


Our New Editorial Feature

Alecags glad to hear front gen, chums, so drop me a line to the jollowing
aderess : The Editor, The ** Magnet ' Library, The Amalgometed Press, Lid.,
Fleetieny House, Farringdon Siveet, London, E.C.d.

ITH this weok'’s Frea Gilta, you
w chaps mow hevo cighteen
motor-par  badges—but  there

are 2till more to coma, In

next week's bumper number every
render i3 presentod with Bugatti and
Bentloy radiator-badges, and with thesc
two, © Magnotites ™ will w8 4 pdlec-
tion that will bo the envy of all their
non-render pals, You'll be caroful not
to apoil your sct, 1 know, s0 arder next
Saturday’s isste of the Maower to-day.

Now, lot's congratulate F. G, Chilton,
of 34, Bkinner Btrect, Stockton-on-
Tees, who wvine ono of our pocket knives
far the following joke: -

A READY RETORT!
The old lady had accidentally
“eeatod hersell in a railway earriage
vescrved for smokers, - With uncon-
ccaled indignation shé saw the mon
next to her light his clay pipe.
* Bir.” she excloamed in frigid tones,
“smoking makes mo sick!” “Docs
it now, ma'am?” eaid the man,
sofiinwhat nuﬁ:)rlmd, as he pro-
coeded th puff away at his evil-
smclhng pipe.  ""Then take my

advice and chuck it '

If you know a good joke, send it along
and seo if you can gain a penknife, too!

A FILM-STRUCK " MAGNETITE,"

whose anine and address [ withheld, nske
me for advico this week on how to get
work on thae filme. Well, I'm sorry to
dissppoint this chum, and also many
athers of you who might be the same
way inclined, but I must certainly ad-
vien him to think of zome other career
for himself. Tho Glm business is abso-
lutely crowded with beginners, and the
chance of- ovan gotting o %i} in a
“orowd M i most remaote. a boegin
with, this reader lives in the provinces,
and most of tho British Blm companies
have thoir studios near Londeh, Even
then, “extras"™ are only required on
rarg occastons, and o young chum of
mine who works on tho films occasion-
ally, told me he had only had hali a
dozen doys’ work during lﬂc lnst twelve
months,

Ho you can work out for vourselves
what chances you've got if a London
boy, who has had expericnce in tho
work, can only get that amount in a

vearl Qive uﬁ the iden of going on the
films, chum, All the extras who may be |
mqufred are takeh from tho ranks of

unemployed actors~-and thers aro more
of them than can possibly bo absorbed |

“« JINGLER'S HOLE ! **

Na, this izn't tho titlo of & story, but
the history of “Jingler's Hole ¥ would
make n jolly fine varn! Ralph Craw-
ford, of Livorpool, asks mo if I kpow
anything about a place of t namao,
Yea, I do, and I expect a lot of my
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Morthumbrian readera know something
about it, too! It's a tiny bay, nestling
underneath tall cliffs near Tymemouth
and it takes its famo from a lécal
character who was called. "Jin%Ling
Geotdio!” Ho appears to havé been
sweh another ruffiant as was Abednigo
~Eyo in our last =orial. Geordie had
both his oyes, but ho only had one log,
at] ho got his name becausa the iran
end of his stump used fo jinglo on the
rocks whon ha walked, ;

In the bad old daya when ™ tvracking
wna constantly carried out, “Jingling
{ieordie ¥ used to loro ships ashore near
Tynemouth, by maans of exhibiting falso
lights,  When the ships wers wrecked
in  “Jingler's Hole,” he apd his
followera wsed to go down and securs
:E}:{.“; kblln-;tj ;}Ec?' eouid. I;Flis m;ill'u.} 55

ikely to orgottdn, for you'll fin
“Jingler's Holo ™ marked on {h'n charts
iBaue thoe Admiralty. I wonder how
many old-time scoundrels have their
names commemoratod in this manher ?

THIS LIMERICK WINS A LEATHER

WALLET [
¥ There's a Greyirars felow named
Dutton,
Who's as deaf ns 2 pieco of cold

mutton. .
Ho makes a chap shout,
Until he’s about -
Just as black a2 an overcoat button!”

Sent in by 8. Calow, 69, Grosvemor
tf, Lower Edmonton, N. 9.

Now, vou budding rhymsters, send in
your “CGreyfriars” Inmericks to the
adddrezs shown umderncath tho heading
of thiz page.

HIGHWAYMEN AND CUT-THROATS

goom bo intorczt Jim Handley, of Red-
ruth. Did all the well-known c}hﬂractg:-rs
really exist, ho nsks?  Most of them did,
but £4 much has been written ahout
them that it is diffienlt to get ot the
srnth nowndays. Dick Turpin existed,
but it wos not Turpin who made the
famous ride to York, Jack Sheppard
also existed, and youn can still sce part
of one of the cclls from which he

ZTHIS iSSUE
CONTAINS

2 MORE FREE METAL
MOTOR-CAR BADGES
MAKING 18 IN ALL!

Trim them up with o pair of ecissors
and pin them in vouor albumy

MORE TO COME
NEXT WEEK |

creaped in the Londen
Mueguze, Tho cxistonco of
Fweeniy Todd, on tho other
hand, 18 doubtful, buat
Clande Duval, "H]ucskin{:
Nick Novizon, Capte
Kidd, and dozetia of othors
actually lived, and if your
loer) reforance library has
gy eopies of “The New-
gata Ualendsr 7 you can find
put all information alowt
thent there. 2

WHEN YOU ARE NEXT IN LONDON

teko my tip and visit tho London

Mua-cum: which I have meationed above,
I can't imagine o place that is of more
in

intorest to bovs.  You'll find it
Stafford House, not Far from St. Ja
Palaco—any policeman will tell you i
to get théro, In addition to Jock Sh
pard's call, you'll sco somo of tho ool
from the old Fleet Prison, the old
manacleg and leg-irons that were used,
and dozona of ﬁrtﬂp madels showing
-what Lendon u to be like. Thore's
a fino dne of the Fire of London, and
another of tha gront frost shewing the
ox-roasting and revels on the frozen
Thames? ~ .

Space won't permit me to tell you one.
hundredth part of tho intorosting things
thoy've got there. I know most of von
fallows think museumns aro dry-as-dast
[ plases—but you'll find that this oda jan's.
It's just chock-full of romantic ve-
minders of what wore called *the good
old daye.” .

I moentioned the Fleet Prison above.
I wonder how many of you know

WHERE THE FLEET PRIMON , WAS.

I guess it will snrprise you té know that
it was not a stonc’s throw from where
I'm sitting now! Yes, chams, your
Editor's den is practically on the site
of that placr. What's more, I am simply
surrounded by the romontio atmosphera
of old London. I ecan eoo tha site of
Ncﬁ%utﬂ ouf of my den window, and as
I walked to the offico this morning I
passed a placo with the olid-timo name
of HANGING SWORD ALLEY !

Thia last-named in a rolia of tho days
whon the Fleet Bireet district was
known as “ Alsatia,” and was the law-.
loss haunt of eo many of tho highway-
men about whom my chum Jim Handley
asks mo.

Gosh! T'vo nearly filled all my space
without telling 6o what I'vo got in
store for yom next week! That's what
comes of being too intercsted in the
questionas my choms ask me, So here
goea for next week's issue:

«BILLY BUNTER ON THE FILMS !*
By Frank Richards.

Another long story of Havey Wharion
& Co.'s adventures at Hoellywood.

“THE BLACK HAWK!*»
By Geo. E. Hothester,

More about the intrepid young aic-
man who is the herd of our papular
serinl, and

#* FEARLESS, THE BAD LAD !

a chort complete “shocker ™ from the

ifted pan of Dicky Nugent. Order thia
E:Jmpiar twopennyworth now, and don't
forget that _'lrnu’?ﬁ'ﬁm] two more wonder-
ful freo gifts In next week's issun,
making in all & total of twenty motor-

ear badges. Cheerio, chums!

YOUR EDITOR.

T




GREYFRIARS SCHOOLBOYS ON THE MOVIES!

' HARRY WHAR

AT HO

Dates for Bunter !

i ONDUCTOR 1
li Billy Bunter eat up and
squeaked, 23 the conductor
passed through the car, on the
train that was bearing Harry Wharton
& Co. southward to Las Angeles.

Il‘fﬂit?li

The conductor.did not stop.

Like oversbody elsa between tha
Atlantic coast and thoe Pacific Slope, ho
was in a-hurry,

IHo threw that curions American word
“veh,” over his shoulder, ns ho was
pRS3ing On.

“When do we get to Loose Angels?™
usked Bunter.

The conductor stopped then.

That stopped himn.

Many and various are
the pronunciations of the
musical name of tho
famous ciby of films, But
Bunter had found a mew
onie,

“Bearch mel" ejaculated
the conduclot. .

Bunter bhlinked at him. -

“§ want to eeo Looze Angele from the
train,” he oxplained.

“Nothing doing, sir!® answered the
conduotor, shaking his head, “I 'guess
you won't see any loose angels from this
train. ‘Thers cure ain't any angels
around loosa in California.”

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled.

“Qh, really, you hnow—=>"
Luntor.

“ But p'r"aps you mean Los Angeles?”
gaid thoe conductor, as if that idena had
suddenly struck him, '

Dunter sniffed.

He was not the fellow to have his pro-
nunciation sot right by ao employed
person on o brain, :

“No, I don't!” ho answered.© “I said-

E'Hl

said

Logse Apgels, and I mean Looso
Apgels, ™
Iva conductor shrugged.

“Can't help you, sir,” he said, “If
there's any loose angels around, I ain’t
wige o 15"

And he passed on along the car, and
dispppearcd into the next. Billy Bunter
blinked after him through his big
spectacles, and sniffed again. :

“Cheek 1" ho said.

“Fathend '™ said Bob Cherry. ""The
place is named Los Angeles——-"

“I'm rather a dab aft Spanish, Cherry,
The place is named Loose Angels,” said
Bunter.

1 guess the folks whe live in o place
%_:}nt-;v what it’s cellod,” said Fisher T.
1m =

£

‘nt 1" £aid Buntor. “Why, vou live

Hollywood . . . . . . the city of romance, of
triumphs and failures ... the home of the
cinema! And to this glittering city come Harry
Wharton & Co., fresh from England, keen to
get & “close-up” view of Hollywood’s art!

in New Yok, and you eall it Noo Yark. .
I heard & man in Chieago czll the place
hicawgo.” :

“0Oh, gul '™ said Fisher T. [Fish.

The juniors grinned. As o matter of
fact, they had not found Americaps safo -
gui;jea in the pronunciation of their own
placc-namea. Lies Angeles, for instance,
was genorally pronounced with o hard
“pe 3 which eettainly would have mado -
a Spaniard, like Quintilian, stare and
gasp. i

" Anrhow, when do we got thera?”
gsked Buntor, *“"That's thoe important
point.”

"Iz the  importance terrific?™ asked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I mean, if we're not getting in =soon,
wo shall have to lunoh on the train™

TON

/HARTONGo.

Here's another umique story dealing with the adventures of the chums of Greyfriars

during their trip to Hollywood, U.S.A. By FRANK RICHARDS.
THE FIRST CHAPTER.

explained Bunter., “I'm getting hungry
already.”

“We're not lunching till wo get in,
and wo don't got in for over an hour
vet," szid Johnny Bull '

“Then what's to bo dome?"™ asked
Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove propounded
this poser with groat seriousness, blink-

ing ronnd at the Famous Five.

‘Echo  answers what!”  cemarked
Frank Nugent.

“The whatfulness is terrifie, my

astoomed fak Buntor.™

Bunter gruntod. i

'There was & candy-boy on tho train,
and the candy-boy was tho natural re-
spurce in theso urgent clrcumstances,

But the candy-boy required a financial
equivalent in exchange for his wares, so
he might as well not have
been on the train at all, so
far ea Billy Bunter was
concernod

*I say, you fellows, whab
about semo coconuts?™
asked Bunter.

“Coconuts T
Wharton,
~ “Yes; I've scen somo palm-trecs, so
it stands to reason that there must be

repeated

eoconuts,” said Bunter. - -
_ "Not quite,” said Wharton, [augh-
ing.

“I doo’t think wou’ll -find -any
coconute on the Los Angeles palm-treés.”™
“ Dato gaims, perhaps,” said Bunter.
“Well, what about some dateat”

“MNo dates, either, ass!”

“Well, I suppose something grows on
them,"” said Bunter peevishly. * Ameri-
canz wouldn't plant palm-trees just for
ornament, I've no doubt we could get
lots of dates clicap, if you fellows woren't
g0 mean. If I happened to have a

lar bill, ¥'d stand you fellows some

ates, You've got a dollar bill, Bob,”

Bob Cherry smiled checrily.. '

Tre Magxer Lisnany,—No. 1,593,
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4 LOME COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & €0. EVERY WEFK!

s

“"You'd like some datesi” he asked.

“W¥_z rather|”

ck I’Ilogat you a box of dates.”

-H-Gn. IJI;II )

Bob Cherry rose from his seat.

“f don’t believe they grow dates
hore,” satd Nugent doubt uH;n “You're
wasting your time, fathead !’

“fiy denr chap, feeding Bunter
eouldn't be a waste of time," said Bob.
“That's tha most important thing in the
?}Il}r old universe. Besides, I''m sure

can get a box of dates.”

And Bob left the car,

Billy Bunter turned o scornful blink
on tha other fellows,

“I'm glad to see that there’s one chap
who isn't frightfully mean,” he re-
marked. “I’d have given the candy-boy
a jolly good order, il you fellows would
have paid him. But you wouldn't.”

“"My dear ass—"

“You needn’t dony it,” said Bunter
loftile. " Mean a‘{l round| - Even
Mawiz's growing mean." -

“You've had all m{ﬂc}lz@n , old fat
bean,” remonstrated Lord Mauloverer.

Y, rea.llgr Maul 4
“And you'd have had all mine, if I'd
been an ass like Mauly,” remarked the
Bounder.

Y ghall eottlo np these small emounts

when we get to Hollywood,” eaid Bun-
ter, with dignity. "I've given instruc-
tions for my letters to be eent on there.
'y expocting o postal-cedor——"
» “0Oh, ye gpodel” ejaculated Nugent.
“The same one you were expecting at
Greyfrinrs last term? Or the one you
wora sxpecting the term beforat™

““Heast 1’

Billy Bunter blinked anxiously towarda
the door of the car. Since breakfast ho
had had nﬂthing but & bunch of bananas,
a boz of chocolates, and & bag of nuta,
somo biscuits, and a cake. Ho it was
gcarcely pgssible to hold ocut till lunch,
withoet something in the way of refresh-
ment,

The door opened at last, and Bob
Cherry camae back into the ear. ]

corried a cardboard box in bis
hand, neatly tied with string. Bunter's
oyes glistencd bohind his spectacles,

“Qk, good!” he exclaimed. “Hurry
up, oid apl I'm famished I™

“That's =a ochocolate-box,”

Nugent, glancing at it.
“It was,"” sad Bob. “But there's
datea 1n it mow. Didn't I tell Bunter
I'd bring him a box of dates? There
it is, Bunty."”

Bunter's fat faco beamed. Bob Chierry
sat down and watched him with =
choory smile as ho jerked at the string.

The string snapped, and Bunter lifted
the Ind qf tha box.

He blinked at the contente—szaoveral
bulky American newspapers, folded up
to fill the box.

There was no sign of the dates that
Bunter expected to see. He blinked at
the box, and he blinked at Bob Cherry.

“Where'a the dates " he roared.

“Ehl Can’t you see thomi1” asked
Bob.

Bunter stared. .

“No, I can't. There's nothing hare
but newspapers.”

“The dates are on them.”

“Whao-g-at §"

“My dear chap, you'd better pet soms
new spocs if you can't see the dates™
said Bob, “Why, I can see them from
here."

“Ha, bo, ha!” yelled tha juniors.
Thoe expression that came over Billy

aald

Bunter's fat face was too much for
them,

“Why, you—you—vou—-" gasped
Bunter, =

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Te Magyer Lierary, No. 1,098,

“You—you begst—"

“Wall, there’s no satisfying some
eople.” said Bob. “Why, the box is
ull of dates. There's dates on every
paga of every papep—"

* “Ha, bha, hat"

“Beast]” roored Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal"

Crash | :

William George PBunter hurled the
box and the newspapers—dates and all
=0 an empty’ seat across CAT.
Evidently throse dates were not the kind
that Bunter wanted. Bunter could eat
almost snything, but the dates on news-
papers were of no use even to Bunter.

William George Bunter =at and
5'1:1';31'&4:1 with wrath and indignation—

ateless ! -

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Traln-Jumper !

L1 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Some-
H thing's up!” cjaculated Bob

Cherry. .

“The uplulness is terrifie.”

The train had stopped in a station--
tho juniors still thought of o railway

"IIII'I FEEFErFEEGENVEFFR AR R NN AR ENANEELE
w

MAGNET READER WINS
A USEFUL PENENIFE!

This Week's Winning Joke!

VERY APT!

Disgruntled man sta:.rin@i( in
hotel : * Did you say the Duke
Weilin?lnn actuelly slept in the bed
| was sleeping in ? :
Proprietor ; ™ Yes, sir ; in that
bedt™
entleman: " No wonder they
called lim the * Iron Duke!

Sent in |:r1r: ﬂln Ramsay, 24,
Braewick Road, Lerwack, Shetland,
Scotland.

You must have heard a
good jokhe—send it in
to-day!
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station as*a railway station, ﬂmu%l:’ to
natives it was a reilroad depob. Some
excitament was Emngr on outside the
car amd #tound 1t. There were fifteen
or sixteen passengers in the long car, as
well as the Greyfriars juniors, and all
of thom were on their feet, staring out
of the windows, or the doors at the
ends—* rubber-necking ® at what was
oing on. Harry Wharton & Co. "rub-
ered ¥ alse, wondering what was
happening. A pumber of railroad
employeca of wvarions —grades had
gatierad, and a crowd of other people,
and all of them seomed to be staring
at something under the car, and there
was a volleying of excited exclamations.
The conductor and brakeman had
ahghted, Bnd were bending to lock
un-g&r the car, shouting angrily:

“Como out, yon hobol™

“Git, you durpned jumper!”

“You mosey out of therel You heazr
ma i.lll

“Come on oukl™

“What on earth'as the matter? aslked
Johany Bull. *Somebody underneath
the traim? Coan't be an accident—they
wouldn’t talk to an accident case lik
that.” ] ; . :

Fisher T. Tish grinned.

"I guess it's a train-jumper,” he said,

“A whioh 1" ejaculated N\.}gan&. -

“A peeky hobo stealing & free ride,”
explaincd Fishy. “They've spotted
him, and 1 guess he won't get any
farther,” ;

“My only hat!” excloimed Whartomn.
“Mean to say that a tramp will steal
a yide hanging on undernesth a railway
train I &

LT Eumu

“ Must have some nerve,” said Johony
Bull, with a whistle.

ay Htﬁn them hoboes hﬂ:riﬁ fnthnﬂr%u
enough lor anythrng,” said Fisher T.
Fisir. “That galoot may have hung on
there for fBfty miles, or & hundred—I
guess tramps sometimes cross the Yew-
nited States from Noo Yark to Frisco,
riding under the cars, jumping one train
aftor another. And T ieckon th ,E_e.t-._
handled o fow when they're mugegﬁ ‘_:}

Tho juniors looked from the wlnd&
with interest, curious to see a man who
had the nerve to travel, clinging under a
enr, But ths man did not seem will-
ing to come out, in spite of the
E-m?hatm objurgations of the conduetor
and brakemen,
No doubt he guessed the kind of
receptign he would get from those
indignant gaﬁtlﬂman, when he came
within reach of their hands—and feet!
Train-jumpers are naturally not popular
with train-men.
_ More and more people collected, add-
ing thoir voices to the din. Still the
“hobo * did not emerge. :

“Come oub, you greaser” roared the
conductor,

“Come out, you dagol” yelled the
braReman.

“I guess he's & Mexican,” romarked
Fisher T. Fish. *“Plenty of greaserz in

this !j]fﬂti-:m. It was a greaser country
oncea,
Harry Wharton & Co. had salready

learned that Moxicans were called
asers and dagos—the former from
t e:r‘mmpla:tmn, tha latter from the
Spanizch name Diego. Evidently thae
men under the car was & Merxican or
“native Californian "—that is, a Cali-
fornian of Spanish deecont. Onca the
owners and masters of the country, tho
“native Californians ™ had dwindled fo
a poor and ineonsiderable portion of the
population, erowded out and  dis-
possessed by the more energetic Ameri-
cana. Los Angelea itzelf had onea baen
& Mexican “pueblo.” and waz now 2z
thriving American eity, the remnant of
ita Mexican population of little or no
account. From the American point of
view, thet was exactly as it should be;
but a foreign visitor could not help fee!-
g some compassion for a race that was
conquerad, dispossessed, and deepized.

Tisher T. Fish had explained to the
juniors that the Greasers were a lot of
thieves and rascals; but as almast =l
their property was now in the hands of
Americans, the junfore could not help
thinking that there must have heen
zoma thievery and raszcality on the other
side, too. :

“Hallo, hallo, halle, the conductor’s
got o gunl” exclaimed Eob Cherry.

“0h, my hat!*

“ Begad "ejaculated Lord Maulevercr.
“He can't be poin’ to shoot the man.”

“{ireat Scott!™

Fishar T. Fish chnckled.

“You guys, it's only bluff,” he said.
“] guess he's going to scare the hobo
out, ™

The conductor had dpmdumd a
rovolver. The junipres could not believe
that he mtended to use it, but he cer-,
tainly looked very angry &nd sertous
about it

“You hcar me, you durned dago!™
roared the conductor, " You come out
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Harry Wharton & Co. watched, with a cheery smile, as Billy Bunter lifted the 1id of the box and brought to view several bulky

American newspapers.

* Where's the dates # ** he roared.
can’t,” said Bunter, staring. ** There's nothing here but newspapers !

Bob. “ Ha, ha, ha 1™ (5S¢ Chapler 1.)

of that, or I'll sure let daylight right
through your greasy carcass, %mt, 'm
tallinﬁ; youl” -

Still the man did not appear.

There was no doubt that he would be
roughly handled when -he did appear,
and his reluctance was natural.

“PBut what's all the jolly old fuss
about, Fishy 7 asked Lord Mauleverer.
“Can’t they let the merchant alone?”

Fisher I. Fish znorted.

“The pesky hobo's stealing a ridel”
he snapped, ;

“Bilking!” said Billy Bunter. “Scrves
him right, whatever he getsi” .

“Wall, vou know all about bilking,”
eaid Bob., “You've been nabbed for
riding without a ticket at home, you
fat bounder!™

“Beast!”

*The pesky joy might be killed, too,”
gnid TFisher T, %is’n. “Lots of these
train-jumpers get all mushed up. 1
guess nobody wants the job of ecleaning
them up off the metals.”

“Come out, you gol-darned dago!™
roared the conductor.

Bang!

Tho revolver roared.

“0h, my hat{"” ejaculated Nugent.

The shot was fired very wide of the
matk- to frighten the dago anto
emerging. It had the desired effect. - A
tattered figure eamp ecrambling out
from under the car.

Immediately it was surrounded.

The juniors looked at the man. He
wpe dressed in a tattered shirt, ‘wore
moleskin trousers, a ragged hat, and
nondeseript shoes,  His face wasz the
swarthy EEL{'G of a Mexican's, the cyes
large and black, and rolling now with
excitement and fear. With a cleaner
face and better clothes, he would havé
been a handsdime man.

Three or four prirs of hands were laid
on_ him, and the hapless Mexican
wnﬁgled’ in their grasp.

“Turn him round!” roared the con-
ductor. "I guess I'm going to kick that
pesky hobo clear of the depot!”

“ Benor " gasped the affrighted frain.
Jumper. PR

“You durned dago thief !™

Lord Mauleverer stepped down from
the car. His lordship, generally very
slow to move, moved very l?{lllﬂmj}' now.
He stepped between the hapless Mexican
and the angry conductor. He was just
in time to save ithe dago from the
application of & heary boot.

“The conductar glared at his lordship.

“ Boat it!” he snapped.

“My dear man—" 21T

“Wﬁan do you want, horning in?™
roared the conductor. “Git out of it!'f

“Let & fellow speak,” drawled Lord
Mauleverer. “If the trouble is that this
gentleman haso't paid his fare—"

“Gentleman | Oh, gosh [” gasped the
conductor, and there was a snigger from
the crowd. *“*My cats! You fhigure he
paid his fare, this here gentleman, to
ride under the carf™

“ Probably not,” assented Lord Maule-
verer. © I assure vou I have no sympathy
with a bilk, as a rule. But the poor man
looks tired——" ,

“1 guess he'll be tired by the time I'm
through with him.” =L

“But if the man's fare’s paid, don't
that make 1t right?” asked. Lord
Mauleverer.

“ And who's going
hooted the conductor.

“Tam!™

“Good old JMauly!” chuckled Bob
Chorry. o o i

“1 eay, you fellows, Ghis s rather

to: pay his faret™

“Eh! Can’t you see them ¥ ** asked Bob Cherry.
“* Well, the dates are on them, aren’t they ? ** said

*“ No, I

thick ! said Bunter warmly., “ Pavin
that bilk's fare, after refusing to len
me a few dollars for grub—"

“8hut up, Bunter!”

Lord Mauleverer had taken out his
note-case and J)mduced his “roll.” The
conducter eved him angrily. He looked
as if he would rather have kicked the
dago clear of the depot than hdve taken
his fare. But he was imprezsed Ly the
gight of hiz lordship's rell, A roll that
obviously contained thouzands of dollars
was ealeulated to impress the American
mind., The conductor became civil.

_“How!ll you know where the hobo
juizped the cars!” he demanded.

“He can tell us” suggested Lord
Mauleverer g,e;':t!'_-r.. [ 4

“Think -he'll tell the truth?’ snorted
the conductor,

v TII-EH.H

“Lot yvou know about dagoes!™ said
the' conductor, with pitying mnt&m;r:;t,
“1 guess'if you're going to pay for thnt
pesky thief, you'll pay all the way from
Bakersheld.”

“¥Yaas. How much _

The conductor named the sum, and
Lord Mauleverer handed it over. - Then
Lo turned to the staring Californian, and
bowed gracefully to the astonished man.

“Please excuse the liberty I'm takin'
in buttin' ip like this,” said "Lis lord-
ship ﬂlimlf?' i

_“Oh, senor ! pasped the train-jumper,
% Now you're booked to Los Angeles,
gnd you: can get on tho train, an’ ride
in & car,” sand Lord Maulevercr.

Y (3racias, senorl™

“Not at all!” ) /

- And lifting" his _hat slightly fo the
amazed Mexican, Lord Mauleverer re-
turned to his car. When the train

Tae Macker Lisrany.—No. 1,088,

[}

¥

L
{



 INTRODUCE A NEW CHUM TO THE “MAGNET™ TO-DAY!

THANKS !

P — " ]

rolled on towards Ios Angeles, the

“ jumper * was & passenger on hoard,

THE THIRY» EHE.ETER.
Hollywood |

IBRAM K. FIS3H came slong the
cars, and joined the juniors, as
éké; t.rainﬁuweﬂ ?uwn in the

of at 8 Angeled.
“] puess we've nrmfe,” gaid ‘Mr.
Fish.
Bunter blinked out of the windows.
“Is.it really Loose Angels at last?”

he askod

“Eh! What!” ejaculated Mr. Fieh.
“Oh, Los Angeles? Yep. You'd better
<all it Los Angeles if you wank to find

your way about, son.”

Mr. Fish pronounced the word in the
American way, with a hard g. In
Bpanish, of course, the i before an e
s prongunced very like tho English h;
but Mr, Fich waa blissfully unconectous
of that. When the Americans annexed
Los Angeles, they did not sanex the
native pronunciation.

Harry Wharton & Co. descended from
the #frain, somewhat excited to fimnd
themselves at last in the *“City of the
Angels,” .

Once cutside the railroad dﬁput-.h the
beauty of the place burst upon them,
and they realired, so far as sceam
went, the city deserved ita romantie
_mame, _ _

It was a city of w:d’n; strects, emacious
boulevards, peppor trees, and palms, and
amn?-:: trees, parks and gardens, circled
by blue hiils.

“Begad |I” remarked Lord Mauleverer.
#This 15 somethin’ hketl”

" No wonder the Americans i:agi-ad it
from the ownersl” grinned Bob Cherry.
* It avas worth ing ¥

Bome of the descendants of the
original “owners? ware hanging round
the rafdway etation, anxious for tips.

“Hallo, hallo, halle, thera's your pal,
Mmﬁil” chuckfed Bob.

I -t.l‘l‘

Lord Manloverer glanced round in
BUTrige.

g tattered train-jumper had come
out of the depot, and he was loitering
at a little distance, looking towards the
juniors as if he woshli-have roached
them, but was nervous of do 80,

Fisher T. Fish gave a snort.

“Hook out your roll!” he paid

ST

] Le ol ?H

“EE!htﬂ. hobm will haunt you now,™ eaid
Fiehy derisively. “¥You won't pet shet
of him =20 Fng a3 vou hand out the dust.
1 guess that guy reckons he will live on
you 8o long as j:.;pa.n'm in these parts.™

“0Oh, begad i

2 Youw've asked for if, Mauly 1" said
Nilgent, laufehing,

Lord Maunjeverer shook his head.

" That fellow’s a gentleman,” he said.

“"Ho looks it, ha sure daes!” eaid
Fizher T. Fieh.

'My dear man, clothes ain't every-
thin',” eaid Lord Mauleverer mildly,
“And the poor man eertainly needs a
wash. But 1 suppose therg wasn't any
washin' secomodation underneath the
car,™ ;

“Ha, ha, hal”

“He wabnts to speak to you, Mauly,™
seid Johnny Bull

“"He wants to touch you for five
dollars,” snorted Fisher T. Fish.

“1 eay, you fellows, where’s Holly-
wood?”  demanded Bunter, blinking
round through his big epectacles.

“MNot just outside the atation, fat-
head! 'This is & big city” said Bob.
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“*More than :uﬁ.]]im inhahbitants, Fishy
gays Holly 's a suburb.™

“Here's the suto,” said Mr. Fish.
“MNow, pile iIn. The baggage will be
cxpressad on, (et a moye oni™

Coker and Fotter an reena tonk a
taxi, the great Coker disdsining, as
usuzl, to pack himsell 1o with a mob of

L
fags, A h:g sutomobile was thera to

meet the UGreyfriars mrtdy, and the
quniors packed into it. rd Maunleverer
ta The lingenng Mexican

Ifa wad always courteous. The man
came towards him, Idting his ragﬁd
hat, with Spenish politeness. Bui what
he kad to say was left unsaid, for Hirem
E. Fish interposed at once.

_ He waved a bony hand af the train-
Jumnper. i

“Here, you hobo, you beat #t!” he
snapped. and the lfa;:.man backed away
at once. “EBtep in lively, you boys!”

“J rather think that chap had some-
thin' to say to me, Mr. Fish,” murmured
Lard Mauleverer.

“TPorget it!"” said Mpe, Fish, and he
shepherded Lord BIauleversr into the
automobile. Evidently Hiram K. Fish
bhad po use for ra BRTH.

The tattered Mexican stood for some
moments looking aftor the auto as it
glided away with the Greylriers pury,
end then disappesred info the crowd.

“1 sey, are we poing to Hollywood
now 7™ pded Billy Bunter,

“Sure " answered Mr. Fiash.

Billy Bunter's eyes glistened behind
his big glasses. Ever since Bunter had
first saen Vaientino op the flma, he bad
known that he was hern to be a film
actor, and that a Valentine part was
.?:It guited to him. Bunter bad a power-

i fealing that, once he got to Holly-
wood, he would Gnd some producer mare
intni]'z{g;ent than Mr., Fish, who would
recognisp what a prize-packet Bunter
was, and jump to secure him for starring
purpesas on the-movies. With this
glorious prospect before bim, Eunter was
anxious to get to Hal!ywon-&, and almost

. that he was hungry. '

The auta relled along wide bounlavards
plantad with peppertreea, and by
streets of handsome shops. The juniora
inoked round them, with the keenest
mterast. Blue hills met the eye on all
sides, and far in the distance to the
west rolled the blue Pacific, Loa Angeles
being only Gfteen miles from the sea.

TW? MURE_FREE MOTOR-CAR
BACGES NEXT WEEK, BOYS|

You Must Not Mias This One}

eviczﬁmlzr wished to speak to him, and
¥

i} had a oar; | should Hike o
Bentley 1 That's what eavery boy
says to himselt every time he sees
one of these ' greyhounds * In the
street. The Bentley e one of the
Yasteat cars Iln the world—a real
aportaman’a aar]l You'll get ths
farmoue Bentley badge in next wesk'a
* Magnet.'?

Early as the censon was, there were
signs of spring omr all sides; in that
favoured eclimate winter ia little more
then a name. Flourishing palm-trecy
end buge geraninmsa in full boom met
the eyes of the juniors. Ove tha
sky Lﬂ:; a.iyiu.m They rismim:d, t.m:ianp-’t-:g
num of pretty gir tr
along the handsome Ezd&wmm& o
themi howoever, decorated by tho arts of
the “beaury parfour.” Beautiful girls,
they learned later, were rather a drug
in the market at i—lﬂllywuuﬂ, where the
hope of * breaking into ** the films drew
them like a magnes from everywherse.
In every book srore cnd drug store and
bBeauty parbour might be found numbers
of them, all of whom hed come to
Hollywood to break into the films, and

gone “broke ' themselves in tho
process, and had hau:ltm take up mgro
unrainantic ﬂﬂlplﬂ . e 1 ;." .

Hoilywood i3 the Mecca of alldghit::
are caught by the glemour of the filmm;’
and for one whe succeeds In breaking
in, probably twenty or thirty have to
turn to othér emplpgment, 6r take their
departure when their auﬁﬂg of money
hos ruo out. 1t s a ¢ of a fow
brilliaat su 5, and of countless
broken mmﬁﬁﬂmken hearts:

“Is this Hellyweod?’ ssked Bunter
eagerly, as the aulomobile rolled along
& spacious boulavard.

guees this is Sunset Boulevard,
Hollye: * gaid Mr. Fish: “and this
i wgem we locate,”

Tha automohbile glided into an open
gatoeway and stopped.

Harry Wharton & Co. wers aware that
their quarters had #:ng ago been
booked at Hollywood, within easy reach
of the studios of the Perdeetion Picturs
Byndicate. They were matheir curious
to soo those quartsrss Hitherto the fow
halts the party had made had been

in hotels; but it seemed unlikely

at Mr. Fish would engage hotel
quarters for-a 1 stay, in view of the
high hotel prices, snd of Mr, Fish's
carefulness with money. They had
heard that Hollywood swarmed with
spartment houses and boarding houses
—and they now learned that it was at
one of the latter that they warae to stay.

“That’a the shebang,” said Mr. Fish,
with & wave of a bony fnger.

It was & pleasant-looking *shebang.™

A Mlarge house stood well back fl'?]m'
the boufevard, with B green lawn in
front of 1t, borderad by geraniums four
or, five feet high, blazing with scarlet
blooms,

The house was painted white, with a
red roof, and innumerable windows re-
flected the sunshine. There was a

tazza, with rocking-chairs adorned by
right cretonne-covered gushions.

The whole placo was sant to the
view, it was 8 rehe! to- Harry
Wharton & Co., who had rather ex-
pected to see something in the naiure
of a shy-scraping barrack,

The drive from the gate curved round
the green lawn to the house, lined byr

iant geraniums. The auto stopped
fore the poreh.

The Greyiriars party deecended.

A man camo out to carry in what Mr.
Fish called their grips. Mr. Fish mar-
shelled his party into a e, airy hall-
way, in & corner of which o telephone
was bracketed to the wall. As the auto
drove on round the drive-way to the
other gate Mr. Fish gave a glare acroes
the green lawn to the boulpvard and
nhmﬂ.rhm head with annoyance, Coker
and FPotter and Greene were not yet in
sight.

& Looks a decent show,” Bob Cherry
murmurad to Whartom.

Harry Wharton nodded,

¥ Jolly '’ he agreed,
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“Mr. Fish was “doing * the
fairly well. Exeept for the words
“BOARD RESIDENCE " in neat. white
letters, thers was nothing to mark che
lace from one of the lerge private
puses. On the gate was painted the
name Long Beacly most of the houses
- had names, and. tht juniors had plready
passed a number of SBunsets, West
Winds, Hill Views, and Venioces. This
was Long Beach Boarding Housp, and
the juniors learned later that it was
named ofter Long Beach, one of the
shore suburbs of Los Angeles, a famoua
place for eurf-bathing on the Paeific,
where bathing goes on all
under the
California.

“Where tho John James Brown are
those guys?’ grunted My, Fish.

Coker & Co. knew the name of the
Elnn_u they were to come to, and they
Amd started from the station in their
taxi before the juniors, so they should
have arrived slrcady. But they were
|:14;3\;’5‘t Etu be secn. i " -

gay, you Eeilows, perha ors
kidnapped, like he waa'?n ch:.au York,”
sugpested Billy Bunter

s

warmt eun of Southern

= —p

the vear round .

guest who was not prompt to his meal
ran the risk of losing it altogether.

This news endued William Geo
Bunter with a businasslike promptitudas
that he had never before displayed.

Mr. Fish, they learned also, was not
staying in the boarding house. He was
going to take up his quarters in the
bungalow of Mr. Rigg Schootz, which
was the name of the producer of the
Parfection Picture Byndicato.

Harry Wharton & Co. were not down-
cast to hear if, Fisher T, Fich was
staying with thom—and s little Fish
went & long way, 8o to speak.

Mr. Fish stayed long enough to pre-
sent them to Colonel t, the proprie-
tor of Long Beach, and Mrs. Coot, and
then vanished.

Colonel Coot was a little fat gentle-
man with impressive manners, and the
juniors wondered what he was colonel
of. Judging by his rich complexion,
Bob Cherry privately suggested that ho
was in the Booziliers. But it was pro-
bable that tho title was merely honorary
~—tha juniors had observed already that

mark, gave an almost convulsive etark
His eyes, which were like large goose-
berries in s plump face, turned on

the dusky Nabob of ipur.

“Would you mind saying that again ™
he asked.

“Cereainfully, esteemed sahib,” an-
swered the obliging wnabob. *1 res
marked that the goodfulness of the
esteemefl  grub  was  preposterously
terrifie ™ .

“My " said Mr. Coot.

The juniors grinned. Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh's wonderful variety of the
English language had attracted & lot of
attention orgver it had been heard.
Mr, Coot seemed almost overcomo by it.

“But you gpeak English, I guess,” said
Mr. Coot, alter a craua&; :

The nabob stared. -

“Tt is the ostcemoed and ridiculous
English that T am speaking,” he
answered,

“Myt" vopeated Mr, Coot.

“Hurrea 3ingh learned English in
Indis,” Harry Wharton explained, with
a smile, “It's e Iittle dif?ﬁant from the
Lome.-g article.”

chearfully.
“Fathead |
""l’.;th. really, Bmithy

——

“Do you think the

A MARVEL FROM MANCHESTER!
A brief history of the famous CROSSLEY Car, the

“Trll say it isl"
agreed Mr. Coob.

“The difference is
not terrifie” said

: : Hurree Jamset B am
K Pottor ond radiator-hadge of which forms the subject of | Sinen T was nsiruch
Grosmo along wi ik one of this week’s UNIQUE FREE GIFTS. moonshee in Bhanipar,
Smith.~ + Crossley, of Manchester, is a great name in the |{ ffi:“&‘gfpbﬂihlhaﬂi:tgg
ek S irey ey miss | British engineering industry, and it is only to be | with the wel of English
said Mr. Fish derkiv. | expected that motor-cars turned out by this famous Jhaimed *‘:d “pf;g 16355 1:;
“Meals don't wait for { firm should have a name for dependability and hard- | Sifferentistes from  the

anybody in this she-
E-J‘J
“0h, 1 say, let's get

ness of a racing-car.

wearing qualities combined almost with the liveli-
There is something sporty-

{ idiots of this country.”
“The sshat?™ gasped
Ar. Coot.

int? >xelsimed Bunier | |ooking, too, about the appearance of every Crossley | <y, csteomed idiots

“Ha, ii;, hai® car : cars of this make have always been ‘' good- |of this couniry,”

And they got in. lookers '* as well as good performers. In the days ;"ﬁ‘;’;ﬂ‘:& the nabob
of the Great War, the Royal Air Force chose a7y (1

Crossleys for all their tenders and light touring “BMake it _idioms,

e L cars—and have remained faithful to this make ] a& 9B Bob

Few Huquaima;mﬂ” ever since. Crossleys now-a-days are made in | «-Hg‘ asteomed Bob

oNeG BEAcH( two standard models, the 16.7 h.p. and the 20.9 h.p. —"—;h e

‘B OAR D ING-
HOUSE proved
guite an agree-

-~—both six cylinders.
‘* two-litre "' sports model.

In addition there
The 1929 models are,

is the gasped BMr, loot. “1

sen! My Y
There wero throe

ablo plice. _ if anything, better-looking and faster than ever, : s

The juniors found{ and word is going round amongst the motoring | fables in the long din-

that they * roomed " 1n ing-room & ong
Beach, and Hurrea

twos, two feilows
sharing & room, doubt-

fraternity that the new Crossleys are '’ the goods."’

Jamset Ram Bangh was

© Jess from motives of

economy on the part of Mr, Fish. But
that arrangement was quite agroeable
to the Greyfriars jumors, who were ac
eustomed to *“rooming " thirty together
in the big dormitory at Greyfriars.

The rooms were not large, but nuite

clean and comfortable, and the windows

ve & view of the wide, tree-planted
oulevard,

As they drove rhrough Los Angeles
they had seen & good many mean and
dismal streets; but in. Hellywood, so
far as they had yet cbserved, nll was
spacious and airy and pleasant to the
view. From the windows they saw the
climbing hills on all sides dotted with
beantifu bungalows in fairy-like
gordens. _ i -

On the frst impression, at least,
Hollywood was & fairyland.

There seemed a rm‘g{2 large nurcher
of rooms in Long ach Boarding
House, and a good -nany boarders, or
"guczts,” beside the G;ﬁyfriam party.

eals, the juniors learned, were served
promptly, and neyer kept wailing; o

the Dnited States was thickly sprinkled
with colonels. "Mre. Coot was a tired:
tooking lady, with a peculiar imitation
of “grande dame™ manovers, possibly
derived from the neighbouring films.

Colone! Coot tock the head of the
table at lunch, Mrs. Coot being busy
alsewhere—probably in the kitchen de.
partment. ore than.a scoré of other
guests were in the long dining-room,
of which the high windows gave & view
of the trirn lawn and geraniums and the
boulevard beyond. . :

“¥ say, you fellows,”’ murmured Bun-
ter, with a genial <mile on his fat face,
“thiz grub's good!” P

Bunter was happs.

His most serious doubt was set ot rest.
The grub was good and there was
plenty of it; so there wa: nothing to
worry about now.

“The goodfulness of the esteemed
grub is terrific, my worthy and pro
sterous  Bunter,”
amset Ram Eingh.
Colonel Coot, overhearing that re-

remarked Hurres -

regarded with intersst
from all of them. KEven the mest distant
luncher *rubbered " to get a look ab
the nabob, in the frec-and-easy American

way.

Hurree Jimset Ram 8ingh did not
mind. * -

In fact. he was rather used to atbract-
ing attention. Strangers never could
hear him speak Enghlish without giving &
little jump. .

“1 gupess,™ said Mr, Coot, who knew
from giram K Fish that tho Greyfriars
fellows had come to Hollywsod to act
for Perfection Pictures—“I guess that
lingo will hit them on the talkies! Yes,
aie.”

“TI'll say it wll!” said Fisher T. Fish,
with a grin.

The nabob emiled complacently. He
was quite prepared to et his remarkablo
English be placed on permanent record
on the talking flms.

After lunch the juniors went out into

the gardens, with the exception of Billy,
Tar Mauwer Liesrany.—No. 1,008,
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Bunter, who retired te his reom for a

na

E&R Wharton & Co walked down to
the g;.:':, and looked out on the hand-
some boulsvard.

“ Coker's not arrived yet,” remarked
Frank Mugent. ;

“ Lost sggam |" said Bob cheerfully..

“KFor a feflow who thinks he's in
charge of a party Coker loses himself a

lot I” grinned Johnny Bull,
“Hallo, halio, ballol Here's some-
body ¥

A small, but exceedingly bandsome
and highly-painted sutomobile, oo~
viously & very expensive oue, cune along
Bunsel Boulevard at & tearing pace, and
etopped £o suddenly ousside hong Beach
House that the juniors almost expected
to see it jump from the ground.

It wos driven by & young man, &
rather good-looking fellow, dressed
neghgently. but very expeunsively. Ha
wore a tad silk pullover, without a coat,
and & Panama hat, and a wrist-warch
that glittered and almost blazed with
jewels

As the car stopped be ‘Eianced at the
group of jumors st the gate, and
EE%EFM?. ked at him

wy loo & y .

Nobody in the perty felt disposed to
obay that rather imperious bechoning
band. _

“1 guess that puy thinks no small

ieco of himself,” romarked Fisher T.

“Hﬂrtid bounder,” murmuored Lord

Mauvteverer. "

Evidently Mauly was not guided by
elqthes in his judgment. He had ealled
the tattered Mexican of the train a
gentleman; and this expensive-looking
young man a bounder, bably Mauly
was right :

As no gne heeded that beckoning band
the young man stepped from the auto,
end came ocros the sidewalk, frowning.

Agpparently, as Iishy had expressed
35, he thaurﬂt- * ho anmﬁ piece " of him-
sclf, and was annoyed at being
dispegarded. ]

As he came nearer, tho juniors could
tee traces of groase-paint, and they
wondered whether lo was & film acfor.

The young man stopped and stared at

“You the outht from England?” he
asked.

“¥en,” answercd Harry Wharton.

Apparently the young man had heard
of tho Ere:.rfrinta pRETY.

“Mr. Fish alongi"

‘" Popper's gooe to Bochootz's bung,”
said Fisher T. Fish. ) -

The young wmaen favoured him with a
gpecial etare.

“You young Fish?” he asked,

“TUl say I am,"” agreed Fisher T.

““And these are the FT that are

oing to de the school Dusiness for
Perfoction—what 7"

i ?EFFJ L )

“The wery identical guys,” said Bob
Cherry gravaely, “You've said it 1
gueces” 3

The young man did oot scem pleased
at being answered in his own lenguage.
‘Ha pave Bob s baughty stare. .

“T guess l've got you pow,” eaid
Fishor T. Fish. You're Polk. I've
saon your picture in the movie papers.”

Tho young man nodded, ]

“1 came along to sce Fishi” he said
discontentedly. ]

“Papper will sure be sorry he's missed
you,* suid Fisher T., his manner very
civil now that he had recognised Myron
Polk, the f[amous Perfection Blm star.
"Yau want to beat it for Schootz’s bung,
-and you'll ‘gure cuteh him!™

3 guess I dropped in on my way to

Tue MagneT Lierary.—No. 1,098,

Long Beach,” answered Mr. FPolk
sullnly.

“This ia Long Beach,” said Bob. He
had not yet heard of the Long Beach
after which ' the boarding-houze wasa

[cIH
olk stared at hum, and
answer

"Step in and
phone,” suggesed Wisher T. Fish.

“"MNo time,” answered Polk, in the
gamo sulky tone. "I guess 1 got to he
moving.”

“I'll sure phone him & messagae™
offered Fishy.

“ You needn’t.’

With tbat gracious reply, Myron Polk
SWUng muﬂcE and siarted back to bis
e

Hob €herry drow & deep breath.

“Daes that follow go round Holly-
wood asking for his nose to be punched,
Fishy " he inguired. -

Fisher T Fish looked horrified.

did Dot

g‘et popper oo the

“¥ou jayl” he ejaculated. ""That's
FPolk!”

" Anything ial about Polk?”
nshed ?ﬂugenk, aughmg.

“(laa! He's the GHiggest draw on the
Perfection list—he doos sheikh parts,”
paid Fisher T. Fmbh, “He draws &
palary that would mako a railroad
magnate look like a piece off & ten-cent
counter. Yea, sirl css he never
gave less than thres thousand dollars
for that watch on his fin,”

“More ase hel” said Bob, " What
does & man want to decorate himself liko
that fori™

“0h, guff I’ said Fisher T. Fish.

FiShi had a deep admriration for &
star who drew an enormous salary.

MNohody elso in the Greyiriars park
ghared h:rla admiration. Mr. Polk hl:rkeadj:
to them, like & young man whose success
had got into his head and made him
haughty and chee
was rolling in dollars and spent a lot
of them on his perconal cdornmens did
not geem to them a thing to very
much,

“He can drive a car, anyhow,” re.
marked Bob,

Polh had started his auto, and has
went along the boylavard at a terrific
pace. Faa:gn turned their heads to logh
after the highly-painted and pohished
auto fashing along like a rockat.

Fisher T. Buwsh grinned.

“1 guess he makes the folks rubber!”
he remarked. * That's the gome in

Hollywood— want to hit the eye. I
giress ml:umf;rw will ever miss eeeing

The fact that hoe -

although he wos travelliye with a p
of Remave fags, he wa !ﬁma:ell muo
mors important person than a Yo

fag eomld ever hope to be. Iy,
on the trains, thte: had trgi?ﬂ in
another car  In the hotals er had

been pained to think that people might
suppose him to be : mere aclmuli'ng}y,
like the othera. This was a vory im-
portant matter to Coker. So naweally,
when tha party landed at hos Aogeles,
Coker wasn't going to cram ioto the
auto with the juniars. As osual en
such oceastens, Chker took ~ taxi on his
QWi

Potter end Greene did mot mipd, as
ker paid for the taxis )ﬁﬂ 8O
lauahl{ﬁ took. All they min was
being landed at th. wromg .

Horace Coker, conschous of m or
wisdgi, was Ezuu?;ﬂu_ of mivm;. and
even sugmestions. D peint o
Coker had & perfect genﬁ’f for m%
in ~

wrong turnimgs amd

Wromng &hﬂu& He ojabed travelling
tnder the nee of Fish; but
whenaver shroe WETe
out of the rirge of Hawn K. . Fish's
¢ye, Potter and always

wonderod where they would crrive.

Oo the presgnt oceash they wero
rather Eu:#ri-saﬂ to muaﬁ iﬂ.xf-:irimr

turn south. That Hallywood lay to the

north-west of Los Angeles. they felt
almost sure. Also. they behemg that
being one

it was only a few mliles .
of the nearer suburta ':m enoTImons
covered: by the €ity of the
ngels.  But, as wsuald, Oler received
a hint in his most Colerimbh manoer.
“Is that man go3 tha right
way!” asked Potter, glemcing rat
anxiously from the cab as the driver
ran out of the city southward,
“He probably knows his way abouk
his own town,” said Coker sarcastically.
“Yes, but—"
“It's al right,” said Coker.

' Potter and Greens Jdid not fcel at all
sure that it was all right. :
“fure you gave him the right

directions, Coker?" asked Greene. :
It was an unfortunate gquestion. It
umplied & doubt of ker's supremo

QI
Coker fixed Willlam Greene
basilisk eye. ] _
“Do you think I'm likely to give the °
man the wrong directions, Greene? he
inﬂuired unpleasantly. :
Well, we want to get to Hollywood,
I suppose?” said Grecoe sulkily.

with a

“We're. going to Hollywood.”
Myron Polk when he is around.” “Hollywood's north of Los Angeles,”
“What an awful bounder 1" murmured 7 How do you knew?"
Lord Mauleverar, Well, I'va heard eo. .
“Oh, guff!” snapped Fisher T. Fish. < And hﬂw"du vou koow we're mot
The decorative young mon snd his golng north?

decorative suto vanished along Sunset

Boulevard, oo the road to Lon

and the Pacific. He vanished from

the thoughts of Harry Wharton & Co.
hey were not yet aware that they were

to have a good deal to do with Mr.

Myron Polk, in the city of the filma

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker, as Usual |

“ ONG BEACH!” Horaco Coker

L sai¢ to the taxi-driver.

T-F"E"“P!H
“Koow tho place?”

" Sure !

F]Eahturﬂlr. that satished Coker of the
ifth,

Be took his place in the tazi, with
Potter and (reene, ard the wehicle
buzeed away with the three - Fifth-
Fogemers of Greyfriars.

‘Eli the way {rom Los ﬁngniasi Coker

had made it as clear as possible that,

“¥ think we're going south.”

“ Don't think, old man,” said Coker.
“Toave the thinking to me. It’s not in
your line," ‘

Greene  pgrunted, and was  eilent.
Being 8 etranger in Los Angeles, ho
could not ba absolutely sure that the
taxi was taking the wrang route, But
he had a strong impeesston that it was.
So had Potter. But Horace Coker, as
usual, was impervious to argument,

The mere fact that Potter and Greena
doubted was sufficient to make Coker
feel abaolutely certain that all was
right. It wae only ncmss-a.rl‘f to oppose
Cokar in order to confivm him in any
opinion. )

Los Angeles was left behind, and the
taxi whizzed away slong a country
road. That Hollywood was not moro
than six or seven miles from the rail-
road depot in Loa Angeles, Potter snd
Greene falt certsin, So wi'mq tho taxi
had covered ten or twelve miles, their
uneasiness graw,



EVERY
BATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“FRICE
TWOPEHNCGE.

Y

1%

“ Turn him round ! * roared the eonductor, as three or four pair of hands were laid on the Mexican. **1 guess I'm going

to kick the pesky hobo clear of the depot.”

** Senor ! ** gasped the aflrighted train-jumper.

Lord Mauleverer stepped from

the irain, and was just in time to save the dago from the application of a heavy boot. (See Chapter 2.)

“1 say, Cokor——" wentured Grecne.

" Pretty scenery!” ssid Coker.

“Oh, E[uite-! Bu 5

“That's thoe sox!” said Coker, with s
nod towards the biue Paeific, that could
pow~bo seen in the distance snead, by
glimpses through the hills

“Go hon!" murmured Potter.

Potter knew the ses when he saw it,
without assistance from Horace Coker.

“What did you say, Potter?”

“Nothing, old chap! answered

Potter hastily.

“It's the l?'miﬁ;a.” added Coker, who
was always willing {o hand out infor-
mation to lesa gifted follows,

" Not the North Sea?™ asked Potter,
with a deep and zubtle sarcasm that was
& sheer waste on Coker.

or laughed.

“My dear chap, we're six thousand
nﬁ]eslfrhnm the North Em-i; "i*ch t'vant
to ish up your geography & bit”

“IE.H‘B it isn't the Atlantic?” asked
- Potter, =till with deep and subtle
ERT RSN,

“0f course not.” said Coker, deaf
and blind to sarcasm. " The Atlantic's
on the other side of America.”

“Weo live and learn ™ eaid Potter
gclemply.

“You fellows can elways rely on me
to show u the way about,” said
Coker t:lm-:gamndmgh, " Anything [
know I'm always wlling to tell m?p
friends.”

“You arel!” sgreed Potter fervently.

“1 don’t believe wa're heading for

Hollywond,” said Greens obstinately.
#Leook here, Coker, are you enre you

made the man understand we wanted
Hollywood ™ :

Coker's lrok was freezing.

“I told him the name of the house
where Old TFish has taken our
guarters,” he answered. “I asked him
if he knew the place. He said he did.
Anything more you want to koow?”

“Might bo more than one place called
Long Beach.” said Greene.

“Might be more than- one Aco
called Hollywood, if you come to thas,”
said Coker, '

Coker could be sarcastic, too.

“*Weall, we ought to be there hy this
time,” said Greene: “and 1 can tell you
I want my lunch. Old Fish says it’s
boarding-nouse, and if yow're late for
meals you don't get any.”

“Wo're doing a good speed™
answered Coker. “The man's fairi;r
whizzing.”

“What's the good of that, if wa're
geing in the wrong directioni"

“We'te not.” _

Coker made that answer in a fone
of finality.

That closed the matter.

Potter and Greene resigned them-
selves to their fate, as they often had
to do with Coker, and the taxi
whirred and whizzed onward. ‘They
locked out for signa of Hollywood, but
saw none. As a meatter of fact, by
koeping on to the south they had about
twenty-five thousand milez to cover to
reach Hollrwond. ﬂhﬁnunii-, they
would not arrive in fime for lunch if
they kept on.

Whon . about seventeen or eighieen
miles had becn covered, oven CUgker

had & fairt doubt. Ha would nok
admit it 40 Potter and Greenas, of
course; but ha leaned ocut and spoke
to the driver.

“Far to Long Beach now? he asked.
“Jest ahead, gir,” snswered the
chaunffeur. *'Bout thres miles now.™

“This the shortest routei”

“SBurat”

“Right-ho " said Coker,

And he sat back agsin, satisfied.

“All serens!™ he said. "We shanTh
be long now™ ' -

The taxi ran awiftly on, and enterad
Long , and bugzed salong the
Ocean Boulevard In that ¢own.  That
there war & town named Long Beach,
ebout twenty miles from Los Angeles,
Coker did not yet konow. Even Coker
could not know uﬂ,ﬂirar:,i'1‘.I1|1|J,g+ i

On Ocean Boulevard the taxi drew
up, between s soaring hotsl and the
beach, The chauffeur looked round,

“Virginia Hotpl 7" he asked.

Al Nol! Long Beach!" answered
Coker. )

"Lc.n% Beachi® repeated the driver.

" Yas

The man waved a hand round at the
line of hotels, the promenade, the five-
mile h, and the sea.

“This bere’s Long Beach!” he said.

Coker stared at him,

“Whera?™ he asked.

The chauffeur stared at Coker,

“Here," he answered.

“T don™t see it.”

The chauffour stared harder.

" "You don't sée it?" he asked,

® No, I don't.”

Tse Macwer Lisnsrzr.—No. 1,088,
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“Well, carry me home to die!™ said
the chau¥a ar,

“Well, shere i3 it 7 demanded Coker.
“Tt's not an hotel, snd I can only sce
hotols from here.”

“Not aun hotel ¥ repeated the driver

dazedly.

“ Mo .

“Tll say it ain’t!” agreed the
chauffeur. “Last I heard of it, it was
. & town™

M A emg—gy town 1" ejaculated Coker.

*What did you think it was, siri”
asked the chauffeur politely. “A rail-
rogd depot or an oyster-bar "

Potter and Srecna exchanged
Coker frowned.

““Fook here, my man,” he said erossly,
i | m'iddyau to drive {6 Long Beach.
You said: you knew the place. Well,
where is itT"

“Thia fere is Long Beach ™ smorted
the chauffeur “My! Ain’t you got
any eyes in youy hesdi”

i oker g-mspa«.{ it at last,

*f1s thia town called Long Beach " he
stutterad.

“You've aaid ft." »

“Oh, my hat }” said Coker.

Fotter and Greenc smiled,

They had covered twenty miles in the
wrong direction. As Haollywood waa
about seven miles the other way, twenty-
soven miles lay between them and
Tanch.
that they were right. and that Coker was
wrong. But it would have heon o
greater satiskiotion to find themselves
within reasonable disfance of lunch,

“Well I gaid Potter.

“The man’s a fool 1" said Coler.
h_ghe Los Angelos chauffeur looked at

H]

“Who's a fool?” he asked.
“YVou arel” retarted Coker.
The chanffenr regarded him atien-

i grio.

tively.

“¥ou come
ho asked.

“Yes," .

“You come a long way.” =zaid the
chauffeur. “Did vou come all that way
W get vour face mushed up 7

“Taiok herg——a™

“1f wou &d” maid the chauffenr,
“wvou've onlv got to call me names
Yaon've only rot @ hlow off your mouth

at-z-wav. That's all”

Coker breathed hard,

“T don't want anv cheele.” he said.
*1 told vou to drive ns to Longe Reach,
and von’ve driven us here. Long Baach
is in Hallvwood."”

“Met? aaid the chanffenr. “ WMean to
'I:ﬂ.;i" it's the name of a houge ¥4

‘Of rovrse it it On Sunset Boule-
vard. Hollvwand I ; -

“You didn"t reckon vouw'd mention
that ** asked the driver,

“Yon =zaid vou knew the place.” said
Coker hatly. “Haw tho .
to know there was a town called Long
Brach? Do von think we have Cali-

from . the Old Country ?*

fornian geographv in class at Grev
friars ¥ -
The driver blinked, Apporently

Greviriara was g8 unknown to him as

Lone Beach had heon to Horace Cokar,
“T guess T can take vor hack,” ha re-

markead, :

“How far ¥

“HAoven miles the other side of Los®
anaweroad  the dreiver. *“We've done
twenty coming here.”

“0Oh. my hat 1

“Looks like losing lunch!” groaned
Pottar.: o

“Mav got in in time for dinner!”
moaned Greene.

“Well, staving hero or going hack 7™
askod the chanffeur briskle. “T cuoess
I can’t afford to spend my time chewing
the rag with jays.”

TEE MackerT LIBRARY.—No. 1,08,

It was o satisTaction to hnow -

ammpe was [

“T'mr cortainly not S&ﬂiug anywhera in
this taxi,” said ker haughtily,
“oodness knows whers you'd land us
pext, There may be a place called
Hollywood on the top of the Rocky
Mountains, for 21} 1 konow, and I suppose
you'd take us there” :

“Your popper don't 'E:aeE a strap for
vou at home, does he?” asked the
chauffenr., “I'll say he don’t, by the
way you shoot off your mouth.”

Don’t give me any lip 1" said Cokor,
“T'l] pay your fare, though you've
brought us to the wrong place.”

“T°l say vou will ¥ eaid the chaufieur,
with emphasis, :
“Bpt I'm dona with you! Catch me

trusting myself in {uur taxi- again ™
gaid Coker disdainfy * Get out, you
followa 1 1

* But
Greena plaintively.

“1 said get out !” - i i

“And T said, what abouf Tunchi” said
Greene tartly. e

Coler stapped out of the taxi.

* Pleasa yourselves,” he said.

Patter and Greens followed him -oub,
Thay did not want to take a taxi
twenty-soven mtiles, with the hill to pay
at the end. Coker paid off the driver,
who gave o snort, whisled round his
vohicle, and di gared in = cloud of
dust, Coker & were left standing
on Ocean Boulevard, Long Beach—tax-
less and lunch-less—twenty-séven milds
from the dining-réom whera Harry
Wharton & Co, were lunching and where
places were laid for three Fifth-Formers.
Coker was sngry and indignant, but he
was not alarmed. He did not know that
Potter and Creene were considering,
with suppressed ferocity, the advisbility
of collaring him and mopping up Ocean
Boulevard with hin,

e —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Mr. Polk Asks For ! .
ORACE COKER glanced round
H him, heedlass of hia danger.
bhecanss he knew it nob. )
Potter and Greene exchanged
a ferocious look.
They drew =& little nearer to Coker.
After a long morning’s travel on the
railroad, and more than an hour in a
taxi, Potter and Greens were Fau.rfuilg
hungry. Coler's sublima guidance ha
Iancﬁ them twenty-seven milés from a
meal. In the ciroumstances, slanghter-
ing Clolker scemed the only possible
satizfaction.
“Thev're bathing here,” remarked
Cloker casvally. with a glance at the
heach in the distance.

Potter and Greene did not care
whether they were bathing or not. All
they cared sbout was lunch—or, alter-
nativelv, as the lawyers say, slaughter-
ing Harace Uoker.

“Protty good climate, where you can
bathe at thia time of the vear,” said
Caoker.  “Not that T'd care for teo
much of it. Bit soll, if you ask me.
Givo.me Eogland.”

Potter and Greene could not give him
that. but they were prenaring to give
him something else. With gleaming
eyes and clenched hands. they drow near
to Coker. .

“Well, wa shanld he too jolly late for
lunch at Long Beach—the other Leong
Reach.® said Caker. *“That fool has
digshed us for lunch )™

“A fool has dished us for lunch, no
mistake ahout that!” ssid Potter, in &
deen voice, . ekl
- “Rut thero's lots of places here,” said
Coker. :

Eht*

what about ]pnﬂl!.i’f _asked :

“Wa can lunch st one of thase
hetels—*

“Qh i

“After all, I'd not keon of. sittin
down to table with s mob of fags,” sai
Coker. "I daresay we can get a good

lanch here™
Coker was quite unconscious that that
remark sav his life. Potter and
Greene unclenched their fista,
“Oh ¥’ said Potter.
“j.&h I said Greeno. .
» 2 ome onl!” said Coker briskly.
Lot's sea what we can do at that hntc.i

We can get a taxy back Yater.”

Potter and Greena smiled.

Coker, after all, had his agroeablo
ways. He bad plenty of money, and'»
readiness to spend it. He never ex-
pected Potter or Greene to *part.” His
comfades had been abous to fall upom
hifn, and smite him. hip and thigh:
They warﬁlad now that they hadn’t.

Coker_led the way, and igutter.and
Gteena followed him, They reached an
hotel that fronted dn the boulevard and
ih%?lue Pacifie, ]

ere were plenty of people there,
lonching at little tabléy ﬂﬂl':p 8 briad
prazza under a red-striped swning. Theo.
scone looked very merry and bright.
The s_rla.ea was fairl full?' but a waitex
found a table for the three newcomers,
and they sat down round it, and Coker
glanced at the menw, and ordered Iunch
m his vsual lavish style. Potter and
Greene felt quite attached to Horace
Coker at that moment. They almost
loved him when lunch was served. It
was o good lunch and an ample ané.
It was probable that the bill would be
an ample one, also; but that did not
troubla Potter and Greena, In other
matters they disliked leaving things to
Coker, but such detgils as mﬂinj:&;ﬂls
l:'hui were more than willing “to leave
to him. As a guide, philosopher™and

‘friend Colker was. not wveseful: baot.in

some ways he had his vses. The threo
seniors of Greyfriars lunched amply and

hit‘%g:l;r,

ere scemed to bo plenty of visitors
at Long Beach.  Bathers dotted th
beach and the hotel was crowded.
Yachts and motor-boats were scon out
on the blue waters. There was o
cheery buzz of voices round the thres
Fifth-Formers as they lonehed. Every
few minutes an automobile would arrive
and du_g,'d::rga NASSENZOra, Among
others, & highly painted and polished
purple suto ﬂa&hed inte  view, and
stopped bafore the hotel with a whirr.
It had come in from Los Angeles at @
terrific buret of speed, and Coker
glanced at it with disfavour. =

“Road-hog!” he remarked to his
friends.

When Coker was on his motor-bike at
home he was accustomed to careering
over the roads as if they, hel_cmgeg_tﬂ
him, and to regarding pedestrians with
indignation and scorn. When Coker

was on foot, however, he was often irri-

tated by the reckless of thaosa
motor-cyelists who seemed to think that
they owned the reads. In a car, Coler
was & .standing danger to humanity.
Out of & car, he was very bitter about
road-h 8o he eyed the young man
in thn?:‘mmtim car that drew up out-
side the hotel with a disfavouring eye.
Tha young man loun up the steps,
unconscious or heedless of Horace
Coker's disfavouring eye. He was a
very elegant and expensive-leoking
young man, though dressed with o
studied neglizence,  Hundreds of
unda had been spent on his ¢lothes and
I:iaﬂ jewals. There was an expression on
hia face—a very handsome face—that
Coker did not hke. Though he was at
least twenty-five yoars old, he had a
enrious look of a spoilad boy. Obviously,
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he thought & great deal of himself. It
was trus that Coker alse thought a
%mat deal of himself, But then Cpker
ad ample reason for deoing =o; and, 80
far as ho could see, this clegant youn
min hadn't. A fellow who decoraged
himself like o girl “got Coker's goat,
as he might have expressed it in the
language of the country.
- The young man stopped, with his
hands in hilf pockets, looked round
the crowded piazza. He slopped quite
near Coker's sable, with bis back to
Coker. A waiter with & tray passed
him, he stepped back a pace, and thus
came into contact with the table, jolting
1t suddenly, and causmg some
crockery to rock.

“"Hars, lock out!” mapﬁed Coker.

Myron Polk did not look out. At all
events he did not turn his head, perhaps
not realising that that sneppish remark
was addressed to him. ]

Coker leaned over and gave him a
poke in the back to draw his attention.
* Polk turned then, quite suddenly.

Ha glared at Coker.

“What the dickéns——"" he began.

He did not spesk with an American
accent. He spoke in a rather high-
pitched and affected voice that Irritated

r‘I

“Mind where you're choving!”

runted Coker. **Do vou want to shove

table over?"

Polk vo him & long look, and
turned his hoad away so contemptuously
that tha blood flushed into Coker's [ace
snd he half-rose.

Potter dragged him down.

“For _goodness’ snke, Coker, don’t get
into a shindy 1" be breathed.
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“I'a not standing any cheek from
that papinjay ™ said Uoker, in & growl-
m‘% voloe. -

ut he sat down again.

Polk certainly heard Coker’s worda.
Coker, in fact, intended him to hear
them. He thought the young fellow =
popinjay, and hs éaw no reason [or con-
cealing his opinion. .

The Perfection “star ™ did not look
st Cokor again however. FHe stood
where he was, his back to Coker, loung-
ing, with his hands in his pockets, dan-
gerously closo to the little table. Two
or three people passed him and he
stepped back, and this time he gave the
tahle joit that gpun a glass of
lemonade over, landing it on Coker's
knees. \

Poseibly it was an accident. To
Coker's view it was the sheer “cheek ™
of a conceited fellow whe thought too
much of himself. Avnyhow, Coker got
the lemonade, and it drenched his
trousers. %

Coker leaped np with & roar.

“You -::haak% fathead [”

Polk turped his head laaily,

“Soeekin' to me?” hs drawled.

“VYas, yor clumsy idiot!” hooted

F.

‘"Kesp your remarks to yourself,
lease," drowled the young mon, with
azy insolence,

This was too much for Coker.

A glass of lemonade stood by Greene.
Coker soized it, and, with a jerk of tha

hand, hurled the contents full 1o the
face of the star.
“How do you like it?" demanded

B R D b e e O e s e b b
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Folk evidently did not like it at all,
He gave n gurgling gasp, and stag-
ered away & pace or two, dabbing ot
o temonade that smothered his faco
and ran down over his elegant tan silk,
- Ooker grinned at him wictoriously.

“That'll teach you manners,”™ has
growled.

“0Oh, my bat!” murmured Potter, in
dismay.

Evory head was turned towards tha
scene,  Waiters stood king on io
horror.

But the worst had not happened wet.
As HBhakespears has remarked, t-{llll

d begins, but worse remaina behind.

Polk dabbed the lemonade away, and
made & fum][: at Coker. He had com-
pletely lost his temper.

Therse was a lou
Ejai:_ied ttlt'l Uﬂkir’n r o el

oKer” 2ta Brg ovar hig chnie,

The “HEI% moment Coker recovared
himself, sand fairly bhurled himself at
Myron Polk.

Crash |

Coker’as hefty fst, with all Coker's
weight and fury behind it, landed full
in the handsome face, and Myron Polk
went down as if he had been shat.

smack na his fst
features, and

e ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Chucked Out!

RASH!
The inzzn almost shoak
nnder e concussion as the

film star Ianded oo his back,
swvept off his foot by that mighty smite.
Polk lay dazed,
(Continued on next page.)
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Horaca Toker stood over him, with '

clenched fists and blazing oyes, in tower-
ing wrath.

“Take that, you popinjay!” roarcd
Coker. “Now get up and have some
more, you loafing asa! :

“(w!" gasped Polk. X

He did not get up. e wgs quite
dazed by ‘that hefty smite, and he lay
gasping and spluttering, with a crimson
stream running from his nose, and both
his handsome eyes slready darkening.
‘Ine of Coker’s hefty punches was not &

light mattor, G,

I'wo or three waiters rushad to help
him up. .

Polk staggered ta his fact, with their
assistance, Ho hung limply in their
&TIDS:

“Thunder!”™ he gasped. “{Oh!
Thunder 1"

“Want any more?"” jeered Coker.

“For dness® sakel!” groaned
Potter, ou're not in the games study
st Greyfrinrs now, Coker!”

He dragged Coker back into his chair.

“Think I'm going to stand that popin-
j&;,r‘s cheek ! snorted er. .

‘For goodness’ sake, zhut wpl” im-
plorad Greene,

“Rot!"™

Coker consented to sit down, but he
kept a wary eye on Myron Polk. His
hegt.:.r gmmite hed landed fairly between
Polk’s cyes, and it hed done enor-
mous damage. A smite from a hammer
could not have done much more. Coker
fully -expected the young man to carry
the matter further, and he was ready.
But Polk allowed the sympathetio
waiters {0 lead him into the hotel, where
ho disappeared from sight.

Coker snorteds

“Funk!” he remarked.

As a matter of fact, Myron Polk was
not a funk.,, Buwt bis film career de-

ended on his looks, and he had almost
orgotten Coker in his horror and dis-
mby at the disfigurement of his hand.

soma face.  His one thought waa 4o

apply remedies befora ha had two beau-

tiful black eves and a swollen nose.

Potter and Greene exchanged glances
of dismay. No doubt that conceited
VOung man been insolent and

ssive; bat Coker ran him fairl
closo in that line. Anyhow, Potter an

Greene hated to get mizxed up in &

shindy before a crowd of people.

Everybody on that fashionable piazza
was staring at them, Coker did not
mind in the least. Poiter and Greeno
minded a lot. They hurried through the
remaindor of their lunch., Coker did
not hurry. anyone could criticise
fhiz aotions unfavourably did not ocour
ta Coker; but he did not care a rap if
they did. So long as hs had hizs own
approval. Coker waa satisfied. so he was
in a permanent state of satisfoction.

A tat man with gold-rimmed glasses
and gleaming artificial teeth came up to
Croker's table. He was the manager of
the hotel, and he was almost petrified
with horror at such a sceme having
oceurred in his fashionable resort.

“1 guess I shall be obliged soma if
you gentlegien will retire."” he said.

Coker stared at him, :

“T've not finished lunch vet,” he exz-
plained, _.
l:-Ttl' I've told thd waiter to bring your

il
“T tall you I'va not finished."

“I guess you have.” said the manager,
“Don’t be as asa !’ advisad Coker,
“Thiz hotel isn't a twenty-liva cent

lunoh contter,” said th? fat man., *“You

want 1o boat i, Sea?’

Coker realised that he wasz being
ordored away.

His face crimsoned,

“You fat 1idiet " he said.

Tne Macser Lismany.—No. 1088,
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“hia subordinates seemed

“held in reserve. .

i E‘h?ﬁ

“Taka your idietle face away and
e i s !

& ma r mo purple.

“¥You beating it?" nrpasi_md n a
chokiog woice.

U Not till I'va finished.”

“1 guess you'll bé thrown oit.”

“T'd like to sea the man who will
throw me ont,” said Coker grimly.
“8end him along. I'll give him a face
to_match that popinjay’s.” .

Potter and Greene rose hastily.

“Coma on, Coker ™ :

“Stay whera you are,” said Coker
calmly. *“This 13 & placa whare they
sell grub, and thiz fst man is here to
eell grub and do as he's told." -

Tha mnnul:%er almost  relapsed into
apoplexy, o was a very flashionablo
gentleman, moving with a dignified

smile and a flash of artificial teeth
emong his fashionable puasts.  Naver
once in
occurred to himt that he was a merg
sellar of grub,” :
He seemead inmgahie of gpeech after
Coker's remark, ‘but ho gurgled, and
to catoh the
urgle. From some-

meaning of thea . :
man in shirt-sleeves

where & powarfu ; ;
appeared. Even a, fashionable hotel in
Long HBeach had a “chucker-out ™

Cioker had =tated that he would like
to seo the man who would threw him
out. Now he saw him.

The manager, bereft of speech,
gestieulated at Coker. The chucker-out

approached him in a business-like way.
"Git 1™ Tie remarked. 2
“If you ley your paws on me—"" said
Coker belligerently. .~
Fe did not finish. "t
Hofty as Coker was, ho was aimply

“not in it ' with that !':tig and powerful
man. What happened exactly Coker
never knew.

moments later, that he was f;ing amy

Ocean Boulevard, with the earth and th

eky and sea swimming wildly round his
dazod vision.
40w 1" gasped Coker, “"Wow ™

Potter and Greene were Strolling
away, trying o look as if Coker did not
belong to them.

Coker sat up. .

The big man was there, towering ovar
him, looking like a Brobdingnagian
towering over Gulliver. :

" “You hitting the road 1" inguired the
big man, .

He lifted Coker by the collar of his
coat like & sack of wheat. Coker stood
unstoadily on his legs.

“{hw 1 he said. “Wow I

it 178 L

This tima Coker “got.”™

A ripple of merriment from tha
crowded Plazza fallowed him as he went.
Claker did not hear or heed it. Ha
tottared blindly away, not having got
hia bazrings vet. and gky were
2ill swimming.

Ot eaid Cloker. "Wow! Vowu!™

Twao fignres were dizappearing towards
the horizon. Coker blinked round him
dizzily—

“Wow!"” he spid. “Yowl Ow!”

When Coker recoverad himszelf a littla
ha debated whether to rcturn to the
hotel and square accounts with the big
man. He dec.ded, on reflection. not to,
Instead, ke loocked round for an anto
to convey him to Hollvwood.. He had

- had enough of Long Peach. Ha found

an auto for hire, stumbled into it, and
this time gave rather mare explicit in-
structions {o the driver. On the read to
Hollywood Potter and Greene hailed
him. Coker eved them surlily as they
ot into the auto.

“You fellows dida't back me up” ke
said accuszingly.

- would' be & bit undignified,”

hiz Fashionable carcor had it

But ho knew, a fow

(1] H’Em 1"

ol |
¥ Not that you’ va Decn any use,”™
aa-ﬁimﬂﬂker dﬂpnmgi'ﬂgly.h _ .
course, wa t t vou could
handle that falluw," ﬂﬁarﬁa Potter,
winking at Greene with tho eyo that
was farthest from Coker,
"Df course,” said Greene,
Well, =o I could, of course,” =aid
ker. “Ha took me rather by sur-
prisa, I'voa tqu good mind to go back
and mop up the placa with him. But ib

The auto rolled on ta T.os Angeles,
Coleer :mmt'ul!iy resisting the temptation
to go back and mop up the big mean.

“Anyhow, that popinjay will jollv
woll have a couple of black cyes,® said
Coker. . - - '

- And *Coker drew such comfort from
that reflection that he was guite cheer-
ful by tho time the auto whizzed inte
Hollywood and the threo Fifth-Formers
arrived at Long Beach Boarding-Housze

e T 4
THE EICHTH CHAPTER.
A Walk Round Hollywood !
ARRY WHARTON & CO.
turned out the following morn-
mE In great spirits.

] . right sunshine shome in at
their windows, and the bluo sky over
Hollywood and the surrounding hills was
nl‘EEmsz without & ecloud, :

Jolly place,” said Harry, looking
from the window aoross the spacious
boulevard, lined with pepper-trees,

Almost -:}p}:amtq Long Beach House
was a long, low, white building, stand-
ing m wide grounds, and Wharton
wondered what it was. It looked a d
deal like & museum. He was to learn
later that it was tho studio of tha Per-
fection Pictura Syndicate, whers Mr,
Rigg Schootz ruled the roost and roared

‘I;Gugh the megaphons,

Noend jolly,” agreod Frank ﬁugnnt.
who was Wharton's roomr-mats, “Wa
ought 1o have a good timo here,™

“Tiptop,” said Harry .

Breakfast at the boarding-house was
at nine; bot the Famons: Five turned
out long befora that hour. That day
Mr. Fish was to take tham ta havo their
first look at a flm studio: but they were

_anxious to see something of Hollywaod
&3 soon &3 thoy could. So they turned
out at an early hour for a walk abous

tha film town.

Lord Mauleverer and the Bounder

turned out with them. Billy Bunter was
loft fast msleep, The juniors went two
to & room, but as there wera nine of
them gne fellow had a room all to him-
solf. Bunter, of course, claimed that
advantage, and ho was rather surprized
when the other fellows coneeded it nem.
con. As Bob Cherry remarked, thera
would be two in that room, anvhow—
Bunter and his snore. Nobody wanted
to share a room with Bunter’s snore. In
a big dormitory it was an infliction: in
close guarters it was worsoe.

So Billy Punter and his snore had a
room to themselves, and the snore was
going strong when the other follows
went down, early that bright, sunny
morning.

Fisher T. TFish eut across to the
Schaotz bungelow to breakfast with his
porper there.  Harry Wharton & o
bade a pohte good-morning to

o "Tolone]l * Coot and some early guests,
and strolled out into the gardens. Thera
they found another early rizer. Cloker
of the Fifth was already up. Coler had
a room to himself: Potter and Greene
ghared ona. Coker had told his friends
that he would call them early in the
morning; so his friends had taken the
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Horace Coker regained his feet and falrly hurled
himself at Myron Polk. Crash! Coker’s heavy
fist, with all the Greyfriars senior’s weight and

fury behind ft, landed full on the

(See Chapter 6.)

precaution of locking their door over-
night. Coker had thum on that
door in vain. Potter and Greene de-
clined to wake up; and Horace went
down at last without them.

Horace Coker gave the Remove
follows a genial nod.” He was in a
good temper that morning, in spite of
the slacking of Potter and (reenc,
Coker found himself comfortable at

Long Beach Hotel. Coker had run out
of change, and asked Mr., Coot to
change a fve-hundred-dollar bill for

him, whichk Mr. Coot had promized to
do as spon as the bank opened. Coker
did not sco any coannoction bebween
his possession of Ovo-hundred-dollar bills
and Mr. Coot’s politeness and dis-
tinguished consideration for Coker.
With all his gifts, Coker was not quick
on the uptake, His impression was
that Coot wns a well-mannered,
respectful sort of fellow, who recognized
a fellow’s superiority.

“0h, I sce you're up early, you kids,”
said Coker. “That's right! You
haven't como here to elack abont, I'm
glad to seo this”

Praise from Coker was praise indeed,
This commendation ought to have made
tho. Removites look very happy. It did
not, however, produce any perceptible
cffect on them.

“Going for a walkl”
Coker.

“¥es,” answered Harry.

“I'll come with you, and show you
round.”™

“Oh ™

“The honorific pleasure is
csteemed Coker,™
Jamsct Ram Singh.
. "That's really kind, Coker,™ saild
Bob Cherry gravaly.

“1T mean to be kind,” explained
Coker. -

._“D'h IH

““Behave yourselves, and you'll find
me all right,” said Coker roassuringly.
“I've had to call you to order a few
times since we came to America. That
was for vour own It's not an
easy thing to take e of a mob of
Lower Fourth faga. Hglt'l a lot of

continued

t, my
murmured Hurreo

handsome

face, and Polk went down as if he had been shot.

But it's all right, so
Lcrng as you behave yourzelves. Come
D-ﬂ aF

rogponsibility.

The juniors looked at one another, but
they followed Coker of the Fifth as he
led the way briskly.

The fact was that Horace Coker was
a gregarious fellow, He liked mmpan?.
Had Potter and Greene boen available
he would have treated these fegs with
hia usual disdain. Potter and Greene
not being available Coker was putting
up with the fags.

But, to do him justice, Coker did not
realise this. He quite seriously in-
tended to be kind to kids, by wast-
ing some of his valuable time on them.
He would have scorned the sugpestion
that he wanted their company. Belf-
deception is the eamest form of dece
tion, and undoubtedly it was Coker's

long =uit,

_ I‘%ﬂ[‘l‘j" Wharton & Co. smiled, but
they were feeling cheery and good-
tempered, and they resclved to stand
Coker, if they ﬂnuﬁ, during that morn-
ing stroll. The Bounder and Johnny
Bull turned a corner and vanished into
space; but the other fellows continued
under the wing of the great Coker.

“That's a musenm, you -kids,” said
Coker, with & nod towards the long, low
building that Wharton had noticed from
his window.

“Looks like one,” agreed Wharton.

“Tt 1z one,” said Coker, positive at
the Grst hint of doubt.. * We can go in
if it's open so early. Follow me!”

Coker threw open a gate and walked
up o path, botween grecn lawns strotch-
ing towards the building.

It locked as if the place was open,
for & large, greem-painted door stood
wide, and people could be seen moving
about within.

The juniors did not follow Coker up
the path, however.

The building looked a good deal like
& muscum, they thought, but that was
no proof that it was one, and rhere
was no notice of any kind posted up.
They did not want to butt into a private
place without permission or invitation.

L

Bo they stayed at the gate and watched
Coker’s progress. Coker had no such
doubts. = Having said that it was a
museum, it was & muoseum; it had no
right not to be a museum, after Coker
had said that it was one. Bo Horace,
without even noticing that the juniors
were not following, marched up to the
open doorway and walked in.

A number of men in shirt-slecves wera
to be seen inside, and all sorts and con-
ditions of strange-locking objects stood
about, like tho scenes of a thoatre.
Inside, it did not look much like a
muzeum. Coker continued on his way
rﬂgurdlm

'IH‘i_!ihl

A man shouted at him, but Coker did
not look round at him. It did not dawn
on him that anyone could have the
insolence to hail him like that.

“Hi!™ came the shout-again. “Hil
You! Beat it!"”

A man, looking out of the doorway of
a log-cabin—part of a “set ™ for a back-
1.?0053 picinre—was waving his hand
and shouting at Coker.

Coker realised that the man was ad-
dressing him,  He stopped and furned
& haughty stare on the man.

“Did you speak to me?” he de-
manded.

“T'll say I did!” hooted the door-
keeper of the Perfection studio. *“You
want to hop it! You want to hop it
quick! See?” ;

“My good man—" said Coker con-
descendingly.

“(Food man, thunder ! said the door-
keeper, coming out of the log hut.
“What you mean horning into this
gtudict Don't you koow strangers
ain't allowed in Hollywood studios?
Where was you raised, what ?" :

“Btudio 7 repeated Coker.

*"Beat it 1" .
“If I've made a mistake,”™ s2id Coker

calmly. “TI'll clear off, But don’t you
gi?E me any cheek., I won't have it,
EEE.?‘J -

“Are yvou beating it?"” demanded the
gatekeeper. "I ain’t paid to stand and
(Continuwed on page 18.)
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(Continued from puge 13.)

off his mouth.

ing youl Git
the other side of that door—and stay
thepe 17

“I'll go when I plossa!™ said Coker
contemptuously,

1 guess you'll go when I say so0,”
rotorted the doorkeepor. “Here, Mika.
Bill, Saul! -Boest that guy out of this
sheebang 1*

Three rough-looking fellowas in
overalls came grinning wp to Coker.
Bocsting Coker seemed to them an en-
tertdaining interlude—sasier work than

ffting furniture and scenes,

Coker, of course, was not the fellow
to back down before three go fellows
in overalls. As they hustled him
to the doorway Coker raised ohjections
—gtronuously. So ha finished his
journay 1o the grasp of three pairs of
1znds. .

Harry Wharton & Co., waiting ab the
gate to see what happened to Coker,
suddenly became aware of a disturb-

RI1CH.
__ Bomething flew suddenly out of the
dodrway and landed on the greén lawn
by the path. :
It yalled sa it landed.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo| Ceker—V
“Heems in & hurry!” remarked

listen to a guy blowi
Beat i, I keop on

N?gygnt, beaad 17

*Yaa g

"-Thaahu fulness is terrific!”
Horace or picked himself up. He

rallied, to charge back into the studio
and mop up the earth with those rough
men in overalls. ~ But the door had
been shut after him, snd he paused.

Perhaps his experience st Long Boach

lingered in his mind, too. Ynstead
of cha,rginﬁ; into the Perfection studio
Coker set hi

5 collar straight, picked up
hiz hat, and walked b&.cﬁ

i : to the gate,
with a heightencd coloor,

“Apything worth secing insido?"
aslked Fr Mugent blandly.
“ Nothing. The [act is, you wers

migtaken in thinking the place was &
muserum, Wharton." o
“1 was? ejaculated Wharton.

¥Ves; it's a studio. Youw'll know a
studio w you esee one, when you've
been a bit longer in Hollywood,” soid
Coker.

“0Oh!" gasped Wharton,

“This way " said Coker,

He led them along the boulavard, and
the juniors followed him. They grinned
at ore another as thay went. Wish
Coker as guide, it seemed probable
that that early merning walk round
Hollywood might boe productive of scine
lively episodes.

T old Coker,” murmured Boh
Cherry. “1 hoard Patter and Croene
talking last evening about his heing
chucked out of en hotel vesterday. Now
he's been chucked out of a setedio.
Follow on, my infants, and let’s =eo
where Coker will be chucked cut next.”

“Ha, hai, ha

Coker glanced round.

::TE}I?¥:’h cackle like that!” be said.

Tag Macxer Lisrany. No. 1,098,

“ Remember you're with a Fifth-Form
senior,” aaid r. .

“That's ‘what makes us cackle,” said
Nugent, innocently.

& Id-:m’t want any cheek,”™ said Coker,
darkliy.

And he led onward again followed by
his Hock—all of them smiling, and 1n-
terested to see whether Coker would be
chucked out of any mora places durin
that intoresting walk roun Hﬂllywo-otL

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Owner of Hollywood !
it gy TERP " said Bob Chorry.

5 “The steapfulvess is terrifie.”

Coker glanced round.

- “Dont slack,” he said.
Coker had turned from the Sunsct
Boulevard, and taken a turcing that led
to a road up the hills. .

It was g beautiful rond, winding up
a fortile hilleide, dotted with bungalows
and gardens, but thers was no doubt
that it was steep. However, there was
likely to bo a good, extensive view of

tha film town from the top, so the
juniors followed on cheerfully enough.

Hera and thers, the path was quite
dizzy, with a rising hillside on one side,
and a sheer drop on the other. But
tracks of tyres under their feet showed
that it was used for sutomobiles, and
it seamed to the juniora that a motorist
would want a good deal of nerve to
drive there. Hi %er they went, winding
round the bill, occcasionally catching
glimpses of the hlue Pocific in the dis-
tance wnder tho morning sunshine, at
other timeos secing Hollywood, and Los
Angelea, spread out like a map below
th =

O

“ Hella, halle, hailo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly.

“Mauly's jolly old psl, the greaser 1™
murmured Nugont.

At an abrupt turn of the path, wherae
thres or four trens made n cosy corner,
a man was geated or a stone, m::ukipg‘ a
-cigaretta, The juniors wondered if he
had been sleeping there, in -the open
air. They did not envy him, if he had,
for warm as it was at Los &ﬂialea, the
nights werse cold enough. The dark-
skinved man glonced at them, from
under the ragged rim of hiz old
sombrero, and as ho recognised &
party, ‘ho jumped o his feet with
alacrity, and swept off his hat. It was
tha “native Californian,” the train-
jummper of the previous day.

iy anornin’,” said rd DBaule-

Coker

verer., politely.

Cloker stared at the Texichn.
had ohsarved tho incident of the *train-
jumper " frum his car the day befors,
and he recognised the man ageinp.

“Oh, vou,” he said.

“Desen a usted muy boenos dips!"
said the Mexican, with a caful bow
te Lord Mauleverer, which was oddl
out of keeping with his grubby faca n.n.g
tattered attire.

Lord Mauloverer smiled,

“My dear chap, I
Spanish,” he asaid.

“I wish vou a very good mornings”
aaid the Californian, with another bow
over hia immense hat. * Sanor, I would
havo speak ko vou to thank vyou for
what vou have done for me undeserving.
The kindness and gonerosity of tho
senor was overwhelming.”

“Not at all,”™ said Eﬂ:d Mauleverer,
“Glad to have been of a little servics,
gir."

“Chico Valdez will alwavs remember
your kindness,” said the Spanish-
Ameorican.

Had Fisher T. Fish been preszent, hs
certainly would have ecxpected ~the

don™ epenk

the |

NET" TO YOUR CHUMS—THEY'LL THANK YOU!

roaser to “touch” Mauly for a fives

ollar bil]. But the tattered gentleman -
made oo nttempt of that kind, A keonér
eye than Fishy's could read in his looks
s high Spamish pride, in spite of his
tatters. The man was: obviously a
tramp. end perhape not a very reputable
one, but he was no beggar.

‘He hatl only desired to gpeak to Lord
Mauleverer, to thank him in his Sowing
Bpacteh way for bis kindness.

“Wy pame’s Maploverer,” said Mauly,
fealing Lound to introduce himseelf oow
that Chico Valdez had given hias name.

The Californian bo BEAID.

“The sonce is not Americano” he
asked. . '

“No fear,” sald Mauleverer, with. &
smile. :

“Tngleat!™ neked Valdez. .

Mauleverer gucssed the meaning of
that Spanish word eastly enough.

“English—yes,” he answered.

“¥t 35 an hooour to have recoived .

kindnegss from so noble a hidalgo,” =aid
the Califorsian. “I am tho seryant of
your grace and your grees’s friends.”

Lord Manleverer nodded and smiled.

“Now I can offer the noble hidalgo
my gratitude,” went on Valdes, with a
manner of stately courtesy that con-
trasted oddly with his shabby clothes
and worn shoos and ragged hat. * Los
Americancs have taken mll that should
ba mine. "

He waved a-swarthy hand towards
Hollyw sproad out like & map
nlmost under the fest of the Greyiriars
fellows,

“ Believe me, senor,” he said, *What
won see Irom this hilleide, is mina.”

“Oh, my hat 1" ejacntated Bob Cherry.

The juniors stared.

“What is yours?' exclaimed Coker,
in astonishment He could scarcely
guppose that the tattered Celifornian
was alluding to the town of Hollywood.

“The pueblo,” said the Californian
ealmly.

“What the thump iz & pueblo? ex-
claimed Coker, irritated. Anything that
bafled his mignty inotelligence irritated
Horace Coker.

“A town, fathead,” said Nupent.

“Don't ba cheeky, Nugont! BMean to
gay that the town of Hollywood belonga
to you. Mr. Valdez?™ acked Coker. Ha
wondered whether the man was o
unatie, & suspinlon that occurred to
Harry Wharton & Co., also. Tt was
rather startling to hear s tattered
greaser cloiming to be the owner of
& town worth millions ¢f pounds.

Valdez nodded.

"It is mine—much of i, at léast,™ he
gaid. “The rancho of my people waa
here, befors the Americancs came.
am & Vealdez ¥ :

The Groyifriara follows had nover
heard the mame which the Californian

ronounced with a great deal of dignity.
E‘hny wera not aware that Hollvywood
was built over the site of old Mexican
ranches, of which tho owners had been
dispossessed  after  the  American
congquest.

“] am Valdez!" repoated tha Cali-
fornian. “My [ather's father owned
much of that land—his herds were many,
He wos rich—and I— ! He shrugged
his shoulders,

“But #f vour people had a title te the
land—"" began Harry, parplexed.

“Tho title was said to be defective—
sll over California it was the same,
after the Americanos came It woas good
under Mexico, but it was—what you
enll—exponded, whon the Americancs
tock the country.™

* Begad.” said “Lord Mauleverer.
“That’s doooid hard lines.”

“Now, when I say I own thess lands,
they laugh, and think I am loeco-rabioso

r
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—gas you say, madt!” said Valdez. " Eo
it i3, senar, that Chico Valdez can offer
you oniy hia thanks and his gratitude.”

He stepped beck, bowing over his
mgi;cd sombrero again, The juniors
could not belp wondering. if he had
told thiz extraordinery tale for o “tip.”
But his maoner was so full of dignity
that they gave up thet idea. hey
raised their bats to Senor Valdez and
assed  on, but  Lord Mauleverer
ingeved, .

“Look here, old bean,” said Mauly
gently, “You're vp against it. 1'd
like—="

“Graciay, senor! No!” said Valdez

“My dear chap, as a friend,” sad
Lord Mauleverer. He had a strong ma-
icion that the man whose gprandiather
d owned lands now werth millians,

before, when Myron Polk called at the
boarding-house.
“That's Polk™s car!” e remarked.
“Polk's ‘Plﬂ-ﬂE‘, then, I supposa? said
Nugent. “These Olm-actors seem to do
themselves well,”
There's Mr.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Fizh I

Hiram E. Fish ceme out into the
veranda of the bungalow. Appar-
ently, he had been paying an early
morning call 6n Mr. Polk, The juniors
Hu.;tiicﬁg ]t;ha.t ﬂE’:i:!h!m:rwi- mﬁﬂl‘ﬂ nitted
and his lips set; he see YOIy angry
about something. In the doorwa
behind them appeared the elegan
figure of Polk himself; but he was not
recognisable now, bis face being olmost
covered with bandages. Bomething had
happened to Polk since the juniors ql}u.d
seen him the day before. ker could

PRICE
TWOPENGE., w
™ ¥ 1,
dilapidated state of Mr. Polk that was

the vause of bis apnoyvance .
“ Accident nothing!” growled BMr.
Fish. “He's been beaten up by zome
Euju Mosa swelled, eves bhlackl
osht And him wanted in the set to-
day ! Il teil the world that Schoolz
is nearly raving! Y guess that guy who

beat himn up wente ching.”
“Hard luck[” said Bob Cherry, ?
1 guess the meke-up won't cover

them damages!"™ said Mr. Fish, *Not
a yearthly. He's got to lay up an

keep the picture waiting. (ee, ngue'ss
I feel like gunning after the guy who

‘broke him upl™

Mr. Fish wes deﬂpl:f worried,

* And him the sheikh I he said. * Tha
pictnre can’t go on  without hio.
Jevver hear of soch luekl I 3
I've slanged him some for getting into

had no hreakfast ™ prospect that have told them what it was, had he n rookus, Shouldo’t wonder if he
“The Californian shook hi ' Fish. “Tt would'be Tike b}
a OTNIATE 100 i3 islt. WO (= B 1ra
head. ek 4 But  th tRare’

E" MF daar f&“ﬂw, ‘I iﬂ!‘:-;?;tu 12 Tes# Mﬂtch Sﬂﬂven'rs FREE Ut 4re You are— 3

611d Manlaverer: and he
placed & hundred-dellar hill
10 the hesitating hand of the
dlescendant  of the lina of

Valdez. |
“Oh, senor 1" gasped tho
Mexican. i
Tho tears stavted to his
nyas.

“"Senor, I will accept your
kindnesa £ ha faltered. " And
if the timo shall come when
Chice Valdez can die for you
or your friends, he will wel-
come the howr”

*Thanks, old bean!” sgid
L.ord Mauleverer, with a
smile.

And he raizsed his hat
politely, and followed the
other fellows up the hill

Chico stood locking after
him, %ill he disappeared
beyond a winding of the hill;
:e\.m:]I then I'!;nh}lm”mdhduwn fEc
patir=—prooeiy to change thae
Bilk e ssck 5 ekt s Badlly
needed: :

A —

. THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Myron Polk at Home !

i EGAD, that’s a pretty
B

© “By Joves it is!"
; said Harcy YWhar-
an.

High up on tho hill above
Hollywood, &t & turn of the
winding road, the juniors
camo on & bungalow nestling
among tall treeos  Tho

ardens wore bright with

owera and trim green lawns.

away this week.
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ol -pesky sheikh with two
black eves and & noso liko o
bad tomato ¥ It geta my goatl
Whosver hif him must have
handed out some sockdolager.
Yas, girl™
“The punchfulness muat
have been torrific 1 remarked
Hurres Jamset Ham Siogh.
| “Dag-pone my cats 1" said
Br, Figh,  “Couldnt have
4 happened worsd—and tha
worat of it is the puy wanfg to
E,'a_ gunning after the fool that
roke him up. Thare's Q?lng
to ba trouble, durn it! Talk-
ing 2ll over his mouth about
ebbtimg s thug to beat up the
'En-ni], whoever he is. Search
:I:EL'I I8 .
The juniors made no. cont-
ment on that, Mr. Polk
seamed to have been saversly
handled by somehbody ; but tha
idea of setting some " thug*
to “beat u{; the man who
hed handled him, rather
startled them. X
“Welly, now you're hare,
chance for you to meet Polk (™
© sald Mr. Fish. "Y'l take you

in and introduce you,” e

- Harry Wharton & Co, wera
not very keen on sceihg eny-
thing more of Myron Polky

but they did not, of course,

raise  any _objection. "ha

Grevfriars fellows. went up the

rffqtli: to the veranda with Mr.
ish.

Polk was still standing in
the doorway, looking out
across the versnda and the
pordens, smoking his cigar-

With white walls, and °
red roofs, end green shutters, the low,
long building looked a picture among
the palm-trees and searlet gevaniums,
The windows wera open to the morning
sun, and blua silk curtains rustled in
tho breeze from tho szea.  Harry
Wharton & Co. had seen ma f&i:ﬁ-
like bungalows dotted about the hill,
. but this place seamed the most fairy-
ltho.of all. They stopped to glance at
it: Coker gave a grunt,

“Pit theatrical, all the zame!™ said
Dob Cherry. “Belonga to ona of the
film stars, I suppese; lota of monay
spent there™

Two or three Japanese sorvants wero
flitting abom the veranda. At the open
door of a garapge a man was polishing
a car., Harry Wharton's eyes fized on
the latter; he recognised the highly-
painted purplo car he had seen the day

bandages quite hid Mr. Pollk's identity
from Cokor of the Fifth.

Loaving the film-actor standing in
the doorway, smoking a cigarette, Mr.
Fish came dJdown the stepas of the
veranda, and tramped down to the
gate. Ther he became aware that the
junioras were there.

“Hallo. youl” he said.
walk beforo breakfast?

‘Mr. Fizh tried to be genial, but he
was plainly worried about something.

“Taking a

"Yes,” answered Harry.,  “Is that
Mr. Polk vonderi” 3

“Yep!” grunted Mr. Fish,

“We saw him yesterday at_ the
boarding-heouse,” arry  explained.

“He seems to have had some accident.”
Hiram K. Fish exploded in wrath.
The juniors found that it was the

abba.
o through his bandapes, |
rocognised the youmg mani but the  Suddenly he gave a violent start, and

oamo striding acroes the veranda, and
hurrying down the ste
r. Figh. *THia

“Here, Polk[” said
is the outbit——" : 3
“You!” said Pollk, betweon his teeth,
fixing his half-hidden eyes on ker,
and ignoring Mr, Fish's remarks.
Coker gave a jump. He recogniszed
his adversary of the Long - EBeach hotcl

TNOW.
“My hatt TFounl* saill Coker.
“What——" hogan Mr. Tish, staring
from.ome to the other.
" Polk gritted hiz teeth. -
“That's the [ellow!” he szaid.
“Fh? What fellow?
“The hooligan who attacked mo ab .
Long Beach!™ hissed Polk.
“Oh, greas John James Brown!

Tae Macrer Lisrany,—No. 1,008,
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ojatulsted M. Figh, in astomshmefit
-153 dizmay. “You don't say!™

2 igan yourself1” retorted Coker.
S5 As for saying I mttacked you, that's
a dip,- Mr. Poik, if that's your name.
Won smacked my face, and you koow
it, and I knocked you downp; and I'm
redifly to do the esme again”

“Dh; crumbs™ murmured Bob
Cherry. : :
“¥o gods!” said Nugent, with a

The juniors had heard of the shindy
at Long Beach; but they had certain
noever dreamed that it was Mr. Polg
with whom Coker of the [ifth had
found {rouble. It was rather dizmay-
ing to discover that Coker had ham-
mered ‘the star actor of Perfection
Pictires, Coker, however, was not at
nll dismayed. He was, aas he said,
ready to repeat his performance, if re-

guired. :

Mr, Fish gazed at Coker.

50 it was you!” he hooted.

“It was I who knmocked down thab
popinjay !  pnswered Horace Coker
disdainfulle. “I'm ready to koock him
down again, if he cheeks me again.”

“¥ou poldarned jay!” roared Mr,
IFish wrathfuHy. “You fgure that I
brought you oat here to mush up the
features of the Perfection sheikh !

“You'll ba sorry for it!” said Polk,
- hetwoen his toath, his eyes glittering

at Coker from the bandages.

Coker snorted contemptuously.

"¥ou'll ind me ready!” he smapped.
“And if you're thinking of setling on
some tough to fight your battles for
vai, get on with it as soon as you like.
I'll give him & [zce te match yours.™

Polk raised his hand.

“et out " hoe Bnapﬂﬂdl .

~ *7i this iz your place, you popinjay,

'l get out fast enocugh!” retorted

Cloker scornfully: and he walked back

to the gate, and went into the road.

“Polk’s eyes gleamed sfter him.

“So that hooligan is one of the outfit
yqt& brought from England, Fish;” he
said,

S Yeop I ?runhed Mr. Figh.

;:‘l“-:- act for Perfection Picturesi™

M8ure 1™

“You'll turn him off,” said Mr. Polk.

“Forget it1" snapped Mr. Fish. "1
guess he's some fool, but I reckon gou
nsked for it more o lesa 1 guess that
guy i3 wanted in the school sbencs—
why, he's naturally such a fool that he's
worth his weight in pold in the comedy
parts.” ]

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned. Yhey
whndered whether Colkier of the Fifth
guesged on what da he was valuec
by Mr. Fish. nately, the great

Horaoe was out of hearing.

Poll's lip carleﬁgc';{lﬂaﬂy.

You'll fire timt guy!" he said de-
liberately. “If he enters the studio, I
keep out of ™

£ ver hodr of contrects?” snapped

Mr, Bish,

“Pll break contract with Per.
feltion, if gon dAon’ firo that guy!”
answered Polk. “Ho won't bo sny use
E? you, anyhow, after I'm through with

ir,

“Oh, forget it!” growled Mr. Fish.
“You'll guess apain srhen you're cool,
3-{Ernm lerz, you lads, beat it now.”

olk, with .8 last vindictive glance
after Coker of the Fifth, went back into
the honse, Herry Wharton & Co. wers
not sorry to go. They had seen n:!uil:.n
enough of the Perfection ' sheikh,’

Mr, Fish paused in the readway to
addross a few werds to Coker.

“Youp darned idiot ! he said.

“Look herg—" ;

“¥You petriied chump!” s=sid Mr.

Tae Macner Lipnsey.—No. 1,008,

Fish, *If you wanted a rookus, couldn't
¥au Yreak up any bt the Per-
cetion shelkh, darn you 1
" "He smecked my face I roared Coker,

¥ -gong your facel” hopted Mr.
Fish. “What thunder does your face
matter, ' comparad W a Perfection
Picture film? Don’t talk foolish! You've
blanked his eyes—-—"

“Hgme him right 1

* And eguashed his nose—the hand-
sornet ndse in California !” yelled Mr.

Fish. “A millon dollar nose, you jay 1"
“It's & C!;an cent nose now, anvhow !”
grinned Coker,

"Tlllf means that *Lord of the
Desert’ may be hung up for weeks!”
howled Mr. Fish. ection loses
thousands of dollars. ' I guess 1

feal liks boating you all the way down

to oigwnﬂd"‘
"q culdn't let.you do that, Mr.

Fish,” eaid Coker calmly, “You ean
say what vom like, of course, because
,jr{nu're:.uld enough fo be my father. But
] e ;

“ Bhut up, Coker ! eaid Wharton.

“Hold your tongue, Wharton I®

T guess this gets my goat !” said Mr.
Figh, “Dog-gone you! Mushing up my
ghaikh! Oh, git!"

THIS TOPPING FREE BADCE—MAKING
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Mr. Fish stalked away in preat
&uf%on. ;

“Well, Coker's it
“'I"tre donefulness 18 terrifie !

remarked Bob Cherry.,

“Don't be cheeky!” said Coker,
frowning. ‘‘That popinjay picked a
row me, aod got what he asked
for. It's time we got back to brekker,
Shut up, and come onl!”

And the ‘iumm walked back to Holly-
waood, and arrived at Long DBeach
Boarding-House in tims for breakfast.
Potter end Greene met them as they
came in. _

* Hlackers " said Coker,

“You were pgoing to
murmured Potter. -

“1 thum on your door, but you
worn sleeping litke the Beven Sleepers
of—of Mesepotamia ! grunted Coker,

done now, "

eall ug!”

“Mot like the Seven Sleepers of
Ephesus?" asked Potter blandly.
“Don't be an ass, Potter. By the

way, it turns out that that cheeky
fellow that I punched yesterday is the-

star actor of old Fish's pictore di-
oate,” ‘said Coker carelessty. * Fellow
named Polk, " ' -
“Oh, my bat ! ejaculated Gresne.
“Geoms to ‘have mucked up his face
for his acting,” said Coker. "I dara
say it will be a warning to him. It's-
unfortunaie in a way.”
“¥es, I should rather sa
agrecd Potter, staring at
unfortunate, I shout think.”
“Old Figh will be waxy,” said Greene.
“He is waxy,” said Coker, . “Can't
be .helped, of courss. In the circum-
stances, T'm rather ﬁiad' that I wasn"t to
blame in soy way.
“Oh1” ; :

The fellow scems to be threatening
vengoeance,” said Coker, *0f coorse,
that'e all bunkum. I really h he will
keep clear of me—it will %n the end of
his shiekhing if he goesn't. T'm quite
grapared to give himr & couple more

lack eyes and anothar tomato nose.”
“Has he got encugh f[eatures for
that " agked %ﬂﬂ-ﬁl‘.
“Bh
#1 meam, as he has two black eyea

and & tomato nose already, I don’t quite
By LE

“Tron't be an idiot, Polter!®

And Coker went in cheerfully to
breakfast. In the circurnstances it was,
as he had said, a comfort to reflect that
he was not to blame in any way. What

ever happened. Horace Coker alwa
had that estisfaction. ; ¥

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Sheikh Pari for Bunter !
Hﬁﬂﬂ? WHARTON & CO. paid

it was,"
et. “Very

their fGrst wisit to the Per.

fection studio that day. It was

the atudie into which Coker
had butted, and out of which he had
been gjected. Now Coker walked in with
the rest of the party, and thy door-
keeper eyed him rather uneasily. The
man had not. of codrse, had any idea
before that Coker was & member of the
party whom Mr. Fish had d for
the “sthool ” film, and was & fittle un.
easy when Coker walked in with the
director of Perfection Pietures. But
Colier was not the fellow to romember
affences, and he did not even notice tho
man. arry Wharton & Co. found the
place full of interest, and they rather
thrilled at the idea that, before long,
they would be acting in front of the

«clicking cameras.

 I'hey wero presented to Mr. Rige
E-chno{z, tho producer, a littls stout man,
who was completely bald, and wore a
large hesvy moustache, end gold-
rimmed glassea. Mr. Behootz greeted
them affably, but rather shsently, being
a voery busy man, with plenty on his
hands that morning. He gave Coker
rather & hard lu':.-ﬁ. sod ‘Ee juniors
uessed that he had already heard that
Eoie: was responsible [or wres the
good looks the Perfection sheikh.
ut Mr. Schootz made no remark on the
ubject. Tho “ Lord of the Desert ¥ film
had to wait till Myron Polk's features
were in hotter repair, but what was done
couldn’t be holpad. Possibly Mr. Schootz
was aware, too, that Folk had probably
asked for hie punishment. In truth, only
tho fact trat Polk was an immense draw
on the pictures made it possible for Mr.
Schootz to tolerate the alrs and graces
of that conceited young man himself.
Tha Greyiriara perty had nothing to
do that day, so far as the filme went,
but Mr. Fish told them to hang nbout
the studio, and observe what went on
and pick up the/hang of the thing, an

to k out of the way. In fact, he
E-E._reﬁ;ﬁ,j imprﬂ-_zi._ihd on them o keep ouk

the way.
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Harry Wharton & Co. were glad to
Iock on at the work of a film studio,

It was an immense building, all on
one fleor for the most part, though there
was a sccond Boor of dressing-rooms and
wardrohes and offices, “3Sets,” domplete
or incomplete, were to be seen on all
mides; here a log-cabin sceno; there a

portion of Veonice; somewhere else
a desert oasis.  The last-nam no
doubt, figured in the * Lord the

Desert ** picture, in which Myron Polk
pleyed the leading part.

From the dressing-room staira a
mumber of girls vame tripping down,
“madeup™ 1n Arabian costumes and
complexions. ﬁlthnu h'Mr. Polk was
not now available for the more im-

%c;rtﬂ.nh'sﬂenm in the “Lord of the
sert,"” tho etudio was getting on
with enother scene in which the sheikh

did not appear. Billy Bunter blinked
at the veiled “extra girls"” who wore
to represent tha beauties of the QOuled-
Nail an the desert flm, and nudged
Harry 'Wharton in tho ribs,

“1 say, old chap—"" began Bunter.

* Better not jaw whilo we're watching

the szcene, old fat man,™ dnswered
* Harry.

‘”ﬁe}‘m going to do the desert film,”
said Bunter.

“Yae, shut upt”

“But 1 say, it's important.
blessed sheikh is laid op, owing
idiot Coker punching him,” said Bunter
eagerly. *Fve heard old Fish say that
hiz scenes can't bo taken now. hat
about me understudying him?? °

“"What " gasped Wharton.

Bunter smirked.

“Tt needs a good-looking fellow,” he
said. ,

“0Ob, my hatt”

“Good-looking chap, distinguished,
and all that,” said Buntier, blinking at
the captain of the Remove through his
big spectacles. “Of courso, we'ro hers
for The school film, but I shouldn't mind
playing sheikh, to help them out of a
hole, you know.”

“Great gad!™ Lord
Manleverer. _

“That fellow Polk i3 good-looking in
& way,” went on Bunter, “hut rather
soft, you know. Not manly. For a
sheikh part, they want a certain amount
of nmhﬁnea&, as well as mere good looks.
Well, that’'s where I should come in
stmng." 4
“The etronglulness would be truly
terrific I gasped Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh.

"%’.t might turn out a good thing for

a firm, a3 well as for me” argued
Bunter. “T've very little doubt that
after see.ing me on the sereen they'd
cancel Polk’s contract. They'd hardly
want him again.”

“Oh. help !” murmured Bob Cherry.
-# T4 would save them a lot of mone
too.” said Bunter. “012 Fish .wuuf::i
1ike that. They say that that man Polk
haa thoosands of dollars a week. 3
shonld be satisfied with one thousand
dollars & week—to begin ‘with, at any

rate.”

“You're too modest, old fat bean!”
gasped Johnny Bull, A thousand
dollars being the eguivalent of two
hundred  pounds; obvicusly William
George Bunter set & good valus on his
services.

“Wall, to begin with, I =aid,” ex-
plained  Bunter.  “ Afterwards, _of
courss, ¥ should want mora, The thing
is, to lat them see what 1 can do. T've
slways thought that playing a sheikh

art was what would really enit me.
&rhnt do vou fellows think9”

The fellows did not stats what they
thought. They simply gargled.

“0ld Fish has cleared,” said Bunter,

Their
to that

murmured

=
o
<N

AP O AL g ¥
Gl it

———

“* If you lay your paws on me——"" began Coker, belligerently.

He got no furiher,

for the next minute the big chucker-out gripped him by the collar of his coat,

litted him like a sack of wheat, and carried bim down the hotel steps.

(11 Hﬂw

hit the Toad | * he said. (See Chapter 7.)

blinking round. " He doesn’t seem to
take a hand m producing the pictures,
It's that bald. Jknhnny. Schontz. I
noticed that he looked at me rather par-
ticularly when cold Fish imtroduced us.
Do you think it struck him that I shopld
make a ripping sheikh 1 -

“Oh!” gasped Bob Cherry. "Not
quite | Probably it struck him that you
would be a real shriek.”

Ha, ha, ha 1* -

“'The shriekfulness would bo torrifie,™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the sheikhfulness is & boot on the
other leg.” :

“0Oh, really, vou fellowa?! I was ask-
ing for friendly adviee, not for this
stornal jealousy of a fellow’s good
looks,” maid Bunter peevishly, ™ Any-
how,. 'm going to ask Schootz.”

' Keep back, you howling ass ™ gasped
YWharton. "%cn‘t mtarrupt  Mr.
Schootz now F He's busy |

“They'ro just going to take the set”
said Nugent. “ Don't play the goal now,
Buntor.”

Billy Bunter did not heed. It seemed
© him that this opportunity was too
good to bo lost. The Perfection sheikh
being laid up, there was an opening for
a fa designed by natura for such a
part. At tho very least, Bunter con-
zidered, they ought to be glad to get him

t0 understudy the sheikh. Iie had no
doubt whatever that, once having tested
him an the sereen, they would have no
further use for Isirm'n Polk.

S0 Bunter was not to be denied. Ho
was not going to let an opportunity Like
this pass, on account &f the carping
Ealuus@r of less good-locking fellows.
Jot Bunter | )

Ha detached himself from the group
of ‘juniors, and rolled towarda Mr,
Schootz.

“Bunter 1” hissed Wharton.

But Bunter did not heed. _

Mr. BSochootz was asated near the
cameras. with a megaphone in his hand.
Tho Arab girls wera forming for the set.
It was to ga a danco of the Quled-Nail
amid the palm-trees, and men in over-
alls had been busily arranging the
scenery.  Mr. Schootz was waiting for
the moment for the cameras to begin to
grind, every now and then bawling some
instrugtions through the megaphone.
Hias manner was not what the Greyviriars
fellows would have ecalled polits, con-
sidering that hs was spen!—:inig- tor
membera of the gentler-sex. But to tha
producer they were simply items in the
get, like the palm-trees.

Heedlots of the fact that Me. Schoota
was obvionsly busy, and intent on his

Tae Micxer Lisrary.—No, 1,000,
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oclurmlion, Banter rolled=up to him. In

doing #0, he @ﬁﬂ direptly within the

“ghboting ¥ line of the cameras, and Mr,

%qhn%ntﬂ Eave a loud snort and glared st
HDTE",

“{z8t out!” he roared through the
meﬁiﬁmm,
ter, like the d and dark blus
oolandn th:._f__: radled on.
YEmny, &1 "%m sped.
“Hnat it, you young ?u:.rl You're in

the wayi

“Gﬁqﬂite," eszonted Bunter., ““Buat
wait & minute, It's rather important.
Now you'rs without s shaikh, I was

thirttipg of offering to take the part.
I'vewmlwhys thought it would suit mo.*
e, ootr Bad deer on the verge

calling to a man to shift Bunter out :¥
tho way of thecimmeras. Now he sepmed
to be an the verge of hysterics.
gazed at Bunter, and gasped,
; dy else gazed at Bunter—~the
juniors, the Arab é‘ﬁ:. I&ga camera.mteﬁn,
¥ in e

oo Hiy od to have tek
B 1. B to neve taken
aWay every bBreath at one fall
. Bchootz's silence encouraged him,

; t do tHink # he asked

you d,
“* Yoy can. sep for that I'm cut
out or a Valemtine sort of part,”
) Mr. Schootz uttered a round re-
INg & moan.
fﬁnut Brageiag,” =aid Bunter,
i | Elﬁhlr T can sav t‘h% I'm at least az
cofl-looking es that fdlow Polk, and I
n{:e I look & good Bit more mandy.
What about giving me a trial in the
sheikh part¥”
“Ha, ha, hal® roared Mr. Schootz,
finding utteranco ol of a sudden.
“Hg, ha, ha " yalled the whole =taff
of the Perfection studio. From
‘Arab girls gra by the palm-tress

campe shrieks of frtar.

%\tﬂ& blinked ronnd in surprizse.

H¥ zeemed to have taken the whols
plich by storm. Bo far as Bunter was
compoenel, he condd moe nothing to cause
mértifnent. A dheikh's part was not a
comit one—at least, only unconseiowsly
comip—and Bunter’s offer was cortafindy
vory serious Tndeed. But it scemed fo
haye. ggnt the I"'é‘r&ctian studio into con-
vulsighs.

1\% hoote wined his eves,
i roa great|” he paspad.
ter dmiled with satisfaction. He
™ red how the follows 0 Wora
ealfus of his good lonks wonld like to
¢ar W, Schootz—monarch of the studio
,'—unfﬂthﬁﬁhmgrmt. -

“Ie4ba go, then ¥ he asked.

“Is it n po, then?” stuttered Mr,
HSchovtz,  “CGreat ain't the wordl
Stupenfous! Funny! Funny ain't the
B! There ain't a word in fhe
langusge! Howling cats! VYou'rs the
Jimit! T guess Fish knew what he was
haoking on to when he hrought you
sling tor comedy I Mr, Bohootz wiped
his oyer apain, “Now got ont of the

way of the cameras;, kid. We're not
doinwe-comedy Mm now,”

"Rt—" o Bunter,

e il Yo interrupting 1™

* 11" roared Mr. Schootz, in snch a
trovfiendons  voice at Rilly RBunter
jamped, and pramptiy “got.™

rejoined the group of juniors, who

worl almost wesning with laughter.
“%EF' Vol ';:,ﬁﬂ'p;g—n—”

“a. ha, hal®

et man's o fool1” aaid Bunter.
“ Ha ﬂﬁgsn‘t know iz own business!
Fan tm thinkime that uld be
F hinki hat T should b
sritable for a comedy part!®

“$a. ha, hal®

“Well, it's hiz l103s.” eaid Bunter
motpasly, “They won't eet asnother
sheikh like me in a hurry 19
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“They won't!” ed Bob Cherry.
*They tolly woll woms1” ¥
. “The won"tfulness is terrific.”

“Ha, ha, hail"

“Oh, rats 1™ grunted Buntar,

And the Ow! of the Romove looked on
morosaly and disflsinfully while the
goeno was “ ghob™

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.

The Bandit !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
watched the filming of the
“desert ¥ scene with keen in-

terest. Later on they were to
take their own places before the
_in the glare of the blinding,
silvery light shed ¢n the set. They

were deeply interested in watching 1t
done.

From somewhere in the background
came straing of musie, and the made-up
Arab %u'!s were dancing in the glare
of the light, and the camera men wa.ig‘
ing for Mr, Schootz to give the signal,

Mr. Bchootz yelled two or three times
to the dancors through s megaphope.
Mr. ﬁﬂimtz was & very particular

enﬂemm‘m these matters, ss a pro-

ucer of pictures has to be, and he did
not waste much politeness,

"¥ou, Annie, don’t drag like that!
You, Laottie, you're dancing, not jum
ing through a hoop!™ uiln Hehog
boomed through the wmegaphone.
""Mow, then! Lively! Put some life
in itd

The cameras began to grind.

To the eyes of the juniors it was =
beautifal ecene, though the immediate
surtpundings of the sot—out of range
of the camoras, of course—were far from
romantic, Mr. Schootz, behind the
cameras now, wasz scratching his
polished, ehining bald head; at a little
distance & man in averslls was blowing
hiz noza. But under the glare of the

‘lights, in view of the cameras, all was

romantie. Like bouris the dancing-girls
locked, winding in a maze of graceful
movements, every movergent recorded
by the clicking comeras. Exactly what
the girls really were like, however, ro
one could hava said, eo thickly wers
their faces made up. the sereen the

nted faces would look well though
e real life it was a little ghastly,

The scene changed.

The dancing-girls s8t or lay about
under the ma, watching the desert
witl: looks of expectancy. The cemeras
regorded them in those attitudes—
watching the desert for the arrival of
the sheikh.

THIS CLEVER LIMERICK £
WINS A FINE LEATHER
POCKET WALLET!

There was & young fellow named

ish,
Who had a big pie and said ** Swish !
From Bunter I'll lnde it."
But that fat clam spied it,
And left poor old Fishy the digh |

Sent in by: E. H. North, 7,
Abbotts Road, Southall, Middlesex

WHY DON’T YOU HAVE
A SHOT AT WINNING
ONE, CHUM ?
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Bo realistic was the look of the scone
that the juniors could i ine & horse.
man approaching in the distance, end
m bhe beat of the galloping hoofs,

| Myron FPolk been available for
service the next scene would have
featured the sheikh arriviog on his Bar.
bary horse. But as Myron Polk was
sulking and nurs.mﬁ black eyes at his
Enut:ga ow on the hill that scens was the
ast.

The lights were shut off, the music
ceased, the cameras clicked no more.
The acene had been ““shot*' right up
to the moment whea tho galloping
sheikh ehould have put in an appearance,

next scene had to wait till Myron
Pot _&an on hand sgain—weecks, per-
haps ough when the picture appeared
on the movies thers would not be a
5 d'EﬂﬂﬁnturvrI,d o

T. ootz lai n his megaphone,
yawned, ﬁamd hin hanod mrea his
emeoth, shining molg;l and elapped his
i&ﬁt eun, ' Bhooting® was over for

B .

The girls trooped a up, the stairs

to the dressing-rooms, tnost themn
oing to ﬁn:i -offica later draw
elr saven rs for the day. Most
of them were “extra giﬂaﬁ' engaged

only for the one picture, efter which
they might be out of work for weeks, or
mpnths, S day
yen dollers a , 0T twenty-eight
H‘Pmﬂ ~seonted a good day’s pay for
egzru. but somctimes there were
oniy & couple of days’ work in the weak,
somaetimes only as much in a month,
sometimes nona &t ell. And the
Bounder rémarked that they must have
some tidy bills to pay for rouge and
powder and lipstick,

As there was to be no more shooting

et the Perfection Studio that day, the
friars fellows walked about the
lace, seeing what was to be zeen, pick-
ng up what kmowledge they could of
the coming business in which they were
fo hgure when Mr. Bechootz was ready
te begin on the school film,

In the afternoem, however, they were
eatled upon to be photographed, and to
fll in forms in the casting-office, givin
names, ages, weights, and all sorts o

iculars about themeelves, After
which thoy left the studio in n very
chenrful mood. -

Coker of the Fifth, howover, was
fmwmmg' s little. Coker had learned
that vwhen he came hefore the camergs
for the school Fiﬂturu he would have
to *daub ** his face, s he deacribed it,
ust like that injay whose handsome
eatures he ha nPamag-ad at Long Beach.
Ooker did not like the idea. He dis-
approved atrnn‘flg of girls making up
their faces; and for A man to m up
his face seemed to Coker the last word
in squashy effeminacy.

?;htar pﬂ-iﬂ'l‘;ﬂ ﬂu:ht]:rat if it wu:E ra-
quz ¢ produce & NOCLEEATY ect
on the sereen, it couldn't be belped.
At which Coker grunted.

Bob Cherry pointed out that unlesa
Coker’s {eatures wors eoversd with
pomething, they wmight break Lhe
cameras—a remark which did not pour
oil on the troubled waters at all

As the party were leaving the studio
a8 man who was lounging outsida the

ates on the bouleverd stood aside for

em to pasa, watching them as they
cama out 2

He was a darkskinped man, evidently
a Mexican, bhut nothing like Chico
Valdez in his looka. He was a squat,
fowdrowed, musoular man, with close-
set, glittering black eyes, and a rough
black beard and moustache. Heo was
plainly interested in the party, and the
juniors noticed it.

Mr, Schootz happened to be coming
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Irowned. and called to him, etudioc on their WAY. ﬁ"hen they Daneer Ahead !
u can beat it, Jose! Nothing for arrived at Long Beach House they & %
FOu hﬂm I* stared & little at seeing Jose, the Mexi- & ENOR 1" _
The man eyed him insolently. can, loa by the gate. Lord Mauloverer starfed £
“¥ou have told me so before, senor,”  “That lellow eeems fo be baunting little,

* iald. 1 tall d
“I guess 1 tall you s0 again i snappe
Mr. Schootz. “And 1 won't have you

hanging round the studio! Best il

The low-browed man scowled and
ewung away, chuffling along the
boulevard.

Mr. Bchootz frowned after him.

“1 guess that guy is bed medici
he grunted. *“You kids want to Reep
clear of that sort. Know him?”

“Mover seen him  befors,”" said
Harry. .

"ﬁ sar_-ma mighty carlous aﬁ:bul'.
gome of you,' said Mr. Bchootz. "Any-
how, if you don't know him, keep on
don't knowing him. See? He's bien
emplosed by the studio in bandis pasts
but ho's too m“% a character lor ua
He's pretty well Enewn to have Enifad
& man down in 8 He'a
Been fred from

|{-h Town.

, #nd bBred for

us,” said Hob Cherry.

Coker and Potter and Greene, who
had been out for & ramble in another
direction, arrived at the same time,
returning for dinner. The leafing
Mexican did not look at the ]un:ur
but he stared at the thrce seniors and
stepped up to them as they neared the

te

gate,

*Henor Uoker?’ he asked.

Horace Coker stopped.

“That's me!” he sakd rather curtly.
Coker did not like the looks of the
low-browed, slouching ruffian.

The Mexican looked at him intently.

“You amre the Senor Uokesi”™ he
asked, as il he wanted to make assur-
ance doubly sure.

“"Yes. What do you want?” grunted =
Coker.

“J have been employed sometimes by
the Perfection, zenor,'’ satd Jose civilly.

Harry Wharton & Co. wers'
chatting on the piazza of Long Beach
House after dinper, with somg of the-
other guests. A full, round mopn
eailed over Hollywood, turming the’

pepper-trees to silver, and the gresn,

wmdl d..Ed hillsrdes to a charming faicy-
an
Lord Mauloverar was atmumg in the
en, with bis bands in hjs pockets,
mkmg of nothing in fmm%uar excdpt’
a desire to dodge E ntar, who
wanted to speak lm 'Bﬂl‘j" sperially.

The big nhu-ps ﬂf JBﬂuJE'mrd
were in Bunter's mmﬂ* and speaking

pamumﬁwly tn Lord Mealeverey was a

preliminary to shoppt A
D% ura, dark in the modn ght
the white wooden gat
d over. and a soft voice co
ti‘m sasunfering juntor. Aie m;re;-

recognised tho wdice of Chico Valdez,

keeps.” : gnd he Htﬂgpnd at the
Mr. E{clmutz._ ﬂ-f;‘“ r X Eﬂ%ﬁﬂ ﬂ.m.ﬁin" old
E?rué:rﬁ;n ;?Thalgl;ﬁche: THE FAMOUS ITALIA.N FL YER ! ht.%l; I!deliﬁ Eit:;’dm?%iﬂl?;

ing “hbandit,” went his

way, stepping into a Our special contributor tells us a few interesting “!.'g;;irﬂmf‘h;;mhmpv
big wg’:ﬁ“ﬂ“ﬁ“;‘;fﬂhmfh“ facts concerning the LANCIA Car, the radiator- I see you h qdm—I
ey Wharon & badge of which you can now add to your album. | :ﬂ“ﬂfmg“‘u;“ﬁ ared
I T B The 17 h.p. Lancia car bristles with points of } houvse” he said’
their  hearding-house, 3 : : 7 humbly.
No suto wes waiting | clever design, and in the opinion of many experi- “VWhat rot!"” naid
for them—though Bun. | eced meoftorists, it is the besi-sprung and most | Mauleverer, ' “Agy-
SAUTL in’ 1 can do for you,’
that beforo he had been | comfortable car to drive on the road. It Is cer- | p vy .
VEr} lung in Hollywood | tainly one of the lowest-built, and with its separ- “No, senor; I=have
ha would bt master of ¥

the biggest auto in Los
Angeles county,

Cno rebuff was not
enqugh for Duntes, and ’
he was still dreasming
of sheikh parta. DMur.
Fish bad no sense, and
Mr. Bchootz appeared
to have rnone:; but
Bunter still hoped to
meot a producer in
Hollywood with sense
enough to sea that he
wea a born Valentino.
And when Bunter was
getting &  thousand
dollars o woeck he

workmanship in

ately sprung front wheels, it has a decidedly in-
dividual appearance, viewed from the front.
is easy, in fact, to pick out a Lanecia at the first
glance from among any number of cars.
Lanecia is built with scrupulous care and beautiful |
Italy, and possesses a highly-
efficient engine, which in conjunction with the car’s
splendid system of springing, enables the Lancia
to be driven at very high speeds for long periods over
almost any kind of road.
high-glass Italian car is in great favour for high-
speed touring on the Continent of Europe.

For this reason, this <8,

}'nu':nu to p:1'.ra you &

| warning.’
L Lord Mauleverer
amiled. ; —_—
s at’'s up " he in-
The qi:iﬂ P
The Californian’s
face was grave.

**Onte of your friends
is named Cocol” hbe
asked.

“Coker,” saig Lord
Mauleverer, smiljng,

BONOT at is
the name, Coker. The
genor Coker has en

enemy in this poeble. ™
Lord Mauleveter

meant to spread Bime-
gelf. It was, howeves, likely io b some
time belore he began to sproad.

Thete was na “tea " in the boarding-
house, and the i;1‘.1111':3.” went slong to
the Las Palmas Teashop on the Sumset
Boulevard.

When they camo out of Las Palmas
after tea Harry Wharton's eyes felk on
the low-browed Mexican lﬂgi\rmn on

the side-walk.
that fellow again,™ heo

“Thera's
remarked,

The Mcexican glanced at them, but it
was only a cursory glance this time. If
he was interested in any member of the
Greyfriars party, that member was not
one of the juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked round

Hollywood before dinner along

Sunset Boulevard and Normandie
Avenusa into H-D"F"-‘i‘ﬂﬂ Boalevard,
bright with expensive & n;m—whﬂrﬂ

Bunter wanted to do some shopping
but did none, finding nobody prepare lj
to lend him ten pounds for the purpose.
They returned to Sunset Boulevard bi
way of Ea Brao Avenue, takimg a loo
at the outside of Douglaz Fairbanks'

*Now thay do not want me, FPorhaps
the beneficent senor would put in o
word for me, Jose QGomez, with the
Dipector Schootzi”

Coker stared at him.

“"Wha: thumping cheek!” he ex-
l:lﬂi'ﬂleldk “%¥ don’ tlf: ﬂ-'i"ﬁ wou, m:imtlin:;
eay I liko your looks! Besi why
th?zmp shonld Mr. Eﬂhﬂﬂtzdgkﬂ o {ip
from me? Rubhish!"

“But the beneficent Senor Coker——"

“Oh, rot)” said Coker; and he turned

in at the gate with Potter and Greene,
lﬂ.klng vo further notice of the Moxican,

Jose Gomez glanced after him,
smiled, and slouched away. Harry
Wharton & Co. followed the Fi fth

Formers in.

“Cheek, vou know!” Coker was say-
ing, “As i I'd put in & ward for a
man I don't know; and na if it would

good if 1 did§’

It did not oconr to Coker's mighty
brain that the Mexican’s request had
boan simply an excuse for speaking to
him, ¢t that ths man might have any
object in secemng bim and learnitng his
identity, Horace Coker was to learn
that later.

became ssrious,

“I know,” he eaid, “& [ellow whase
face he punched. t do vou know
ahont it, Vakiez?"

“Owing to the nennr hidalgo’ uclﬂ,ud-
ness I have now a ladging,™ said :::a:r,
in & ®w voice. [ room, as the Am

oans call it, in & dive down in ﬂp.m:ﬁh
Town. It 15 a rough Slaﬂa—them are
bad characters there. OUne I knew well
—a érue Ie m. t-l':t[p ha.va!theard htilm
speaking with another was tho
mention of the English Edprﬂ.rtjr std "ng'
here that mado me he

knew not that I know anvthin ui' :.1
—to themn I am ondy nameed old Valdez.
But, scoor, the littlo I-hessd of their.

tale told me that the sewor , your.
friend, i1z in some danger. Somg rico
hombre hates him, and he will be TRaten

—very badly beaten®

"GFood gad!” mummured Maulewerér.
He remembered what Mr. Fish had eaid,
of the fBlm star's throats. He did not
nead to ba told the name of the " rico
hombea * who had hired the bully to
“heat up " Coker. Chico did not know
i, but Mauleverar counld guess it

Tre Macyer Limiirr~—No. 1,088,
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4§ they koew 1 beg warpsd you—->"
Chico paused. “ But they suwow it not.
"Thap é8 why 1 came, eenor, to speak a

WAL . dose Gomez and his comrade
are wood now, ay’ the Senor
Cocp is in dsuger. Adigs, senor!’

And befora Mauléyeror could speak
gpain Chico Valdez Uiftefl his ragged

hat apd disappeared into the shedows of
the er-trees.

b & gad4” repeated  Lord
Mauieverer.

He had almost forgottam what Mr.
Figh bad said of the film star’s wild
ma'; but he remembered now very

Hsea 1l':nau:l no doubt of the eeriousnesa of
the Ualifornion’s warning. Of Coker's
ghindy with tho film star, and of Joze
Gomez accosting Coker on the Sunsct
Boulevard, Chico knew - s.thing; but
what be knew fitted in too well with
what Lord Mauleverer knew for it to be

Gils  cmiiy  trom i, Schootz®” he
asked.

Lo juniors staroed.

“1 suppose nol,” ssad Harry. ™ Do
you thiuk somebody hbas been pulling
poor o Uoker g deg "

* Ha, ha, ha!"” reared Bob Cherry, 1
shouldn’e wounder| Who's the jolly old
joker 1 You, suwathy *

“MNoy guiey |l  gonned the BDounder,

*Fhe Josernlness 13 probably terriic”
remarked Hurreo Jumselr Mam Scagh,
“The esteemed Coker will butt in -on
the, excellent Schootz with propostorous
unexpectadnoss,”

Lord Mauleverer went ioto the house,
A telephono call for Coker, telling him
to go alone, up & loncly road over tho
hills, was rather disguieting, in view of
Chice's warmng. DMauleverer looked
out Mre. Schootz's number 1n the book,
unhooked the receiver, and rang up tho
director’s house. A emooth voice, pro-

- unfounded. The film star, nursing his " bably a butler's, answered the cail.

infurtes and his rage, in his bungalow
on the hill, was brumfing On VEngeanco
—indeed, in his passionate cage, he had
bhetroyed his thoughts to Dblr. Fish,
though that practical gentieman had
regarded hia wild utterznces unﬁ as
“euff.” It seemed slmost incredible to
Lord Maulevercr that any «ran could be
base enough to employ & ruffian to
“beat up"” a fellow he hated; but ho
was well aware that such thinga hap-
pe-n’ﬂﬁﬁ and he knew it was likely that
the “beating-up® would be severe
Colker, litile as he suspected it, was in

or; and it was only tho gratitudo of
the €attered Californian that had caused
a warning to be given.

Lord Mgauleveror walked back to the
house, His . faco was grave and
troubled. It would be easy enough to
pass on Chice's warning to Coker, but
it was doubtful whether tho headstrong

o would heed it,
*“Oh, ‘bers you are, Mauniy!” Bunter

had found him at last. “Looking for
wou, old chap.” : .

“Ruzz off, old fat man!” said
Mauleverer.

“Oh, really, Mauly—""

“B-r-r-r-rl”

Avoiding the clutching kand of tho
7l of the Remove, Mauleverer hurried
on, to the house, :

Beast 1" ejaculated Bunter.

But his lordship did not heed Bunte
He went up tho steps to the piazza, an
joined the checry group there.

“Coker obout, you men?” he asked,
Potter and Greene were thare, but the
great Horace was not to be seen on the
piazza. -

Gone put!" answered Bob,

“Alonet” exclaimed Mauleverer,

“Yea; Bchootz wanted to seo him, and
rang him up,” said Harry Wharton,
“He's gone to M. Bchootz’s bungalow
on tho %ilis."

“WNo end bucked, too!™ grinned Bob.
“It's rather glorious to get & special
telephone call from a big producer.

was beaming. Goodness knows
what Schootz wents to see him for
unless it's to measure his feet and
order & specinl large size in cameras.™

“Hao., he, hal” i

But Lord Mauleverer did not smile.

“But why did he go alene ¥ he nsked.

“Mr. Schoote specially toald him to go
alone, it seems” answered Bo
“Wants to enjoy Coker’s fascinatin
society all on his own, I suppose. Tol
h{.m to walk, too, az he might meet
him on the way., Otherwise, of course,
Ciokér would have phoned for a car.
df's half a mile up the hill to the
#chiootz bung.” >

Lord Mauleverer compressed has lips.

¥I sup there's no doublb that the
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“Mauleverer epeakin’ from Long
Beach Houszo,” said the jumor. “Can
you tell me whether Mr. Schootz tele-
phoned this avenin® to Coker, here,
askin' him to come up to the bungalow ?
Coker had the call from somebody.”

" Boma mistake, eir,” came the reply.
“Mr. Bchootz ia dining in Los Angeles
this evening, and has not been home.”

“Thanks!"” eaid Mauleveror, and hung
up. i

The matter was clear pow; that eall
had not coms from the Schoote
bungalow. Only too well Mauleverer
could puess from whom it had come, Hig
heart beat painfully at the thought of
tho low-browed rufhan Gomez, probably
with another roffian of the same kidney,
skulking on the chadowy hi'll-pm.g,
with en ?3!5 in their grip, watching and
waiting for the unsuspicious Cokor.

Lord Mauleverer was called a slacker
at Greyfriara, and often his lazy lord-
ship seemed lazy to live. But he
did not scem slock or lazy now. Swiftly
he rang up a garage down the boule.
vard for a car, and was assured that the
aute wonld bs outside almost as soon
as he had hung up. He put up the re-
ceiver and hurried out to the piazza.

T want you {ellows,” he called out.
" Excuse my hurr,j'in‘ vou, but the car's
just comin'. You'd like a ride by moon-
ight, what?"

“Any old thing,” said Bob Cherry.

‘The juniors came in at once, with the
excoption of Billy Bunter, had
sottled down into & deep chair end was

disioclined to move, and Fisher T. Fish,
who was "-::‘hawinﬁ the rag,"” and disin-
clined to leave off exercizsing his bony
chin, Bopt the Famons Five and the
Boutder joined Mauleverer at once.

“What’s up, Mauly 1" asked Wharton,
He could sce casily enough that there
was something more than a motor-drive
by moonlight in Mauly'e mind.

T S3omethin’ serious! Get your hats
and a atick apie uick! That ase
Coker’s in danger. T'll explain in the
car. . How long has he beon gone 2™

“ About & gquarter of an hour.”

Mauloversr almost groaned.

“Then we may be too late—ior good-
ness’ sake buck up!™

Very quickly the juniors, wasting no
time in asking questions, were in their
coats and hats, with a cans or stiok
apieco, and hurrying down to the boule-
vard. The headhghts of the car gleamed
before them; it had errived pmmﬂiy.
The seven of them packed in. rd
Mauleveror spoke rapidly to the
chauffeur.

“You know Mr. Schootz’ bungalow $*

“Eﬂrﬂ'-"

“{iet there as fast as vou can. Only
one maqj up, I suppﬂsaf"

“Fiﬁy'ﬂnllarq if vou do it quick.Z - - wriggled franti

MBearoh moel” gaid the chauffeur. “..'I
guess nobody 1o Hollywood will eee this
auto for dust.”

The car shot away,

“Now, Mauly—" said Bob.

Lord Mauleverer quietly explained.
The auromoble turned froan che boulo-
vards, and buzzed up & narrow hill-road
sitnilar to the one the juniora had
followed that morning to Polk’s place,
bue in a dilferent direction. The
ohauffour was evidently bent on earning
the hfty dollars, for made the car
fairly fiy, and it dashed up steep ascents,
wound round dizzy corhers on two
wheels, and seemed avery other moment
about to plunge imto eternity with all
its passengers. But when they had
tieard what Lord Mauleverer had to tell
them, Harry Wharton & Co. cared
nothing for the reckless speocd on a

ous road, and would have shouted
to the driver to faster had it not
been obvipus that he was already going
“all out.” With a rush and o roaz, the
car swept qF the winding, stcop road
into tha silver, plimmering hills—to
save Coker, if thore was vt time.

[

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
- Chico Keeps His Word !

ORACE  COEER  tramped
H cheerily up the lonoly winding
pach, by pools of moonhghs

and patches of dark shadow.
Coker was feeling extremely bucked.
Now for a moment had it crossed his
mind that the telephone call might be
& trick. : :

He had forgotten Myron Polk and nia
threats, end he was thinking of far
glw:mut.ﬂr things. The big producer of
Tollywood wanted him specially for a
special interview, and Gﬂiﬂr could nog
help feeling bucked at the idea. He
would have preferrcd to take g ear up
the hill, and to bring Potter and Greene
a3 witnesses of his important interview;
but he had been told to come alone and
on foot, and he graciously conceded
thoze points. If Mr. Bchootz was com-
ing to meet him on the way & only
showed how important he considered
Coker,  And Coker had beon long
-enough at Hollywood to have learned
how very important & person a big pio-
ducer is, and how distinguished it was
II:‘:::: be sent for to a special interview by

im.

o Coker's countenance was merry and
bright as he tramped up the hill, paus-
ing every now and then to make zure
of his way, for he had not travelied the
road before, and he only Mr, Coot's
directions to guide him. And when the
crash came Coker was utterly unpre-
pared for it, and taken by surprise.

Ho was passing under the shadow of
some trecs that overhung the road, when
there was a sudden muttering, o moving
of shadows, and two dark figures leaped
out on him and gripped himoe,

Befare Coker knew what was happen-
ing, he was on the ground on his face,
and an ungeen man was kneeling om
the back of his neck.

“Ow | gasped Coker.

Crash! A heavy, Hoxible stick de-
seended across his shoulders with a blow
that made Coker yell with -ag:m%i'.

His first thought had been of footpada
and robbery, ow ho underetood that
he was ing attacked with sheer
brutality, for what reason he could not
even begin to imagine. But whatever
the reason of the roffians was, there was
no doubt of their purpose. One of them
held Coker down sanu-rﬂg, in spite of his
frantio stropplas, tha other deliberately
and savagely beat him with, the heavy
etick. oker led and roored and
Iy. But hizs fhce was



EYERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

ment, * What fellow?* * The hoo

Brown | ** gasped Mr. Fish, In astonishment and dismay.

jammed hard into the dust, muffling his
crics, and eti]l the etick lashed and
lashed and lashed. .

Then all of a sudden Coker felt him-
sclf released. He rolled over, groaning
with the pain of the lashes he had re-
ceived—not & tithe of what he had heen
intended to receive. Bt mmaﬂm&}md
interrupted tho hooligans. ker,
sitting up dizzily, leaning on a tree
trunk, watched with dazed eyesa furious
fight going on within a few fect of him.
Someone Bad rushed on the two ruffians
and was struggling with them, having
taken them as completely by surprise as
they had taken Coker.

Suddenly & glimpse of moonlight
showed Coker the faces of the fighting,
furious men, and he recognised Chico
Valdez. It was tho “hobo,” ihe train-
juraper, the tattered descendant of the
old ranchera of Los Angeles, who was
fighting the two *“thugs ” of Spanish
Town.

Coker strove to get u% but he sank
back apgain, gesping. he Bght was
raging fast and furious, Valdez soom-
ing, for the moment at least, to hold his
own even against. the 4wo poweérful
ruffians.

But Gomez got his right arm elear of
tho etruggle, with his eudgel in his
grip. Even as Coker succeeded at last
mn petting on his feet, he heard the
sickening thud of a hexvy blow, and
Chice Valdez crumpled upon the path.

The two ruffians stood panting, breath-
less from the struggle. )

But 1t was only 2 few =econda bhefore
they turped on Coker again, closing in
ﬁn ll:;1.11:1:1\ with wolfish eyes, cudgels in

and.

Heonk, honk, honk!

Tha roar an auwtomobile was
followed by the flashing of the hcad-
lighta round a curve of the road helow.

“Carambo ! breathed Jozo Gomesz.

“Pronto!” muttered the other; and
he dashed away up the road and
g[‘ﬁ)&ared by a winding path aver the

1 L8

dig-
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* That’s the fellow,*” said Polk, blinking at Coker through his bandages.

ligan who attacked me ai Eo

Jose hesitated 4 moment, n%‘g.s gm, as
the Bright headljghts cama E[;‘&E
the stesp road, furned aled.

un

But Coker, by this timo, had got his
wind, and he sprang after the ruffien,
rasped him rgﬁind the neck, and
ﬁrﬂ. him to the earth.

“i{.mv, yan rotter !” panted Coker.

Gomes strugpled like a wildeat, with
blazing eyes and gnashing tecth. Bot
Chico g'i'nfdaz zstruggled to his feet and
added his grip to Coker's. The thug
wag pinned to the ground under the two
of them as the automobile clattored to a
halt, the headlights only a few feet from
the wresthng group on the road.

A door was flung open, and Lord
Mauleverer leaped out, the Famous Fiva
and the Bounder following him fast.

“We're in time!” panted Mauleverer.

“Collar him " yelled Bob Cherry.

In the glare of the headlights Gomez
was recognised at once, 'Eim Unors
grasped him on all side:, and ke was
speedily reduced to helplessness. . Chico
Valdez staggered against a tree, his face
white, and a streak of erimson rumnming

déwn it from the cut on his head.

Coker stared dazedly at the juniors.

“You kids}” he e . “Well,
it's rather lucky vou came along. Hold
that brute tight. There was another
man, but he's got away. They set on
e~

“Valdez!” exzolaimed Lord Maule-
Verer.

The Californian smiled faintly,

“Senor hidalgo, I have tried fo pay
my debt '™ he mittered.

“That chap saved me,” said Coker.
“The rotters were fairly s ing mo
}xp,ﬂgmdncsa knows why, when he butted
in

;tMJF dear fellow, vou're hurtl™ ox-
claimed Lord Mauleverer, with deep

' CONCErn.

Mo es nada, senor."

“They'd hava smashed me up!”
gasped Coker, *Pitching into me with
a cuodgel, you know—what they call
beating up in thia country. Goodness

“ Eh ! ** ejaculated Mr. Fish, staring in amaze-
Beach ! ** hissed PolR.
“Youdon'tsay 1** (See Chapter 10.)

** Oh, great John Janes

knows why! I fancy I'd have had some
bones breken if that j{mhnny hadn's
butted in just in time. Much obliged,
Wr. Valdez, if that’s your name,"
“My dear chap——" said Lord
Mauleverer. :
“Sonor, 1 was watching them,” eaid

Valdez. *““1 knew why they werc here,
after what T hea and then—then 1
heard the Senor Coce cry out.

SALITH 3

He reeled, and would have fallen but
for Lord Mauleverer's prompt support.

“TLerw] a hand here, vou men,” said
Mauleverer. “Get him into the car.
He's had a fearful crack on the head.
I must get him to & doctor.”

“Ne oa nada!” murmured Valdez:
but Mauleverer did not heed.

The Bounder, by thie time, had
secured Jose's wrists together with his
own gaudy neck-secarf, and the ar
was safe. The juriors helped the Cali-
fornian into the ecar.

“Search me!” said the cheuffeur.
“This Fere is =ome circus!] Where you
want me to take that hobo

“WNearest deetor,” said Lord Maule-
varer, “und quick. Coker's all right
oow, you fellows, with you."

“Don’t be a yvoung ass, Mauleverer,”
said Coker, “I'm ail l.'lﬂ?]'[t- without the
help of the Lower Fourth fags, I hope”

“Good old Coker?' chuckled Buob.
“Always the same silly old ass!”
‘Shut up, Cherry!l’

The chauffeur backed the car and
turned, and it faded away down tho
hill, Lord Mauleverer sitting with the
half-conseions Californian suppcrrtmf b
his shoulder. With unceremoniotis
hands Jose Gomez was dragged to his
feet, when the car had gone. ;

“Chokey for you, you beauty!™ said
Coker.

The Mexican snearad. : .

“But I have friends, senor. There 1s
one, at least, who will go bail for mé.!

 Ceontinued on page 28.)
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A Change of Plan.

HE Black Hawk groped behind
E him with blackgloved band for
the bandip of the door.

: - “Look here, man,” burst out
1he ndjutant, leeping to hiz feef, * who
ere you, and what——" ' '

The sentence remained unfintzhed, for
the door had opened, then banged shut,
angd the black-clad figure was gone,
Kicking back his chair, the adjutant
darted round the table, and, rushing to
the door, wrenched it open with eager
hand,

But nothing was to bo scen outside
on the night-shroufled meredrome savo
the vague sithouette of near-by canvas
hangars. L

Whipping his revolver from his belt,
the sdjutant firad threa rapid shots up
snto the night, in order to glve the
alarm, then, dashing back into the voom,
tie snatched up the telephone receiver.

With honds clasped behing his back,
Brigadier-General 8ir Freville Howard
{musnd in his pacing of
he floor to gaze with
eombre eyes out through
the. swindow of the Hight
oflicn.

Dawn was bresking over
Ouchy Aerodrome, and the hangars were
beginning to show grey and ghostly
through the swathing mists of early
morning. From cestwards came the
rumble of heavy gunfire, grim token that
the dawn strafe wes commencing in
earncst.

At the littered table sat Colonel
Milvain, Colonal Beaife, the adjutant,
and Sir Freville Howard's aide-de-camp.
Tmmediately on receipt of o telephone
messare  from  Ouchy, telling of the
gtrange wvisit of the Black Hawk, Sir
Freville had flown over from ILe
Courban, accompanied by his aide.de-
camp and Colonel Seaife.

“Then that is agreed, gentlemen?”
snid the brigadier, turning suddenly
fFrom tho winddw. “The time of the
raid will be changed, and the Sopwith
scouts of 116 Sguadron will form addi-
tionul oscort to the bombers."

“1 think we are wise to take such

recautions, sir,” murmured Colonel
Heaife: and Colonel Milvain nodded his
agreement.,

Tne Mavxer Tienany.—No. 1,088,
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“Weo cannot afford to ignore the
warning we have received,” went on Sir

Freville, “although one, also, connct
help but deplere the unsatisfactory and
mysterfous source from whence it has
coma "™

“¥et the Black ]
proved a good {riend to us, sir,
mented Colonel Beaifa,

“Yos "—=the brigadier’s volce was im.
patient—*but why doesn't the fellow
come out inte the open and declare him-
self like a man, Scaife? I hate a busi-
ness of this sort. Everything points to
his being a renegade German officer,
he is not I fail to see how he can have
become aware of this aerial ambush
which the German has planned. I am
assuming—as we must assume=-that he
has told us the truth.”

Colonel Seaife turned to the adjutant.

“You saw him,” he said. “You say
he was masked: but of what build was
he?! Would you judge him to be a
FOUNg man, or middllﬁ-a.gad. or what®"

“Er—um—oh, youngish, I should

Howk hes aolways
Iy O -

100,000 marks are olfered for the capture of the
Black Hawk, dead or alive, but the Germans can't
catch him. He's too “Hy'’ ineverysense of the word !

think,"
*In f[act,

“ Boyish ¥
sharply.

Something in his voies canzed the
a.d‘jut.z:.nt to lock at bim in surprise

‘Do you mean that—boyish?” per-
sisted the colonel, .

“Weg, .boyish, sie!” roplied the
edjutant, “Of courze, that was meroly
my impression. It was diffienlt to
judge, as ho wasz clad in heavy black
fAying kit.”

“1 don't know what the dickens vou
were thinking about, anyway, to let the
fellow cscape as he did!" commented
Colonel SBeatle angrily.

“As I have already “cxplained, sir™
retorted tho adjutant, flushing, “I was
at the wrong end of his gun(®

“And if he 15 only half as vseful with
his automatic as he i3 with his synchro-
nised gun you were certainly at a dis-
advarmtage,” eut in the brigadior dryly.
“PBut come, gentlemen, we have little
fime for such a discussion at the

replied the adjutant slowly.
might almost say boyish.”
echoed Colonel aifa

T}acok

s

Geo.E.

“Rochester

momenk,  As I say, we have, agueed
upon & change of plan: The raid, there-
fore, will take place at oneel”

The adjutant, '-ralx!hin?* Colonel
Ecoife half resegtiully, saw him unmis-
tokably start ns though in swrprise.
But the next ingtant the man had mifli-
ciently recoveretl himself to say in an
almost casual volce:

“Put will not such & course leave very
littla timo for preparation, sir??

“Ampla time, for the preparation
required!” enapped the brigadier.
“Bguadron leaders concerned will -be
warned at once, and machines will pick
up formation over this serodrome with-
out delay. Within the hour they should |
be en route for Karlsruhie [ '

The Alarm !

IX am.! g P .
S The sun was swinging up inko
o sky of -cloudless blue, and on

Mannheim -aergdrome there was

an unwonted bustle. The routine officer
of tho day, Leuilnant Estecharn,
making his way without
haste towards the com-
mandante's office, paused
to take stock of the scene
and to drink 10 the fresh,
clean air of that glorious
Aungust morning. -
The hangar doors had rumbled back
with the coming of dawn, and now, out
on the aerodrome in front of the hal:l\?ﬂ.rs
stood  twenty-bve double-seater, fast,
Fokkera,  Mechanics and
armourers were working busily on
engines and guns, and by each machine
lny smmunpition drums, and cartridge-
belts for the synchronised guns.

In front of its private hangar stood
the Commandante Federkiel’s single-
seater fighting scout,  The punnery
officer himsalf was stripping -and clean-
ing its aynchronised gun, whilst two ser-
geant mechanics overheuled the engine
and controls, J

The Leutnant Esterharn moved on,
and, reaching the commandante’s office,
took over from the German orderly ser-
geant, who had been on duty by the
telephone throughout the night hours

There waa little of rmportanco to re

rt, and the sergeant withdrew to seck

i5 bed. . . .
Scating himself and tilting back. his

fighting
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chair, Esterharn rested his feet on tha
table and leisurely produced a thin gold
cigaretto-case. Helecting a cigarotte, he
closed the case with a smap. It was then
that the telephone-bell trilled sharply
and !r-uaume.rm-flg+

Unperturbed, Esterharn slid the case
back into his pocket and felt for his
matchas,

Shrilly, more insistently, the bell con-
tinued to rinpi[

Estorharn allowed it to ring. Produe-
ingb a small leather match-case, he
lighted his cigarette with an almost
metioulous eare, and returned the easo
to hia pocket. Blowing a fragrant eloud
of blue smoks, ho watched 1t driffing
upwards with an apprecintive eye.

Then, and only then, did he deign to
tako notice of tho clamouring telspliona-
bell. Well, what hurry was thera? As
like as not it was ooly some old wind-
bag on the staff wanting to know vwhy
the petrol consumption returns had not
heen sent in: or some imbaocile from the
ssme guarter wanting to know if he
was speaking to the governor of the
garrison of Str urg.

So, doftly hitching the telephone to-
wards him with ona elegantly booted
foot, the Lentnant Esterharn leaned for-
ward and picked up the instrument.
Then, resuming his former attitude, ho
unhooked the receiver.

“ ¥ea — Mannheim aerodrome (™ ho
drawled langmdly.
“Air Headguarters of TFrankfurt

speaking |”' came a sharp, guttural voice
aver the wire. o arg you?"

"Routine officer speaking 1

“Your namei”

“ Esterharn—Leutnant BEstarharn [

Leutnant Esterharn falt slightly gn-
easy. There was s harsh imperative
something about this voice which he did
not like. IHe liked it less as it con-
tinued ;

" Leutnent Esterharn, wou will be
asked to explain why this call was not
answercd at once.  Mcoanwhile, take

urgent orders for the Haupfmann
Fe?%rkml. Are you ready ™
l. ﬂﬂ- Ill

Estorharn was ready. Gently he had
lowered his fect "from the table, and
now a free hand was poised over ;;ﬂ.pﬂr
mad;.f to take the message in penail,

“Thirty-live minutes ago,” went on
the harsh voice, “two British D.H.8
squadrons, escorted by twenty fighting
soouts, paszed over the German lines at
a height of Gfteen thousand feet, These
squadrons are heading towards Karls-
ruhe. The Hauptmann Faderkiel will
taka the air immediately with every
machine at his disposal, and endeavour
to  intereept them. This is the raid
which was expeeted to take place at
ter a.m. Every available machine is
being sent wup, but the Hauptmann
Feaderkiel must not delay one moment,
This is of the greatest urgency—do you
understand ¥

“Yes," gulped Esterharn—" yes|"

“Wa will hold the line~—report to ua
the insiant your machines tako the air "

Noxt minute a pale-faced Esterharn
was running madly towards Federkiel's
quartera.

Federkiel, balf-dressed, and shaving,
grasped the situation at once,

“Warn every pilot to stand to his
machine within five minutes!™ he
rapped. “"¥You,"” he wheeled on hie
orderly, “instruct mechanics and gun-
ners to hove every machine ready to
leave the ground within that time!”

Esterharn and the orderly departed
hetioot on  their respoctive missions,

And, whilst epgine cowlings were I:uaing the

bolted down with frenzied speed, an

gun casings whipped into position,

pilots eame runpning from the living

quarters fowards tho hangars, fiying kit
ovar their arma. 2
- Within ten minutes from the timo
Esterharn had given the alarm, Feder-
kiol's fighting Fokker scout was roaring
poroas tho acrodrome to take the air in
& stecp, upward climb. Following him
swept the double-seater Gghting Fokkers
to tho a.mnmﬁlanim-ant of danfaninﬁ
thundering high-powered engines. An
as tho [:n::.l‘::l'un:lg and withered grass of the
aorodrome dropped-away boneath them,
Esterharn wes babbling into the plone,

“Herr Hauptmann Federkiel s
already in the air—twenty-six machines,
all told.™

At one thousand feet above tho
hangars of Mannheim, the Folkkers
icked up formation—fiying in two
grmations of thirteen machines each.
Federkicl, orouched over hia controls,
swung them southwards towards Harls-
ruhe. There was no time to get hoight.

They must get height as they flew.
Already the Englandera would be almost
to Karlsruhe.

But scarce had the hangars dropped
behind, than down fram out of the blue
CRMo Lurtling & black machine in a
pcreaming  nose-dive.  With engino
thundering st full revolutiens, wind
shrieking madly through flying wircs

 and atruts, it tore straight down fowards

tho formation led by Fedorkiel.

Flaming Grns!
R IGHT through the first fgrmation

£s

hurtled the black machine, hold-
that mad, tear:

ing g dive,
until it was less than ei

t hun-

* dred foet above the ground. Then up in

s wild, soaring zoom, to | and dive
n.%#in with lurid, marimg . X

ha amazing unexpectedness, the grim
and ruthless savagery of the attack, had
thrown the Fokkers into temporary cou-
fusion. The German pilote were
veterans with nerves of steel; men who
had won their spurs in many a hard-
fought battle high above the tremches.
They broke formation, banking to port
and starboard. Control sticks were
whipped forward and the Fokkers toro
aarthwards, gathering in & fow seconds
the requisite epead to take thom soarin
up into the blue in a zoom which woul
bring them flattening out above this
mad, intrepid stranger.

Two Fokkiire failed to pull out of that
dive. The pilot of one, his spine shat-
tored by a burst of bullets from the
black machine thundering on his tail,

S =y

HOoWw THE STORY BEGAN.

As a resull of a dastardiy plof agoingt Eim,
urg Derek Moncpizff, o faw.aa.t Bri ifed
§ coowsed of ¢ . Cort-marth and
gentenced lo be shot. Determined Lo
: e,
dariny esogpe by elatring
Fen Am, 2&&’
carries o dispaleh ovdering Lieutsnant Zvoeip,
the Qotha Commindsr al Absrgan, fo eaesle (he
secvet hangar there, and Derel: decides to g6 tn his
slead. Suspecing nﬂtﬁm Jor the young pilot
plapz hid perilous y mwoely and kie nien
leave the hanger in the giant Gotha bombing
mechine, :
During the daye that foliop, the neme of e
Black Hawk, ¢ mysterivus airmen fying @ black
macking with the replica of & oo hawk on
ils fuselags, becomes Enowis on bolly swdes of the
trenches.  Again and apcin this unbuoiwn dare-

ey T

“devil b eomme o the aid of Allied muclines wohen

hopelesily outniimbered

the enemy, and e
Cerman High Comma M 7

his @ price
of 100,000 marks o his head, One niphl, in
the flight office of Ouchy aerodrome, the adjutan!
of 108 Sneadron o8 surprived
masked in block, 1he il r tellz him that
@ raid planted by Brifish bombing sptradrons
on Wie railuay plabion of Narimruhe 48 kbroion fo
enemy. ' Alter ponr plons,’” warse the
fleck Hawk, * and find e nan whe, moving
o your midel, €2 o | 2

(Now reag on)

O s elad g

leapt to his feet with a scream. Then
he crashed forward over ths controls,
and his machine rosred earthwards

‘The ather Fokker apun out of the
fight with rudder and tail plans shot to
ribbons, its grim-faced pilot ptriving
desperately to pull out of what, in his
heart, ho knew was the death-spin. But,

though to make certuin of its prey,

a black machine tore in at him again,
tracer bullets from its belching gun rip-
Pi“ﬁ through wi and fuselago,

The German pilot turned his head,
his face grey with tho fear of death.
He had a vision of tho black-clad head
apd shoulders of the masked pilot, and
of the replica of a swooping hawk which
the .Ea{:hima bore on ita fuselage. Thon
it wéas gone, as the strenger toro eouth-
wards, away from the Fokkers over-

With engines thundering at full
Jevolutions, and gloved fingers curling
undg tha triggiem of synchronised guns,
itha €zerman pilots roared down in pur-
it. PFederkiel's fast ﬁg}lﬁtig goout led
them in the chase. ut no chase
t was, for, when less than threo
undred feet above the ground, the
black . machine went soaring uwp and
u;;l into the blue sky of morning. Then,
when at the very top of its loop, with

undercarriage pointing upwards
rolled, o came thundering down
again on the Fokhkera,

Ah, the madness of that dive! For

glready the noses of the Fokkers wero

ap, and above the tumultuous roar of

their engines, sounded the anarl of their

flaming guns as they converged oa thoe

Eack machine hurtling down towards
a7,

_Crouched over his controls, his faco
livid with ;fmmn. Federkiel was con-
scigus of only one thought. No matter
what tho risk, no matter if it meant
death for himaslf, he must get this fiahd
incarpate—thia Black Hawk! Dub it
was Impossible to train a ﬁﬁun on him
for he was swerving wildly on that
downward, burtling dive,

A veritable bail of bullets whistled up
i{? moet him. But the Black Hawk
ifted his machine by a backward move-
ment of the contrg]l stick, and next
fostank was roaring low over Federkiel's

tﬂ%ﬁﬁlﬂﬂﬂ.
ke, piloting the machine behind
Tederkiel, and so close that he was
b in Federkiel's slip-stream,
W i‘pPEd up gloved hands, then slithared
lfmply against the side of his cockpit,
ghot thro tha threat. His machino
stalled and [ell away into a spin, the
white-faced gunner in the rear cockpit
making f[rantic efforts to heul Buﬂm
back and reach the controls,

The whole fight from the moment the
Blach Hawk i:ﬂ appeared, had not
Iastad thres minutes. And alroady this
manjac of the skies had shot down five

kkers. His machine, twisting, swerv-

», diving, pregented such a small and
clusive targot, whereas the Fokkers, by
thefr very numbers, were easy proy for
his blazing gun,

But bim they would, no matter
what the cost. ©n that, Faderkial was
deterpined.

. With lips drawn back from his teeth
in-an almost animal enarl, he threw his
machineg into a corkscrow dive., Then,
in that instant, his dashboard was riven
as though by an imvisible aze. He
lifted his head, glancing upwards, then
his fingers tightened convulzively on the
contral stiek,

For, thundaring down from out of the
blue, were coming ten British with
fightmg scouts with guns afame. ing-
tip to wing-tip in fighting V-formation,
they went through the wildly wheeling
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Yokkers, zoomed, and tore through them
“again, keeping formation - wit
ten :
Five Fokkers foll away into  the
death-spin. DBut the British squadron
had not come through scatheless, for
two of the SBopwith scouts were plung--

1!1;{:;] earthwards out of t'}unl:rnL
- ndaunted, the remeinfder held their
formation, and, zoowing, tore down
agdin, a solid wedge of Haming guns.

Three more Fokkers went gpinning out -
-of the fight, and, following in 4heir.
wake, & Bopwith scout cngglpped  in:
leaping, writhing Bames and swirling
- smnoke. By now
his machines; and already wounded
- pilots of those that remnined, were
divipg for the cover of the anti-aircralt.
gans of Mannhoina.

Hgo knew that the fight had been.
against him from the etart, He had
never had height—had ogver bad zn

nity of petting height,

ﬂpﬁzrl;u 5 ;
Roalising the  ingvitable, the Ilcrr
IMauptmann Federkiel withdeew the

recling and scattered remnants of his
formations from the Ggzht, and, turning,
dived for the hangars of Mannheim,
ieaving the friumphant Englanders to
vln'ging their woy westwards fowards the

e, *

There was no sign of the Black
Hawk. Ho had pone, and Federkiel
had, in those hoctic moments, dittle time
in which to mark the course which ho

had taken. But, whatever he was—
roving Englander or renegade German
—grirn indead would be VENZOoanco

for this latest exploit. For they would
et him. Yes, for were not the finest
rains of the Becret SBervico already en-
geged n Ibeating his base?

Fifteen minutes later he landed, to
be confronted by an egitated Esterharn
with 8 messape from Air Headquarters
at Frankiort, Hnatching the groy elip
of l:mpur from the roptine officer, Yeder-
kiel read:

“To the Commandante, Manuheim
Acrodromo.

) “By telephone.

“Encemy raid on Korlsruhe Railway
Station =nccessful. Heport in person,
without delay, to the Commandante,
Frankfurt Aerodrome.”

Crumpling the paper in his hend,
TFederkiel strode towards his quariers,
his powder-grimed and oil-bespaticred
face grim and set. 5
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ederkial ‘had lost half

The Pedlar. !-

HE day wore on and it was to-
wards mid-afterncon that Osle,

T ".the hunchba _
g the white and dusty roa

i alon
which led to Abergau. 3 e

A’ strange fellow, this Qelo, " with his
{ittle férrety eyes, his straggling un-
kempt I:nea.rd;, his pedlar's pack, and his
lthy, tattered . parments. _i:.[ﬁ‘.' wWore
neither boot, shoe, nor sock on his feet
and would tell yon with enivelling pride
that he had never done so since i'& Was
& boy.  Hig. wrinkled skin was deeply--
;nﬂhcd'_'nﬁﬂ'ﬁ'enthergéahiﬁ through long
years gpenban-the open, .

Yes, a strange fellow, DBut stranger
faf than ahy would have guessed.
During the yéars preceding the War,-
it had beem his habit to proceed by
train almost to the frontier of France or
Russig—or whatever European country
hio had in mind. w3

Ho would then ocross the frontier
cither by slow lecal train or on foot—
preferably the latter. And throughout
the lmlﬁ gummer months  he would
wander the highways and byways, "his
pedlar's pack very much in evidence,
zolling his cheap trashy wares in one
village, whining for bread in the next.

He had scen the inside of moro than
ane gaol, sometimes for petly stealing,
somatimes - for violence. Dut whet did
he care, thiz thieving, rnéged, hunch-
backed knave—this super German spy?

There wore fow agents of the German
Intelligence Bureau with & finer record

hunchback, came limping "

than Oslo. He loved the fields, the
woods, the J:I-:.-asant countryside, and the
role he had adopted came so easily to

him as to be porfectly natural, Bheer
impudence, whining servility—he was a
pastmaster at both—had more than
once won him the entry to localities
where his ferrety eres had beon able to
take rapid and expert stock of what
were intended to  bhe clozely-guarded
military secrets.

But the War had come since those
days and the frontiers had becn closed.
Along the voads which he had known
there now swung marching men; and
what had once been smiling meadow-
land was now a shell-pocked shambles
strewvn with dead and dyving.

During the carlier part of 1914 when
the War clonds wers gathering, Oslo
had been particularly wctive both in
England and in France. Bo metive,
indeed, that he had been none too sure
he was not suspected. The middle of
August of that fateful year had found
him safs behind the German lines and
he had staved behind them e¢ver since.
For his malformation, you see, ren-
dered him conspicuous, and Osle was
far too valuable to be sent anywhero
where he might be pounced upon and
shot. So the Jotelligence Burcau found
work [or him within the borders of the
Fatherland.

And, indeed, there was work to do—
the smelling out of British spies. More
than one had stood erect, facing & firin
party, solely through the activities o
Oglo.  There was Cariwright, for in-
gtance, and Frobisher; one masquerad-
ing ns a wounded (German soldier on
feave, the other as & peasant. Bet Oslo
had got them. Yes, Oslo bad been foo
elever for them. They had gone smiling
to their deaths, of course, but what of
that? T'hey knew how fo die, these
I'nglanders. Oslo was prepared to
admit that, and edmit it ungrudging:f.-

Bul there was one man whom o
could not get; and that was Captoin
Darnlay of the British Seerot Serviea

Willingly would Osle have sacrificed all
his previous successes to lay hands on
Darpley, INight and .day, for six
moarths, he had sought this elusive
Englander only. to {2il ignominiously at

every turn. ;
Darnley was too skilful, . too dams
gerous altogether. TWhen the German

High Command had proposed, and actu-
elly commenced, & great - lay-out. of
railway track hind 8¢, Quentin,
shortening ‘by forfy miles the commu-
nicatigns. . botween:  the ' ammunition
Eactories in the interior and the supgpdy
dumps behind: the line, it was Darbley
undoubtedly; who ha ot wo
through . to the . British bLombing
squadrons..  The result. was that the
work and planning of weeks was
brought to nought in & single day and
night by means of thirty tons of high
oxplosive bombe . dropped by British
machines, And  that was omly one
instance of what Darnley had done.

Ozlo had trailed him from Essen fo
Cologne, from Mayence to Munich, Dat

1 ot B unich the trail had ended. Darn-

ley had vanished, completely.  Then
had come the news, that some epy had
dizcovered tho location of the Gotha
hangar at Abergau and had sont word
through to France.

Other clues having proved Fruitless,
Oslo -had turned. almost in desperation
to this one. Darnley might be the man
who had sent word through to the
British bombers. The trail had been
leading southwards towards the Vosges.
It might be that Darnley was in the
neighbourhood of Abergau. Onoe could
enly scarch, anywajy. :

Although not directly concerned by it,
thero was another cursed Englandor for
whom Oslo had been instructed to keep
a watchful eye. A particularly clever
fving ace, known as the Black Hawk.
Who or what he really was, or from
whence he was operating, none
appeared to know. But he had taken,
and wag taking, grim toll of German
machines,

There wera some who professed to
doubt if he was an Englmger, Not &0,
Dslo. He knew, None but a mad
Englander would indulges in _such
perilous and suicidal antics. Well,
B‘Etjr help both the Black Hawk end

arnley if Oslo ever laid his hands on
them. There would boe a firing-party
for each of them.

mind full of ench

And thus, his

thoughts,  Osle, the  Ilunchback,
reached the outskirts of Abergan as the
sun was setting in a blaze of glory and
mista of ovening were creeping up to

swathe the lovely Vosges.

L ] -

[ - -

Abergau lay well off {he beaten track.
Even in times of peace it had few
visitore. But now thaet War had comn
things wero worse. Bo the advent of
0slo did not go unnoticed.

A  half starved mongrel, curled
sleepily on the step of a cottage door-
way, was the first to see him. It
raized its head, eycing the ragged Oslo
with obvious suspicion. Getting fo its
feet with tho aitr of ono who has & duty
to perform, it stretched itself, yawned,
then procecded down the parden path
and out through the gate into the road-

way. :
Here it got & guite unimpeded view
 of ODslo's rags, and went for them, half

in earnest. half in play. Oslo wheslad
with & snarl, and swung the heavy,
knobbly stick he carried wviciously at
the cur's legs,

1
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Wind shrieking madly through flying wires and siruis, the
Black Hawk tore straight towards the formation of FokKer
planes, sending two of them spinning earthwards and throwing
the others into temporary confusion I (See Puoge 23),

[T
|, \illh.-.-:.ll'l ““‘""i:l

T . L

Yolping and ‘-Ew]in 2
the sadder and wis!;:'r bruﬁ:
retivked in hasté from the
fray, Adding to the din
camo sudden  ghrill and
seroamed abuse from th o
eottage doorway. There,
shaking scraggy fist in
fury, and looking mora dis-
reputablo than ever, stood
ihe aged laundress.

“¥ou hit my dog, did L
vou, you dirty, sneaking., ihieving
rogue ¥? she shricked. “I'Hl have you
put in the gaol, you servico-dodging
pig 1™

The next moment o crowd of oxcited
}.urﬁ:?ins canie racing fromi o mnear-by
[Iad [ 1 '

“Baol” they howled., “Who hat the
widow's dog? Yah! Wha hit the dog
of the widow:”

Oslo  gripped his cudgel-like  stick,
passion flaring in his eyes.  PBut, as
though realising the futility of pro-
longing the scene, he turned on his heel
andl went Iimping away up the road.

A torrent of improcations and choice
®pithets from the indignant female fol-
lowed him.  So. chid the small hoys.
They [ollowed, booing and hissing.

(slo stuek it just as long as he could,
ithen swung on his tormentors, with an
oath, But it was not the oath which
sont them seattering., Tt was the almost

fiendish fury of his faco and the passion i e e M AN

in his blazing eyes which struck sudden M =

terror to therr heavts and set them halt- ) e e e A 4
ing. An evil man, thisz.  Perhaps R e e A A it P

beneath hiz rogs he had o long, enrved
knife. : . :

(Wil sla, (he FHunehbaoel, susceed
where olhers have failed—in catehing
this tiewlariy clever Aying aee, Enown
as the Black Hawki Be sure wou read
fhe continualion of this powerful soriol
in next week's Macxer, which will also
contain TW MORE FREE METAT
MOTOR-CAR BADGES. See that you
get them, chumal)

Taz Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,098,
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“HARRY WHARTON & Co.
AT HOLLYWOOD!” -

{ﬂ’mrﬂumcfl _f'r QL mr:rr: 23}

Mo man who put you up to this, you
f-mundrci 1. evelanndd  Harfy Whartor
hotly. - e

The hj_gxmuti shrurrp:u-rl I'us shoulders
and did Hot answer, “He did not intend
te betray lis empléyer, upon whom hLe
dn!'nc-nd_r_-d to sain- his freedom.

"You fags can take that rotter to the
]m!:m station,” saidCoker. "I've got
‘lﬁ appointnient with -Mr. Schootz——»"

“¥ou” jolly well bhaven't!" grinned
Bﬂb Cherry: ““Fhat telephone call was

spoof, to—get-yon.up- lmrﬂ“fnr thﬁ_ .'

rotters to beat you up..
YRubbighllsnapped {.ﬂ!-.erp
But the juniors gucgeeded in conving:
ing Coker”at last, ond. he give a dis-’
contontiid _gruiig™ in” “acknowledgmint. -
Upon the Whold,” hewever.
torry to turn back.

FAre e
B LI

- r‘?

Lur{l M.ﬂ::[mcn.r had not }E."t- rttunu.-:[

lo Long “Beach House - when  Harry,

W harmn & Co arvived, after cun-rlucmlg
“ Giomez £ the polico station and formally
charging him there.” It was neprly bed-

‘—p,- "I.

w, -‘-—J'ri? o & .

—

‘guartors,

[rmr was not L

-i-IIl'l.'ln"-n-“ LEET L EE lll-lt-l_"ﬂ-l'lllil LERS DR T ELLELLLL UL

undertaken to eare for him  till he's
mended.  Ho's had o masty knock, but
he will bo all right. He's in

tting good care. 1 told you
men that ﬁ:nu.t chap was a g{:ntlﬂmuil.

“ He, he, he!”. from Billy Bunter.

“ Bhut up, Bunter!™ "

" How much has he lmtn:hr:-:l you fort
inquired Fisher T. 1-1-I1

“Bhut up, Fishy!”

“'F'ho poor chap ilmug! i he owed me
somethin,  you  know,” savidl ord

!' NS EAEERIRETEsEdSSeRERIINERENEE rassnnazancl
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PHILE
TWOPENCE.
Mauleverer, Lilﬂ‘-l:"' arding DBunter and
Fisher T Fl:l; Hoe was pratefal—not

that I did any fl.un, you know. Thoso
llﬂﬁilgmlis- were  goin'  to smash up
‘Cokir, an’ Valdez chipped in because hoe
was & friend of mine, ns he putsit, And
he g:::t it hard, poor old chap. Dut he's
zain' pu!l i wough  all. right, and
wuleﬂun 2 gqm o be done for him
when the doc'a'done with him. ‘He'z the
right stulf, you know.”

“That greaser!”" zaid Fisher T. Fish,

| 'I'JH::IL. one of vou fallows might kick

I!Hh:..r, said | Lt}rﬂ Mauleverer plaing
tive “'I‘ha{'.’s the gecond timo he's
asket "

“¥os rather [

“Yooooop !” roared Fisher T. Fish, as
Itol i..rl:lf.!-n.:, -&}l.rli%wi “¥ou piefaced
14 Yarooogh y
“ Ha, ha, hu.‘”

1 pupss—""
"Gnﬂ- hiimn m.m!,hm*
Bul Fisher T\ Fish lmrl [led.

THE EXD.

(Now look oul gr: “BILLY
NUNTER ON THE FILME!" the next
yarn in thiz grand serfes by Frank
szr@ards ¥ lerd yau"ﬂ.‘ enjoy crery line
af it roes withowt caying, A word uﬁvnua‘.
next aweek’s

T ¥ |'_ ;
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LAUGH AND -THE WORLD LAUGHS WITH <a=l=.ﬂ..= THE AMUSING YARN OF 8T. SAM’S BELOW!
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i EWI" - . e
MI Frank Fearless, of the
Fourth Form &t Bt Bam's)
gave a whistle of dismay, He
was in Dr. Birchemall's study, im-
proving the shiming hour by preparing
one or two aurprices for the Head on
his retutn. He had already filled' the
inkwell with likwid glue and placed
some drawing-pin: on the Head's chair,
and he was just about to £l up the
study tofide-tin with dainty pieces of
soap, when he suddenly realméd that
footmerks had becomo ordible in the
passidge outside. g
"Grate pip! I sorrily beleevo it'a the
Head ¥ gasped Yrack  Fearless. “If
that's not the patter of his hob-nailed
boots, then I'm & Duotelmen '™
As Fearless was not o Dutchman, but
a finc speasimen of a. British ladd, it
sgemed  highly, probable . thas
Birchemall wasz:indead. one of the néw

cometd=for ‘the hevey clatter that pro-]

saoded- from thepampdgo: indicated that
there were two of them.

Frank Fearless looked round wildly,
his heart pounding furiously against hie
ribe. In omptying the Head's inkwell
ho bad epilt & lot of red ink over. his
fingers, go it looked as if Lhe was going
to be canght red-handed. He wanted
to avord that, at ony cost,

For & mhoment ho thought of leaping
out of the study window intg the quad
benecth. = It was an cighty-fect drop,
but Fearless Wwouldn't ' have worried
about that, {or he was the sort: of chap
who clways landed on his feeh, What
put- him off was the thought tHst
sndoubtedly . ho wobld Le aspotted by
prefects . and bawled an. the . carpet

azain.  Eseipa by the window, there- ]

fore, had to_bLe ruled out.

.That- menat _ho had to_hide i ﬂrP.

study. . And the bestdidingeplaon. in the
study being bencath ibe. scitee, Fearless
wade a dive for, thas sheliered spot. .
. He wasn't a bit too soan, for a cupple
of soconds oftorwerds. tho. dooy  was
- kicked  open, and Dr. . Birchemall.
stalked in with majestick . tread, fol-
lowed by Mr, Lickham, the master of
the Fourth. "

Frank FPFearlesz wondersd uncezily
weather they were likely to sprawl on
the floor in front of the fire, in which

IoE MacxET Lipgany.~ No, 1,008,

2 -eried Dr. Birchemall,

o

eaeo they were likely to epot him. Dut
he. needn’t have worried, [or short]
after they had arrived p feemdish ve
woke the echoes of the study, snd
Frank brecthod .o Emmr. of. rolesf - in.the
nollidge that Dr. Birchemall had sat
~down on his chair, .

“ Yarocooogo |

“Grate pipl  What ever nre you
doing of, sir?" Frank TFeatless hoard
Mr. Lickham say. .. :
. “Doing  of” hooted the  Head.
i angwish.  “What the thump do wyou
think I'm deing of 1™

"1 thovght perhaps you were giving
md an eggshibition of the Char 1,
gir,” ventured Mr, Lickham humbly,
MBah! Likewize, poh and faw!l®

“You ought to
‘kmow by now that 1-do H_E_.ﬁﬁﬁwm.qa of

dancing. As a-matter of fack. I .was
giviog vent to my sgperny. I have
Just been punctured, Lickham. Somoe

careless idiot has left some drawing-pins
Iving on my chair |

“Hu, ha, bal I moieen, how un-
forchunit, sir!”™ corrected Mr. Lickham
haetily. . * Well, gir, lot'z pot to bizzi-
néss. You called me in to dizouss a
matter of wuﬁa importance, I baleavs,”

“Grooool VYes, Lickham, that is so.
I want you to essist me.,”

:m_,:.uﬂ_. sir!” eaid tha master of the
Fourth breefly, *But I'm stony 1™

Dr. Birchemall glared, -

“¥on silly ass, Lickham!
think [ have called vou hers to
monoy T

“Of corse!” said Mr. Lickham, in
surprise, “Haven't you, then?” :
< No, Lickham, T bave niot!" roavéd
+the Head furiously. "“If-you-think 1'd
owao:naoney to a omeer junior mnster,
”._,..ﬁ.;.m odly well mistaken
S Perhaps you'll pay me bLack . the
half-crown you borrowed from me ‘a
-cupple of terms ggo, then,".said W—.—.
Lickham blandly. - ~

" Pray do_not bother me with trifles,
Lickham! LEeb us get on with the giddy

Do ¥ou
borrow

washing I . 4]
* Za. it,” said Mr. Lickham, with
Dr. Birchemall then camoe te tha real

bissiness—to the crucks

of the matier,
2 to speak. :

Fronk Féarless, mean-

RCUMS

£

- i " =
o AT

while, was forced to be an unwilling
listener—unwilling, because, being &

of Hvo's dropping. He tried to plu
his. ears, so that bo shouldn't eate
what was said; but the Head's bawling
- axxcnts pennytrated,  all the some, eo
Fraok gave it up and listened, :
What he heard made him sit up and
take noties—metafiggeratively speak g,
of corse, for he couldn't very well sit
up where ho wasl .
“Lickham,” said . Dr. Birchomall
zollumly, .MHH: aro doubtless already
aware . of : istenco of a&n. owvil
| rasord  in .
| Jolly Bailor $
“1 havo heard roomers of the place,
certminly,” admitted BMr. Lickham,
frowning feercely, . . :
“1 want yeu, Lickham, to accompany
mo to this fowl den to-pite.” 3
“What 1" eried Mr. Lickham agarst.
“Are you, the headmaster of & grate
w._z_n..mngm, going to descond to pub-
awnting '
Tr. Birchamall anorted. :
“How dara you, Lickham! You mis-

{ enderstand my.maotives |

“But you said—"

“I paid I wanted you to gccompany
mo to the Jelly Satlor to-mite, ' I'yvo
herd from go
from this skool has had the brazen

. §Jelly Sailor.,” .

sordassity m.n.u.. break mﬂﬂ;unw__ for tho
purpuss of payipg nockturnal visits to
this- plaiee’ of mmm.uuw ite known wﬂﬂ tho

There was a faiut rustling. from
benceth the -settee as Frank Fearbess
shifted uneasily,

“It must bo Bounder!” he shouted
beneeth ‘hiz breath. *“Hea's the - only
.aw..mv who does go to the Jolly Sailor.”

& lisgened intently as D, Mmﬁgﬂuz
went om.

I'va suspected this for a long time;
Lickham,” continued the Head: ¥But
I've never been ablo to prove soything.

Now, sir, ard you game fo come along

troo British lodd, he wasp't 1n the habit

_Muggloton, fnown as the .

arthority that a hov

-

-

TANTI

and snatel this bud-
ding pay dog like a
Lrand from the burn-
1 S e )
" What - hot Tha
opgspodition fmalkes a
sErONE aﬂ eal to me 1
veplied Mr. Lickbam
promptly. :

eggspect you, then, to
meet, Mo at 4.__515..__“5.
“esix p.m. to-nite. And

te the tuekshep and
foast euxxess to qur
cnterprise in foaming:
Jinger-pop I

"With
sir!” ;

Their bizziness con-
eluded, the nﬂahmuz?
men quitted thae
study, leaving Frank
Faarless to eraw] out
of his hiding-place in
a state of grate egg-
sitement. .
* : “Poor wold
Bounder " said Frenk. = “I must do
something before thé chopper ocomés
down . 3 .

The TFourth - Former
decided that it was up to him to warn
Bounder of the Sixth of his danjer.
Jack Jolly, Frank’s best pal, who das-
pisad the Llack sheep of St. Sam’s,
wounld probably have gone to very little
trubbla to _do.so. - But Foatleis wos g
kind-harted ladd—a bit too hind-
harted, in faet—so he spent the rest of
tha evening trying fo Ond Bounder, so
as to tip_him the wink, ;

He was unsuxwessful,
niowhera to be scen. «And Fearless went
wp-to bed withoot having acheeved his
PUrpUss, ;

Ho lay in bed for a long time, unable
to sleep, with the thought of the Head
EE..E? Lickham, waiting, like anakes
in the grass, to lay their hands on
Bounder oz scon aa he astepped out of
the Jolly SBailor. :

ﬁ.nnn.*m_:n_ﬁnuﬁnrﬁqa:n?o....._FEQE
Clock Tower: then _..E:.ﬂ#m:#m: nine
—for the clock was o bit erratick at
timea. ’

Wrank Fearless could stand tho sus-
pensa no longer. Jumping ont of bed,
he  hurriedly  dressed, then orept
cawlionsly out of tho skool and ran
swifily to Muggleton. ot

Tiwhte were still barning in ‘tha bar-
parbour of the Jelly Bailor, Trank crept
cantiously in, ‘groped his way along e
dark passidge until he found the bar.
parlowr, whers Bdonder “of tha Sixfh

pleazure,

immejately

was ongdged in playing ‘banlker with,

some desprit-looking scoundrils,

The gay dog of St Samls went white

to tha lips when Frank Tearless told

. -him that the Head was on his track.
Jlurriedly  leaving his ﬂﬂnm#:u- com-

nanions, the reckleas Bixth-Former fol-
lowed Frank out into the passidge.

Before they ‘could escape, the hevwy

tramp of hobnailed footprints was heard
outside, g L

now let ua trot down

Everybody appreciates being done a good turn,
but some people have a weird fashion of >
showing their appreciation.
Fearless, of St. Sam's, finds out this week!

“Good eggl I shall |

=

for Bounder was |

gigarettes

«doom,

it a leer,

eapture, &an

F.

That's what Frank Vo

*and

muﬁ:..#;m . greaned “mizzerally,

rung hia hands in despare, 4

- “Too late!” ho oried. T ani caught
like a rat¥in a trap!” ) :
[ ¥ b B et

‘o IL.
o e

LOUNDER was in a -state of com-
w plete bloo " funk for a few

-seconds, for ho koew that theq
3 Head and Mr, Lickham .were
bound to spot him as feon as he got
outside, i .

Suddenly o cunning wheeze occyrred
to him. . If only he could get Frank
Fearless to go out first, he might be
able to step past, unnotissed, whils the
beaks were capturing the Fourth-
Former, he reflected. And if he could
plant some interesting trifles such as
cards and sigarcttes on Foarless, the
beaks might be hept bizzy for several
minnita snd give him time to get half-
_m_wm‘ back to Bt. Sam’s szain.

t was thoe skcem of a beastly rotter
and an unprincipulled cadd, but
Bounder didn’t hezaitate.  With the
gkill’ of an_eggspert, he protended to
barge into Fearless in the darkness of
the' pasdidge, and manmdged to =hp o
cupple of packs of eards and a dygzzen:
into - that  unsuspeckiing
junior's pockets. 3

“Look here, Fearless, we're in a hole,”
he hissed. i D

“1 quite agree; the Jolly Sallor is
tha roitenest hole in Mugeloton,” said
Frank Fearloss, his lips curling in the
darknesa, .
“Oh ratts! What 1 meen is, that
we're cornered; and there's only one
way out.”

“What'a that?” asked the Fenrih-

Former anxiously.

- “To open tho door and make a dosh:
for it !". replied ~Beunder, - vilainowciy
leading - on..the dunoscnt - junior «to  his,|
 "Wa can easily give-the beaks
the slip and get away before they

recogmise usl™

“H'm!" mermered the Fourth-
Former dubiously.

“Go on; don’t funk it!” whispered

Bounder.- “I'll ho jenncrows and allow
you to go first so that you'll bo able te
gt o good start. -It's tho only way out.”

“0h, vory well, then” said Fearloss
hawtily, “I'm not funking it; if you're
not.

“Gendl Dut you po then!®

As he spoke, Boundor oponed the
door and gava Faarlaes o vighuz shove
thet sent him staggoering right into
tha arins of the waiiing Dbeaks, who
awpoped dewn on tho unferchunit junior-
like hawx upon their proy,

M Gotcher 1 | velled De. . Birchemall,
3 a= he grabbed .his viktim.
suvvidgely by the seruff of the neck.
“Hold him-fast, Lickham !™ o

“Ay, ay, =sir!” grinned the master of
mua ourth, obeying the order with
anckrity.  “Whr—bless my sale, . sir,.
it's ‘Fearless—Fearless of the Fourth!”

"Grate pip! So it is!” aﬂﬁmﬁﬂaa
tho maﬁm.ﬂamm fully cgpspected to find
w_ﬂwﬂ.m:pmu

it was a senior. a, ha
I sea? Sigarettes? And=my giddy
This ia a

mmt!=—two packs of cards!
A3 no mistaks 1"
While the Head was speaking, & tall

L " And all becawse T was

AL [ <__meﬁ_m.\ _

figer, Jashed by and was swallowed up
by ithe mite.  MNeither of thoe beaks
spoited him:. it was Bounder of the
| Sixih, making his escape! !
carless heard “the senior’s mocking-
larf from some distanée down the lane,

amd. farely ﬂ_.nnu_m his toath with rage.
mmn.u.. Iie wealised what a. dewp he had
an, FHT R : v
“Dizshed, diddled, and done ¥ he zaid
bittcrly, Sy : g
“What's that? ashed the . Head
sharply. R ; £ =

y :.H“F.nm saying, thiy .mHEwiu fekes the
g1 R S 5 P

“It doesl" agreed Iir. Birchomall
w Naver belore'- in  the  whole -of my
skotlastick carreer have I caught-a
jrnior emergibg from a loxe fnn, ‘il

laying cards "and eigaroties on, Him.

T R

for the jumps ¥ ‘

ara not going to cggspel ma i Sl
"MNo, Faearless; pot while your pater
continues to pay u_.n_E.. fees prompily,”
w__.m_._u Wm.w ..m“w_nrnﬁm._m. with a mmh_.mm._r mﬂw_ﬁu
nstead of eggepelling vou, ¥.in
flog you bafore the uwm_wm shool. (ta-
mMorrow marning." :
“Bad enaff!” cemarked the junior.
good-1iatured,
too 1 e

panion -in erime.  Tell .us his name ™
commanded. Dr. Birchemall fesrcely.

T can’t air. 1 hever sphit!” = . |
“You're wrong. XYou are splitting af
the prezzent moment 1 egaid .the Head,

pointing to = w..w.qm_...m_.,.m goam  in the
juntor’s Eton jacket. - “Anyway, ¥
won't inmist. " And now, a3 the Feenchiea
say, allopg!—let us away ™

In charge of Dr. Birchemall and Mr,
Lickham, Frank Fearless was marched
back to St Sam’s.

On the followin
Fearless was flogged:

morning, Frank
before the whole-

Fskoals ~He-didn't mind that: fAopgings
trere - liko water an o duck's back - o

Fearkess: you - conld fog him duzzens:

-of timres aud hoe would meeriy larf and

inkwire' who was stroking him. Bt
what he did mind, was tha vnoggspected
sokwel, : : e

The sokwel certainly came as o shoek
to him; yot, when you come to think
of it, it was only- natcharzl, sfter all.
In consequence of what had #J_mum:n.m
Jack Jolly & Co. shonned their old pall

Frank TFaarless turned as red as a
pony when he saw that they turned

L their hax on him.

“Surely wou're not going to shun
me ?** hae E__ﬂﬁ__ horsely.

“What tlza do vou _mﬂmmm.mn:_, eried.
Jack Jolly mw__u-ﬂm:ﬂw. You have
dacoaved us, vour old pals, Can you
egespect ua to be the game®”

Frank Fearless bit his lip - till the

‘nd spurted ouwt in a foontain, ;

“Bo e it,” he marmered. "o your
‘own way, and 'l g6 mine. You thiok
T a pub-hawnting waster—a blegging
blade. Very well, :then. Tl be one!”
Angd thero, in his bitterness of hart, Do
Jocided to become a hiold, bad blade!

THE END.

_.hm sare you read the second yarn in
thiz magnificent new  reries, entitled :
TFEARLESS, THE RAD LADI” which
will appear in neéexd weekls BN PER

FREE GIFPT NUMRBER of the Maaxer.)
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“What are:you going to do, w..._.m.
gasped Frank Fear mmm.ﬁ_:m.m..wwm«ﬁiwﬁ.

J“Ahal That meeds you bave & com-

earless, T __.__._vw.._ tell you' that Foufare
a |

-



