


Shways gied tor hear from you,
address ; The Editor The '* Mageet ' Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,
Fleetwcay Howuse, Furringdon Streel, Lowndon, E.C.4,

{NOTE—F rds, all Jokes
!jl]lll. noW omwards, &

ELLD, chuma! ‘Thia 13 your
Editor calling! Wa are now
gmng to give a "short story

¥y K. Kelly, 23, Cross Strees,

Ecdes, near Manchester. For this story

lia has Been awarded a specral MM:E.:I'

penknife: :

TBhe ald and fiery colonel was taking
his evening stroll when he was suddenly
accosted by a trampe

*Bon't refuse a trifle, sor 7 gaid the
ma of the read “I'm an abld seldier,
andg—" . :

“An old soldier, eh?” Rared the
veteram.  “Well, LlF just give you a
test, and sea. "Shum! hyes

“ Present ' alms’ |" retorted the tramp
brightly.

e,

FROM BONNY SCOTLAND!

Bxrcuser my ' wirelesa” method of
heginning this “Ehat,” but it all conres
of hewing read s letter from Joe
Parsans, of Edinburgh: = 5

“1 get my Macxer every Satuzday,
regularly, and sit dewn to read it at
six ofelioelk. J read 1t through uotil I
have fnished, which is about half-past
cight. I don’t caxre what bappens to be
on the wiraless. Fha MaGner always
ecomes first with me!"

Thanks for the compliment, Joe. Yau
are certainly a quick reader, and I hope
that when you've finished the Maguer
ou go on ta the "*EGam,” tha * Popu-
far. the " Modern Boy,” and the
“ MNelson Lee,” fimshing u%. perhapa,
with a “Schoolboys’ Own Library.”

However, for tha benefit of Joe and
any other ** Magnetite ™ who reads this
journal in two hours and & half, F am
going to give a ‘' wireless programme ™'
of mext week's issue, re it 153

FLEETWAY (CALL AtL.

25 ERT.)
Revenge!”

f p.m.—* Tha Bootleggers' :

Comedy drama in Ii%r.een ﬁ:ﬂdﬁ
Cast  ineludea:  Harry reomy,
Bob Cherry, Hurrea .Jamset ERame

Frank Nugent, Johnny Balk
unter, Horace Coker, and others,

g

Episode one: Bunter (Gets Left!
Episode two: Ceker on His Own!
Episade thres: Ruerioms on the Road!

ote., ete. Produeed by Frank Richards.
7.30.—Derek  Monerieffi in  further
thrilling War adventures of *“ Tha Black
Hawlk,” relayad from the privatc resi-
denor of George E. Roehester.
1.56:—Dr. Birchemasll, assisted by
Jack Jolly, Merey, and Bright, the
chuma of Bt. Ham’s, in "Dr. Birch-
emall'a Bua " by kind permission of

igend,

| m-.irriﬁfﬁ:ﬂr;.y Your Bditor. _Jokes
imericks, rephies to éfrresporndenty, &te.
] E#;:':-u-ﬂ.hﬁm talic en the Boat Hace,
followed by advertirers’ annduncetients,
et

3.3 €N 6z dawn untik noxt weelk.

Good-night, evervbody! Good-night!

And you will have o geod night, tde,
whon .:;n:l‘va fimizhed® reading neoxt

Trr AMaoxer Lisnary.—No. 1,100,

and Limericks should be sent to: ¢/
Londaw, E.C.4 (Comp.).

mght! Eyes| -
froot! Neow then, what comes noxt?™ |

chams, so drop me a lime o the follewing

week’s issue. There's one respect in
which the Mac¥ET scores over the wire-

lesa, If you don't want to keep to the
shove programme yoo cED ¥ the
times to suit yourselvea. And if yow

 bappen to be mterrupted in the middle

of ana of the features—well, sou can

come back to it whenever you hike, and
ou don’t miss any of the programame.
ow, let’s get op with the wasihnog!
Gosh! 1 den™ seem to be able to do

saf No sooner had 1 ﬁniﬁh&d[:ﬁing

the above line than Frank Richards
' inte- my den and asked me:

“CAN YOU DO THIS?”

He fished ont a pilo of six coine from
his pocket,

1 take a head from the to
pile and put it on the table

i

]

rat,’”" he

of tha pile and put it gt the bottom.
Then I put down a tail -on the table,

linutﬁm! cain at the bottom of the pile;
thenr & tail on the table, and another
: coin at the bottom, and the two remain:
ing eoina go down on the table in their
proper order of bhead and tail™

Ho gathered np the coins, handed
them to me, and told me to get on with
it. The result is that I've wasted a
quarter of an hour of my valuahle time
trying to do iti: and  might have heen
strugglimg with it still if he hadn't
talkken pity oan me and shown me the
trick. Of ceurse, it all depends oo how
the coios are arronged in the pile to
begin with, but it was a new one op
me, and in case you don't know it I'll

. pass it om, =0 you oan try it on your
‘chu

mes. This is how you arrange the
oomms in the pila: One head upward,
thenr thron tails, then two heads.

i with six coins frst, and if your
| pals tumble to it you can elaborate the
Ttrink by doing it with twelve coins.  The
t order, in this case, sheould be: Two
| heads, two tails, one head, thres tails,
two heads, one tail, and one bead. You
can do the trick with cards just ag casily
a3 with coins. -

NAFOLEON'S WHEEZE !

Now let me get on with my letter-
bag. The Hrs query is oheout the
Chennel Fannel

Bart Creenfield, of Halifax, wonts
ts know who started the idea of
& Chammel Tm;FeL Itdwm Napaleon’s
idea, originally, a=n m
t 1t about 127 7 2go The
Ltunnel was actnally commenced some
timges  fater, and abafts were sunk

both in England and France, but work
o thent was abandoned ity ago
| Yo cut gtill see the dite of the English
 tunrial on the eailway loe befween
F Fotkastona and Pover, bot a railway
.siding now rung over the fap of the
shaft that was soink. The now tunnel

which hds Heen proposed would come
mence some distaned inland, and the
tomnel would be about thivky-fiver miles

o "Magner.” 5, Carmslita

and ancther coin from the top
ta¢ the ©Lbottom of the pile.
Ther o head op the table, and

ooted } make them appear as one

in length, only twenty-one
miles of which 'rf-nuld
actually run under the sea.
Lo the exent. of the memol

bwils, Bert wants to
knew where the frontier

between  England and
Franco  wou then be.
Technically, it would be

half-way between the iwo
countries, but the actual
[rontier offices, for pess-
ggrta;'m'_ Els, e{t‘ie., ?utu}:lld

gt each ‘end o 8
funnel. -

Iacrdentally, I have a
phe in my den, of &
"M ta "' taken on the
Fruo-Bpanish  frontier,
withh one leg in each

epuntry. This ph aph
was taken op a bridge Emmm%a
between the two countries, and a post in
the middle hins the armes of Frince on
Bt!']fl:'_"l" side and the arms of Spain on the
other.

A NAVIGATION QUERY!
“What exactly does a navigating
officer aboard ship do when he looks
through hiz sextant ?”asks Fred Bennett,

of Portheawl., Actually, he takes the
angle at his eye between the sun and
the horizon. ¥ means of certain cor-

rections he obtains the angle at the
centre of the earth between the equator
or a meridian and the position of tha
ship, and this iz the latitude or longi-

of the } tude, according to the time at which

the sight was taken. It would be im-

- said.  “ Then | take a coin from the top | possible, of course, to deseribe Kero the

principles of nawvigation, which is a
hig technieal sciemece, but it ia all
-basedd wpon the position. of the =un in
relation to the centre of the earth.

HOW™S THIS?
En the Sixth Form there’s a chap named

Lader, :
Who oft has a “semothing ¥ and soda.
He's not fond of ‘j;nke
But fond of his m&m."
And his study recks with the edour 1
A pocket-wallet has been awarded to:

Jobn 3. Legen, 50, Kensin Avonue
Manor Park, E 12, for ﬂliﬂg:u[:ver Grag:

friars Limerick. Naw, you budding
w what about having a shot? I'va

g more leather wallotn waiting to
be won. - '

HOW A STEHEQBCOFE WORES !
Pon W, has somo
of those ciga which ara issued
in paira, and which stand out in relief
when placed in a special instrument,
known as & eoscopo. He wants to
know how they do so. Although the
t;gﬂnuds look .ﬂehntt. [t.}hﬂu will ﬁxin:]', on

e mspection, * oy aro -slightl
different, and the reason is that thng nrya
taken H;H:mgh separate lens, ono of
which sees the pieture as the loft o0yo does
it, while the other sees it as the right
e '::! A When :he two pictures are
placed in special apparatus yoo sea
the left picture with the left eye and
the right pieture with the right eye,
You are actually seeing two pictures,
but your eyes focus them tog L and
s FOU
sea the acene axaetly as you would if vou
wera on the . n aaka if the same
[ principlo will ever %é spplied to the
ainoma. iments  have boen made

. | for yoars, but, so far, nething has trans

pircd. DBut therse iz nmo ing wha

might happen in the Iature.

John Dawson, of Pontypeol, sends in

tather s peeuliar query this week. I

§ really thought ho was trying to pull my
i ((Tontinucd on page 28.)



LORD MAULEVERER IN LOVE!

A

Another magnificent yarn of the rousing adventures of Harry

Wharton & Co. in America.

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Bunter Does It!

bbgr 'l' beats me!” zaid Boeb Cherry.
I “Hollow!”™  agroed  Harry
- Wharton. ;
“The beatfuluess is hollow and
terrific!” declaved Hurrce Jamszet Ram
oingh, ‘

The Greyfrinrs party in Hollywood
were pueeled,

They were not morely puzsled; they
wore guite waystilied,

Bunter had donw it!

Not ouly tae party of Rewove fellows
whe were now o the Glm city of Cali-
fornia, but every other fellow at Groy-
friara, rogarded Billy Bunter—justly—
A% OVETY E:mwn kind of an ass.

=0 to speak, and Billy Bunter had
booked an cngagoment with Magic
Films; and every day he rolled off
cheerily from Long Beach Boarding-
house to fulfil that cngpagoment; every
afternoon he rolled back with dollars
in his pockei~—~real dollarst

That was satisfactory, so far as it
went. With dollars of hia own, Dunter
coased to raid the other fellows—he no
longer sought o raise loans on the
postal orders be was oxpecting to be
sent on to Los Angeles,  Lord BMaule-
vorer, who generally had the privilege
of being Bunter's banker, was given a
much-negdad rost.

Still, it was very perploxing.

On this ospecial morning, Harry

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“ My esteemed, fatheaded Bm.'ulﬂg—-—-—"'
murmurced Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“Sorry I can’t stop to talk!” said
Bunter airily. “I'm almost dus at
Magic Films. I can't afford to hang
about wasting time like you fullows—
my timo’zs awfully valuable."

“ Fathead ! zaid Johnny Bull politelr,

“Oh, really, Bull—" .

Az spid the Bounder,

“Oh, real]f,, S8mithy——"

“I guess I'd like to. know how that
fat guy worked the rifle ! said Fisher
T. Fish. “I'll say it's got rae beat!”

Bunter chuckled.

Heo was not likely to confide to the
other fellows how he had "worked the
riffie,”” as Fishy expressed if,

Other fellows might be asses, and Wharton & Co. had gone out into the  That was Bunter's secret! Even the
silly asses, and fraljous i . . ; Owl of the Removo waa
agsea; but in that line Bun- With all his slacking ways and air of languor not too proud of the

tor wae second to none. In
that ling it was W. (.
Bunter frst, and {he ro:t
nowhere,

Yot Bunter had done it !

Harry Wharton & Co., of the Ho
raove, Coker & . of the Iifth, had
been brought out to Hollywood to act
in the schonl film at the Puerfection
studio. Bunter hadn’t! DBunter had
merely hooked on to the party When
it came to hooking on, o fish-hook had
rothing or Buntor, as Fisher 1. Fish
cxpressed it

n the Perfection studio Billy Bunter
liad been merely an unregarded Iooker-
rn, while tha other tellows rehearsed
thelr “movie” stunts. The unimpork-
ance of Dunter was infinito,

Still, Bunter _had done it: and how
ho bad deone it perplexed the juniors,
and got Fisher T. Pish's goat.

While the rest of tho party practised
standing up to the camerasz, and re-
hearsed under the megaphons of Mr.
Hchootz or Mr. Van Duck, Billy Bunter
had “brok:n into " the films, The other
follows had not yet gﬁt down to serigus
bmsiness.  DBunter badl The other
fellows were still i the embryo stage.

Lord Mauleverer can be as active and as plucky

in an emergency as the best of 'em. He certainly
makes Hollywood, U,5.A,, sit up this week!

sunny piaeze after breakfast, not being
dus at Perfection SBtudio-till ten, Billy
Bunter rolled out after them—looking
fattor and moro self-zatised than ever.
__Bunter, of courso, was enjoring the
situation.

OF all’ the party, ho alone had bLoen
able to break into tho films by his own
unaided efforts.  Ho had booked &
movio engagement, while tho rest were
simply under the process of -::annc]ﬁnf.
In his own fat opinion, at least, Billy
Bunter was the goods! X

Ho grioned at the group of juniors
in the piazza. .

“I eay, you fellows! Talking about
mei*” he chirruped. “He, ho, hel Ain't
you jealons? Ha, he, ha!"

Mothing would persuads William
George BBunter that the other fellows
woren't jealous of hiz good fortane. He
was convinced that they were a3 joalous
of his film stunts as of his good locls
and aristocratic manoers.

methods he had used.

“How did you -do it
Bunter?”' asked - Frank
Nugent. “There’s about
ton  thousamd people in
Hollywood who've come here specially
to break into thoe flms, and heaven't
an earthly. Every hotel ond boarding-
house is packed with them."

“Like & lot of jolly old Perig at the
ate of Paradise!” chuckled b

herry. “No admizzion for any of
them 1"

“And the sillicst ass in the whole
crowd isn't such an ass as Buonter{* re.
marked the Bounder. * And the ugliesk
of the lot is ever so much better-look-
ing.

EH&, ha, hal"™ :

“But Bunter's dono it!™ =zaid Doh.
“How did vou do it, Bunter? Tell us
how you got Mr. Honk to give you &
show &t Magio Films? You couldn't
work it with Mr, Schootz af the Per-
fection.”

“The Perfection’s rather henwﬁ my
notice,” explained Bunter, £ a.gm
Films 18 o rather better show. Az for

how I did it, that's simple. - I walked
Toe Magrer Yasrany.—No, _1,_1*I.I..,_

{Copyright in the United States of Americay
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into the place, and immediately Mr,
Honk saw me, h

Y Fainted ¥ asked the Bounder,

“Ha, ha, hal” } .

“"Nol!" roared DBunter. “ Immedi-
aiely ho saw me he fairly shouted out:
‘That's the man I want!' Just Jike
that 1* )

“Iz he doing & freak 6Blmi1" asked
Vernon-8mith.

““Beast '™ :

“You've been before the camerpsi”

“Lots of timesi

“And no accidentsi™

“Of courss not. Why ghould theore
be any accident?’

“] mean to the comerss! Your
features, you hnow.”

£ ha ¥?

Rilly Bunter’s fat lip eorled.

“Jealousy, as usuall® ho sneered.
T Wall, I'm acoustomed to it! 1 got o

lot of it st Greyfriars” :

As & matter of f[oct, though the
Famous Five and Lord Mauleverer
wera quite pleased, though surprised, to
seo Buntor apparently on the read to
guccess, tho. Bounder was o little
annoyed, and Fisher T. Fish distinetly
irritaicd,

Certamly, Bunter did not bear his
blushing honours thick u%’m him with
anything like modesty. Bunter lived,
end moved, end had his being, in
swank, Ho had adopted n lofty and
patronising manner fowards the resb
of thn party, which rathber amused
Harry Wharton & Co., but had an
i:"_::s'iﬁ;ting‘ effect on the Bounder and
i L] : 3

“Jealousy all round!” esid Bunter.
“Well, it's no new thing, “If wo were
at Greyfriars now, Whartom, you'd bo
kceping me cut of the football”

“Vou bet1” agreed the captain of the
Remove, laughing.

“But you can't keep a better man in
the background herel!” jeered Buntcr.

‘i Wathead 1" :

“¥You fellows can [ool around in Per-
foction, playing the giddy ox!” eaid
Bunter, “ What are you making out of

+-|—j-—-b-+-|-—-l-—-h—-l-—-l---l-—i—-

Yales

4d. PER VOLUM®,
- . '

PRICE

I'm drawing & regular
were lato at Magie Films
this morning the wholo place would be
at sixes and sevens, You can't say tho
same—a lot thay care at Perfection
whethoer you duds turn up or oot If
I harg about here much lomger, Mr.

it? MNothing!
salary. If

- Honk will be sending for me—the whole

t'll Jastes

THE

BOYS’ FRIEND 42 LIBRARY

¥
W

studio’s waiting till I turn up
“] don’t thiok!” remarked the
Bounder. ) e :
“1 guess tho size of it is that you've
ot a job as extra,” grunted Fisher T.
ish, " 8till, how you got that beata
ma. There's a thousand guys in Holly
wood honing to be token on as extras.’

“Brains, you kpnow,"” explained
Bunter, “and looks!”

“(h, my nat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“You did it on your brains and good
looks "
L1 mt[:’r IJ.

And having imparted that informa-
tion, Billy Bunter roiled down the steps
into. the garden, and rolled away to-
wards tho gate, his fat little nose l]&h
in the air, leaving the chwms of the
Remove chuckling.

How Bunter had got jnto the Flms
was a mystery. But nobddy was likely
to believe that he had done it on his
brains and his good looks! To wsk any
fgﬂ;w to bLeliove that waa asking too
niucli,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Kicked In [

OIER of the Fifth lelt off talk-
e ing—for o momoent. it
[e never ieft off talking for
long. Coler of the Fifth prided
himeelf on being one of those strong,
szilent characters.  And his chin wos
gencrally in motion.

Potter and Greeno, wondering what
cauzed the lull, glanced round. Tt waas
Billy Bunter who caused the lull,

The threa Fifth-Formers were strolling
on Sunset Boulevard after breakfast.

T'AKE YOUR CHOICE
FROM THESE ;

=i

Ho. 131.—%%}:’%[!1-}1 OF THE

A Grippirg Yairn of Mystary and
Foolber, By o, MALCOLM HINCKS.

L]
NHo, 182.~THD STARS OF DOOMI]

A Bafflng My=lcry snd Advchiure
Story. Dy JOHX HOUNTER.

Mo, 125.~BLACHEEIRDER'S
TEEABUTRE]

A Briering Tale of Adventure o
Tornes. 1y ERED W. TOWLHSEND,

P I.OYAL TOD FPRINCE
- Ial*.d‘_EEARI.IEl

An Bothreeling Btory of Fighting in
ithe Dore of the Toung Pretandor.

st [—

NOW ON SALE !

p e

Billy Buater camo in sizht,
te Magic Filmsa. , ,

Colbter bad been giving his friends.
some tipe about acting for the films, Ho
wis not satisbed with the way Potter
end Greene played uop in Perfeotion
studio. The fact that Mr. Schootz and
Mr. Van Duck were not satisfied with
tha way Coker €Emg,n:ﬂ:i wp was a trifle.
Coker put that down to their ignorance, .

Coker being the fellow who Lknew, and
having & kind and ﬂfenﬂlrmm heart, ho .
pl the etores hia wisdom un-
reservedly al the service of his friends.
Meither Potter nor Greene told "Coker
that he did not know what ho was
talking about. It saved trouble to
let Horace Coker run on. He would
have talked, anyway:; and what bhe
telked aboit reblly did not matter very
much, as Potter and Greeno did not
listen. o

Coker stared nlong the boulovard .to-
wards. the fat figure ithat was rolling
onward under the shade of tho pepper
trees,

Coker's brow waa thoughtful.

In Perfection studio Coker was nof
treated with the respect and dpurticular

on his way

attention  that were his . His
superior knowledge of the movie busi-
ness was not pecopnised by either
director or assistant director.  Mr

Bchootz had only glared at him when
Coker had offered advico. Mr. Van
Duck had actwally told him to shut his
head. It had occurred to Coker that
it would show the Perfection le
who was wbo, and what was what, if
he iurned hiz back on Perfection and
bestowed his valuable présence on =ome
other studio.

There wore plenty of studioa in Holly-
wood to choosa from ; the place was alive
with them. Omnly, as Coker had found,
it was prectically impossible to get au
interview with & flm dircctor. Thao
usual fate of a film aspirant was to
put down his name, address, and tele-

hono numbes in the office and hve 1n

opes of o telephone call that never
came. There weére people in Hollywood
who had lived there for years in that
delusive hope.

Yet Dunter—amazing to consider—
had got in ! Bunter, somehow, had penc-
trated the defences, strong as triple
steal, that gearded an Olympian movio
magnate from common mortals, If
Bunter could do it, surely any fool could
do it. Yet Coker couldn’t, though, if
it was & thing that any fool could do,
Coker certainly was qualified, :

Coker dic not admit, even to him-
self, that ho was thinking of making usne
of Bunter—in fact, of hooking on to
Bunter to get in! Such a proceeding
war too utterly undignificd for & Filth-
Form man of Greyiriars to consider it!
Coker would have scorned the thought
of acdepting such aid from a Lower
Fourth fag. To ask favours of a junior
was impossible for Colker of the Fifth.
So—a3 that was exactly what he in-
tended to do—Coker did it without
admitting it to himeelf. Seli-deception
ja generally easy, and Coker’s intellect
wasz peculiarly ftted for it. He was
going to make nse of Bunter, but he
was going tq -do it in a lofty, high-
handed way, ruthlessly suppressing any-
thing like F'amd:artt;‘r or cheek on the

art of the fat junior. L

“Heallo, there’s that fat idiok!" re-
marked qu;ter.] "Iﬂ-nmg down to Muagic
Tilms, as usnal, I suppose,™

"B?asmd if I can make out what he
dons there,” said Greene. “1 thought
it was all epoof, at first, but ho goes
there every morning and ghu% pay him.

“Como on, Coker " said Potter. -

Morace Coker remained stending
where he wad, - - ;
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“¥You follows walk on a bit,” he said.
“I'm going to epeak to that kid.”

“0Oh, wo ll wait, if you like,” yawned
Pottar. '

“You neede't. Just walk on,™ said
Coker.

He did not want Potter and Greone
to hear hia talk with Bunter They
might have Ell]ﬁﬂﬂﬁ&d thet he was un-
dignifietl enongh to “get round ” a mero
iaﬁ for the sake of what was going.

T "Right-ho!" said Potter cheerily. He
was not sorry to got out of tho range of
Coker’s voico for a whilo. Coker's voice
was not mustcal, like tho little brook;
but otherwise it resembled the littlo
brook in going on for aver.

* Potter and Groene strolled on under
the [-‘H:PF{‘I’ teees, and Horace Coker
waited [or Bunter to come up. Hoe
heckoned to tho Owl of the Removo to

i< 4 : :
nter blinked at him,
“Borry | Rathor in & hurry,” he said.
This, of course, wab cheek ! It was an
honour to any Remove fag to be spoken

to by Coker of the Fifth. DBut Coker,
for onco, sawallowed a [og's cheek.
“Hold on a minute, kid!" he said

amicably. “I suppose you're going
al to Honk's place ™

“Yea; thoy're waiting for me.”

“You'ro in o picture already 7" asked
Coker. ;

“ Biggest thing thoy've done, so for,”
answered Bunter. “Foaturing me, of
course1”  Buoter was not likely to toll

or that he was cngaged at Magico
Filing as an "extra ' at seven dollars
s day. At Long Beach Boarding-House
Bunior hed referred (to threeo hundred
dollars & week ay the oxtont of his
crapluments.

Pl waltk along with you,” gaid
Coker.

“Oh, T dow’t mind,” seid DBunter,
“You can comp as far as the gates, if
vou like, Coker.”

Just a3 if i wore an bonour for Coker
te walk with the fag, instead of vico
voerga ! But Coker swallowod it once
more. He walked along by Bunter's
side, towering ovor the fat Owl—tho
| and the short of it, as Pottor ro-
ma to Greens at a distaneo.

“T can't Ict yOu come in with mo, of
course!” explaingd Bunter. *“Qutsiders
aren't allowed in the studips.™

“How did you butt ip?" asked Coker
casually. )

Bunter grinned, He had guessed that
that was coming.

“Ohb, 1 just called on them, and the
director saw my value -at oneo,” he ex-
plained. “His frst words, when ho
zsaw me, wero: " Here's tho sheikh 1
want!" Ifis very words.™

Coker looked down at the tubby figuro
rolling at his side and gasped.

“Of couree, I wasn't eager to close,”
suid Bunter. Kopowing my valup, I
took time to think it over But Honk
hogged hard, and pointed out that he
was gotting out a Valontino part that
woul just puit mo."

“0Oh f ' gtuttered Coker.

*Bit rotten for you to bo hanging
about on the Perfection lot, like a sort
of super, whilo I'm going shead on tho
films," said Buntor Smpathﬂﬁnally.

Coker breathed hard,

“But, after all, evervbody can't get
inte the movics,” said Bunter. “It
needs brains, old chap. Not much
chanco for you. I'm afraid.”

Btill Coker did not slaughter him.

“T'll come in with you, Bunter,” said
Cokor, as they noared the gates of the
Magic Films lot. “I'm rather curious
to see this man Honk, whe's given you
an_cngagement.”

Bunter winked st the pepper trees.

“Can’t bo dome, old bean,” he’ said.
1t easier to se¢ the Govexnor, of the

State than a film director, With all my
intiuoneo in the studio, I could hardly

t you an interview with Darius

fonk.”

Coker almost choked,

“I'l see what can ba doune later,”
gaid Bunter patronisingly, *'If they
want an extra, ['ll mention that I know
o follow who might do.”

On the werge of explosion, Coker
barely restrained hi.maelg

“Ounly you'd have to be ecareful, you
know,” said Bunter. “None of your
swank, or Fifth-Form bounce, or any-
thing of that sort. If I can manage

to sgueeze you inta Magic Films as an-

axtra, I'll see what I ecan do for wyom,
Coker, but you must remember to keep
rour place, HKEnow your place and
cep it—that's & good maxim.”
Buntor rolled in at the gato of the
Magie Films lot. Ho paused in_ the
gateway to wave & fat hand at Coker,
and to give him a parting cheary word.
Simmons, the doorkoeper, was thore,

.iIlll.IlIill parrErdnvasi i I ATH FFERER .

MAGNET READER WINS |
Useful Pocket-knife for
the following Joke:

SCOTCH GRATITUDE!

A firm of matchmakers adapting
a novel advertising scheme, sent
out 8 man with authority to hand
a guinea to any person he came
across who produced a box of their
matches. t Aberdeen he cr':tcrm:l
g restaurant, and approaching a
stranger asked : V' Ceould you nbﬁg_ﬂ
me with a match please? ™
* Certainly,” replied the Aber-
donian, handing over a box which
happened to contain the make of
match  required. * Thank you
very much,” seid the other. ™
se¢ you use our matches. DNy
firm suthorises me to hand aguinen
to every man ! meet whe pmﬂuces
a box of their matchez—so here's
rour guinea.  He was turning to
eave when the Aberdonian gripped
him by the shoulder. " Hey!
Stop, mon!" he cried. " [ thoct
there was a catch in‘it-—-yuu'n:
awa wi me matches |’

A penknife has been awarded to ;
AV

arren, 7, Byron Road, South-
"I-'l'i‘:k. SIJrlv'.icl'Iﬂnd.

Get busywith your“rib-ticklers,”
chums. There's more knives on
offer !
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and ho gave Bunter a rather uliar
glance and, as Coker was walking in
after the fat junior, be turned en Coker
with & frown.

“ Hare, you, dutside!™ he said.

“Hook it, Coker!” said Bunter.
“Sorry I can't take vou in—but tho
rules don't allow it. I'll sce you later,
perhaps—though I've g0 many cells on
my time now, that I can't promise.
Anyhow, T' Lear you' in mind, and I
daresay I may be able to do something
for you some time or other.”

And Bunter, turning his back on
Coker, started up the path.- _

Coker saw red.

The gatekeeper, obviously, did not
inlend to let hum in. Thera wae nothin
doing. Coker had eurbed his wrath
and indignation—with no resulf but to
be patronizod by Bunter ! _

the circumstances, it was a little
untortunate that Bunter turned his back
on Coker at the

very. moment when

be sup-

L]
Coker's wrath, no l::mger to o
& & voleanio

pressed, exploded 1i
eruption,
~ Coker made a stride after the fai
juftior.

His boot shot out,

Crash ! ’

Coker’s boot was ono of the largest
and heaviest at Groyfriars. Feet, as

evory schoolboy koows, contain twelve
inches, Hut thers wera more than
twelve inches to Coker's foot. How

many pounds it weighed, cannot be
said; to Bunter, at that moment, it
scemed to weigh & ton. Ié crdshed on
Bunter's tight trousers like 3 battering-
kL,

" Bunter fairly flow,

" Yaroooh !” -

One wild yell the Owl of the Remove
gavo &3 he flew, & yell that woke every

ccho of Magic Films studin,

Then he landed on
spluttering. . -

“Ciee-whiz ! ejaculsted Bimmone,

He slammed the gate in Coker's face.
Coker jumped back just in time (o
save hia nose.

There was no admittance for Coler
at Magic Films. But ho was feeling
a little solaced as he walked back along
Sunset Boulevard to meet Potier and
Greene. The wild howla that sonaded
over the shut gate were music to his
ears as he went.

Coker of the Fifth turned up, as
ususl, that moraing a erfoction
Studio with Harry Wharton & Co. With
what patience he could, he endured the
objurgations of Mr. Rig% Bchoots, and
the gibes of Mr. Van Duck. Ha zo-
membered with eatisfaction how heo had
kicked Bunter into Magio Films,
Probably, he would have been still more
satisfied bhad he been aware that the
kicking-in had been followed by a

kicking-out.
lory of Billy Bunter—like so

the path,

il ﬂimt ies of thi Id
meny of the glovies of this world—was
briet !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Kicked Out !
i Wow-ow-nwor £
Thus William Georpa
Bunter.

 Bunter was hurt!
Noboady could have capiured Horace

Coker's boot, with all Horsce Coker's
benf behind it, without Eauing hurt.
Bunter sat in the path and squeaked.

“(Ohw, ow, wow!

Simmons grinned, '

He did not offer Bunter a hend up.
Hq:uf]usl: stood and grinhed ab biro, as if
he found the scene amusing. No doubt
he did. But this was a chaoge from
the respect with which the doorkeeper
had treated Banter hitherto, on his
daily wvisita to Mpgio Films. Had
Bunter been a little more observant,
he would bave discerned the change
and %‘Iathumd from it that something
must have happened, and thas he was
no longer “porsona grata ™ at Magio
Films.

But Buntor was not observant, and
he was thinking chiefly of the painful
impact of Coker’s hefty boot, .

o scramblod vp at last, and blinked
at the doorkecper.
“"Ii that beast gonet” ho gasped.

“1 guess he's sure beat it
Bimmons, |

“I've a jolly good mind to go after
him snd mop up the boulevard with
him!" pasped Bunter. “H"s cleared
off just in time.” :

Simmons laughed disrespectiully.

- “Don’t cackle at me, my man!” pgx-
olaimed Bunter wrathfully. _

“Can i}!” eaid Simmona.

Tk Mager Lisrany.—No. 1,360, -
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“What ¥ cjaeulated Buuter. Ewvon
Bunter obser :cd now that I Was &

change in lh]s hitherto respectful door-.

Keeper,.

“I guess I E-.zml can it!” deawled
=immons.

“ Lock herg—"

“Oh, shuckel? - '

‘Smmi;ms turned away.

Dut ' the next monsent his mannnr-

became decply respectful, as a young
map came down the path from the
entranes of the Magic Filma studio.

It was MS‘!"E}H Pﬂ!lr 'E-hﬂ Poerfection

[}
t’}:luﬁtar ‘l:rﬁnki:d at Polk.

“Qh, youl® gaid t.]:m stﬂr, with & grim
emile.

Taking no fwrther notice of Bunter,
ha walked on to the gate, which
Simmons opened for him very respect-
fu]li_}- M%mn Palk was & great man in

TWoo

Bunter blinked after him, angry and
astonished. M]ifm Polk had ap Earﬂntly
jugt called on the Magie Films director,
and was coming away from ap inter
view with Mr. Honk., That was no
reason why ha should have ventured
to treat Bunter in this

“Cheek I’ axclaimed Bunter.

The gato closed hehind the film star's
handsormme fGgure. Buoter rolled on to
tho studio, Bimmons grinning after him.

Bunter was puzzled and irritated. It
was by means of his hold on the Pers
fection star, his knowledge of Polk’s
ma , that he had gained his footing

o film world=—though he had been
*vu-r,? eareful not to breathe a word of
it to the Greyfriars party. Ever ginee
the night when he had digcovered the
“thug " Gomez in hiding at the star's
bupgalow on the il guntﬂr had re-
garded Myron Polk s being under his
thumb. It waz like Bunter not to
renlise that such a state of affairs was
3 bu;;nd to come to an end—and an early
m 1]

That Polk ng¢ longer feared the
tattlmmi tho fat jonior wonld have
been ¢ to any follow but Bunter.

Ho resolved that, na epon as he left
the studio, he wonld sce the Perfection
star and tell lmm what he thought of
him. Myron Polk was to be made to
vnderstand that he could not cheek
Bunter.

But that could wait till he was
through et the studio. Bunter did not

yet know how very brief was to b his
gtay in the Magio Filme lot that
marning.

"He rolled in, and Mr. Wooster, the
aesistant-diroctor, spotted him at ones.

Mr. Wooster grinped.

Far soveral days he had endured the
troublesoma obtuscncsa of the Owl of
the Remove with a very ill grace.

Suech weore the orders of Mr. Darius
Honk, and in the Magio Films studio
Mr, Hmﬂ:’a word was law,

Myron Rolk—for raaszonz best known
iﬂ Bunter—had pressed Mr. Honk to
take Bunter on s an extra at Mapie
Films, Mr. Honk, anxious to oblige the
famous star, had done a0, to the extreme
dizsgust of Mr, Woaatar,

But Myron Pollk’s call at Magic Films
that morning had made s lot
differanca.

* Hore, you Butter [? rapped ont Mr.
Wooster. i

Bunter blinked at him.

“Bpeaking to mel”
haunhniy

T ?ﬁ

“Then I'l thank you to speak & lLittlo
mare civilly,” said Bu

Mr. Woostor smiled.

Toe Mioxer Lipnanvy—No. 7,100,

Le inquired

-hand manngr. -

* You fat ) }]a:.r I” he said. “You dog-
goned tub of oil, you beat it] Under-
stand mof Deat ! Get out of thisi
Absguatulate! Git P '

Bunter stared at him blauktm

" \Wha-a-at do vou mean ?* he gasped.

“Don't | speak plain United Statea
demanded Mr. Wooster. " You're fired |
See? Vamooze ™

“Fired ™ sipttered Dunter.
méan sacked 1"

"I sure dol* ﬂsa}utﬁd Hl‘. Woostor.

“ But—but—*"

. “Dan't spill any more!. Jﬂht Loat it
Go oot and stay out ¥

Dunter glared wi‘nthfuﬂ:,i.

5 Eham't ¥ he roared.

“Eh¥”? )

“Where's Mr. Honk!? I <cerlainly
shan't goe withoud sesing Mr. Houk,”
howlad Bunter angrily, ;

“T guess Dariug Honk’s got no time
fo waste on yvou,” grinned Mre. Waooster.
“He's l&l;t sou to me. You want to heat
1t quick Fve told Simmong to kick

Do Yyou

you out if vou don’t go mighty sudden .

Bunter understood now why the.doprs
keeper had facked respect.  Simmons
ﬁnﬁ:-wdt_bat tho Owl of Greyplfriars was

e

“Took here—-=" hogtad Buntdr. .

The daor of Mr. Darine Fank’s nffica
openad: and the director of Magie Films
coame out. HE glanced at Bu:ntur.

“Vaon hero 1* lie said.

“Vos T'm here” spinttersd Tuntor.
*“Thia follaw Waonstor has been cheelor !
Simmeong  has hem chealev ¥ 1 can tell
vou that this ien’t. what oy friend
Mvron Palk p:mﬂumd whdn ho advised
me to eome he

“Ciot ot out!™ said Mr. ]'-Tmﬂv: “T
guess Poll’s seon me thiy morning, und
he"s nat me wize ™

Buntar jumned,

“Wha-a-at ?™

“Palk allowa that hé®s through with
von,” said Mr. Ponk. “PFe sava he's
fonnd vou ont to ha a sneaking, nryine,
gpving wvoung rastal, and he's throueh
with vou. Vou ain’t any wee here, and
won ain't anv ornament. T took wou in
to ohlige Prlk. Now he's throueh, T'm
throneh, Savve? WNow beaf E1Y

“0h ! pasped Buanter.

Mr. Wank walked awar. He was a
husy man., snd had already wasted nme
seranda of his nrieeless time an Banter,

™ Owl of thoe Remove hlinked help-
laselwe,

Mvran Palk hm] tnrned him dawn !
Wa pesnlvad that he wonld mate Meron
Pall enerv for himeelf—ae hiz knnow.
loders nf Prtle’e zeoret pnahled him to dn,
But thnt conld not heln him harn. Ha
waz “hAirad ? fram Magia Films and his
mavie career had come to & sudden ter-
minafian,

“Qivmona ™ ezlled out Mr. Wooster.

[+ R;T.TI!

“IWirk thak fal puy out!™

“Sure 1

“And if vou ses him around tlm lot
again. kick him egain ¥

o "T‘Tﬂp i

Qimmnons hore down on Billv Runtor.
The next moment tha Owl of Graviriars
was heine hnstled anceremonionaly down
the nath to the gato. Simmons Aong
the gate open and swong Bunter into
the middle ﬂf the patewav.

The fat_iunior realised what was
coming, Te made a wild leap to
ascane.

But fast as Bunter was, Simmons’ boot
wa= faster!

Clrash !

“ Voooop ¥

Bille Bunter was strown aleng the
hontevard.

Tha gate clammed once moro,

Bontep sat up.

“wt Wourl '.Be.uaﬂ Oh erikey 1™

Ho had beon kicked in, now Lo was

. kont aut of Palk's way re much

kicked out! His brief career on ihe
Ims was over! Billy Bunter pll.':Léd ,
himself up and limpe aw :
Like Lucifor, Son o tha Mornine, Bil F
Bunter had fallen from his high actate,
and great was Lhu. f ! thereof ]

-!i_

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Morning in the Studio !

YRON POLK walked into PEF-
M fection Brudio as if
: Perfection  lot  belonged t-u

him. - *The “ shaikh * nf Por-
fection Pictures was lagking his hand-
some self, The last trace ]fg the punch-
ing he bad recefved from Coker of the
Fitth had disappeaced. There was no
doubt at all that Myron Polk was an
exeecdingly handsome man; still Ir;.ss, if
possible, that he was eware of it,
was greatly - pleased with hjmr.alf
Countless flappers would gaze spell-
bound on his pictured features on the
gereen ; in the streets and boulevards of
Hollywood women glanced at him with
admiration, men with envy. Perhaps-it
waould have been difficult, in these ecir-
cumsta for Polk to hatu:. avoided
conceit. srtainly he had not avoided
rt, for ho was wrapped in it as in- a
garmeat.

- Harry Wharton & Co. wero in tim
studio. waiting sbout for Mr. Van Duck,
who was going. fo arrange & sef for
them. They carefully took no potice of
the Perfection sheikh, excepting that
Coker of the Fifth took occasion to
indulge in a aniff. Coker saw no par-
ticular rensay for concealing the con-
terapt he felt for an effeminate danﬂ_m
as he regarded the flm star: ind ed.~1
was onlv by the exertion of ira.m
K. Tish's authority  that Coker was
restrained from more emphatic proceed-
ing than mere snifing, He had confided
to Potter and Greene that hﬂ newr SRV
Polk's nose without wantin unch it
—a tesite that was generpl!] :.r 3 ared .in
the Grevfriara party.

Even Lord Mauleverer, placable gaod-
nature personified, had a mild dislike.
for the Perfection ster.

Polk had made himself unpleasant
enough to al! the party—an easy matter,
as he wan the bright particular star of
Porfactinn Pictures, :

The Grevfriare party wera wanted
there for the schanl picture that was now
vnder wav. but Mr. Rigg Schootz would -
have parted with the ot of them rather
than with Mvron Polk. As in ‘the case
of the voung ladv in the song. Polk's
face was hizg fortune, and i was 8 for-
tine alsa to the Pérfection Picturoe j.
Swndirate,  Perfection had Ehe'lfnd ont a }
stupandons sum in dollars to *ancop
Mvron Polk awawy from the Pandora r
Cn, Thev paid him huge sums for his 3
gervicesn, Tt all came back on the G'ms,
with enormousz profits, the Perfection
“enrikh ™ heing an immense draw,
When Mr. Schnotz or Mr. Fizh writhed
under the laftv aire and graces of the
star, they remombered the dollars, and
wers vatient. TFor they were true
American husiness men, and dollars, of
eonren, were the baginning and end of
all things to them.

Palk's row with OUoker had excited his
rancour towards all CGreyiriars
fellows, He disliked the whole party.

Contempt, it is said, will pierco ?ha
shell of the torteise: and Pelk, like
mant coneeited fellows, was  thin-

skinned and sensitive. Harry Wharlon
& 0. warn anxious enough to avoid
tronhle in Mr. Schoota’ stndio, tmd they
as the
comld: hut Polk did not keep uut
their way, and if it takes two to make a
quarrel, it alzo takes two to keep the
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Brunter paused in the gateway of Magle
I gan manage to sgueeze you Inte Magle

extra,"" he sald.

None of your swank, or Fifth-Form bounce, or a

ot that sort, you know !’ Coker
anazement,

—

** But you must remember to keep your place.

el in speechless
(See ﬂﬁﬂgmpﬂ.} s

Films. ** I'li see it
Flims, Coker, as an

nything

i 48 B

neace. Polk divined, rather than saw,
the feelings of the juniors towards him,
and detested them sccordingly.

All the juniors weore convineed that
Polk had sought revenerd on Coker by
hiring thoe ruflian Gomez to “heat him
up,” and they eould not help despisin
@& main whoe would resort to such
methods. Coker might bo o quarrel-
some ass, much too ready to use hia
helty fists, and & movie star could not
afford to have Lis beauty spoiled; but
there was a limit.

Myron Polk sauntered past the group
rayiriars fellows, giving them &
ht, supercilious glance as lfm ssed,
‘'oker indulged in o socond sniff, more
pronounced than the fivst.

The Perfcction star strolled round
the studio, receiviug respoctful salu-
tations on all sides, only the Greyfriars
fellows ignoriug his prosence,

Mre. Van Duck, the assistant-director,
was in Mr. Behontz® officn, diseunszsin
somoe matter relating to the *set’ aﬂg
the juniors had been waiting 1dly some
tine.

“Looka as if wa shan't be wanted
this morning,” Bob Cherry remarked.
“"If wo're not, woe might as well pet

of
gli

ouk.”

“Retter swait,” said Harry.

“I'mm not waiting much longer,”
grunted Coker. “T didn't come to Los

Angeles to hang about with my hands
in my pockets.™

The Bounder shrugged his shounlders,

*1 fancy Schootz 18 walting till he's
seen Polk, and Pollk®s rather late,” he
remarked. ™ We're small beer compared
with Polk.”

“Tho smallfulneas of our eosteemed
bear is terrifie.” observed Hurree Jam-

set Ram Singh, “DBut what is the
csteemed oddfulness so long as the
happiness is_preposteroust”

oo oreat  Beott!”  growled —Coker.

* Aren't you ever poing to learn to

! TW%IEHEE f;l
_.:'g“* ) ol [{s
I e i

T |

-

speak Epglisk, kid? What did you come
to Greyfriars for?”

“My ecsteemed fatheaded Coker—"

“Keop it up, Inky,"” chuckled Fisher
T. Fish. “1 guess that weird lingo will
go down on the talkies, just & few. It
will sure make the film fans sit up and
take notice. .
rnTh_-::- weirdiulness of mjrﬂdc%':_esﬁ;n't
ingo 13 not great, my esteem 1shy,"”
murmtred Lga nabob of Bhanipur.

“Not much weirder than yours,
Fish 1" grunted Coker. “Blessed if I
understand sour American lingo some-
times."

“That don't surprizn mo & whole
heap,” retorted Fisher T. Fish,
sarcastically. “ Nobody expects you to
understand anvthing, Coker.” .

“I don’t want any cheek from a fap,
Fish 1" boomed Coker.

“Oh, can it," said Fisher T, Fish.
“Can't you get 1t into sour pesky
caboza that you ain't at CGreylriars
nowi? Don't keep on telling the world
ihat vou're & mossheaded schoolboy.”

* Look here——" rpared Coker.

“0Oh, cheese it," said Potter. *“Don’t
row with these fags, Coker. I say,
I'm getting rather fed up with bhanging
about.”

E"

-?kﬂl‘ snorted.

“Y'm poing to speak to Schootz,” he

gaid, “If we ain’t wanted, we may as

waoll e¢lear. I'm more than fed up.”

o Better wait a bit,” said Greene,
Rot 1"

And Coker, much annoyed, started for

Schootz' uﬂ'im‘, ko laarn whether his
valuable serviees were wanted that
morning, or whether his wvaluable

pervices were not wanted.

He tapped st the door of the
man's quartess, and opened it.
did 0. Myron Polk came up. Hoe
passed Coker in the doorway, and
gtrollod into the office, greeted amiably
by Mr. Schootz sand Mr. Van Duck,

reak
5 he

h I-:- l'....'.“
They bad, iu fact, bepn waiting for
him,

Thoy did not ecem to nolice that
Coker waas there. Coker was not the
fellow to be passed unnoticed.

* Look g, Mr. Schootz—"
began.

r. Rigg Bechootz, who was speaking
to the Perfection star, turned to him
irritably.

“What do you want? You should
not come herc unless you are sent for,
Beat it."

“1 want to know——""

“You'll be told anything you need fo
know,"” eaid Mr. Van Duck, and he
ﬁh:ased the door of tho office in Coker's
ace.

Coker, with feelings too deop for
words, retired, The smile ho caught
on Myron Polk's face, as he was shut
out, irritated him intensaly.

“Woll, what docs Schootz say i asked
Potter, as the exasperated Iorace re-
joined the waiting party.

Coker breathod hard.

“Couldo’t give me o word,"” he
answered. *“That popinjay I'olk butted
in. No timo for anybody elso when
Polk’s about.”

*Well, he's rather a big
remarked Prank Nugent.
we enn wait”

Snort, from Coker, :

A few minuteas later Myron Polk
came mlong, with Mr. Schootz and Mr.
E’_&n Duck walking on either side of
im.

Van Duck ecalled out ovders to the
men in overalls who were waiting Ffor
them, and the studio was immediately
busy. - A sct was swiftly arranged, but
it was not the eet for which the Grey-
friars fellows bad been waiting. Tt was
ona of the socehea of “Lord of the
Desert,’ in which Myron Polk wna
*featured as the Sheikh Ahmed Din.

Teae Magyer Lisnany.—No. 1,100

L

gun hore,"
“ Anyhow,



AN -EEI:I;E-BEI_I_IEH FOR THE " MAGNET" SAVES DISAPPOINTMENT!

- R

“Wo're put off again, for that popiu-
i“‘l’l‘ * grunted Coker,

When the great man condescends to
come around, the amall fry have to
make themsetves scarce,” remarked the
Bauwder sarcastically, -

Coker’s eyes ghoted. It was cxactly
az mputhy sad, but Coker did not like
baing classed as amatl £ Ho marched
resotutely up to Mr. Schootz. ]

“Snall we ba wanted this morning,
Mr. 3chootz™ ha asked.

“Eh! Whati Ng L agld‘_iﬂr. Enhmt?
ohesently. Ho was deep in discussion o
sOTke dratail with Myron Polk,
no time or attention to give to Horace
Coker.

“Phon woe may as well gol” ex-
claimed Coker. .,
“Ng! Htey whera you are”” Mr.

Schootz turnca to the Greyfriare group.
“You tads, watch this scenc caratully—
you can pick up a lot from watching
Ape. Polk at work. Kcep back and
ke et :

i.-ei?aqmm'ud on_ with M:,'rmn_ Polk,
leaving Coker of the Fifth in a snnmer-
ing state. ;

EEtnnd about hero—waiching that
popinjay !” breathed Coker, “Is that
what wo chme to Hollywood fow?"

“ Bchoots 5 boss
mildly. i

“ Watching that—that masher!” spid
Coker. It was tho most derogatory
word that “oker could think of.

“(Oh, have a lectle hoss-sensc,” said
Fisher I Fish. *“Do you figure that
you're going to act for the Blins with-
our learning anything ¥

“That nincompoop !” bresthed Coker.

“Biessed U f Lko: hanging about
watching Polk polking," yawned Bob
Cherry. .

“ Well, let's be rcasonable,” said
Hurry. “Polk may bo a conceited ass,
but he's a finished fGlm actor, and
there's a Jot to be learned. from

hore,” said Greene

watohing o first-class man at the game.’

“Yos—1 gupposs Schootz 13 right,”
agreed Bob. "We're not all rn
geniuses like Cokeor: we've got to loarn.”

" Anyhow, wa're hera  to  obe
instructions,” said Johnny Bull, in his
practical way, “so what's the goéd of
grousing ! .

And the Groyfriara party remained
to watch, Coker still simmering.

“Look at that idiot!” muttered
Coker., “Lighting a cigarette might
set the whole place on fire. Just
swank."” .

* Mo bizney of ours!” said Potter.

* Brer-r-p-p " :

Myron Palh had taken a ecigaraetie
fromm his ecase, and was lhghting a
match. The rule ogainst ameoking in
thHe studio was striet, the danger of fire
from the inflammable flms was plain
to evervbody., Mr. Van Duck generally
had an unlighted cigar stuck -in his
mouth, buat he was careful never to
carry matches about him in the studio.
Az a matter of faect, in thiz inatance
it was not ' swank ' that sctpated Mr.
Polk, he was not ' thirowing Liz weight
about * as naual, He was an inveterate
c:garetta smoker, and he had forgotten,
for the moment, that he was in precincls
whare  smoking was  prohibited.
f Bwank ' to that extent would not have
been allowed to the greatest star in
tha film firmament

Mr Schoot ?’E wita A& jump as
Polk blew out s little olond of smoke.

Ho m}pped Polk on the arm.

“(Oh, T lorgot,” grunted Polk, and he
dropped the cigarette and erushed it
under his heal. )

“¥ou've forgottan before,” said Mr.
Schootz, rather sourly. * Better give
me yvour matohes till you goit.”

' Tue Maexer Lirrary.—No. 1,100

and had

Hollywaood.

“Uh, that's s right.”
Folk slpped his
match-box back into his pocket.

was glad 0 ece that 1o this rospeet at

least, even the Perfection
calted to order,

Myron rowk lounged away to a
dressmg-room—he had o magnificent
dressmg-room’ at  Perfection Studio,
with wore dressers and assistants than
he had Bngers and toes.

Men it overzlis were busy arraugi;nﬁ
the scenes. A scone was to bo “shet,”

ELAr Was

and the fact that Myron Pglk was
acting tn it el the wnole place in a
fever of activity. Mr., Van Duck’s

voice was suddenly heard hooting.

“Here you are! You're late! You
figure that you're going te kecp the
set waiting, 1 want to know.”

The juniors ihnm& routrd to oo who
was getting the beoefit of Mr, Van
Duck’s sharp tongue—very sharp, in-
deed, when the amistant-director was
i -

gir} had come burrying in, and was
heading for the nl:nimamgth;t_le& o
the womer's dressing-rooms,

Apparently it was one of the “extra

ris,” of whom a number were retained

a studio for extra work.

“¥ou, Leonora! hooted- Mr., WVan
Duck, as the girl did pot turn her head
towards him.
Youl”

Leonora, whose hair was auburn,

ed, and turned towards the
a=sistant-director. The juniors equld
guees that she had wan to slip in
quietly, as she wasy Jate, without
attracting attention. But nothing an
the Perfection *lot* -aver c;ﬂﬂpﬂdﬁ My,
Van BPuck's ecagle eya. A

To Harry Wharton & Co.,, Mr. Van
Duck’s method of addrezsing one of the
gentler sex in thob manner was rather
ghocking. But to Van Duck an extra
girl was ov the same footing as an
extra piece of furniture in 5 set. Gipls
or boys, women or men, theéy were all
the same to Van Duchk—merely artieles
to be arranged in & set.

“Begad ' murmured Lord Maule-
VETEr. )

His lordship frowned. .

The airs and 'fmm of Mr. Polk his
lordship eould tolerate with great eqpa-
pimity, but Mr. Van Duck’s style of
addressing » femsale sppeared to Manly
much too much of a good thing,

“Borry I'm late, Greorge!” answered
Teongra 1 guess I'll ba on hand when
Jou want me. :

The young lady was evidently quite
seli-possessed, and knew her way about
! be went up the staircaso
with a flash of silk stockings.

“You kera? the™ sot waiting, and
yeu're fred'™ hooted Mr. Van Duck.
“You heir mo, you Leonora !

“Bure, old thing!” came the young
lady’s anawer. Hoating down the stalrs
a2 she vanished, - .

The junior: smiled, Leongera appearced
to ba & Iadﬁ who could keep her end
up, even with the irazeible Van Duck.

But Lord Mauleverer did oot smale. He
approached the assistant-directar, and
tepped him gently on the arm.

“Hallo, you!” sald Van  Puck,
staring at hm, .

“ Exeuse my buttin® in!” said Lord
Mauleverer gracefully. “Sorry, ang' all
that: but do you r think that's the
way to speak to a lady, Alr. Van

Van Duck blinked at him.

“Loco®™ he pasped y

“Borry I'm anauéumnwﬁ with the
meanin' of the word, sir,” said Lord
Mauteverer “1f you don’t mind my
mentionin® i, I hate toe hear a man

speakin’ rudely to a lady,”

ruby-studded gold: Duck
{ &er.

“You with the ginger! .

“Dog gone my cats!™ said Mr, Vam

“It's not done, you know 1™ snid Leord
Muuleverer mildl:?r::. L 2
carch me!” zmid Mr. Van Duck.
“3tand bock and shat your head!
Catch on to the meaning of that?™

Fil ‘Y-ﬂ-ﬂ-ﬁ |L_.rj

“Do it, theni”

" Certainly, my dear man.” -

And Lord Mauleverer stepped back
and shnt his heud, as requestod. Mr, Van
Duck gave him ap angry stare, and
then grinned, perhaps tinding Loard
Msaulevorer amuming. But he had no.
bme to waste even on o belted carl;
the studio was in_a fever of prepars-
tion for Myron Poik: and Mr. Van
Duck bustled to and fro, hooting and
snapping, handing out hard words to
everybody excepting Mr. Behootz—who!
hended out a few to Mr. Van Duck
himself, being the ounly man I the
studioc who could venture o do so.
Harry Wharton & Co. kept out of tho
way and looked on—realimng, as no
donht Mr. Polk meant them to realiso,
what exceedingly small beer they were
i comparison with the Perfection star.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Hear: Auask !

" ALLO, ballo, bhello??
: H Lord Mauleverer jmﬁd,
1l

aa Hob Cherry clappd
suddenly on Lgﬂ l:%l.ﬂe.ﬁ

“"Oh, gad ¥ pe ejacuiated. .

Bob grinned.. Lord Maulaverer #as
standing, leaning againet & hugo
packing-case, his eyes tized on the stair-
CASH at ted to the dressing-rooms
above, at & litle distance. Mauily
segracd deep 1o thought; and Bob
aceordingly woke him u

“Gone to slecp standing up; liks a
borze?™ inguired Bub. |
» H‘Ym"

“Wha-a-at ™

“1 mezn, no*

Bob regarded his lordship. curiously.
It. was not uncommon for Lord
Mauleverer to be absent-minded ; but Lo
seemed rather unusuzlly absent-minded
now. Thero was quite a dreamy ex-
greﬂﬁiﬂn on Mauly’s amiable face, and

e apneared lost to his surroundings.

Bome of the juniors followed the
dlizwuan of Mauly's fised grin. Only
the ‘untenanted stairease met their
view—and they discemed nothing to
draw Mauly's attention so deeply, and
to plunge him into suth abstraction.

“What's up, Mauly?" asked Bob. "

“Tpi" reprated Mauleverer, vaguely.

“¥es. What's the matter with you??

“ Matter?” repeated Mauly.,

My hat! re you turnimg into J
parrot? demanded Baob.

" Parrot}” - .

“¥ou burbling asl” said Beb,
shaking his lordship by the shoulder,
"What have you I;-:H. on your mind?

“Eh!? Mothin'l .

Lord Mauleverer jerked his shoulder
away, and lesned back ~against the
nacking-case,  Obviously, some matter
was in Mauly’s mind, giving run Jecp
thought; but what it was, Bob could
not guess.

A number of "extra gmirlsa"™ camo
trooping down the stairs, to form up .
for the scene. They wers in Arabian
costume, dressed for the * Lord of the
Desert * picture. The men in overalls
were rapid!y arranging s “set” of an
Avab villare, with o realistic . well,
palm-trees. and tents, Frrun remarks
nmada by Mr. Van huck tho janiors

athered that in this scems Zoo, the

autiful Arab girl, was to be seem
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Eﬂ:rrjrr-ing a pitchs:i of water from the in his usual placid mood,  Rob won- Her

well on her head, meeting tho view of
tho Sheikk Ahmed Din, who, struck by
hgr beauty. carme- her of on  his
Barbary steed—s high-handed proceed-
iug, quite in sccordance with = £lm-
sheikh's charactar. The Arxb maiden
was  to played ni:ttly Janet
Joooe, kno in_Filmla as  the
World's Winsomne Witch—second 1n 1m-
portance only to the great Polk himself.
Tho juniors had heard much of Janet
Jooca: bur they hao nct yet seen the
World’s Wingome Witch, and were
aecordingly interested.

There was quite a blaze of beauty as
the girls came trooping on the scene—
though how murh of it belonged to
them, and how much was borrowed
fvom the bemutv-parlour and the make-
up man, no observe. could have guessed
—30 lbere' was the makeup. They
were not, &3 the Rounder rvemarked,
meraly painted: they were plastored.

dared what had come over-him.
is lordship’'s gaze followed Leonora,

a3 she came down the stairs and.joined
the crowd of girls in the setf. i

*“Whnt are you looking at now spect-
nIIF.'j'“ asked Bob.

“Can’'t you see hec?”

*Which "

“leeonora, of ocoursel”
Mavleverer testily.

“Ehy Not among that crowd,”
answered the perplexed Bob., ™ Now
she's mized up with the rest she wants
some picking out. They're all much
alike."” 3

“Fathead!” ] i

“Well, excopt for her ginger hair”
said Bob. “But one or two of the
other girls have red hair."”

“Did vou say ginger?” asked Lord
Mauleverer.

irYﬂs'lT

“Then you'ra a silly ass!™

said Lord

rather !gngpidlj on the scone.
manner indicated that she, like Myroa
Polk, knew the importance eof a star
of the Brst magnitude.

“Btuonin' ¥ murmueed Lord Meuole-
verer; and Nugent, who was near him,
glanced round,

“Think s0?" ha asked.

"Don't gou?" asked Maulevhrer.

“0Oh, pretty, I've no doubt!®
nassented  Frank. “MNipo dark hair,
anyhow."

“Dark! zsaid Mauleverer.

“Yez—jolly nearly black, I think.”

Frank was locking at the World's
Winsomae Witch, whose hair was ex-
tremcly dark.

“Blind 1" asked Mauleverer,

Wugent stared at him.

"What do you mean, Mauly?”

“I mean that you must be a blind

owl if you can't sce from here that her
hair's the riche:t
M auburn!™ answercd

Put natural com- i
plexions, however :
vivid, were¢ not

much wse under the
blaze of the lights
in & film studio.

Lord Mauleverer
rave a sudden little
start 2 few minutes
after the Arab girls
lind come down, and
Bob glanced in_ the
direction in which
his  lordship was
gazing—atill et the

BIRTHDAY
PRESENTS !
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Mauloverar.

Nugoent jumped.
“Those  blossed
Kloig lights have
damaged your
optics, Mauly,” he
gatd. "' You want to
seo an  oculis, if
qou think Miss
Jooce's hair 18
auburn, It's nearly

as black as ink.”

“*Miss Jooca " re.
peated Maulaverar,

Another
Handsome
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S5a far as Bob
could see, Leonora
was much of a
muchness with the
rest of the crowd.
Any difference that
might have existed
was hidden from
Bob'seight, at least,
Ly the thick make-
ugh.

He heard Maule-
varer draw a deep
breath.

“Eiannin' " mut-

TO READERS!

There iz a list of over

1 can't seo ono
with avburn hair,”
tatd Nugent,
puzzled.

“Look at Leo-
nora—she's leaning

TEN against o palm-tree

e and—""
“That mirl with
D____IFFEREHT the rod hair?"™
ARTICLES asked Nugent.

Lord Masauleverer

tered Mauleverer.
o “Eht What?” o i
asked Dob, gluncing round, t.hmkmﬁ
that porhdps Polk or Janet Jooco ha
appeared.

“Ian't she rippin'?”

“Who 1" asked Bob blankly,

“Miss Leonora.”

“Is shet” said Bob.

Mauleverer looked ot him.

“{an't you seo she is?"” he asked.

“Well, i‘m blessed if I can see rauch
shat any of them are like!™ confessed
Bob. *They might as well be masked,
with all that sticky stulf on their
chivries!” ) ;

“Leonora isn't like the rest.”

“Well, her hair's rather brighter,”
{su%ﬂ Bob. *“Ginger, Van Duck called
it t*

H#Wan Duck’s a fool ™

“Eh™

“A tastelesa assl”

“Oh1™

Bob stared at Mauleverer. Tt was
quite unlike Mauly to deliver any
stronz epinion of any sort.

Lord Mauleverer, obviously, waa not

Lord Mauleverer moved a little away.
Bob stared after him,

“Hsalle, hallo, hallo! What's up,
Mauly " Le exclaimed.

Mauleverer did not  answer: he
moved a littlo farther away, detaching
himself from the Greyfriars group, Dob
Iooked round at the other fellows in
wonder.

“Anvihing wrong with Mauly, you

men?”" he asked. * What's up? Mauly
never gotz his back up; but he scems
stulfy sbout something now.” :

. Anything up, Mauly 7" asked Harey
Wharton. y

Lord BMauleverer did not answer or
turn his head. He did not seem to
hear. His eyves were glued on the
group of Arab girls obout the well—
upon Leonora, if the juniors had
noticed 1t.  But Leonora did not
specially catch their eyes i the crowd,

TQuit chew the rag, you guyst”

gnid Tisher T. ¥ish “Here comes tho
big noigel"
3 & "hir noiso " was Janst Jooce.

The World's Winzome Witch rcamo

ki K ~ did oot answer that
from which te choose. |- oeiaion., He gavo
- IFreank Nuogent o

w look of scorm and

moved away., Nugent stared after

L,

For the first fime in Nugent's experi-
cnco Mounly was angry. hat he wag
angry about was a mystery.

“Bomething's up with Mauly, you
men,"” said E'*mnk, in a low volco.
“He's ratty! Favey old Mauly being
rﬂ.tt% " i

* But what the thump—" said Eob.

[here was & chuckle from the
Bounder. Smithy, keenct in observa-
tion than the other fellows, had spotted
Mauleverer’s little weakness.

b 31" he said.

“Whati"

“Which ™ :

*Mauly's struck with the inger
girl!” chuckled the Boundor. “It's a
case of love at GGrst sight.”

'I"'I.'Jh dmlm'_t I:l.'nc an ass!" said Harey
Wharton, laughing.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“"Ha, ha, hal" ]

Everr follow in the party torned his
hiead to look at Lord Mauloverer. His.

Toe dMacser Lnany.—No. 1,100,
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lordship waa still gazing at Leonora:
but bhe became aware of the gar;erui
zcrutiny, and a deep blush overspread
his amiahle face, Hae moved [arther
away, and a pile of padking-casea hid
him from sight.

Harry Wharton & Co. laughed—the
could pot help 5. The idea of Lor
Mauleverer’s susceptible heart “f{all-
mg " for a cinema beauty was rather
too much for their gravity.

Lord Maualeverer's eara burned as ha
hieard that ripple of merriment from
ihe other side of the pile of packing-
cases. He moved away farther. But
he did not move out of sight of the
group by tha well. All other eyes wera

fixed on the World's Winsome Witch:
but Mauly's wero foirly glued to
Yeonora. An atténdant of the studio

came by and stood near Mauly, look-
ing_on, and Mauleverer spoke to him.
“I suppoese wou
most of the peoplo®” he asked.
“Bure |” a=ssented the man.
What is the name of the Deautiful
xirl with the auburn hairi”
The man stared at the group, Ha
did not seem to bo able to pick out
readily the owner of that description.
“*Mr. Van Duck calls her Leonora”
added Mauleverer.

“Oh, that onel” said the men indif-
ferently. “ Her other name’s La Riviere,
on the films

“What a lovel
Manleverer, half to
la Rivieral”

T'he studio man ﬁﬁnned.

“¥ou bet they all cinch a high-stap-
g name for the movies,” he =aid.
"ng real name's Snookeon |

Lord Mauwleverer jumped.

“1 don’t helieve itl™ ?:3 gasped,

The man looked at him.

“That's it—8nookson,” he said, “No
earthly good for the movics, so she
goes down as Le Riviere”

“What rot!”

‘The man looked ot him harder, and
moved away. Ha confided to another
attendant that the titled guy old Fish

d roped in was plumb loco.

Hiz opinion mattered littla to Lord
Maulevarar. Mothing would have in-
duced him to believe that the nymph
ho was gazing at was named S:m-:‘j:snn,
or anytiung so extremely unromantic.
He continued to gaze, with a rapt gaze,
at nora la Riviers, and dismissed
all E-uasrbuhtmﬂ of Bnookson from his
m}n +

- pame?  said
imself, ' Leonora

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Sudden Alarm !

" ERE the conquering hero comea 1"
murmured Bob Cherry. And
the Groyfriars fellows smiled.

Myron Polk was coming in.
In his costume and make-up as Ahmed

Din, Lord of the Desert, Myron Polk

looked uncommonly handsome, and it

was small wonder that romantic flappers
al]l over the United States ndored him.

Fhe juﬂ]?l'ﬂ had hai;rd tllmt thore was a

sogie n ngeles called the

“LLW.M.”, which was short for “In

Love With

Myron.”  Numberless
ecstatic young women belonged to the
In Love With Myron Society. Perha
Mr, Polk was to be excused for think-

gz =0 much of himself and touvehing tha
stars with his sublime head. So much
adulation wasz likely to turn any head
that was not vary well-balanced.
_ But Harry Wharton & Co. forgot the
insuflerable conceit of the [fortunate
ﬁung man a3 they watched him seting
fore the camearaa
Myron Palk, with all his weaknesses,
o Maicyer Lipnanvy.—No. 1,100.

know the name of §

wae an accomplished actor. His goods
were not all in the shop window, a3 one
might have supposed from his logks and
manners,

Unee et work, Polk threw bimself into
his part, and displayed a skill and finizh
that the juniors covld not but admire.
They koew, too, that tha lackadaisioal
young wman must have put plenty of hard
work into it at some time or other.
Probably his usual manner of super
cilious boredom was more a pose thap
pnything else. With ail allowance for
looks end luck, no men could have
attained his present ition without
putting his beef into ik

The “big noizes ™ in this scene were
Myron Pelk and Janet Jooce, the Pér-
fection ster and the World's Winsome
Witch, Certainly, they were both, well
worth watching. The rest of the eot
were merely make-weights. Nobod
ad oyes for them, cxeepting
Mauleverar, and he had eves only- far
ong of them, Excopting, of course, Mr,
Rigg Bchootz, wha was there as pro-
ducer, and who had eyes for everybody
and overything, and o mepgaphone,
through which to roar.

Janet Jooca trip from the well
with the pitcher balenced gracefully on
her hiead an Arabk maiden to the r‘ifﬂ;
and Myron Polk played his part in the
trua style of the sheihkh—that.is to say
o film sheikh. A genuine inhahit.ant_ﬂE
the desert would probably unot have
recognised him es & sheikh; but the
cincma, of course has s own tredi-

tions. A nuine desert sheikh ia
generally rather in want of ecap, and
often of Keatings. But Mr. Polk was

a sheikh accordirg to the best tradi-
tions of the meovies. Undoubtedly, ke
was very much superior to the genuine
article.

_In the melodramatie style which is
indispensable to the movies, his acting
wag quite superb. .

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him,
and for the firet time felt some respect
for him. They realised that their own
efforts did not place them in the same
street with Polk, and were never likely
to. Even Horace Coler looked less
contemptuous.  He admitted to Potter
and Greena that the popinjay could,
after all. do zomething besides throw
hiz weight about.

‘The Eﬂaring of Mr. 8choots’ mega-
phone died away, and the cameras begin
to olick.

The scene was being "shot,” and it
was interesting enongh. to the Grey-
friars follows to be lroking on at the
taking of a film that would be released
later, to be shown in every country in
tha world. Myron Polk’s handsome
foatures and graceful figure would be
dizplayed to admiring eyea from Stock-
kolm to 8icily, from China to Pern.

The scene stopped at the point where
the sheikh’s Barbary horse was to he
introduced. That, they gathered, would
come later, when the company was “on
location.” When the film was shown, of
courss, it would [ollow instantly, Dbut
in the fitming there might be an interval

af weeks.

“Jolly zood ! was Rob Cherry’s com-
ment. when the scene was over, and the
get broke up, the cameras ceased to
grind, and the blinding lights were
turned off.

“The goodfulnesa #a terrifie!™ re.
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“"Tha esteemed and nreposterons Polk is
not wholly & ludicrous ass!

Coker & Co. left the studio at once
but the juniors looked round for Lord
Manleverar,

His lordship was not to bo zeen,

“Where's that duffer, Mauly ! asked
the Bounder,

"I guess he’s sbequatulated,” re-
marked Fieier I. Fish. And Fish
walked away.- The other fellowa fol-

lowed him out of the studio.

Mauly was not to be secn, they
supposed that he had gonme out, and
expected to Bnd him waiting for them
on the “lpt.™

But on the trim greem lawns that
separated the Perlection studio from the
boulevard, Mauleverer was not to be
seen.  Noither could he be discerned
alopg Sunset Boulevard, or over the

way, in the garder of Long Beach
Boarding-House.,

“Where the dickens is Lhef” ashed
Harry Wharton.

“The wherefulness is terrific I

“Can’t bave come out, after all,” gaid
Johony Bull. - Blessed if I know what
he's staying in there for.”

“Laooking for a chance to sce the
bootious L<oncrs, perbaps;” said the
Bounder, with a chuckle.

“'Dh,. my hat 1™ .

“Mauly wouldn't be ench an ass!”
exalaimed Haorry Wharton,

“Mauly’s ass enough for anything
when he geta going!™ eaid Vernoz-
Smith,

“1 gucss bhe's fallen for Leonora's
gingor hair ' chorlled Fisher T. Fish.
Great snakes! What o catch Mau!
would ba for & Lba Apgeles gold-

djﬁgar it
A what " exclaimed Boh.
“1 guess Loa Angeles 13 full of gold-
-ilg e;shup to the rool,' chuckled Fisher
. Fis
I didn’t know there were apy gold-
digginga round here,” said Bob. "I've
not scaen . &0 far.”
“Ha, ha, hal"” rcared Fisher T. Fish,
tly tickled by that innocent r A
grea l | cmark
‘Oh, that’s the clephant's hind leg—
that sure is! Ha, ha, ha!"™
“$Woll, what are you driving ad, you

ass 1" asked Bob, rather grufily. " What
do you mesn by a gold-digger1”
Fisher T. Fish wiped hibs eyea,
“ Fold-diggin® in L ain't done

with a spada ond pick,” ha explained.
“ A gold-digger i a movie girl who gels
a# holt on & jay—some all-fircd simple
Simon, like Manly—and squeezcs the
dust out of him | guess if Leonora was
wise to it that ha was struck on har she'd
touch him for a diamond ring before
lunch, and a pearl necklace before
dinner, and an automobile before ho
ﬁ;oas to his little bunk in tho hoarding-
oL +u

“0Oh, rot!™ paid Har uneasily.
#Therse cant be many gira lika thet
even in o movie town. ubbish 1*

“ Bosh ! gaid Bob Cherry.

“Rata " waid Nugont.

:: ?h& rn.tjullnm& 13 Lergiﬁc: b .

ezs Mauly 13 the prize jaw, 3
a gﬂ!ﬂ;ggﬂt ata & <inch nnl him,"
grinned Fisher T'. Fish, *There’s codles
of 'em on the boulevards, Mauly is the
man they want, ' Ha, ha, ba!”

“Oh, rats!™ growled Bob Cherry.
“T'Il cut across the road and see whether
Mauly has gone in, youw men.”

Bob Cherry ran moroms the Sunset
Boulevard to Lonz Beach Boording-
House. *Colonel * Coot, the propricter,
was sunning himself on the piazza, and
to Bob's question as to whether Maule-
voerer had come in he answered in the
negative. Bob re-crossed the boulevard
and joined the Greyfriars party on the
Perfeation lot, with that information,

It was clear that Mauleverer was still
in the studio. and the juniors began to
wonder whether the Bounder's surmise
was well founded They could not help
ﬁ:inmﬂg at the idea. At the same time,

¢y did not want to ses the amiabla
Mauly playing the “giddy ox.” They
waited on the lot for him to come out,
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A trocp of girls, most of them with a

great deal of makeup on their faces,
cmerged and tripped away down
ihe uleveard, Loonora la  Riviere

avag wot smong them, as the juniors
.moticed, being interested in the auvburn-
haired Leonora now oo Lord Maule-

verer's account.
O
1111:! n to come.

Apparently that
late to.go s the ha
TInless, a3 the grinning nder sug-
gested, Mauly had already soraped aop

' it.*

icher T. Fish left the riy and
crossed over to the boarding-house, But
- the other fellows continued to wait for
-Lord Mauleverer to come out of the
studio, .

They had the pleasure of sccing the
Jeading lady, Janet Jooce, trip down to
her antomobile and drive away. The
- World'a Winsome - Witeh disappeared
slong the boulevard, Myron Polk had
not yet left—his h{ghlj-pu]l-!:hﬂi purple
sute was still waiting., It was gettin
pear time for lunch at Long Beach
Boarding-House, and at that establish-
-mont lunch. like time and tide. waited

i1for no man. Johany Bull suggested
gnini back into the studio and rooting
out Maulorerer. But Mauly might be
anywhere in the vast building, and the
juniors decided to wait for him at the
t entrance. .
" GI: Hallo, 1}1{?“? halle I esclaimed DBob
- Che suddeniy.

Tll;ga was & sirdden sound of disturb-
ance in the studio—a hurrying of feet,
and startled crics. Two or three men
and women bolted suddenly out of the
door with scared, white faces. From
a window, & wavo of smoke suddenly

at.

H What—" ¢jaculated Wharton,

£ Firﬂ !n # L

That roar from the Perfection studio
answerad him

“ Fira, fira, firp [

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fire!

lady was es

uc-i!.unmm:mfs. and was “ going

L1 IRE ™
Lord Mauleverer wols ont
J of a day-dream.
: The morning's  business
being over, mopst of the people in the
ptuglic haed gone, but Mauleverer was

' MAGNET LIBRARY..

still there. Eis oyes weroe on the stair-
case down which the extra girls ha

t ed on their way put, but down
which Leoonora la Riviere—otherwise,
perhaps,  Snookson—had not  yet
appeared. Twenty or thirty Hollywood
extras had trooped before BMauly's &yea
receiving only & glance from him—an

that glance orly te ascériain whether
the auburn-haired young lady was
among them,

She was not, so Mauly lingercd,

Exactly why he lingered, Mauly could
hardly have said. He wanted to eee
Leonora pass, no doubt—but certainiy
Mauly had not “check” enough to
scrape an acquaintance, as tho Bounder
had suggested, An attempt to scrape
an acquaintapce Mauly would have
deemed disrcspectful,- and respect for
women was the ehiét article in Mauly's
simple faith In Mlﬂ{,}"ﬂ mind, there
was little distinetion, If eny,. between
a countess and B chtr!adf e millionair-
es3 and o movie estre. A i' wors, wWoman,
and toe be treated with dofercnce—a
little lowar than the angels, perhaps,
but not much. To goze st Biss
Riviere from afar with respeciful ad-
miration was the only thought in
Mauly's mind, 2o far as he was thinking
ot all. But, to judge by the expression
on his noble fare, ha was rather dream-
ing than thinking.

A footstep on the stairs from the
dressing-rooms caught his ear, znd
looked quickly. :

But it was only Myron Polk,

“Only,” tho preatest ster in the flm
firmament | :

Polk camo sauntering down the wide
staircase, with a cigaretto in his mou
smoking. - Again the movie star ha
forgot the prohibition, and -had
gtruck a match in the swudio. :

Meauleveror did not even notice. that—
ho did not notico Polk at all. He only
noticed that it wasn't Leonora, ™

La b

Billy Bunter made & wild leap to ascape, But Iast as the fat
junior was, Simmons' boot was [aster. Crash [
of the Remove was strewn along the boulevard, and the door
slammed behind him.

Bunter, °° Oh, erikey 1" (&ee Chapter 8.)

The 0wl

“Owl Wow !l Beast!” wailed

be
)

1]

= ‘J

0 — .

-

Above the staircase was a wido land.
ing. In one direction a corridor led to
the men's dretsing-rooms; in the
opposite direction, another led to tho
women's quarters and wardrobes. Thoso
corridors were supioaed to be kept clear
of any lumber. As a mattpr of fact,
Mr. Van Duck’s eyes could not bo every-
where, and ‘it 1 well known what
happens when the master's eyo is with:
drawn,

A third corridor led to the store-
toom, where rolls of fim were stacked,
pnd it was one of the strictpst rules that
film should not be left about the build-
ing. Nevertheless, frequently Mr, Van
Duck was heard hooting at somo man
who had disregarded that rule or for-
gotten il, or who was too oarcless to
comply with it.

Myron Polk, pausing on tho landing
to tg'ht hia cigaratto, in moméntary
forgotfulness, threw the match away as
garelessly as if ha had beon walking on
the open boulevard. :

In nine casas out of ton 4t would have
had oo result, but it was the toenth casg
that happened. A roll of Glm had been
carolessty left on the londing and the
match, still burning, landed on it.

Polk strofled om, and down the stairs.

Ho was thinking chiefly of himself
as usuzl. and :ig tho scooe he ha
recontly acted in with Janet Jooce. He
was quite unsward of a curl of smoke
end ‘2 lick of Bame behind him.

" He strolled nlang -gw gtudio, at his
aase, smoking, and, #appening to seo
Ford Mauleverer loaning against tho
%acki caso - glanced at him carclessly.
hen he & at tho spot where the
last scene had been shot, and forgob
Lord Mauleverer and everything e
s ho -stood there, thinking out .somo
detail of his art. Polk, with all his
“fuff,” was a keen worker at his pro-
fession, and zome minute improvement
ani the scens having come into his mind,

Tar Maower Loppapy.~—INo. 1,100,
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%ﬂ} stood there, thinking it out care-
1 L]

The ghout of “firel™ startled him
from his reflections, as it startled Lord
Manleverer, and the Greyfriars fellows
on the lot outside.

Polk started, and stared round.

A man in overalls came running down
the stairs, einged by the flames as he
cut mcross the landing. A volume of
smoke was rolling down after him,

The man was shouting * Fire |

The few people who remained in the
etudio rushed for the doors.

The alarm of “Fire™ in a cinema
studio was not a light matter. If the
stores of films should catch, tho build-
ing would be promptly tvrned into a
raging voleano.

Pattering feet passed Lord Maule-
verer 88 he woke out of his day.dream
and stercd at the emoking staircase

“ Fira I

It was a roar of voices, rising above

ﬂm@awﬂ:‘lug of hurrying feet.
“Uh, mod!” gasped Mauleverer.
“Run for it, you boobl” shouted a
man, paeeing him, astonished to sge
Lord Maulaverer making for tho stair-
Casa.
“1s everybody cut?” called out Palk.
“Nobody in dressing-rooms ?"

“No, sir—everybody's out !’

The man grasped Mauleverer by the
shonlder and sto him.

" You booh! at isn’t the way out!
o you wané to be burned alive?™ he
shouted,

“"Let go, you fooll” roared Lord
Mauleverer. “ There’s a woman upstairs
nGYY.

“'I'hay're ail out——"

“7 tall yane—"

"' Blop, you locoed boob!” shouted the
man, a3 Lord
bimeeli away, )
gone—it's long past time—7"

“"Mizs La iviere hasn't gone!™
pantcd Mauleverer,

“Must have zonel” The sttendant,
anxious for the safety of the echoolboy,
grahhed him by the arm again.

They're all e I tell you!”

_ “Fire, fire, firc!” came in a roar from
all quarters. -
“Let gol” shtieked Mauleverer. "1
tell you Y've been waiting here, and
Migs La Riviers hesn't come down [”
“Oh, guff! I tell you—"

man evidently belioved that all
the extras were gope, as no doubt they
should have been by that time, but Miss
La Riviera seemed of rethet un-
punctual habits

Mauleverer gave tho man a violent
shove and released himself. He ran
towards the smoking staircase,

i'ha attendant almost fell, but, ro-
covering himself, ran for the exit., Tha
studio was fithong with smoke end, from
above, came & roar of Aames,

“Come back, you fooll™ shouted
Polu. :

" Follow me I panted Mauleverer. “1
toll you there’'s & woman there—come
and me i¥

As if to confirme Mauleverer’s words, a
Budden and terrifled ecream rang out
ahova, d the barrior of smo

" zood heavens ! muttered Polk.

With the patural inetinct of a man
when & woman is in danger, the Per-
foction star ran twwards the staircase,

“Come onl” panted Mauleverer,
“*Quick,. quick! ¢ CAD BAYE
quick ! For Heavon's sake, guick 1™

Hﬁ ran up the stairs into the eddying
BIIOHS.

Myron Polk followed him—a few

gteps. Then ho stopped. His handsome
foce was white as a sheet.

Smeke addied and curled round him
e MAGxET LIBRARY.—No. 1,100,

Mauleverer wrenched
“I tall you they're zll

--and amid the smoke came & licking,
curling tongue of Hame,

Polk jumped back down the few steps
he had mounted.

“Thia wayl” ghouted Mauleverer
feom the smoke, as another torrifind
screain rang ahove.

h‘Bub Myron Polk was not fE]hwing
ifm.

With a white face, the Perfection star
wiust racing for the doorway on the
11} ﬂ Fd

“Fire! Fire! Firol™

The alarm was general, on all sides,
1O, Mr. hootz wae raving for
order, through his megaphone. Outside,
s hose had already been turned on the
smoking windows. An jromense crowd
was gathering on the lot and on the
adjoining boulevard, Already firemen
were oo the scene snd ot work,  As
Polk, white as chalk, tore out of the
great doorway, he corashed into the
crowd of Greyiriars fellows

“Hera's Mauly ¥ anted  Bob
Cherry. “My hat—it's Polk—Mauly's
still inside. ™

Ho grasped Polk by the arm,. )

“Did you seo Mauleverer—where is
h uick

Polk shook off his hand and ran on.

“Coma on ” panted Wharton.

The Famous Five rushed into the
building, The Bounder was closo
behind. But a voluma of smoke, thick
and black, rolled in their faces and
drove them beck. To seck Mauly in
the midst of that thick blackness was
impossible, And there were half a
dozen doors by which he might have
left, Chokied and blinded, Harry
Wharton & Co. retreated to the door-
way and the freash sir. There thoy were
bustled aside by the firemen who were
pouring streams of water into the build-
1.

*Mauly 1" roared Bob Cherry.

“Mauly! Msaulaverer !

But if %da.uly was outside, no answer
cama to the anxious calla of the juniors.
But Lord Mauleverer was not outside—
Lord Mauleverer was in the midat of
the firo and the smoke, fighting for hus
lifa and the lifo of another.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
‘Mauly, the Hero !

ORD MAULEVERER plunged

! threugh blinding smoke to the
landing at the top of the stairs

casa. A wild scream guided him

—and he dashed along the corridor,

Leonora la Riviere—last mﬂfle:.ﬂvg&-;;ad
a2 10

hlundcreﬁ

He

baan cut off by the fire. In
smoke, Lord Mauleverer
against her before he saw lhicr.
caught at a dim form,

“Migs la Riviere!” he panted.

“Bave mel”

Mauleverer grasped her arm.

The girl, chokel apd _ blinded by
smoke, was screaming wildly, only half
conscious. . Mauly felt his own brain
reeling; but he ent his teoth and kept
his head. )

The landing behind Mm was now a
mass of fame, and it was imposzibla to
return to the staircnse.

Holding the gizl by the arm, Maule-
vercr hurried hor further up the
corridar, hoping tc find a window by
which escape would be poszible.

The terrified  sereaming suddenly
cenced, and Mauvleverer felt the weight
of the girl fall upon him.,

He caught Leonora in his arms,

Mauleverer waa a sturdy fellow, in
his way: but he was a boy, “and he
ktpfgered under the weight of the movie
gir

He supported her manfully; but
carrying her to safety was another
mattar.

“ Help 1" shonted Mauleverer, in the
belief that Myron Polk was elose
behind, “Help! This way! Polk—
this way! Lend a hand—help!”

But there was no answer save the
roar of the fira,

“Polk 1¥ shricked Mauleverer,

But Polk, the only man who could
have helped, was already far away.

Mauly zhut his teeth, It did _not
oceur to his geperous mind that Polk
had deserted him in that extremity; he
took it for graoted, without thinking,
that the film star had been overcome by
the smoke or driven back by the Hames.

All that matterad was, that there was
no hﬂgﬁl: and that ha was alone to deal
with the danger.

The movie girl was quite ubconscious,
partly from terror, partly from tho
suffocating smoke. Mauleveror made a

desporate offort to carcy her along the
corridor.

Half-carrying, hali-dragging, the un-
conscious girl, Mgulaverer E::.rﬂad his
way on, smoke thick about him, and
tongues of fAame licking at him from
the vapour.

He counld ace nothing but ol length,
when hy Jdesperate offorta he had
reached the end of the h:i%ﬁ corridor,

iha

el

there was a glimmer of light through
tho smoke, and he knpew t ha was
at a window, -

Letting the unconscious girl sink to
the floor, Mauloverer groped for
window, and flung open a cpsénient
wide, .

The smoke poured out in e huge
volume.

From bolow ecame & chouf.

Maulaverer, ezerting the last of hie
strength, lifted Leonora, and placed her
héad over the narrow eil} ocutside, in
the open air. Behind bim rolled and
oddied the smoke, and the leat was
tarribla, but he was, for the moment,
out of reach of the fire,

“Help:” roared Meauleverer.

A roar below answerad him. A
hundred facea were turned wp at the
window, [rom which smoke was ponring
in volumes.

Through the smoke came & et of
water, drenching Leomora and Maule-
verer, and falling behind them in the
blackened corridor,

“The ladder I came a shout,

“It's Mauly " Mauleverer recopnised
Harry Whartons voice. “It's Mauwly—
at the window I

"H'EI !j.l- .

“The ladder—quick?® roars® Mr.
Schoota.

The firomen were rushing the ladder
to the window. A helmeted head rose
through the eddying smoke to Maule-
TEMQIrE VTIEW.

“Take her 1" he pantad,

The fireman seized tho unconscious
gir} round the shoulders, and Manleverer
helped from within. Leonors, insen-
sible to her surroundings, was lifted gut,
and the fireman deseendod with her to
the ground. :

Mauleverer clambered out of ihe
window,

The fire was cldde hehind him now;
his clothes were ginged, and burning in
places, and he was dimly conscious of
pain. With reehng brain, he clung to
the ladder. amd might haxe fallen, but
for the fireman wRo oushed up and
grasped him. _

Half-conseions, Mauloyerer
carried to the ground.

“Mauly 1" panted Wharton,

“ Mauly, old chap—"

Tord Manloverer blinked, Ho was

TeR
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sopported in the arms of the juniors.
blackened and panting and exhausted.
" “Is she safe?” he panted.

“VYes, old chap—sate sz houses!”

" Good I*

"Hiram K. Fish came horrying up.

“Get that kid over to the house—1I've
phoned for a docror,” _ﬂmﬂaed.

“T’'m all rght,” eaid auleverar

faintly. *Don't bother sbout me”

- *“Come on, you old ess!” said Dob
Chﬂrrf’. ;

Il say you're some lad|” said Mr,
TFish. “Y'l sure say you'ro some lad!
“Get him away.”

“Look here. don't make a dashed
Muss,” gasped Mauleverer, as hiz chums
- ‘enpported him eway. “I can walk all
right—I"m not hurt——" -

TE Fafhﬂﬂ-d T”
Mauleverce  was  led, helf-carried,
from the spot, through the bugzzing

erowd, to the boulevard. Word had
passed round plready that the “titled

puy ¥ had saved one of the movio girls
from the flames, and loud cheers accom-
panied him on his way. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. bore him across the boulevard
to Long Beach Bosarding-House, in the

midst of a cheering escort of two or

three hundred people. * . :

After ho had been convered into
Long Bessh Bearding-Housze, & crowd
still lingered outside for a long time,
cheering. - g P

In spité of his fecble protestations
Mauleverer was immediatels bundle
into bed, and left in the hand: of the
doctor, who had arrived pmrnﬁt_lf

‘response to Mr. Fish's phone ¢

in
arcy Wharton & Co. rcturned to
the Perfection lot, to help, f they
could, in subduing the fire. But the
Hollywood fire-brigade had it well in
hand now; the iame: were already
dying out, thongh black masse= of smoke
wore pouring from all doorz and
windows,.

-— - -

Plenty of damage tad been donn,
aud a great deal of property destroyed;
but the building was saved, much to
the relief of Mr. Fish and Mr. Schootz.
Water was still streaming on the build-
ing, and & crowd of men were busy
carvying out property of all sords and
stacking it on the lawns. Myron Polk
and his purple anto had disappeared:
but Mr. Bchooiz and Mr. Vin Duck
werg there, both in & towering ragoe.
They wanted to know who had started
carrying out property of ell sorts and
they wanted to know emphatically, Bug
the man who eould have told thom was
already at his buhgalow on the hill, in
& most unenvieble framo of, ntind; and
enxious, for the present, to p out
of the public gaze. For thé frst time
since’ he had been featured on'the films,
the Perfeotion star &hrank from
publicity, :

(Continued on page 16.)
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WHAT THE “TESTS” HAVE TAUGHT US!

E. A'BECKETT, ane of Australia’s most
promiaing “ youngsters.*

gome of ericket; on top without
the slightest -shadow of doubt,
snd without anything in tho
~noture of a8 fluke heving put us there.
That i3 the bret obvious thought which
comea to the mind as we reflect on the
Test matches now drawing to an end in
Austealia,

Tho rcsults of those
wonderful, from an Enpland point of
view, and shead of the ideas of the
‘moat optimistic of wa. Never before has
o eide which has gone from England to
Australia won S.m first thren Test
matches of the five. This present Eng-
land team has done more than win the
first three; it has won tho first four, and
now etands with a chancs of making o
Telam.” Five plaved, fve wonl That
jﬁufd be o wonderful finish, wouldn's
'|_ =

The Real Team Spirit!

There are many lessons to be learnt
from the series of games now concluding
in Australia; so many that I am a bit
doubtful a3 to whero to begin to draw
them. Yet my mind inevitably gocs
back to a day in September lost when 1
raw Lhe Engla:’rd team—or, practically
the whole of them=—off to Australia at
tha same time. :

I chatted with mony of the players,

'ENGLAHD on top once more in the

UMPIRE makes a brief b

ames havo been-

for the toam,

too. They were tha happicst band I
had ever scen off to play games any-
where., One by one I asked them what

f thegy thought about the prospects. They
1 were all

opeful, The captain was the
most hopaful of all. When 1 asked him
his opinion of the probable outcome of
the Tests e turned and bede me ook at
the men who were then going out.

“‘How can a cn;:-tu.in lose with a lot of

lads like thoso?™ he asked. ;

And when I talked to the players they
just reversed the captain's idea. " How
cin we.lose,” they said, “with such a
captaini” And therein vou have what
ia perhaps the greatest leszon of all to
ba leanrnt from the present series: that

g1 to o side which possessos the real team

spirit practically an;rl:hingf]ia possible.

I am not going to say—because I don’t
lielieve it—that in the purely cricket
sense, Peroy Chapman 13 the greatest
captain who has over had charge of an
Bugland team. But there never was a
captain who stood in higher esteem
among his fellow-men; for whom a set

. of players were prepared to do more.

Cricket matchea connot bo won without
great playors; t is a trpism, Buat
greal: players without the team spirit

on't make o great team. Chapman's
men have possessed the team spirit, and
Chapman has got the bast out of tha
players at his command, Further than
that, no captein can hope to go.

Still they Come!

Wa have rend, in the cables, of how
“Farmer " Whito has bowled sll the
time at one end between lunch and tea,
He has bowled, not to get wickats, but
to keep the runs down and give the other
bowlera a rest. We have reond, too, how
an England batsman who has been
* ant ”mims earefully guarded a new-
comer {rom coming face to face with a
howler at the top of his form. Thase are
the things which have told. A team with
a single purpose; each for all and all
That is the gpirit which
WiHSE.

Wa have learnt, surely, from thoso
Test games, not to be so pessimistic, as
& race. There are people who have told
us, time after tirno in recent years, that
wo no longer produced the
ericketers as wo used to produce them.
These Tests have given the lie to that
suggestion, .

ome four years age we eent out
Herbars Suteliffe with an England side.

reaf -

ut interesting survey of our Test match successes in Australia,

He scored toore yuns than any other
layer has ever scored in ofio sories of
est matches. This season we sent

Wally Hammond, He has already

broken the record set up by Herbers

Butcliffe; and & dozen er records as

well. Hammond is only twenty.six years

of =hall it be said, when wo think
of him, that E_ﬂgland' has ceased to pro-
duoce groat cricketersy

Agoin, when Strudwick retired from

his wxekat—keepu? duties there wera

folk who daa%a:re of us finding another

Strudwick. DBut now all who have scen

the Test matches-in Australia are agreéd

that George Duckworth is “anothee

Strudwick.” BSome even say he is &

better keepor than Strudwick ever was.
Duckworth has kept wonderfully in

spite of the faot that he has been the
subject of a considerable amount of
barrecking consequent on what waa
onlled the Eippaxz incident in the second
Test, The Australian spectators found
it hard to forgive the little wicket-
keepor, vet it scems that he was abeo-
lutaly inpocent and blameless in the
matter. Perbaps here is a minor lesson
of the Testa—a lesson for Epectators—
that things wh:::h happon on the field are
not always quite what they seemn when
viewed from the “benchea. -

Young Blood!

Just as the successef England’s young
EIE.;FE: has shown that there is as good

sh in the sea ag ever came out of it, so
it car be said that onc of thao lessona
learnt by Australia i3 that youth will
be served. At the start of the matches
Australia relied almoost entirely on what
might be called tho old brigade. Defeat
and dispster came, and young playera
wers introduced. These young playera
made good, so that the margin of victory
for England became toss and loss as the
series wors on. If young Bradman had
not been run out in the second innings of
the fourth Test, Australia would pro-
bably have won.

That leszon will not bo lost on Aus.
bralia. When they send & team hers
next time they will send us young blond.
And it sacms as though we shall bave to
find more Fﬁmi bload to face them. We
shall find it. The youngeters are coming
along in England, and the doeings of the
Tngland playors in the present scrics. of
matches will undoubtedly mot ns au
inspication. . :
E Tre Macrwer Leriny~No, 1,100,



HOLLYY
{Confinued from page 13.)
THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Bunter is Worried !

1LLY BUNTER blinked dismally
at the chums of the RHemowve
at the lunch -tablo in Long
Daeach DBoarding-House that

day. .

Buntor looked in the lowest of spirits.
+ All the Grﬂcffria.rs fellows were in
a scrious mood. Lord Mauleverer lay
in bed, bandaged by the medical man,

but well enough to sit up and take a
light lunch thero,

Mauly had been a great deal scorched
and sinped, and burned in two or three
places; and for the present, " much
against his will, he was on the sick
fist, His placid good-humour was un-
uifected ; but he was in pain, though he
was deterinined not to show it. And
naturally hia friends felt conegroed
about him, and their usual high epirits
‘r;ETrﬁ rathu_!r ‘dashed. T

@ tebleg in ‘the dining-room at
Long Besch siﬁdarding-ﬁuusa Wore in &n
animated buzz of discussion’
Lappencd et Perfection thgt morning.
There were more than thirty goests in
the establishmént, many of thom
umbitious film aspiranty who had come
to’ Hollywood to break into the flms:
and all were deeply interested and
excited by any uwpusual happening in
the movic world—and the happening
at Perfection was eeneational, -

The studio, one of reatest in Los
Angeles, had been muﬁnﬁ er of destruc-
tion. The fre-brigade had saved it;
but- worl: in the studic was likely to bo
suspanded for some time.
no lives had been lost, the building
having been almost empty at the time
of the outbreak; poor Mauly, in fact,
was the only person who had been
really hurt, ’

All sorts of rumours flew over Holly-
wood, among others that Myron DPolk
had been burned to death in the fire—a
rumour that was soon contradicted, and
which, rhaps, originated with tlie
star's publicily agent. :

L{ brought Polk’'s name bhefore the
‘public prominently—and  for a  time
Myron Polk put the fire itself into a
secondary place ‘as a topic. The ecarly
editions of the Los Angeles papers wera
full of Polk: one IZ"I:IE-E'I:‘lEI'iElin journalist
even describing how he had narrowly
escaped, carrying Janct Jooce, the
World's Winsome Witch, to safety on
his shoulderz—this being as eccurate o
report of Mauly's rescue of Leonora as
an American reporter could be expected
to_give at short notice.

But in Long Beach Boarding-Houss,
at least,. the facts wers known, and
there Mauleverer was the hero.of the

hour, d

“Colonel * Coot was preatly delighted
with tho edvertisemont his  establish-
ment received from sheltering the hero
=i his plump countomance Wwas
wreathed in such smiles that one might
have mipposed that he was glad that the
conflagration had octurred.
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what had-

Fortunately, .

T remembor

How the fire had started was end-
lessly  discussed. YThe Greyiriars
juniore, .who had noticed the incident
of Polk's cigarette on one .oceasion,
could guess that the star had trans.
gres a second fime, with sorious
results, "

Naturally, in =0 serious a matter, they
did not feel disppscd to state that
opinion without any.evidence, so they

Y were silent on the subject. .

Coker af the Fifth was not so par-
ticular. The great Horace could_always
relied wvpon #o epeak before he
thought—if indeed he ever thuu%'ht at

all, which was considered doubtful by
his friends. :
"It was that asa Polk!” Coker

announced to  all the dining tabla.
* Bchootz stopped him from smoking in
the studio once this mworning—I'm jelly
sure he started again and set the place
alight. Tt's the sott of fool thing he
would- do,” '

“Cheesa it
Potter.

"1 say what I think!” retorted Goker

old chap!” ghispered

loudly. “And I tell you I jolly well

lﬁ}eii?:.-c Polk was to blame for the
ra.

Coker's theory was received with dis-
npprobation on all sides in Long Beach
Doarding-House. The Perfection star
was ton groat & man to bo eriticised
by Color.

“Nonsensal” safd Mr. Coot,

Colcer etared at him.

“What did djrnu say ?" ho ejaculated,

“I sure said nonsense!™ rfEtorted the
“eolonel.” “You blow off
too much, young man!*

Coker __,ﬁ.nnrwtf

“1 guess Polk wasn't there,
satd Fisher T, Tigh,

your mouth

_ anyhow,”
" And vou weren't

on the spot, anvhow, Coker.™

" You_ kids were there,” said Coker,
addressing the Famous Five. *You
know whethor Polk was there or not.”

“He was thers,” azid Harry Wharton.
“He ecame running out after the alarm

was given, while we were waiting for
Mauly. He ran. into us, in foct, at the
doorway,"

"Ia:inT{inE scared ont of his wits, I've
no doubt,” said Coker.

Wharton made no eeply to that. He
guite remembared tlmt Polk  had

rushed out white as chalk; but he was
not disposed to stress that cirenmstance,
" e ran  out!” grunted Coker.
“Leaving a woman in & burning build-
Ing ! Pa +I*'

I I-EInn@ suppose he knew shoe was
there," enid F arry. - “Nobody knew
that any of the girle wore atill inside.
that Miss La Riviere
hadn't come out with the others at the
meain entrance; but she might have left
some other way, for all we knew—or
anybody elsa. don't believe .for a
minute that Polk would have left her in
there if he'd known,”

“Rot!1” said Coker.

Most of the boarders were glaring at
Coker, as if they would have liked to
bite him instead of their lunch,

“The desertfulness of the esteemed
miss would have been preposterously
impossible,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Let us at least give the excel-
lent and execrable Polk the benefit of
nd:;;l:::ua dmgm.;J

“My ! sai r. Coo azing. at
Hurree Singh, n.ppamnﬂ}rt'mr%ied ﬁway
by admiration of that sample of the
English language. :

Coker grunted and was silont.  Hig
views werd extromely unpopular in the
boarding-howse where Myron Polk was
regarded with admiration as a bright
particular star. :

After lunch the chums of the Removo

" yon aagfh
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wont up to see Mauleveror.  They
found that cheery youth bandaged. in
bed, with a nurse installed, and. wera
not allowed fo stay long. In a very
seripus mood they went down to  the
garden. Maulpverer was not in oy
danger, but be was in a painful state,
and was likely to be on tho sick list
for some little time. Proud of their
comrade as they wera, the juniora
could not help feeling: worried  about
him. Oddly enough, Billy Bunter's faca
was the longest of all. e Owl of the
Remove seemed to be plunged in the
dopths of woe. Bunter had not spoken
a word at lunch, which was very un-
usuzl; and when he joined the juniors
in the garden, his fat face was length-
ened o an extraordinary extent,

“1 say, you fellows, it's rolten!” he
said, -or rather groanod,

“Rotlen enough!" agreed Bob, rather
surprieed to see Bunter in euch a stato
of concern. Ho suppozed that it waa
on Mauleverer's account; and Bunter
roso a little in hiy estimation. It was
not custornary for the Owl of the

move to feel go deeply the t
tl;-‘}ﬂn::them. ecply the troubles

“The rottenfulness is
csteemed Bunter!™
Rim_ﬂingh. :

JBickening, you know,” said Bunter
hisrnally. =

And he sighed des

“Well, it's not eo
have beon,™

{ﬂftinglfd

-I'I:Imbt it:?]-p E-‘ h‘t d . ]
Bia' 0 ki B oo fumten,

: terrifie, my
goaid Hurree Jamset

I¥.
) Eﬂ.d a3 it might
na:!d_Fr.m‘k Htlgr;_ant clgm-

: S
you make that out,
LL

all, it's jolly lucky Matly got ou
it w's jolly lucky Mauly got out
Who'a ahout

“Mauly!
I‘-‘Im]l?!‘ ;-r -

“Eh? I thought you weore.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” sgid Bunter
,‘!EE\"EEII]’;‘J th"I’vi_-:: got :humntliing Inore
1mportan an that to think about™

5 Zot silly owl1” il
r s Mugent—"=

“Wﬁil, what's worrying you, old fut
man ¥ asked Bob herry . gdod.
naturedly. " Anything gone wrong at
Magie Films "

Billy Bunter opened his lips—and
a:-,h:nacznclr them again.  Ever since Sim-
mons' boot had assisted his departure
from BMagic Films, the - Owl of the
Romove had heen in a worried frame of
mind. He was greatly in need of mém-

53
On

talking

athy and advice, and longed to con

Ha woes to sympathetic hearers,
the other hand, he had a natural disin-
clination to owning up that his Glm
engagement was a thing of the past—
that the glory had departed from the

house of Bunter, go to epeak,
Between the desire to pour out his
woes, and his desire to keep up his

swank as the only Greyfriars fellow who
had booked 8 movie post, Bunter was
in a troubled frame of mind.

Tha Jjuniors regarded him curioualy.
Bunter's Eugng&mant at Magio Films
had surprised and mystified them, The
ending of that cngagement would not
have surprised them.”

“Order of the boot?” asked the
Bounder, with a grin,

“Oh, really, Smithy—="

- "Ts that it, old fat man?" agked Bob.
“Well, nover mind. vou've on
able t¢ bag one engagement, you'll be

able to bag another.
Bunter doubted that. He was oot
likaly to i

bhavo agnin at his command
the peculiar means by which had
bagged that engapgement at
Films.

“While there is propostaraus lifs,
there is ridienlous hope,". said Hurreo

Megic

Jamset Ram Siogh.
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“I'm nat gfirprised it's oVer,” re-
marked the Bounder, **What beats me
i3, how it started.”

“Nothing of the kind,” said Bunter
hastily. That remark from Smithy
settled tho matter in his mind, He was
not going to own up that he had been
“fred " from Magio Films, “The—tho
{act 18—

“Well, what's the jolly old faet?”
asked Bob. "It ecoms to be worrying
you a lot, whatever it is."

“0Oh, not at all}"' exclaimed Bunter.
“I—I—Fm fesling no end jolly
Awfully bucked, in fact.”

“You look it!” commented the
Bounder, with sarcasm.

Bunter ourled a fat lip,

“Jealousy, as usual,” heo encerad.
“The fact 13, ¥vo been offered a long
cngagement—n specially good thing.”

*“That's why you're. looking so joy-
ful!” grinned the Bounder.

* Exactly.”

“Ha, ha, hal” \

“Oh, really, you fellows! 1 think
you nmight show a fellow a little sym-
pathy, after all I've dome for you."

“Sympathy, becausd you've been
offered a specially good thing1” ejacu-
lated Bob.

“Yos—I mean no—af—of gourse not!
I--]1 mean—" stammered Bunter.

“Well, whot do Jou meain 7

‘! No-n-nothing ]

“We'll hand oud you like,
old fat bean," said “But is it to
be sympathy or congratulations? You've
only to say which,” =

“ Ha, ha, hat”

“Yah 1" retorted Bunter; and, with-
out eaying which, he rolled away, lcav-
ing Harry Wharton & Co. staring.

anytli

e ——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

More Boot for Bunter !

YRON POLE strolled raatleaslg
M about tho  orange-shaded,
Hower-scented gardens of his
handsome bungalow on the
Lill above Hollywood. i

Hisz hands wore driven desp into lus
pmketﬁ and_a dark frown knitied the
brow of the Perfection star.

The handsomest man in Hollywood,
gonerally so extremely well satisfied
with himself, was in an unenviable
frame of mind.

The eceno in the studio haunted him.

aulevarcr—a mera lboy, and
ono of the Fﬂrh:'f for whom he nourighed
& deep dislike—had rushed into smoke
end flames, to rescue the movie girl;
while Myron Polk, the dashing sheikh
of the cinema, had fled like a poltroon.
It was s memory that burned 1o his
mind, and brought the hot flush of
shame to his cheek when he thought of
it, and he could not help thinking of it.

To do Polk justico, it was not base
cowardice that bod driven him to act
g3 he had done. He probsbly had as
much courage in the ordinary way as
the average man. Ha himself,
again and agein, that bad he been an
ordinery man, in ordinary ciroum-
gtances, he would have dared the
. danger, as the schoolboy had done. It
was, firet and foremost, becaunse he was
the handsomest man in Hollywood,
becauvse his face was his fortune, that he
had fled from the peril that a mere
?c}:walhw had faced with intrepid reso-
utign.

He could not afford to spoil his good
locks, One lck of Bame aocross his
handeame face might have ruined him.

o shuddored at tho thought of what.

might have looked lika had he
lunged into the fire as Mauleverer had
one. He was shamed to the very

marrow of his bones by the memory of
hia conduct, yet he knew that, in
similar circumstances, he would have
acted in & simtlar manmer. He told
himself, and believed, that it was not
fear—not comimon fear. But not to
savo all Los Apgeles from s gulf of
fire would ha have marred the hand-
some face that was famous on the
films. His motive was not 8o b&aﬂlﬂﬂ-
cowardice, but he could not help feeling
himself that it was more ridieclous.

From self-contempt mnothing could
gave him, and that was bitter enough
to the conceited film star, and atill more
bitter was the knowlodge that he might
not be able to avoid the contempt of
others. He bad slready learned b
telephone that Mauleverer had escape

alive from the fire, after saving the
movie girl. Maunleverer knew—eould
not fail to know—that Polk had

deserted him in tho hour of need. No
doubt he had told his friends already—
told everyone who would listen.

Polk writhed at the thought.

To be proclaimed a coward, & man
who had fled end left a woman in
deadly danger—it was overwhelmmy.
Tt might mean his ruin on the films—

.'I.'l-hli-lrl-IIIIIl IilllI_l‘l"lllllliﬂliﬂllll'--I!

THE FOLLOWING LIMERICK

EARNS FOR ITS AUTHOR

A HANDY LEATHER
POCKET-WALLET!

According to varns spread about

A grizzled old sportsman 1s Prout,

But his famous repcater,

Like a leaky gas-meter,

Goes off without warning or shout,
A %{m‘:kct wallet has been awarded

to: W. Davies, " Spring Cottage,”’

Vicarage Hill, Johnstown, Wrex-
am.

Now, you buddin ts
: what about ﬁ."!m i

Fiidrirsiassisangnanssnnnssss inErneataarengns |

the dashing, gallant sheikh of the
movies HAeemg from danger that a
schoolboy had faced. The “Lord of the
Detart " was more likely to excite con-
tempt than the usual admiration when
the movie public knew what the
“sheikh ™ had done in real life. And
if hia true motiv terror of having
hiz handsome face marred—sheould be
penetrated, laughter would be added to
BCOTTL

It did not occur to Polk that
Meuleverer had uttered no word con-
ccrning him,  He judged othors hy
himself, and he knew E{:-w he would
have acted in Mauleverer's place.

He strode restlessly sbout the bright
gardens, the most miserable and tor-
mented man in California.

In that ha
righted & fat higure ent_erin% at his gato,
His eyes gleamed st Billy Bunter,

Tha Owl of the Remove spotted him
in the distance, and rolled along s
garden path towards him.

Bunter had made up his mind to call
on M%'mn Folk, and call him to order.
Polk had dared to turn him down, and
it was Bunter's idea to force the Perfec-
tion star to take him up again. Bunter's
obtuse mind did not realise that Polk
would not have ventured to turn him
down had not his hold over the star
been broken. He had not even sur-
mised that the “thug ¥ Gomoez was no

MRS TR AN RN RN N AN T r R P e TR R R
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egs frame of mind he D

1 'l' . -
longer hidden at the bungalow on the
hill, but had left for 8 OWIT,

“What do you want?”

Polg snaned qut the words,

Ho was almost glad to seo DBunter,
He wanted some object upon which ta
Ee;aak the bitter rage shat consumed

1o, 3

Bunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles. e i

" I've peen chucked at Magie Filmg,'
ho answered

" Weilt" snarled Polk. .

“Well, it joikly well won’t do!” eaid

Bunter. " Old Honk gave ma an en-
gageent. It was scarcely worth my
acceptance, but 1 accepted it. Now
he's hred me, as he calls it. That

means shal you've turned me down,
Well, I jolly well tell vou that it won's
du IH

Polk gazed at him. ;

“You've got that man Gonlez lnddenfl
here,” said Bunter. “No business o
mine, vo long as yom do the decent
thing. That hooligan is ‘wanted by the
police. Youd ger into a jolly lot of
trouble if they knew you wera hidi
him. I'm not the fellaw to tell tales,
course. But one good turn deserves
another.™

Bunter wugged a fat finger ab the
Perfection star .

“Now what are you going to do?"
ho demanded “Put it right with
Honk, and Euu'll find ma friendly,
Otherwisp— .

“Otherwieo ! asked Polk grimly.

“Otherwize,” said Bunter, “1 shall
have to cousider whether it isn't my
duty to give you away. Hiding a man
who's wanted by the police is rather
a serious thing, you know, I fancy you
don't want aﬁ !{ﬂ”?wﬂ-ﬁd to knoiw that
you hired that man Gomez to heat up
Coker, and hid him in your houss after-
I?:urdu while the bobbies wore hunbing

im."

“¥You funcy that Gomez is herei™
asked Polk.

Bunter stared.

“Oh, chuck it 1" he said. "1 jolly well
saw him here! And Lbat's why you
got Honk <0 take me onl What's tho
good of grmmon §* ]

“You may g']O to the police at Los
Angeles, and tell them your story,” sard
Polk. *“They are welcome to search
my house and grounda, if they choose.
And-1 will take the risk of their finding
the thug from Bpanizh Town hiding
hare,”

“0Oh1” gasped Dunter,

The ohtuse Qw! of the Hemove begen
to understand.

“ He—he—he's gone?” ho ejaculated.

Polk smiled faintly, .

“You—you sent him awey befora you
turned on me!” exclaimed Bunter,
“Well, of all the rotten trickg—""

“"Have you finished ¥ neked FPolk,

“I—I can jolly well tell them that he
wae here, anyhow ! exclaimed Bunter

d ately.

E‘Eﬁ m,x emiled Polk. *If you make
any defamatory ststementa concerning
ma, I shall sew that
rasecutod
“0h! stuttercd Bunter.

It “was borne in upon Bunter's fat
mind at last that his hold on the Per-
fection star wae emtirely gone. His
statement that he had seen the * thug ™
at the bungalow was not likely to-be
believed. when Polk was ready to wel-
eome a search. Ho would have to ex-
plain why he had not made that state-
ment earbier. )

“Hold !” mumbled Bumnter. ct

“Quita 1” gaid Polk, “ And mow Fou
can haatlit! And 1 will gﬂi I’lfuu' you
unscrupulous young scoundrel . -

TEE MAGKRET f.mmn;f.w}m. 1,700,
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hands off " wyelled

“Here,
DBuntar,

It was, however, a case of -"hands
on.” Polk graspe& the Owl of the Re-
move by the collar, and swung ‘ him
round, .

Bunter yolled as the- Perfection -star's
boot was planted on him. For. the
third time that day Billy Buater few
bofore a hef!._r kick. : :

“Yaroooh!™ - > k-

The fat junior fed for the gate.
After him strode Polk, still kicking.
Bunter was dribbled along the pat
to the gate, letting out a yell at every

step,
“p'.'l."clw! Ow! Wow! Wow! Help!
“Police | Yoooop!” roared

L =say,

Fira!
Bunter. ]
. Thud, thud, thud! came the crashing
boot behind bim. :
A last hofty kick hurled him headlon

through the gateway, and he rolle
outaide, : -

"“}"FWI Ow! Yooop! Oh, crikey!
wlt

Bunter st up -quite dizzily.

Polk was striding out after him,
Bunter did not wait. There were many
oceasions when the {at junior did not
know that he had had enough. But
this wps not one of them. ©On this
ocoasion Buncer realised with the ut-
most elearness that he had had enough.

He picked himeelf up, and fled down
the hill st top spced. Panting and
puffing and blowing, the fat junior van-
1ished down the steep road. Polk scow-
ling after him from the gate.

Billy Buater had not got what he
expectod by that visit to the bungalow
on the hill. Bat he had gotiwbat ho
dezerved. ' :

From that circumstance Buntor de-
rived no conanlation whatever. Tt was
a doleful and diamal Bunter that rolled
back to Long Beach DBoardine-House.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
And More!

11 ALLO' Hallo! Hallal”
3

“What's the matter with
: “ Bunter rF
“Practicing the Charleston
movie stunt, perhaps.®
“Ha. ha, ha "

for a

(L] ]
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Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at
Bunter az by came in at the guieway
at Long Beach Boarding-House. Bunter
wriggled rather than walked his way up
the garden. - Coker's kick, and Sim-
mons' ‘kick bad been mere pleasantries,
compared with the kicking he had re-
ceivod from Myron Polk. Bunter was
gore. He was feeling deeply hurt. He
Charlestoned up the garden path under
the astonished oyes ug the Famous Five,

“I say, you fellows!” he gasped.

“What on earth’s the matier ¥ asked
Harry Wharton.

“Yow! Owow!” groaned Buntor.
* W hooh—ooh—ooop 1"

¥Is that Esperanto or Dutch 1"

- “Ha, ha, hal” : :

“Beasts! . I'm bhurt!” groaned. Bun-
tar, *“I'vo been kicked! - I zay, you
fellows, that beast, Polk— Yowl
Owe—ow "

“You've been to séo Polk?” asked
HMEH. = v 9 - a4, " 4
{}“ lg;.vi Yes! Wow! Ho kicked mol

w !

"I darg say it served you right,” said
Johnay Ball, PR Wl

. " Beast 17 s
“But what is tho esteemed whyful-
neza ™ asked Hurree Jamset Ham

Bingh., “Why did the ridiculous Polk
bestow the estecmed kickfulness upon
your ludicrous sslfi"

“The awlul cad!” groaned DBunter.
“I say, vou fellows, something ought to
be done about that rotter. He's tufned
me down. I say, think it's any good
going to tho police now "

* Assault and battery ?” asked Harry,
laughing. ~ “Well, that depends. 1
don’t _think Mr. Fish sould like ‘you to
bring an action qga_fin.@t._ his star.”
4 Blow Mres FishT T don't mean that!
I mean it's against the law for Polk to
hide-that man, (Gomez, away from the
police at his bungalow, ain’t it?"

The Famous Five jumped.

“I should jolly well say so!™ ox-
claimed Harey, *If the man's fhere,
it's proof mmugh that Polk set him on
Coker. If that's true Polk will e made
to answer for ib. Iish or no Fish!”

“But 1z it true? said the Bounder.
#The truthfulness of the esteomed
Bunter is not generally terrifie” |

1 eay, you fcllows, I'?saw him there !
hooted Bunter : :

“ When?” demanded Wharton,

“Three or four days ago. The beast
has got him away now, so there’s no
evidence," groaned Bunter. “That's
why he kicked me out. I say, vau fel.
lows, do you think the police would
teke my word? f course, that une
serupulous rotter would deny it. He's
bad- all through.” :

“Let's have 1t clear,” said Harry.
“If you saw (GGomez there three or four
days ago, why didn’t you mention it
at the time?” i

“Well, you—ybu—you see—" stam-
mered Bunter. #

“Gammon !" said the Bounder.

“0h, really, 8mithy—" -

“Well, expliin yourself, vou fat ass!”
exclaimed Wharton impatiently., “Tf
vou spotted. that villain hiding at
Polk's bungalow, it was your duty to
mfu;r::l the police at ones. Why didn't
FD'“ _’- : e )

- Well, you seo, T—I thought that one
pood dtﬁ'n tdesen’i_z-dl mmther.‘]’] stam-
mere unter. *“T—I was willi
be friends with Poll.” - g o

“My hat! BMean to say vou let him

wequare you to keep it dark?” roared

Bihwﬂherw;".' fust
unno!”  gasped Bunter hastily,
“Nothing of the kind! hopa vou
fellows don't think T'd descend to that.
I got into Mapic Films purcly on my
- merits.- T've told you =o.” :

“Magic Filmal” «cgpeated Harry.
“Do you mean that it was through
Polk that youn
Magico Filmai” : :

“That was it!" roared the Dounder.
“Polk worked 1t for him to keep hia
mouth shut while that hooligan was
hding at his place! Now the man's
gﬂ:ﬁ; Bugtor's sacked and- kicked
i :

“Oh, my hat!”
wre Laint  that!”  howled Bunter

Nothing of the kind! I—I lot Polk
off ' becausp—because—well, - one  good
turn deserves anothor, you Lnow!™”
% And what good turn did Polk do
you?" demanded Bob. -

“0Oh, nothing!™

“ You fat prevaricator—"

i‘gt’a alﬁ nlmﬁ now,’ said Wharton,
“That's how “Bunter got tha job st
Magies Films—Polk’ put in o wdrd for
him; a wdrd from Polk would Lo
enough, I suppose Gomes was really
hidden there, and Bunter spied it out,
and Polk wanted to keep him. quiot,
You fat villnin——"

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“Nobody will believe & word of it
now,” enid Harry, *““The word of a
blackmailer isn't likely to be taken—
and -that’s what it amounts to, though
1 suppose that fat idiot hasn't sense
enough to understand it!" :

“Nothing of the sort!” hooted Bun-
ter, “I—I got the engdgement at Magie
Films on my mefits.  As soon as Hoenk
saw me he fairly shouted out: * Here's
the shieikh I want! This is the man for
my Valentino stunts!” Just like that!™

‘¥ou: fat rascal, end why have you
been "kicked out of Magic Films?"..

"I—1 haven't!” gasped Bunter,

“Are you going there as ususl_ to-
morrow @’ grinned the Bounder.,

“1—1—" Bunter sgtutterad. Tho
morrow morping would prove that his
visits to Magic Films were at an’ end.
“The—the fact is, I—I've given them
the chuck. I don't like Honk's man-
nars, and that man Wooster is o low
gsort of rotter. I've found that there
reallyisn't scope at Magie Films for »
fellow of my abilitics. I—I've chucked
ﬂ']'lﬁﬂl” ..

“Pile 1t on!” said Vornon-Bmith.

“0h, really, you-fellows! I hope youn
ean take my word.” . P

“Great pip!"

“But that beast Polk ought
punished, vou know,* aaig Buntor,
“Turping @ fellow down, when I
trusted ~ him! ' Of ocourse, I thought
Gomez was £kill thore—I mean——"

0f all the fat rascals——"
Johnny Bull. ' )

“Oh, really, Bull! Look here, vou
follows, that beast -Polk has Licked
me!” howled Bunter. “Ho ought to be
srrested for hiding that ruffian Gomez.
You fellows come with me to the pelice
station. You can all swesr that yonu
were with me when I saw Gomes
there—=" .

“ What ?" shricked Wharton.

“Beel!"” exclaimed Bunter oaperly.
“That will be five witnessed—pye-wils
nesses, you koow—=>" -

“But we weren't with you, and nover
saw Gomez therel” roared Bob.

“T wish you wouldn't keep om
wn.ndaring;ll from the point!” gaid Bun-
tor peevishly. “ You fellows nover can
keap to the pointl”

“Oh, my only hat!” gasped Wharton,
“(Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows!™
gaid Bob Cherry. *“Polk Has kicked
Bunter! I think somcthing ought to ba
done——" '
“That’s it!” eaid Bunter. L

TAnd what I think sught to be done

got an engagement at

to ba

zaid



~ EVERY
SATURDAY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE

is this—that we ought to kick Bunter,
tool” continued BHaob,

“Eh?" ejaculated PBunter,

“ Hear, near!”

“The kickfulness is the proper caper!”
“Turn round, Bunter!l’

“You silly chumps!” yelled Bunter.
“1 tell you— o, leggol Keep
off | Yoarcoogh! ©Ch, my hat! Help!
Yoooaop!™

William George Bunter made a ruszh
to escape. The Famous Five made a
rush after him. Whatever they might
think of the Perfection Star and his
shady proceedings, there was no doubs
in their minds on one pomt—that
Bunter had doserved the kicking he had
veeeived from Polk, and deserved to
receive another from themselves.

It was often a matter of complaint
with Wilham George Bunter that ho
did not ge. his true deserts, On this
occasion ho got them; though he did
noy seem gratified thereby

How many kicke be capiured belore
he bolted into the house he did pot
gtop to count. But the number was

wite ZEuerous. In hiz far carcer at
E‘weyirmra Bunter had often  been
kicked—it was no ugvelty to im. But
really he seemind to be baggmg moro
kicks 1n one day at Hollywood than he
WA amummefl to hag in a whele
term at Ureyiriars.

He cscaped at last into Long Beach
Boarding-House, bolted up the stairs,
and locked the door of hie room,

Mot till the key had turned in tho
lock did the Uwf of the Remove eit
down—breathless And then he re-
momped sitting down about a millionth
part of a second, leaping to his feat
agein as if moved h‘L a spring. It was
quite & long tume hefore Bunter wes
abla to it down with any comfort,

- e -

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Polk Asks For It!

ORD MAULEVERER waa on the
l sick list the following day—un-
willingly remaining 1n  bed

under the doctor’s orders.

He found a little entertainment in sit-
ting up i bed and reading the Los
Angeles papers, which were full of the
fire on the Perfection lot, and the rescuo
of. the movie girl by Mauly. ]

Such headings as * Pertection Peer’s
Romantic Rescuel” and * Daring Duke
Nefias Danger!”™ snd  *“ Viecount's
Vonturesome Velour!”  brought a
cheery grin to Mauly’s bandaged face.

The reports were written up in quite
the best style of American reporters.
alliterative headings, startling details,
and o happy disregard for anything like
AOCUTACY.

Mauleverer was assigned to necarly
every grade in the peerage in the dif-
ferent pwf!l!ﬂ:; perhaps partly for the
pake of alliteration, dear to the heart
of the American newspaper-man. In
ono account ha was a valorous viscount ;
in another a bold baron; in ancthor o
daring duke; in still  another a
courageous count The newspaper-men,
whils at wvariance about his rank and
title, agreed unanimously and allitera-
tivel ﬁxm he was the Hero of Holly-
W |

The descriptions of the rescuo varied.
One account represented Maouleverer” as
bearing the movie girl from the flame
on his shoulders; in another, ha _!eap-ec?
from a window with Leonora in bhis
arma: in a third, be bore her down a
ladder; in & fourth, he dezcended by a
rope from a roof, But all agreed that
ba was the Hero of Hollywood.
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““ You want to see an oculist, Mauoly, if you think Miss Jooce’s hair Is auburn,™

seld Nugent.
Mauleverer.

the girl leaning against the palm tree over there !’

His ape was variously given from
fifteen to thirty-five; and ons newspaper
even announced & “ Movie Romance "'—
nothing less than the engagement of tho
Dering Duke to the Lovely Leonora.

Harry Wharton & Co. perused these
thrilling accounta with great entertain-
ment.  American journalism had sur-
prised them when they first arrived in
tha United States; hut they were grow-
ing used to it by this time. But they
pasped a little when they read that tho
Duke of Manlaverer had long been
sceretly engamed to the Lovely Leonora,
and, to elude the prohibition of hia
proud guardions had become a film
actor at Hollyweod, abandoning rank
and title for & career on the movies,
Detaila of his sporting eareor at Oxford
werg given. where, it appearad, he had
made a century in a Rugby mateh,
rowed in the Boat Race on the Cam
and acored a record in gozls at ﬂﬂverai
cricket matches.

In another paper, however, the re-
porter had evidently learnced that Maule-
verer was a schoolboy, apd that bia

school was Groyfrars; for this journalk

ave & deseription of Greyfriars, where
gw boys were clad in the meonkish garb
of ofden times—unchenged, zs the ro-
portor stated, since the reign of Henry
the Tenth. : _

The juniors had plenty of time to

“It's nearly as black as ink 1%
* Who's talking about Miss Jooce, you ass ? 1 mean Leonora—

** Miss Jooce P repeated
{See Chapler 5.)

cnjoy this thrilhng fiterature, as there
was no work to be done at Perfection
that day. .

Porfection wasz in the hands of work-
men, ropairing the damage done by
the fre.

Probably the person who perused the
nowapapers moat esgerly was Myvon
Palk, in hiz bungzalow on the hill.

He waz not interested in the Hero
of Hollywood. he dreaded to And hia
own namo thero, as that of the man
who hed fled from danger

But nothing of tho kind met his eyer.,

Mauleverer, evidently, had eaid
pothing so far of his inglorious part in
the exciting cpisode.

Aware that Mauleverer had been in-
jured, Polk concluded that he was nob
vot sufficiently recovered to speak; and
zo thers was still tima to save tho situn-
tion if he conld see Mauleverer snd
induce him to keep silent.

Early in the afternoon Harry .Whar-
ton & Co. were surprised to sco the
Parfection star's purple nuto halt outside
Long Beach Bonrding-EHouse.

The juniors wera in the piszza after
lnnch when the suto rame racing down
E:tpmt ﬁnulzevmrd and jarred to a hald

ore the housde.
That’s Polk!™

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!
¢xclaimed Bob Cherry.
Tre Maoxer Lipeany, —No. 1,100,
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“What the thump does he want
here?” growléd Coker,

The Ferfection stur came up the path
to the house s

“1 say, you fellows, yoa might clear

off " said Billy Bunter. *Polk's coms
io see me. Leave us alone here, will
you?” SR

“ Fathead 1"

Billy bunter blinked hopofully at the
Perfection star as he came up He was
auite willing to forget and forgive the
kicking if Myron Polk was going to be
irimtdF:.iu

But Myron Polk wasn't! e took no
heed of the Owl of the Remove., Evi-
dontly he hod not come to ses Bunter.

“T'vo called to ask about Mauleverer,”
maid Polk, addressing Harry Wharton.
“1 hear he's besn injured.”

“0Oh! said Harry, in surprise. “Yes,
L was burned a iittle; but he's petfing
on pretty well, No danger.”

“The painfulness is great, but the
soriousness of the esteemed damage is
not terrifie,” said Hurree Jamsot Ram
Singh.

Polk stared at the nabob for a
momant. Then he addressed the captain
of the Hemove again.

“1 suppose I can see hum®"' .

“T supposa so, if vou wonl lo” sid
Harry. quite astonished by the Perfeo-
Ijﬁg star's concarn.  “ I'll ask him if yon
ik LI:I

“Thank you "

Wharton went np to Maulaverer's
room. His lordship gave him & cheery
grin and laid down the “Los Angeles
Film Ledger.,” 1In that paper was &
photograph of the Lovely Lecnora—in
which Mauly had been much interested.

“Poll’s ealled to inguire after vou,
Manly,! zaid Wharton.

SBegad!  That's jolly
himi{*

“He wants to see von™ _

“Doos he? Wall, there's no clarge;
Ict him trickle in.”

B0 the Porfectton star was conducted
to Manlv's room., where Wharton left
him with the nohla invalid.

Polk glanced at the bandaged face of
tha schoolboy carl;

., *Not badly burned. I hope?” ke
asked awkwardly. :

T"Not at all™ anewered Mauleverer
cheerfully. “The inlly old doe infists
E:r_n ry stayin' in bed—just an ides of

H!

“Wot a permanent disficurcmment 3
asked Polk. He was thinkihg of what
miccht have happened to his own hand-
some faca.

“Hegad! T hape not! said Maule-
TArG “Hadn't fhnugh[: abhout that.
Ouolv a hurn or twe,™

“I—1 guess you've told your friends
all about what hanmened in the studio
yoesterdav?™ said Polk, Gushing.

ﬂ?ﬂusril‘

0h " gasped Polk. :

*Thera wasn't much to el said
Maulaverer. :

“OL " =aid Polk amain,
abont—ahont me-—>"

"You?" apid Mauwleverer, in surprise.

Polie aved him. sazled and uneasy,
ITa econld not vnderstand Mauleverer's
aminhle J,alihmmaa towards the man who
had Red and  deserted him in  the
moment of peril. :

“Took here.” he said in a low voles,
®if von haven't menfioned mo——"

“T haven't, that T rememhber.”

Poll Arew g breath of rolicf. There
waa &Fill time!

“Well, the least zaid the soonest
reended,”” he mutterad. “There's no
nead to talk about it. You get me?”

Mot quite!' said the astonished

fTue Magyer Liamary.—No. 1,100.
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“1=I mecan

Mauleverer., *What do
exactiy, dr. Polky”

Polk made an impatient movement.

“1 mean I'd rather the matter wasn't
talked asbout. I'd have helped youif 1
could. Talk ou the subject might do
me & lot of harm. Look here, you know
what 1oy position 8 in the movie world.
A word trom me wili make a man in
the studios. You're a begiuner here,
and it will be useful to you to have a
friend in the camp. Keep your mouih
shut, and you ceu rely on me all along
the line™

Mﬁulemrer gazed at him.

“ Keep mouth shutf” he repeated.
a "?ﬂsl"mgnappad Polk. *1 lost my
head for the minute; any man might
have dona the sama. That's all thers is
to 1it. But i#f it"s talked about, thero
arc people who would make & mountain
ont of & molehill. 1 haven’t got to the
top of the tree in the movies without
making enemies. I want nothing saud
about it; and a2 you've said nothing so
far, all you've got 1o do is to keep your
mouwth shut. And you can rely on ml';'

friendsh useful thing 1n Hollywoou
I can m!i dymt." e d

“Oh gad " said Mauleverer.

He understood pow.

“Let's have this elear,” he said very
gquietly. * You're afraid that somethin’
mey come out, Mr. Polk. 1 fancy I see
what it is. You cleared off to save your
skin, instead of helpin’ me to get Miss
[.a Rivietre vu* of the fire.™

Polk erimsoned.

“It—it might be put like that,”" ho
muttered. I guess I'd rather there
wasn't any talk on the subject.”

“There won't be any talk on the sub-
jeot from me,” said Lord Mauleverer
contemptoously, I wouldn't soil my
tonmue by talkin® about & coward.”

The Perfection stur winced.

“1 never even knew that you
funked it,” went on Mnanleverer.

“What? gasped Polk.

““As you didn't back me up I sup-
posed you hadn't been able &0 get
throngh the smaoke.”

“0Oh 1" stemmered Polk,

“I'd never have supposed that any
man would have run away, lsavin® a
woman scraamin® for help in a burnin’
buildin'. Why., you rolter,"” exclaimed
Mauleverer imdipgnantly, it was touch
and go! WMias lg.:n Riviers might have
been kitled. T thought yow'd tried to
follow me and failed. OF course I
thought sol ['d be ashamed fo suspeet
a man of funkin’ at such a fime. And
you tell me—"

Polk could have bitten off hia tonguo
—if that would have heen of any ure.

“¥You needn't be afrard that T shall
sey anythin',*’ said Lord Mauleverer.
M Only pleaze got out; you make me
rathoar gick 1

The Perfection star clenched his hands
hard. He gave Mauleverer a black,
bitfer look, and left the room without
another word. Lord Mauleverer's assur-
ance that he would say nothing was
comforting so far ss it went. But the
knowledee that he had given himself
away filled the Perfoction star with
bitter rege and chagrin.

Hiz black looks as he strode back 1o
his auto drew the glances of all the
Greviriars fellows on him.

“Polk daesn’ =cem  pleased,™
marked Pobh Cherry.

“The pleasafulness does not seem o
Lo terrific.'’ said Hurree Jamset Ram

Bingh. “The ecdeomed Polk has his
excellent back up.”

The Famons Five leoked in at Maule-
vercr's room a little later  His lordship
hagtily closod the newspaper that con-
tained toe pilcture of the lovely
Leonors.

You meln

Ta-

had

“Had a viice littlo talk with Polki”
asked Hpb,
13 {}h l ?au‘l_ o
" He looked like & demon in a panto
mime when he cleared,” said Nugent,
: Did bo?" murmured his lordship.
It wos rather decent of him to call
II‘EIL% inquire after you, old bean,' eaid

“Was it T
“Well, yos, rather, ss we'ra not on
friendly torms with him,” said Bob, in
surprise. “ Don't you think so, Mauly ™
Hia lordship made no reply.
You seem to have offended his high

uﬂﬂ:;:?t-inass, anybow,"” remarked Jolnny
K.

:gaagpu
ou weren't uneivil to him, surcly 1V
exclaimed Boh. ¥
[ %ﬂ?is.'?
“Well, my hat! What did vou ra
him for ?" demended Bob. . ’
“0h. nothin’.” ;
Which was rather mveterious, but it
was all that Lord Mauleverer had to
sa¥ on the subject.

—— g

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Another Hero of Hollywood |

£ QOK 1" gasped Coker.

E Coker fairly jumped.

FPotter and Gresne glanced
round, apparently &D
startled s Coker was.

The three Fifth-Formers of Groyfriars
wora strolling by & path over tho
Baverly Hills near Los Angeles.

Work at the Perfection Studic had
ceased, for the time, as a result of the
fire. Mr. Hiram K. Fish and Mr.
Schootz wero making arrangements for
the company to go “on location * some-
where on the shore of the Pacific, and
until these arrangements were concluded
the Greyiviars fallows had time to kill.

Sauntering on the paths in the Beverly
Hilla und&: the brizht sunshine of
Southern lifornia, ker was laying
down the law to his comrades in his
usual style,.and Potter and Greene were
privately considering whother they
could stand it till tea-time. They
wanted to, becnuse Unker. as usual, was
going to stand the tea. But they were
begining to fecl doubtin!l whether they
could stand Coler.

ker interrupted himself suddeniy.
Ho stood and stared at a startling scene
in & meadow adipining the road. From
a grove of orangetrees a bungalow
iooked out—one of the innumerabio
fairv-like rosidences dotted on the hilla
rounid Hollywood., That that bungalow
belonged to Mr., 8chootz. director of
Porfection, Coker of course did not
know. A fellow could not know every-
thing What startied Coker was the
sight of the three villainousdooking
bandits emerging from the orange-trees,
armad bo the teeth.

That bandits had cnce roamed in the
woods and hillz round Tz Angeles was
well known, Many Mexionnz had taken
that methnd of retalintion on their
conquerors, after the country was seiped
by the U'nited States. But those davas
were long past—eertainly the last of the
banditz had dimavneared lone hefore
Coker's time. So he was naturally sue-
prissd to =, an armed wang in en
davhight—Mezicans in gaudy sashes,
and sombreros, with knives aand pistols
atuak in their sazhes. Pat that was not
the worst From the hunealow garden
a zirl came running, with anburn haire
wildle streaming., evidently fleeing to
esrape.  Cioker's amarsed oye:s reoog-
nispd Leonora. the movie eirl whem
Mau:overer had saved from the fire.
Hie eyos almost started from his head

ot
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as he saw the ee desperate-looking
bandits ruzh on her and zeize her.

The girl struggled wildly io their
%msp. Her screanms reached the three

ifth-Formers looking over the [enco
isto the meadaow.

" onl" pamted Coker.

“Ih, what 1" asked Greens.

“Come onl Back me uwp ¥’ reared
{'oker, sorambling over the fence.

“Hold an 1 yelled Potter.

“Funk V" bhooted Coker. “Are you
alraid of their kpoives? I'm jolly well
not! Come em " .

“ Stop, you dummy |” howled Greene,

Horaco Colker was not likely to stop.

The sight of the girl struggling and
screaming  in the rasp  of i
dezperadoess was more than enongh for
bim. Coker might mot have been
generously treated by mature in the
matter of brains, but no one had ever
doubted his pluck., Polter and Grecna
might hang back if they liked from
ruffiana armod with knives and pistola;
not so Coker. He rolled over the fence
pitched into the grass, picked himsel
u;:\. and raced broathlessly for the scenu
of nction.

Potter and Greene did not follow.

Whether it was from fear of the
kunives and pistols, or from sompe other
motive, they ramained where thay were,
staring after Coker.

“Mv hat | said Potter.

“Mv dearest aunt ! said Greene.

And they stared.

Alone. but fearless, Horace Coker
rushed into the fray. If he succeeded in
rescuing the movie girl, he would be
ahle to say. like Coriolanus, * Alone 1
did it There was no help for him.

B

From the vurange-irees somenody
showted to Coker, na he rushed up, ro
“heat it.” He did not heed; ne bardly
heard. :

With a rush, he came oo the spot
where Lesnora struggled and screamned
in the grasp gf the bandits. The threo
black-bearded, ferocious roffians ware
dragging the screampg girl owards the
grove, in spite of her wild cries and
frantic resistance. .

Lieonora’s resistance counted for
nothing against the bandits, but Cokex
was 4 different proposition..

Ho hurled himzelf on the ruffians,
reckless of deadly weapons and ferocious
faces, with the cournge of & lion,

Crash: Bump! Bump! .

Tho attack scemed to take the bandits
by surprise. Obviously, they had not
expected interruption, although they
warn carrying out their lawless proceed-
ings in full sight of roads and lanes and
the windows of half a dozen scattered
buildings. Ope bandit received Coker’s
right on the side of the jaw, end volled
over on the ground, roaring; anothor

t Itis left in the eve, and collapsed in
tho grass as if a mle had kicked him.
The third released Leonora and jumped
away, but, to Coker's surprise, even at
that thrilling moment, be did not draw
a waapon. He dodged.

Leonora. suddenly released by tho
bandits, foll to the ground. She sat up
and stared at Caoker.

“You sooundrels!™ roared Coler.
“Villains! Come on! I'! smash you!?!
Mv hat! Come on, vou rotters|®

‘The bandits did not come on.
Armed to the teeth as thev wore, they
seemed prepared to let their single

* gyeing Coker a3

— il

assailant get away with it, =0 to speak.

One sat on the graes pursing his jaw,
another sat and clazped both hands over
his eye, hoth groaning deeply. The
third was backing away 1o great alorny,

1 mi:u miight bave eyed a
wild bull or a dangerous lunatic.

Somehbody in the orange-trees was
velling  furiously — another of the
desperate gang, Coker supposed.

sadless of odde as he was, Coker felk
that there was no time to waste, Hoe
was ready to eocounter all the Dandita
in California—if any—in defence of
Leauty 1o distress. b i ke was to
rescue the bandits” victim, it behoved
him to get on with it before the gang
could rally and surrovnd him.

Ha rushed to the staring movia gicl.

" guinh!” he panted. '
“Ges 1 eaid Leonora "unexpectedly.
“{roa-whiz!  What sort of a stunt de
you eall this, you boob®"

Coker almost staggered. ;

This was not the style of address that
any fellow might bhave expected from
the damsel he was roscuing from armed
bandits. Coker could not doubt that
terror had made the poor girl hysterival.

“Quick! Thev'll be round ws in &
tiek 1 gasped Coker. and a3 Leonora
made no movement, he grasped her and
lifted her from the ground.

In the Bre at Perfection, Lord
Mauleverer had been unable to lift

nara, who was a healthily developed
lady. and not o leght weight. But it was
a difforent matter with Coker of the
Fifth. Nature, having denied Coler
brains, had compensated him with
brrawt, gt e
Coker swunng the movle girv]l into his

‘.""iilllllll-ﬂ’.‘i“ﬂ'i."-..-i‘-lilli-tllllil-l‘-Iliiiliﬂcilj'l'.-l...‘.“...“.'.“'.-

JOIN IN MODERN BOY’S GREAT
TREASURE HUNT !

new FREE competition in MODERN BOY, and there are 110 CASH PRIZES in

addition.

All MUST BE WON. The Competition is FREE, and you can START TO-DAY. Age

doesn’t count. An ecual opportunity for all!

Buy this week’s MODERN BOY, the Most Up-To-Date Boys” Paper in the World, 24



© you logoed

22 NEXT WEEK'S “ MAGNET" 1S BETTER THAN EVER! ORDER IT EARLY!

arms with comparative sase and started
to run with her :
Loonora stru¥g]ﬁd. gs frantically as
gho had strupgled in the grasp of the
Mexidan bandita.
~ "Leggol™ she screamed, " Put me
down, you big 5tflﬁt Beat it out of here,
Colker had no doubt that it was
hysterics, due to terror. Bub it rather
iccommaoded him in his Sight. Leonora
was actually pulling his  heir,
:;E]ggliug in his powerful grasp like an

“Jt's all right '™ panted Coker, “I'm
saving you—I'll get you eway from
thote scoundrels! Keep calm!™ 7

“Yon locoed gink!"  ghricked
Leonora. -

Coker did pot heed the movie-girl's
hystorics.

Heavy footsteps sounded behind him.
He had ne time to sosthe Leonora—no
time to look round. With Leonora in
his rescuing arms he coule not give
battle to t
road, and rally Potter and Greens, angd
other help was Cokei’s ides. ars
was other heole &t hand—for two or
three enrs had at:}gpud on the road,
their cecupants standing up and staring
Coker. A orowded motor-bus,
coming back frem Hallywood from the
Los Angules Spoadway, by the road
over the Doverley Hills, halted behind
the cars. All the numorous passengers
gtared at Coker. Among them were o
party of checery youths, who recognised
the ﬁLnrﬂin\?- figurs that was tearin
aoross the field with the movie giri.
Harry Wherton & Ce. liad taken the
motor-bus that sfterncon to seo the
automobile roces at the Specaway. butb

at

thoy Lad scen ne race to equal this in.

intarest.
“Hallo, hallo, hatlo!
goared Bob Chorry.-
I Coker | gesped Wharton,
e Cokerfulness ia terrific.”
“But what the thump—"

It'a Coker!"

“Ha, ha, hal" ]
Coker tore on to the fence, with the
heary footatops behind him,  He

supposed that the gJesporate bandits
were in close puramit, and expected
overy momeat the crack of a pistol or
the alnsh of » hmfw

and .

bandita To reach the .

stin%l naturallsy no ever in the
back of his head, Coker conld not seo
bohind him. -

The fellows on the motor-bus had a
better wiew of his pursucr—there was

gnly one—and it was Mr. Rigg
E-uhu{r’ta—ra.vingﬂwilh rage.
The threo bandits remained where

they woro—two of them still nursing
their injurics, the other siaring aiter
Coker llke & man in & dream.

. Coker, with desperate efforts, reached
the fonco, and lifted Leonora over it
Lepnora dropped on the safe side, and
Cioker serambled over after her,

“Back up, vou funks!” he shouled
to Pottor and Greene.

“Ha, ha, hat"

Coker waved a hand to the crowded
motor-bus, Lhere was plonty of holp—
and surely belp could not be refused
to & fellow facing single-handed & Eﬂnﬁ
of bandits. For once Coker was gla
to see the Famous Five.

“Back up, Groyfriars!” he yelled.
"Comre on—baick me up, you kidal
This wayt” :

"Ha, hia bha'” .

The Famows Five scemed to ba in
hysterics, too. Ilysterics seemed to be
the order of the dafy. y

Coker turped to face his puraucr.
Help or no help, Coker feared no foo.
To E-is. amazement, ho discovered that
his pussuer was Mr, Schootz—the fcro-
clous bandita remeining at a distance.

Br. Schootz stopped ot the fence,
spluttering. Ho was roth:r too plump
to clamber over it, as Coker had done.

Coker stared at him blankly. He was
greatly shocked to find that it was the
Perfection director who had hired these
bandits to abduct Leonora. He glared
at him in scorn,

“You!” gasped Coker,

IMr. Behootz raved inartioulately.

“¥ou old rascal!” roored Coker.
" Come on—bring on your whole gan
if you kel %‘.}:m't you be afraid,
mis 1 protoct youl” :

Leonora, when Coker drepped her
over the fence, had bumped on tho
ground. She remained there in & dozed
state for some seconds Now she
sprambled up. Ewven through her layers
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of make-up it could Lo Been that her
face was orimeon with wrath,
“You—vou=vou I she gasped,

wamack |

“Yaroooh!™ roared Coker, a3 the
movie girl, with all the strength of her
arm—which was considerable—boxed
hiz ears.

Toakon by surprize, Coker zab down.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mot Nice for Coker !

11 A, ba, hnl”
H Harry Wharton & Co.
roared. Potter and Greene

were almost sebbing. Coker

sat dazed,
“You boob!” shrieked the rescued
movis girl, "You locoed rube! You

want to horn in and

You big etiffl¥ - - spoil the scone!

" TWha-a-a-t 1" babbled Coker,
“You gink!” rcoared Mr. Hchoots.
gosticulating across the fence st Coker.
“You dng-ﬁana:! L1 Carry mo homo
to die! "I'd sure ﬁ-ﬂ.t you to a frazsle
if T could get over this pesky fence!
Soarch me ™
Perhaps it was [ortunate that the
fonce was between Coker and the film
director, and that Mr. Behootz was too
lump to negotiste it. Mr, Schoot:
fnuked in & komicidal frame of mind
Cloleer blinked. -
He realised thet
WIONE SOmewhere.
Rescucd maidens do not—or, at least,
should not—box &he ears of their
gollant rescuocrs, Neither should spec.
tators of a gallant rescue coar with
laughter—and roars of laughter gm-
ceeded from the erowded motor-bus,
from the halted cars, and even from
Coker's own Familiar friends. Even
Coker cealised that oll this could not
be hysteria. hers was something
wrong somewhero—though he did not
know what it was, ) ]
Mr. Bchootz raved at him, brandish-
ing fat Gsts over the femce—and, atill
more dismaying, Leonora was ehaking
a Gst at him—herdly a lady-like pro.
ceeding, perlinps, but excusable in the
circumstances.  Coker roalisod that o
bor on his other ear was coming, and
he wriggled out of the way, serambled
up. and backed off, i
“ Boob1” ehrieked tha movla girl
“You big book! What sort of aﬂimﬂ
rubs do you call yourself, say?

“Dh, crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.
wipiné hia eyes:. gThiE is_what Fllfhs
would call the elephant's hind leg!

“ g, he, bal" ]

“Git, you pesky jay!” hooted Mc.
Schootz. “*Beat it, you glﬂkl_ Get
baok to the wﬁm. you Loonorsl

“Qure!™ snid . OT . <

ﬂusi:ar gazed on dazedly. His mightr
brain was not quick on tho uptake, and
he simply conld mot  wunderstand.
Leonora, obviously in no fesr of either
Mr. Schootz or L{m bandita, scrambled
over the fence into the meadow.- B
vaused for a rmomont, to stara back ot

‘oker, and tell him onco more that he
was a boob, i gink, and a geck—what-
ever thoss foarsome things might be—
and thenm  tripped off  towards the

hl-..l'ditﬂ'l T
" {h, hat1” murmured Coker.
(W habmwwhat—trhat—" .
"You gol-darned jay!" roared idr.
Schoote. EH':];‘i'i"}*nm: you mean by butting
in? What you mean by herning into
a scone? Whe told you to como along.
say? Ain't you got zense enough to go
in when it raina? What?"
“Seenel” babbled Coker. ;
dawn upon bim.

something  was
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Leonora "s resistance counted for nothing against the bandits, but Coker was a different pro

the ruffians;

144 pﬂrﬂﬂi‘-"ﬂ. what had been
sar to cverybody else from the

Hea be
guita
slart _ ;
“Mum-mium-mean to say that was—
woE—WaS & moviag scenel’ stuttered
Coker.

“Hea, ha, ha ¥ :

My, Bchoglz stared at him blankly.
He had had some experience of Coker
at Poerfection, but he had not had time
yet to plumb the abyemal deptha of
Horace's ohtosenesa. He ceased to
brandish his fat Bst . i

“Hearch mo!” he gasped. * What
did you think it was, Eu baob ™

"'f——IJ—rrI thought—}~1 mean—i—I
supposed—I never knew it was a—a—a
scane ! babbled Coker. “I—I thought
those ruffians  were—were—— | Oh
crumbs ' :

Coker had not yeot taken part in any
opan-air filming.

He realised now that the *bandits’
were cinema bandits, and that the
cameras had been under the orange
trees, whan he rushed to the rescue of
Leonora—and ruined the Glm !

“ Dh orikey V" gasped Coker.

“Great ap snakes ! articulated
Mr. Schoeotz. " You—yotr—you thought
it was real! You thought that a gang
of bandits waos cavorting round the
Eeverly Hills, carryi off shrieking
famalcs! Oh, gee-whiz! Carry me homa
to die! Dog-gene my catal” And then,
the absurdity of it rushing upon Mr.
Schootz mind, hia wrath evaporated,
and he burst into a yell of laughter,
the téears running down hiz fat cheeka
“Hs, ha, ba! If you ain't the worlds
prize boob, and some more ™

“How was I to know?” gasped
Coker.
Coker looked round him. His rugped

face was crimason. There were howls
of laughter on all sidep :

reckless of deadly weapons and ferocious faces, with the eourage of a

“lood old Coker!” voared Bob
Cherry. * Do it again, Coker}”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“QOh. dear!"’ moancd Fotter,
he the death of me yet, Coker,
vou will! Oh, dear!™ _

“ Mean to say you hknew it was anly
a film stunt?” demanded Coker.

" You'll

1 kuow

“0Oh, dear! Of course—J saw the
cameras '’ moaned Pottor. “Even if I
hadn't—ha, ha, ha | v

“Ha, ha, ha!™

"Stop that cackling! hooted Coker,
“There's nﬂr.hmg; to cackle at”

“Ha, ha, ha?

Coker was alone in that apinion. The
entertainment being over, the cars and
the motor-bus rolied on their way, all
their occupants cackling. Coker was
glad to see them go, though he shook a
fist after the Famous Five -as the
went, As a rule, Coker rather hike
the limelight. BDut there was no. doubt
that it was possible to have too much
of ‘a good thing. Potter and Greene
remained with Coker——still cackling.
They seamed unabla to help it, Coker's
rush to the rescue of the movie girl
who was baing sbducted by movie
bandits was too much for them. They
cackled helplessly.

“Will vou shut up?' ehricked Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!” : ]

“ There's nothing funoy in thisg—1"

““Ha. ha, ha! '

Coker's long-trled patience g"ia?a WaY.
He made o 'ump at Pottor and Groene,
elutched them, and brought their heads
together with &  resounding  erack.
They were reduced to instant gravity
They roarad-—but this time not with
laughter,

(4] W |ﬂ
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Caolker glared at them ferociously, and
gtalked away. Potter and Greene

tion, He hurled himself on
n. (See Chapter 13,)

Erigh]:n-:l::l their heada. and stared after
im. :

“1 say, Coker!” called out Potter,
remembering. that he had ogé yet had
his tea. ;

“Coker, old - chap——" callcd  out
Greene enxiously. ' 2

Coker did not heed. He strode away
in lofty dudgeon, and disappeare
That afternoon, Potter and Greene
went tea-less, Bt they agreed that the
show had been worth it -

+ -

There were smiling faces at lbe
dining-table at Long gEEﬂ.ﬂh Boarding-
House that evening.

Coker could not help neticing it He
could not help guessing that he was tho
causc—he and . his nitle  mistake, a
mistake that any fellow might have
made! Coker's brow wore a frown.

Lord Mauleverer was down to dinner
that -evening—his bandages gone, a
smile an his face in the place of them.
The nmewa that he was nob the only
hero of Hollywood seemed to . havo
bucked  his - lordship Even Billy
Bunter’s fat face wore a smile. All the
hoardera’ faces ware amiles—Coloncl
Coot's -was wreathed in them. Unly
Coker did not smile. With that solitary
exception, the smilefulness, as Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh expressed it was
terrific.

THE ERD.

[(There will be another grand slocy
dealing wik the adventures of Harrp
Wharton & Co. in Hollywoeed in negt
week's MaGgyer, chumas, entitied: " PHE
BOOT.LEGGERS' RETENGE® You
can enly make mwes of reading 12, by
ordtring your copy WELL IN A
FANCE!)
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YOU'VE NEVER READ A MORE POWERFUL WAR STORY THAN THIS, CHUMS!

The Deserted Housel .

thoe gun in his hand

ITH
W Darnley stuggered to his feot.
He stood a moment, listen-
ing intently., ‘Then, taking

from his pocket a langth of fine rope, he
droppod on his knees beside Oslo. o

Working with deft rapidity in the
darkness Fn_e turnad the man over.on his
face, and bound his wrists and anklea.
‘Thon, ripping & length of cloth from
Oslo's tattered hlouse to serve as a
makeshift gag, he rolled it up and
thrust it 1nto the man's mouth, keeping
i in place by means of & tightly-tied
handkerchief, ;

Hisifri‘ammr thus securely gagged and
trugsed Darnley rose agsain to his feet,
and inclined his head in listening atti-
tude. Not a sound broke the intense
=tillnoss,

Stooping, he groped on the
cround in tho darkness, and
retrievad “the drop toreh,
wlipping it into his pocket
he moved towsards the han-
gar. Oh the thresheld he
paused, peering with strain-
ang oyes into the inky, im-

penetrable bleckness of the
mkerlor,
Nothing stirred; not =&

sound impinged on his hear-
ing. With & chutious, backward glance
into the darkness behind him Darnley
moved stealthily forward, stop by step,
inte the hangar. No voico challenged
kim, and suddenly his hand out-
stretched in front of him touched the
fabric of an acroplane wing,

From his pocket he drew the electrio
torch. His finger pressed on the switch,
and, stepping back, he swept the in.
torior of the hangar with the golden,
probing ray. The place was void of
any human ocoupant except himsalf.
With a puzeled frown he brought the
I#am of the torch to bear on the black,
fighting ecout in front of which he was
standing.

A geim look crept into his eyes as he
rnoted the bullet-riddled port and star-
Loard planes, and he gave vent tp a
;hﬁ; _ ﬁsﬂiamt;timl af the ;:nm’ing beam
o on the replica of a swoopi
Tax Mitywer Lspany,—No, 1,100, P- e

hawk painied on the torn and riven
fuselage.

Next instant be wae scrambling up
inte the cockpit. From the locker below
the dashboard he snatched a black,
folded tarpaulin of oiled silk. With
this in hiz hand ho dropped to the
round, ‘and, laying tho torch on the
ua&lapf, rapidly laced the tarpaulin
over the fabric so that it complotely
obseured the roplica of the hawk.

That done ho picked up his torch and
want with Ttmk stride towards the
tunne] whieh led to whore the petrol and
ginmunition for the Gotha had been
stored in the cellars below the deserted
house stending on the hillside behirnd
the hangar. _

Cronching, he traversed the length of
the tunnel at o run and gained the main
cellar. The wheeling beam of the torch

Hunted by German Fokkers.....
harried by Allied machines, Derek
Moncrieff, the boy without a country,
fights a lone battle.
he still carries on, for this is War . . .

War to the death!

showed nnlhingi{tjmm save the squat
potrol-pump, which connected with .the
tank beneath the floor.

Crossing to & narrow Hight of slimy
stone steps which led upwarda from the
collar, ﬂamlﬂj’ B-'E-D-Ellgﬂd them with
anxious hastp, At the top he was con-
fronted by a door of heavy oak, black
with age. It was ajar, and swun
creakingly open bencath the pressure o
his hand.

He passed through, kicking the door
shut behind him. The beam of his
torch ewept the bare, dank walls mnd
wooden flooring of what had once been
a large, commodious kitchen, but which
had now fallen into a melancholy stato
of disrepair,

Suddenly he stifened, an exclamation
of dismay on his lipa.

On the floor, ata.r%fl,? eilhouetted in a
pool of golden light from the torch, lay
6 boy in bleck fying-kit. Oune leather-

Sorely wounded,

wk.

Geo.E.
ochesler

clad arm was outBuug, Liy head resting
face downwards on tho other. Noar
him lay & black Ayving-helmol end black
faoe-mask. :

Two stridea took Darnley fo tho sido
of the prostrate figure, and, dropping
on one knee, he jieﬂtlj' raiged the boy,
poering into his whits and haggard face,

“Lad—lad 1" he cried,
happened 7

glﬂ'ﬁﬂj’ the Lnr-:ry'ﬂ eyes flickercd open.

upporting him with one arm, Darn-
le E-gqﬂi the torch o that its eay foll
full on his own features whioh hed of
a _sudden mo  foolish, leoring,
grinning.

“ Baier " whispered tha boy.

“ ¥es, Bater!"” replied Darnley carn-

“What has

estly, ¥ But listen, dad! I am not med
liko they think 1 am. fTook! Look at
me! Iamnpotmed! ¥ am yvour friend.

I hava como to help you, I
am nob mad! Do you under-

gtand? I want to help you.
Tell me what has hap.
pened 1™

Whilst e spoke Darnle
allowed the foolish grin tt:;
die =lowly on his slobbering
lips, and they, in turn, be-
ceme firm and set.  Hia
shoulders squared, and into
his eyes crept sanity and
solitude.

He movad the torch, the hottor
to ohaerve the offect of both words
and motamorphosia on the boy. Amazed
eyes were staring into his apd into the
lad's deathly, white foce was creeping &
faint tinge of colour.

“Baier, I do not understand.” The
voice, also, was stronger now, and &
shaking hand gripped donvulsively on
Darnley's arm. “Why do you act like
this? Who are you?’

For an instant Darnley hesitated,
But tho mask of imbecility was off now,

“I am of the British Secret Sorvice,’
he answerad quietly, “My name ia
Darnley.”

Silence followoed, broken by & short,
gasplig laugh from the boy,

‘:I?Srfnu ‘mean that?”. hp anded
striving to sit erect without the aid of
the Bupporting arm.

" Yes—yas |

“And why do you wish to help me s
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“Becduse 1‘.I know yvou are the Black Darnley departed, running down the that, when height had been_gained and
Hawk,” replied Darnley tersely. “The ‘cellar steps.  When his footsteps had Abergau lay far behind, 4 black tar-

pilot who has becn waging & merciless
war on the Germnn Fokkers, and on
whosa head there is a ‘price. 1 have
come to -warn you. Soldiers are on
their way hiere to arrest you, and——"

“Then you had better let theru come,”
cut in the boy bitterly.

“Why, what do you mean?” asked
Darnley wonderingly.

“Listen! You say you are of the
Britisb Becret Service, and that you
have come to warn me, Do you know
who I am?”

“Your npme, Your
identity i* -

J‘r"&'ﬂ'ﬁ‘lj =

Darnley shook his head.

“No, 1 do not know that,” he replied.
. The boy nodded, bis livid lips twist.
ing into a mirthless smile.

‘ No, T thought you did not,” he said ;
and agsin his voico was bitter, “other-
wise you would not have come like this
to warn me. I am Derek’ Moncrieff,
the Britizh gmlﬂt who escaped from Le
Courban after scntence death had

you mean?

been passed on me .for betraying my-

country {o the enemy.”

— e

A Friend in Need !

{3 APTAIN DEREK MON-
CRIEFF 1" ochoed Darnle
incredulonaly. = The Britiﬂj:.
War acei™

“No. Derck Moncrieff—reneghde and
traitor.” -

*1 bave beard nothing of this,” said
Darnley sharply.  “There must be a
terribile mistake somewherée—"

“0Oh, no. 'The evidenco was sifted
very thoroughly, I assure you,” Derek’s
weak voico was jeering. “Shall I give
you & resume of the case? It will
enterfain  you until theso soldiers, of
whom Fou gpoke, arrive.” j

"B0,”  remarked Darnley
“you prefer to go ont that way?
a an firing squad,”

“I prefer it to facing a British. And
thera ia one waiting for me on the other
Eu:i:? ufltha- Iin;.i” ok '

arnlocy made a qui impatient
wnovement of hia hqﬂ.&.q Ay

“Do not talk like that, boy!” he
rapped. “I am not going fo insult you
by asking E—:m if the allegations which
appear ta bave been mode ageinst you
are true, All I know about you—all I
wank to know st the moment—is that as
the Black Hawk you are -doing invalu-
able work for the Allies and you must
not remam here to be trapped.”

+E 'Eut_.____ﬂ

“Listen to  me,” went on Darnley
urgently. “Do you think you will be
able to pull yourself togather sufficiently
to Eﬁ g—nur machine? Beeause, if not,
you'll have to take to the woods. What's
wrong with yon?
& E-E:I'H-[.‘l?.”

“Yes,” nodded the boy. 1 got mixed
up with & bunch of Fokkers over Mann.-
heim this morning.  There’s ‘nothing
seriously wrong with me—a bullet
through the left shoulder. It was loss
of blood, T think, which caused me to
collapse when I pgot back here to-
night, I—I'm feeling better now, and—
ang——*

“¥You haven't had your wound
dressed

“"No, If you'll—*. )

“Yea.” Darnley rose to his foet, *1'1
dresa it for you and fix you up. DBut
there’s a man—a German spy—Iyir
tied up outside the hangar. I will brin
him in first. Tt's safer. You'll be a
rayﬁlg;;r till I returnt™ e

ea ™

q&lieﬂj,
acing

Have you been hLit in

lc;e'ﬂia'hm! We haver’t any time to o
e.".. - e PR

B
ng agﬂ'

died away, Derck rose shakily to his
feet and crossed wearily to the window.
Pulling the rusty-hinged end protesting
shutters into place across the dirt-
anerusted panecs, he struck o match and
lighted a stump of candle which, held
E_-,- its maolted wax, stood on an uptuzned

OX.

By the wan illumination, he fGlled &
battered tin kettle from a bucket of
wator and placed it on a small spirit
stove to which he applicd another
match. He was working mechanically,
oblivious to the pain of his wounded
shouldar, W oom

He had a.lma.;r,'s been kind to Baiér;
had, m fact, ziven him the run of the
hangar. More than oneca ha had
wakened before the dawn to find Baier
curled up asleep below the lower plane
of the Stahlschuss scout. Ho had never
made any effort to lnde from Baier the
fact that he was the Black Hawk, and
time and egain those vacant eyes had
seen the black silk tarpaulin laced into

lace over the replica of the swooping

awk on the fuselage.

For how, he had thought, could the
crazed mind of Baier understand or
appreciate such things? And now had
oome this astounding declaration from
the lips of Baier. o was no idiot, but
Darnley of the British Secret Service.
And he had divulged his identity in
order to warn Derek that the soldiers
‘were coming for him, 5

That the soldiers were coming for
him. Ab, well, Derek was not surprised.
Whet was the saying? ¥ou can hood-
wink somebody all the time, and you
can hoodwink overybody some of the
time, but you can’t hoodwink everybody
all the time.

His story that he was engaged on
observation work for the Ordnance
Department had never been quesﬁunn&

the villagers. Why should it? What
did they know of this Black Hawk of
the Western Front save wild, incredibln
rumonr? The Gotha was a black
machine, wasn't it? Well, so was the
machine which this young pilot used.
There was nothing suspicious about this
machine being black.

Then again, if rumour was correct,
this mysterionz Tlack Hawk had the

icture of & swooping hawk painted on
in . machine, Vot e0  the young
pilot &t the hangar. They had
navar suspected, those villagers, when

they had seen the black machine wing-
ing its way northwards with the dawn
L R R T T T TR R LI

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

As @ resull of o dastardly plot against him,
gowng Derek Mancriefi, o fearless British pilot
i aecused of lrex eotrimartialled

sentenced to ghot ! Delerinined fo clear his
dishonoured n::rm}l howerer, Derek makes a
daring escape by changing identities with Cap-
fain Vou Arn, g dend German airman who sarries
& despaich order Leuvinand Eweig, the Gotha
Commander ot Abergau to vacals the secrel
hangar ere. The young pitod goes to Abergay
in Ton Ari's stead and, suspecling nothing,
Zweig and his men leave the hangar it the giant
Gotha bombing machine, During the days that
Jollan, the name of the Black Huwk, @ mysterious
airman fving o dack machineg with the replica
of & swooping hawk on {82 fuselige, bécomes
Enown on both sides of the trenches. Again and
again this vaknmon vil has come to the
aid of Alled mackines when Mapﬂlﬁﬂ!ﬂ' otf-
niumbered the enemy, and the German High

Command P & price of 100,000 mar
on his head. One ddg @& hunclbacked pediar
arrives in Abergas., It 1s Oslo, the sper German
who i3 on the teail of both the Black Hawk:
Caplain Darnley, o Britiah Secrel Service
ent.  Oslo discorers that the secret ha at
bergau 18 being used by @ mysterfous ggf:.mn
£ belieres to be the Black Hawk, bul while
reconmottring he {3 atfacked and stunned by
Baier, o seemingly harmiess 1dfol who 48 none

than Caplain L_mﬁi!gy_,f_ g b
: (Now regd on) " -

L
“That ip'.,wiy I prepara. to

sulin of olled silk would be whiskod
rom the fuselage, disclosing the dreaded
symbol of the swooping hawk,
closely, indeed. did this ta.rFaulin fit
that it was almost imperceptible ageinst
the fabrwe of the fuselage at o distanes
of feet on : :

And if he returned. beford darkness
had fallen thon the torpaclin would be
in place again, tightly laced "over the
fuselage. Where had he landed in order
to refix it? A question; this, which had
often puzzled Darnley. - -

But, in spito of his precautions, Derck
hed known that the day must cofne wheh
the eyrie of the Black "Hawk would

discovered,  Well, whatever hap-
pened tow, it was very evidont that for
the last time the Black Haowk had come
home with the dusk to roost in the
underground hanger of Abérgau. )

“ Moncricoff I*

Darnley’s voice cama softly from the
foot of the cellar stepa.

i Yﬂﬂ_u

“Can yeu come down hepe®™

—p—pemir—

S0 Much for Oito !

N order fully to appreciate the

I events of that fﬂut-t'.hflvjl night let us

return for awhile to the village.

To no less a spot, in foot, than the
abode of old Otte. :

Otto shared & cottage with his brother
—a disagreeable and straggly-whiskered
old man, with whom he dwelt- in a staio’
of pfr?atual amimosity. They did for
themselves. That is, they .lookad-alter
themaelves, doing their own and
cleaning. With the repult that.the cot-
tege looked more like an elaborato
pigsty than avything else,

Having waded iru:nhiingly through a
dish of cold sauerkraut, Otto rose to his
feot and -took down an ancient blunder-
buss type of gun from its pegs over the
doorway, i

“ What are you going to do with that
thing at this time of night?” demanded
his brother querulously.

“Load it,” replied Qtto succinetly.

“Load it ¥" echoed his brother. “For
why1 Have k:;-:m gone wrong in the
head, then, like Daicr, you stupid pig, .
that m load guna instead of secking
your "

Otto wagged his head knowingly.

“It 18 you who are the stupid pig"
he romarked. “I1 load the gun because
I do not want my throat cut whilst I
gleecp, ™ :

L1 'ﬂ:ﬂ- E‘II

“Yes, I sea you jump with alarm in
your r,” went on Otto, equintin
along the rusted and battered barrel
“It 13 well for you that you have me
here this night to protect you.”

“Pah! You have been drinking at
the inn."

“¥es, I have,” admitted Otto, with .
engaging candour. * And that is how I
km}E." .

- " Know what, you aggravating pigi™
snarlod his brother. e :

Otto tq:;nr:d'nnd fixed himy with im-
pressive, if watery, paze,

“That there is a thief in the village.
A bad one, who i3 here for no good
purposa!™ he stated.

“How do you know ho is a thiel?”

“ Bacause, said Oito darvkly,
“although night has fellen he remains .
here in tho willage, sitting along thero
outsido the inn, He is waiting until we
ara all nbed, then he is going to bresk
in and rob—" : By

“ Where—here?” cut in his brother,

in shrill alarm, _
“Ho way choose here,” said Otlo,
tect yom,
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-; HOW DO YOU LIKE THIS SERIAL, BOYS? - - -

I will blow his head of if he comes

hare%" - ;

“You will more likely blow your own
off,” was the snivelling and ungrateful
response. " You do not really know that
this one of whom you speak is a thief.”
“I know he is 8 bunchback in rags,
with & pooketful of monoy, which | awear
awras not come by honestlyl” quavered
Dtto, with heat.

“Me, an boneat man, .

literally kicked him out into the night.
'lll?_hu blunderbuss followed, hurtling after

100,

Bang !

It exploded deafcningly as it struck
the ground. The roar travelled far on
the ‘still night air. As far as the
hangar, one kilometro distant.

has not five plennige. -He, & rogue, has

plonty! I saw them, Poohl 1 am not
& fool; I know! Hoe iz o thiof!™

© " And you aro o stupid pig, as I hava
63id 1" snapped his brother, rising. 1
am %n::ug to bed.” :

*You can go and rot, for all I cara!”

snarled Otwo. .
. With which pleasant oxchango of com-
puments thegy parted to scok those re-
ypective portions of their piggery which
served them ae bed-rooms.

Propping the loaded blunderbuss so
that it would be nice and haody beside
Liz bed, old Otto proceeded to disrobe.
EBut scarce hail bo commenced then he
was ab the windoew with inquiring head
thrust far out. And for why?

use two motor-cars, blled wiath
soldiers of the Fatherland, had roared
yast on the goad below, and even now
were pulling up in front of the inn
with mueh grinding of brakea

Now what was astir? What wero
these soldiers going into the inn for?
Litto decided, without any hesitation,
thet thoro was only one thing for it, and
that was to fOnd out. Btrenge times
these, FPerhaps they had come to con
selipt the st ionkecper for socviee with
the colours. Thero seemed rather a lot
of them for that, t-hnuih. 8till, he
wontd take a bit of fetching. Anyway,
Lieat get to the inn without delay and
ascertein just what was what.

30, enatohing the blunderbusa, Okto
wont down the rickety staircaso with
rapid, crab-like gait. Unbolting the
front dopr with eager, trembling fingers,
has passed out into the night, and
hastened away up the road towards the
0Tk

He arrived there, full of bustle and
inguisitiveneas, A OGerman sergoeant,
square-jawed and brutal, and with a
loaded revolver holstor on his belt,  was
engaged in a harsh interrogation of the
innkegper. Lounging expeotantly by
were twelve gray-clad soldiers, wearing
the ‘cap button of the Army of Prince
Hupprecht of Baveria, ang with rifles
- siung outside their greatcoats.

- Into the midst of the scone, through
the doorway of the inn, came the theust.
ing Otto, clutching his blunderbuss.

*What is the matter " he demanded,
in & shrill troble. “What has hap-
poned ¥

The soldiers stared at him in bovine
silonge, \

“Come, now,” went on Otte, with
testy impationce.  “Something i hap-
pening. What is it Tell mal”

The scrgeant wheeled, glaring,

“Get out!” he barked.

Db, nowe——"*

;Gat uut]-{;‘ s

tto quailed. But he did so want to
know about things.
: “[{;h' sergeant——" he hegen whin-
1igly.

The sergeant jerked = dirty thumb
towards him,

“Throw the old fool putside!” he
rapped.

_ A soldier ‘ﬁmhhcd Otto and ran him to
thwe door. oy - struggling, dropped the
Blunderbuas,  Next moment a hofty boot

The Black Hawk Will Carry On !

ND it was ot that far-sounding
A report that Darnley spoke as h

Derek camo unsteadily down
tha cellar steps to join him,

“They're stirring in the village,” he
said. “1 don't know what on enrth
they are up to, but it sounded as
though someons had set a miniature
cannon_off. I heard tho report as I
was bringing this fellow in.”

Ho indicated the bound, mnd now
conscious Oslo, whom he had depesited
on the Aoor of the cellar.

“Anyway,” he went on, ‘quickly,
“whatever it was, it seams to indieato
that, we can expect a visit from the
soldiors, or somebody, almost ot any

time now. Eo we'd better stay down
here whilst T dress your wound. Wae
stand B better chance of hearing anyono

enter the hengar than we would do
there in the kitchen. How are you feel-
ing now 1"

Oh, heaps better!” roplied Derak.
z:l'] was an awful ass to go under like I

id.

*Rubbish, old nh:lp I” ent in Darnley.
“Loss of blood, and strain, are bound,
eventually to knock anybody out for a
bit: F'm jolly glad it's nothing worse.”

Five minutes later Derek's wound was
bathed and dressed, and he was drink-
ing & cup o! steaming hot coffes Lrewed
from the water which he had set to
boil on the spirit stove in the kitchon.

In shoct, concise sentences Darnley
had told him how ho knew of the forth-
coming raid.

“I recognised Ozlo, the moment 1 saw
bhim, by his deformity,” he explained.
“1 was huking by the door of the inn
when lie told the innkeeper he was
going to the hangar. and told him to
tell the soldiers lo wait until he re-
turned, if they arrived in his shsence.
It didn’t take much intelligence to put
two and fwo together. I followed him,
and-—well, here I am. And now, what
do you intend to doi™

“You say this fellow “—Darek indi-
cated the gagged and glaring Qslo—
“told the innkeeper to tell the soldiers
to waw at the inn until he returned.
That may give us a respite.”

“It moy,” admitted Darnley. " But
wa dare not stake on that. Whoover's
in charge of thom might ignora the
ordor and eome straight on hore®

“Yes,"” nodded Derek, “and that
would be awkward.”

“Awkward®  repeated Darnley
sharply. “It would be fatal, man. You

must got off at once. Have you any-
where you can go?” _

Derek looked at him steadils.,

“You realise, of oourse,” ho said
uietly, “that Derek Monorieff will be
shot if he is found on the British side
of the liner, and that the Black Hawk
will be ghot if he is found on this side
of the lincs. It seems to matter very
little where I go.”

With s groan, Darnloy took o turn
up the floor, hands clasped bohind his
back. Where could che boy go, now

that this hangar no longer spelt
sanctyary for himf I beenr &
perilous sanctuacy ot best, but still it
had served its purpose for a timo

Darnley koow full well that once
Derck had been adjudged o traitor by
court martial the zontence of dpath musk
stand, no matter what the boy bad dono
since then. Quly one thing could bring
about a quashing of the zentence and
an annulling of the verdict, and that
Wos pmfngf Derek's innovence of tho
charges which bad been ly;mght againsk

I. by .

.
Darnley fuung‘_ himeelf, in that
moment, asking himself why it was that
he, personally, had such implicip Faith
in the boy and why he was so con-
vinced that a terrible mistake had boen
made. 0Oh, dash it, to know the boy
was sufficient to know thet he was in-
capable of such vile treathery as that
of which, apparently, ad been

accused,
“Ien't it ibla ¥—Dgaroler swung
on Derek—* for you to go back

suddenly

bahind the British linps and somehow or

other prove your innocenpe '

"It 15 useless!” cut in Derek. “The
ovidence against me was overwhelm-
ng. :

YYou were the vittim of a con-
gpiracy " _ :

1) 5

If Darnley had needed any con-
vineing, that quiet monosyllable would
have satisfied him, once and - for all,
that Derck was guiltiess.

But this was ghastly,. There was
such a lot to say, such & lob to discuss,
yet every momont was ioms, Even
now the soldiers might be closing in on
the hangpr. ~ :

“Moncrieff, you must go!” ho cried
hoarseiy. 1 cannot advise you. The
decision a3 to where you go and what
you do must be left in your own hands.
But rest assured that if ever I get out
of this country will sea that
this matter i1s taken up again. PBub
you must leave here at ance”

Derck stopped forward and laid his
hand on Darnloy's ehoulder,

“You've done a lot for me to-night,”
he said, carnestly, “but what I nk
yon for most is your taith in me®

He wheeled, and pointed to Oslo.

“What ;Fm does that spy carcyi™
he deman quickly. : =

In an instant Darcley was bent over
the writlain% prisoncr. When he straight.
ened up be held in bis hand the
metallie, dise-like badge of the German
Secrat Service and o thin sheet of
folded groy paper, which bore the
official stamp and heading of the
German Intolligence Bursau.

It was tne usual introductory lelter
carried by all German Beecret Servieo
agonte whose work ley  within the
borders of the Fatherland, end was as
follore:

“To. All Whom It May Concern.

“The bearsr—0slo Ultz, No. 17, is
cngaged on Intelliponcs work of the
most urgent and extreme importance.
You are bereby instructed to afford him
I.':tl:l.j’ such assistanco a3 he may require
of you.

d “{Signed) ZANDERBERG.”

Derek took badge and paper and
slipped them into the inside pocket of
his tunic—tha tunic which had once
been Von Arn’s,

“Now, Darnley,” he said, “1 am
going. Nobody knows or suspects—
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Darnley suddenly stiffened as the rays from his torch fell upon a boy in biack flying-Kkit lying ‘on the floor, one leather-clad

arm outfiung, and his head resting downwards on the other.

exeept this spy, of course—that rou are
other than Baier, the idiot?

L1} :q'ﬁr" . u
" And as I intend to vzo both his secret
. service badge and papers,” went on
Derek, “it 1a essential that wo get rid
of him once and for all.”

“That is nnpossible,”

“No,” replied Derek grimly; “for I
will drop him behind the British linea
befora dawn. 8o, if you will bring him
along and shove him'in the cockpit, 1'1
push off,” ; .

“But, Moncrieff, you talk of using
his badge and papers. Are you going
to remain in Germany ™

“Yes, Darnley, T am,” replied the
hoy. “For I am convinced that some-
where in Germany are the men who

lotted against me. And I swear that
if I live, I will find them ™

Ha moved towards the tunnel which
led to the hangar. o

Stooping, Darnley lifted the writhing
Qslo. Slinging him oeross his shoulders
ha followod in the wake of Derek,

And within one hundred paces of the
month of the hangar, advancing
stealthily, came the German soldiers.
Tho sergeant had secen fit to ignoro tha
orders gﬂ.& by Oslo at the ion. His
orders had bheen given him by the
CGovernor of the Garrizon of Zarn. He
was to arrest the pilot whe was using
the hangar at Abergan, and convey him
to the air headguarters at Frankfurt.
Good! He would at once proceed to
the hangar, instead of cooling his heels
at the inn until this sceret servieg man
returned.

2o here ha was, revolver in hand, and
at hiz elbow the terrified innkeeper on
whom had fallen the frightful duty of

guida.

Quictly ther erept Torward, the

-gorgeant,” Fifty paces, thirty

maﬁkr {.S{H Pire E‘-’:} )

whoeezy innkeeper holding his bhreath at
the low-toned, enarling request of the
aces, and
thedcnd of the -bushes which flanked the
e tide B

“Where is the place?” muttered the
sergeant. _

"Thero—straight ahead ! came the
husky and guivering response. :

Ten paces from the bangar cntrance
the sergeant halied.

" Quict npow,” he whispered.
Lave the man Oogged that makes a
sound.”

On again, step by step, rifles at the
ready. Across the threshold now, peer-
ing ahoad into the impenetrable dark-
ncss, Something was moving in there.
Came a metal'ic ehink.

Then, reverberating, deafening, a
thunderous inferne of sound, camc tho
sudden shatterving roar of a high-pow-
ared acro engine. The earthen walls of
tha hangar picked up the noize, and
hurled it back in nerveshaticring,
thought-deadening crezcondo.

“Fire, you curaed fools!” soreamed
the sergeant; and his revolver spat
lurid finme.

His voice was lost in that thunderous
tumult of re-echoing, roaring sound,
and out of the darkness, like some dread
night-lying monster leaving its lair,
came swaying tho BStahlachuss scout,
As though by some invisible talen the
sergeant was hurled aside, killed in.
stantancously by whirling propellor-
blade,

The leading odgz of lower planes and
thundering' propeller cleaved & wa
through ntﬁﬂ shouting, utterly demoral-
ised soldiers. Rough hands gripped at
wings and fuselage, bat the throttle was
opon at full, and, followed by a ragged,
frenzied volley, the seout shot forward

fram the hangar with rapidly-increas. -

(1} I,H_

Near the prosirate figure was a fiying helmet and black face-

ing impetns to take the air in a steep
upward chmb.

Banking, it roared low over the han-
gar of Abergau, then swung north-west-

© wards towards the line.

The Black Hawk had gone.

By the aid of an elestric torch the
hangur switch was at length locatad,
and - the - eavern illupinated by its
zolitary bulb suspended-from tha rocky
ceiling. To the shaken soldicrs came
waddling 4 fat and apprehensive form,
Habby face. deathly white. It was that
of the innkeepor. : '

“0Oh dear ' ho moaned.
geant—have you seen him?
am going to be sick.™

The soldiers ignored him. They were

“The ser-
I_ have—I

" staring at one who ecamo ambling into

the hangar, slobbering of mouth, fool-
ish of grin—one who had passed out of
the hangar at a crouching run behind
the under-carriage of the Stahlschuss
scout. ' '

A soldier grabbed tho shaking inn-
keepor roughly Ly the shoulder. - -

“Who is this, wou fat fool?™ he
domanded.

Mina host turned his head. Surveyed
the leering, slobbering figure,
“"That?" he quavered. ' “0Oh, thak is

only Baicr— a poor idiot I

*What does he want here I

“Oh, nothing! He will have heard
the noise. Ha sleaps in the fields. No-

body minds Baier. Let me be, I fall
you. 1 have seen the dead sergeant.
Oh, what times these are |V :

(Derek has escaped by the skin of lis
teeth, but his adveniures are not over
yred by any means! Bezurs jrow read the
condtnwrtion of this slory in nexd week's
MagNET.) oy
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Come Into the Office, Boys

U’."ﬂﬂwru{‘d From j':'n'r':-* 2)

in:-g when 1 tead it, considering t'rm
peculisr way he had spelled some of the

words. Here it is:

Y ew many _feavers on oo frushs
(RN

{I.!-.'h.!."

Anyway, 0 ax not o disappoint John,
wh T been i ivailer of e MAGNET
for sagne m-'.«; depablo time, T tlidught

I'd radk my britins for & rz-plv I'Iuw B
1ht.-= {m* an aH*l‘”rf' il i L e e -
4 I irh fm = mr.l frec ﬁzrld_i*-:*:.l at'.-;l

ety f ; =

pull themselves out uf ihe rut. Anyway,
aar the best crew win !

A CUTE HEHII ER!

having sought mo out in my office the
oiher day, asked me if I could tell him
what a4 net was. I gave my chum a
lengthy- explanation, but it didn't ﬂeem
to satisly’ him somehow. DBut when 1
asked him what his own definition WiLE,
hax mplm{l “A number of holes tied
f:,'-]g:,;:};u o was a Lit of a humorist,
what |

——

him. Fares arce cheap at Easter-time,
and the railwiy COMpanics run epecially
cxtended week- eud trips.  Reg doosi’t
speak any . foreign languages, and he
wanlz io know if thiz will be a drawhadk.

Any “Magnelite " who wants fo go
abroad should never let the "ml_;_:ll:li'-'ﬂ
auestion baffle hie.. He'll find Enplish
spoken almost  overvwhere.  And. a
Continental holiday izn’t much *mdre
expensive than one .r;.. Lome, bc-nuan-
hotels and boarding-houses aye mych
cheaper, and what vou save on them you
cun- afford to apend in fares. Why not
try Ostend, Reg? You'll be able to got
s choap licket from London, and vou'll
find Belgium a cheap place For f_md ati]
amusement., If you'ré very ambifious
vou could gpo to Paris. . There arce any
amount of cheap hotals just outside the
principal siations there. * A=k ob vour

' i - Ay T

THE BOAT RACE .

No doubi thousand: of * Mapnetites ™
will be lining the towpath on the 23vd of
thig monlh i cheer thelc- t't'u:rut'lwa on
to n:_:m' i thie four umnd a qguarter
mutes’ gruclling rnee on the “Thames:
iromn Putney to-Mortlake, hel:m‘ecn*_,i:hﬁ
CIOWE rul:lrc.*.-:.mtﬂg the Universities of,
Oxford and Can rid%ﬁu Th:s 1ﬁ»IIl e -
the hundredih 1ime t rival - “Blues '
Lhiave pact,” vho" divst” esee  havi nr hvl:\.'.-
rodred i 3329, 0 The lrsr University
ol Baee was held at Henley, and the

Il:,,'q1

sroadl, Returnin
s-!.np shc' Inaulre
glzo, and was. told ©
.1 W Al

ciardid ntnﬂls. :

siill preservid. Bhe is 45 ft. 4"1ti‘~' ;
Leanege, with & beadi. of 4 ft. 4 ins., aml a
gk b (forwardb-of 2. 5)ins. B i
lgmm'l. mi, T v-afraid, to prophosy the
1.1m-1-:3r af’ {.naf;,{;sgra wutmt, “na Lnn!n
eritws seeit . torbe doing work in Reg J!Iurt
l}F.l':lr ’?nri:nug Yo staunch sipgorior, nappin

4 ]“': Gl re
heiidft nithe dawht, 1 may: ur%ef many  holidadl™ “As
{_.mm["ctrr'c atlﬁliiﬁﬂ'l“- I will sagiithis,
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HHDTHER AMHSIHG INCIDENT

related to me the other day was that a
cutam young brother of a f Magriet-
living in Deven,
mother -£8 the lacal ha.tl-gr 5 to pur
A eap. for himself, - The: woudgstér: got
the cap, but when he returmdd: home with
it; his mother told him it-was far too
the héndgear to the
-:rf the shopke o] T the ..

Em.'uht exchange it for a ‘-TE'LL'[]
she reguiesied the aston-

Oxford boat which took part il it is 1’“1""] satlesmran.

THE- FIHE’-E ﬂnunﬂ

of the ‘u.f‘ﬂ':'.eil"l f:m'fl
only three wecks'ts -
%-ﬂﬁﬂaﬂ t Iﬂtr.;nld "tfﬂ f e P
. &-asks me if-T'cah pive himi; ¥ wallate’ AT avhrt ‘"E.* i
Vo ¥t lfI:E'I:"J{J tkhzgu Ehi: .any A7 mcq muﬂ-ﬁrumg E Continenial” h%hﬁ pllese = h

Rég livéstin Bireatham, ha™ ™
-ancruhl Hatvd nd tdiiBeulty
riges 'I.'mmtmnfal rw-mi w h{h 1u'-|J| sult

local station for particulars of their
cheap Easter 11 1P, T sure they'l
]'I v hoa

Hﬁln('+1||nL |]'I '[|‘r'||.' ]lmgl_ SLTTETELED
which will fit in with vour pocket.
And—

was sent by his

chase .. This-Applies to ALL “ Magnetites *

=if* you run mcross any uhusual ox-

peviences, let me lnow when ‘veu nexk
-weite to me, won'tvouf CPerhans other
“ Magnetites " -might 'he_interested to
hear of them, Dow't forget 1his is your
page as much &5 mine, '*ml I want von
all to help me io nake it as hr;gh{- and
interesting as yvou can. Perhdps when
the ‘holidave ‘wet Gnto full swing, TN he
abla o pive |'.II'I.'-"'|h for accounts of the
best hﬂhﬂm r*xnermm:»ru :

MQRE USEFUL. PRIZES TO_BE WON|

't forgﬁt [*-f.'- sere 1:: :.ruhlrl;' ].qkes and
igkd 5 those - :_ms .smd
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HERE'S ANOTHER SPARKLING CONTRIBUTION BY DICKY. NUGENT, THE GREYFRIARS LAUGHTER MERGHANT!

i OTTEN 1
Thus Frank Fearlcss, of the
Fourth Form at 8t. Sam's, as
he zat in the Form-room one
bright afternoan.
There was a frown on Frank's lhand-
sum face, as he reflectivoly chewed the

handle of his pen. Outside, the sun
thone from o cloudless sky. Through
the open window floated sounds of care-
Ireq larfter from the playing-fields; and
from the countryside beyopd, came the
plezzant bleating of the cows and the
Eu.n.mﬂm of the lambe as they frisked and
irollicked in the sun, In the Form-room
itself, however, all was dismal and
silent. And in epite of the fact that
some hours had elupsed eince dinner,
Frank Fearless felt fad-up.

Fearless was detained for the aflter-
noon on gecount of one of the numerous
misdemeenours he had committed
recently. Of late, he had been a very
different fellow from the Fearless Si,
Bam's had formerly known. Falsely
convikted of & crime of which he was
innosent, he had found himself-shunned
by Jack Jolly & Co., and all his old pal
and, in his bitternesas of hart, ho rnﬂ
become a bold, bad blade.

By defying the rules of the skool, and
polang hus tung out at orthority, he had
quickly got into hot water. Punishmenta
had {allen on his shoulders as thick as
leaves in Valparaiso. And new he found
himeell doomed tos an ofternoon in the
musty Form-room, when all Natcher
called him to taste the joys of Spring
ouk-ol-doors.

The sound of {foolprints in the
passidge outside the Form-room had

roused Fearless from hia gloomy re-
tlektions. Ho sat upright, his oyes
glecming, -

“Bomo cad coming to
suppose,” ho muttered. “I’'ll sce that
_E:_waﬁ a warm weleome, whoover he
is |

Frank Fearlesa picked u
Greok lexyeon, end prepare
at the newcomer.

Tho footprints pawsed outside tho
Form-room. A eupple of seconds later,
the door opened,

Unhezzitatingly, Frank Fearlesa ___E._W
the grate volume with all the strengt
of hie right arm.

Crazh |

** Yaroeoooooooo |

There was a feendish yell from the
doorway, and Frank Fearlesa grinned.
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Fiank Fearless, the bold, bad blade,
becomes as clay in the hands of the
potter when wintome Molly B rchemall
points out to him the error of his ways.

But only for a meer fraction of time, for
there was somothing in the tone of that
yell that made our hero’s hair stand up-
u_m_._u with haorror.
_ 1t was not the corse, ruff well of a
jumier. It was the high-pitched,
mowsical yoll of a young lady |
Frank Fearlesa had suxzeeded in
hitting Molly Birchemall, the Head's
daughter, right on her dainty little
u._.__:_—.m.._wzuua _r
“Oh, crikey!™ gasped Fearless, in an
aggerny of Eu?m. “It's Miss Molly I
e rushed forward to render first-aid,
Forchumtly, however, Miss Molly was
not ecriously injured and, although she

wasa E_..?..m%. hor nose rather roofully,
she mann ﬂ.ﬁ_ to bestow & winsum
amile on the horrified junior.

“Don’t worry | I'm used to taking o
few hard nox 1o hockey,” she trillad, in
raply to m_uu_w__”“un ﬁmwmm:._u m.._rl.ml...._m_r o |
suppose. you thow was one of your
boy friendst™ y ;

Eggractly 1" gasped Frank Fearloss,
“I naicherally didn't cggspect to see a
young lady wall; into %E Form-room.”

Molly Birchemall’s faco  lhecame
cerious again, and eho glarnzed soveerly
at Frank Fearloes,

“"You awra detained,” sho
nklkusingly.

“That iz eo, Aizs Molly,"” admittea
Fearless, turning an red as 2 pony.

“I am sorry,” said itho Ilead's
daughter in a low, trembling voice. 1
eggspected better of you.”

Her faco clouded as she spake, and har
m.m.nm regarded the junior through a mist
of tears

Frank Fearles: began to feal ashamed
of himself,

“It wasn't eggsactly my fauli, Miss
Molly—" he began. T *

But Misa Molly cut him short.

“You seem to have changed for the
worse, lately,” sha mermered, in
tinkling, hell-like tones. * Pop has been
telling me about you. He says you
havo m.aaoﬂ: one ef the black sheep of
the skool. What is the causo of this
drastic change in your carrikter?

Bhe pawsed egmepectantly for an
ATISWET,

Frank Fearlesa felt sorely trubbled.

“ Don't think too harshly of me, Miss
Molly,” he muttered. “I know I'm a cad
and a scallyw o

“1 know mothing of the kind!" cried
Molly DBirchemall, with an indignant

out, * ¥ou are brave and noble and

ind-harted. if the trooth bo told.”

Frank Fearless blushed furiously to
hear himself praised by such dainty,
femminina lippa.

“Perhaps [ am, really,” he admitted
modestly. *1 have only become a black
sheep in my bitterness of hart. 1 have
been the viktim of a fowl injustiss—="

“But that 1+ no roason for showing
the white feather,” interrupted Mizs
Molly, with a tosa of her pretty head.
“Please tell me how you came to be
treated unjustly.”

Frank Fearlcss waa not the kind of
fellow to whine for simperihy, and he
would have scorned to ¢ ._n,mu tho
trooth to any of his pals. But in the

sad

RANK

T )~

FEARLE

S

hands of this charming spessiman of
tho fomail sex, ha was as olay in the
hands of the potter,

In five minnits, Molly Dirchemall
knew everything ﬂ__._E_w that visit to the
Jolly Sailer, which had ended =o
disastrously—how Frank had set out to
warn Boonder of the Bixth, and how
Bounder had basely betrayed him and
cseaped seot-free himself,

There was & pucker of annoyance on
the girl’s brow as she listened. ™

"Hounder is & wicked " gha
twitterad, hey .mmE%_nn checks pink with
anger 1 shall tell pop sll about it, ar
ask him to eggspell the horrid fellow !

Good hevvana]l  Veu mustn't do
that 1” cried Frank Fearless, agorsi.
“Tho fellows would never forgive me for
sneaking 1"

“Then I shall seo Bounder, and
compal Lim to confess the trooth to
m_ﬁﬂ, eaid the girl. “Nen’t argew, for

ghall in=ist |

“0Oh, very well, then, Misa Molly ™
seid Fearless, with a hopelass jesture,

Molly Birchemall flung him a coy

larnso before she sailed out of the

OTIN-rOom. ;

“Now, you mmnst promiss me that
when justizs haa beeu done you will
reform,” she said appealingly. I wans
to sec you make it up with your old
friends, Jack Jolly and the rest, cud
become o leading light in the Lower
SBkool agaimn.”

"I will do anything you ask, Mizs

Molly,” said Frank Fearless, Lis oyes
__T_E“wm: admiringly on  the girlish
lgger belore lim.

Hiz answer drew & Jdezzling =smile
from tha Head's daughier.

“Aud now to interview Bounder ™
eggsclaimed Mally Birchemall, “Good-

for the prezzent, Frank Fearless!™
ith that ebe tripped daintily out ot

thoe Form-room, leaving Frank Wm.wu_...:m
with a wrapt eggapression on his face.

“RHy Jove!” ho multersd to himself,
a8 he returned to his desk. "She's a
peach, and no mistake 1™

After leaving  Fearless, Moliy
Birchemall went straight to the Sixth.
Form green, whera sho found Boundex
of the Bixtk ﬂ.—..m.n_,u___.:._m ¢ prommenard io
the gpring eonshine. In a fow well-
chesen aenteneea, the givl [arcly lashed
tha Bixth-Farmer with
her tung, until RBounder
glmoat squealed for
mersy, and begged o
be allowed to go to the
Head and confess the
trooth.

This, of corse, was
opganctly what Miass

_u__..q__ wanted, and
within five minuits, Dr.
._wm.__.n_....._im: had learned
all,

jumped to his fect, the culler serging
into his face. Leaping over tho desks,
o sprinted out of the Form-room and
raced to tho Head's study,

“Yrot in, fathead!” yelled the deep,
awe-inspiring voico of D, E.i_m_uum.
il responsa to his tap on the door.

Fearless kicked o the door and
ctitered, to find n%_%n Head beaming
nraciously at him, and Molly Birchem-
all smiling her most winsum smile of
weleoma,

“¥You sent for me, sir?” mermered
Fearlesa respectively.,

“Eggsactly! Fearless, my boy,” said
tho Head gravely, “some time ago I
punished you seveerly for pub-hawnt.
ing.  Bounder of tho Bixth has now
confessed that he is the giddy eulprit,
wnd that he delibberately pushed you
imte my hands =0 that you would get
the blame,” :

“1 am glad you lave found out the
trooth, =ir,” said Frank Fearless,
grinning all over his dile.

‘You aro no moro ﬁ—?a than I am,
Fearless1" eaid tho Head, “I can
assura you I fecl like kicking myself all
round the room, new. In fact, I'm
dazhed if I don’t do it!”

Bo saying, the Ilcad took hall-a-,
duzzen running kicks at himself, and
Fearless jennerously assisted by landing
a- cupple himself,

*“0Of corse, you did wrong in broakin
hounds to warn Bounder,” remark
Pr, Birchemall reproovingly, when he
had finished this little manocover.
* However,
punishment than you really descrve,
and I therefore propoze to make some
sort of compensation,™

Dr. Birchemall coffed.

“The only thing I can think of, Fear-
lezs, is to make you a cash payment,”
he said. " Let me roleeve my conseience

by completing the transaction herc and
wow.™

** But, air—>"

“Tut-tut | interrupted the Head of
St. Bam's, “1 persist, Fearless, As
headinaster of this great establishment
it s my bounden ﬂ_m:nw to recompense
¥ou in the oply way possible for the
greve injustiss yon have suffored, Had
| enly thought for a moment befors
condemning you, thia would not have
il happened.”

{ ‘rank Fearless could
hardly refrane  from
Erinning.

“Even tho best of us
aro lable to make mip-
takes,” he .said. “Of
course, with you, sir,
it may be a complaint.
But—"

“Fearless!” Dr.
Birchemall'a faoe
turned the culler of a

poay. “ Do you meen

11 o Insinuwate . w.ﬂin a

. man in my position is

i HICH tha constantly making mis-

'Eed wauia takos 1™

to sco you, “1 didn't ecggeactly

3 Master meen that, sir,” said

Fearlosa | Feoarless, unable * to

Binding, tha page, chegne the broad grin

mads that announce- which was ecrdopin

__Hﬁ% a3 _.m. ﬂrmm._ hia ] avaer his dial :m.
o round the Form- i wau may depart 1 F TR —"

room door a little later. stain _on .u____u:.. th_pqlnﬂn-ﬂﬂ"nr_%nmﬁmuwﬂwﬁunﬁﬁ “MNever mind what

Frank Fcearleas grippingthe junlor's handy * @Good buy, my boy! ™ tou meen, This is not
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yoiu have receaved more.

a tima to bandy words with your head-
master.*

“I'm sorry, sir! If I'vo offended you
axcept my sincero apologies. It was a
slip of the tongue on my part. I'm so
eggeited to konow, sir, that I'm not
really a bold, bad blade,” :

Dr, Birchemall became calm, with an
cifort.

“No, Foarless,” ho said, "1 awm
pleased to say that I was entirely wrong
in judging you as such, Your action in
shielding Bounder waa no dout due to
your thoughtlessness. Be that as it may,
however, it will give ma the greatest of
pleasure to compensate you with & sub-
etanshal eash payment.”

As he spoke, Dr. Birchemall dived
his hand into hiz trowsis poeket, and

with o flurrish handed the ill-used
junior & penny. :

I'rank Fearless gazed at tho eoin,
morg in sorrow than in anger, then
handed it back. , .
 “Frankly, sir, T don't feel justified
in keeping such a sumn,”™ he said,
shaking his head. “Please give it to
charity.” :

“An eggscilent idea! T will give it
to tho Uﬂ#@ﬂmn Headmasters® hﬂnﬂ?
tion, of which [ am trezzurer!” eried
____E_ Head, “chuckling into bis beard.
‘And now, Fearless, you may depart in
piece, without a stain on your fingers—
.m_ Ewmﬂ. your carrickter. Good-bay, my

Dr. Birchemall shook hands hastily
with the grinning junior,

“By the way, sir, what's happening
to Bounder!” asked Frank Fearless,
jennerously thinking, as usual, of the
welfair of others. “I hope you are
not sacking himi™*

Dir, Birchemall shook his head.

“Bounder will be prosceding tp Ox-
bridge in dew corse, Foarlose, and 1
cannot  bring myself to wreck his
career,” he said. “I shall mecrly birch
him black and bloo and give him twe
or three hurdred thousand lines to
write out. Needless to say, T shall also
vindicate yon publicly before the whole
b, wood ¥ segsclaimod Frank F

““Oh, i sclaimed Frank Fear-
lass, ..ﬁ_f m%%%...u:u.. sir! And good-
buy, Miss Molly 1"

Good boy I chirruped Molly Birch-
emall eoyly.

Outsido the Head’s study, Frank Fear.
lesa danced a Charleston in his glee.
Thanks to Molly Birchemall all his
troubles had vanished now There and
then he made up his mind that for the
future he would abandon the life of a
gay dog and o bold, bad blade, and
return to the good, old, happy dags.

The following day thero was a
General Assembiy in the Grata Hall of
8t. 8am's, and from the lipps of the
Head the skool herd the troo story of
Bounder’s tretchery and the Fourth-
Former’s innosenso. Needless to say,
overvhody was awlully upset to hear
of the gravae injustiza which had been
done to Fearless. Et. Bam's farely
ochoed with the cheers they gave the
hero of the Fourth, and loud were
the histes that proeted the trembling
Bounder as he was led to the %HE_.EE
to receave his richly-desorved nmwmun.

“Frank, old chap, forgive us' agid
Jack Jolly afterwards, “VYon ought to
have eggsplained, you know."

“I'm afraid I was too proud. Bul

it's all over now. L
berry the hatohei in the tucks
mjjested Fearless,

Lei's forget HJEW:._

. “Hear, hear!” yelled o score of
junters, and over foaming glasses of

m_m_:._muo.%n___ the hatchet was soltamly
rried. *

Frank Tearless soon got back into
the old lifa again, ‘and just to thow
that he hod’ completely Fr..._.wnﬂmn his
m.-u wiyd bhe called Rufi and Blagger,

is prls for a breef fortnite, and nocked
thair ally heads togéther, And thas
was the last he had to do with the
black sheep of the Fourth !

On the following Baturday, Fearle:s
turned out for the Fourth against their
old rivals from £¢. Bill's to atone {or his
mizzerable show against Bt. Alf's.

And atone for it, he did|

Within o minnit of the Lick-off, ba
had scored a goal. TIn the nest five
minnits, he !mmm_ a cupple more.

Not content with meerly scoring
goals, Fearless aleo assisted defenco
when occasion arose, ‘Whenever the
8. Bam’s sitadel was threttened, he
would rush up the field, scatter the St.
Bill's men in all directions, and retuin
trivmlantly with the ball to score
another goal.

Cheer after cheer went up from the
crowd round the field, and the applawso
rang.like mewsick in the ears of Frank
Fearless, For weeks he had been an
onteast, skorned and despised by all
But now he had come back with a von-
jence, and he enjoyed every bit of his
trinmi.

The gama ended at laxt, and Bt
Sdam's ran out winnera by 330, Frank
Fearless having scored every goal. The
theers were mimply deffening; every-
body woas making a hero of the one-
time blade of the Fourth, Dut above
nll the rest of the applawse, Frank's
eara listened raptcherously to the mew-
sical tones of tho only femminine speck-
tator prezzent—Maolly Birchemall, whosa
tender inflawance had cawsed the dark
clouds to roll away, and everything to
bo merry and bright again!

TIE END.

(Now look gut for the first of @ grosd
now seriex of Si. Sam’s yarna, entitled -
“DR. BIRCHEMALL'S BUSI" whirk
will a rin néxt week's bumper issue
of the Maoser. You'll laugh, till your
sides ache when you read i, chume!)
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