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Punching a film star’s nose seems to Coker an ordinary thing to

do, for in his opinion noses of obnoxious people were meant to

ke punched. But the punching of Myron Polk’s handsome nose
leads to extraordimary conmsequences for Horace Coker!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter Gels Lefi!
ANGE
Snore !
“ Bunter 1" .
Bnore]

“Halle, lalle, ballo ! Bunter.!” roared
Dob Cherry.

HSnora !

Whether Billy Bunter—even Bunter—
could have slept, with Bob Cherry's
powerful voice
ot the other zide of the door,
doubtful. _ .

But if Bunter heard, he did not heed.

Heally, he must have bheard. Ewvery-
body in Long Beach Boarding House,
at Hollywood, conld hear, as well as
passers-by on the Sunzet Bouleward.

But only a determined snore came in
reply from Bunter. _

He was not gaing to get up.

It wes only ten o'clock in the morning.
At Grevfriars, certainly, Bunter would
have had to turn out hours befare.  But
he was six thousand miles from Grey-
friars now. At Los Angeles, Californis,
Billy Buniler did not mean to turm eut
at unearthiy hours. Any hoor hefore
half-past ten was unearthly to Bunter.

At Long Beach Doarding.-Housa
breakfast was at nine, and any guest
who did not turn up on time had to miass
the meal. is, at first, hac caused
Bunter to rise early. DBut there is no
problem lhat cannot be salved by a
powerful intellect. Bunter bad thought
1t ouf, and solved it. For an estra
charge, breakfast was served in a
fellow's room. The extra charge fell to
Mr. Hiram K. Fish, s0 that did not
worry Bunter. He breskfasted in bed,
locked the door in case any beast should

was
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going full-steam ahead

disturb him, and setticd down to happy
sinmboer. =

It did not matter, as a rule. Nobody
fult any decp vearning for Billy Bumnter’s
sonioty, was not wauted ot the Per-
fection Jtudie, where Harry Wharton &
Co. went every morning to work.
Bunter was not in the cast for the great
“school ™ film that was growing, under
tha eve of Ar. Ri Schootz. So
whether the fat junior loafed ghout the
sindio, ar snored in bed, waz of litile
oconsequence to anyone but Bunter.,

On this particular morning, however,
he: waa called—and called emphatieallsy.
The thumping on his door, and th
powerful vdice of Bob Cherry, grew
more and more emphatic,

Bang! Thump!
“TBunter| Tatty! Fathead!™
Snore |

“Don’t raize the roof, old chap.” zaid
Harry Wharton, coming along the pas-
saze. “Try a lower gear.”

“Tha risefulness of the astecmed roof
will he tarrific,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “ The burstfulness
of our ridiculous ear-drums will also be
groat.”

“The fat asa!™ exclaimed Bob. “If
he doesn't turn out, he’ll be left bhehind.
The ecar's outside.™

“We mieght moanage to bear it if he
was left behind,” observed the Bounder.

“Well, wa don't want to Teave the fat
duffer on hizs own.” faid DBab. “[ sup-
pow he's forgotten that we're going on

location to-day.” He banged on the
:104'11; agnin. “Bunter! Fatty! Wake
up ! -

Siora !

were disturbing

“Oh. can it!" exclaimed Fisher T.
Fish., "1 guess it don't matter a con-.
tinental red ecent if the fat javy don't
moscy along with tha rest of the
caboodle.” :

“He doesn’t want 1o be left behind,”

zaid the good-natured Bob, and he
banged agein. “* Bunter ! Bunty 1
Bunt !*

Snore !

Bang! DBangl

The snoring censed at last. The fak
voica  of Bunter

; Willinm George
squenkod angrily at the .f?:iimvs who
Eis balmy slumbers.

I zay, vou fellows! Shut up! Clear
ot Got out! Stop that thumping
oW, ?-au siHI‘g idiots 1¥

“He's awake '™ grinned Nugent.

“Turn out, Banter !* shouted Dob.

IF shﬁn'ﬂt !J? i

" You silly 4s1” roared Johnny Bull,

"t‘i"l!:!’]"ﬁ !I.]'IE' !:.r i

. Jnl'[:,r{emd thing, too! CGo as sonn
a3 yvou like! ’]::Ea gsaoner yvou go the
better! Bhut ap ;

“Dor't vou want to como ! demanded
Bob, through the kevhole.

Mo, I don't! T'mn gick of hanging
about the studic watohing vou fellows
'y sickening for

!JJ

play the giddy ox!
a fellow who can really act

“Oh, my hat!”
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“Mow shut up, and let & fellow sleep
in peace ! snapped Bunter, '

“ But we're going—" :

Ef R&tﬂ IJ‘J

“On location—"

“Do ghut up ¥

“You fat goat!™ roared Bob., “"Do
vou want to be left behind ¥ '

“I thould refuse to be left behind.”
answerad Bunter. “Tell Mr. Fish to
make 1t later.” . .

“I guess I can see the popper walting
around for that fat gink!” grinoed

Visher T, Fish. :
“Look here, DBunter——" sghouted
Harrs. -

“ 3t up, Wharton Tell Mr. Fizh
that I’LI be ready about twelve. Not
£00NET.

"1 tell you—"

T Wah”

Runter was heard settling down again.
e drew a blanket over his head to shut
otit the obstreperous voices at the door.

“You'll ba left behind, Bunter!™
roared Bob. ' :

Snora !

With his fat ears blanketed against

disturbance, William George Bunter

vesumed his interrupted morning nap.
“Well,” that does it!" eaid Bob.

*let's get down™ .

Harty Wharton & Co. descended the
stairs, Thers was no doubt that Billy
Bunter wanted to accompanw tha Per-
fevtion erowd “on location,” and that
e would be seriously annoyed if he

were left behind, . But the Owl of the
Iemove was sleapy. and when

Other matters could wait, - -

Mr. Hiram K. Iish, certainly, was not
likely to wait. Bunter was too sleepy
to think about that. =

The footsteps of the Greyfriars juniors
tlied awey. on the stairs. In a cheery
crowd—not less cheery because Dunter
wags missing [rom their ranks—thewv
pourcd out of Long Beach Boarding-
House. Left in peace, Billy Bunter
slumbered. and from his room for a
long time afterwards came a deep and
continnous sound like the rumbling of
distant thunder. '

S!'I.B'I.' rrrrrrrrree !
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker on His Own!

T was & glorious morning, Bright
H spring sunshine flooded Bunset
ﬁmiuvarﬂ. ~and shona on

waving pepper-trees. Fleecy white
clouds sailed over the dazeling blue of
the Southern Californian sky,

. W the location. €
and-vhrious were ‘conveying-the -other;
- numerous members of the Perfection

he was,
sleepy his fat thoughts were of sleop..

» Dwing to DBob

Harry Wharton & Co. trooped
out of the gates of Long Beech
Boarding-House in the highest
of spirits. Only Lord Mauleverey
had & somewhat thoughtful and
ahstracted countenance—but hia
amiable lordship was never very
exuberant. T he prospect of
going “on location " was attrac-
tive enough to the juniors, The
location szolected for the open-air
work of the Perfection Company
was on tho slopes of
thé Santa Monica
monntaing, - facing
the  Pacific Ocean,
some twenty or
thirty miles from
Hollywood., Thera
would be bathing
every day in a
sapphire sea, boat.

ing and sailing in the leisure hours, and
1t Wz & pimau:]_t.ﬂm,]ﬂct. mfter weoks in
the town of movies.

Outside the boarding-house a mn’t.ﬂr;

" bus Wik wiiting having been” hired: by

Mr. Eish to.convey.the.Greyfrinrs party,
Other vehicles, many

dompany. "Great stars; like Myron Polk,

. of course, travelléd in their own expen-

sive -antomobiles~  Baggdge-cars, laden:
with * properties,” -had ldéng  been” on-
tho way, and Mp. Bchoots, “the director,:
and "Mr. Van DPuele. “were -zlready . at
the location. Hiram Ko Fish, however;
was on the spot to see the Greyiriars
p-ﬁI‘t-F started. : ; T R
_ Mr. Fishk was almost jumping with
impatience when thé juolors came out.
Ten o'clock had been fixed for the starh.
v Cherry's good-natured
efforts to rouse out Bunter, it was now
several minutes iﬂSt ten. Mr. Fish, of
course, was in a hurry., American busi.
ness men always were in & hurry, and
Hiram K. Fish was no excoption to the
rule. Like hiz hopeful szon, Fisher T,,
Mr, [Fizh did everything at a rush.
What he did with the time thus saved,
tha juniors bad never discoverad. Pro-
bably he spent it in being in a hurry
about something else. His occupations
did not eeem to matter so much as the
spesd with which he got through them,
“ Hustle, you guys™ called out Mr,
Fish., “Great John James Brown! You
guys know- vou're burning - davlight—
what—what? Hustle a few ! ' '

Harry Wharton & Co. “hustled a
few,” and began to pack themselves into
the bus. :

Coker and Potter and Greene followed
them out of the gates.

Coker of the Fifth looked up theo

- boulevard, omd down the boulevard, and

looked  across the boulevard. Appar-
Entlr_v, he was looking for something that
he failed to spot.

“You guys taking root on this pesky
side-walk 1" called out Mr. Fish, with
withering earcasm. - i
- *Come ‘on,” Coker, old man!” mur-
mured Potter. : ' i

And Greene gave a jerk at Horace
Coker's arm™ - - z 3 x
~®What are we going in, Mr, Fish?"
asked Coker coldly. ) "
'“You left your eyes’in bed when you
got ‘up” this morning 7% inguired M.’
Figh.,. “Can’f, é:m; seg . that bus—what'?":
- Colker sniffed. "He was not likely to,
travel "if" & motor-bus with a mob of
fags—not if Horace Coker knew it. _
- Althdugh® Mr. -Fish had captured a,
party of Greyfriera men for the big
¢chool film, he was in blizsful ignoranco
of many Greyiriars manners and
customs.  Among . other things, he
ignored the great pulf that was fixed
hetween the IMifth Form and the Lower
Fourth. To Mr. Fish, Coker of the
Fifth was o schoolboy—like the others.
2o far from being more important than
the juniors, he was less important in
Mr. Fish's eyes, as being less useful 'on
the pictures. This waz the cause of &
fixed and permanent resentment on
Coker’s part :

He could pardon Br. Fish's ignor-
ance, becausse Hiram K. was an
American, and Coker did not expect an
American to understand anything. But
it annoyed him, and he was not dis-
pozed to stand it patiently.

- *Hop in!" snapped Mr. Fish. :
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“ You h.?en't gmiﬂ & separate car
for us1" ashed Coker. ]
“ fg--what ! lsnt there room in thoe

$ruz "’ demanded Mer. Fish.

“ Pheaty of room if i;nu bang your,

feet I_ﬂ;tﬁg.du I;‘ n!ﬂh& Bo
[ L] ﬂ-' ‘. EF ]
“I'm not travelling “with a m?'f:r of
checky fags, Mr. Fith!” said Coker,
with lofty caimness

Cheery.

“You'd rether walk?” snapped Mr.
Fish.

“Certainly 1"  said  Coker, with
Olymnpian calm. :

“Heuf it, then!"” grunted Mr, Fish.

And he gave the mﬂr the signal to
start. The horn honked, and the bus
got in metion, .

Mer. ®ish strode away, to get inio a
hurry about something else. He had no

time to waste on the lofty Coker. Time,
as Mr, Fizsh often said. was dollars, and
dollars were to Mr. Fish what the
golden erlf was to the idolaters of
ancient times. Mr. Fish's long legs
whisked Mr TFish away, and he
vanished in ene direction, while the
motor-has rolled off in another.

Potter and Greene exchanged &

lance. 'They scldom argu with

aker—it made life too strenuous. But
they were on the verge of rebellion
I,
“We'll walk!” said Coker, with calm
dignity. ™ After-gll. it's a jolly morning
for a walk.” ]

“ Do von know it's thirty milea?” in-
quired Potter.

“0h ! zaid Coker.

He hadn't known it was thirty miles.

“"We may be late for Junch at Jack-
Rabbit if we walk it I" suggested Greene,
with gentle sareasm,

“Don’t bo an ass, Greene! The loca-
tion's at Santa Mohica, and that's only
ten or twelve miles: from Hollywood.™

HHanta Monice ountains 1" sald
Potter. *“The location’s at Jock-Rabbit
Canyon, about twenty miles past tho
fown ¥

“Don't be an -azs, Potter! Santa
Moniea’s on the coast. so it can’t bo
past the town—unless it's on an island 1™
added Coker.

Coker could be sarcastic, too.

“You go slong the coast, which bends
westward just north of Banta Mpmﬂa
town 1" szaid Pobter, with an air of

great patience, as if he were address-
ing & child.
Oh 1 zaid Coker again.

Potter and Greene glooced aller the
moter-buns. It was disappearing in the
distance.

“ Well, what are we going to dol"” in-
quired Potter. “We've lost the bua
We can't walk "

“7 eould walk it,” said Coker calmly,
“hut [ admit it’s rather too much for
you fellows, T'[l pet 2 car.™

"Good 1™ eaid Coker's
brightening up.

“J] haven't driven a car here yet,”
esaid Coker,

i Eh?” .

“PI hire one and drive you to the
location.”

;r{}h i3 "

Potter and Greene ecemed rather dis-
mayed a4t the idea of being driven to
the location hy Horace Coker.

chums,

“What about a taxi?' suggested
Greene.

“I'm going to drive a car.”

“It's rather a hilly road,” said
Pottor, -

“That's all right. I'l get a good
car.t

Potter and Greene were nob 5o P“'
ticalar about that. It waz & good driver
they were particular about.

“Come on!" said Coker briskly.
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"him have the car,

“There's n gurage down the street. T've
noticed szome good cars there. ] can
hire one easily enough,”

“ But—"" said Potter and Greene

simultaneously.
It was no use "butting.® Coker
atarted. and his chums followed him,

with dubious looks. They rememberaed
Coker's performances an ﬁis. motor-bike
at home. On his motor-bike at home,
Coker was firmly convinced that hbe
looked a master of the craft. To others,
he geemed rather to resemble Death on
a ‘Bafe horze.
otter and Greena wWere almosk
tempted to walk it, thirty miles as it
was. [afe was sweet. :
While Coker was in the garage nego-
tiating with the garage-man, they ex-
changed hurried whispers. By the time
Coker cmerged., having hired a ear,
Potter and Greene had. disappeared.
Coker stared round for them in vain.
Where they had gone. and why they
had gone, he could not understagd. But
they bad gone. BEven if they had to

."“l CLLLE L L DL LLLEL L Bl Ly L Rl LL L LT L LA -

Another * Magnetite”’ raises
a rear of laughter and wins a

nseful pocket-knife !
WITTY!

When motoring down to West-
minster one day & certain M.P. was
held op 11 A narrow thnmugh[ure h]l'
a costermonger with s barrow-
load of shrimg:. " Move on,
there | " cried the M.P. * Move on,
yougself ! "' replied the coster-
monger.  1hink you own the
blinkin® street ? lllt move when
I'm ready.” The Honourable
Member ecame  angry. = M?
ood man, he said,  you evi-
ently don't know who | am. g
have M.P. at the end of my name.
" So has every bleomin, shrimp
on my harrow 1 " came the instant
retort. .

A penknife has been awarded
to Eric Greenhongh, 29, Red Lane,
Farsley, Leeds.

Don't let the grass grow undex
your feet! Send in that funny
yarn you've heard—to-day!
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walk to Jack-Rabbit Canyon, in the
Santa Monica Mountains, they were
determined not to be driven there by
Horace Coker. Mo doubt they felt that
they were too young to die

Coker stared round in - perplexity.
The troth dawned upon hia powerful
brain ot last. He frowned. 'F!?ay did
not trust his skill as a driver! They
had eeen him drive at home! In spite
of that—or perhaps because of that—
they did not trust him !

Horace Coker's jaw set grimly. If
they did not choose to difive with him,

they could go and eat eoke! QCoker
started alone.
The garage-man stood and stared

after him es he started. As soon as
Coker wa3 in maotion, the garage-man
began to doubt his wisdem in letting
But that refection
came too late. Coker was already
going strong. ‘~

Fortunately, the traffic was not thick
in the early morning. And there is said
to be such a thing as fool's luck, Coker
got out of Hollywood alive, leaving no
dead behind him, though he left several
ather drivers gesticulating and yelling
and a polieeman foaming at the mouth.
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Y e . TTm

‘The American hebit of hustle was
useful to sueh of tha citizens of Loa
Angelea as bappened to ba on Coker'a
route that morming. They jumped for
thoir livea,

Coker may, or may not, have bheen
aware that the rule of the road in the
United States differs from that at home.
He favoured either side of the road
with cheerful indifference. Sometimes
the ear seemed to develop a kind of
obstinacy, end had to be given its head,
like ap untuly horse.  On  euch
occaziona, Coker’s progress resembled
that of a very erratic rocket. Peaple
at quite a distonce would give him one
look, and then adopt hustling tactics,
It was not uncommon for Coker to give
the accelerator & shove in mistake for
the brake, This certainly added to tho
E!%!tenél;lit of thiﬂu drive. "

ut ar, at Was . With
a cheery fuce, he ':r%iatad ;f ]:Eris way,
leaving rage and terror behind. It
remained to be seen whether “fool's
luck ” would befriend him all the way
to Jack-Rabbit Canyon., The chances
were Lthat 1t wouldn't |

—— e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ruetions on the Road !

T it
H&PL]&E,!” h_nli-:r, hallo! That's

The Greyfriars bus was
some miles out of Haolly-
woold, following the read westward,
with the hills rising blue to the sky on
the right, and the vast Pacific in sight
to the leit, There was a buzz of cheery
voices inthe bus. Lord Maulevorer sut
silent in a corner, with the " Los
Angeles Film Ledger ¥ open before hins.
His lurdship was not reading the latest
film news, however, Ha kept the paper
O at one page, on which was 31%-
F ayed o photograph of one of the Per-
ection movie girls—Mwse Leonora le
Riviara. Mauf:' ecemed  deeply in-
terested in that pbotograph. There was
a far-away look m hiseyes. Occasionally
he smiled. Buot he held the paper so
that the photograph was not wisible to
the gthor fellows in the bus. They had
no view of the “Lavely Leonora.™

. " From a lane in the hills, a horseman

came out inte the The juniors
recognised Myron Polk, the Perfectiou

star.

Polk, the greatest man in the Per-
fection company, was not going on
location &t the same time as the
comimon herd. His brightly-pokishad,
purple auto would bring him along
later. Now he was enleying & morning's
ride, on the handsome black horse that
figured in scenes m the “Lord of the
Dresert  film, in which Polk was figured
a3 & dashing sheikh It was a splendid
horse, and Polk rode it well, and he
undoubtedly looked a very handzome
figure in riding-clothes. The “hand-
somest men 1n Hollywood,”™ asz the
publicity agents called him, was worth a
second glance; and, ne doubt, the
admiriog - glances he received in
abundance sccounted for the lurking
oxpression of ¢oneeit and arrogance on
his extremely good-looking face.

Tha Greyirtars fellows looked at him,
as he appeared in sight ahead, not very
admirin ﬁ; They koew too much of
Myron Folk by this time to admire him.

“What a ripping gae !* said Bob. Ha
admired the ree, if not the rider.

Lord Mauleverer lfooked up at that.
Hin_lordship knew all about horseflesh.

o ad! That's a fip-top gee-gee!”
geld Mauly.

“I guess that critter’s worth five
thousand dollars!” said Fisher T. Figh
impressively. = Nothing had _any sig-
nificance for Fisher Tarleton Fish until
it had been translated into dollars.
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Myron Polk glanced at the bus as he

came riding. down the road. He
fecogmised its occupants, and his lip
ey Bl
nn n Ve B mt.
%3 ng'.'e:r BEE: thnt@chﬂp without
wanting to punch his head,”™  he
remarked.

“The punchfulness of hiz esteemed -

napper would be a terrilic pleasure,”
observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Coker punched it the day we eame
to Hollywood,” said Harry Wharton,
langhing, “but it's done him no good.*
“He's_a thorough rotter!” growled
Johnny Bull, *We know jolly well that
he lired that rufiian Gomez to attack
Coker, and, according to Bunter, he hid
the bruta at his bungalow afterwards,

when the police were looking for him,
Blessed if 1 don't believe he's got make-
up on his chivvy now !” added Johuny,

with a prunt of disgust.

Myron Polk came riding down the
hill¥ road, with a tight rein. The road
was not wide at this point, and the
motor-bus took up & good deal of room.
The horse seermned restless and, -as the
hus roared up the hill, the animal shied
from it. Polk drew the rein with a hard
end. eruel hand, and gave a sharp lash
with his whip.

Suddenly conselous that several earth-
quakes were happening all at onee, Coker
sat up in the bush, and blinked all round
him. Something was piled up by the
roadside—something fhat had once been
a car at the wheel of which Coker had been

avere well awaro

“ Brute I murmured Lord Mauleverer,

It was injudicious, as well as un-
necessary, to lash the horse, when the
rider was penned in a narcow epace
'I{:étwaun the bus and the wooded hill-
Slde,

The horse reared, stru%gling: with the
rein, and Polk, with a black scowl, and
ﬂ_%;ntfmgpf_ his teeth, lashed again
with the riding-whip.

That Polk had s passionate and vin-
dictive temper, the Greyfriars fellows
. The fact that he had
hired Gomez, the "thug® of Spanish
Town, to *“‘beat up” Coker of the
Fifth was proof of it. Every face in
the motor-bus glared st the handsoma
star as he wreaked his ill-humour on his
steed. For a moment or two, it looked
as if there might be an accident, for the
high-spirited animal reared and plunged
under the eut of the whip, and it was
dangerously close to the motor-bus,
Polk backed it with a wrist like iron,
and the juniors, looking back, saw the
horseman prancing and curvetting in
the middle.of the rga L.

“That chap deesn’t know how to use
a hurgef“ %mwled Lord Mauleverer, “ A
man who loses his temper with a horse
ain't safe in a saddle. That fellow
wants a thumpin® horse-whippin' I*

sitting ! (See Chapior 3.)

“ Hear, hear 1" gaid Bob Cherry.
M1 guess the sight of this crowd gats
hia mad up!" romarked Fisher T. ¥ish.

' “Ho sure don't like you galoots. You

ain't been any too civil to him.*

“He hesn't been any too civil to ua!”
snld Frenk Nu’_gant.
“Oh, guff!” said Fisher T. Fish,

“Polk's sure a big noise—and who are

vou geloots, anyhow? Hah-ud;i' 2
“ Fathead :" said Bob politaly.
*That puy draws five thousand

dollars a week from Perfection!™ eaid
Fisher T. Fish.

Evidently Fizshy regarded that as the
last word ! A man who drew a thousand
pounds a week was a man to be treated
with awed respect by lesser mortals, in
Fishy's opwmion., But Fisher Tarleton

‘Fish had.that opinion all to himself. To

the other fellows, money was not the
beginning and end of all things.

The bus roared on towards 3:3 Santa
Aoniea ITills, and Polk rode down the
road towards Hollywooed. He bad his
steed in hand again, but it was etill
restive. Polk, in hizs movie stunfs, waos
n splendid rider; but ho was, as Mauly
had remarked, not 8 man who should
have handled horses. When his tamper
was bad, his steed suffered for it, and
arbitrary cruelty had the effect of
making & high-spirited animal nervy
and jumpy. gﬂ-r soveral minutes after
the bus had passed, there was a contest
between Polk and hiz Arab, in which
the riding-whip came frecly into play.

Tue Magxer Liprary.—No, 1,101,
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Then he went down the road at =
gallop.

“ Homk, honk, honk I

A car came rockoeting up the road.

Polk stared at it.

It was a small light ecar, but it
seemed to nesd more of the road than a
floot of lorries,

At the wheel sat Coker of the Fifth.

With an open country road before
him, Coker folt that he could let the
car out a little,

He let 1f out s lot.

On the screen, Coker, as a motorist,

would have raised roars of laughter. He
inspired quite- other feelings on the
road.

Which side of the road Coker re-

parded as rightly his, was not to be
guoszed from observing him, He seemed
to have assumed aill the road as hia
provines, as well as some of the ad-
joining countryside. He prazed &
meadow fence on the left, rocketed
across tha road, and nearly butted into
the wood on tho other side. Then he
took middle for & few moments. en,
for some reason kvown only to Coker
or, . perhaps,” unknown to him, he
described a corkscrew course.
Potter and Greene been able to see
him then, they would have felt deeply
thankful that they were mnot in that
automaobile.

Polk dragged in his horse, and drow
close to the roadside to let Coker pasa
Ho disliked wery much making conces-
sione to anybody; bwt Coker, 1n a car,
was & [ellow to whon the most etifi-
necked person would have made con-
cesalona.

Te Polk’s zlarr and rage the car
headed stfaight for kim, as if Cokex
meant to run%iim down. :

Coker didn’t mea. snything of the
kind., Coker’'s sar »a- . so to speak,
token the bit in its tecth. Coker didn't
meen to run into Polc. He didn't mean
anything at all. He just whizzed.

ith a wrench at the horse's head,
Polk tore him away from the danger
zone, leaping out inio the middle of the
road, :

But as if the horeeman had been a
meagnet, and irresistibly drew the ecar
after him, the sutomochile chavged its
COUTSE, still herding for Polk.

Anocther wild jump saved him.

Ta pass Coker war impossible. Coker
used up all the road and a.little over.

With n glare o' ;age, Polk whirled his
horse round, and Aed from the car,

EHe had recognised Coker, and his im-
pression was that Coker was doing this
on purpose. Coker wasn't. He would
have jammed on hi=s brakes, had he
thought of it,

Polk lashed his hicize, and dashed up
tha road a* full gallop. After him
roared Cokor’a car.

It was & hot pursuil.

With whip and spur, Polk drove his
horse to & frantic speed, the car zig-
uﬁ_ﬁln% behind him,

_ e horee was ewift. but Coker, no
doubt, would hav: won that  remark-

abla raca but for acoidents, Fartu-
nately—nmot for Coksr, perhaps—acel-
dents acermad.

Fool's lueck failed Coker all of a
eudden.

Exactly what happencd, Coker never
knew. Aftcrwards. he attributed it to

some defect in the car, and severely
blamed himself f¢ having driven an
American car. With an American ear,
Coker declared you never knew what
might happen. Poseibly there was some
truth in this: bu. it was an undoubted
fact that, with Bore.r Coker st the
wheel, it was impossible to tell what
might happen. : .
Tre Miexer Lizrary.—No, 1,101,

Colker was suddenly conscious that
soveral esarthquakes were happening all
at oneo,

When thsy ceased, {Coker =at up in &
bush, and blinked round him. i

ing was piled by the roadside
—something that had once been a car.
Coker had been tossed inmto the bush.
Heo sat and blinked, waiting for earth
and gky to resvire their normal
positions,

Far in the distance a clatter of hioofs
died away. The Arab horee, scared out
of its wits, with the bit between ifs
teeth, wasa tearing along at frantio
epeed,, and its rider had completely lost
control. Polk, his hat gone, hia reins
over the horee’s ears, clung frantieally
to the saddle. whits as c]m]lf-:, while the
horse thundered cn and on.

- —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mauleverer Takes Conirol !

i OLEK ¥
P "H’ ]'.I-ﬂ.i- 15
" Gréat pip!™

Harry Whartrm & Co. bhad not
expected to ses the Perfection BStar
agaimn that morainz -

They saw him qui'c suddenly.

The motorbus wis rolling over a
long, level stretei. of roond, when the
clattering of hoofs behind drew the
juniors’ attention.

The buas was going at a moderate
speed ; the horseman behind pained on
it at every etrida, : o5

The Greyfriars fellows stared back at
Polk. :

Hatless, white as a shoet, clinging to
his saddle, Polk locked wery different
from the superci'ious rider who had
passed the bus g short time befora.

“Begad ™ said Lord Mauleverer.
“That gee's runnin’ away with him !

“The runawayfulness is terrific !*

“He'll ba thrown!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

Lord Mauleverar laid down the
“TLos Angeles Film Ledger,” and rose
to his feet, Beforo hit comrades goessed
his intention, bo had dropped from the
bus without waiting for it to stop. He
dropped lightly. runp.ng with the bus
for & few moments, and keecping his
fect. Then he stopped, and turned back
il'j t-hﬂ I"EHEI.&.

™ Mauly 1" yelled Bob.

His lordship did not heed.

Ho was standin- in the road waiting
for the runaway horse {o come up—a
matter of moments now.

Harry Wharton shouted to the driver
to stop, and there was a jamming of
brakes, The bus pulled in, filty yards
from the spot where Lord Mauleverer
stood, ]

The juniors swarmed out of the
vehicle, with the ezception of Fishy.
With runaway horses around, Fishy cal-
culated that ha liked the inside of a
bua better than the outzide,

Harry Wharton & Co. ran back along
the road. But they knew that they
could never reach Lord Mauleverer be-
fore the climax came.

Maunleverer stood like o rock. _

There were times whon the slacker of
Grayfriars could be anything but slack,
Now he was vigiwm an<l. alertness.

The maddene.! horse thundered down
on him. Polk, loct to his surroundings
in his terror, hardly saw the waiting
figure in the road Few could have
faced witheut' flinching tha charge of
the maddensd hores. Maulaverar did
not Bigch. It seemed to thoa juniors,
running towarda the =spot, that their
chum would be hurled over and

trampled down under the thundering
hoofs, and they halted, spell-bound with
horrar.

But Mauly knew what ha was about.
With a cool head, quick judgment, and
a ready hand, he caught at the Bying
reins, and grasped them. The pext
instant he was torn from his feet.

But it was only for an instant,

With an unrelaxing grip on the reins,
the horse swept round in & cirele, Mauly
the centre of tho circle. Twice round
Maulaverer the horse circled, in a cloud
of dust. Then he was pulled to a halt.

ron Polk was stil’ clinging to the
saddle, hardly econscious of what was
happening. e

With a rush, Harry Wharton & Co.
came up. The Arab' horse, trembling
and sweating, stood obedient to Maule-
verer's hand. - ;

“Oh, Mauly!” panted Wharton.

“All serene,” said Mauly ecoolly,
though he winced. His right arm was
feeling as if it had boen almost dragged
from the socket. .

The horsa was still trampling, but
Mauleverer's prasp did not relax, and
Wharton epeedily lent him aid. In a
few minutes the Ara was quiet, onl
panting in grest geaps. Polk was still

clinging to the saddla; but now he re-
covered himsell a little. and alid to tha
ground, )

“Not hurt?” asked Bob Cherry,

Polk shook hLis head. He was panting
for breath, and the colour slowly re-
turned to his whito face.

:‘Eﬂmathing scared him?" asked Bob.

‘A car—that [oo Cohker!” muttered
Polk.

0Oh, my hat! Ccker in a car!™
cinculated Bob. “No wonder the poor
old qﬂa was Bcared,™

Polk gritted his teetb.

The mad fool” He tried to run me
down in & car—-""

“Wall, he couldn’t have meant to run
you down,” said Bob, with a stare.

I tell you ha did!” hissed Polk,
“He is following ma now—-*
~ “"He jolly well 1sn’t,” said Bob, look-
ing back along the white road that
stretched away long miles to Holly-
wood. ““He's not in sight.”

Polk followed his glance. The road
could be seen for a mile back, and there
m::ulnnrmgn of ﬂ-ﬁ!_mr or heida oar. 4

—1 supposa he st :
Polk. PP _ opp muttere

“More likely piled up the car!™ said
Johnny Bull. “Cﬂhar’apfml enough for
anything " :

“Tha howling ass!™ said Nupent.
“Potter and érecn& ought to have
atnpfral;:] 1I'.u.i:|1. Lucky it's no worae I*

“I believe he meant to cause an aeci-
dent ! said Polk. between his tooth

"That's all rot!” said Bob umcere-
moniously.

Polk turned away from him with a
snarl. The fact that he had been
saved from what might have been a
serious  accident. by the Greyfriars
fellows, did not mollify his fealings to-
wards thern,  He was only conscious of
the bumilistion of having reccived help
at their hands

“Give me my horse!™ he snapped to
Maunleverar,

Lord Mauleverer guietly handed him
thp reina, and Polk grasped at them
with & savage jerk that made the horse
squeal and toss its head. In his right
hand Polk still grasped the whip, and
he raised it and lashed savagely at the
horse’s fank.

* Btop that, you cad 1" shouted Maule-
verer.

“You rotter 1" bawled Bob Cherry.
as tho juniora jumped back out of the
way of wildly trampling hoofs.
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'olk’s expression was one of sheer evil
NOW. :

His humiliation and rage were to be
wreaked on the horse,, He would have
been glad te lay the whip round the
juniors.  But the horse, at least, ho
could punish, and he meant to do zo
without mercy. [IFor the animal, even
for its value, Polk cared nothing in the
vindictive rage that possessed him.

The startted and frightened horse
strove to back from him. Polk, grip-
ping the-reins, lashed again and again.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked grim.
They were not disposed to stand by and
sc¢ the noble animal ifl-used. But it
was Lord Msuleverer who acted, while
the other [ellows paused. .

He strode at Polk, grasped him by
the back of the collar, and dra,giu!
him backwards, with o etrength that
fow would have suspected to dwell in
Mauly’s slim and graceful frame.

Pﬁl{: staggered in his grasp, and the
horse, backing and jerking at the samo
moment, tore its head lose. .

In an instaot the frightened animal
was thundering back down the road, the
way 1t had come.

Polk, heedless, for the moment, of the
fugitive horse, turned on DMauleverer
like & tiger, the whip uplifted to strike.

That blow never reached Bauleverer,
however.

Two or three of the juniars grasped
Polk at the same moment, the whip was
toen  away, and the Perfection star
hireled headlong into the dust. '
_digf landed with a crash by the rond-
£ 114G,

Boh Cherry toszed the whip away over
the trees g was strongly tempted to
Jay it round Polk firat. g
. The Perfection star raized himself on
his elbow, glaring in furious rage at
the é}mmrs. h : -t 4

“You—you—yai—" hoe panted.

“¥ou miserable cad!™” said Lord
Maunloverer. * Your gee's gone now.
You'll have rather a run to catch him
again, I think, Begad! I'd kick you,
only it would soil my boots [”

Polk staggered to his feef.

“I'll mako you squirm for thisl” he
gasped, in a choking voice. - “ The whole
gang of you."

“Is that the way you express your
thanles T acked Bob Cherry. "Is that
the Polk brand of gratitude? You were
‘an asa to lend him a hand et all,

_Mauly.”

“Ynoas."

Polk swung furiously awey from the

juniors. The fact that he owed his
safoty  to Mauleverer was gall and
worthwood to him. Ha almost wished he
lrad been left unalded on the runaway
horse—almost, but not rlpuita. He turned
ltis back on the Groylfrviars Ea.rtjr and
started down the road.  The horse, gal-
Inplnﬁ- with swinging stirrups, wads
niready out of sight in the direcltion of
distant Hollywood,
- Harry Wharton & Co. returned to the
motor-bus and rolled on their way. Polk,
dusty, dishevelled, and Furious, tramped
down the road, with littis -hope of re-
capturingi the” Arab horse before it clat-
terod into the boulevards of the filn
town.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
: Coker’s Luck !

H@H!‘i said Cukéer of the Fifth.
1o gas =
HD“.,. !l:l' PE )

Cokec of the Fifth erawled
out of the bush into the road. 1t had
bren 8 providential bush. It had saved
Coker from a very unpleasant impact
with Lhe hard, unsympathetic earth.

He was shaken. e was bruised: He
was dusty and untidy. He was breath:
lezss, But he was still all in one piece—
which was reslly more than he had &
right to expect.

For some minutes Horace Coker stood
pumping in breath and gazing at the
wreek of tha car, -

Coker fattered himself that he could
do running repairs. He fancied that
there were few emergencics 1o A
motorist’s earcer which he was not
equal to. But he confessed to a limif,
and he ecknowledged that tho car was
havond the limit. That ear reguired
handling rather on the lines of a Jig-
eaw puzzle, and Coker shook his head
over it. i

Tt was piled vp amidst a broken fence
on the lett side of the road. It wos out
of the way of traffiec. Coker was glad
of that: he was a considerate fellow. He
decided that as soon as he got some-
whora whers there was o telephone he
would let the garage man know where
hiz car could be eollectod. That was sll he
could do, in the eircumstances. He
could not drive that car again—and he
could not carry it away under hiz arm.
Bo he left it where it was, wondering
whether the garage man would have tho
cheek to stick him for damages, instend
of admitting that the accident was the

.l-l L LA R L L L rEEFEvEEd e Illllllll‘l'l

Ee likke Leslie Kay, of Clemenis
Avms, Small HHealth, Ihami,
aad 1win o leather pockef walle
Here's iy somning Limerick @

The ™ Owl,” in the guise of a Lord,
Was mvited to l:ldﬂnlﬂ a Ford.
For the *' movies "' to act
He was bent, and a pact
With * Parker " was made
accord.
NOW HAVYE A SHOT AT
A LIMERICK YOURSELF,
CHUM!?
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fault of the ear. Tt waz very probable
that the garago man wounld!

In the meantime, the question aroze,
what was to be done? Coker was many
miles out of Hollywood, and still many
more miles from* his destination. He
was disinclined to turn back, but going
forward meant & tremendously “long
walk, and he was feceling rather too
shaken up for it.  As there scemed
nothing clso to be done, however, Coker
turned his back on the par and started

up the road, hoping to get a lift on the

way, sooner or later.

It was just as well for Coker that he

lost no-time in getting out of the neigh-
bourhood of the wrecked car, and that
he did not start for Hollywood. .Fur-
suers were on Coker's track, A police
car was chasing the wild drivgr whe
had scattered torrer mnd dismay in his
wake. Coker was far oot of sight, reund
g bend of winding, hilly road, before
tha wreck was overtaken, however. He
tramped ‘on, unaware of the danger he
had escapcd.
" Coker tramped on and om.  Cars
paseed him, going and coming, but there
was no prospect of a lilk

Coker was tired,  apd dusty, and
warm, - Preseutly he sot down on a
graszy knoll by the roadsida to rest,

Then he observed a straying horse
that was grazing near abt hand. To his
surprise, he r nised the black Arab
that hod been ridden by Myron Paolk.

He wondered what had become of
Polk. He had forgotten the Perfection
star, Now hoe remembered him, and

e —— o e e,

wondered whether the silly-ass who had
s clumszily got in the way of his car
had had an accident. If he had, Coker
was sorry. But he could not help think-
ing that it scrved the fellow right. A
fellow who couldn't keep out of the way
of- a car driven by a masterly hand
deserved what he got.

The horse, having galloped several
miles back down the road, had dropped
into a wall at last, and then turned
from the road to the grass and grared,
Coker could ride—as well as he could
drive & car! There could be no harm
in borrowing the horse for the rest of
the trip to Jack-Rabbit canyen. In fact,
that popinjay, Polk, ought to be obliged
to him for bringing i the horse, which
was obviously straying, and might geb
knocked over by some edr il it strayed
it the road.

Cokor rose'from his resting-place and
approached the horse cauliously. . He
caught tho trailing reins.  Tho horse
jibbed & little, but allowed Coker to
mount; and it was a great relief to
Coker to rest his aching Iimbs in Polk'a
bandsomo and cxpensive saddle.

“Geo up!” said Coker. _

He smacked the hotse and jabbed bis
heels into its ribs.” The Arab geo'd up.
Coker gulded him up the road, rﬂa.t%y
relieved at getting this timely lift on
tho way. ; - ;

Lut the treatment the noble Arab had
recgived that morning had shaken tp.
his nervous system, and he was restleas
and jumpy.” He shicd ond pranced as
a fast car came whizzing along the road.
Coker dragped at the reins, but tha
horse knew—bettor than Coker could
have told him—that it was not a
master’s hand that held him. After the
cor had passed it left Colier and- the
herse prancing wildly,. Coker had a
list to port; and he saved himself by o
wild struggle that gave him a list to
starboard. “Then be pitched forward,
and saved himsel! again by clasping the
horza round the m:-eE;

That attitude, though not picturesque,
scemed safer, and Coker wisely kept to
it. The dact was that Coker was not
one of thoze follows -born to **witch
the world .with noble horiemanship.’”
His belief that he.eould ride was only
onc of Coker's many strange belicls
that had no foundation whatever in fact.

The horse made several efforts to shake
{loker off, startled and dismayed by
that affectionate embrace. round his
neck. a2

But Coker was a sticker.

If he c¢ould not ride, ke could hang
an—and he hwng on. -The mope the
horse, pranced- the - tighter-Coker clung.
like a lithpet to & rock. Ha gasped and
spluttered, and wyelled. “Whoa!" to
hecdless ears,. The Arvab broke into a,
gallop; and”as another car came roar-
ing slong. the animal turncd off the road
into a path over the hill, much to
Coker’s relief. e was npot now think-
ing so0 much of gotting to his destination
as  of, saving .himself from.a collision
with & car, or a nasty fall. " Ib was'a
great relief to get off the road into the
country, z b conla. W

Ha passed two or three people, who
starr:dp:md roared at the si,g,ﬁnl: of Caker
clinging to the horse's neck. i

Coker did not heed them.

He had all his work cot out to keep
on. Ho gave his attention etrictly to
the business in hand, S

Where the horse waa going Coker had
no idea, except that it was teking him
inta the hills.

Havingz lost the reins, and not ventur.
ing to unloose his clasp on the neck,
Coker had no meoans of stopping the
horse.. He only hoped that it wonld

Tne Magxer Lisrany.—~No. 1,101,
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stop of its own accord sooner or later.
Heo ventured a hasty blink round him at
mtervals, and found that he was in a
country of hills scattered with trees.
These, ho knew, must be the Santa
Monica mountains—somewhere in which
was Jack-Rabbit Canyon, where the
Yerfection Company were en location.
All traces of road and path were lost
by this time; he waa clattering over
wild hilleides without a track.

By this time Coker regretted that he
had borrowed the horse. He could not
help feeling that this Jift might cause
him to have a longer walk than ever,
in the long run. But it was too late to
think of that.

The harse stopped at last. )
Perhaps he realised that the rider

on his back was not some fearsome
creature, and that there wae no harm in
him, after all.  Anyhow, he stopped
and hegan to graze. ;

Euknf ::autiﬁ:usijr unloosad his grasp,
slid over the horse's head, and bumped
into the grass,

“Ow 1 -

The horss stared at him and trotted

BWaY.

G'IJE}(E‘I' let him go.

Wherever ha was, and howsoever far
he might be from his destination, Coker
waz not disposed to ride FPolk's horse
DY MOre. ]

Il-rla =at whera ke was, staring about
him: and the horse disappeared among
the thickets on the hillside.

Coker picked himself up at last. He
tramped away, hoping to strike some
track, or path, that might guide him
out of tha apparently pathless hills or
to meet some pative who counld give him
a direction. N .

It seemed that luck was in his Way,
for a quarter of an hour later he zighted
a man who was emerging from & hollow
in the hill. Coker waved his hand and
shouted.

L 1] I.ii I!J

Tho man, with a startled look, spun
round and stared at Coker. The Fifth-
Former of Greyfriars noticed that he
was & swarthy fellow, but his face was
half-hidden a Mexican sombrero.
Coker hurried towards him. " .

L . I'm lost in these hills,” sai
g et to Jack-Rabbit

Toker. "I want to ;
Canvon. Can yon tell me—"
Ha broke off.

“Youl" he stuttered.

“Muy bien " said Gomes, the “thug ™
of Spanish Town. “3o0 we mee} again,
senor M

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tha Loeation !

Ll D thiz is the jolly old location I"
S eaid Bob Cherry. -

Harry Wharton & Co. were

strolling about  Jack-Rabbit

Canyon, in the Santa Monica Moun-

tains, keenly interested in all they saw.

The canyon was a wide, open space,

shut on either side by towering chiffs,

wooded here and there,

The lower end was cpen to the view
of the sea, which rolled biue in the sun
at less than a mile's distance.

The upper end was closed by wild and
irregular rocks and cliffs, ecemingly
impassable to apy foot but that of a
mountain goat.

er hills

Down the canyon from the u

brawled a torrent, flashing and rippling

in the sum. : i
At ona ﬁ:ﬂt it was crossed by a wooden

hridge. ear the bridge stood an oid

building of adobe—sun-baked bricks—

evidaently left over from Mexican days.
Tae Masyer Lirany.—No. 1,101,

The asdobe building, which had once
been a rancho, was now the head-
quarters of Ferfection Company,
baving been hired by Mr., 3chootz for
that purpose.

The Perfection Company had the
canyon all to themselves, It was ono
of the most solitary places in the hills.
But it bad plenty of cccupants now, for
the Perfection Company was pumerons,

Mr. Schootz and the more important
members of the company had their
guarters in the old rancho. Other
members were accommodated In out-
buildings and in tents. The Famous
Five had rooms in 1the rancho.-

Early as the scason was, it was
already summer in the glorious climata
of Seuthern California. The days wera
hot, though—as usual in California—the
uighta wara ¢cold.

T'he juniors had by this time seen a
great deal of the work in 2 movie
studio; but this was their first irip to
“loeation,” and they found the chango
from Hollywood very agreeable.

Many pictures wera to be “shot™ at
the location—some in the canyon and
the surrounding hills, eome in the fielda
helow, some on the wide stretch of sand
that bordered the Faci Mr. Schootz
had more than one picture in hand—
the principal heinﬁr e “Lord of the
Desert ¥ film, in which Myron Polk was
chief actor; and the school film, in
which Harry Wharton & Co. wereo taking
part.

Whether Myron Polk was to piteh his
quarters in the camp the juniors did not
know. The leading lady, Janet Joose,
remalned pt her luxurious flat in Holly-
wood, and was to come out in her car
when wanted. But a “frame house™
near the old rencho accommodated a
number of “extra girls "—extra girls
not, as & rule, being the possessors of
cars. Among the movie girls on the
location was the one in whose photo-

5raph Lord Mauleverer had been so

eeply interested.

15 lordship, strolling round the
location with the Famoua Five and the
Bounder, auddanl: stopped and caught
his breath, and his geze became fixed.
A femala form had appesred from a
grova «f orange-trees near the stream;
and Mauly's amiable face went red, then
pale, then red again.

“Jolly place!” said Bob. ‘' Hallo,
hallg, hallal That's sene of the movie
girla! I believe I've eeen her before.”

“PBlessed if I can tell one from
another "’ satd Jehnny Bull.  “Their
chivvies aren’t nearly as thicld;r
plastered out of doors as in the studios,™

“You silly ass!"” said Mauleverer.

“Eh?" fathead I'”

“CHeese it, yon fathead !

* Oh, my hat!”

The jumors stared at Manleverer, It
was very uncommon for his lordship to
spenk sharply.  But thers was quite &
note of acerbity in hiz voicae now.

“What's the row, Mauly I asked Baob,
in wonder.

“gh' mts!!:’ to know that

“ Do yon happen to know that young
lady 7" ashked Bob.

Mauleverer gave him a withering
loak,

“You chump!
Riviere.”

“Oh P eaid Bob, giving the movia
gir] under the orange-trees another
look, “JIs it?! Yes, I remember she
lad ted hair now."

“Don't be a coarse idiet, Beb1”

“YWha-a-at

“1f you can't tell beautiful awhurn
hair when you see it, dry up!” zaid
Mauleverer.

“0h, ecissors!™

“It's Miss Snookson right enough,”

It'a Miss Leonora la

said the Bounder; “only zhe's got on
rather & different complexion to-day.’

“That young lady's name is La
Riviere,” zaid Mauleverer stiffly,

T h Ehl.ll.'. up IH

“What's the matter with Snookson 7"
demanded Vernon-Smith, “Doesn’t
Shakespeare zay, * What's in & name?’
Snookson mightn't do for tha films, but
it’s all right for home consumption."

he juniora grimned. They remem-
bered that Mauly had dizplayed signs of
tender attachment towarda the movie
girl whom he had rescued from the fire
at Perfection studio. This wasg, in fact,
one of Mauly's little weaknosses, Bome
of the fellows remembered & young lady
at the bunshop near Greyfriars, to whose
fascinations, for a time, his lordship's
susceptible heart had succumbed.
. “You get on my nerves a little
Emltlgly; if you don’t mind my mention-
m' it," geid Lord Mauleverer ecoldly.
“Thera’s such a thing as manners, you
know—or perhape you don’t know.

“Look here, you slly ass—" began
the Bounder warmly.

“Cheese it!" snapped Mauleverer.

“I can jolly well tell you—->""

“Peace, my nfants!” gaid Bob
Cherry soo inﬁ-ly. “Peace in the
giddy family eircle.” .

“ Shurrup !” murmured Johnny Bull,
' Misg Bnookson’s coming this way.

“"If you say Snookson again, I'll joll
wall punch_your head " oxclaimed ﬁrg
Manleverar.

Johnny grinned, and was silant.

“Snookescn!" said the Bounder at
OTrCa

Lord Mauleverer turned om him.
Hn.rriwm.rﬁm hastily interposad. For
onea his amiable lordship was really
ANETY.

“Hold on, you duffers! Do you want

to let a_lady see you scrapping? Behave
yourself, Smithy ™

Miss Le Riviers, otherwise Snookson,
was  bearing down on the party.
Obviously, she had recognised the gal-
lant schoolboy who had saved her from
the fira at Perfection.

The juniors raised their hats politely,
Lord Mauleverer turned the colour of a
beetroot as he saluted the *Lovely
Leonora.”

Miss La Riviers extended her hand to
Mauly with a charming smile. He tool
it az if he fancied it & delicate piece of
china. 3

“1 guess I've been coming to see you, '
I:idl,” said Leonora. i

““Ob, ah—yaas!™ said Lerd Maule-
Terer, 1l & gasplog w108,

How old Leonora was none of the
party could guess, Signs of age, if any,
were hidden under the decorative effects
of the beauty parlour. But they had no
doubt that sha was a goad many years
alder than the echoolboy earl. She
seemead to be a rather nice, good-naturad
girl, aa far as the juniore could see; and
they could not help wondering what ghe
would have thought had she guessed that
Mauly had “fullen ™ for hor charms.
Probably she would bave considered him
*some gink.” )

“It sures was tha elephant’s hind leg,
the way you hooked me out of that Hare-
up,”’ said Leonora. “And you a kid,
too

“Mot exactly a kid!" gasped Maule-
varer. “ I—I—1'm over fifteen, Misz La

Riviere.™ V
“J sure was skeered a whole heap,”
went on Leonora, unnheeding. *“‘But
now it's aver, what Jluck! What"
UWhat " ecjaculated Mauleverer
LE Y Luﬂk ?1?

“Just a few!” =aid Leonora, with a
laugh. *“It's got me into the papers.”

“The—the papers?”

Getting into the papers was about the
last thing in the wniverse that would
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But
the view of & movie giel, with her daily
bread to earn, was, naturally, diﬁ'@rent.

have gratified Lord Maulaverer,

“Yep,”  said eonora  brightly.
“Movie girl nearly burned to death—
pallant rescue by an English nobleman
—and pll that! I've got my picture into
the *Film Lﬂdger ‘—right inl!"

“Oh!" gasped Mauleverer.

“1 sure gave the reporter the glad eye
and fixed it,” said Loonora cheerily.
“They wasn't keen on the picture when
they found I waz only an extra. But 1
cure pave that reporter looks like candy
till he fall for it."” )

Harry Wharton & Co. politely moved
away. They were not wanted on in this
last ecene—least of all by Lord Maule-
VErer.

“It sure was real luck,” went on Miss
La Riviers. *“It hit me right where I
lived, you bet your best hat. You see,
Priaps you ain't wise lget to Hollywood

i

ways., What? Publicity’s the thingl
Grets before the public! Make your ex-
1stence known! Hit the eye! Seel!™

HI—I—=T sea!” stuttered Mauleverer.

“How many folks in Hollywood knew
thero wrs such a girl as me in the place
at all, before the fire?"” said Leonora.
“Not & ginkl I've made the rounds of
the studios till my shoes were nearly
worn off, and I was sure lucky to buﬁ
an extra part at Perfaction. Now a
Hollywood knews I'm arpund! See?
Why, this morning tha folks were rub-
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bar-necking on the boulevard fo get a
look at me.” Leonora chuckled, “I'll
tell the world. I ain't going to be lost

in the crowd again—not little me, you
bet your silk socks!”

“Oh, begad—yans!™

“It's the said

e making of me”
Leonora brightly. *But if vou hadn't
hooked me out, kid, I gl;mﬂ.n I shouldn't
have been looking for bookings on the
movies Any more. You want to know
I'm aver so much obliged. A plucky
kid, you are, I'll tell the world! You
fealing all O.K. again?"

*Oh, yaas—quite!”
“You g stil t & mark or two on
your face,”' said ora. “My! When

I think what might have happened!”
She sgqueezed Lord Mauleverer's hand.
“Kid, yvou're the real goods, all wool
and a yerd wide, T'll tall the world!™

And, with a bright smile to his lord-
ship, Leonora -loft him and walked away
to the frame-house.
hLﬂrd Mauleverer stood gazing after

or.

Hec stood rapt.

In the mouth of Fisher T. Fish,
Mauleverer had never liked the Ameri-
can language. It had rather got on his
noble nerves, But circumstances alter
cases. From the lips of Leonora it was
liks unto the music of the spheres.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!” shouted Beb
Cherry from the distance, *Mauly!
Grub, old bean!™

Lon

With a cool head, quick
judgment, and a ready hand,
Lor Mauleverer cau ht at
the flying reins, and grasped
them. The next instant he
was torn from his feet as
~—.. — the horse swept round in
- 8 elrcle I (See Chapter 4.)

Lord Mauleverer
dream.

“Eh—what "

“ Grub* shouted Bob.
. “Grub!” repeated Mauleverer, with
ineffable disdain,

His thoughts wers on things more
romantie than grub.
ha

On second thoughts, howerver,
realised that he was roady for lunch,
and joined the other fellows. But it
was In & mood of abstraction. And
when the Bounder introduced salt into
his pie, Mauly did not even notice it.
Mauly evidently was getting into a
serious state. His friends could only
hopa that he would recover bLelfore he
reached the stuga of a proposal, That
indead would have been what Fishy
called the elephant’s hind leg and the
grosshopper's whiskers !

started from &

i S—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way |

BAY, vou fellowa!™
Billy Bunter was glad to see
Pottor and (Greene.

Bunter was on the piazza of
Beach Boarding-House when the
two Fifth-Formers came up the garden.

Potter and Greene wore rather it a

1asza, :
Toe Maagxer Lisnant.~—No, 1,101,
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They had backed out of sight when
Coker started on his wild carcer as a
wmnotorigt. That was merely prudent. If
Coker scattered himself and the car in
small fragments. along the road from
Hoallywood Santa Monica, naturally,
Potter and Greone did not want to be
sirewn along with him and 1t.  Bub
they wero left at o loss. They had to
get to’ Jack-Rabbit Uhn{m' to join the
Perfection Company. They could not
it; and, without Coker to foot the
Even at

walk
bill, they could not hire a ear. | !
home the hire of a car for thirty milea
was rather expensive, In the United
‘Mtatea it was fantastio, There was no
cdoubt that Coker's friends missed him
when he was absent. Coker had many
LEan,

Having decided at last fo take the

ordinary bus 1o Santa Monica town,

and thore look for & lift to the lecation,
Potter and Greene came back 1o the
hoarding-house belore
lunch. )

At what time they would wander into
the location they did not know, but. 1t
was. likely to be nearer supper than
lunch. Sl :

Billy Bunter turned his little round
cyes and his big, round glasses on them
in relief, Mo was glad to seo them.
Bunter, coming down at twelve, lied
found himself deseried, ike Potter
and Greeng, ho had the problem before
him of getting to the location. But in
his cpse it was a moro severe problem—
a problem that made anything in Euclid
laok easv. Tor Bunter was unprovided
with that necessary artidle, cash—moro
necessary in the United States than in
any other country, IIe still had the
threepenny picce he had brought from
England, and upen which he founded
his usual remark thot he had 'tonly
English money about him.” But =
threcpenny piece was obviously uscless
a3 journey-money, especinlly as it was &
bad one.

“1 say, you fellows,” called out
Bunter, ““where are the other chaps?”

“"Gone " gronted Pottor,

“Cheek, you know 1™ said Bunter. *I
told them distinetly that I should be
ready to start later. I told them to ask
ald Fish to wait! Yot they've gone o
and left me—after all Tve done for
vhem "

“Br-r-r-r-r1” zaid Potter. i
“ “But it's all right,” added Bunter
hrightly., "1 supposa you're going ! 1'il
coma with you' )

FPotter and Greene went into the house
without replying to that, The prospest
of Bunter's companionship on e trip
did not seem to olate them. '

“Deasts 1" murmared Bunter.

There was no doubt that tha Fifth-
Farmers wara beasts, for anybody but o
beast would have been glad, of course,
nf Bunter's company. Paying Bunter’s
pxpenses en route would have been re-
parded s a privilege by any right
minded, follow. But beasts as thay ware,
Bunter meant to travel with them. It
wiaz Hobson's choies with Bunter ; o case
of beastly company or none,

So after lunch, when Potter and
freene walked away from the boarding-
liouse to cateh their bus, William George
Bunter rolled after them.

T1 uejv caught their bua,

2o did Bunter,

They frowned at him, and szecluded
themselves as far from -him as the
dimenzions of tho bus allowed, ;

Siill. they eould not object to Bunter
travelling 1n o public vehicle, if he
tiked.. Dunter travelled.

When the question of a fore arowe be
refoerred to Potier and Greene, Ile did
not mind which of them paid his fare—
ar whether they clobbed togethier f[or

Tre AMaicser Lisrany.~—xo. 1,101,

starting, for

-not being quite immaterial to. Bunter.

ff certainly; but ha was now

it. All he carved about was that it should
be paid. Potter, breathing wrath, paid
it—to aveid a scene on tho bus, promis-
ing himself to take it out of Bunter in
kicking ‘when they landed at Santa
Moniea. :

it - was late in the afternoon that Santa
Monioa was reached, ;

“I say, you . fellowa—" . began
Bunter, as Potter and -Greene consuited
about tho next step op the journey.

Potter ook him by the collar, slewed
him round inte a favourable. pesition,
and procceded to indemnify himself foy
the bus Fare. - 3

Thud, thud, thud!

" ¥ ow-ow-ow-ow | roared Bunter.

Ho jerked himself away, and re-
treated. :

Ho was done with Potter and Greene,
Potter obyiousiy was proparcd to expend
mora boot-leather if Bunter approached,
Bunter had had cnough, “With his usual

, ¢ool check Bunter -had intended. fo hook

himself on to the two Fifth-Formurs for
the, journey; whether they Tiked 1t or
But he was unhooked pow. :

Trom a distance, with a morose eye,
he watched Potter and Greene. They

had stil} fifteen or twenty miles to covar

from ghe town of Santa Monica {o getto
the Tocation. Finally, for a consideérable
consitleration, they obtained a lift Sna
cotiniry cart thaf was going within a
fow ‘miles of Jack-Babbit Canyon.
Those remaining few nmles had to
walk. - Hortunately, their baggage bad
gone with the juniors in the méter-Hus
that mormng. :

Bunter, with a morose beow, watched

thom depart. Decent fellows 'gu:m'ldahn-m
been glad 4o put up &n extra five dollara
for Bunter. DBunter’s fascinafing com-

pany would surely have beecn cheap as

a pound. Potter and Greeme evidently
did not realisa that. In fact, they
seomod to  have forgotien Banter's
existence. Anyhow, they departed—and
Bunter was left on ‘his lonely own.

“0Oh erumbs ! s2id Bunter.

The last state of the Owl of the
Removo was really worse than his first.

Ho had done about half the journey,
landed m a
strange . town with & bad threepenny:
piece in his pockel, and already feeling
the need of refreshment.

Tad ha stayed in Hollywood, at least

e would have had food and shelter ab

Long Beach Boarding-Hounse. At Banta
AJomien he was in the unenviable position
of Robinson Crusoe on his island. Al
his wants had to be provided for by
himself, and the prospect was gloomy.
Thoss Fifth-Form beasts had let him
down, and what was going to be done

was & more pressing problem than ever.
What was going to be done, with
Bunter, generally meant, who was

poing to'be done! But at Banta Monica
there was nobody to be * done "—Bunter
was prepared to “do” anybedy, but
there was nuthmF dojngl - *

To hire & car, mvmgijl-larr:,r Wharton
& Co. to pay at the other end, was his
natural respurce in such circumstances.
Bunter had done this on more than one
oconsion ; and on the last oceasion the
sshiors had- paid up, but they had
iimatnwe:d & gevere ragging on the Owl,
and promised that next time it happened
they would give bhim the ragging over
azain without paying up. Bunter had
g feeling that they would k their
word ; he was aecustomed to selfishness
and  ingratitude, and nothing those
beasts d1d-would snrprise him. 8o that
resource was cut off.

It really locked as if Bunter would
have to walk—which was impossible—ar
plse camp on the beach at Banta Monica
without anything to eat—which was

bhad to have someth

doubly impossibla,
imaginable,

Ho wanderad dt’:ewnhin the beach in o
troubled frame of mind. ?

During kis brief engagement at Magie
Films, Bunter had had dollars of his
own, They Had gone the way of all
Bunter’s cash, unfortunately. A fellow

. ing to eat. As had
happened before, many a time and oft,

e was down to his last threepenny-
bit.  Indeed, had Bunier, as le t'u:u_tdir;,r
hoped, secured a million-dollar en ;
ment on the pictures, it wa&&:mg:gfa
that: his &iches would have taken unto
themselves wings and flown away—in tho
form of refreshments, liguid and solid—
leaving him at long fast only that emall
coin which had accompante
England.

The sun was setting on the broad blue
Pacific but the beach was crowded; the
blue waters dotted with boats and sails.
A boatman sitting on the gunwale of a
boat drawn up on the sand, inguircd
whether Bunter wonld like a sail,
Bunter shook his head—he was not look-
ing for diverzions, Thon he suddenly
reinernberad that Jack-Rabbit Cenyon
was not far from the sea, though & good
distance along the coast {rom “Santa
Moniea.

He turned back 2o the boatman.

“You know Jack-Rabbit Canyon?” he
asked, “"Place whers a Alm company is
on location.”

“Bure!” said the boatman,
- "ould you land goe near it

“Surel™ said the boatman.

and uiteriy un-

him from

1;!!'

i Jost

‘oppostte—ten  minutes’ wellk- up  the

ghore.” ) _
“Good ! said Bunler. “I'll take your
boat, then.” :
#Pen dollars,” said the boatman.
“That's all right.”
The boat was pushed out, Dunter
boarded it, and the sail was' hoisted.
The boat swept out into Santa Monica

unter settled down comiortably.

Tho eun was sinking deeper and
deepor, level rays crimsoning the blua
waters, Most of the craft were now
making for the shore. At & little dis-
tance from the coast, rising in terraces
towards the blue hilla to the north, the
hoat ran on. Dusk wes decpening over
the sea when the boatman dnined hia
prow towards the shore at last, running
for & -little cove that opened in the
cliffa. '

Billy Bunter falt & tremor or two.

His fat conscience was not troubling
him. When o fellow had to get fome-
whera ha had to get there, and if ha
couldn’t his way, naturally; he had
o with his way unpaid. That satis-
fied Bonter; but he felt o strong doubt
as to whether it would satisiy the Santn
Monica boatman., DBut DBunter, like
many fatnous and obtuse people, had a
vein of elyness in him, He was aware
that it would be dark, or mearly dark,
by the tima the boat landed on the shore
opposite Jack-Rabbit Canyon. Once he
got out of that boat, the chances were
that he would be able to dodge the boat-
man. Ha did not intend to entcr mto -
any sordid argument about money if
ke could h{ﬂg it. ‘To dodge a taxi-driver
wae impossible; but Bunter hoped that
the boatman would prove easier game,
The chances, he considered, were in his
favour, and if the worst come to the
worst, anyhow he would bo at his
deztination, :

The boat ran in and bumped on the
sand at the foot of the cliffs.

“] guess we're here,” remarked the
boatman. h

Bunter blinked round him, ..

;\"'&Thera’a Jack-Rabbit Canyoni” be
ashed. .
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The boatman waved his hand to the

darkness ashore.

“You follar this gully, and you pget
out of the cliffs, and you see the canyon
jest shead,” he answered—"about a
mile back fn::m the sea.”

“* Well, step ashore and point it out to
me,"” aaid Bunter. *“1 don’t want to
get lost, you know. My friends are got-
ting rather anxious about me by this
time, I think.”

“1 got to get back to Santa,” re-
marked the boatman, “and time's
money."

“I don't mind another dellar,” said
Bunter.

“You've seid it!" agreed the man,
with alaerity.

And he jumped ashore and tied the
painter. '

Bunter followed him.

He had stated the precise truth: he
was quite indifferent whether he bilked
the boatman ocut of ten dollars or
cleven.

He followed the man up the sandy
gully and emerged on the ¢liffs. It was
guite dark now; but far off in the dark-
noss, against the black wall of moun-
taing that faced the coast, a light
twinkled.

The bpatman pointed to the distant
twinkling light. -

“1 guess that's on the location,™ he
zaid. "“Thers ain't usually a light in

that old ranche there. ¥ou want to kit
for that light.”

Bunter did not reply.

He had fallem & little behind the
boatman, and now he dodged round a
high rock out of asight,

*Jest keep on :J. the shore, and you'll
sure strike a road,” the boatman went
on. " Keep that light in your eye, and

ou'll bis Jack-Rabbit Canyon. You——

hunder!| Where are you? Herel
Hey! What! Great snakes, where is
that galoot? Hallo!”

The * galoot ™ heard him.

But he heeded not.

William George Bunter was crouched
in a hollow of the cliffs in deep dark-
ness, silent as a mouse when the cat iz

m%h.
o scarcoly breathed.

The boatman for some minutes did
not seem to grasp ithe -situation. He
celled tc Bunter, apparently under the
impression that his passenger had lost
himself 1o the darkness or fallen into
SOMD CrevIe.

But the truth dawned on him at last

The language that the Santa Monica
boatman usacfa when he finally compre-
hended, was alarming.

Had Buntsr had any intention of re-
vealing himself, the boatman’s remarks
would have banished that intention on

the epot.

The man had scemed quite good-tem-
pered while he was sailing Bunter
along the bay. He revealed now that
he had ap ‘absolutcly vile temper—
indeed, he appearcd to bave positively
murderous tendencies.

He sonounced. at the top of his voice,
that as soon as he got & “holt * on the
fat guy, the swindling gink, the pesky

eck qﬁa would scalp him, smash him,

reak him, beat him to a frazzle, dross
him down, and beat him up.

None of these things appealed to
Bunter. Like Brer Rnﬁib I;la lay low
and said *“nufn.”

For half an hour at least the boatman
serambled among sand and stones and
rocks, searching for his elusive pas
senger.

All the time he was epeaking in
emphatic tones, and hiz dire threats
almost curdled Bunter’s blood. -

Fortunately—for Bunter—the man
did not find him. 'The search really was
hopeless among the rugged rocks in the
darkness. Bunter had only to remain
still and quiet, and that he did. The
hapless boatman gave up the search at
last and went back to his boat. His re-
marka as he went almost turned the
atmrosphere blue. He was the most
asloquent boatmaen Bunter had ever
listened to.

Bunter was glad when he was gone.

{Continued on next page.)
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possible to set time back one
hundred year: and to transport
ourselves to a stretch of the Thames
between Hambledor Look and Henley
Bridge, we should be able to give a
cheer to twe University Eights strug-
ling for wvictory there. Certain it is,
owever, that we should not dream that
we were witnessing the beginaing of
what is to-day the most popular event
in the rowing world—the O=xford and
Cambridge Boat-Race.

What o contra.t that historic struggle
of 1829 would provide with its centenary
taking place thiz mooth! One crew
worc blne jerseys and blaek hats; the
other sported shirt+ of a rather strikin
shode of pink. Slow, heavy boats, built
with high sides and seemingly capable
of crossing the Atlantic were what
those old-time ocarsmen had to drive
along with their square cars. No dense,
cheering crowds lined the banks of the
rivor all along the courzo, and no even-
ing papers giving the result of the race
mﬁ:l in hundred: oi thonsanda all over
the country.

How hes th:
brought about?

The Birth of the Blues!

In the first place, although the Boat-
Face celebrates its hundredth birthday
this year, it wil no* be the hundredth
time the rival Universitins have met, for
not until 1854 did the race me an
annual wvont. Afte. that, howover, it
was not long before publio interest in
the conteat wra aroused—an interest
that has developed irf. an amazing en-
thusiaem with the passing of years.

It has alreadvy bee~ mentioned that
the colours of Oxford and Cambridge in
tha hrst race were bhic and pink re-
spectively. and ‘=0 they remained until
1836. On that oecasi~., just as Cam-
bridge were abous to push off from the

EF, by someo magical means, it were

transformation becn

The Hundredth Birthday of the

Boat Race. An interesting article

dealing with one of the biggest
sporting events of the year,

boatholse, i. waa notized that their
craft had no colour in the bow. Some-
thing had to ba done—and that quickly.

Whilst one colou after another was
being suggested, R. N. Philips, a well.
known oasrsman of his day, made a dash
for a naar-hg haberdasher’s shop, and
returned with a piece of Eton blue silk.
The erew adopted i1 et once, and since
that year Cambridge has worn light
blue instead of pink. Thus, with
Oxford’s darker ado of the aame
colour, originated the well-known
phrase: “The rival Bluee.™

Another change thot ecamne early in
Boat-Race history was that of the course
itself. Hambladon tv Henley, Waest-
minster to Putney—those, and half a
dozen other courses were tried hefore
the final choica fel! on that twisting
41 miles of the Thames frein Putney to
Mortlake. The fame of that streteh of
river has gince spread all over the
globe,

The Firat Slide!

And then there are tho beoats. Pie-
ture the “racing eight  vsed by QOzford
in 1828, which needed tho streogth of
eighteen men whe: being carried into
its new home a% Oxford last year. To

resent-day oarsmen i, would appear
ittle better than an oversized eight-
cared “tub,” with its heavy metal keel
and an almost well-like death of two feot
four inches. . Neibtaer sliding seats,
stream-line buil |, outriggers, nor any of
those ingenious ﬂcvieea.g;iat o to make
the modern racing eight ihe fastest craft
of ita kind were known a century ago.

Of course, tho chan res did not happen
all at onco. Man years of experiment
were required. especially in the transi-
tion from fized to siiding seats. As a
beginning, the buckskin breeches of tha

apless crews were greased in order to
give the necessary “glide ™ though the
state of those ‘breeches after o gruelling
race has not bewr recorded,

Then eame the firs: moving seat,
streteching right seross the boat, with
runners of half-round stecl, and bearings
hollowed out to fi* them. Later, 1n
attempts to secure the perfect sliding
soat, glass bearing and ball bearingsa
were uged ; but the effects of water and
grit soon showed up their drawbacks,
while they ofter stuc: owing to the
heat.

Only when someone hit on the idea of
moving the seats or wheels was the pro-
blem solved. To-day the Universit
boats have sixteon-inor slides wilﬂ
Whefcls of vuicanit« running on e brass
track.

The Latest Dodge!

Qutriggers—the extended patts of a
boat's gunwale that give a greater
leverage—were introdaced in 1846, and
1357 witnessed anothsr revolutionary
iwdea when the Oxford President hud =
koelless boat bui. at his own expense.
The scornful recoptiom of this entirely
new departure scoc died down when
Oxford won that year's race easily, and
since then both boat- have remained
keolless.

Although no drasuiz alteration in the
shapo.and build of the University eighta
has been made for ¢ long time, it does
not mean that the builders and designera
have been idle. .. the contrary, every
fow vears has brougl.. some small im-
provement. This yea , for instance, the
t.w_[q hb;:llmt-u_ hhawe- bﬁlﬁnmmhtﬁ and

1sied with & specta e that gives
E?e woodwork o glass-like mmot.ﬁness
and reduces the [riction practically to
nil. A small point. perhwps, but one
that may well repay sttention in a race
where & second ean mean the difference
between victory and defeat. )

What sbout the futwre? What will
the Boat-Race of 2085 be hke? Few
people would care to make an sttempe
at answering tha question. But what-
over chan ste brouzht about during
the next bundred years of ite history.
one thing will remain the same—the
never-say-die spirit of sportsmanship
that makea the Boat Race the cleanest
and most thrilling contest in the world,

Tre Macner Lrary.—No. 1,101,
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AN EARLY ORDER FOR THE "' MAGNET' SAVES DISAPPOINTMENT!

The littla sail danced away on the
shadowed waters. But Bunter did not

sea 16 go, and he was oot sure that the .

unplessant man was pone. For a long,
leng time Bunter remained in lus
hiding-place, quaking. . There are draw-
backs to the career of the most suc-
eessful “bilk.” When Bunter emerged
at last from - his concealment, he
emerged in fear and trembling.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Coler?

bt OKER here?”
C Potter and Greene asked

that gquestion sumultaneously
_ when they arrived at Jack
Rabbit Canvon. : :

It was after sunset when they arrived,
tived and dusty. 'They had had soma
dilficulty mn bnding their way after
nightfall, but the glare of electric light
{rom the windows of the old adobe
ranchoe had guided them. :

Although Jack-Rabbit Canyon locked,
for the most part, a= wild and desolate
as in tho old days when savage Indians
had lurked there, and Mexican vagueros
had ridden by the banks of the torrant,
it was not out of the reach of civilised
goadgets. Mr. Rigg Schootz was still in
touch with Hollywood on tha,telephone,
and eclectric K %t leamed in the old
rancho and all the other many buildings.

A brilliant sub-tropical starlight
shone down on the hills and the wide
canyon and Elaame.d on the ripplin
stream.  Lord Mauoleverer was eeateg
on the parapet of the wooden bridge
with a dreamy gaze fixed on the orange-
treas that half-hid the frame-house where
some of the movie girls had their

uarters., Possibly he was thinking of

o euburn  hair of the “lovely
Leonora.” Harry Wharton & Co. wera
in the patio of the old Mexican ranch-
hounze when Potter and Greene came in.
EI]EI stared at the simultafieous ques-
ion.

“Coker 1" repeated Harry,

"Ensy’t he got here P asked Potter.

5 1:}'

“Oh, my hat "

“Polk said he saw  Coker in a car
on the road.” zaid Bob Cherry. “ Coker
frightened his horse, and it ran away.
But Coker hasn’t got hero in the car.”

“Well, he wouldn't!” said Potter.
“About & million chances to one
against his getting anywhere driving a
car! What's happened, I wonder #*

f course, ha's emashed the car!™
remarked Greene, “ But has he smashed
himself, toai®

“Wo tried to stop him,” said Potter,
almost tearfully.  “But vou Lnow
Coker! He thinks he can drive ™

“He thinks ho can play football,”
said Greene ™ He thinks a'lot of funny
things. With a brain like his, Coker
n-nggt rl»:::tI to think 1* =

“Bomething must have happened to
him,” said Iﬁrry. “He uugl?fl:u have

got here early, soon after uws. OF
muﬁﬂﬁ' ha may have taken the wrong
road.

“If there's & wrong road, Coker
would naturally take it,” agreed Potter,
relieved. “That's it very likely. He
couldnt have got 4F the road to the
left: even Coker wouldn't try to drive
& car into the Pacifie. But if there
was & wrong turning to the rigl
would take 'ﬁ: g g etk he

“Nothing would stop him!” agreed
N

“He may be half-way to Santa Bar-
bara or San anniseu}rb:r this time 1™
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-2ddressing _ ’
Schootz’s head, which was all he could

TE?H;EHEF] Potter, *Well, I hope he's
safe,

“Bettar speak to Mr, Schootz,” zaid
Harry., * anything’s happencd to
Coker, he must be looked for.”

“Where's Schootz " grunted Potter.

“This way.” :

Wharton led Potler to the room
which Mr, Bchootz used as an office in
tha rancho, All the rooms in the rancha
opened an the patio, the central court-
yard, and they wers elmost innumer-
able. Mr, Schootz had & large room,
which was fitted u
at Perfection Studiocs in Hollywood—
with desks snd files snd telephones.
Ho was seated there with Mr., Van
Duck, ldimussin?l the morrow’s plans {or
“shooting ¥ with the assistant direetor,
when Potter locked in at the open
doarway.

“Mr. Bchootz—* bhegan Potter.

him.

“You got here late,”

:"T’Ea.- You see—"

*Never mind, Hook will show wou
your quarters, Gatl” -

*"¥Yos . But—*" &

"1 said pet!” remarked Mr. Schootz,
revolving his swivel chair so as to turn
his back on Potter.

Mr. Schootz waz a busy man, with
hardly a sccond to waste on such an
unimportant member of his cowpany.

“Buk, vou see——" went on Potter,
the bald spot on WMr

see of the great producer.

“Beat it[" -interjected Mr. Van
DU Coker’ ' '

ut Coker's missing!™ jerked out

Potter. “H&.at‘:&rted.i‘rnm Hallywoad
m a car on hiz own this morning, and
he hasn'$ turned up. He's lost his way
or had an aceident.” s
- Bnort, from Mr. Schoots,

“What the thunder was the all-fired
guy doing in & ear by himself 7% he de-
manded. PBut he did not wait for an
answer to the question : time was dollars,

I guess I'll' get Hollywood Police
Station. and seo if there’s been any acei-
dent. Don’t spill any more.”

“Potter staod silent while Mr. Schootz
“got " Hollywood Police Station on the
telephone.

Ho sud, very little into the trana.
mitter; but he grunted several times
cmphatically as he listened to the other

cend.

Finally he put up the raceiver and
turned round to Potter. i C

*The dog-goned geck haa wrecked the
car,” he said. “They've got the ear in
small pleces, and they want - Coker,
Ho's going to be prosecuted for danger-
oug driving.™ . ;
“Oh erumbs | snid Potter.
“T1 guess I shall have to get Fish on
tha phone, and tefl him to go round and
fix 1t 1" snorted Mr. Schootz *Fish is
in Hollywood, and he can work the
riffle. Coker will have to pay ¥

*“EBut what's happened to Coker ?* de-
manded Potter, :

“This hera ain't one of them bureanx
for supplving onswers to riddles,™
granted Mr. Schootz. *'1 tell you they
picked vp the car, and saw nothing of

ker. Ho couldn’t hava hbeen damaged
or thﬁy’d have found him with the car,
sure. T,

“But he must be somewhere [** gasped
Potter. : T

Mr. Schootz glared at him. -

“Bright " he hooted. “Did you work
that out in your head, kid? epl I
allow ho's somewhers. He sure is!™

“ But——" said Potiter

“The gol-darned gink started to walk,
and lost his way, I on,” remarked
Mr. Van Duck,

very like his office -

Mr. Schootz waved a podgy band st

; “He sure did,” said Mr. Schoole,
‘and mebbe he'll blow in in the middle
of the night, and mebbe in the morn-
ing. You still there?” he added, with
nn‘?ther glara at Potter of the Fifth,

Qughtn't he to be searched for®"
asked . Potter.

“You can search for him all you
want,” said Mr. Schootz. “You can do
u:xytﬂ:pg- you like, so long as you don's
stand in my doorway chewing ths rag.”

Potter retired from the office. Igir.
Schootz was ﬁiltft;uou quits bad-tempered.

Mr. _ngi tz resumed his discus-
sion with the assistant director, and. for-

t all about' Coker. As a matter of

act, he had already noticed that Horace
ker was, ma he expressed i%, the
world's prize boob. He had no doubs
that Coker had lost hia way in a strangze
country, and would blow in sconer or
later,
Potter and Creene, and the juniars,
camo to the eame conclusion. "As the
police had taken chprga of the wrecked
car, and had not found Coker near it, it
was clear that Coker eould not have
suffered in the accident. Bo it secmed
fairly olear that be had started to walk
end lost himself. As for searching for
him in the pathless hills after dark, thas
was impracticable, Thae searchers would
only have lost themselves, -

*“Well, tho nights are fine here,” re-
marked Bob Cherry, “A night out
won't hurt Coker much. As hkcly as
not he will got & night's lodging some-
where. Lots of places about.”

. " Bo long as he’s not been smashed up
it's all right 1" said Potter, * Anything
else gorves him jolly well right,™

And the twe Fiith-Formors went ta
supper without troubling further about
Horace Coker, Neither did Harry
Wharton & Co, bother about him as they
went to their rooms that opened on tho
wooden gallery in the patio. They
turned in and went to sleep, little dream:
ing of what was Horace Coker’s nnenvi-
able situation at that moment. To
Buoter, they had not given a thought,
supposing him to be still at Long Beach

arding-House at Hollywood—PFotter
and Greene not having mentioned him,
and having, in fact, forgotten him. To
Coker they gave almost as little thought
—but certainly they would not have
turned in and slept so pencefully, had
they known that in those very moments
Horace Coker lay in a shack in the
recesses of the Santa Monics Mountains,
bound hand and foot—sa priconer in the
hands of Gomez and his rang,

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
The Limit!

L ORGET it """ urged Mr. Fish.

F Myron Polk scowled through

the haze of smoke from his
cigar,

“] mean 1t, every word 1™ ho grunted.

“Oh, gulf " said Hirem K. Fish
H]‘lEEI.Eifj".

“Polk, stretched eclegantly in an easy
chair, one woll-creazed leg crosscd over
the other, smoked and seowled. ‘The
Porfoction etar was evidently in sn
angry and bitter mood. ;

Mr. IFish, standing before, bim, was
worried. Ior half an hour he had beeun
arguing with Dolk; and arguing n
¥irm. :

Polk's character scomed to bo o mix-
ture of that of a wvindictive man, and
that of a zpoiled boy. Buch o character
was difficult to deal with.

Mr. Fish looked ot everything from
the point of view of busziness. DBut Polk
had been too richly favoured by fortune
to cars so much about businczz ae
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Hiram K. Fish did. With the Porfee-
tion stwe, anlmosity camoe even bofore
dellars,

Mr. Figh moved abeut restlessly. He
would Bhve boon gled to take the elegant
young wman by hs-elegant shoulders, aud
shake Wim. That was what ho wanted,
in Hiram’s opinion,

* Look hyor now, Polk——" urged Mr.
Tish,

Polk blew out a cloud of sméko,
Taking the cigsr from hi2 mouth, be
picked up a gloss that stood on o Iacquer
tuble at his albow. 1o a land where
“Prohibtion ' wos the law, that potent
rofreshment was sevarely forbidden; but
in Polk’s bungalow on the hill above
Haollywood, a3 in many other places in
the United States, the laws of prohibi-
tion were more honoured in the breach
than the observance. The Velstead Act,
the Eighteenth Amendment, and the
activitieos of hordes of detectives and
spies, did not prevent Myron Polk from
having & well-stocked wine-cellar. Only,
he hed to pay more for his drinks; that
was all the difference the pmh'tfait-jﬂn
law made to bim, Instead of ordering
Lis supplics from a wine merchant, ho
ordered them from a gang of “boot.
loggors "—gotting inferior drink at o
-higher price.

?jg drank deeply, and o Hush camo
into  his me
face. He re
the cigar, his ex-
pression more bitter
and dogged than
lrfore.

“1 mean
woprd,” he said.
“Tm fedup with
that crowd of im-
pudent  schoolboys
vou've brought to
Hollywood, Mr.
¥izh. Twve besn
assaulted by one of
tham—that ruffian
Cloker—insulted by
another—that gink
Maeloverer — spied
on by another, the
fat fool PBunter—
and trested with
insolence by the
whole porty, TI'm |
not standing for it !
Fither thay get out
nf Perlection or 1

overy

got ouk”
“You've said that
befora  and you

came bhack,” said
Hiram K. Fish

“I mean it this
timme. I'm fed-up to
the  back  testh,
They're at the loca-
tion now

“Hure I

“You needn’t expect mo there, then!
I’fﬁl‘- g0 lopg a3 one of that crowd is
there. ™

“Bo be reasonable I” urged Mr. Fish.

“That poes ™ snapped Polk, “If that
crowd is worth more to you than I am,
‘keep them! There isn't a stedio In
Hollywood that wouldn't jum
with both feet, and you know it."

“There's such a thing as contracts!™
gnupped Mr. Fish,

Palk shruggoed his shoulders.

“¥ou can take action on your con-
tract, if you like. I can afford to pay
doamages.”™

“You'd let us down in the middle of
the big film! The * Lord of the Desert’
13 half through—"

"T've said whot I'm going to do. Eick
that crew out of Perfection, or I quit.”

' Bchootz won't stand for it," wrgued

Where are you ?

&t me

Mr, Fish, “He's as keon on a DBritish
scheel film as 1 am. It will go like hot
eakes, especially with that titled guy
Mauloverer in it. I'll tedl the world that
shant i seme cinch1l We've spent a 1ot
of anoney getting that orowd hera, A
ot of time, too; amd time’s dollaral |
tell vou. I'olk, it can’t be done "

"6ul'. meo out, then !™ _

“0Oh, you make me tired 1" exelaimed
My, Fish. “YWhy the Joha James Brown
can't you steer clear of the crowd, if you
don't like them? You needan't ever be
on the spot when they're around.”

“I've said my s=ay!"” retorted Polk
sulkily. “That bunch goes, or I go.
Take your choice.”

Mr. Fish took two or three turns rest-
leesly up and duwn_ﬂm émrquatrj floor.

He was deeply disturbed, and deeply
irritated.

Even before_the schoolboys had come &

on the scene, Mr. Fish
and his partner,
Schootz had found it
difficult to bear the
aivs and graces of the
spoiled and Hattered
ster with patience.
Polk’s head had been
turned to flattery, and
at the best of times he

was not easy to deal with. The slightest
offence, real or fancied, had heen
enough to make him start and jib like
& restive horse, A wound to his vanity
was something that ho could not. pos-
sibly forget or forgive.

All the evil and bitterness in his
passionate naeture had been roused by
the Greviriars fellows. Coker had

unched him ; Lord Maulaverer knew ha

ad fled like a poltroon from the studio
fira, leaving a woman in danger; the
others bardly concealed the contempt
they folt for & man who hired &
bully to “beat up ™ a fellow he disliked.
For the trouble and loss he might cause
the Parfection Picture Syndicate, he
cared nothing at all. He was down on
the Greyviriars [ellows, with an im-
placable down,” .

He watched the worried Mr, Fish with
a sardonic sneer.

—%

Mr. Fish, ab -the boltem of his heaes,
did not believe that the star would carey
out his threat # put to the test. Per-
fection paid sB immense malary for
Polk's services, and he had #sgned =
contract which ke could mot break swith-
out heavy loss. The “Lord of the
Desert ™ film was the biggest picture of
his life, and he certainly did not wank
it to remain unfinished and unseen by
the public. Bub there really wae no
tolling what the passionate, vindictive
man might or might not do, and M.
Fish was decply worried, ¥

“ Better put it to Schootz,™ he zaid at
last. *What Schootz says goes, 1 guess
I'll phone him up.” b

** Keep that light in your eye,’” said the boatman, ** and you'll sure strike a road. You——Thunder [

Here ! Hey ! Great snakes ! Where is that galoot? Hallo I " The * galoot
heard him, but heeded not, for Bunter was crouching In the hollow of the cliffs, in deep darkness, and as
silent as & mouse, (Ses Chapier 7). '

Polk nodded, and Mr. Fish went to
telephone and called up the rapcho
at Jack-Rabbit.

“Fish speaking,” he oalled. "3ay,
Rigg, Polk allows that he ain't going
on with the picture unless those John
Bull guys are fired for keeps.”

A snort came along the wires,

“T guess you better talk to him,
gome,” said Mr. Fish, and he handed the
recoiver bo Myron Polk.

“Now, what's this pesky irouble?”
came Mr. Schootz's voice, “8pill it,
Polk 1™

* Fire that crowd, or vou don't see me
on the Perfection lot any more!™ said
Polk coolly. “T1 mean every word "

“You cant break wour contract.”

“I guess you'll see!™

{Centinucd on poge 16.)
Tue Macner L1BEARY.—NO. 1,101,
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(Continued from page 13.}

“1 sure guess it will eest you some-
thing 1" growled Mr. Schoots.

“ Lot it 1 eneored Polk.

There was a pause. .

" Wall, what's the answor 1" demanded
Polk. '

“This hyver is the answer,” came Mr.
Schootz’s deep wvoice. “I reckon I'm
fed-up, and you've sure touched the
limit1 The guys ain’t geing to he fired :
they're freezing on hyer till the film's
through!{ If vou want to kiek, kick!
You ain't dictating to Perfection
Pictures., big noise as you reckon you
are! There's a god-goned limit, and
you've teuched it, Polk? That's that 1M

And Mr. Shootz, without waiting for
the star to answer, hung up,

Folk threw the receiver back into its
place.

His face was like thunder.

Mr. Fish read Schootz’s answer in
Mzron Polk's expression. He picked
up his hat and went towards the door.

“I guess I'm going down to the loca-
fion."” ho zaid, " Shall 1T tell Bohoot= to
expect vou to-morrow or not, Polk?"

The matter was put to the test now.
Tf Polk had been bluffing, as Mr. #ish
half belicved, his bluff was called.

Thera was a long silencs.

It was bitter to the star to admit
defeat. But he did not want to break
his contrack with Perfection, any more
than tha Perfection directors wanted
him to brenk it. He had hluffed, and
now that hizs hiuff was oalled there was
nothing for Myron Polk to do but to
elimb down.

: “1 puess I'll be along,” he said at
ast.

“That's hoss sense!™ satd Mr. Wieh
cordially. *Dog-gone my cats, Polk,
vou know how mu‘g'a we want vou, and
vou sure wonlde't let ug down!® A
littla soft sawder cost My, Fich nothing,
now that his point was gained. He was
quite willing fo soothe the stae’s ruffled
vanity, so far as words conld do it.
TAnd Tl sure speak to them voung
gurs and warn them to behave, ¥
guess Il talk to them like a Dulch
. unete.”™

And Mr. Fish took his leave: but
whon he was wealking down the hill fo
Hollvwood, out of eight of Polk. he
grinned. He found something rather
entertaining in the Parfection star's sur.
render, after his hig words,

Polk. left alone. helped himself to
annther drink. and then another. Ha
E?md the reom, with a black and bitter

L

He had made the humiliating dis-
covery that he was not so indispensable
29 he had supposed. There was a limik
to the extent to which Mr. Bechootz
would tolerate his airs and graces. That
limit was-reached when he sought to
rlmt-a_tn in maltors outsida hiz own
provinee,

The Perfection star rane the hell at
last, and wheén hiz Japanese sorvant
nnpﬂ:;.-red. ordered the car to be brought
rouna.

A few minutes iater he was driving
down the hill at his usual reckless spoed.
He lcfi Hollywood by the BSanta
Monica road hut before reaching that
town, turncd off into another road that
]'[Fjll away into the heart of the shadowed
ills. _

Doep in the Lills, Polk drove on by &
grnssy track after leaving the road.

He stopped at last; snd leaving the
car standing, with the head-lightz ex-
tinguished, strode away into the gloom.
He halted under a tree, and putting &
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silver whiztle to bhis- lips, blew threo
quick blasts in succession.

Then he waited.

Hec had not long to wait. "There was
a sound of footsteps, and & shadowy
form loomed up.

“ Buonas nochos, senor{™ ]

Josa Gomez tho “thug * of Spanish
Town, joinad the Perfoction star under
thea Fhadl}w of tho trees,

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Preclous Pair!

YRON DPOLK peered at the
M swarthy, low-browed ruffian in
the dimness under the tree.
Dim as it was, he could see
that the swarthy face bore the signs of
recent conflict, Gomez's squat nose was
rod and swollen, and there was a cut on
his chin and & dark shado under one
oyp. Evidently the “thug * had lately
been in the wars. .

“I have nows [or you, senor,” said
Gomes. . '

Polk made an impatient gesture.

“I'm not here to talk sbout hooch,”
he muttered. “VYou can settle those
matters with Mato, as usual.”

“As the senor pleazes™ said Gomez
TIBLI't_IJ

“The Perfection Company are on
location now,™ said Paolk. " They are
camped in Joek-Rabbit Canyon. Y¥Youn
kuow the place?”

GComes grinnoed. :

“As well as [ know my hand, senor.
It iz a mile from the cove where we run
tha liguoe.™

“I don't want to know anything about
vour ruom-ronning,” mottered Polk.
“"That does mot concern me.”

He mado @ gesture of distaste. I was
through Gomez and his gang that Polk
obtained his supplies of illegal liquor,
like & good many other wealthv people
in Angoles. On every coast of the
United States gangs of liquor smugglers
have been called into existenca by the
prohibition laws—laws good in them-
salves, but too stringent for -men
accustomed to self-indulgence. Myron
Polt had no intemtion of giving up
drinking because it was prohibited by
law, and so he was one of the millions
who obtained supplies from bootleggers.
But he did not wank to be mixed up 1n,
or know anything about, the lawless pro-
caedings of the rum-runners.

“ As the senor pleases,” repeated Jose,
wit{lfn. llmd i ; —
“You've keep clear of Lo
Angeles,” wg‘rit on Polk. *But now the
company are on location you've got your
chance. It should not be difficnlt to gek

that rufian Coker into your hands.”

“That is the news I was about to tell
Coker i3 alrepdy in my

vOu, SOROT.
hands.” i

Paolk started.

“ Already ™ he breathed. .

“&i  senor!”’ (Gomez rubbed his
bruised nose: ™I came on the fool by

sheer accident this morning.
lost his wey in the hills, and stopped

me to inguire.” The “thug ¥ chuckled.

“You may be sure. senor. that I did
not allow him to csoape.™

Palk breathed hard and desp.

“ Ha fought like a tiger,” said Gomes,
“Marambo! He is a strong brute! DBut
Slick Wilson and THege wero st band.”

“What have you done with him "

“The fool is & prisoner now, bound
hand and foot. and lying in & shack
vouder,” Gomez made ¢ %'osture into
the darkness behind him. “That gulch
ia our headguarters, as you know, senor,
For the time I feared that the fool had
discovered us, and knew something. But
he is only a fool, and knows nothing.

He had.

Lowor

To make nll safe, I secured him—till [
should so0e you and ascortnin  your
Wis scoor,

Polk's eyes gleamed.

The Greyiriara semior who had
Eunﬂhud him &snd spoiled his prized

eanty for a time, was in the bhands of
the gang of bootlegpers of the Hanta
Monica hills—and at his mercy.

“ 1t is for thoe senor to order what shull
be done with the faol,” went on Gomaez,
*There are crevices in the hills where
& body would never be found—-"

Palk shivered.

“"¥ou geck! Heold your tonguel” ha
muttered. “Are yvou madi™ -

Gomez ahru%ﬁmgu his shoulders,

“That would ba my war,” La said
coolly. * But it is for the senor to-order,
It 13 the scnor who pays.”

“ Listen to ma " said Polk, in & low
voice. “You know all that schoolboy
crowd—you have seen them.” '

“ 31, senor.”

“1t does not suit me for them to re-
main  with the Porfection company,”
said Polk. "™ You say you have the brute
Coker safe?”

“Quite safoe.”

“And the others—what has ha Peumt
to one might bappen to the rest,” saicl
Polk. "You understand? It should
be easy for you and your fricnds to
deal with a crowd of schoolpoys. If you
have a safe place where prisoners cau
be kept——"

“"Bo many, scnor "

Polk gritted his teoth.

“ Every one of them! They arve in my
way; they are bguriog in a film which
I am determined ahnﬁ never be made.
Schootz has refused to fire them. But
they've got to go. You'ro g}ﬂiﬂg to get
rid of them for mal 1 don’t choose to
guarrel with Schootz at the ent
moment ; but that school lm shall never
he completed] Let them disappear-—"

“You do not mean——*" began Gomez.

“Don't be a focl! If vou shed blood
I will bo the first to put the police on
vour track !" eaid Polk savagely. “Get
hold of them, and hide them some-
where in the mountains, You need not
use gentlo measurcs, so long as their
lives are not threatoned. T do not
belong to this country. As scon as their
people in England loarn what has hap.
pened, it will be impossible for them to
remain here; they will have to leave as
soon as they are at libeity ogain,
Money will not be wanting,” added
PPolk, as the Moxican secomed to hesitate.

“But, senor,” mu Gomez, “so
manyi And this is not the Bicrre
Mevada or the Rocky Mountains,
senor. The police will comb these hills
from end to end—" '

“Your gang secem f{o hide safely
enough here!” soeered Polk, * Your
cargoes of whisky and rum are hidden
here." :

“That iz true, scnor; but not with
such o search going on,” seid the
Mexican. “ Up to now the police are not
awara of the fact that liquor ﬂmug;f;ling
is carried on here. But such kidnap-
ping——" He broke off. “There is &
way, senor—casy and safe.”

“ What s that?" muttered Polk.

Gomez made & gosture in the direction
of the distant shore.

“Twice 8 weok, senor, the steamer
lics off the comst, with the cargo of
liquor, It is landed by a motor-boat in
tha cove. The boat eould take a pas:
senger back to the rum steamer.”

“Ta the steamer *" muttered Paolk,

“&i sepnor! It is but 2 short run to
California—Mexican ferritory.
Thare tha prisoners would be safo.”

“ YVou'vo ~mmid - 4t !" - exclaimed Polk.
His eyes glittered. “Coker first—as he
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is in your hands—and -then the others,
voe by one,”

“Tt is easy,” said the Mexican. ““The
capitano on the steamer will be glad to
take passengers—at a price!"

“"The price will be paid!” snapped
Polk,

“Then it 1a done, senor!™

Myron Polk's eyes were gleaming as
he went back to his car. There was a
smile on his face as he drove back to
Hollywood. ¥

Belore that night was out, Coker, the
mewmber of the Greyfrizrs party whom
he hated most, excepting Mauleverer,
would be threwn on board the smuggler,
and. carried away, leaving no clue
hehind, Mauleverer next, and then the
rest.

Prisoners among & lawless gang, on
the const of Mexico, with no hopa of
help or rescuo, they counld wait tiﬁpl?ﬂﬁ-:
vhoze to order them to be released, and
he would not be in o hurry to do that.
Not, at least, until it was certain that
vheir relatives in England would insist
wpon their instant return home. For
the consternation such news would cause
in a distant country., among people he
did vot know, and who had never
harmed him, the Perfection star cared
nothing. His windictive mind was
thinking of nething but vengaance and
of rid ;:nf: himself of the fellows, the
iners sight of whom roused all the
Litterness and evil in his nature.

The great school filin, for which the
Gmﬁmm crowd had been hrought aut
to U.B.A., would never be made, if tho
plob succeeded. And Polk did not see
how it could fail.

Buk there was many & elip "twixt cup
and lip, as tho Perfection star was to
dizcover !

e e

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
CoKer in the Toils!

ORACE COKER wriggled un-
comfortably.
It was night; but Coker of the
_Fifth was not sleeping, or
thinking of sleep.
Bleop was not easy in Cokor’s situation.
He waa lying on bare earth, with
ropes wound round arms end lega, and
tightly knotted.
Io lay in darkness, in o miscrable

shack built of rough wood. Sometimes
voices cnme to his ears, and he knew
that he was not alone in that  hidden
recess of the hilla, But he could see
nothing. . -
Coker's powerful brain was in a rathor
dazed state, What had happened te him
was disconcerting. :
He had prepsred for trouble as soon
as he met Gomez on thoe rocky hillside.
Gomez alone Coker might have handled.
But he was not able to handle the lwo
buﬂtluggera who came to the thug's aid.
Coker had put uﬁ a terrific fight—of
which he waa sztill Teeling the effecta.
But tha threa of them had overpowerad
him, made him & prizoner, and bound
him hand and foot. La a3

With a sack over his bLead to blind-
fold him, Coker bad been dragged awsy
and tossed into tho hut. He had lain
there ever since, without food, without
& word from his captors.

What they meant to do with him +was
a mystery to Coker., Heo had expected

hard usage in the hands of the

rufiap whom Paolk had employed to .

“heat him ™ up at Hollywood., But,
apart from binding him, the boot
leggers had left him alone. With this
outrage Myron Polk had nothing to do--

Coker's meeting with Gomiez had been -

entiraly by chanee. .
What the ruffizos hed been doing in
that lonely recess of the hills wos a
mystery to Coker. That they were
“up * to something thero he ocoul
guess; but he could not begin to guess
what it was. It did not occur to him
that he had run inlo a gang of boot
leggers, and that they suspected him
of spying on them. He did unot suspect
that there was a store of illicit bottles
and kogs hidden in the lonely gulch
within a few paces of him.
I

He wriggled and wriggled. He bad
wriggled out of the s but he could
not wriggle out of his'bonda. The boot-
]eggers- ad tied him cnmful]ir and
scientifically, and Coker was helpless.

His feelings were growing more and
more voleanie with every pnssinlg hour.
He was not scared—Coker was afraid of
nothing. DBut his temper was growing
positively dangerouna! . -

Thera was a step in the open door-

.way of the shack, Coker rolled over

and glarod at a dim Gguro in the faint
starlight. '

“Look here——-" he hawled.

“Bilenwo " . e

The S8panish word, and the voice, told
him that it was Gomesz. =

0Ok, it's you, you rotter!” roared
Coker. *“Just you let ‘my hands loose,
that's all! I'll " change the shape of
vour ugly face for you. You monkey-
faced rotter—grooogh !™

Coker's eloguerce was suddenly cut
short ws & gag wao thrust into his
mouth,

"Groooghy Grooagh [

hen he was zilent, as the gag. was
shoved well home, and tied 1n place
by a cord wound round Coker's bullet
head.

He. was lifted to his fect. Another
man stepped into the shuck, Belween
tha two of them Coker was swung out.

Hea blinked round him,

In the dim starlight that fell into the
narrow, rocky ‘gulch he  could eco
uothing at al. ;

He was dragged along, and felt him-
self lifted on Etﬁ¢ hack of an animal—a
horzo, or & mule,

He was not scated in the saddle, he
was thrown over the animal's back, like
a sack of straw. Over him a blanket
was fu

Then niﬁm asnimal stepped inte motion
snd Coker was led away.

- Through the muffling folds of the sack
over his head Coker could distinguish
the tread of the mule, and the fooisteps

d of two mer walking with tho auimal;

occaziopally a low mutter of voices.

His position was horribly uneomfort-
akla, E‘/oka: wriggled spasmodically, at
the rizk of falling from the mule’s back.

Suddenly something sharp touched his
ribbs, wod he realised that it was the
keen paint of a knife.

Coker coased to wriggle. Thoe hiut
was anough

Where they were taking him, whab
they were going to do with hun, were

problems Coker could not salve. His
first day in the United States, Coker
had been kidnapped and held to ronsom.
But Coker realised that this was nothin
of that kind. IHe.was a prizoner; bu
why he was a prizoner was a mystery.
Polk, perhaps, was at the bottom of it,
That popinjay was scoundral enough for
anything, in Coker’s opinion. But what
were they going to do wilh him?

(Continued on mext page.)
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The journey was slow, and scemed
. Coker's wits were not very keen,
‘but they we=s on the alert now. In
ite of the szack round -his hoad and
bienket thrown over him, he made
out that tha mule was following a down-
ward path He was not, apparently,
being taken deeper into the mountains,
but down towards the shore. He further
guessed that that was why the bhianket
was covering him—to conceal him from
the view of anyone who might -bo
abroad at that late hour,

The mule stopped at last. The blanket
was pulled nside, and Coker lifted down.

He felt himsell laid on hard, stony
earth, agsinst a rock. | Through the
sack that muffled his head he could
hear the wash of waters on a beach.
Heo was cloze by the sea now.

Why had they brought him dowo to
tho sea ! They secmed to have lelt him;
he was alone. ) )

Coker wriggled and wriggled till the
sack was wriggled off his head once
Then he blinked round him,

more.
He was sented against the rocky side
of & sort of Iy, that led down

through high cliffs to the beach
At the lower end of the gully he had
a glimpse of the oceanm, rolling in the
starlight. Round bhim were the black
shadows of high rocks i

His kidnappezrs were oot to be scen.
But vague sounds below tald him that
they had gone down to the beach.

%?a.inﬂ}'. irom the silence of the night,
Coker heard o throbbing sound ifrom
the sea. It sounded to him as il a
mobor-boat” was ecoming Eo the shore
from the open Pacific

The two ruffiens who had brought
him there hod gona down to the beach
to meet the incoming meotor-boat. 3o
much was clear. They had left Coker
safe enough, bound end gaggzed, in the

gully. He was to stay there tifl wanted,
afpamntly. And the truth slowly
filtered into Coker's mind. e had

been brought there to be taken on board
gomo vessel—there was no other possible
explanation.

e throbbing of the moter-boat came
nearer and nearer over the shadowed
EQA.

Coker struggled desperately with his
bonds. Bug pfm struggled in vain. He
was helpless, and he had to wait, in
breathless fury, till the *thugs ™ dis-
posed of him as they chose.

Exhausted by the vain struggle, the
hapless Fifth-Former of Greyiriars lay
hack against the rock. Save for the
throbbing sound from the sea, all was
silent about him. Buot from somewhere
clogs at hand be suddenly heard a
gtealthy footfall.

A dim shadow loomed in the gloom.
Coker, silent, still, blinked at it. It
come closer, stealing round the great
rock apainst which he lay—and suddenl
etumbled over Coker's long legs. An
a fat voice, familiar to Coker’s ears, but
amazing io hear at such a time and
place, cjaculated, in terrified accents:

“Ow! Oh, crikey! Wow!"”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

ILLY BUNTER was having the
B time of his life that eventiul
night.

A hundred times he had
ragretted that he had not stayed at Lon
Beach Boarding-House, in Hollywood.
An equal number of times he had
repented him of indulging in that late
map in the morning anﬁ letting the
Famous Five po without him. Likewise

@ HE Maicxer Liprary.~Ng, 1,101

below.

had the fat junior repented of his won-
derful wheeze of “bilking " the boat-
man: for even Santa Moniocn was better
than his present gquarters, Williem
(zoorge Bunter was up against it: and

the woes of William George might have .

touched a heart of stone.

Long after the SBanta Monica boat-
man had gone, Bunter had remained
in hiding, fearing that the beast might
-{a& be lurking ebout, mmningi:;ﬂwnitmg
or him to reveal himself. hen he
eme _ in fear snd trembling, he
found that the boatman indeed wan
gone, and that was a relief. All he had
to do now was to find his way to Jack-
Rabbit Canyon. Hea was awars that the
eanyon opeaed in the hills gsbout a mile
from the sea, and & mile's walk was pod
too much, even for Bunter. But cireum-
stancos aih;r CAICE, ,

From the cliffs that hordered the szea
above the beach, the land rose in &
series of terraces ~towards the  hills
There was no path, that Bunter could
discern.  Far off twinkled the light
which the boatman had told hitn burned
at the rancho 1o the canyon. DBunter's
idea had been to strike out for that
light. He found rocks and acclivities
in the way, and-deep crovices, and yawn-
ing paps. DEven in gaylight-the short-
sighted Owl of the Remove would not
have found it dasy to ek his way.
After dark it was im ible. No doubt
there were plenty paths, known to
the natives. But Bunter was a stranger
thore, and he was lost in a bewilderning
wilderness.

Afar twinkled the light—visibla but
unapproachable. Bunter barked his fat
shins on roclks, stumbled over stones and
sharp ridges, and | :
Half an hour of this had been epough
for Bunter. Indeed, only the !:h-:!l:;ghtpf_
supper at the loocation bad spur him
on so long. Now even the thought of
supper could not spur him. With more
bumps and bruises than he could count
distributed over his fat ﬁersun Bunter
limped back to the gu ¥. He was
stranded for the night—that was the
ultimate outcome of bia fat astuteness.

Bunter was s0 hungry by thia time
that he could have eaten anything—
thers boen anything to eat,  But i he
could not eat, at least, he could njaep‘i
and he limped down to the gul!g to fin
8 resting- in the soft san
beach, ©

But it seemed that Fate was bent on
porsecuting Bunter. He had walked
acrots & wide stretch of sand when he
landed. MNow the tide was in, and the
sand avas under water. KRight up to the
rocks of the gully the Pacific washed and
murmurad. Runzer wae ankle-deep in
water when he maode thet interest

discovery. -

Ho let out a terzified ueak and
jumpad back. The water w st his
feet, and it scemed to Bunter that it

was HAowing in to devour him. He
scrambled up to the gully agsin in
terrified haste.
“0Oh, crumba!” groaned the Owl of
the Remove. “Oh, dear! Beasts|”
He was thinking of Harry Wharion
& Co.—prohably fa:* asleop at the loca-
tion by that time—earing nothing for
bim, after all he had done [or them !
Tired out, the £+t juhior sat down
with his back against o rock to rest.
He was soon asleep, 2
Dut for once DBunter's sIﬂag was fitful
snd broken. As a mk;E unter was
good for twelve hours, if he- was left
alone. Hia fat snore -in usual circums
stances, was an upending meledy.
But now he wa. dreadfually bungry,
and he was mos- unml:nfnrtahf:a.
and again he woke, with aches and
pains. And, hot as the day had been,

rofled into hellows, -

wriggling and wriggling.

of the

Again

the night was chiliy, Every time he
awoke, Bunter thought of his warm bed
at Long Beach Boarding-House, and
groaned in bitterness of spirit.

He was cold, bungry, cramped, and in
the lowest of spirits, And suddealy,
from the silemeo of the night, came the
sound of epprosching footsteps, coming
down into the gully.

Bunter started,
trembled. M

He did not know the time, but he
knew it must be past midnight. Wha
was abroad at such an hour; in such a
lonely place?

Tbe sound of footiails in such a place,
at.such a time, dic nob bring hope of .
belp to tho Uwl of the Kemove. 'Lhey
terrified him almost out of his fat wits.

He suppressed bis breathing, as the
footinlls came nearer and clearer, de-
ecending tho gully,

They stopped.

Bunter's heart almost ceased to beat.

Only the big rock agsinst which be
sat intervened betwee:. him and the
strangers, whoever they were.

8 was oo sound of voices. There
were spunds of movements, though what
’ﬂ:u!l,i'l1 implied Buntor did not com-
prehend.

.list-en ed, .and

Footsteps went on «t last, descending .
the gully towards ths sea.

Silence again. - -

Who were the unseen, unknown men,
moving &0 stealthily in the dackness?
Burglars hiding their loot? - Murderers
carrying a body dowan to the sea Lo dis-
pose of it? Buntor could hardly sup-
press a groan of terror at the awiul
thought.

But they e gone, and there wos &
chanca for the fa* Owl to creep away
befora the&v came back. He rose to his
kuces—and then suddenly stilled. himaelf
as he heard sound. op the other side of
the rock. It sounds: as if soamebody
was there, wriggling on the “ground—

Bunter, motionless, listened, Lis fat
heart quaking, L

At Inst there was sileace again,

Long munutes passad. From the ses
ko heard the sound of an approaching
motor-boast. I IV was comivog to take
away the men wh- had passed him, he
was safe. Bub it might mean that more
of them were cominz—that s grop of
smugglers, perhaps, would-be mnging
the gu.!.l(y trom th- beach in a eho
time. If they found him—— -

Bunter clambere: to hii feet.

He had to get away. Somehow or
other he had to escape before the
danger was close,

Al was silent bow.

With deep ecaution, Bunter crept
round the big rock. blinking to and fro
in the glunmgiiim & frightensd rabbit.

Suddenly he stumbled.

Something was stretched on the
ground in his way, and Bunter
stumbled over it betore he saw it.

As he sprawled over it, he discerned
whatﬂ};:ra—-n ir of lega! - Bomebody
—8 egged pome y—was sitting
against the rock in the darkness.

Bunter squeaked aloud in utter terror.
He expected a feree hand to grasp him,
end he gave himself up 2. lost,

But there was no motion on the ]put
of the shadowy fSgure over whose long
legs he had etumbi:d. No word came
from it. j

“ O 17 [gaspad Bunter, “Oh!”"

The awful thought zeme into his mind
that it was a body over which he had

‘sprawled. DBut he hocame awnre that &

pair of eyes, very livaiy indeed in their
expression, were fizsd on him, and he
discovered ab-the gams time that the
lega he waa sprawling over, were roped
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together. It was not a body—it was a
|3r?:|:|-m:r—left theros by the men who had
gona down to:th: beach.

RBunter gaspad with relief. .

A bound prisoner eould not hurt him.
Tho prizoncr was pgagged as well as
boungd=—the fat junior discerned that
now. That, evidently, was why he had
not spoken or moved  when Bunter
sprawled over his legs.

Bunter picked himself up. ‘There was
no sound from the men at the bottom
aof the pully, on the tide-awept beach.
lvidently t];c:,r wera walting for the
motor-boat to come 1n. It was close in
shoro now, but had not yet arrived.
Bunter, having ascertained beyond
doubt that the dim fgure at the foot of
_the rock was bound hand and foot,
peered at him—and he almost fell down
zgain a3 ho recognizsd him.

i CQE'}T !H

Ie fairly gasped ous the name,

Coker could not speak ~ But hiz eyes
were expressive. At that moment he
longed more than ever for his hands to
bo free. He wat yearning to punch

The chauflenr was staring at the {wo figures in his path when the door of the car openea and a bony face stared cut.

what’s this rumpus ? ** demanded a nasal voice,

‘THE THIRTEENTH EHAETEE.
A Surprise for Mr, Fish !

UNTER blinked.
B “¥ou benighicd
hissed Coker.

LL El‘ T]-I

“You fat, burbling duvmmy 1"

“{Qh, really, Coker—"

“You frabjous fathead! (Get me
loose P hissed Coker, * There's a knife
in my pocket. Cet it, and cut me loose
baeforo those brutes como  back!
Quick | ; : '

“But, I say——"" gasped Dunter,

“Bhut up! Get me loozel™

" Look herg——" '

Colker almost foamed at the mouth.
Every socond was precious,
hottom of the gully came =ounds which

indicated that the metor-boat was elos.

ing into the cove. The throbbing of the
engine ceased. : '

‘Quick ! hissed Caker.
smash you! TI'lI pulverisn you! - I'll
wrmg your fat neck! Get me loose,
yvou born idiot I

From the .

"D].'I, Ir“ LR

** Great John James Brown | 1t’s thai gink Coker.

_ T

ithe motor-boat lying close. inshore.
Moen were tramping in shallow water,
carrying what eppeared to he heavy
bundles.. Some sort of a-ecargo was

cltuvmp!” being landed at that loncly spot in the

middle of the night, Obviously it was
smougzling  of mgze sort, and Cokdy
could discern fime Or six moving figures
in the starlight. :

The bundles were being stacked on
tho back of the waiting mule and
secured there. The smugglers were too
busy to think of Coker just then, litile
drogming of what had happened ount of
their sight among the shadowy- rochs
of the pully, Butb as scon as the mula
was loaded they would come up, -and
then——-m _

- ...:r‘_.n-l".ﬂ e
_-:_".::__.-"';
a"'f rr

(1 Sa::'n:l
But what ate you

doing here—and that other pesky guy, Bunter ? I’ tell a man ! ™ (See Chapler 13.)

Bunter, right and left, for wasting these
Precious moments.

“oker I repeated Bunter blankly.

Coker nodded his head at him franti-
cally. Tt was tho only sign he could
make. Ile was as smazed as Bunter
by the unexpected encounter; but it
meant freedom to him if the fat Owl
- had sense enuu%lh o ac gquickly. At

every moment he fearcd to hear the
returning footstepr of Goines and hia
BESOCIate.

But William Georg» Bunter was not
quick on the uptake. For several
moments he blinked. in helpless wonder
at Coker of the Fift:, -

But Coker’s frantic eignz stirred him
at Jast. Hia fat fingers groped over the
gog, and jerkea lousc the cord that
fastoned it in place. He pulled the gag
out of Coker's mouth.

Coker gasped. .

For a ﬁ;!l minni.: Le eould do nothing

but gasp. Then ha fouuw his voice.
“Wou fat idiot:” said Coker. "I'll
smash you 1" ' :

Billy Bunter, thus adjured, felt for

the pocket-knife, opened it, and sawed -

through the ropes th:. bound the Filth-
Former. Once he had started, it did
not take long. In little more than a
minute, Horace Coker was free. .

Ilo staggered up, yelping with pain.
His limba had been bound so long that
they were stiff and cramped. - :

Precious as the moments were, Coker
was incapable of uxzertion f{or some
minutcs, He leaned on the rock,. tor-
mented from head to foo: with *pins
gnd ncedles,” gasping.

Fromm the bottom of the gully
trampling footste- ipluﬂlin_g in the
tide, and a faint sound of voices, counld
be heard. The danger was closo now.

Coker forced himsalf to aefion. '

“eep with mo, yom fat fool !* he
whispered, !

“0Oh, really, Coker—=" *

“Bhut up!
&llzﬁ
oy

Coler etarted up_ the
Bunter rolled after hros :
one plance back and had a glimpso of
tha zoa at the bottom of the zully, and

and

|Eﬂ"lﬁ r

Then it behoved Horace Coker to be
ot a safe distance, !

‘Ha had not -been browght to that
lonely spot on the seazhore for nothing;
tho only. explanotion was that Gomez
Liad intendad to put-him on the motor-
hoat after tho smuggled cargo had been
landed. Where the Mexican intended
to toke him, and what he thowght of
doing with him theve, Coker had no
idea, and he did not waste time think-
ing it out. Gettivg away iromn the zpot
was the most pressing matter now.

By what path Gomez liad brought him
down the rugged shoro Coker did not
know: end he gould find no traco of &
path once ho was out of the gully. DBut
he plugged on, secking to put a safe
distance between him and the govg of
bLootleggers.

Bunter panted after litm, -

“ =1 zay, Coker——"" gasped Dunier.

“Keep onl” -

O erikey V! -

Tt was -all very well for Coker to tall
Bunter to keep on! Coker was a hefty

Toe Alacner Lienany.~—>o. 1, 101
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fellow, and his long legs scrambled tire-
lEi“]f: Bunter was far from hefty, and
his little fat logs were aching with

fatigue. The Owl of the Remove had
a lot of woight to carry.

“"Ow!l 1 say, Coker—'" wailed
Bunter at last,

“Shut up!”

“But, I say—" :

“Bilence, vou fat dummy! Do you

want to bring that gang down on us?’
hiszed Coker. * Dry up, and coma on ¥
“I—I cc-can't1” groaned Bunter.
“Idiot !" )
Coker plunged on, sprawling and
scrambling, picking bimsolf wp agnin,
and scrambling on.  Bupter stumbled
and sprawled, and did not get up again.
He couldn't. He was at his last gasp.
Coker turned and stared back.
“Where aro you, wou burbling

0wt gmaneﬂ Bunter.

“Why don’t you come on!' hised
Coker.

13 WI:IW I" L]
] Gu-k-&r scrambled back, He was more
inclined to thump the Owl of the Re-
move than to help him ; but he could not

desert him. He ped for Bunter,
and fastened a ﬁngf:ﬂand thumb on &
fut ear and pulled 1t.

“Yaroogh!” howled Bunter,

“Now comea on 1"

“ Beast I"* bz

Coker stared back towards the guliy.
A light was moving in the datrkness
there.

H Thﬁj’.f*-'ﬁ missed me; they're looking
for me!™ breathed Cokér. *They'll be
after us—"

1 D‘v !’! . 1

It dawned upon Coker's powerful
brain that the fat junior wes exhausted.
He graspod Bunter's shoulders and
heaved him to his fect.

“T'l help you!" he growled. “Hang
on to me! If those rottors get hold:of
vou they'll make mincemeat of you, you

m idiot I

“Yow-ow-ow!"

With the help of Coker's powerful
arm Buntor staggered on. All the way
the ground had been rising, and the
fugitives were now hlg: above the cliffs
that looked on the ach high above
the shadowy gully. Coker, looking
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back, could sce two lights moving like
littering specks in  the blackness.
vidently he had been missed, and

Gomez and his crew were searching for

him among the rocks—doubtless greatly

Epnlad to guess what bad become of
1M,

LCoker scrambled ooward, half drag-

ing and hall carrying the fat junior.

unter clung to him convulsively,
groaning dismally &t every step.

Coker found himse!f at last in what
Eea & path, and rhe way was casier.
Ihe dancang lights in the gully had
vanished now, but he had no doubt
that the bootleggers were still seeking
him along the rugged shore. Ones ar
twice the echo of calling voices came to

18 e4rs.

From the path Coker emsrged into a
road, dragging the totteriag Owl of the
Bemove.  Beyond the road, black
against the sky, rose tha hills, Coker
knew that beyond Santa Monica the
coast ran east aud west backed by the
mountains. As the sea was behind him,
the mountains before him, it was ovi-
dent that Santa Moniea and Hollywood
lay to his right; though how many
miles awa bhow many dazens of
wiles—he had no notion. But that, at
all eveots, was the dircction of safety;
:md Ciilikarl tum&_ld to &hﬂ right and
rammped alon 8 roo '
groanin l:'wLE dragpng the

A sudden blass of headlights Aashed
through the night abead of him. A car
“.%fﬂaﬁprﬁtl“%ﬂ sped .

g uck{'" ga Coker,

Whoever was in the car, be could not
refuse a lift to fellows escaping from a
gang of thugs,

released Billy Bunter, who ool-
lapsed on the spet and lay pasping,
and waved ius: bands and thouted as tha
“iBiopt Heip 1

top
Pt o sarnd
re was a soand of grinding brakes,

The car halted. = " i

The chauffeur stared at the twao dis-
hevelled figures in the glare of the head-
lights. The door opened, and & bony
face stared out.

“Bay, what's this rumpus?” demanded
a mnasal voice “Great John James
Brown! s that that gink Coler?”

jumped.

“0Oh! it's you, Mr., Fish

“I allow it's me!” snapped Hiram K.
Fish. "I guess I'm hitting for the loca-
tion. But what the John James Brown
are yout doin ere—and that other
pesky guy!l T'll tell a mant”

“You'rs poing to the Ilocation?
gasped Coker.

(1] Y‘Ep !1!

“Oh, good! I've just got away from
that villain Gomez——"

“0Oh, search mel!l” eid Me, Fish.
“If you ain't the galoot to in all
the trouble that's lving around! What
you want to wake wup that bulldozer
again for? Bay!”

“Do you think T asked him to kidnap
ma?"' roared Coker,

“Oh shucks!" said Mr, Fish crosaly.
*“You're sure more trouble than & bag.
fol of wild cats—you sure gre, and I'm
telling you so1 [lop into the car, and
don’t spill any more ™

alt! Stop! Help!”

“Look here——" y
“You hopping in?" inquired Mr.
Fish. “I ain't sticking on thiz epot till

the suto freezes to it. Time's dollars!”

Horace Coker snorted. He dragged
Bunter to his feet and propelled him
into the car and faollowed liim in.

Mr, Fish, with & grunt, slammed the
door, and the ecar bu on sgain to-
wards Jack-Rabbit Canyon. r. Fish
had been busily occupied at Holywood
till a very late hour, and he was in &
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busily oscupied now in thinking of busi-
ness matters—Mr., Fish was thinking of
business matters in all his waking hours,
and in his sleeping hours he was dream-
ing of them. 8o he lent only half an ear
to Coker's story of his wild adventures
with Gomez and his gang, And, lo
Coker's surprise and annoyance, he ex-
preesad no sympathy whatevar, _
“You sure are the guy to ecallect
troubla " was his comment. " You aure
cah’t see any trouble lying around with-
oul grabbing at it! (Great John James
Brown | oz sure are more trouble
than you're worth, by long chalka!"
“Look here—"" hooted Coker.
Mr. Fish waved a bony hand at him.
“Don’t spill any more!” ho snapped.
_And Coker finished the drive in sulky
eilence. As for Bunter, he was already
fast asleep, and his deep snore made a
musical accompaniment, resonant and
unceasing, to the whir of the motor-car.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
And a Surprise for Mr. Polk !

H ARRY WHARTON jumped.

Snorrrirra |
It was morning on the location.

. Bright sunshine strenmed down
into the patio of the rancho at Jack-

bbit—on gorgeous flower-beds and
trees bright with the green of spring.
. The Famous Five turned owt cheerily
in_the éunny morning, and as the ca
tain of the Remove suuntered along the
wooden gallery on which the bed-rooms
opened, was struck by an old
faniliar sound issuing from one of the
rooma,

Snorrrrrre !
_ There were, of course, other snorers
in existenca besides William George
Bunter, But that deep and powerful
snore, =o familiar in the Remove
dormitory at Greyfriars, could only be
William Georgo's.

“ Bunter " sjaculated Wharton,

Hea had supposed Bunter to be still at
Long Beach Boarding-Houze in Holly-

Eﬁuﬂd. That hefty snore told a different
e,

" Hallo, halla, halle! That’s Bunter!™
exclaimed Bols éharry. “ Either Bunter
or a captured elephant! It can’t be an
gle;::l;l_ant, g0 1t must be Bunter trumpet-
mg!

“Then ho's here,” said tha Bounder.

Ha pushed open the deor.

There was Bunter !

The Owl of the Remove was fast
asloep, too tired out his night’s
adventures even to wake up for break-

fast,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! bawled Bob

Cherry.

Bnoral

“Qo he got here, after all,” said
MNugent., “"Must have got in Iaie. Let
him rip."

Leaving Bunter snoring, tha juniors
went down the steps into the patio, to
broakfast under tha trees in the sun-
shine,

- Any news of Coker?” azsked Bob, as
Potter and Greeme came down from
their roomea.

Potter nodded.

“I hear that he came 1n late lnst
night, with Bunter, in Mr. Fish’s cor,”
he answered. "' Goodness knows where
old Fith picked them up. o's still
asleep.”

‘8o the bad Jpennies have both turned
up, after all,” grinbed Bob. “"Wa
couldn't lose Coler and Bunter for long.
Too good to be true.”

After breakfast, Bunter and Coker
had not appeared. They wera having
their sleep out.

Wharton inguired of Mr. Van Duck
whether the party would be wanted that

woitldn't be, A scene of the “Lord of

tha Desert ¥ flm was to be shot that.

mormug, featuring Myron Polk and hia
black Arab horse. But Mr. Van [hck
told the juniors to hang around and
watch the work.

About ten o'clock the -purple auto-
mobile came whizzing into Jack-Eabbit
Eanyon and stopped outsida the rancho.

Myron Polk came in at the arched
entrance into the petioc. He gave the
Grayfriars party & glance, with an ex-
pression on his face that rather puzzled
the jumiora who noted 1. He stopped ab
the door of Mr. Bchootz's oftice and
spoke to the producer. A few momenta
later Mr. Schootz's voice was heard mn
loud and excited tones.

“Well, carry me home to die! We've
gobt everything fixed for the scene, and
now you allow that the darned cayuse
is lost! What in thunder did you lose
him for, say®"

Polk shrugged his shoulders.

“Not my fanlt!” be sneered. *“The
horse woutd be hers but for your mob of
maddling schoolboys. They let him
loose yesterday on the road, and he
hasn't been found yet. I'm having him
searched for.”

Mr, Schootz came striding out of tha

office with an angry face. Ie bore
down on the Greyfriars group.
“What's this?"” he roared. “Yon

guys been horning in and meddling with
Polk's cayuse—what "

“MNothing. of the kind,” answered
Wharton quietly. **Polk’s horse ran
away with him yesterday on the Santa
Monica road, nng Maulaverer saved him
from broken bones by stopping it.”
© U What??  ejaculated Mr. Echootz
"You did, Mauleverer 1"

“ Yaas,"” spid Lord Mauleverer, with
g nod. “Couldn’t zes the fellow break
his giddy neck, you know, though it may
not be worth much.™

“Polk saya you turned the cayuse
looee!" enapped Mr. Schoobs.

“Wa wouldn't let him illuse the
horse,” snid Harry. * But for that it
would not have run away a second time.
Anshow, if we hadn't been there, Polk
wouldn't have been here this morning;
he would have been in hospital.”

“The breakfulness of his esteemed and
ridiculous bones would have been tfer:
rific but for the promptness and
despatch of the ludierous Mauly,” sai
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. © But the
thankfulnesa of the excellent Polk does
not seem to be preposterous.

“QOh, search mel” rowled Mr.
Schootz. -He turned to Polk, who had
followed him from the office with a
aneer on his face. “My! You clam to
ride, and you let a eritter run away with
jmt [l! .

Poll: scowled. .

1t 4 magd fool charged at my horze in
a car,” he said. “One of your precious

and put her wise that the scene’s cut
out to-day.”

One of the doors on: the gallery
opened, and Horace Coker emerged
from [i12 room. Sr

Ha came down the steps into the patio.

Folk was standing with his back to
him, and did not observe the appearance
of Coker of the Fifth.

Certainly be did not cxpect to sea
Coker at the Jack-Rabbit Rancho, as he
firmly believed that his enemy was In
the hands of the rum-runners, many a
long mile on his way to tho Mexican
const. o

“It's sure tha grasshopper’s whis-
kers!™ growled Mr. SBchootz, as Van
Duck went to the office to tclephone.
“That prize boob Coker—""

“Oh, draw it mild!™ said Coker,
arriving on the scene in time to hear
that disrespectful allusion to himself.

At the sound of his voice Myron Polk
gave a convilsive start,

He spun round. ]

The colour faded from his face as he
stared at Coker, his eyes almost startin
from his head in his amazemeni an
dismay. .

3¢ utterly was he taken by surprize
that he had no time to think of con-

cealment. He stared at Coker as at a
ghost. ] "
“Yon!" he articulated. “ You here!

g:i:?: jaw d od.
er starad.
“Why shouldn’'t I be here?"” he
demanded. ]
All the juniors fixed their eyes on
Myron Fuli:. His emotion at the sight

of Horace Coker startled them.

Polk struggled to recaver his seli-con-
trol: he realised that he was betraying
himself. .

Horace Coker was not guick on the
uptake, But he already suspected the
Perfection star of having had a hand in
the lawless proceedings of Gomez and
his g. That suspicion was confirmed
by ganﬂ:'s looks at this moment.

“Surprised, ain't you!” he jeered,
“ Wou thought that gang had got me out
of the way—what! Gomez hasn’t told-
vou vet that I got clear, you rotter I

“Here, youl” snorted Mr. Schootz.
“What's that stuff7 Don't you begin-s
shindy now, you Coker.”

Coker pointed an indignant finger at
?ha Paorfection star’s pale and dismayed

ace. ;

“ Ask that rotter who hired Gomez
and his ﬁ?ng‘ to collar me last mght!
he roare -

“ Oh, shucks!” snapped Mr, Bchoote.
"I guess you was dreaming half of what

ou told me when Fish hrm:_ﬁht. you in
ast night. Polk knows nothing about
it, anyhow.™

“Hao looks as if he does,” sneerad
oker. '*He's jolly surpriged to see me
hera!l™

(Continued on next page.)

schoolboy  outfit—
that fool Coker.”

“1 gure allow th:}t
Coker is the world’s

rizn  boob,” said
E’Ir. Sehootz. “ Ho's

t & charge for
gﬁngeruun driving
hanging over him,
and I've got to fix
it. Dog-gone him [”

He gave an angry
snort.

“We can't get on
with the secene with-
aut the cayuse. And
Janet Jooce 18 com-
ing. oot specially
from Hollywood for
that sconal It sure
pets my goat ! Here,
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Polk pave a shrug of the shoulders.
He had recovered himself.

“Naturally,” he answered. “From
the way Iyn:ru were handling thab car yes-
terday 1 figured that you'd .smashed
yourself up. I guess I'm surprised to
sce you all in one piscel"

“You jelly well knew—"

“{Can 161Y roared Br. Schootz. “1

nesz if you start. anything -here, you,
‘oker, I'ﬂ fire you out so guick it Wwill
make your head swim!”

*Look here—"""bawled Coker,

* Ehucks 1 . ]

Mr. Schootz walked away with Polk,
who went back to his car. [orace
Coker snorted angrily, and sat down to
breakiaat.

“That rotter was at the bottom of
it I* ha declarcd.

- “OF what?" .inguired Pofter. ]

Coker proceeded to relate his wild
adventures of tho night before. The
Groyfriars fellows listened in astonish-
ment. ‘ 3

M aly hat!" said Deh.  *No wonder
thoy can't find the horze, if Coker rode
him eway inte the hills and lost him
thrre. ™
. “Blow the horse!” said Coler. “ It
was & totten horse—didn't know- how to
behave with a ﬁﬂﬂﬂ rider an its back.”

“Hsa, ha, ha! : .

“But—but von say Dunter let you
loose ! exclaimed Nugent. “How did
Bunter got on the ecena?” .

“How sghould .T knowi” owled
Cokor. “Hoe was there=I know that., I
he hadn't have béen, I should have been

shipped on the motor-boat and taken-

away gondness knows whera. I'm con-
vinced .that Pollk was at the boltom of
it. You all saw his Face when ho saw
me.

“He lonken yolly startled,” enid Bob.
#5till, lota of prople might be startled,
geeing your face suddenly, Coker.”

“IHa, ha, ha "

“1 don’t want any Femove cheek !
roared Coker. © You can clenc off, you
cheeky fagsi™ . T :

Mr, - Van Duck'a woice was heard
calling to the jiimiors. Aa the * Lord of
the Desért® seenn waa  unavoidably
postponed, Harry Wharton & Co. were’
wanted to wark omn tho school film, ' It
was a busy morning afler all for the

cliums of the Remove on the Terfection
loration.

ciinn B

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Looking for Bunter !

L BAY, you fellows——"
I ]3i’lI3r Bunter came down to
dunch. :
Refreshed by his long slumber;
the Owl c?i th% .‘Rl.«iem?:a waa himself
again, and terrifically hungry ;
“0Oh, here you are!” said Harry
Wharton, aa the juniors came into the
patio. * Sure you've had enough sleep?”
YWaell,
lunch,” eaid DBunter. “I say, you
fﬁyﬂﬁﬁs 1 had a teEriEE: t.in;a last night
—fighting a gang of smugglers—
TI%EEEJ‘JE g“ g g

“I suppose Colier’s told you how I
rescued ]l]‘ﬂm from a desperate gang of
pirates 7™ :

“ Mot quite!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“ 1o hasn't mentioned tha pirates or the
rescue, Ho says he found you crawling
like & fat lizard on the shore.” "

“Ha, ha, ha!" ;

“Just like Coker!™ said Bunter
bitterly, “Ungrateful—like you fellows
—ton]  Loaving me behind at Holly-
wood, efter uﬁ I've dona for you!
Yah 7 G

For once, the Famous Fiva were
rather curious to hear Billy Bunter re-
lntn his adventures. They-had beard
Coker's story, but they had no doubt
that Bunter's version would be more
thritling. 2 :

But they had to wait. Dunter was
cager to talk—as wusnal—but he was
moro eager to atitemd to the pressing
requircinents of the inner Bunter. Nob
1ill William George had taken on :‘mrﬁo
far bevond the Plimsoll line, did he
prmmeﬂ to relate his adventuves. The
jupiors’ anticipation that the tale would
ba thrilling was fully realised.

“It was like this,"” said Dunter,
lolling gracefully on s bench in the
patio, and bresthing rather stortoriously
after his exertions at table, * those
rotters, Potter and Greene, lelt mmo at
Santa Monica. Luckily, [ got a boat
across the bay to the shore below this
place. ‘The boatman, a faithful fellow,
did it on tick—you fellows know you
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left me without any money. You

needn't deny it!”

“ Guilty, lord " grinned Bab,
“But how -.:?E you diddle the hoat-
man?" .

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Cherry! As I said, he
was & faithful fellow,” eaid Bunter.
“He could see, of ronrse, that he had
2 gentleman to deal with. ¢ Never
mind tho money, sir!’ he said {o me,
in the respcetful way the lower classes
always treat me. *That's all right! I
know a gentleman when I sce ons!’
Juschkﬂ that !" .

“First lio'l” remarked Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bufte—r © 0

“Get on with the washing, old fat
bean {"* gaid Bob.

“Well, I dismizeed my faithful boat-
man,” eaid Bunter, “and, feeling rather
tired, sat down to rest. T hadn't lost
my way or anythimg. I just sat down
to rest. Then I hedrd that gang of
desperadocs  coming down info  thae
gully. They stuck Coker down by the
rock. My first thought, of course, was
to rush on them and knock them right
and left. Dut—" .

*“But second thoughts ara best!™ re-
marked Bob Cherry., “I've no doubt
you acted on second thoughts.”

“You see, there were eight of them,”
Exi)lamed Bunter., “If there had been
only four, .or say five, I'd have handled
them. But [ thought that eight might
be too many for me,”

“The mightfulness was terrifie I

“Well, they went down to the beach,”
sald Bunter. “Then I acted, with that
presence of mind and utter disregard of
danger that you fellows must have
noticed about me lots of fimea”

“Gee.whizl” said Fisher T. Fish.

'Sprmgmg to my feet," continued
Bunter, “I rushed to Coker sand ro-
leased him. ¢ Buck up, Coker!* I said
to Irim with the dcy coolncss I elways
show in the hour of danger. " Courage,
old man! I'm with you!’ TAsping
him by the arm, T led him away.”

“Cokor says he had to cerry you!”
erinncd Nugent.

“Hea would ! sneered Buanter, " Wall,
I ean only tell yon exactly what
happened! I led er AWay, en-
couraging him with my dauntless pluck.
Heoedless of the shots—"

:: %;Luis L ejm:ﬁu]_q.tﬁdl j:_{hu Bﬂlttiil‘::_ier. "

ey woero firing like anything—

“(Coker must haﬁa besn Ir+:!_~an+:d!" re-
marked Nugent, “He didn't hear any
shooting.”

"Too frightened to notice it, I ex-
?éqt," said - Bunter. “Ho was almost
ainting, you know; and but for my
encouraging voico he would have given
in a lot of times. They fairly rained
bullets on us! - Luckily 1 wasn't hit. A
bullet grazed my cheal.”

“Only prazed it!"” said Bob. “I sup-
pose  if - the bullet had hit it you
wouldn't have had the clieek to spin this
yarn["

‘“'Ha, bha, ha!”

“ Beast! Keeping ¢
a hot iire-;, I guided Coker's faltering
footsteps!” said Bunter. “The pirates
pursacd us, with fiendish yells. Only one
of them got eclose. [ -turned, and felied
him with & single blow, straight from
the shoulder,” i - B

“1 can seo you doing it!"” agreed Pob.

*Ha, ha, ha!” -

“Finally, I got Coker to the road,
and Mr. %‘Iah’ﬁ ear picked us up,” said
Bunter. “It was just in time. The
smugglers—] mean pirates—wers close
on us—rushing us down, in fact—and [

rfoctly coonl undaer

don't feel sure that I could have
handled- the whole gang at  close
quarters,  And—and that's aell!” con

cluded Bunter. *“INot much to. me;
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Bunter wriggled behind Harry Wharton & Co. and crouched low, ** I—I say, you fellows ! ** he gasped. ** K-k-kik-keep
in front of me! Keep him oft {** The man in the jersey,- sighting the group of juniors under the {rees, came

though I fancy you fellows would have
been frightened out of your wits.”

There was a chortle from Buanter's
audience, 1

“And now oa what ha 4"
said Johony Bull, 2

“Eh! I've told you,” °

“I mean, what reaily happened.”

“If you ean't take my word——-"
began Bunter hotly.

" Tha Owl of the Remove . broke off
suddenly. A startling change came over
his fat face, and hiz littla round eyes
almost — bulged through his T4
spectacles, '.l.ghﬂ juniers, following his
scared glance, saw a man n  duck
trousers and. s blue jersex, who had
vomes in at the arched entrance. They
had never seen the man belore, but
obviously he was one of the boatmen of
a shore resort. & o3
Bunter's eyes were fixed on him in
terror. ;
#1—1 eay, you fellows—"" gaspld
Bunter. :
“What the thump—" 5
Eili{ Bunter squirmed off the bench,
wriggled behind it, and erouched low,
The juniors stared at him in amazement.
“I—=1 say, vou fellows["™ d
Bunter. * Eal{algk-keep in frout gfum!
it close together! Keep him off.”
“What?" gasped Bob Cherry.
“Dud-dud-don’t Ict him
gasped Bunier
“My only hat!™ ;
The man in the jersey, sighting the
group of juniors at the bench under the
trees, camae towards them. - :

Hap

sce  mel

“Bay, 7ou guys,” he said ° “I guess

I've moseyed along hyer from Santa

towanrds them. (Sec Chapler 15.)
Monica looking for a fat galoot in
specy 1” .

TOhY gjaculated Wharton.

“Y sure took that pesky gink across
from Santa to the Egﬂrﬂ hyer in my
boat!” explamned the man in the
jersey.  “ He allowed that he was hitting
the location in Jack-Rabbit Canyon.
Dog-gone my cats, if the fat guy didn'g
absquatulate the minute he got on
shore, in the dark, and clear off withaut

paying up! +I reckon 've come along
to Jack-BEabbit to look for him. If he's
hera I want to know. T'm poing o

break him into more pieces than you
could count in & manth of Sundays!”

~ *0Ow!” came & gasp from behind the
juniors.

"Oh, begad szaid Lord Mauleverer.
“This gentleman must be the [aithiul
boatman Bunter was btellin' ua about!™

“Ha, ha, ha!" rdgared the juniors.

“You cun cackle, you guys!” hooted

the incenszed boatman of Santa Monica.
“You can sure cackle; but that pesky
mugwump woen't cackle any when q get
a holt on him! You hear me yaup? I

uess I'm going to beat up that geck a

ew! Bearch me!"

There was & horrified gasp behind the
juniors. The man in the jersey made a
stride round the end.of the hench,

“*Yaroooggh [ :

Bunter leaped to his leclt with a yell
of ferror. '

“1 say, you fellows, keep him off 1V

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“I gueza that's tho jay!” reoared the
man from Banta Monica. “That's suro
the boob! Now, if I don’t mush him up
gﬂﬂd_‘—"

His grasp clozed on Bunter.

e i =

“Yooop! HEI!E'!” roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha 1" ;

“1 say, you fellows ! Help ! Yarooogh !
Whoooop "

Thump, thump, themp!

“Ob gad!” ejaculated Lord Maule-
varer. “Hold on, my dear man!™

Thump, thump, thump!

“Yarooch! Help! Fire!™

“Ha, ha. ha1”

The juniors rushed on the indignant
boatman and dregged him away from
Bunter. " A twenty-dollar hLill which
Lord Mauleverer pushed into the man's
hand pacified him. But he gave Bunter
a threatening glare as he departed. .

"'i‘;‘_n_:nw-uwmw-nwl". roarcd  Bunter,
“RKeep -him off! T say, you fellows!
He Yow-ow-ow—-"" o
"i!a’a gone!” gusped Bob
wiping his eyes. """ Ha's
man! Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter sat u

*"Ow! Sure

Hf['h.ﬂ-
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh..

“Ow!” Bunter scrambled to his feet.
“Wow! What are you cackling at, you
beasts? Blessed if I can see anything
to oackle ntt Ow!"

And Billy Bunter snorted and rolled
away, leaving the chums of the Removo
still cacklinggi :

I THE EsSiD.

{Now [ook ent for next week's grand
lomg alory v.'il‘j' Horry Wharton & Co.,
entitied : “THE FILM STAR'S
FEUDI Itz the best yarn in the series,
chums, 20 make svre of reading it by
ordering your copy WELL IN,

. ADVANCED
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E‘-herrj:: o

E.a’a gone? Oh.dear!” ,
ofulness is terrific ™ echueckled .

re

gone, old {_qt :
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New Quarters.

HE sky was greying towards the
ensk, token that the dawn was
at hand, when the bluck Btahl-

_ schuss scout glided low over the

roofs of a small and isolated farmstead
and landed in a feld behind the ram-
shackle wooden outbuildings.

Leaving his propeller ticking over,
Derek elambered stiffly from the cockpit
and droppoed to the ground. ]

He etood for a moment scanning the
buildings with intent and searching eyes.
But there was sign of neither life nor
habitation about the place. Silent and
deserled it stood, gaunt sentinel to greet
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served him ms a hangar, Hidden in 1t
bencath a great pilo of hay and straw,
wero tins of petrol and belts of synohron-
iged gun ammunition which Derek had,
from time to time, brought from the
hangar of Abergau under cover of
night.

Derchk had always been acutely alive
to the necessity of praparm,g & base to
which he could retreat in the event of
his being driven from Abergauw. And
he had selected this place for the simple
reaton that he knew of none other
which would eerve him hall as well.
And' yet the risk of discovery waa
intensified one hundredfold.

The BLACK HAWK!

By
Geo.E. ROCHESTER.

Drawing his gun, Derok made & tour
of the buildings, but saw nothing to
OCCAsIon any suspicion that EPFIDE eycs
might be watching him from some place
of concealment. :

catisfied that all was well, he returned
to the field where he had landed. Ua-
locking the padlock of the heavy barn
doors, he swung them creakingly open.
A quick survey of the interior of the
barn showed him that it was as he had
left it on his provious visit.

Retracing his steps to the machine,
Derek swung himself up to tho cockpit
and gave the cngine a burst of the
throttle, which took the black scout
surging in towards 1ts makeshift hangar.

Five minutes later the machine was
housed with barn doors elosed, and
locked on tho inside. Wearily, with st
purpose, Derek divésted himself of his
German uniform, and pulled on rongh
pcguiﬂ&nt garb which he took dewn from a
nail.

Carefully folding the grey uniform, he
placed it 1n an empty ammunition box,
together with the badge and - papers
which had been Osle’s. :

That done, he took a hroken-hafted
spado which lay with other rusted agri-
cultural implements in a dorner, ond

dug & hale in the carthern floor of the

barn.

It was o loborious job, for the ground
was almost as hard as stone. Maore than
once he groaned aloud with the pain of
his wounded shoulder. But at length
the box and its contents lay buried
heneath & six-inch layer of earth which
he beat flat by the spade into some sein-
blanca of its former appearancs, and
covered with a great heap of straw,

On this same heap Derek stratched
himself out, to fall at once into deep
und untroubled slumber. Thus tho day
passed for Derek Monerieff, until mid-
afternoon, when he awakencd.

—— —

The Sunset Hour |

HE slim and elegant Von Zei
T epent the greater part of that

gamo day Jounging 1o an arm-
chair in the officers’ ante-room
at the Germon Air Headguarters of

- Frankfurt.
the dawn. | & |
t this lonely farm- . All morning he had the
ﬁigatdw?ﬁag Derek had found “* Don’t count your chickens before they're f.pta.rﬁ::rm " [:Iranﬁfallj ;3
ﬂ';lxﬂﬂ t;li:%i"iv?hnflr uxlmﬂg?if:t hatched ” is an old EIIEH:B!‘.I prﬂvﬂrh which w:'léllllae :;!u:,'tﬂl.r:r:l:-1 leaning back
'-:. I f : - - - L3 - L]
that night, when he had the Germans have very conveniently in his chair with eyes hall-

wnken the English lad back
across the lines, Derel ‘had

‘changed to “* Don’t count your Hawk until

legs

cloged, and booted |
in luxurious

gtretched out

roturned here.  Always he it is caught." Hnﬂ, ]:itlgﬂ, Iﬂd, lh'Ef Hawk  ease : H_Tl.r and n.gai{n. :a]:
‘had found jt, as now, shut- in question wants some catching! tooige Rt poma. plesiy
tered and deserted, for the . t ::_n.1.1 it, I% t‘lp i
peasant woman had gorne, , twas in o El:"'lj mg am )
It was obvious that, not trusting over- At Abergau hd'had been ablo to come For Von Zei was amused. Immensely

el the German uniform which Derck
gndh worn, sho had sought salety in
izht,

t waz better =0, as far as Derek was
concerted. In the guise of the Black
Hawk he could oever have used the
farmatead ns o base if sho had remained,
for sha would certainly have Leen shot
out of hand were he discovered on hep
premiges. And that was apart from the
question ns to whether or not he would
have been able to wholly trust her.

Mo, it was better that she had fled
and left him in undisputed possession of
the place. Thera was a barn here which

Tre Magxer Lienany.—No. 1,10L

and go as he liked, for the villagers had
aceopted him as » German officer. But
if his black machine were scen taking
off or landing at this loncly farmstead,
then investigntions would at once bhs
nuade. And what investigations could
he face? . ,

No, thers had been a certain amount
of temporary security at Abergou, but
thers was nothing here save the con-
stant and deadly risk of exposure. -

Yet bhe muost an it if he intended to
carry on as the Black Hawk. And he
was grimly dcterminad to earry on until
aither he went under or unmasked the
men who had plotted his ruin

so. Few had ever been privileged to
witness such & delicious comedy as he
had. Indeed, it had been funny, that
ecene in the commandante’s offica at
dawn., Now if only there wero apprecia-
tive ears to which he could tell of it!

It was after late lunch that the grim-
featorad Falterbau joined him, seating
himself in an adjacent chair. Amongst
the great German war nces, [alterban
ranked second only to Von Zei, and en
the left breast u:aE"r his oil-staincd grew
tunic was the black-and-white ribbon of

the Iron Cross,
“You appear to find these gquarters
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more comfortable than your cockpit,

Von Zei,” he grunted, 3
 Indead, Faa:" murmured Von  Zel.
“And you?t'

*1 will be as honest,” laughed
Falterbau, "and admit | do.”

Then the laugh died on his lips, for he
was not given overmuch to laughter, this
stern-visaged Falterbau. _

“I tell you, Von Ze1," ho went on,
changing tho subject with o harsh ab-
ruptnees, " we will have to find a bettcr
machine than the Fokker, eles we aro
going to be driven from the skics.”

“¥You think so1”

“Think 201", Falterbau crashed a
clenched fst to the arm of his chair.
“1 know if, I tell you! We have neither
the speed nor the climbing angle of the
Bristol Fighter, which these cursed
Englanders are using. And pow they
are fitting their U.i[.ﬂ’a with a naw
enging which makes them far faster than
our Fokkers, and gives them a “ceil-

ing " which we canpot attain. If things heep £

go on hke this’, Von Zei, there will bo
only one end !’

“ And that 137" - .

“Wa shall not dare show our noses
over the British lines |” :

“1 know two of 'ua who shall, in spite
of all you say,” drawled Von Zei,

Then, -straightening uwp in his chair,
he laid a white and well-mamceured
hand on Falterbau's khee, .-

“Come, chear up, my Iriend,"” he said.
“Wa know, you and I, that thess are,
dark days; but buffoonary at which wo
can laugh 18 not yet dead.”

“ Buffeonery 1" echoed Falterbau., "1
do not understand [

Von Zei sank back in his chair,

“"Not?"” ho murmured. “ And yet ils
chicf apostle gambolled on this very
aerodrome to usher in the dawn!”

“I do not know what you are talking
about, Von Zei,"” growled Falterbau
impatiently. “Who do you meun by the
chief mpostle of bhuFoonery?™
.1 mean—Zandorberg,” replied Von
Zei, cxamining his polished fingor-nails,
“Ah, my Falterbau, he was funny—
devilish funoy " '

# Intentionally 17
ineredulonsly.

“ Well—<hardlyt” drawled Von. Zai.
*That, of course, made him the more
amusing. But I will tell you.”

Ho paused to light a cigarette.
Reflectively ﬂ.yﬁchinsvgw bluish fragrant
smoke curling lazily he
resamad :

“¥ou must understand, my Falterbau,
that I and Fedwrkiel, and one or two
others, had been surmumoned hers to
meet Eanderberg. ‘We were to discuss
the ways and means of trapping the
Black whk. I will spare you unneces-
sary -details, but whilst we were in
solemn eonclave—whilst, in faoct, Feder-
kiel and ZFanderberg wers verging ou
the porsonal—a telephone messaga camo
through from the Wilhelmstrasse to the
effeot: that one of Zanderberg’s Becret
Hervice angents had located o pilat whe
might well be the Black Hawkt"

“Where ' exelaimed Falterbau.

““At & disused Gotha hangar near the
vili of Abergau,” replied ‘Yon Zei.
“Wall, to’ continue. Zanderberg gave
orders that an escort of soldiers was to
procesd at onca to Abergau from the
garrison at Zarn, They wers to got in
touch with tha Secret Service -man,
arrost the mysterious pilot, and convey
him hers without delay."

“*¥Yes; go on!” A

TIn the, interval of _waiting to hear,
tho ocutoome of this interesting affair,”
cogtinued Ven Zei, “wo were trea
to o discourse on the merits of the In-
telligeace %rhmmt. by an. exultgnt
Zanderberg. e—poor focls of airmen

grunted TFalterbau

upwards,

that we were—hod failed to
Black Hawk. He hud_sucmede-f
wa had failed.™ x

“ He seems to have been very sure that
the man was the Black Hawk ! grunted
Falterbau, “Fool |

“ Not such o fool in that direction; as
you will learn,” said Von Zei.

“But you do not mean to say—"
began Falterbau excitedly. -

‘Let me continue,” cut in Von Zei,
“This joke is richer than you think,
Falterbau., Yes, H.ande-rbsr? was vory
sure that man must be the Black Hawk
because it was one, Oslo, who had found
bim. This Oslo, according to Zander-
berg, possesses, to an unheard of degreo,
mtelligence, courage, and cunning. We
listoned, in silence, to peans of praise
for Ozlo.” ' '

“In silence 1" ]

Von Zei shrugged his shoulders,

“¥Yes,” he replied, * for were we not
blundering, heavy-handed fools who had
orced to eome to Zanderberg to
rid na of this Black Hawk? It was
Zanderberg's hour. And he made the
most of it with triumphant voice and—
for us—cbntemptuous gesture. Ah, 1
assure you, there was nothing left un.
said which could be said. And then,
when dawn was breaking, the telephono
bell rang. It was a message for Zander-
barg from the Governor of the garrison
of Zarn.” ; )

“Yes, yes;- what- did he say, this
governori"

“Hea #said,” replied Von- Zei, slowly,
and with rolish, *thut undoubtedly the
mysterious pilot ot the hangar was the
Black Hawk, but that he had escaped.
He said also that the sergeant in chargo
of the escort had been killed, and he
wound up with tho nows that thera was
no eign of the Secret Sorvice ageni—the
wighty Oslo, you understand, who, for
some unaccountable reason, seemed to
have taken it into hiz hend te vanish."

“It was the Black Hawk, you say?”
cricd Falterbau.

“ Apparently so. A thorough search of
the hangar and an interrogation of the
villagers indicated that it could be no
one else.” . | ! _

“And he got away?”

“Exactly! He aﬁp ed through the
hands of the clever. Oslo, to say nothing
of thasa of the soldiers.” ‘

“But this fool of an Osle had him!”
cried Falterbauw. " o .
_ “That is what one felt tempted to
point out io the raving Zanderberg,”
chuckled Von Zei “Had him, as you
say: but bungled, unforgiveably | The
Englanders have a proverb, my Falter-

where
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 HOW THE 8TORY BEGAN.

-The wictims of a daslardly plof, young Derek
Monerieff, & fE'E‘lr-;'hﬂ British pilot, w accused of
trectchery, court-martialied and sentenced fo bs
shot ! nitted o clear Lis  dishonolred
name, however, Derek makes o dariy escape
by chihring identities ioith Laplain Vo Ara,
g dead German airman. Ugping a8 s bose a
deserted Gotha henger al Ahergau, the young
pilot becomes kagwn and dreaded by the Germane
under the nams of the Rloek Hawk. fis black
wprching—toith the replica of & swvcoping hawk
on its fuselsge has again and agein come fo the
veseis of Alisd machiner when hopeleanly
outnumbered by the enemy. Oalp, Lhe 2u
German spy, discovers the whereabouts of this
Y wt  airmdn, but  sohile  recommmiriig
nedy the hangar he {8 atlocked ond stunted by
HAgier, ¢ seemingly harmisss {diof, who is noms
other than Caplawn Darnley, o
Service apent. A delschment
anidiers ‘arrices al the hangar at Abergau, with
orders lo caplure their man ot all cosls, bud they
are met and seatlered by a racing black aeroplene,
The Black Hawk hns eteaped Ig; the skin of Nis
fecth, and with him has gone Qslo, the Gernmn

k'
oy (Now read 1)

British Seoret
af German

Y S - a

at thebau, which 1 thn.uéhl :nigﬁt soothe the

nimost unhioged mind of Zanderber
So 1 guoted, altering but one word.”

Yea—this provess®’

not count your hawks—the Eng-
landers say. chickens—before they aro
hatched,” replied Von Zei. “A good
proverb, but one whish earned for me
a spul-shrivelling curse.® W

“And has anything been heard - of
Oslo, the Secret Bervico agent?” 'de-
drawled Von Zei.

manded Falterbau.

“No, ﬂﬂ'thlnf,"

** By one masterly stroke our Zanderberg
has lost the Black Hawk, the cunning
Oslo, and a eant of the garrison of
Zarn. An excellent night's work on the
part of the Intelligence Burean." -

He rosa to his fest. And, as he stood
looking down at Faltetbau, the rays of
the setting sun shono in through the
window on his face which of a sudden
had_become stern and set.’

_ ¥ found it amusing, Falterbau,” he
said, *as always 1 am amuised when I
sea a braggart humbled by his own
bonsting worde. But iewhera out
there the Black Hawk still lives, and he
is our lawful prey. Tt ia the hour of
sunset—thoe hour ‘when ho ‘has nlways
been most; active al the Weastern
Front. Bo let you and me go in search
of him to r.” - s
“Agreed |” cried Falterbau, leaping
to his feet, eyes aglint. “And I swear
that if we find him, then either he or
1 sholl never reach the ground alive [

g.

i

Out of the Dusk !

= = ORD weas at once passed to the
g officor 1 chergo of hongars,
and the littla scarlet Fokker
scouts of Von Zei and Faltor-
bau were wheeled out on to the tarmac.
A groyclad sergeant mechanic swun
himselt up to the cockpit of eac
machine, and the engines picked up with
u shattering roar in a short but zearch-
ing tost, i %

Pilots off duty, and ground stalf
glficers, clusterad round the powerful
Fittla scouts, watching them with moro
than o passing interest as they stood
guivering against the chocks with pro-
pellers whirling at full revelutions,

Elbowing his way towards his machine
came Von Zei, smiling, and with light-
hearted jest for those who gave him

recting. At bhis beels followed Falter-

au, grim of feature, answering with
wither grunt or jerk of bead the saluta-
tions of the onlockers. e 5

Both men were mufflad in heavy flying
kit, and thay lost no time in swinging
themselves up to their respective cock-
pits, which now the sergeant
1 iics had vacated. Enginés rosred
anew with deep pulsating rhythm as
cach pilot opened up the throttle in
ordor to satisfy himsslf that his engine
waaz giving its full revelutions.

Then suddenly Von Zei's gloved band
whipped up. : e

In response to the signal, the waiting

mechanics whisked away the chooks from
in front of tha ty wheals of the
undercarriage. The scarlet scout shot

forward liko e greyhound from the ships.
Blinding, choking dust swirled in Ita
wake, then the tail came up, and the
machine took the air in a steep, upwand
climb, followed by the Fokker scout of
Falterbau, ]

The two machines roared back over
the hangars, then swung away towards
the south-weet, climbing ns they. went.
Below them wound the watera of the

River Main, glittering liko burnished

old in the rays.af the setting sun.
F At ten . thousand {fest the Fokkera
© Tue Maener Liesnz.—No. 1,101
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passed over the great railway junction
of Mayence, where the symbol of the
Cerman Hed Cross was prominent in
Lload-red on the whitewashed roofs of
the, northern station. 5 -

On and on they fhunderad, each pilot
crouched behind his windshield, sweep-
ing the sky ahead with grim and wateh-
ful eyes.

Mannheim dropped behind, far away
on their left. They were well into the,
danger zone now: into the happy hunt-
ing ground of British machines out on
long-distance offensive patrol. And not
only machines engaged on offenzive
patrol might have h:-%?e reckoned with.
A British daylight bombing squadron
returning with the slowly fading day to
1tz aerodrome behind the line would
BT to the attack with guns aflame
should it sight these two fast-fiving
Folkker sconts,

Not that cither Von Zei or Falterbau
would have hesitated a moment to give
battle, For, let it be said hers and now,
that the man who wonld disparage the
Cerman war pilot is a bigoted fool.

Amongst her war pilots Germany
numbered men of magnificent courage
and splendid sportsmanship. _

The whole world paid tribute to the

passing of o great aviator and fighter
when  the ron Richtofen  died
gollantly above the battle smoke,

Erwin Haertl, a!au. Wa3 QUr enemy’; bnt
his superhb heroism will plways live in
the ‘memory of those who flew against
him., He died from wounds behind the
Crerman lines after having shot down a
British machine. * Half-way through that
fight Xrwin Haertl was mortally
wotinded, and in order to carry on was
forced to stand up in the cockpit.in.
order to control his machine. He knew
he was condemning himself to certain
death, but he stuck it till the end, and,
in victory, died gloriously.

* And of this breed wers Von Zel and
Falterban. But they had taken the air

this evening with one grim and set pur-
pose—tho finding of the Black Hawk . if
he were in the air.

They had elimbed by now to seventeen

. thousand feet,  ond swinging more

westerly, thundered on. hery were
nearing the line. Far below them, alo
the thin ribbon of roadways, woun
long, grey-clad columns of marching.
men, interspersed hers and thers with
slow-mooving lorries and heavy, tractor-
drawn guns,

Butk neither pilot had any other
timﬁht than tho scanning of the sky
aliead, outhoards, and above,

. Again the machines swung, bearing
towards the north, [If he were anywhere
ho would be behind the German lines

“this Black Hawk, Flying one hundred

fect apart, with Talterbau Sslightly
behind Von Zei, . the Fokker scouta
roared on, engaged on their grim guest.

Once, far behind them on their tails,
they saw o British squadron of DJH.4's
heading towards the line: and in order
fo avoid an encounter,. the Fokkers
swung eastwards ints Germany, with
nosed down, and engines thundering at
full revolutions.

Duzk was deepemitig now, and the mist-
swathed ground far below was scarcely
visible, ;

With a muttered cursze, Von Zei sig-
nalled with gloved hand to Falterbsu.
His feet moved on the rudder-bar, and
hé hended towards distant Maennheim,

It was no use searching any longer.
Their luck ‘was out. Better to stay at
Mannheim sorodrome overnight and
renew the search on the morrow. Sooner
or later they wonld meet the Black
Hawlk, for this was the sector over which
he ranged.: 3 :
- Ik was' then that Von Zei, erouching
over hiz controls, froze for an instant
imto sudden tense rigidity. For, coming

- grratght at him from out of the dusk was

a black machine flying at a ternfic
speed.
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|- wicked: black
~alls time | e L R T
" o« Falterbau's nerveless hand fell from

SN ——

Instinctively Von Zei's hand whipped
towards the trigger of his eynchronised
gun, But befors his fingers could close
on ik, the black machine roarsd past his
port planes, And on the black fuselage
Von Zei saw the dreod replica of a

swooping hawk.
“T
Zei's lips 1n a wild, exultant
‘ enarl.  DBut. master of air
fighting that he was, he did not thrdw
his machine round in a sharp ‘wing-turn
in_order to thander in pursuit,

Instéad, he chose the wiser course.
Forward went his control stick, and,
with engine thundering at full revolu-
tions, he tore earthwards in a scream-
ing nose dive. Ouly for seconds did he
hold that dive, then back came the
stick, and he wen{ zooming up, and up
into the ‘dusk.

Right at the apex of the loop he
pulled & perfect Immélmann roll; and
knew that now the advantage of height
must be his. Buat in theose few hectic
5 8 he bad found time to wonder

The End of a Flight !

HE Black Hawk 1™ —_—
The words came from Von

why the Black Hawk had held his fire

i the first moment of attack.

Yet the explanation was simple. As
Perek had thundered towards Von Zei
his mind had been working with light-
hing-like rapidity. He realized that if
he. were to do aught but harmlessly
riddle ¥on Zei's fuselage between cock-
pit and tail F.'ume he must instantly
swing off his line of flight and close in
on the Fokker at a more acute angle.
And Falterbdu, behind Von Zoi, would
undoubtédly be expecting - the ?br:-j' to
adopt such an obvious coursa of action.
"On that assumption Derek staked
eversthing. He held his machine as she
was, roared past Von Zei, and drove in

at Falterbau, His gloved fingers
clamped themselves round the trigger of
the synchronised gun, and the dusk was

£plit by lurid, belching Aame.
Falterban saw hiz inner starboard
strut suddenly splinter, a3 though riven
by a&n inyisible axe. PBracing wires
parted; to Bap madly against the upper
plana. ~ "= . ot oas o
Livid of face. and with lips asnarl,
Falterbau kicked . frenziedly . on _ his
rudder-bar,  whipping his control-stick’
ACTORES, 2, T . - Ta
The Fokker scout answered gallantly,
wheeling to meef the attack., Above the
roar of the engine came the snarl of ity
spitting . gith.woBut " next instant  that
muzzle was silenced for

La ma ©T4

the trigger, and as he collapsed over the

‘controls, ehdt through - the lungs, the

nose of the Fokkér dropped, and it tore
earthwards, . with the engine thundering
full revolutions. : :

- Up and up. in a wild, soaring zoom.
went the Eﬁlfﬂt' Hawk. But like a
scarlet metsor the Fokker of Von Zei
camo hurtling in at him, with wviclous
gun afaoe.

Von Zel had glimpsed his comrade’s

- death-dive, and his faca was wolfish in

ita passion. Falterbau would. be
avenged before this fight was over!
Derek's dashboard shattered  into
riven wood and splintered glass. Bullats
richochetted off his engine cowling, but
he kept the stick kack hugged close into
his l:ea.th{iiriﬂring-mut. and completed a
whitlwind loop. ‘
Swerving on the downward dive, he
wWandtnued on prge 28.)
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Our New * Chat’’ Feature.

Alecays glad te hear from gouw, chums, so drap me a line o the follemeing
The FEditor, The ** Magnet ** Librarg, The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,

address ;

Fleetwway Howse, Fm r:ugdml Street, London, E.C.F.

NDTE ~—All ..l-n»kel gnd Limericks 1hn1.:|l:l bt ﬂmt s efo '

+ T in difficult to talk of anything elsa
but the Boat-Race this week.

every hand one hears the same
. questions : * Who'll win ¥ Oxford
or Cambridge "' Therefore I am sure

“ Mamnetitos ' will be interested to hnow
_mmul_hing

ABOUT THE BliAT RACE.

. Tf Cambridge manage te pull it off

this sear, it will add one moro to t E:II'
long list of vietories, for Oxiond have only
pucceeded in winning tho roce once since
tho War, ahd even on that occasion they
won by the short lead of threo- quartarﬂ
of & length,

Oxford ~wors t.ha winpers of the first
race cownd betwoon tha two Universitios.
This was in 1820, but. the race did not
become an annusl  event cuntil | 1850
Since that date it has been rowed. almost
continugusly. During the War, however,
from 19156 to 1919, the race waz not
rowed, In 1812 the raco was sctually
rowod twicae, . for, on the first occasion
both boate sank, and the race had to be
rowed again on the following Monday.
The course, from Putney to Mortlake, is
,four and & guarter miles, !

'y hmrmg got that off my chest, lot
ma 866 what 11{ pﬁatvhafg mmt-nmu
Haore's unusnnl  Query,

Gikbs, nf Boston, me!

WHAT IS A SUCRE *

nsks Harry, A Sucre is a coin of the ra-
ublic of Ecuador, in South , America.
t is worth 100 Centavos, which is about
10d. Next please ¥

Hera i M. Gardiner, uf Lowestoft,
apking: - *“ Who was Fra Diavolo t
This is the name of o fﬂ.muua Ttalien
brigand, who is as celebrated in his own

country m Dm.'b: Turpin ia here. His real

name was Michels Pezza, and he flourished
about the year 17908, The superstitious

nts of the country which he ravaged
attributed him with possessing the qualitios
of both monk and demon. Ewen whon
he was outlawed, he wagsd war with an
army eomposed of ahout 300 ex-convicta,
There iz an opers wntlan about him and
hiz exploits.

THE BATTLE OF JUTLAND

i a subject which intercstis Jim Harvey,
of - Croydon, who wants to know how
ma:n:,r ghips were sunk in that naval

smnent. The total mumber was
tmant.;r -five. Wao lost three battle ernisors,
thres cruisers, ond eight to o crait.
The Cermans lost one battleship, one
battle. croizer, four light crms::.rs', nodd. I'hm

tarpedo oraft,

On |

{Enmn X

HEARD THIS ONE? 5

. O arecent Flug-day in o ceriain

_tosen, o molorisd, knowen for Ris
reckiess drviving, wos oshed by a
smiling goung lady if he would
contribufe a small sum in aid of the
tocal hospital,

* No,”" said the molorisF, un-
pleasantly, I hove alveady con-
tributed to thene.”’ :

0 yes;" saded the powng Fady,
stell  amiling, ** bui  pour must
remember we are collecting money
to-day, not pedestrians '

A " Magnret "' pochet-Enife has
been  wwarded  fo @ Douglas
Turncr, M), Knighton Lane, Agles-
tome Park, Leicesier, for this joke.
Noww, pow chaps, surcly pou know
a gooid johe worth pasging on {o

© ofher ‘¢ Magnetites.” You da ¥
Good!
Send it in and See if you can win
_a handy pockct-knife.

* DO DRAGONS EXIST?

acks I1, K. of Bonirew. What aro r.*a.ﬂud

dragons nowadays are really

lizerds, which oare found in the mim

tho MaJu.y Amh:galagm They look Iilm

the popular conception of dra ; but

they are only about fen ime long.

It s gmumily nssumod that tho xlan of

has been handed down from

muma timesd. One pre-historio rep-

tlla—ﬂm Pterodactyl—bore a strikd

resemblance to what a d.r'agﬂn is supp

to have looked like. And

TALKING OF FPRE-HISTORIC ANIMALS,

I know a friend who claims to have ssan
ona ! He wae oub in Wﬂst Africe, and,
hearing tales from the natives of & mon-
strous croature which lurked in o river
in the interior, he went exploring. He
tried to capture the creatura in o trap
made of wire ropes, but the monster
broke t.hmu_qh, and vanmhed dmm tha

rivor, F !.ncm;l's deseri

“dragon "' fitted in with ﬂ h-:m
of a Ptorodaotyl, andhamwathn
story is true. coursa, it is quite ::umhla

that one or two pre-historie animals have
H‘I.'I.I"Fi‘l.l'ﬂﬂ pnd lurk in the swamps of the
xplurﬂ:i places of the sorld—but Il
balieve it when I gce one !
bl g
How did : :
THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS
get its name ? sales one of our girl readers,
Mutiel Fisher, of Whitstable, Because it
is the bridge which leads. from.the old
Courts of Justice in Vepice to the prison.
Anyons condemmed by tho eourt passed
over the brid d never ceme back !
I onee psid & visit to that particular
bridge, and passed over it fo the cells
beyond, snl .

Lk

‘Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Street, Londen,

37

Venice was in her 'E_;;rjr'
No light, and very little aic
penotrated into tho cells, and
&t high tide the water from
the  canals mma inio
them.. .

There is & dmr at the end
of a long stone corridor
which rmana between the
calla, and near this door the
unhappy priconers wers
executed, Their bodies
wero then passed through
the doer to & waiting
gondols, which rowed them
away from the city, and
dropped them into . the
waters of the lagoon, Grrh !
It makes me fecl creepy to
think of it !

THE MOST FAMOUS ESCAFE IN
HISTORY.

oceurred there. Cogzanovs, a Venetian
adventurer, was idcarcerated in a part of
this - prison, which woss known as “ the
Leoads,".and he went to almost superhuman
afforta to escape. Ha managgﬂ.it-,_mn,-
althongh he iz belisved to the only
man who over did it. Unfortunataly no
one really knows how he managed it, for,

although hé wrcte the story of his escapo,
he was such a puller of the long bow that
no ona can balieve him, and he contradiets
‘himself several times in'the course of his
narrative.

The subjeet of “ ezcapes " remands mo
of '

A NARROW SQUEAK

which happened to one of our MagweT
suthera—E. L. McKeag, who wrote our
lngt ™ Spanish Main ' serial. I told wou
that T would endeavour to got some of
our contributors’ personal experiopces from
thom, asnd I've managed to get this one
from him. Unfortunately 1 bhaven't
room this weak, but next weak I'll t8ll you
the story of his escapo from the Catacombs
of FParie. In the meanwhile, here’'s a
limerick which sarns & leather wal]at- for
Robert H. Wells, of 145, Audley Hoad,

South Gosforth, near Newcastle- -on.- T:mn

When Runlfer's st‘en!‘nrhﬂ SHOTre
Riugs over the dovmitovy oo,
A ool frome a handd
On his nese will land,
And Bunter wakes up with a roar.

.- F

r I have lotstof leathor-wallets in gtocl,
s if you're keen to possess one, try your
skill st writing a Groyfriag Ll;:nunck
then send purﬁsﬁ-mt to address shown
bensath ;Iluatmt&d heading on - this

page.

And here's nedt W-E!'EI]:E.E pragramma af -
our uausfl feast of ﬁr:mn : ;

-

“THE FILM ET.AH’E FEUD ! **
By “Frank Richards.

Being the further adventures uf Harry
‘Wharton & Co. irr Hollywood, -
' THE BLACK HAWK g

Annt.hnr full o thr:]la mstﬂ.-lmﬂnt- of our
popular War ﬂ'tﬁrj', and

!*THE HEAD'S WILD RIDE!"™

Dicky Hug&mtrn latest ghocker.” Ordor
your Mag¥eET in good t!ma, hﬂ_t,ra——-{n
other words order it now |

can tell you, fallowe-that |
o wie g]rd 1 didi’t live in: the daya. wheh

‘JUE EDITOR.
R TEE: I'-im‘ﬁ.r Lisrify.—No. 1,161
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"' HE B}‘AGK H 'I” ihe searlct ]::}hLur hnﬂ'imf-' down on }1|s on the Aoor of Lijs blazing c:u-uk Lt, l.u:h
g‘rw f.gﬁh W i b 2 0) - it s e thesgbitatetliof oy
m““"! LI.L&J-'#;E "*‘H Calh. ) 1:3'1--1 vild sy ineTiof hijs vufashiee G e hn‘i‘ﬁ!t;n'i‘-‘r“ﬁhﬂ;hmlﬁm;- ¥ ﬁ;ﬁt‘q tliun.-ﬂlr&

; : - 'ﬁaﬂmt- d&:.umaﬁfl:“ I:J!ri-:.*’ Wie Eaving Tim®
h:!l"f" -[1':::ghi in at tlm \ximp]m "'.nn from the bdleiz of Non Fei's gun..
Zigy and mgginthis.pun roared into e, Bat_he knew hiz dead]y el At any
El!L bmg thagehar ning Jdusk with blood- instant his spine might bo shattered h:,
iinme_ bl AL *[nl'j.'udﬁ(l:' beft was n l:uuw,t fmm the Fakker's gun, “or, hia®
ﬁi_;iﬂihg mgalby. treaggh the chamber  tall plane aml-enddee shot 1m,1ahlmm~
atid: the_ aceiglgfumes ofgburning pow dor.  You puruosely R hbld fhe' dive. Then
suuim:’r I_n-::l‘ in" the ‘slyesteeam of tha
llr 1-:'!crmg ﬁmpeﬂc- o v ;
on -Aer- iﬂ-‘mw* his muachine inth
‘~}’m1. Trom pviighiolek fmesged  with «
snglden, - roa st of - ||1g|f‘[.ht;}"l.ﬁ‘11 whe cugine,
to-tear earthy ardq ina thiende ring ﬁw
_Abdve the rodr of chis engine sounded
T ﬁ.huril-' oleatind througle flving wires

ricder-bar and ke wh:ppcfl the cositrals
shick across. Tha black mithine whirled -
ot of tho dive with & jar_which Snh
Devek sapping wildly ugmmt tho side:
of the cockpit. I'hm.mg -wirks lu.ulﬂm:'tl
and strufl ']'.I*E"Hf. to the terrific sirain)”
" Butgrramby-thin 6 ket his foob prassed

'mﬂﬁtt uis. L'hen back -came the stick. oan- the roddor Lar, and, with stick

uuﬂ ithe Fokker sonred up i a wild ﬂml HirOsE, ur:-mplmm! a whirlwind bank.

ul g Eht perpendicular zoom. - - Von %el, takes esmpletely imawares
derck  followed, ~grimily. wloﬂllwﬁh Ly = the ~wmezing-- swilkmess - ol the

butalre: l:h Non Yol had solled, #iagd s, mamouvee, yaoked back his =-h-r:I~: to- ptiy

tedPne in af dhe hm mfan e}n [8li- "ot yof his dive in o zoom.

ink. the Gghtt ™ "-"' J,"‘Ht:t.:d{-mlng i at bim from the Hmr.

Biévek pulli:l a sharp \ung fmu I;uui. enineithict B leek Hawk: So closé wer tlm
his™owes starboard plunc Wi Fent-Tno fvachines that it' scemod as” though "
futbeighleemanclios, und. tl l-q:uzmg _froshe niustbo-mevitable, Bullets from thic
W th-ff»,e wore ct paming. Tm.:s,é‘] "l.:m:-k e thic, lieid b'ﬁ.ﬂltl% gua «of the- ‘Black: Ilui."u.j:

dérod away. to Lm sonth-oast.
Cfipht -avnz | ovine il fwo more nmﬁﬁi
LW n:nLl..,H,ly_ n’ﬁﬂmhtﬁ that stopdily mmiﬁ'l'
HIyr hﬂL o ¥ |{i$mi whiiehy., the Black
Hawk had dhainet: "‘-"'![umlu.ﬁ.:- indeed,
wonld b Jm ]-l}li:km'lll_'lg H']miﬂd he over
“Fiedl Ture Giornian hands, 7 :

. Anoth¥r

1.
suddenly hizs foot jerked lard~oi “the” Reaction hid &t in,.and Dorek was

lu d-strangely ﬂupu-uclnut |1mur.1 What.-
it asked hioseli, would ke jthe end:6f. =
it all? Days were. drifting into weeks =
and” still - was no. nearer discovelihg
the identity of the men who hdad raifibsl -
“hint than he hadtheelw that night wheh !
'l-

he esoaped from Le Courbsw. o .

But what effort had Lo made to fug
those mon?: -Litth-oRort, in, very -trutle -
Far, with' i, Enygland’s cause Imd
coma first, and hiz own sc seond, -

Englawd’ 5. CRrlign 1

i ‘He ]:tug‘hcd Litterlv., What, ui'tvc:l* rrH
dict-fe owe. 16" Erigland r - Had #he not
dizow wed and “dishomoured hiomd? - Arid

..
[

Chwow that, be had the badge and papera

of. Oskorhe waulidl bo able to move much

S ARG 1oL b R LA e A i B
il.ml lhis, face. ma‘* ¥ .Jg_g:_g‘ st bt STeEne | m‘l.'.uhnq And’ i‘mr nF 1LH’IJ.!-.- 'W@rid pFewe inluglic -  Wisy
™ H}F fmi.]gwt 1" é: 1 o tackpit. =A ﬁﬁ‘:rhr lﬁldﬁkv}{ﬁi\ li: Fu-ﬁiﬂ'*}‘-;l {101‘ chin k‘th‘:m'}:i i?}-‘ Lil,[; of. t mi]l;q,t;}’"-,ﬂ&u.
in “anderlu AER 1, lt., -m - I,ﬂ.i 1'| M rﬁép‘."mm an el's mp P dhe £ HH i .
& 4 cﬁ Hml-g InL].N Foll Tivay vinio "n SpitE - JNCIT T, "'—’im‘]'“'i"‘ﬂﬁ’ all b atime ;1o 1.

ust, ek l"::] L ke 7

al.h E'ifwlﬁ L‘rpm ]MI

' PerekWhled, with nose™down - flrui.

hwl nll ?ny.;’t'les ,,;I]_ﬂ
% {rarra-E ]‘-u~. “Hukife dmpﬂeﬂ from’ thc” ’ri"lgﬁ.‘ur of
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14 P OUR TAME AUTHOR, DICKY NUGENT, TURNS OUT THE REAL GOODS THIS WEEK, GHUMS! ..

1

- vaur like, Lickbamn, but don't ask me ro
J_ . ook at you!™ e "
- " But—bmt you ean't azk o mester of a
zrute alool like 56, Sam’s to become a huz

k.......,, comchzetor P mumwsn_ Ar. Lickham, :

' * Tatt-tutt, Lickham ! ¥ou are, far
too squeemisl. Neaedless to say, I shell
mrales 1t worth your while,M -

0O, well, in that case, I axxzept the
.u. m"___w.: grinned Mr. Lickham, o littls molly.
ed. :
z:ﬁmz " “Good egg! Now, boys” said® Dr
Birchiamall, turning to" Jack Jolly & Co,,
I want you to buzz off and spread the
news far and wide that the St. Sam’'s Bus
Servizs begins - soon  after lessons, this
citernoon, Bavvy !
" Wa savvy, sir,” corissed Jack J olly &
Co., and they set off to fulfill thair mizson.
And very soon, all 5t. Sam's waa buzzing
with the amazing news that Birchemall's

Eus Serviss had i

N S S ‘
. BipcurhAiL's
: "ﬂ‘l = .ﬁ, M\ﬂ "

B e

Dr. Birchemall iz not the mah to lock a gifi-horse
in the mouth, even if the said * horse” turns out
to be n dilapidated motor-bus fit only for the
scrap-heap! And thereafter high speeds and bigh
jinks become the order of the day at 5t Sam’s!

-_-.___.-Illll.r._...-......l.... |I.:.J L

11, :
Hﬂ.—mﬁuﬂm wag A wild rash 4o pet on

L _ in the guad .“__“ St Bam’a ? the bus, after classea ] besn
i H, help!™ Froposticulous . dismist that day,. Stately semiors
@ A Wnﬂm._._nn_ﬂ to 5t. Sam’s mita o stepped inte the %ﬁﬁr of 1he, and inky faga wwd—m_:u_....— and geram-
havo thought it was nn sgger- | approaching vehiclo and held up lbis bony e i : !, ; Fi it bled feverishly, and the Head farely
nisad ory for assietance that rapg | hand in on imperrativ jesture. : : | PR o . A . ey e - ~F Ve~ xloated aa he climbed into the driver's

acrosa the quad, As A matter .“__.n mm.nr it With o lowd serceching of brakes, &_Ef,.rWV ...MM/ _' ; : T A | ; o geat,
was meorly Jaok Jolly, the kaptin of the | bug eame to o halt, Ialf o minnit later - i “ Planty of room on top, boys!™ he
Fourth, ogpepreasing slite surpriso. * |Mr. Cheetern stopped down from the £.5, . velled, making his veico herd with difli-
The chums of Fourth had been | driver's seat and shook hands warmly with “ Cood - buy, S §i8 calty above the teerifick din. ** Pack "em
watohing an oggeiting game of hopscotch | the natonished Head. then " grinned ~ % in liko sardines, ‘Lickham ! Ths mere

.—uﬂ.ﬂ.ﬂﬂ.ﬁg .n.m-_u Huﬂg.nw g._.n“— ﬁ. F m..n. H—..UH.E.EE#.@H..‘. L ..R...;u..-H —Eﬂ@a—;ﬂ.gﬁ.- mﬂ__r 4 e .——.u _ﬂﬂ..m..unw. wn.v.u. ..—.w.mﬂﬂ.w.nﬁ.r.-.-.._.h._.._—_.
Mr, M-_.u..,_u_.n—“_..ﬁ.._.n.m._. on the Sixth-Form ._HH.&__HH.-. * Grata H-mHu.h It'a ﬁ-._..m._m.n.ﬂu.._._.u the laws. Broad hintg ~——
*'ha gamo being over, they were proseeding | cap 14 easped Dr. Birchernall.  ** What | Wero wagted
bask to the kool House, when suddenky ﬂumuﬂm you from tlie bizgy-cily to the [the Head
Jack Jolly spotted something that droo|slaistercd secloosion of this  ancient | St Samls,
ihe surprised eggeclamation from his lips. | gkollastick odifies, may I nsk P Tho lawyer
“Oh, help | * he repeeted: * Just cast| Ok crumbs! Is that & conundrum 2 FMEEHM__.— Jﬁuﬁ.%
your optix over there, chapa!™ : agkeod the lawyer, rather nonplust by such o H__.._m.m. t L
Merry and Bright and Frank Fearloss | glioquent langwidge. .. WhS 4 gazo
flung ﬁw.,.m,_.u peepers over to the Skool gates t@n.u. Chicotem, it is not't ™ thundered uﬂﬁwwwaﬂasﬁw
and farely jumpod. -y - fthe Head. ° 1 am asking you what is | v “thich Fod
Why, it's s motor-bus 1 * eggselaimed | vour bizziness st St. Sam's 1 m“m_ _HH. like

posaenjers  we  carry, the bigger the
prapheta 1 _

o mester of the Fourth made no
ceply, With a burly Six-Former's elbow’
in his eves, and acmeone else’s knee in lig
haak, it was all he could do to preserve
himself intackt ! .

The bua was cranued 1o the limmit of
,/f_— Ha capacity at laat, and Mr, Fickham, with
. g frantick effort, harged hia way on to the
l pldtform and jerked the bell-cord,
Honlk-honk ! ]
£ Bus.driver Birchemall- zave s playiul

of

Frank Vearlesa. b *Ah, now you're talking!™ grinned

E.. And what a motor-bus!” chuckled pﬁ_.-,_”. EEEEH" H.uu,_..w Eﬂﬂn.mmm. 08 A _u:mﬂ.wm ﬂ.__mm.u.u_.ﬂ_ﬂ. h__w. nm..ﬁ ”.._”Hw .“_.". mﬁw ﬁ__ﬂw. m_”wﬂmnnﬂ mm%.ﬂunhwﬁw
GETY. .« j0f faet, is of a wer easing nateher, ; . : R : -
% muw_nnm in w.ﬂm vear Dot, I ghiotihd think,” | 30y the bearor of £ p% J,E_..mww_ " mﬁ&%ﬂﬁ?ﬁ N e wouﬂﬁn_ﬁmwﬂ%ﬁiﬁﬂwﬁ.&.%ﬂﬁ%ﬁH%Mq__wm
1ML Ia " sk 5 Lk L] + 5 g 2

ﬁﬂﬁﬁbmﬁ?mﬁ._ﬁ antikwated meodel that Oh, good egg!"™ cried the Head, a|bit of luak, il drive towards the skool gates,

o MNesdlega to  say, - our  herdes, Jack

had just rolled nrunﬂﬁw the gates looked ua [laok of gresd appesring on his skollerly | Lickham, and na h\_l\ el o ane, Jetooh L Sk
olly 0. were well 1o the four,

i 's oa—or more [ dile. "' Spill the beans, then, Chestem— | mistake |  ha
Mwmwﬁﬂmmﬁwauhﬁh..ﬁhi? Thae ﬁmﬁn wiig | OF 88 the .__E%m.:. .._ﬂ_m_w._E say, geb on with | said, addressing
bashed in, the mud-puarda Bapped idly in n_E. giddy washing ! ™ the master of
tho breeze, and the body was patched and | -~ With plezzure, sir! To zot down to ﬂ.,m_,,.m..“_:__:r
repaired all over, brasa tax, an old pupil of yours, Sid Hem ! But
Seated at the wheel, urging on the old [ Steerstrait, has just emigrated to America duzzent it Joolk
; ™ ;,__n_P ._.__m JH-.waFu .a._mm m_ fentlersn and given up his bizziness as a bus driver. | a bit of an old
u_.d__.m. n.n_._m.p_ W, woly familiar to the St | Under the circumstances, he has no further [er o k, eir?
M.nm._a .__.m_.__.ﬂmm ._..mm _h_..‘.m.w alitely sinnical | Wee for his stock-in-trade, and he has scofied Mr.
Fﬂuw__.nm..uﬁ Lﬁ.ﬂmﬁ and a fartiv —._u,..__,_._n.w abou, | Iostructed me to give it to you—ires, Liclkham, with a
ihe eyes. You mite have taken him for grattin, and for nothing, : : wﬂhﬁ.ﬁﬁamﬁﬂfﬂwu
a burdlar or a forger, But he was neither. | As he spoke the lawyer jerked his tlinmb ME Eu.umm 9
* Grate pip! I remember that johony,™ | the direction of the bus. The Head's :.“uw H F*.E.
gaid Jack Jolly suddenly. * He's w glarnse travelled Lo it ond his oyes began i AR ra A
Cheotem, the lawyer.” % to-gleem cggeitedly. . jaw Mmm_mﬂhm.w h.&”._:
*Why, of corsp | * cried the rest. " Grate pip | This is interesting ! " he snapped  the ad.
- At the mention of the name they all | mermered, ™I remembor Steorstrait very | % snvivar Lickham, a
remembered the solissitor, who liad stayed | wall, Do you mean to say he has been | pon™ of " vour  yoars
ot S5t. Sam's on & memorable oceasion | jeimerons enuff to leave me this magniffi- ahould Enowr that mm_.w

of the places being taken before they
arrived om tho sceme, they had hagged
iront seats with the driver, and they wera
prinning cheerfully as the bua reared and
vattlod past old Fossil's lodge and out an
to the open road.

Cragh ! Bang! Wallop!

skidding and swaying all over the road,
De. Birchemall's bus persewed' its merry
rareer, It wasn't eggsactly o eomfortable
journay, in fact, metnfigperatively speak-

1he zkin of their toeth.  But Dr. Birche-
mall chuckled into his beard as though he
wea enjoying himself no end, .
“You'd have to go a long way, boye,
hefore you found another driver like me ! ™
Iis remarked, as they missed o sinepost by
3 * But surely you don't intend to run gy & Meer fraktion of an inch. -

e

i

when Dr. Birchemnall had beem left & | cont vehicls on his departure for a forrin e b ? X v . =
leggacy, . land 7" i : %ﬁs.ﬁuﬁwﬂ e = | €, 9 et } ..H“_ .ﬂw; oy mﬁ.n Ehﬁ% ﬂmﬂwﬂﬂﬁﬁm
“What's he here for 1 " mermered Jack. g Hnwmwﬂ_u.. There ia only one con. 15 ! . Wi _ f |, .H_.:mr Lickham, is eggsactly what L dog 200 Fol dhndon . .
“ Someons olss dyed and left the Head an | dition.' Oh, Ebog your pardon, sir, I'm sure ! ™ e [v} intend,"” eaid the Head calmly. ** With ._n___,.w_u. eful qmd...-&.....u. —
S AN 19 : i : " mormered Mr. Lickham, abashed. * But | my usual mapiddity of thought, T hawve ow dere you, Fearlsss: For that,
imajinary fortune, I wonder ! And what ia that, proy ? 2 A . ¥ & birch hlack and bl I
:mmmf ha, hal® : 3 “ If you brake your neck in il he is no —hut what are you peing to do with i, 7.7 ¢, ,already comploted my plang. 1 mwﬂww.ﬁ mﬂaw_.w .m.n_ Jncd Dhod, wiel we
“How dare uﬁr Jolly ! ¥ roarad a|to be held responsibul,” 3 ﬂ_wm_._a.:u.q.w You g no% u_w__.u_ﬂpam e * _ ____,_._. ." " Oh, my giddy aunt 1™ Rel, My hat ! N i b i e i Rl
Eavyidge wvoice hind - them, end the “ Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Jack Jolly & Co. | “"® ?E..wmm Y e Tonng. Iy [k, R 1 i mt “From to-day omwerds & regular busi i, &t Sam's. don'b you, sir .Tmnmwmman
Head, ‘a majestick figgbr in cap and gowym, |  The Head frowned feercely. 9 mmm_ chomall 4 B : i __ . ;_? f.__ serviss will eggsist between 3t. Sam's and | Taak .ﬂu__u_.: Fy thay m.Fﬁﬂmmn off B tree-
stalked on the scona and scowled feercely | “ gilence | T can mssure you there fa no _-,m. g _aEF HER: 9 omualod 8 TN VY Suggleton Station,” said the Head, his | trunk and canncned into & brick-wall,
. &t tha mz.niﬂw.“_ﬁn?ﬂm. * Ineed for Bteerstrait to worry his fat over | = o B 199 ’ okt eyes roving plostingly over 8id 8teer-| v O, ratta!™ grunted the Head, steer-
_ Jack Joll Co. eowered back, %. that. Alired Birchemnll ot the wheel js| . ‘here's your sense, Lickham ?" he strait's gift. "1 mysell shall drive, so|ing back into the road again.- :m_ﬁ__”._m:m
pecting Dr. Birehemall to pore cut'the viles | 5o zafe s houses—in fact, safer than any | 28Eed skornfully, " What are buses . that passenjers will be assured of a masxi- | in this bus, Jolly, is a3 safe ss riding in
of his wrath on their devoted besda {psugen that heppen to get in the way || Ususlly used for, you berbling idiot 7 ™ mum of spoed with o minimum of safety. | that bath-chair over {here,™
Fdrehunitly, however, the .Nmﬁn._%ﬁanaﬂ You may toll your client, Chestem, that I “ For earrying people from place to Ag 10 & conduetor, Licicham, I hove already | As Dy, Birchemall apoke, he crashed in-
o spot the .“__..EnEmu.m." motor-bus just then, axxopt his kind offer with prottitude,™ ace, I suppose, sir,” answered Mr. Lick- decided o appoint you to that onderous|ts the uneffending Lath-chair that wos
and his feerce scowl changoed to an egge- | Mr. Chectem boughed. | ; wem, after & paws. poaition." . pessing, and sent it flying into the air.
preszion of amazoment, J o b oL will do go, sie, That, I think, con. " %ﬂmﬂﬁﬁ.ﬁ For what other purpuss . “Ae 7" yelled Mp Lickham, “DBut| ™ Notime tostop ! remdrked the Head,
" My giddy sunt] What the dickens |cludea gur bizziness, and unless you wrish | should I uss this bus, theu * anorted the © look here, sipe——" ; qu_,m_H.. “ In & cupple of minnits we shall
neckat ' " he ejaculated, “ A metor.busg jto invite me to stay to lunch I shall now | Head, : “ Can't—tha aight would be too pane- | be at Mu fleton Stalion, my boye ! New
THE MaGyer Lismary.—No. 1,101 luzz off.” — The master of the Fourth jumped, ful,” grinned the Head, ** Ask any faver | for e final burat | o

ing, Jack Jolly & Co. wera holding on by |.

3

-

He stepped on the gas, and like on un-
leashed hound the bus leant forward.

Cragh! S

A coroless motorist who failed fo pet
ottt of the way was shot over Lho hedge in-®
to o pearby Bold. The Head meerly, Iovied
ginnically, and drove all the harder. .

Thud 5

To eut off a corner, Dr. Birchemall
drove elean through a house, shagtaring ite
to attoms, o

Jack Jolly & Co. began to feel a Ink
nervusy, Not that our heroes wers by any
means funky ; on the contrary, they wero
tippical Brittong, who laried at danjar and
feared nothing, But there was no senss
in corting deth at the hands of & manisc
bus-driver, and they were rappidly arriv-
ing &t the concloomion that that wes the
beat deseription of the Head just then.
| oton  Btation shead!™ eried
Joek Jolly horsely, as the villidge loomed
up in the distance,

“Grate pipl"” pasped Bright. “ We
Can never iy

Frank PFearlogs gritted his tecth and
decided en a bold corse. It was olwiuss
that in the hands of such an ineggaperi-
onced ald n_umuﬂ as the Head, the bus would
simply crash into the station ahnd shatter
inta a thousand aces, leaving tha
passenjers seveerly broosed and shaken.
ITha only chance of escape was for some
brilliant jeenius in the art™of motor-
driving to take the wheal,

Frank decided to do so. .

To think waa to act, with Frank Fear-
lega. In an inetant, he was standing up.
One' envvidge jerl at the Head's beard
wag suffischant to pall the old idiot out of
hig seat, velling feendishly with pane and
rege. A frakiion of o eecond later, Frank
Fearleza waa i his place, applying the
brales and wi&sm. tha old bus with sure
and steddy hands throngh the Muggleton
High Btreet, to pull up safely outaide the

Ltation.

There waz a terrifick cheer from the
passenjers, for they could all see clearl
that u.mnmEmu Eu%__w__u_, action lhed E.:uu»_mm
o fearful disaster.

The only one who wasn't pleased was
the Head. He rubbed his injured Rzz, and
ptrolked his dammidged beard, in a state of
ineggspressible anger. But, as nobody
took any notiza of him, that didn't matter
much ; and even the Head forgot hia
trubbles whan Mr. Lickham came rmound
to the front of the bus and bhanded over
the takings. ] ’ :

 How much have we taken, Licky 7"
lte neked, rabbing his bony hands in gleeful
antisaipation. . .

" Ome pound, three and tuppence, two
forrin stamps, and a Frenclh franc, aod &
trowsis -button, eir]™ dnswered Mr.
Lickham. :

“Good hiz! Hand over the dibbs!™
ordered tho Head, greddily.

“ Tha dibg 7" 4

# Yes, the Slthy lewker,” said v, Birch-
erpall, "or as the valgar would asy, the
spondulicks. Hand it over, Licky, old
heanl™ !

“ Thera's the question of my sallery——-"
marmered Mr, Etckham, with & nervuss
eoff. H

* I hadn't forgotten that,” prioned the
Head. *“ You have dons well—very well
indeed, Lickham, and I intemd to rveward
yout hondsamly, Here you are]™

With thet, Head pave him the French
F.Ebwmw._n_. the ﬁmﬂﬂw uttom, and hastily
jum up into the driver’s seat apaimn.

_._ Mr. EW#_EE waa left staring at lie
resvard - almost speechlessly.  Whatever
mamwiw the driver made out of the

t. 3am’s Bus Serviss, it looked ag though
it would Be o long time befors the conduc-
tor would be able to retire on higearnings,

THE EXD.

(Fa sure you read the second yarn in ihis
.ax_p:_m__.zm_ geries, enifcled » The Heads WFild
Ride ' which will appoar in ekt weel's
MAONET. Youll vele ¢f a-side-splilicr [}
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