“Honest Injun ! said Bunter,

13

I:II:"E"'G.“
pay me a small fea——
“What?"
"Bay five bob each, and T'll pet you an
ongagement for Hunker's cinema
Iz if & go?”
The If‘ammm Five of the Remove stared
at Bunter and at one another.
Tha fat jumor seemed to be in earnast,
but lis tale was even more incredible

than wsnal. They had never heard of

L Cyrus Hunker before, and they were

blissfully ignorvant of the fact that Bunter
had ohtained axtensive information with
hia fat aar to the hendmaster’s kevhole.

“Let’'s make a bargain,” said Bunter,
in a businesslike manner. ' You'd like
a few weeks at Hawthorne Park,
wouldn't you?”

HWer aaz! Boabe—m"

“Weall, 1'1] speak to Hunker. Now, if
Hunker sngages vou to ack, and the
Hend cowsents, you'll go, and in that cose
;.'.!:’-‘;u’ pay me my fee. That's fair, isn't
iy

“Fair as & die!” smid Bob Chervy.
I!H“t__ill

“But you're pulling our

lag,  vou

gammoning owl!” said Joheny Bull.

suspiciously.

“Honest Injurr, T Lell you I

“Wour Injun i=n’t over honest,”™ said
Bob Cherry, shaking his head. ""But
we'll make a bargain with you, Bunter.
If you'ra telling the fruth, and we're
taken on in a cinema school, we'tl stand
you your giddy fee. If nol, we'll give
you the r'!ng_’gin;}r of your hfe”

“ Hear, hear !

“The hearfulness is torrific ¥

Te the surprise of the chums of the
Remove Willam George Bunter nodded
aszent ab ance.

*Done!” he said,

o,

to know Cyrus I-Iunl-mr.,"]

“{h, vou agree to that?” exclaimed
Johnny Bull.

“On condition that you offer your
services, of course,” sajd Bunter.

0N, yey 1M

“Then it’s a gol”

Billy Bunter rolled oul of the siudy,
completely satished. The chume of the
Remove exchanged glances.

“There can't be anything in it
Nugeni.

“ Blessed if I know!” confossed Whar-
“* If Bunter's gammoning, he knowa
he's let in for a ragging.””

“Which he'll ]ﬂﬁj‘ well pel!™ said
Bob.

" Yes, Tather.™

Hurree Jamse: Ram Singh remarked
that the ratherfulness was terrifc. And
there was no doubt apon that point.

Harry Wharton & Co, left the siudy,
and the sound of voices in No. 7 fell
upan thelr ears.

“I tell you it's so, Peter Tadd. I can
use my inHuence with Hunker, and you'll
geb a chance in the cinemna school.  As
vou're my pal, T'll charge vou ouly five
shallings.

“Hallo, halle, halle! Bunter's still
going it!"” remarked Bobr Cherry. =

“Thore must be something in i£!" said
Harey, wrinkling his brow in perﬁ!uxlty.c
“Blessed if I underatand it, though !

A litile lgter, in the quadrangle, tha
Famous Five came upon Billy Bunter
again, IHe was addréssing Temple,
abney & Co. of the Fourth.

“Hain; my influence with Hunker, 1
can——'

That was what the Co. heard as they

ssed. FEvidently the Owl of ths

MOve Wi still'gm':g,' it.

Harry Wharton & Co. had gone down
to Litila Side to punt a ball about before
tea, when they wers hailed by Wingato
of the Sixth.

“Indoors, vou kids!" ealled ouwt the
captain of Greyiriars.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's on?”
called back Bob Cherry.

Wingate sheck his head.

“T don't know ; but all the school’s to
maaelzprhle in. Hall!™ he answered, * Buck
up 1™

“'Well, my hat!" sjaculated Bab.

The Famons Five mada Ltheir way
towards the Bchool Housa in a ataléd of
considerable surprise. A crowd of fellows
were going in, among them William
Georga Runter. The fat junior- gave
tha chums of the Remove a grin and a
wink.

“Five bob each, you know,” he said.

“I we get taken on for the film
school, vou ass!" said Wharton.

“%¥as, that's so."

L1 Ri‘lt"__‘”

“ Now, then, get into Hall, von fags™
called out l.oder of the Bixth gruffy.
“ Don't hang ahout thera!”

“Bow-wow " answered Bob Cherry
cheerfully.

And he dodged into Hall as the bully
of the Sixth mades a dive at him.

said

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Startling Announcement !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. tonk
H their places in the ranks of the
Remaove,

vOLes.

Tt was understand that the school was
assembled o be addressed by the Head.
Mut on what tapic nobody secined to
krow.

Squilf of the Remove inquired politely
afl Caker of the Fifth whether it wps
a flopging, with Coker as the sufferer. a
guestion {0 which Horoeo Coker replied
naly with 2 snort.

amid a4 marmur  of
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The camera-man ground on ai
inform them how Ioothall was

his machine, taking a remarkable serles of pich:r'u to delight the American and
in the Old Couniry. But If seemed preity clear that a publie that {lapmdgm

on Mr.

Hunker for fnformatlon would be led up a side-street—as Mr. Hunker himselt would have expressed it. (See Chapter 7.) |

Billy Bunter was grinning the grin of
a fellow who knew. something ;  but
everybody else seemed to be in the dark.

Bunter would have been in the dark,
too, as a madter of fact, but for his pro-
pensity towards keyholea.

* Hallo, halle, hullo! Here comes his
nibs ! murinured Bob Cherry. And
thera was a hush a3 the Head entered
the Hall by the upper door.

Dr. Locke did not come alone.

He was dccompanied by a tall
man In a gorgeous walstcoat.
ithan Cyrus Hunker, of
fame as a film-producer.

Beside the quiet old Head Mr. Hunker

looked like somma tremendous tropical
flower in full bloom.

*Who on carth’s that merchant?” mur-
mured Johnny Bull

“Thut's Hunker,” said the Owl of the
Hemove. * My friend the film-producer,
you know, ©

“What the thaumn is a film-producer
doing at Greyfriars?” said Vernon-8mith
of the Remoave, n puf}:ﬂg:itj'.

" Wea'll sann see!™ yemarked Wharton.

The prefects called for mlence, and My,
Quelch glavced severely ut the. Remove,
and there was a hush again. Then the
Head spoke. His voree was listencd to
with Leen intevesi by all Grexfriars,
from the head of tha Sixth dowp to the
amiallest fug in the Becond Form.

First of all, he presented Mr. Cyrns
Hunker, o genftloman woll known on
both side: of the Atlantic, and whose
object in wvisiting Groyfriars was ap-
proved by the august governing board
of that ancient scholastic foundation.

ntlae-
Mo othor
franaatlantic

" lms with school seenes, and he

“I suppose we ought to cheer here.”
murmurad Boh Cherry.

“ Shurrap 1"

““Hata! Let's give hun a cheer”

“You ass—""

“Hurrah !" roared Bob,

S Bilenea!” shouted Loder of
Sixth.

“Bilence!” rapped out the Bemove-
master.

The Head continued:

“My bovs, Mr. Hunker i3 here to
make n proposition which will, doubt.
less, seem a little starthng to some of
you. His plan has the uﬁpmval of the
governera. I may say that it has my
approval alse."

“roed 17 interjected Mr. Hunker.

“ Alr. Hunker 13 a film producer,” con-
tinwed the Head. “Heo has a cinems
achool on the enast, at some distance
from Greyfviars, colled Hawthorne Park,
At thiy school blm-actors ave trained,
Mr. Hunker desires to produce some
has ra-
quested me to allow a number of Grey-
[riaﬁ]bc;yg. to volunteer theiv services,”

ORI

The Greyfrtars fellows began to un-
derstand,

“1 see mno veason o vefuse  this
veuest,” continued the Head., ™ Any
boy presend is ot liberly to volunicer his

the

aerviees; bub, of couge, o very earefuol

selpetion 1151']1 -be made. The Fﬂrn}-
masters will be consulicd, and their
approval  securcd, before any boy s

allowed fo go. Voluntesrs will be taken
to Hawthorne Park, whera there i
ample aceommodation of every kind, A
master will be sent with the party, ao

that the wsual studies will not be entirelv
neglected.  Mr, Honker requires abéut
fifty boys, and velanteers may give their
names to their Form-masters,'

“ My hat!"

““Hurrah !

There was no doubt that there would
be plenty of volunteers.

The Heed spoke a few more words,
and retired with Mr. Hunker. Thea
there was a rush of fellows o give in
their names.

It was, os Bob Cherry remarked, na
end of a gorgeous idem, and the only
drvwback was  that a2 master woulid
accompany the parvty, and there wounld
be ““business a3 ususl.”

But the prospect of putting up for an
mdefinite time at Hawthorne Park, and
acting for the films, was irresistibly
attractive, and at least hall the Grex-
friars fellows volunteered on the spoi.

There was quite an execiling scene in
Hall, with fellows crowding up on ail
sides, aml the Form-masters husily
tuking down the names. My Quele
found that he bad to take down every
name in the Remove, with the exception
of Lord Mauleverer., His lordalip was
not disposed {o exert hinself as & cimemn
actor; but everybody else was eager, As
My, Hunker required only ity volun-
teera, 1t was evident that there would
have to be un process of selection and
weeding out.

The Famous Five of the Remaove were
among tho firat to gei their nates taken,
and thoy left Big Hall, and rotired o
Saudy No. 1 to tes, to discuss their
new proapects. Billy Buntor leoked in a

Tre Macusr Lisnary.~No. 660.
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lr.'ﬁw minates later, with a grin on lus fat
ace, |

* Al serene-—whal®™ he said,

“ Right as vain,” said Harry Wharton.
“Wea shall go, I expect. We're n
Quelchy's good books at present. 1
don’l suppose you'll be let off from
school, though, you slacker!”

Bunter chuckled.

“My pame's Jowe"” he said, “and
Huuker has asked Specially for me. He
told we he w:lnf-cdl me very specially,
Y zhall do the here parls, you know—
melodiamatic bits that require a chap
with o Bue figure and a—a commanding
prosence.

“Ha, ha, ha |

** Blessed- if I see anything to cackle
at! DBut, to come dowp to business, yon
owa me five bob each.”

il “Thﬂt?”

“You haven't forgolten our bargain,

I suppese?” gaid Billy -Bunter sar-
sastical Iy.
The Famous Five stared at him.

* You dide't ged us tho jab, did you?"
dermauded Bob Cherry.

“* Oh. really, Cherry—""

“You fat fraud ™

*1 say, you fellows, you know what
the bargain was; you're to pay my fee
if you're tekeit on to go to Hawihome
Park and act for the films. That was
the agreement.”

Y Ye-e5; but we thought—"

“We—weo thought—="

RBuuter aniffed.

** Never mind what you thought,” he
zxid briskly. *'That's what you agreed
on, and I'm holding you to it. Five bob
vach [

“You spoofing porpoise,” roared
Johnuy Bull, “ you've taken us inl!”

“Oh, really, Bull-—"

“ ¥ou knew that Hunker was going fo
ask for volunteera ™

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"'

“ Listening at some keyhole, I
posa " snorted Bob Cherry.
hnew what was going to be said in [
and you cante here and spoofed us ™

*Qh, really, Cherry——""

“The estaemed Bunter iz a rascally
and admivable spocfer,” remarked
Hurree Jumset Ram Singh., “He has
vaught us napfully; but o bargain is a
bargain, and 1f we are {aken ou by the
elegant and ridiculous Hunker, we are
bowund to pay Bunter hig esteemed fee.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's so; but——""

“ Just what I say,” said Bunter. * Pay
up and loek pleasant, He, he, ha!”

“Wea'll pay up when it's settled that

we're going to Hauwthome Parvk,” said
the captain of the Renlove. ™ Your ean
wait, till then for the money., But you
neadn’t wait for the rest; youw're poing
to have the FAgEING nowW for spooling us,
you fat rotler!’
- *Oh, really-——- I say you, fellows—
Yaroocoh!™  roared DBunter, a3 the
Famous Five laid violent hands upon his
podgy person,

Bump, bump, bump!

William George Bunler was sirewn
atong the Remove passage, and the door
of Study Me. 1 slammed on him ; and for
a good five minutes aficrwards the voice
of William George was heard wnised in
lament, and his voice was ke unto the
voive of the Bull of Bashan,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

On th® Road.

E'RE off I”
of spivifa.

“Hurrah !
it

There was sometlhing hke uwproar at
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sup-
" You 'uﬁt

* Hip-pip ! rodarved Dab
hevry, 1 great exuberance

Greylrinrs School 45 the specially selected
pacty started.

Not everybody who volunteered was
ahble to go. Fellows who had slacked at
lessons found they couldn’t ba spared.
‘Their Formi-masters had the casting vote,

The Famous Five were high up in the
Remove, and they had permission, as o

matter of cowrse, Peter Todd and
Vernon Smith and Tom Brown, Squiff
and Mark Linley, Penfold and Tom Rad-

wing, and a erowd of other Removites
went with them. Billy Bunter would
ceriainly have been refused permission
but for the special roquest of Mr
Hunker. Cyrus Hunker was determined
en the Owl of the Remove, though not
for * hero parts,” asz the fat junjor would
have madé. his Form-fellows believe,
Buunter was not wanted to play the dash-
mg cowboy, or the heroic gentleman in
khaki, as he averred; ha was wanted to
vival the celebrated Charlie 83 a funny
artile, for which, according to Cyrus
Hunker, Nuature had designed i,
Bunter was not pleased at being re-
garded as a ‘‘real shriek,” but he was
glad to go on any terms. And he went.

There waa a crowd of the Fourth, too—
the elegant Ceeil Regipald Temple, and
Dabney, and Fry, and some more, And
Hobsen came with a crowd of the Shell,
There were six or seven of the Fifth,
including the great Coker and his chums
Potter and Greene. . And some of the
high-and-unghty Bixth had volunteered,
Mr, Hunker wanted some of the g
seniors, and they were guite ready to
oblige. Wingate, the captain of Grey-
friavs, came, with Loder, and Gwynne,
‘and some others,

Mr. Hunker did the thing in style,
There was no catching of miserable local
traing for his recruits, A gigankic motor-
omnibus cutled at Greyfriars for them.

The motor-bus was to carry them
direct from the school to Hawthorne
Park, and it was soon crowded with the
recruits and their bags and baggage.

The Removites crowded to the top]

early, leaving the inside places 1o their
elders, Raob Cherry had provided him-
self with & bugle, and Johnny Bull had
his coneertina, and there was a liberal
allowance of mouth-organs and tin
whistles.  Apparently, the journey was
to be made with usical honours.
Envious eyes watched the biz motor-'bus
as it rolled away from the gotes of Grey-
friars., My, Queleh, the master selected
by the Head to accompany the parly, sat
inside with' the Sixth-Formors and the
Fifth, in great state. 'The Remove-
mazter was serious and solemn, as usual ;
but everybody else was in a state of high
hilarity. Even Loder of the Sixth was
seen lo smile in & genial way, and the
greal Coker unbent and was playful.

“Off ! Huorrah!"

“Hip-pip 1"

With a roar and a growl, the g
motor-"bus gol under way, and rolled off,
on the Courtficld road, and the fellows
left behind gave the recruits o cheer as
they started.

“Ta-ta-ra-ra-rava ! rang Bob Cherry's
bugle joyfully, and the whole orchestra
joined in.

The din was, va Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh justly vemarked, tevrifie.

As they volled through Couriheld Hijfll
Street all eyes were tumed on  tho
mator-"bus, and the musicians on the roof
put on an extra flourish.

A head popped up the ladder at the
back of the "bua,

“Boys!?
“Hallo, halle. hallo! COh, #'s
Cuclchy! Yes, mr!”

*Not so much noise, pleaset”

“ Don’t yvon care [or s, siet” asked
Bob muacently.

“Cortammly T do Cherry; bat T do notb
care for a tuneless, discordont noige '™
snapped the Remove-master,

And the head dma[ppu:aw:d.

Amd there was stlence on top of .Lthe
‘bus for nearvly & minute,

Then the muzical honours set in again,
and this time My, Quelch resigned him-
seli to his fate and held hig peace.

“Halla, halle, hallo!” roarcd Bob
Cherry suddenly.  ** There's the CHff
House log!™

Through Courtlield, the wmotoy-‘bus
volled oul an the open country road, and
overtook o large motor char-a-bane,

The char-a-hane waz crowded with
Chff House givls; and the junicrs waved
hats and caps enthusiastically to Marjorie
Hazeldene and Miss Clava awnd Bm-]ham
and Mabel Lyon, and Philippa Derwent
and Lhe rest,

The givls waved back merrily.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Are you off to
Hawthorne Park yelled Bob Cherry,
as the Lwa vohicles came abreast,

“"Yes " answered Marvjorie,
smile,

“Hurrah I

T’k it npping?”"  exclaimed Misa
Clarp.  ““Cyrus Hunker i3 an old duck,
isn't het"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Aly dear Clava!™ murmmred Alisa
Tocke, who was in charge of the Chif
House party.

“We'll vace you lo Hawthorue Park '
oxclaimed Barbara Redfern.

“Goad! We'll beat you !

“Buck up, ‘driver ™

“Put it on, chauffeur!™
Migs Clara.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The iwo chanffeurs grinned gt ova
another, The char-a-banc, which was the
lighter vchicle, shot abhead, and the
Removites yelled to their dreiver to put
o speed, e motar-"bus growled and
bumped in pursuit of the char-o-hane,

“Fut it on!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Youre not half going if, chaulfeur!
MNever mind if you bust something ™

,“I say, yvou fellows—"

“&hut up, Bunter—"

“I savy, we'rc going loo fast, you
know=——"

“Throw Duanter out!” cxclaimed
Vernon-Bmith. " It's Bunter that's keep-
ing us back'! If we weighed o ton less
we'd beat the char-a-bane!™

“Good egg 1™

“Over yoo go, Bunler!”

“Yarooop!" rohred Buntfer.
Muxder! Fire! Yoovoooop ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥arcooh!  Hands off, you beasis!™
velled Bunter.

“Over with him!'?  shouled IBob
Chetry. ‘*Now, then, Bunter, you want
us to win the race, 1 supposet”

“Yaroooh'! Blow the race!
think 1 want to be killed?”
Bunter.

“What does it matter?”

“Why, you—vyou. nnfeeling Least—"

“*Throw him over!”

“Yow-ow! Helpl”

Billy Bunter plunged under the soat
for  salety. Talf a dezen meny
Removites promptly clapped their foet on
hini 1o keep him ihare.  The howls of
William George wave drowned by a frezh
burst of niusie. FPerhaps because it was
not  relieved of DBunter’s weighr, the
mator-"bus was hopeleesly beaten in the
race; aud Marjorie & Co. waved mock-
ing hands at the Hemaovites os ihey dis-
appeared i the distance,

with &

cxcloifed

“Help!

Do yon
howled
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] The trap dashed on towards the spat where Loder

(See chapter 9.)

wai_rstauding, and the Greyfriars prefect made ready for his spring. i

The emply char-a-bane was rﬂﬂir;_%
away from the gates of Hawthorne Pa
when the Greyfriars party arrived there.
But they arrived in good time for lunch,
where they met Marjorie & Co. again,
in the greatest of spinids.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
At the Cinema School !

6 OW, then, you fags!”
N It was the dulcet voire of
Loder of the Sixth.

After lunel, Harry Wharton
& Co. were entertrining themselves by
making a round of the extensive grounds
at Hawthorne Park, with Marvjorie and
Clara and Barbara and Mabel.

The "American producer’s place was of
very preat extent, with wide, green
Inwns, and a thick wood, and a stream
flowing through the grounds. In the
groumds, too, were many butldings, some
of & curious design—evidently nsod in the
“pictures." There was a greal parage
with half a dozen cars n it, as well 23 &
coach-house and stables.  Mr. Hunker
was evidenily a gentleman with pleaty
of money, which ho spent like water in
producing the celebrated Iunker Filnws,
The juniors and the givls were delightod
wilh all they saw, :uu’% they congralulated
themseelvis on being amonyg the selectod
prrly of cinema cecratita,

Foder's voice Interrupled Them, Gerald
Iat.“..i-t.r Wl s !'l"'l':-' I.illf'ﬂbi"f.{ 143 ﬂ]’ll] I:liII]H{flr
at Howthorpe Park:; bt he wos sl
Lowder  the bally, His monners and
cudtoms were evidenthy nol antended to
b changed o his new auartera. His

tane was bullying and aggvressive as he
addreszed the chuma of the Remove.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!" said Bob
Chierry chesrily. ** Where's that dog?”

“What dog?” asked Wharton.

“Didn't vou hear a dog barking? Oh,
my mistake! Was it you speaking to us,
Loder?” asked Bob sweetly.

Loder scowletd.

“ I want none of your cheok, Cherry !"
e aaid warningly.

TWell, I want none of vours, old top,”
amawered Bob., “ Exchanee no robbery,
vou know. ™

“Tf you want fo start here with a
thrashing——" rvoared Loder,

“ Rats!™

4 ‘:’._‘h at ?II

P R—A—=T--51" apelt out Dob Cherry,
i order to maks his meaning quite
clear.

Loder made & rash at him.

“Line  up!”  chuckled “Wharlon,
“We're not at Grevfriara now ; profects
don't count ot Hawthorne Park ! Collay
him !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

YOk dear!™ ejaculaied Marjorie,

“lan it, yo cripples!”’ exclaamed Aiss
Clara encouragingly, “ Give him beans [

Loder gave 2 how! asx e waz collared
by the merry Bemoviles,

He was swepd off hiz Teel, and his nose
wos wently vubbed in the gravel of the
gatilen path.

aarrrgpeh rrvuentsied
" Leggos, you voung demons!
vou—['H—gurrrrrrg !

Y Now, then, whal's 1ot pame?” T
wias [eorge Wingake's volee, and 1he
caplain of Grevirars came sinding up
with a frown,  “None of vonr ks

Loder,
Il smaszh

here, yon young raseals! Let Loder go
at once !

“Certainly ! said Dob.
vou chapal™

The juniors dropped Loder, and ha
bumped into the gravel with a howl, He
sprang up again, red with fury.

“I=I—=I'll—" he splutterad.

“Quiet " paid  Wingata  sternly.
“There nre ladies present, Loder,™

“Hang them! 1'lJ—""

“You'll be quiet,” said Wingate, with
a pgloam in hiz eyes which had a very
gutetening offect on Loder of the SBisth,
Tha bully of Greyfriars gritted his teeth,
and strode savagely away.  Wingate
turned to the juniors, h'a:nw::ing, HNot
too much of your larks hore,” he aaid.
“ Now get along 1o Mre, Hunker's office ;
he: wanta to speak to sll of vou,”

“Rizht-ho, Wingate "

The juniers started for the houss, Win-
rate following them, As they approachel
the door of Mr. Hunker's office & youu
lady came out, with & bayr in her hand.
A cav wia waiting at the gate.

Harry Wharton & Co. “capped " her
reapectfully,

They guessed that this was one of M
TMunker's acting  company, and  they
thought they had seldoin seen go charm-
ing & voune lady  Cerfaindy sho was vore
Pleazant to look at, with smoling hips o
deep, davk eyes.

“Misz Mainwaring " ejecnlated Win-
gate, colouring, as he vaised has hat,

Tha girl paused, and glaneed ot hun.

“You know mal"” ahe szid, with a
amile.

Wingata's calour decpencd,

“Ouly from the pictures,” he anid;
“IM've seen you on the Almsz, Miss Main-

THe MacxrT LIivgary, —Nao. 660,
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waring, I-—I always go to the pictures
rhen you are on the screen.”™

Elste Mainwaring laughed pleasantly.

“"That i3 & very preat compliment,”
ehe said. “¥You are one of the school-
bays here to act for Mr., Hunker, 1
supposef’™”

“Yes—I'm in the Sixth!"” added Win-
pale quickly. TFor some reason, best
kunown to himself, George Wingate did
not want to be taken by Elsie Main-
watihy for o mers schoolboy like the
puniors. “ May I-——may I carry your bag
bo the car®”

“Certainly, if yon wish IV

Wingate relieved Aies Mainwaring of

hev bar, and walked down the path by

her side to the gate.

Bob Cherry closed one eye at his
cennrades,

“Iid you sce him bLlush?™ e 1nue-
mured.

The juniors chuckled,

“1'd noiiced that Wingate had taken to
deopping in at Courlfield Cineme pretty
often,” prinned Johnny Bull. 5o that
was the atlraction! I remember seeing
her face on the film onee, now I think of
it.  Awlully pretty gicl !V

“MNobby ! said Bob., “Leoks a nice
girl, too, I suppose it wouldn't be safe
lo chip Wingate about it 7"

“Ha, ha=—rather not 1™

Harry Whavton & Co. glanced oftey
Wingate.

The thoupht had eccurred to them (hat
“old Wingate.” the rather sertous and
sedate  captain of  Greyfriars, was
“ytruck " with the cinema star, and they
finind fhat thought rather entertaining.

Mize Elsie Maimwaring lhad stepped
into the care, and Wingate had bhanded in
her bag. Now he stood by the cor speak-
iyr o her, and the junior saw the gl
=tilo Bgan.

The car rolled away.

But Wingaie did not tnm back towards
the houwse. The jumors saw him standing
in the rosd, gazing after the ear. Mr.
Guelch looked out of the office doorway.

*Come, come ™ D said,  “Mr. Hun-
keris wailing for yoo !

“Yes, sir ™

Thus veminded of thewr dutiee,
tmiors erowded into the office.

"lpTu.L'jf;riP. k& Co, went o with 1hem,
Looking o little shw., Tat it was nol ensy
e be shy with Uyrus Hunker., That
riterprising transatlantiic gentleman had
nn usze for shyness,

The mreat producer was seated at a
sigantic roll-lop desk, wilh a cheroot
sticking out of the corner of his mouth,
and his stlk-hat on the back of his head.

e rose, with o gewial sile, as the
party came in.

“Ho hyer you are !” he said.

fHere we ave, siv!” answered IEorry
Wharton,

T guess I'm glad #0 sce you cavorting
round this shehang ' said Mr, Hunker
hospitably., ** Hyer, help yourzelves 1™

e exiended a cigarctic-case fowards
thee bovs, The juniors Blinked at him.

Mr. Queleh almost ratsed his hands in
horree.

S0P pasped Wharlon.

the

“Help  yourself, Bob"  said My,
Hunger geniglly.  “Now, tlhen, light
T

*Pless mvy osond ! miormaured Alr,
Quckeh,

The  junicrs mechanically  took  the
rigavebtes.  They handly knew what to

de, and they did not want (o huart M.
Hunker’s genial feelings.

Cryrus IMunber blew out o thick clond
af smaoko.

HMow—=—=" ha hosan,

“My dear sie!”
Nepiove-master,
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cyaculaled  the

Cyrus E]Elll’:ﬁ] at him,

£1 E’EPE- a

" The—ithe—ihe bays do not smeke '™
stuttered My, Quelch, " Apd--and above
oll, the girls who have come here do not
smoke! I—I am sure that Miss Locke
would be shocked at the—the idea! My
dear sir—-"

“My mastake I said My, Hunker, with
undiminished good-humeour. “I guess
there's a few of my comp. that do not

1

fume, but if'e & mattey of laste.  Chuck
‘'em away, sonaies, if you like!”

“Oh, 1 smoke, sir!” said Bil[%- Tker
manfully. ““L—I'm tather fond of
smioking, sir 1™

Me Queleh’s gimlet eye fixed on him,

# Bunter!”

“0h! Ye-c-es, siv!™

L }fﬂg do not gmoke, Bunter!™

“If you smoke, Bunter, iL will ba my
painful  duty  to ademnisser severe
carrection with a cane "

Y01 mean, I dou’t smoke, mip!™
gasped Buanter.

YT thought =0l suid Mr. Queleh
grimly.

And Dunier (Hdi't smoke.

“Bit down!”  said My, Ilunker.

“T]’Iﬂm T‘.'t]L'.I t'illlr'E.. FI'IHJ E'Iinll;'ﬁ CE I .‘il'-:]rll.t.
Now, I guess I'mt going Lo talk 1o vou
o few, and put you wise, You're oyvsters
it this aet, and I'm the gramwopluse.
Got that 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. geinoed-—they
had “gol 1t And they listened in
regpectiul stlenco while Mre. Cyvus Huone
ker expoundod to them, and *' pubt them
wige " nx 1o what was wanted of them
at Hawihorpe Park., Aund when the
mterview was over the chams of Grov-
friars agrerd that My, ITanker was & good
goct, though of an oviginal variely ; amd
Miss Clara repeatod her observation that
he was an “old doek.” Ao observation
with which C'vens Hunker wonld Daadly
have ageead i he had heard 10 for his
owi persussion was that be locked 2
young duck !

e Lok

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wingate®s Secret !

IIE next few days wero strange il

novel, but very enjoyable, to

Harry, Wharton & Co. and the

rest. of 1he amateur cinemato-
grapluo attifes,

They soon scitled down o thew places
at Hawthorite Pavk.

A bungalow .m the grounds was
tenanted by Miss Locke and the CULF
Houvse wzirls, and another had bheen
allotted to the Grevirmars juniors. The
geniors had guarters in Mr. Hunker's Lis
M IEIo.

In that mansion, too, were the rooms
devoted to lessons, which all the boets and
Eiris could very wall have dispenzed with.
1ut leszons occupied only a short poriion
of tho duy, the remzindor being devotad
to their cinema studies,

Lossons Ninished early, so far as Ay,
Queleh and Miss Locke avere concerned,
and then mstruction began in einema-
aeting.

Harry Wharton & Co. proved them-
selves apt punils.

Their experienca  in the Remove
Dramatic Society stood them in good
stead now,

They were looking forward keenly 1o
the time when they would be acting
Before the cincmatograpli-comera, wlich
would put them and thely deoings on
permanent record,

The jusiors weve yather surprised at
first la see u solemn old forey—as ihey
tevimed him—like Wingate of the Sixth
take zo kindly to cinemmn-acting.  Thes

had been rather surprised at ihe Grey-
friavs captain having voluntecred at all,
~ But Wingate certainly (bhrew himself
imto the business with pgreat keenness,
and he developed umsuspected abilitics.

Two or three times Georpe Wingale
Was  geen walking i the prounds with
Elsie Mainwarimy, or chatting to that
charming young lady in the corridors.

Some of the juniors suzpeeted that Miss
Elsie was reu!i];f the attraction that hod
deawt Wingate to Hawthorne Park : and
there was soon proof of it. Billy Bunler
came intg the juniors’ bunvalow one
aftorngon with au extensive grin on s
fat face, and ejaculated * Ile, he, hel” In
i voery gleeful manner.

“Well, what's the joke, Faily ¥" asked
Bioly Cherry, " Have you beon leiing
Flunker that you want & prize pack as 2
roemnantie hero

“1Ie, he, he! It's Wingate ' clioriled
Bunter.

“What about old Wigate *"

“He's spoony 1" yelled Dunter,
fre, Jom 07

“Don't be an vss, Buntee I said aery
Wharton sharply. i

“ But be s ! shrieked Duntey. L just
cama on him in the weod—beside 1he
lake, vou know-—and he was talkipg to
Miss Elsie—"

“Did you listen,
boomed Johuny Ball

“Of vourse not!” sabd DBunter imliz-
nantly. I hope you don't think i
capable of doing anything of the kind. [
just happoned to hear what Wingate was
syinge, Beciuse Fostopped o tie iy sl
fce——""

“You fat votter!” suid Nugeat.

“Oh, really, Nugent-=—"

“Pont tell ws what vou've lward, vou
Paul Pry ! growled Wharton,

*Let's have 16! exclaimed Skinuer of
the Bemove,  ““Go ahead, Bunter, sl
never mind Wharton. ™

“Well, Wingate said—"

“Livy up!” ronved Bob Chervy.

S He aaid he's often seen ber on thoe
sereen, you know, amd that's why Le
volmptesred to come here, hocawse Lo
kinew that she was o momber of Ay

““He,

your fat rolter:”

!I Hunker's company—— M

12
=

Ring o ]

' Jumf'hu wanltod tg make her acquaint-
ance—he, he, he!"

A vou shut ap P oexelaimed Whae-
ton angrily.

“{ih, really, Wharton—-"

el us the rest ! chorvtled SBlinner.
“What did she say "

“ahe just smiled,” said DBuanfer., =1
think she was pleased., Blessed i I kaow
what she can zee in Wingale, thouph.
Now, if she gpave me the giad cre, o
fellow eould understand it——"

*“11a, ha, ha!”

“f course, T haven't given her much
attention,” =zaid Bunter. 1 wouldn't
mike Marjoiie jealous, you know.”

“You silly owl 1™ shrielad Dol Cherry.
“ Do vou want my boot 7 '

“Oh, yeally, Cheryy——"

“AWhat eclse did  Wingate
demanded Bkinner.

“He said—  Yuarooocoop ! roarcd
Bunter, _

Billy Bunter did net mean that Grorgo
Wingate had made tlhat extraordivury
remrark ; he made it on his own acconne,
ag Bob Cherry scized him by the collure
ated bumped lum on the foor,

CYow-ow ! Help ' yelled Buonter.

YYou fat rascal 1V

“ Y pwe-aw-wonop 1

Bal: Clhierry, with an ron prip on the
hack of Dunter's neck, rubbed the fat
junior’s neose  forcibly  on the  foor.
Bamter  wriggled and  struggled  and
liowled frantieally.

“Now, then, what are you up ta,

E:l}" ?:1-
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Chewry ! It was Wingaic's voice, as
the cuptain of Greyfris leoked in.
“Stop it! Do vou kuow Bunter's howl-
ing can be beard all over the place #"

“Oh! gosped Bob. * Never thought
of that, Wingate I"

“CYWell, let him go ! snapped Wingate.

Bob released the fat jumior.

Billy Buoter szat up, breathlessly, and
roared,

“Yow-on-ow !
fgrate, vouw're a
stop bullving !
bullied! Yooop!"™

Wingate fixed a stern look on Bob
Cherry. Bob coloured to the cars. He
did not want to explain why he had been
rubbing Bunter's nose on tho floor,
especially to Wingate,

*YWhat were vou handling Dunter for,
Cherry 1" asked the Sixth-Former
quietly,

[ 11 I____I____.‘H‘

et with if, sharp ™

“E—I wasn't bullyving, Wingate. You
ought to knew that I wouldn't!™ ex-
claimed Bob.

“Weil, what were vou deing, then?”
i “I—1 was juet rogging the fat rotter a

it—-"—”

AW hat for?"

“i—-T1 didn't like the tond of his con-
verantion,” stammered Bob,

“That's not good encugh. You can't
rag DBunter whenever yom don't like
the tone of his conversation. Cherry. ™

“You—vyou see, J—{——" stammered
Bob.

“ 1 shall report this to Mr. Queleh, and
nak him to eane vou!” siid Wingale,
frowning. -

"W, my hat!”

“Unlezs you give nie a good reason ut
ance for ragging DBunter."

“Well, he—ho—" Bob hesitated.

“Ha what?"

“He was talking rot," said Harry
Wharton, coming to the rescuc.

"You can tell me what he said, 1
suppose 7

“* Ahom !

“The esteemed Wingate would
infurinted,”  remurked the
Bhanipnr gently.,

Wingale started.

“Tro you mean that he was talking
about me?"

Ahem I

Wingate locked from one to the ather
of the juniors, Bkinper was grinning,
but ihe others looked serious encugh.
Billy Bunter realised that he didn’t want
the facts to be stated, and he clupped in
hurriedly.

“I=1 say, Wingate, it'a all right—-
don’t worry——""

0Ok, it's all right, s ?" growled
Wingale.

“Yog, all serene. vou know.
only jnicing.
a“mﬂ

£l “;hﬂt-?”

“#I=1 mean. I—1 wasn't in the wond
at—"" flonndere:d Bunter.

.I"H':l.lﬂ‘ﬁ fﬂ{:[!‘ (_:I'ill.l.""d:ll'li!l;,{.

“You were in the wood!"

"Nunne, 1 wasn't—LU've just said that
T wasn't!™  lwrbled Bunter.  * I--T
never saw you witit Miss Mainwarving, and
I never said—— Yooocoop!”
\\'im:nre understood  then,

You lick him, Win-
refect. Yo ought to
Yow-ow-o0w ! I'm being

by

I—I was
I--I never heard you at

and he

descergded on the hapless prevarvicator ke
a evelonre. Loud spanks ransz  apen
Bupter’s fat person.

Spank, spank, spank !

“Yuronh! Help! Tiee! ANMordee!
Yaraoh I roared TDonter, “Wharrer

volk up te?  You're a worse—yoop—heast

than Bl Cherre? Ow! Yow! I never

Bat:d veu were spoany--—  Yoaroooooh 17
Spank, spank, spank !

Naboly of |
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Wingate turned and walled out cf the
bungalow, leaving DBunter yelling. The
fat junior scrambled to his feet, erimscen
with wrath, and howling-with anguish,

“Yow-ow-ow ! The awful beast! Why
don't you fellows back up a chap in your
own Form? Yow.ow.ow!"”

“Kick him out!"” said Nugent.

fWhy, you rotter—— Yooop!”

Two or three boots hel William
George Dunter out of the bungalow, and
he departed, roaring. But hia tale Lad
been told, and from that time (George
Wingate was an obiect of deep interest to
the Greyfriaras juniors; and there were
many smiles when next he was secn
chatting with Misa Elsie on the lawn.
Big, rugged Wingete, whom nobody had
ever suspected of being in the leasl
degrea “spoony,” had fallan a victim to
the bright eyes of the cinema star--
though he was hardly aware of ik him-
gelf, and DMiss Elsie certainly was not
aware of it
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Film Footer !

i COTBALL  to-day!"
Wharton remarked.
_More than a week had passed
since  the amateur ¢inemuy
actors had been iustailed at Hawthorne
Park.

It that time they had been very busy,
and they had made great progress,

Mr. Cyrus Hunker, who took o leading
part personally in their instruction, had
selected a number of the jyniors whe
weore to appear in a football mwateh that
was to be taken down on the camera.

He had made a wide and rather re-
markable selection, for all the Sixth and
Fifth-Formers were selected, as well 2s at
least twenty-five juniors. Thev supposed
that Mr. Hunker intended to weed them
out later. They did not yvet know to the
full Mr. Hunker's original and remark-
able weaz on the subiect of football.

Ahout thirty-five fellows turned up on
the football ground in the pork, in jersevs
and shorts, %‘:’iugnte captaining one side,
and [Loder the athoer.
selected  their  Leans,

Harry

The two skippers
the vest of the

Three-halfpence. ]

recraits slanding about.  Coker of Luo
Fifth offered his services in turn fo both
skippers, and was surprised and annoyed
te find that Wingate and Loder—who
seldam agrecd—were quite unanimous in
rejecting his valuable avrvices, It was to
be o flm-match, but they saw no reason
why it should not be good foctiball, too,
:mc{ therefore, Horace Coker was super-
flugua.

Potter and (Greens were token on, and
Coker stood snd snorted in lis footinll
rig—*' All dressed up and nowhere to go I
ag Yernon-Smith remarked humerously.

Y Laok here, Hunker told me to come
down, Wingate,” said Coker. e
expects to see me play !™

“Bogh 1" amawernd Wingate,

“You'd better put me in, Loder—"

“Rats 1™

“You'd like.to beat Wingate, wouldn't
vou Y

“Oh, vea!"

“*Thon put me in.” ;

“ My dear chap, that's why I"m leaving
vou out!" answoered Loder blandly,

And Horace Coker snoried again om-
phatically. Bomehow, nobody cver did
realise what a tremondous footballer he
Was
“hullu, halla, hatla!  Here comes
Hunker " said Bob Cherry. The Famous
Five were gll in Wingate's eleven,

Cyrus’ waistcoat dawned upon a dazzled

foothall-field. The producer came
cheerily up, with his ag cigar sticking
out ﬂf} the corner of he mouth. He

stopped to give some instructions to the
man with the camera, and then cemie on
and greeted the footbhallors,

“ Ready ¥ ho asked.

HOuite M answered Wingate.

“Then slide in!™

The skippers tossed for goal, and Win-

ate kicked off. Uyrus Hunker watched
the game for a few minutes, and did nat
aeem pleased.  He called out to Wingate:

“Hold on 1™

The referse, who was n member of Mr.
Hunker's film company, blew his whistle,
and the game stopped. Wingate cama Lo
the ropos, not overpleased.  Football
was a serious matter to the captain of
Greyiriars.

“What s it?" he asked. :

“Call that football?” inquired Mr.
Hunker.

“"Eh? Yes!”

“That won't do for the American

public,” gaid Mr. Hunker decidedly.
“Ooar pu.’l.:]:m over the ;mm:'l, Bir, wanls
Bc-rq?ethmg with a punch in it. You get
met" :
“ But—" bagah Wingatﬂ. uzzled.
“More push and go,” explained Mr.
Hunker. “ F'rinstance, you haven't got

enough men on the field.”

“We've got the full number—eleven
a-side,”” said the puezled Greyiriars
captaim.

“What are these other fellows loafing
around for?"” asked Mr, Hunker. “Why
ain't they playing?"

Y But eleven——"

HThat's the number, according to the
rules of the =ame.” said Loder.

Mr, Hunker snorted.

Evidently his transatlantic mind was
supevior to such trifling considerations as
the rules of 2 gpame,

YTt wan't wash!™ he said. © Not punch
enouglh ! Put the rest of them in!”

“ B-but——"

et on the feld, the lot of you!l’
called out Mr. Hunker. ;

* Raght-ho, sir!” smd Coker jovfully.

The grinning fellows ¢rowded npon the
[n{nt.hn]fﬁeh:l- Thoy were quite i:»lmaml
at this amazing order from Mr., Iunkes,
Certainly it wouldn't be football, but @
was better than standing arcund in the
cold. George Wingate's face was & stods |

“PBut."” ho stuttered, ““that wn't 1he

TEE Macyer LiBrARY.—Noe. b6C.
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game! If the picture’s for the American
public, I suppose you want to show them
& real game.”

Mr. Hunker smiled mn:fusionate]y.

"1 gucss I want to show my public
what my pul:r!ic wants to azee,” he ex-
plained, * That's the secrét of film pro-
ducing, sir—give the public what fl;zey
want; and if 1t don’t square with the
{acts, so much the worse for the facta ™

“Oh, my hat " said Wingate,

“Pm going to show the American
public. what British foothall is like—bus
there's got to bo a punch in 10" said Mr.
Ilunker cheorily. “Now, T noticed yon
were simply kicking that ball about with
your fect—""

“That's the game."

“Why don't you pick it up afd chock
it sometimes?”

“Eh?- That's Rugger !

“My dear man, [ don't ecare o Con-
tinental red cent whether it's Rugger,
av hugger, or muggoer ! said Mr. Hunker
gepdally, I know what T wank, and
what my public wants. T can't waste
yards of Flm o a tape show ! Film conts
money, as I deisay you know., Ful some
lifo into it I've gut to give the American

ublic a real idea of [ootball Sea?

omething as lively 4s our baseball gver
the pond. Uee your hands as well as
vour foet!"

“{h crumbs!"" murmured Bob Cherry,

“Bort of mixture of Rupger and
Roceer,” said Loder, with a grin,

“Misture of any old thing you like,
z0 long as there's plenty of punch in it,"”
rzid Mr. Hunker. *“Go for one another
n bit, Lo, Yank one abother over, and
50 on. "

“Oh, I—T see!” gasped Wingate,

“And you'd better have a ball to each
side,” continued Mr. Hunker; “ that will

nake the game more interesting.
“Tiiwo foothalls!” zaid Wingate
dazedly,

“Yep—three, in  faet,” said  Mr

Hunker generously. © Plenty of "em here
—no shortage of footballs in this hyer
shebang. (nguck in threo balls, and thirty
or forty Pluj'ﬂ:ra, and put some Jife n it!
Got thet?

“Oh ernmbs 1Y

Wingate had “got* it, though he
assimilated it with difficulty. But be
wag there to carry out Mr. Hunker's
iustructions, and he carried them out,

With nearly twenty a-side, and three
balls in play, and handling going on in
a way that outdid Hughby, the game cer-
tainly leoked lively.

Lively it undoubtedly was.

It wasn’'t football, but there was mno
doubt whatever about the Jiveliness of it.

If it rezembled anrvthing, it resembled
one of those ancient Rupgby games in
i._:'l:iiich half 2 school would play the other

alr.

But Mr. Hunker was satisfied.

[ic rubbed hiz hands with satisfaction
as he watched, and called to the camera.
man to “start in.”

The camera-man started in, grinning,

Coker of the Fifth bad captured one
ol the balls, and was rushing 1t to a goal
~he dido't know which, but fortunately
that didn’t maiter. Three or four He-
inovites hurled themsclves on Coker and
brought him to the ground with a mest
effective tackle, At the same time
Temple, Dabnoy, & Co. of the Fourth
charged down Loder, against whom they
had old scores, and sprawled him out' and
ralled on him. Amip["uttfr and Greene
got the referee in a charge and
him headlong into goal.

“Bray-vo!” sang out the delightod Mr.
Hunker. “Bray-vo! This i3 something
like foothall! Go it! Put in some punch'!
Hurray !

*Ha, ha, hai”
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hurled

Ljnl.'.{'r to tho jurﬁﬂrs—th{:lll h

“Yarooh! Gerroff my neck !" sbhrieked
Cokeer.

* Yow-ow-ow |

'* Help "

“Go it ]

The camera-man ground on at his

machine, taking a remarkable sevies of
pletures to delight the American public
and inform them how football was playe
in the Old Country, Put it seemed protty
¢lear that a public that depended on Mr.
Hunker for information would be led u
a side-street, as Mr. Ilunker himse
would havo expressed it.
" But Mr. Hunker wasz fatisfied, and
most of the fostbellers were satished,
and, though there were a good many
signs of ﬁmugn on all stdes when the
game was over, the foothallers came off
wt great spirita,

And when the foothall film was pro-
duced on the screen in Mr. Hunker's own
private shew-room the Greyfrars fellows
crowded to see it, and there were Fells
of laughter as they recognised themselves
on the screen. 1t seemed a screaming
1t was, ap-
parently, to he fakén seribusly by the

reat public on the other side of the

tlantic.

T,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Under the Shadow !

" LaIEt"
E Harry Wharton started.

It wae & week or 3¢ after the

football match, and Harry

Wharton had retired to a shady part of
the wood, by the lake, to study his part
in o cowboy play. Wharton had been
assignied the part of a handsome
cowpuncher, and had already heen
through several yehcaraals. In the rve-
hearsals at Hawthorne Park the charac-
ters were given speaking parts, as n a
theatre, n.]f]mugh, of course, when the
play came on the films all would he dumb
show. But by putting in the spreches at
the vehearsals Mr. Hunker believed that

hum g g 4 P B e o o] 0 o i
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he produced better eficcts for the camera-
man to take down, as no doubt he did.
Harry Wharton was studying his part
with great care, lying in 2 thicket near
the lake, having retived there for quiet
and solitude. nd in the midst of the
quiet he suddenly heard Wingate's voice.

He stirred uneasily.

He had not heard footsteps on the
velvety erass under the trees, or he would
have retreated from the spot. MNow it
was too late. Wingate and Miss Main-
waring had stopped within a few yards of
hips, and the junior could not move with-
out betraymg his presence—which an in-
stinet of delwacy forbade him 1o do.

He realised very clearly that Wingate
would be annoyed and qmortihed i he
had known that anvone heand him speak
Miss Mamwaring's name m that low and
tender bone,

Wharton lay stll, hoping they were
passing on.

But they had stopped.

“Rileie " Wingale's volee weubt on
moltly. “You—you don't mind my ecalk
ing vou Elsie, do you®" .

“My dear boy, why not?' said Miss
Mainwaring’s voice, My, Hunker calls
me Elsie, 50 do most of the company.™ |

“I=I don't mean it like that,” said
Wingate hastily, *I—I should be miser-
able if T thought you'd suppose I was
spraking familiarly., But—but it's such a
pretty nome—""

He was guite unlike Billy Bunter, who
would have enjoyed his present position,
Wharton was far from enjoving it.

“I—I know @'ve no right to speak to
vou as—as I'm going to do,” went on
Wingate. “*We've known cach other
suth a short time, and—and 1 suppose

wao've not even frionds——"

“(Oh, yves, we are friends!”

“ Then, if youw’ll let me call myself your
friend, Elsie, let me—let me help you, if
I ean, I—D've seen for some time that
there's something the matter—something
Wrong-———"

“You've seen i
altered now,

“Your face has often becn rclouwded,"”
said Wingate. “I—I've thought for
‘some time something was troubling you,
Isn't it true?”

There was silence, and Wharton hoped
that the two had walked on.  But after a
few minates Mizs Mainwaring's volce was
audible again, though in very low tones,

“Tt is terwe,” she said, with a sigh,
“There is something that does trouble
me, but—but——"

“Can't I help you?”

"1 fear not.™
:;;I_*I: wish T could!" eaid Wingate.

“Let ug go on,” said Elzsie, and, to
Wharton’s infinite relief, ithey walked on
through the wood, and he heard no more.

e could not help thinking about whag
ho had heard, however.

ITe, as well as Wingate, had noticed for
same days past that Miss Elsie, the
bright-eyed cinema star, had shown a pre-
oceupation that was new o her, and he
had secn her with a clouded brow. Some-
times, too, she had made mistakes at ve-
hearsal, much to Mr, Cyrnz Hunker's
exasperalion.  Wharton had & boyish
admiration for the pretly cincmes actress,
who was, indeed, already adored more or
less by all the Gregfriars [ellows. Even
Bob Cherry had remaerked that he had
never scen anybody pretticr, excepting
Marjovie.  Harry Wharton felt con-
corned to konow that Elsie was in some
trounble, and Wingaie's tones had shown
how much it moved him,

Wharton did not mention, even to his
own chums, what he had accidentally
heavd in the wood, but it did not leave
iig mind.

The givl's voice was



Every Monday.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.,

Three-halfpence. 11

v

e

LTI

A R
:iﬁ-';.: ‘:ﬁ"'. "" : :
= ol s .,;!I. ;

L rd

= XWX T
<. "E{' e

s
o :
I i

LY
P,

“* Bobbed !* roared Mr. Hunker.

“*1 guess some sneaking, slab-sided
greenbacks ! I guess I’m going to know whe it was, jusi & few. Robbed—by hokey 1 ¥

lead In his breast. (Sce chapler 10.)

galoot has been through my desk and litted my |

Harry Wharton's heart was like

When he sawr Wingate again the Grey-
frinrs eaptain was erossing the lawn to the
house, with his hands driven deep into his
pockets, and » meody fiown on his
b,

The junior glanced at him; but Win-
gate dimll not see him. He passed into the
house, still frowning moodily.

It was the following day that Wharton
raw Elsie at rehearsal. It was ¢lear to
others as well as Hovry that Misa Main-
waring was thinking of something other
than the work in hand,

Mr. Hunker, who was conducting the
vehearaal rapped out several remarks to
the leading lady that displayed intense
irritation, Wingate, who was a Western
“rustler " in the plece, kept hin eyes
almost coustantly uwpon her face, and it
wasg easy to read his gecret in his eyes.

Elsie pulled herself together with an
rflort, hmt‘ex‘ﬂrt and the rehearsal finished
to Mr. Hunker's satisfaction.

Billy Bunter chuckled his fat chuckle
as the juniors left after the rehearsal.

“1 gay, you fellows, I'm thinking of a
joke on Wingate,” he said to the Famous
Five, as they were divesting themsclves
of the cowboy garb in their bungalow.
“He's no end soft on Miss Elsie—"

* Shurrup ™

“YWhat price butting in, and cubiing
him out " said Bunter,

T Eh ?J‘I.

“Of conrso, I'm a- good deal wounger
than Elsie,” said Bunter thoughtfully.
* But age doesn’t count much.
fellow's really pood-looking—strikingly
handsome, in fact—="

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Y expect jealonsy frem you fellowse ™

When a-

aaid Bunter loftily, “'Tain’t nnij}‘ Ieoks,
pither. A follow has a way with girls.
Some chaps have a sort of fascination.
That's how I do it.  You fellows musi
have noticed how all the givls at Chif
Honse run after me—-"

A cowboy boot sailed through the air,
and landed on Bunter’s chin, and his sub-
sequent remarks, thoogh emphatie, were
unintelligible,

“1 fancy Wingate would like Loder's
part,” remarked Skinner, with a prm.
“Hunker's made Wingate a rostler—
very suitable to his type of ehivey, I
suppose he thinks—and Loder's the hand-
some cowboy who rescues the giddy
heroine, Lucky for her she’s not going
to be in any real danger, ot Loder
wouldu't Glb the kll"

“1 ought to have had Loder's part ™

growled Hilly Bunter. “That fellow
can't act! He doesn’t look the part,
either ! Now, I—"

“You're Chaplin  minor [
Bkinuer.

“Hza, ha, ha 1"

Bunter snorted. Tt was a never-ending
grisvance to  Hilly DBuaonter that Mr.
Hunker persisted in using him for comic
relief,

Bunier had ventured to explain to the
producer that be was really swited for a
romantic hero part, but Mr, Hunker had
anly chuckled., Heoe was quite satisfied
with Bunter for comic relief ; indeed, for
that purpose he assured the Owl of the
Remove that he was worth his weight in
gold. The fact thet Bunter couldn’t act
did not matter at all. He simply had to
roll on and be himself, and then he out-
Chaplined Chaplin, With all of which

grinned

el e i -

Billy Bunter profoundly disagreed, Put
everybody else st Hawtherme Park wes
guite in agreement with Cyrus Hunlkev
on the peint.

[Er P}

THE NINTH CHAPTEH.
Coward and Hero!

is ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here's the
merry hero!"

Loder scowled.

It was the following aftep-
noon, and Loder had come out, dresse
for his part in the open-air rehearsal.

Loder looked a really dashing cowboy 3
indeed, =0 far as looks went, he was more
suited for the hero's role than Wingate,
8o far as other qualities went, the paverse
was the case; but the cincma was con-
cerned ouly wilh appearances.

Mr. Hunker had made his arrangements
elaborately for the open-nir act.  Miss
Mainwaring, in & runaway trap, was to
dash along the coast-rond, and Loder,
lurking behind some rocks, was to spring
out at the critical moment and stop the
runaway horse at the risk of his life—so
far a2 appearances went, of course,
There was to be no real risk in the per-
{formance.

Ilarry Wharton & Co. inlended to see
the scene, and they followed when Loder
cantered cut of the gates on his pony.
Me. Hunker only warned them to keep
aut of the pictore.

The Famous Five squatted on a high
point of rocks overlooking the scene,
where they were out of range of the
camera,
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They watched with a great deal of
interest,

In the distance, at the gates, Miss
Mainwaring was mounting info a trap,
the horso of which was fo run away.

Down the read, Loder was behind a
rock, and his pony standing by his side.

“Hallo, hgilo, halio ! There's old Win-
gate ! said Bob.

He pointed to a fgure in the distance,
some hundreds of yards beyond the spot
where Loder stood.

It was the Greyfriars captain,

Wingate was not wanted in the scene,
and he had pore for a walk by himself,
and Harry Wharton, a3 he glanced at
hint, conld see the droop in his shoulders,
even ar that distance. He conld guoess
that George Winguate was in a thoughiful
and moody frame of mind that sunpy
afterncon.

Clattor, clatter, clatber!

“FHere comes the trap !"

“My hat! It laoks real encugh!” re-
marked Nugent. “* Anybody would swear
that horse was really running away 1"

The juniors 3!4111'!(? down at the trap as
it rattled end clattered along the road.

Miss Mainwaring  had smpimd the
reins, and was clinging to the trap in a2
very realistic way, hor face displaying
strong cinematogriph tevror.

Clatter, clatter!

The horse dashed on.

“My hat!™ ejaculated Wharton sud-
denly, his face becoming very grave,
“The beast iz really running away——"

“Only for effcet I said Johnny Bull,

Wharton shook his head.

I don't believe Miss Elsie could pull
him in now if she wanted to,” he said
anxionsly,

“ Well, Loder's going to stop him,”

Clatter, clatter!

The fi'lzlp dashed on towards the spot
where Loder was standing, and the Grey-
frinrs prefect made ready for his spring.

From the distance where they stood
the Famous Five could not make out his
face clearly, but Wharton thought he
saw the colour change.

He sat his teeth.

“Ha couldn’t funk it!" he mutterad.
*1f he does there'll be an accident.”

“He couldn’t!” breathed Dob Cherry.

“The horse is really wild, I beliave.”

“But Loder—— My hat!"

Loder had sprung out from the rocks.

But the horss was very fresh, and it
%Iﬂ-d taken the bit between its teeth, and
it dashed down on Loder in a way that
might have startled aven a strong rerva.

der's courage failed him.

This was not the harmless scens,
devoid of risk, that he had supposed it
would be,

. He backed quickly out of the way, his
face white, and t runaway horas—
really a runaway now—went thundering
past hiin.

Thére was a gasp from the camera
man, and a yell of rage from Cyrus
Hunker, who was standing behind  the
CATRBTa.

“¥Y¥ou jay roared Mr. THunker.
““What's that game? Don't vou know
your part? You slab-sided jay 1"

Clatter, clatter?

In his mfe at ithe spoiling of the pie-
ture Alr. Hunker was obhvious of the
real danger of the cinema atar.

It dawned upon Elsie Mainwaring, and
she canght wildly, at the reins, But they
slipped beyond her grasp.

The girl gave o plercing cry,

Her faco was white now.

Harry Wharton & Co. began running
frantically down the rocks. But they
weore far behind the rumaway, and too
far off to hope to be able to help. The
trap clattered madly on.
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Clatter, clatterl

“Healp ™

An athletic figure turned in the road
ahead of the rvunaway. The trap had
almost overtaken Wingate.

FFor a moment the Greyfriars captain
stared at the frap and the white-faced
girl sitting in i1, holding on for dear
life, and the trampling, maddened horse.

Then he understood.

“Help!" shriesked Elsie.

The horse thundered down on to the
schoolboy 1n the road.

Wingate stood like a rock.

Clatter, clatter!

It seemed certain that the Greyfriars
captain would be run down and tfam-
il:fed to death beneath the thuddin

aofs, and Elsie shrieked aloud with
horror.

DBut even as the horse reached him
Wingate made a spring, and the next
moment was hanging on to the hit,
carried glong by the horse in its furious
CHTEET.

Tramp, tramp. tramp!

The meaddened horse ryshed on, drag-
ging the Greyiriars captain along the
road,

But Wingate's weight very guickly
told.

It geemed fo him that his arms were
beitig torn from their socketis, as he was
dragged and bumped along; but the
horse stowed down at last, and at length
ho stood stili, mastered, and trembling in
every limh,

Wingate, panting, stil] held him by the
hasd. But his eyes were turned towards
the clinging figure in the trap, and his
heart was in his ayes.

" Elsia 1" he breathed.

#0Oh, you have saved me—yon have
saved mea!” panted the girl. *1I should
have been Willed—"" Her voice broke
off.

Harry Wharton & Co. came tearing up.
Wharton took the horse’s head from Win-
gate, and the Grevfriars captain helped
El-sm_ from the trap. Bhe leaned heavily
on_his arm.

Cyruz Hunker came panting up more
alowly than the juniors. His face was
pale now.

“You're not hurt. Elsie?" ha panted.

She shook her head without speaking.

The producer gnamd with relief. 1In
his mind’s eve he had seen a serious
accident and the loss of hia atar ! Whether
Mr. Hunker was more concerned about
Elste as a star or a3 herself we will not
undertake to say. But certainly he was
immensely relieved to find her safe and
sound.

“I guess it wouldn't have huppened if
that white-livered jay hadn't funked ™™ he

asped. "It was all righi at that point
if he'd played up! T'H talk to him. I'li
make his haic curl, I goess. Young Win-
gate, you're a real man! You're the
genuine white article! Shake!™

One of Wingate's arms was supporting
Elsie, Mr. Hunker grasped the other
hand, and wrung it ecstatically. What
would have happenad to his flms if Miss
Mainwaring had been “erocked " he
dared not think. He was really prate-
ful to Wingate.

* Betler walk home, my dear,™ he zaid.
“T guess yvou're rattled, Take my arm.”

But Miss Mainwaring did not geem to
hear that offer. It was %ecsrge Wingate's
arm she leaned on, a3 she moved slowly
away in the divection of Hawthorne Park.

She did not speak till they reached the
house, Then her dark eves turned on
\‘.‘it%atc’s fare with an eloguent look.

“¥ou saved my lifa!” she whisperad.

“T' have given my life for vou!™ he
satd simply.

“You are hurt?™

“Only o few bruises—nothing "

“1 shall never forget this!" she anid,

ard she pressed his hand, and left him,
with a tremulons smile.

Wingate walked away to his own
guarters like a fellow in a dream. He
was badly shaken and bruised, but he
did not feel his injuries. He was happy,
strangely happy and elated.

But there was another fellow who was
not happy. Mr. Cyrus Hunker was talk-
ing to Loder, and making his hair curl,
03 he had threatened. Loder had spoiled
the picture, wasted yards of film. and en-
dangered the life of the bright, particular
atar of the Cyrus Hunker gnm ny, and
Br. Hunker alnost exhansted his exten-
sive vocabulary in telling Gerald Loder
what he thought of him. When he had
finished—which was not till he was out
of breath—Loder limped: away, leaving
Mr. Hunker still gesticulating. Loder
ceriainly was not feeling happy that
afrernoon!

S

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Black Suspicions !

i LEIE ™
E “ Misa Mainwaring 1"

Y Gone I
. Cyrus Hunker was almost
raving.

Tha whole cinema school was astonished
and disturbed.

It was two or threa dava after.ths
incident in the trap, and matters had
E:;ma on normally, The trap episode had

en played over again when Elsis Main.
waring recoversd from her fright, and
tha pieture had been taken with success.
There were fow more scenes required
now to complete the cowboy film, and the
last scerie 1in which Elsie was required
had been taken. And then the atar of
the Cinema had vamshed.

Where she bhad gone was a mystery!
Why she was gone puzzled Mr. Cyrus
Hunker as well as the juniors.

But she was gone.

Harry Wharton & Co. learned that she
had lefi a brief note for Mr. Hunker,
telling him that she must go, giving no
reason.

That was all.

Cyrua Hunker raved in exprestive
American, and almost tore his goatee
beard in his fury and consternation.

A star of the first magnitude had dis.
né)paﬂ.n..ﬂ from the constellation at Haw.
thorne Park, and Cyrus mourned, and
would nol be comforted.

“It might have been worse” Billy
Bunter sagely remarked to the Ro-
movitea, as they discussed the mysterious
disappearance of the star.

“ How might 1t, fathead?"” grunted Bob
Cherry.

“Well, I might have gone, you know,”
said Bunier. " What would Hunker
hﬁ:& done then? He ought to think of
that."

Apparently Mr. Hunker did not think
of it; or, if he did, he derived no com-
fort thevefrom.

Far a whole day Cyrus Hunker was
busy with telegraph and telephone, -
gutring aftor the vanished star.

But he learnad nothing.

The next day Harry Wharton & Co.
catie upon him  speaking to Georpe
Wingate in the garden. Wingate's face
was black and gleomy. He had spoken
Gardly a word since Elsie had gone,

“Do you know anything about %"
Mr. Hunker was demanding, in a loud
voice, as the Juniors came by.

Wingate stared moodily at the pro-
ducer.

“What should I knoew about it?™" he
mtterad,

“Waal, T guess ryou wera michty
friendly with Elsie,™ said 3Mr. Hunker.
1 puesz I've never known her take to
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any wraloot as she did to you. She was
always - standoffish with wost of my
vonmp,—even with me, I calculate,  But
Jhe was always chinwagging with you,
Bub, Didu't she tell you she meant to

Eﬂ‘j!l
T H'L'I‘u LN ] .
“You haven't any idea why zhe's
sene i’
“I1-=I fear that iheso was soitic

tronble that was weighing on hey mited,™
~aid Wingare, 1 a low voice, hiz {ace
full of distress.

“What was 1t¥"

“1 don't know, Ooly T thoughd =

Ulvros Hunker rave o siovt,

“Jest slaved to Anish the flm, and
then vamoo=cd the ranch,” he ejaculated.
by hokoey !

Aand he stemped away ny great wo rath.

Wingate glanced at the juaters, and
tariesd amed walked awar,

* Puoor old Wingate!” murmured Bob
::':rlﬁ;l'}'. *Ile seems to feol it 2 good
at”

“ Perhiaps i3 all the betier for lim,"™
ruvied Johony Bull * Wingate was
well on the way {o making a fool him-
el

“But the painfulness of the separ
atefulness 12 termfie, all the zame, my
werthy  Johnny,”  pmrmoered Hurree
Jam=el Ram Singh cently,

Wingate kept to himself that day,
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ceven avoiding Gwyane, his chum in the
sixth, But at tea-time Bunter had news
at the Remiove tea-table,

“Wingate's hard up!” he announced,

“How do you know that, Paul Pry?”
vrnnted Johuny Bull,

Huuter grinned,

“Hecause 1 heard him speaking to

Gwynne just before I came in. He was
rrgwinge monay of Gwynne,” .
“Wingate never borrows money,”

cand Wharton.

“DBut he did! 1 heard——"

“Oh, ring off I" =napped the captain
of the Remove.

After tea Harey  Wharton  walked
down to the post-office’ in the village,
Ii?mlt half & mila from Hawthorne Park.

8

waa  returning, when he spotted
Uearce Winpate in the lane, with his
vcort off and = bag in his hand, Wingato

LREH ill.!H.-l,]El.IH fﬂl.' th:e l'ilil'l.\'ﬂf-ﬂ.[ilrllﬂj]. .l].'ll{]
Wharton staved after him for a minute,

Then he broke into 2 run after the
Hixth-Former.

* Wingate ! he called out,

The Greyiviars captain  staried, and
turnged quickly.

“Oh, vou!” he zaid, *“What do you

want, Wharton?™

“You're not gong away®™ exclaunad
Whartau, ;_lmwm-r at the bag, and then
a2t Wingate's pale face.

Wingate hl.,-:hlted o moment.

Three-halfpence. 18

“¥es,” he answered at length, “F
meant to  slip away guietly. ?m.:
nedndn't mention that you've seen me.'

“ But—but—" exclaimed Wharton,

in chsmay.
Ho understood  the matter clemily
enowgrh, 1t was Elsiz Mainwaring who

was drawing Wingate away from Haw-
thorne Park, as she had drawn him there
in the first place. Wingate seemed io
rod the thoupht in the junier’s mind,
and a crimson flush crept iuto his cheeks.
“You're not going back ‘to Groys
;umﬁ:” faltercd YWharton.
s
“But—but the Iead, Wingae!” ex-
vlaimed W harton  angicualy, i hink
what you're gotug to do! Yoo don’o
Enow where to look for Miss Main-
waring, You don't oven know whether
she wania to be found.  She miust have
had her own reazons for going away.”

Wingore's  evez  blazed, and he
clenched his hand for & moment.

Wharton, realising that it was the cap-
tain of ﬂm;.'frmrs that he, o junior, was
speaking to in this straie, p.au:,ed Win-
rate’s look was angry for & moment:
thes next he tumed on his heel and
strode away to the railway-station,
Harry Wharton watched him il he
dizappeared into the statior, and then
(Continucd vn puge 18.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nero®s Termror !

1 OF iz me! In this love—-re- /s
W spect—loyalt¥? I have given|iHids
them food that they may- All}iH
themselves to their throats,
coal to cook it upon, money, clathes—J
everything ! Yet they révile me, and cry}
out for my throne and life !” |
MNero, murdercr, mountebank, and}
drunkard, yet, withal, Emperor of Fome, |
loft tha pile of luxurious cushions upon |m
which he had been reclining, and rest- |
lessly pacad the room n3 he uttered the
bitter words.

His courtiers watched him uneasily, a
trace fearfully. When in such moods s
this, it was often the conceited despol's|E:
custom to venti his temper upon the first§
person on whom his eves chaneed to rest.
1 R
! (L) |
Knowing a well-descreed punishment|
o Caiwaited thewm fer their brutel erimeslli
Supon the seus, the pirates marched withy
Slbowed heods and dejected loals.

(2.)

In the cramwid  af Christian ecoplives
AMareus gaw Funiee, ' Sire, what docs
Sl thix wean ' he &t Fel hoarsely te Nera,
“Ypointing fo fer with a frembling finger.

13.}
Murcuz, the gladintor and prince of the
(e,
(4.)

Fawige, the bevntiful slove-givl from

Traeg Mags=7 Lipranr.—No. 660,
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The slaves and pretorian puards stand-
ing in the background of the impromptu
Court trembled as their master clutched
his  temples, struck his  breast, and
proaned. Buot suddenly he grew cahner,
and returned to the great heap of
cushions ranged upon the marble floor,

“What would they have more?” he
demanded, with a h-:fpl-esa gesture, fixing
his gaze wpon his friend and adviser,
Petronina, who was known throughout
Rome as the Arbiter of Elezance.

The latter shrugged his shoulders.

“Revenge ! he answered bluntly, not
caving for once whether he offended or
pleased. ;

Nero shuddered, his bloated, apizh face
seeming to grow more hagpard and grey.
In spito of hie vamty and supreme power,
at heart he was an arrant coward, and
was unahle to help showing it, now that
danger threatened him.

The (ireat Fire of Rome had only just
begun to burn itself ont; for it ia at that
period of MNero's rveign that our story
opemna,

For seven days the onee fing cily had
blazed and roaved, and blotted out the
sy with dense upheavals of sparks and
smoke,

It had been & tragedy such as the world
had zeldom known hefore.  ‘Thousands
had peiished in the Hames. SBlaves, bac-
bariane, and the rabble from the slums
and alleys had taken advantage of the
confusion to rob, slay, and put down all
attempts to mesintan  authority  and
order.

hole streets had fallen, the panie and
tnmualt had hourly inereased. Newvey
since the Gaunl invasion led by Brennus
had Rome seen & disaster approaching
ilna. . Where magnilicent abodes of the
rich and palaces had stood were left only
red-hot pillars and smouldering  ruins.
The centre of the city, away upon the
hills, waa like a vast, ecething volecano.
The roads leading from it were thick with
refugoee of every rank and cleass, whoe
rushed fom the inferno with terros-
distorted faces aid the fear of death n

their eyea. ] i
The fire drew in bailding afler build-
wtrict,  after

mg, sireet aftor sireet, | ]
diztrict. There was no stopping 1t, and
each. day saw more and more of Rome
destroyed, until out of ita fouricen
divisionz but four were left.

And, save for the vagrants and heggars
who had done well out of their pilfering
and plundering, the people were filled
with & mad rage against Nero: for
rummeurs which would not be denied had
it that-the city had becn deliberately fired
by his ordeve.

Alarmed at this, Nero had flung open
the gardens of Caear and other magnifi-
eont parks and open places for the
refugees to camp upon, and showered
graiu, olives, and various other kinds of
fond upon them.

Tha scumn from the alleys and bywars
feasted and lazed, and were content; but
the better claeses were not so easily com-
pensated for the loss of their homes,
their treasurcd possessions, amd the dear
ones who had perished in the flawnes and
the orpy of rioting and bloodshed,

Mero was told of ther ooteries against
him; and, closely guarded in a palace at
Antiumn, had h]inhlr.:w and lrembled for
the safety of his dissiputed carcase.

People who eaw the emperor for the
first time weve apt to be amazed, having
taken him to be quite a different type of
man.

They expected to see s coldly hand-

some, dignified face, symbolic of that of

great and mighty ruler, but in reality
gazed upon the countenance of & drunk-
ard and dissipated mountebank, curiounaly
like that of an ape, save for the conscious-

r

i
1
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ness of power that was in the eyes, and a
vather good, broad fereliead,

He had a thick, bull-like neck ihat,
behind his back, was a subject foz CoHL-
tempt and joking on the part of his
courtiers, and he was affected with a
near-sightedness that had given him a
habit of continuvally raising a highly-
polished emerald to his eyes. Without it,
be could gce nothing clearly that was not
almost beneath his nose,

Yet, with all his defects, Nero's con-
ceit aud self-esteem were colossal. He
wiote poems and verses, and as none
dared do anything but praise them, he
had grown to believe himself one of the
Frantest_mugtm‘s with his pen the world
1a4d zeen born.

Even hiz beloved poems were forgolien
now, however, as he hid in the hastily-
provised Court in this palace near the
sea, e felt that death was very near,
and that almost any hour that struck
might ba.his last.

Nero flung out his podgy hands in a
grsture of anger and impatience.

“Asseal Foola!" he eried.  YCanst
do nothing but stare at me? Iave none
of vou anine suggestion lo make to gquiet
the mob who cry oul for my life?”

A courtier sugpested a2 Journey to
Egypt, which had long been proposed and
i'a,lkﬁu:fi of. Bul Petroniug promptly dis-

reed,

“And let the peopla think that you
fear them, O Divine One " he asked,
with a trace of sarcasm. * DBy Bacchus,
that would be worse than commitling
suicide ! T tell you, sire, that the matter
must be handled with the utmost tact
and forethought! The mob need only a
leader to overthrow vour rule!  Vou
could ro to FEgypt, bul when yom
returned vou would find it impossible
again to aseerwd your throne! Someone
else would by that lime have been pro-
elaimed Cesar, end in Home your lhifo
would not be werih a moment's pur-
chase [

“Comforting  words, O Arbiter
Flogance ! Nere sneered bitterly,
m‘!mnmd more from you ! o

‘T speak only the truth, 0 Divine
One ! Petranins avswerad, with convie-
fion. “You have not passed amongst the
peopla as I heve done, amd heard the
threats they mnke !

The empearor prew more angry. Flis
nesr-sighted eyez gliviered unpleasantly,
and it was plain he was in a dangerous
nioaod.

“What he

of

say  vou, Horpee?™

- demanded, raising his emerald and fixing

his glanee upon the couriier whe was
alsn profect of the pretorian soldiers.
“ Anewer on your head ™

“My Thead!” Horace,
unpleazant-locking  little
at Nervo insolently.
head 1 ho soarled,  *“Take care, dire!
If havm befell me, the soldicrs would no
longer remain loyal I

A dead silence fell over the erowded
court-room.  Horace, knowing Nero was
probably seeking a scaperouat on whom
he could place responsilality for the Gring
of the city, had taken the bull by the
horns. e meant to fight.

Slaves shivered. Courtiers stood
arhast. Would MNere order Horace to be
flung into thae dungeons, or—

“My men gel fire to Rome, it is Lroe,”
Horace said, epeaking again before the
amazed and anegry emperor could make
any reply. ' But it was at your orders,
sice !  You wished to see a real city in
flamey, that youn might give & great poem
on the subject to the world, and I and my
soldier s—" .

“Stop!” Nero thundered, his hande
clutehing nervously at his amethyst robe,
a8 he glanced furtively at the sca of faces

&
mart,

wizoned,
glared

-H-I ;

“You threaten my |

i B0

'Potronius knew that it was u
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about him. I did but joke, Horace ™
he said quitkly, knowing that the prefoect
held him m the hollow of his hand, and
wishing to elip out of an awkward and
humniliating position as gracofully as
possible, “Tf your brain is addled, and
Fou have no way out of our difficulties to
submit, 1 wmust seck elsewhere for
inapiration '

orace permitted himself the fainfest
of smiles, m which larked trivinph; for
he knew that his defiani stand had been
for the best and that he had conguered.
In a moment he was once again the oily-

tongued and  courtecus subject and
-adviser,

“There 15 a plan T would suggest lo
you, O Incomparable Ruler!™ he de-

clared, 1t iz, methinks, a cever one
at that. Why not ssy that the Chinstiana
fired Rome!" .

Nero gave a cry of delight and exultas
tion,

“By Hercules, that 13 excellent,
Horace!” he exclaimed, yubbing his
hands and laughing. *“*We com sny
that ihey set Rome blazing because they
thought it needed cleansing of 'ifs pomp
and sn '™

Horace inclined his head,

“Verily,” he answered, *with the
statement properly neoised abroad, the

people would bolieve, They would deeply
regret their disloyal outbuists againet
you, and demand that the Lhristizns ba
severely punished --flung to the lions, o
slain by gladiators t™

Nero rose to his feel, and ogain took
a turh up and down the highly polished
marble floor,

“Grand ! he murmyred, , “ Excellent !
Methought that 1 had not ome mgn of
wit and braing about me, but-1 was mie-
taken. Go you ab once, good friend, and
seo that the necessary rumours are set.
afloat, and have your soldiers seek out

the people who claim the fuith .of
Christianity, and fling them into the
dungeons !™

Bty ! :

1t waz Petronins who spoke, and Nero
regarded him in surprise,

# Well# he demandad.

“Jg the scheme nol too fiendish and
unjust, O Cmaar?’ Petronios asked
quietly, with a hifting of his choulders,
“What will you do with these people
when the pretoriana have cast them into
prizson?”

“Why, that s not difficalt to dedde,
Palrontus,” Nero answered coldiy. **The
summer games are at hand, and the
people shail be treated to such sport as
they have not thought to be thle 11
their wildest dreams! I will have dogs
brought from the Pyrenees and from
Ireland—great packs that shall be pur-
posely  kepi  famishad—lions  and tha
wolves from (Ho hille!, The Christians
shall be turmed mio the arena te- face
fiercest tigers from  Afrvica, packs of
these wild beasts, and——"
“ tut what have they done to deserve

terrible a fate, O Tlivipe Onel"
Petronius asked, though he knew that he
was risking his own life by raising his
protest. :

Wero laughed in & manmer that was
not good to hear, -

* Knowesi. thon not that the Chriatians
seb fire to Rome!” he asked meaningly;
and, although his blood boiled at the dra-
bolical injustice of the conspiracy,
. esa to
argue further, and bowed his head.

Hornce hastened from the palace, and
called together certain men he knew who
could be trusted to say anything, and set
any ramour afloat, provided they were
well paid; and they did their inhuman
work all too well, .

By evening overy part of the mtgbamd

Tug Macyer LiBrary.—No. 060,
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its suburbs rang with cries of “The
Christians burired Rome! Fling them to
the liens!” and wholesale captures by
Nero's pretorians began,

The people might have doubted in
theoir hearts the Christians’ guilt, but they
pretended to believe that the great and
tragical blaze had been their work.
Indeed, thexy wanted to helieve such o
be the case, being aware that it meant
sizch sights in the new arena—which was
nlready being planned—as had never
before been witnessed.

Rome loved eruelty, and just now was
in a vengeful, bitter mood, desiring that
someone, no maiter who, should suffer
for ita wrongs. To drown the memory
of the all-consuming inferne in the blood
of the Christians snited tho people very
well, and the soldiers’ work was gloated
OWEr.

Mavny even helped in it Tt was not a
hard task to find Christians, for the
had never concealed their faith. All
through the might captures went on.

No pity was shown, Women wers
dragged to prison by their hair, children
snatched from their mothers and driven
before the pretorians with heariless
blows from- whips and the flat of awords.
Ruined Rome waas filled with madness
and the desire for blood and erpelty,

And Nero, who had learned that all
throats against him had been forgotten
in this new diversion, sat serenely in the
palace at Antium, smiled complacently,
snd commenced his poemn ou the burning

of Rome.

Marcus the Brave—Betrayed!

& HAT does it mean, these cries
against the Christiana,
Marcus? Do you beliove
that it was they who started
the fire?"

Tha speaker was a  sandy-haived,
freckle-faced young giant, who stood on
the deck of & vessel lying beside the
Antium landing-stage,

Tha ship was called the ,Conqueror,
and had but recently retnrned from a
voyage to  Africa, especially commis-
siohed by Mem with the object of cap-
turing a noforious pirate who had for
yeurs robbed and sunk ships laden with

roatly cargoes intended for Eome,
The expedition had been led by the

sandy-haired lad's companion, who now
stood beside him on the deck.

The latter’s name was Marcus. and
until ke had =t off upon the mission just
complered he had been a gladiater who
waa the hero of many combats in the
arena.

In direet contrast to Leo, his friend,
Marcus had all the refived handsomeness

of a Greek god, vér about him there was
a charming boyishness, despite his
twenty years.

Just now he was a trifle pale, and
there was a bandage about his ferehead.
He looked just a little haggard and
worh ; but, considering his experierces of
less than a week ago, that was not to be
waondered at.

Marcus loved a beautiful British girl
named Eunice, who had been a slave in
the palace of Nerc on the Palatine.
When this noble edifice had been
destrayed by the fire, Eunice had fled
with other slaves to the trans-Tiber.
After braving the terrible heat and
.smoke, Marcus had found her there, and
saved her from being crushed to death
by an elephant, which, mad with terror,
had escaped Drom a neer-by menagerie
and run ammok in the congested stroets,

In doing this the young gladiator had
not escaped without serious mmjury, and
he had been cared for until yvesterday in
tha howuse of a Christian named Cato.
Funioe, hiz sweetheart, had nursed him:;
for she, too, had stayed there, she being
a believer and follower of Cato’s faith.,

Yet, though he was still weak. and far
from himself, Marcus wazs very happy.

Wera had promised him that f he
supeeeded in capturing the rover Birong-
bow, and brought him back to Rome a
prisoner, he would free Eumcee, and
arrange a wedding for the lad and the
girl of an unprecedented splendour.

For the ceremony and pomp Marcus
cared not a rap, but the thought that
Eunice would soon be hiz wife, and freed
from slavery, meant more to hin then
lifw itself

His mission had been franght with
many perils, and more than once he and
Leo had been within an ace of meeting
their deaths. In the end, however, they
had won through, and Strongbow and
almost his entire gang, together with aix
out of the seven ships the pirate had
commanded, had been triumphautly

brought te Antium.
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The vessels lay now near the Con-
queror, which was the largest boat yet to
be built, and could accommodate 1o leas
than fifty rowera a side, On the enor-

mous ship herself, and also upon the cap-
twrmed boats, were hosts of pirates in
chaing and feiters—a mixed and wvil-

lainous-leoking crew, compnsing but few
white men, but any amount ntF Nagroes,
half.coates, atnd Eﬁ*}']r'l mns of low barth.,

Marcus was decp in thought, and lu
comrade Lea had to repeat his gueshion
before he heard and heeded it.

Y The Christinns—nay. 1 do not think
they started.the fre!™ Marcus =aid, lna
fuce growing stern. * From what T head
in Home when I was riding through the
heat and smoke and the frenzied people
who were aecking safetw, it was the work
of MNero's lurelings 1™

“¥on believe Nero deliicrately had
the blaze kindled, Marcus!” Leo gasped
im amnzement, staring at hig  (riend.
“Hut why—why? Tell me that '™

Murcus shook bis head with an air of
helplessnoas.

"Whe can zay what motives the mad-
wan had*” he returned,  * Some say it
was 1o rid the aty of the evil odoura
whiclh eame from the narrow sireets and
alleyways, But nothing is cerfain save
that, when men rushed through the street
l:urﬁng blazing torches into the shops
and honses, Were's enldiers prevented the
people from extinguishing the fires they
started."

“By the shade of my mother if "twas
by his command, he deserves not only
bhanishment, but death !"" Leo declared in-
dignantly, *“Think of the women and
little children who must have perished in
the panic and Rames! It is monstrous—-
worze !

“4And maore monstrous things are to
come, good friend,” Marcus said gravely,
“These Christiana whom Nero is having
Alung into prison and blamed for lus
crowning crime against humanity will Lo
driven into the arens, crucified, or burnt
alive! Yon can depend upon that, Leo!
Thers are times whon I feel T hate Bome
—hate its prople for their eallousness and
the delight they take in all things nnjust

and cruel [

Leo gave a gesture of agreement, then
shruzged his broad shoulders.

I shara similar feclings at times also,
Marcus,” he replied. *“DBat what can
one do? Nothing, save look on and
remain inactive, if nauseated and dia-
gusted ! Nere and those who follow him
are all-powerful, and methinks things will
never alter !

“Pon't be oo sure of that,” his com-
rade objected. **Had you been with me
and zeen the sights T saw, heard the orica
I heard, in Rome, whilst 1t roared and
blazed, you would think differently.”

His eyes Hashed and he drew a decp
Liyeath.

““1 tell vou, Leo, that the people only
necded to find just then a2 man who conld
be bold enough to stond up amongst
them and proclaim mméelf their leader,
and Nero wonld have been dethroned,
and : have been compelled to 8y for his
life ! Methought his. hour bad struck cre
this, . but by the unnst and inhuman
schemoe he hos hit upon to throw tha
blagme for this last misdeed upon other
apdd Jdnnoeent _shoulders, he has fat least
%_a_ined a respife from his people’s wratl.

ut, though they will pretend to think
the Christians goilty whilst they walech
them perish in the arcna, accept gills
MNero will lavish upon then:, and scramble
for the lottery iickets he will issue and

Fdistribute, they will know in their inner-

most souls whera the blame lies, and will
not forget 1" .
Leo clapped his friend upon the back.
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* ¥ou should have been an oraior ! le
declared, with a laugh.

I speak strongly because I fecl
strongly ! the young gladiator answered
guietly. -*I do not forget that Eunice is
a Christian, and, but for the promise
MNero has given me to free lher and
arrange our wedding, she might be
among the poor creatures who are
dragged from their homes, and lashed
and drven along the roads in chaing to
the prisons.™

“They say the prizons near Rome are
full to overflowing, and that to-day
Chnstiane will be brought to the pacl
which lies wnear here, and whither
Btrongbow and our prisoners are bound,”
Ieo zaid musingly. " But knowest thou
how the time fliea? We must be getting
intoe our linery, Marcus, to receive the
bull-necked jackass when he arvivesi”

“ By Bacchus, yea!" Mareus exclaimed,
"1 wae thinking of other thinge, my Leo,
and almost fm']g-attinp; Nero !’

They both huovvied to their quorters
and donned their burnished bhelmets,
breastplates, and swords,

This morning Strongbow and his cap-
turcd crew were to be formally handed
over by Marcus _to Nero's pretorian
soldiers, and, no longer afraid to show
himself in public because of his schems to
roakea the Uhristiana his scapegoats, Nera
lnmesell was to be present to witness the
COrem Y.

Ho was due to arrive with his courtiers
and followers at the quayside at almost
any moment now, and. as Marcus and
Tea returned to tlhie Congueror's deck,

they found pretorians lining the street

hy the waterside, and also hosts of zight-
Hera,

Marcus' mission and the success of his
vovage was no secret to the people ‘of
Antium and elsewhere, and he was looked
upon.as a Dero, and one wha had ren-
dered a great service to the community.

As he was glimpsed—a fine figure in
Lis gloaming armour—a rousing cheer
was raised for him, and, in response, he
drew his sword and waved it to the
crowd, which was inersasing in volume
with every moment that s

Then, after Leo had 1ssued brisk arders
that cansed the Congueror's satlors'to line
up behind bhim and Marcus upon the deck,
there canie a period of waiting. DBut
Nero camne at last—came, as nsual, with
a terrifie fowvish of trumpets and a pomp
giid magnificence that dazzled the eyes.

Iivst arvived o detachiment  of
Numidian hovsemen, the sun Siistﬂning
upon their ehony black faces and glinting
uprin the hoge gilt earrings that swung
i their ear. They wore gorgeous yellow
nniforms, girt at the waist with erimson,
and carried formidable lances, with long.
banthoo hafts. They were followed by
hosis of slaves, arrayed in gaily-colourcd
robes of silk., Detachment after detach.
ment of pretorian guards marched after
them, then hearers of wvarious musicul
inatrum«enl:s—lauﬁ, twisted trumpots of
potd and silver, Hotes, lutes, zithers, and

cvinlals.
In theiy wake swung nh:-ngsg pretovian
dotachmient of  huge icarmbrinns,

leavded, with ved, fAaxen hair, and blue
ives,  They hore in front of them Roman
vagles, inscribed tablets, and busts of
MSerd.

IMrom= beneath the skins and avmouy
wornn by theso soldiers protruded bave,
mzculne, sun-bmrned arms. They were
the most fewrved of Cresay’s warriors, and,
conscions of their own  strength  and
power, looked about them with con
trmptuous eves,

Baut, e though they werve, the peaple
paid but scanty attention to them, Fﬂl‘
they leralded the approoch of Ceasar
himselF.

Proceded Ly beautifvl charvicts of gols,
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Jraped with costly hangings, Nero rode
in & magnificent conveyance of a similar
kind, and composzed of the same preécious
matal. But it was studded with the
rarveet of precions stones, and drawn by
no less than twelve Idumean hovses shod
with gold.

Perhaps because he judgﬁd that his
ownt fancied beauty would mﬂ.glmﬁed
by contrast, two deformed. dwaris lay at

‘his feet. He was attired in & tunic and

toga of his favourite colour—amethyst—
Ium]dn. jaurel wreath reposed upon his
wad.

The trumpets blaved again, and Nero's
chariot came to a standstill before the
landing-stage and abreast of the mighty
Congueray,

At a sharp command from Marcus the
gailors -aank to one knee, as did he and

Leo and the vessel's officers, remaining-

thus until Nero had stcpped from hins
chariot and waved his hand as a signal
for them to rise.

The peopla cheered themsalves hoarse,
partmllly}cbemuse those near the pretorian
guards, at least, feared to de anything
else. 'Then silence fell as a herald
sounded his brgmpet and announced that
the guards were ready to receive the
captured Strongbow and his men,

Orders vang out again upon the ship,
from which a long gangway had been run
to the shove. Certain of Mero's protorian
detachmonts marched forward =zs the
Finperor stepped hack, and they stood
waiting, with their sworda drawn, to re-
ceive the unhappy prisoncrs,

The latter were urged forward in their
fotters and chains, ssing  across the
Conquérer's deck and on to the brood

angway. It was ap impressive sight.

nowing a woll-deserved pumshment
awalted them for their brutal erimes upon
the seas, the pirates marched with bowed
beads and dejected looks..

Only Strongbow himself, who was the
first to. be compelled to land, showed
epirit. He walked with his head held
high, and a contemptueons aneer upon his
lips. As he passed Marcuz 'and [Leo hé
shot at them 2 vicious glance full of
hatred, and clenched bis hands until the
nails bit into the fesh of his palms.

He would have paused to spit upon the
ground as he passed Nero, but a prod in
tho back from a soldier’s Llade forced
bim hurriedly on.

There were well over a hundred
prisoners, and their dizembarkation tock
a considerable time. Afer those from
the Conqueror had been marched ashore,
the six smaller vessels were berthed
aruinst the gquay 1o turn, and the ecap-
tives from them followed the others
ashore. _

At a sign from MNera, his mnsicians
Einyq}d. With  hoarse commands, and

cre and thera a savage blow, the pre-
torianz marshalled the |}ii':'|h!rﬁ. into forma-
tien to marvch to the prison, which lay
a short distunee across country.

Tramp, tramp, tramp ! Closely watched
h'_-; thewr guards, squad after sguad went
listlessly down the road, their chains
clanking, and their feet sending up o
clowd of dust, until the lnst of the nonde-
geript horde were on the move,

The pretorians broke into a song, and
‘I'_hl_'. Sh110 ﬂﬂ_ﬂ]lﬂ'l_l ||'|}'U'|1 thl:'.'{j_' Arpour ﬂ“i].
helmets as  they  vanmshed with  iheir
charges arowmud a bend in the steect,

It wns over! The formal delivering
aver to justice of Stronghow the Rover
and hizs ent-throat gang had been carrind
out, and the ond of ovne of the worst
pests of the sea had come,

Wero waved las hand, and the mus=e
ceased, then sizoed that he wished to
veceive’ Maveus and publicly thank him
for the scrvice he hed renderod the
Htate,

Three-halfpence. 17

But as the sladiator came briskly acrose
the gangway and set foot on the quay
there camas an interruption.

* The Christians to the lions ™

The cry came again and again from
the crnh'-:iz at soma distance up the street,
and as both Nero and Marcus turned
their heads in that direction they. saw
that a party of soldiers were bringing
along the road some twoscore of the un-
fortunate men and women upon whom
the arch.fiend who ruled Home had
saddled his erime.
_ Commarnds rang out, and the pretorians
in charge of the Christians, who had been
on their way td the prison where the
Er&t&s had gone, halted their eaptives.

ut MNero  beckoned to the officer in
charge of them to procced on his wey
and pase him,

* Let nothing hinder the taking of these
foul eriminals to their punmishment!™ he
cried piously. **The corpses of those who
perished m the Hames demand ven-
geance [

Marcus drew back to let the unhappy
prisonera and the soldiers pass him ; then,
aa they were marched nearéer, he uttered
a startled and horrified ery.

He drew in a sharp, hissing breath,
and veeled back as one who had received
a heavy blow between the eyes.

For in the crowd of captives, her sweot,
sirlish face like mavble, yet with a enri-
ously rvestgned and peacoful look m her
eyes, was the girl he loved—the girl for
whom he had faced endless perils scross
the seas, and whomn Nero had promized to
free and give him for his wife. Eunice—
the girl-slave from Britain |

“Bire, what (oes this mean?' he
gasped hoavsely, pointing to her with a
trembling hanl,

Nero ratsed his emerald, and, as the
priseners wore halted ab lus gesture, he
dispassionately surveved his slave. )

It means, O gladiotor,”™ he said, with
the trace of a sneer, “that the maiden
whom thow wonbdst wed must be s
Christian, am] that yvounr mutriage with
her will thereline he impaossible, ™

In a monent Marens was oo his kness
before him, pleadinge despevately, wildly,
for the life of the girl,

“ After all I have done for Rome, after
your vedgod weord, O Bhvioe One,” he
eried, “‘vou will not ecast her 1o the
lons ™

Hut, with a eold r‘c:r.n‘f‘mtiﬁﬂ in his diz-
sipited eyes and a4 evoel little smile twist-
ine bz thick lips, Nera hmpatiently
wottoned (o him lo rise.

“2he 15 o Christian, and I have de-
ereed that not one Chrietian who is cap-
tured  shall  escape  the arenal!” he
ansawoered, in oo foue of ice. “What
would ihou hove? Is my decision 1ok
just?  These people fred Roane! The
fmnrl of this very mnid may have cast
a blazing brand thet fired 2 whole street
_-_"F

“Its a Lie!”

The worda came thickly from Marens®
lips sz, with elenched hands and blaring
eves, he came (o his foat,  1lis brain was
whiriinw. ITe was crazed with rage
Fa= the moment to hun Nero was nod
leneer a menareh, but just a man wha
was hezrlessly Letraying him and breaks
iner bis word .

“Tis n lie!™ he eried azain, Ins in-
dignation and nend anger cauaing hm to
throw all disseiion to the winds, 1t
was by vour orders ome waz fired, amd,
like the muederer that you 2e, you
wonld send hnmdvsle of 1nouovent sonls
to thetr death 1o ke vour neople forget
your crone 17

( Thee e weill be anolher instuleent of
th in grr.lun’_ woarterd pe s e ke fhalrr e

cogup of the Manxee carly )
THE Macxer Lisrary.—No, 660.
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night? Foor old Bowser put

his hand through the window,

and made an awful gash in his
wrist, Ile bled like a pig!”

“¥es. And T heard that the poor
fellow wn3 nearly dead when the doctor
arrived.”

TWell, the doctor was out, and didn't
ﬁet here until more than a hour after

a was sent for"

“I'm not blaming the dector. What
I feel vexed about is that none of you
fellows knew how to siop the Meceding.”

“Oh! I suppose you arc going to pose
a3 n doctor now §"'

“Don't sneer, old fellow., I'm nol
posing as a doctor; and wouldn't atlempt
io take tho place of a doctor; but know-
ing what to do in an accident until the
doctor comea has saved many a life, nod
youu could have saved Dowser all that
enflering last mpght. T say, why don't
vou learn? It's intevesting, and 1f you
like TH tell you something about 6.7

“ Fire oway, then!”

““Asn Dowser’'s case 13 8o fresh in our
memartes, I'll take bleeding first?

“How will you take 17 Holi™

“Now, look here. I'm not going on
if you're going to mterrupt at every
sentence !”

“"Borry! You began in the clouds,
liko a stuffy lecturer!”

“I beg your pardon!
do that again,

“I suppose some of you follows
fainted when wyou saw some blood?
Many people do. But that ecan be got
over by learning afl you ean aboul your-
sedf.  Afler all, there i1s nothing te he
afraid of in, blood. Everybody has if,
and, unlike the measles, they have it
always. It is s natural as breath, neither
of which can be done without. So if
FOu ever ZI'BTI mnclined to be faint at
the sight of bleeding, pull yourself to-
gother, and forget your own feclings in
the effort to help the sufferer to bear his.

“’I‘I:Eu Llead-suppdy in our bodies is
somathing lhike the watersupply of o
town. Tho heart i3 the pumping-station,
the lungs are the filter-beds, and the
blood-vessels are the pipes. There 15 this
dificrence: in the waler-supply the dicty
water 18 not taken back to lhe pumping-
station through pipes, but the bload in
the body 1s.

“These pipes in our bodies have differ-
ant names, and you ought to know them,
The pipes which carry the pure bloed
from thae heart are ealled aricries
Note that—lreart to arleries. As the
arteries near tho parts they have to
supply with pure blood they become
smaller and smaller, unlil abeut 20,000
ara reqguired to cover an inch,  These
tiny wvessels are enlled capillarics, from
the Latm eapillus. meaning a  hair.
They are much smaller than a hair, and
to sea them without a rood microscope
would ®eap Hilary,'! or anvone olse!

“Capillaries supply the nourishuwent
fthat 15 in the blood to the hody., and

“DID you hear about tho rag |ast

Btop me if J

take the waste material from the body
inte the bleod. Just as the arleries
taper off into capillariea, the capillaries
enlerge info veins, which convey the
tmpure blood to the heart. “The right
side of the heart pumps this impure
blood through the lungs, where it is
purified by the breathing., The blood
goea back fo the hearl, bnt this Lime
mte the left side. and it 15 from the
left sule of the heart that the blood
is again pumped through the body.

“ Bleeding from each of these bLloml-
vesaels 8 guite distinel.  From capillaries
the blood oasrez, and iz brick ,-ps. The
verns pour oul their contents 11 a steady
stream ; the blood iz dark, and comes
from the side of the weund farther
from the heart. A damaged arlery
p{ﬁ-ﬂiﬁ searlet Llaod in jerky jels from
the =ide of the wound nearer the
hreart,™

“Aren't you getting rather eloquent
again? I hike the *jerky jets’; it
sonieds ke o neow feomiet! Bat, I
say, how do you stop tho bleeding *”

“ How do you stop a leak in a water-
pipe until the plumber comes? Don't
yvou put your hnger—ov, betfer atill,
yont Lhumb-—pver the hole until snme-
bhody gets o pece of vag to tie round
the pipe? That is exaetly how you ireat
a fleak ' tin oa blood-vessel, unless there
13 something in fhe wound, If life were
at stake you wouldn't even stop for
-that, bul press the finger on lhe wonnd
at once, and take all risks. Fortunately
this doea not aften need to be done, and
there 13 usoally time to pnt a fold of a
clean handkerchief, or the inside of an
envelope, between vour thumhb and the
wound., Even this is not necossary if the
thumb i3 quita clean. When the bleed-
ing has stopped, place a pad on the
spot where your thumb was, and fix the
pad 1 position with a bandage. The
pad can bha made of a clean handker-
chief folded corners to centre two or
thriew times. The smoolh side of the
pad gocs next ithe wound. Though
the orthodox bandage is a right-angled
Erimngle with a base of about fifty inches,
anything that is long encugh and strong
cnough for the purpose will do. Tse a
lurge handkerchief, or yeur necktie if
nelhing else is handy. Tho centre of the
bandage 1= placed on the pad, the onds
carried vound the limb and tied fivmly
on the pad.

“Ie careful about that knot, Most
peaple tie fgranny ' knots.  Why ihey
shonld Le called “graowies ™ I don't

know. nnless it 13 that they are nob
expected to last Jong.  Clartainly a
*pranny © knot does not keep tight, i3
thificult to unido, and Ties m 2 Inmp.
The correct koot Lo tie 15 o © reef,’ and
i 15 made by passing the nght end gver
thee 1efl, then the left over the right.
Thiz 13 a kvol you can rely on. It lics
fat, with the end: along the bandage,
cdhoes nob work loose, awd carne be easily
ardone,

Y Next werk we will Lulk abant lovang
off the snpply at the * taps” "

THE SCHOOLBOY
CINEMA STARS.

(Continued from page 13.)

he turned to walk to Hawthorne PPack,
miuch troubled in his mand.

He liked and respected Wingate, as all
the (Greviriars fellows did, and he could
not help feeling concerned for the Grey-
friars captam,  Elzsie Mainwaring was
the maguet that drew him: but it was
folly—folly!  And what could be the end
of 1t*%

Wharton's face was clouded ez ho
reached the sate of Mr. Cyrus Hunker's
headguarters.

“deen Wineate® ashked Bob Cherry,
as he came in.

Wharton nodded,

“ Bunter savs he saw Lim packing a
Lax. IIs believes he's roine ta enal,”
sapd Boly, in a low voice. “0Qf course,
Bunter 15 a stlly ase——"

“T'm afrnid Bunter's richt this time,
old fellow, Wingate's cut.™

A bt ! osand Baob,

“"Tt's votten!” said Wharlon uneasity.
“OM—0f course, vou can puess why he's
gone. It's folly!?

“No doubt abaout HBaob.

that,” =aid
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“Ro—-30 thet's why he was borrowing
money of Gwynne, according to Bunter.
If the awful ass is going to look for
Aiss Mamnwaring, he will want monex- -
more than he's pot, I fance! Of course,
he may have heard from her.”

“But, I =sav, there's
wrong!? satd Bunter, jerking a ot
thuml i the direction of the house
“DPyve just passed old Honker's window ;
it was open, and he was fairly yelling "'

“What about, ass?"
~ “He was in a rore bait, T can tell vou.
Simply velling hike 2 IRed Indian!”

“Yrallo, hallo. hallo! Look thera!™
exclatmed Bob Cherry,

The door of Mr., Hunker's office had
opened,

Crrus Hunker appeared in ithe door
war, his face purple, amd hiz goales
beard bristling with rage,

Flantrnnecd an page 20.)
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IF CHARLIE CHAPLIN WERE A FORM-MASTER!

Drawn by J. MACWILSON.

The First of & Screamingly Funny Set of Comic Pictures.

1. Teehee! Here's fun, lads and lassies ! Charlie Chaplin,

the scream of the screen, has struck a fine job as Form-
master at the clasic Academy for the Sons of Cabinet
alinisters, plumbers, and gasfitters. * What joy ' chartled

the ladlets. “Won't you sit down, sir 7" wufled Willie Wag
politely,

T

3. But nothing can dam  the apirits of our filmy fun-
merchant for longer than it takes you to say, " A maunager
imagined he wuas managing an imaginary menagerie,’” and
hie soon returned (o the morry old Form-room.

5 Chaclie tackinlly -ahem ! - tactfully eaid nothing, but he
got Liz film-brain to work all the same. With his cane he
gently prodded the useful old guides to knowledge, and—

2 “Woof " gasped Charlie, as he subsided into about o
wallon of watery wetness. “Ha, ha, a! What n priceless
old prune you are, to bo sure, siv!” chirruped the infants.
* You absolutely take the bathbun—'apecially the bath -

ou da, gir " Oh, throw me a iifebuoy, someone 1™

inclecd
gurgled the Form-master.

i

Y T

I
|

4. But, ob, tubtut! When lie took his peat on the hund.
some ald muhoguny stool, he straigliway arose with execed-
ing alucrity, * Yow-wow I he howled. ** [ve been attacked

by & wasp or something ' But when he saw that {ack.——

6. Riff | Over went the jar of blue-black on to the nappers
of the naughty litde nippers. ' Toadle-ce, boys! chortled
Charlie. " The class 1a (hHﬂ'.IiEEEd ' Hul fook oul next weekf
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