


New Editorial Feature.

PROMISED last week that I would

tall wou the story of one of our

* anthor's escapes from what seemed

at the time to be almost certain

floath. Thosa of you who read thia chat

of mine regularly will remember that 1

meantioned the eatacomba of IParis some

lime ago. Woll, this author and a pal

of his paid a visit to the catacomba, and

being of rather venturesome dispositions,

they leit the beaten  track and  went

oxploring emongst passages which are
not open to the publie.

When they .came back to the main
It , aiter some considerable time,
they found that the custodian of the place
had gope hizs rounds, and, seeing no one
in the peesages, had apparently docided
that the two of them had gone out. He
had therefore locked the steel doors which
closa the catacombs, and gone off home.
The catecombs are only oponed onco o
fortnight, They are, ss 1 fold you,
veed aa & vast chamel-house, and the
glulls and bonez of about aix ::ﬂl]it;:i
COFpEca BT® TAN around the walle
the wund Emlabyri.nth. Judge of
the horror of those two men when they
found they were

ALONE WITH SIX MILLION SKELETONS!

A great stecl door barred them from
the outer passages which led to  the
spiral staircase to tho streot. They had
neither food nor water, and their candles
hed almost burnod out. In addition to
that, the catacombs are infested with
rats, and on 8 previous occasion, whon
two visitors were similarly locked in, glg
were found, a fortnight lator, with
bones picked clean by tho rats. Certain
death atared the advoenturers in the face,
s if it hadn't been for ono little thing,
our last gorial wouldn't have been wnitten,
for Mr. McKeag wouldn't have heen alive to
do it ! That little thing wog this :

The struts which bolted the lock to
the stoel door wore on the inside ! That

ve our adventurcrs & gleam of hopo !
One of them had a knife, and with that,
and a picce of stone which they found,
they commenced their atteck on the door.
Bit by bit they chip the rust from the
nuta which held the loek to the door, and
after working for an hour or so, and
breaking their fingernails in their endeav-
oura to escaps, thoy managed to unserew
gixteon nuts, remove the struts, and take
the lock bodily from the ateel doorl
They still had & mile or so of twistn
underground passages to negotiate, an
then anothar door to open at the top of
the spiral staircase, but this was easy
compared to the steel door of the charnel
houza  itself,
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Anyway, they escaped, buf if it hadn't
boen for that knile—— Which
goes to show you that you should always
carry a knife with you. And if you haven't
got a knife, well,

HERE'S YOUR CHANCE

to get one free ! Perhaps you've had &

holiday experionce thot wss out of the | Bg0
ﬂmﬂ'}r t If you have, write it down, |

then send it along to the addresa
shown undernsaath the hﬂnﬂinﬁ' of this page.
For every ome published 1l esward a
" Magrer ¥ knife. Keep your yarns
short—don't let them ran into more than
twa Inndred words at the autside.

I have just heen reading about

A NOVEL HOLIDAY
which on Americen has spent. He spent
it at the bottom of the sea, which is the
mogt curious place I have ever heard of
for a holiday, He made his holiday pa
for itself, too, for he has written &
about it. This was how he menags
He went off t6 an island i the
and took & diving-bell with hinw. Than
ho spont as rauch timé as he could in the
diving-bell, observing undersea lifa, He
m;crf G h]timlh::t 16 B08 ismtiiltg loveliest
an Bt-rﬂngaat- anyonsa ¢ ImaZIne.
I wouldn't mi?ld B lmﬁidﬂp‘ there myself,
but I am afraid I will have to put up with
something less exoiting !

Hero's & Greyiriars Limerick which
oarns for ite author & useful leather
pocket wallet
There's o Gregfriary fellow named

Cherry, : ’
o is always so0 bright and 50 merry.
He belongs fo the Five
Who alicays wwill sirice
To share to the rery last Ra-penny.

The pocket wallet has been forwarded

to: O, » 22, Melrose Street, Bherwood,
Nottingham,

CAN SHIPS STEER THEMSELVES ?
asks Bert TLewis, of Barrow-In-Fornega.
Yeg, Jack, they can. BSome time aﬂfm
automatic pilet was invented which,
when copnected up with a gyrosco

it:

COMpALS, i8 BD that it turns the
steering-wheel when the ship goes off its
course, and brings the back again.

Many warships and large linera are al-
ready fitted with it. :

The next question comes from Jim
Southren, who wanta to kmow

WHATIS A * DIME MUSEUM " ?

“ Dime * Museum "' is American slang
for 4 froak show. It ig eo called becauss
a “dime is the price of admission, A
dime is ten cents or fivepemce. There
arc two nickels in & dime, and two dimes
and & nickel make a ' quarter.’” which
proand a
halfpenny. A * greenback " iz & bill of
fairly low walue, while a * yellowhack ™
iz a mueh mbore valiable one. :

es, | I

g

4 eoiTor| aL[NOTE.—AIll Jokes and Lirm:rick; should be sm.'st to ¢/o * Magnet,”
3, Carmelite Street, London, E£.4 (Comp.)

A QUERY ABOUT HIGHWAYMEN -

108t | somes from Leonard Crawford, of Dristol,

who wonts to know if highwaymen really
were 50 prominent in ** the good old deys.™
By & coincidence I had just finighed
reading o cutting from an old poaper,
which showed that one hundred  years
there wers a great outery sgainst
highwaymen, and it iz =aid that not a
day passed without news of a hold up.
Even tho prespect of being hanged did
not deter the highwaymen, as, if they
managed to get away aflter tha robhoery
there was very little chance of them bein

identificd. Their masks, of couree, hi

their faces, and we had no Scotland Yard
in_those days to keep an eye on known
criminals and te tabulate them all b

keeping finger-prints end photographic

Now lot mie seo

WHAT THE BLACK EBOOK SAYS,
the black book being the diary in which
koep a record of our future issues. It
tolls me that the long complate Qreyfriars
vern iz entitled :

**THE SCHOOLBOY SHEIK ! '*
By Frank Richards.

And it deals with the further adventures
of Harry Wharton & Co. in the film city
of Hn-llrtmd_. Who the schoolboy sheik
# I'm leaving you to disecover for your-
selves. Don’t miss this yarn, whatever
you do!

“ THE BLACK HAWK [ ™

Ragders will find the conclusion of this
excellont serial atrnrﬂv in noxt week's izene,
together with- full particulars of ita
successor—a “dirt " track story, written
I;i&popuhr Carney Allen. How's that ?

» of course,. there will be ancther
* ghecker " from the nimble pon of Dicky
Nugent, entitled :

“THE LUCK OF MR. LICKHAM!™

Tot's fAnith up with & laugh,. Hero's
& yarn which ramns a ife for R. T,
Faulkner, of 48, Bramhall Lano, Stock. .
port :

An Aberdonion, on a vigit fo a
Friend in London, overstaped hix
soelecome. It wwas getlting towwards
Eastey and his host thought a
Findly hint might have the desived
vesulf. " Pon™t pon k" he
said, * that your wife and fomily
eefll rcant pgou o be il thenr ol
Egaster 77 Y Mon,"” veplied  #he
Aberdanian, ' I belicve gou've richf,
'z rale thooh#ffu' o ge. U just
gend for dhem I A pocket LEnife

.- has beerr mwearded do 0 R J. Faullener
- 48, Bramhall Lane, Stockport.

Quite easy to win a pocket knife, fsn't

it 1 Have nshot ot it thia woels,  Cheerio,

ohums, -
x YOUE EDITOR, -«



IN HOLLYWOOD!

HARRY WHARTON & CO.

Here's another lively schoolboy adventure story.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Left OQut I

ILLY BUNTER snorted.
He had reason to snort.

. Harry Wharton & Co. were
busy - that morning. . William
(reorge Bunter was not busy. William

George, with nothing to do, blinked at
the chums of the Remove through his
big spectacles amd snorted. z
Had the Greyfriars fellows been “at
Greyfriars that morning Bunter would
not have groused. In class in  the
Remove Form-room, nothing would

havo suited Bunter bettor than to sit

idle while the other fellows worked.

But matters were different on
the Perfection location at Jack-
Reabbit Canyon.

There Bunter was willing to
work. At all events, he was
willing to place his fat features
on permanent record on the
“movies ¥ and his fat voiee on
the * talkies.”

In wvain Bob Cherry had
explained to _hum  that his
features would burst the camera,
and that his voice would orack
the micrephone. Bunter was not to be
convinced. : :

S0 far as the Co. were concerned,
Bunter understood well enough why he
was left out of the picture. Jemlousy of
his good looks and his musical woice
aceounted for it. But why Mr. Hiram
K. Fish and Mr. Rigg Schootz left him
out was & mystery. As film directors,
they m.lght- to heve known a good
thing when they saw it. They saw
RBunter avery day—and did not know
that he was a good thing! The fact
that Nature had specially designed him
for a Valentino part was utterly lost
on They wera deaf to the dulcet
tones of B voice which in itself would
have made any talking-flm a suecess

Perfection Pietures was a big com-
pany in Hollywood, and & prosperous
company. How it had ever become so
with such duds for directors, Bunter

could not guess. A man who did not
see at a glance that Bunter was a born
film actor was not the man to produce
pictures—in Bunter's opinion, at least.

Harry Wharton & Co. came out of
the old adobe ranch-house, where the
Perfection company had their head-
qguarters, in cimﬂg spirits, They did
not heed Billy Bunter's frown, and
heeded not his indignant and contemp-
tuous snort.

“1 gay, vou fellows——"

“Busy, old [at Lean!” said DBob
Cherry. !

And the Famous Five walked on,
regardless.

“Boasts [

“In the spring a livelier iris
Shines upon the burnished dove.
In the spring a young man’s fancy
Lightly turns to thoughts of love.”

And Cupid’s latest victim
Mauleverer,

18
one of
juniors touring America!

Lord Mauleverer strolled out after
the Famous Five. His lordship's move-
ments, &s usual, wers leisurely.

“I say, Mauvly " squeaked Bunter.

“Yaas?"

“They're leaving me out, az usual,
old fellow " gaid Bunter bitterly.

“Yaans™

Laord Mauleverer walked on, accelorat-
ing a little.

“1 say. Mauly—"

Mauly was gone,

£ E&ﬂ.ﬂf 124

Billy Buntor rolled in at the archoed
entrance of tha old ranche. Vernon-
Bmith and Fisher T. PFish, going out,
paszed him, and smiled az they passed.
They scemed to find something enter-
taining in the deep frown that corru-
gated the brow of William George
Bunter.

In the patio, the contral courtwvard,

By FRANK RICHARDS,

Lord .
the Greyfriars

Coker and Potter and Greene, of the
{rreyfriars Fifth, were chatilng. Mr.
Van Duck, the assiztant director, hooted
to them. _ ;

“Say, you guys, beat it! You reckon
you're _.?ﬂing to keep the ecene waiting
-——what #"

Horace Coker gave the assistant
director a lofiy glance. He had not,
83 he often- told Potter and Greene,
como to California to be ordered about
by an American. Coker never .liked
being ordered abount, and. he did not -
thinﬁ much of Americans, anyhow.
However, he decided to “beat it™ as
requested, and walked out of the
rancho with Potter anhd Greene, though

with & haughty exprossion on
his rugged brow.
Mr. Ven Duck followed them.

Mr. Van Duck was in charge
of the szcens that was-to
filmed wup the canyon that
mt:_}rmni,- and Mr. Van Duck
was & hustler. He was not to
kept ‘waiting a fraction of a
gocond, even by go great & man
as Coker of the Fifth, ‘As.a
matter of fact, Mr. Van Duck
, did not know that Coker of the
Fifth was a great man, being in
blissful ignoratico of the importance of

the great Horace, .
blinked eafter them

Billy Buntber
gourly. 2

Even an ass like Coker had a pert
in the picture, while William George
Bunter was left out of it. Really, that
was the unkindest cut o all.

“1 say, Mr. Van Duck—" pquesked
Bunter. .

Van Duck did not even glance at
him. He hurried out of the rancho
after the Fifth-Formers,

“Beast " murmured Bunter. :

Mr. Rigg Schootz came out of his
office, His car was waiting outside to
take him to Hollywood. The Perfec-
tion director divided his activities
between the location and the film town.

“1 say, Mr. Schootz——" said Bunter,
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The plump gentleman trotted on, un-

heeding.

Nobody in tha. Parfection 15
seewned: ggagnus for the delights of ﬁilly
Bynterigcouversation that morning.

Mr. Sohootz!"” hooted Bunter.

Mr. Schoofz stepped inte bis car and
buzzed. away ou the road te Los
Angelea, :

“Beast!" snorted Bunter.
adobo arch and blinked at the sceme,
-in the distance. The preat "se
film, ‘for which Mr, Hiram K. Fish had
brought the Greyiriars fellows out g

Los Angeles, was well under way now. jike |

1 E]’““d with it® addressed 'in such tones,
oolboy ciflems ke did not wh

pleased. Mr. Fish . Lovely Leon

Mr. Schoofz was we
progress. and the
actors were equal ]
confidentty -averred that it was

ta be a winner; indeed, be decla
that he guessed it would sure hit the
fitm faps where they lived. He even
guessed that_the “sheikh » film, featur.

ing -Mimn-?crth. hod oothing op i—
. not & thing! : ;

The only fellow who wasn’t plessed
was. W, -G, Bufites. Bunter considered
that a“Greyfriars picture without his_
faminntin%rqlf in it eould hardly be a
BUE005S, s ireghently expresied his
apinign -that it was rotten. ut no
geemed: to mind. A

« pftar all I've dome for “em'!” mur-
mured DBuntsr bitterty, * “Talk™ about
ingratitude! Talk abbut -a serpents
child bein stjarpcr than a thankless
tooth! Yahl ; : :

“Then slowly a fat grin oversproad the
podey festures of the Owl of the

Hamove. . s

He gave s 11 at codgh.

Hndg any u!tgfa Grevfriars  fellows
heen within hearing. they would have
recognired what they called Runter’s
atmospherica, which indicated that the
(irevfrinra ventriloguist was on the war
‘path. P =z
E Bunter blinked round him n&utlpush'.

Like Moses of old. he lTocked thrs way
and he lonked that way.

H¢ was unohserved

He slipped into Mr Schootz's office—
'a room nohodv was allowed  to - enter
‘excont om husiness. Bat as Mr thn-n!:
was whizzing awawp to Hollvwood in bis
car. and evervhndy elee was nr:mmad
A+ intarested in the srene now gring on,
thers waa nothing ta deter Bunter.

o olosed the donr ﬂfiﬂ-’f him
rarmed the kay in the lock.

Fhan he zat down to Mr. Schootz's
talenhona

A wondorful wheeze was working in
Billv Bunfer’s powerfal bram.

He grinned over Mr. Schootz’s tels.
phone. as he rang up ths exchange,
- In Mr. Van Duck’s offica. in the same
hiiltding was another telaphone and it

and

wazr Mr. Van Duck's number at
Bunter gave. :
Tnc':‘r fh:-n the call was taken by Mr

Van Duck's EtﬂnﬁFr&phE-l‘- Bnnter spoke
inte Mr. Schootz's transmitter. not in
s wwn natural dueet topes haot in 8
vorce that weirdly rfesembled the faf,

nasal accents of Mr. Rize Schanbe.

The Greyirjars mntri!gq::iat was op
the warpath, and something was going
to happen. ;

Ju ==

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bunter Does [t !
W LT buasy ~ snapped Mr. Van
G Duck. ,
Harry Wharton & Co.
were busy already, but Mr,
Var Duack genera snapped. The

assistant director of E‘urimtun Pictures
was full of pep and mustard, and push
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hn
i_.fﬂ:jﬂﬂiﬂﬁ, disliked hearing any man

oS
Tho fat junior sood under :he nfc%tha_ juniors

and go. He would have beem gquite
disappointed had he boen given no
excuse for rosring through his mega-
phone zt somebady.
“¥You, Hobmeon, move! Yoo hear
me] Move! Nmith, you ain'tpaid to
!m:fI around. You, Leonora, quit fool-
ng I*
“EKeep your shirt om, cld thing!™
nawered the movie girl cheerily, and
rinned. )
w4nly Mauleverer did not grin,
w . sharp tones to o member of
é gootle sex.  Particularly did he not
bearing Leonora ﬂ{“d H‘.n]']:are
And per
olly like hearing ?ﬁ
¢ ors - roply =0 slangily.
But if that was the case, Mauly was
not admittmg 1t to himself. In bis
adfiring eyes. Leovora was, if not
actual perfeition, opezt door to
Fieher T. Fishk had remarked, with
many a chuckle, that Mauly bad
g i‘laihn” Er i ra's ginger hair,
which to Mauly's was..Rot gioger
et ol baot that a.mh!a subprs tnt
baloved by Rubaps.

“Van unur—%{' i began

Ll

“§ #a3, .H‘"_;
Mauleverer, .~
The sesistant
mﬁ:ﬁc‘m.’tﬁ. pill-anything.”
"‘E*aas;!';g:mf—i—f’ RS
“You hore to chew
quired Mr. Van Duck dis
"1 was goin’ Lo sa
" Waal, don't!
ltable. Keep gyour bead

- diraetor fntagﬁ_rﬂ‘iiie::t
.

agreea Iy,

cloaed !

* a ...- h’ﬂ-jﬂ'ﬂ
the sag?” inkd

ow, then,” reared Mr. Van Duch,

addressing

wore Aarri

he
waitin h&ﬁlﬁ!
I :?.urbﬁr am not! i
It was a scena of the bi

that was to be "shot.”

many .

.the ecend, "1 ain't

the .cows come home!
You get mef"

'he camera

‘men weore in readiness, and tha sehool-

headmaster’s : :
ohligingly fell into a stream in time

boy actors were resdy. The sceme was
almost ready.

The lovely Leonora rcepresented. the
pretty daughter, -who

to be resqued by a gallant schoolboy,
Bbe war already ip ition  on _tho
little wooden bridge that spannedthe
torrect in the canyon. Harry .Whar-
ton was the gallant schoolboy. There
“apoen 7 ahoat that scene.

Wk T z
movie girl bad to go headlong from

sssistapts who -Duck

school film W

;Th%ndar E!;"

r. ¥ab Duck was aonoyed. But the
word of Mr. Rigg Schoots wes law to
the fection Uowspany. To bear was
t0 obey. A Rusman » OF &8ven &
Russian Bolsbevihk, bad nothing on Mr.

Rigg Bcbootz when it came to aulo-
cratic nuthurisj'i ,
“Hang on!” snapped Mr. Van Duck

to the company, and he whisked round
and whished ﬂf‘l‘ij‘ to the house. - i

The company hung on, to await the
return of Mr. Van ﬁ]uc:m Mauleverer
shifted his position a little to get o
little pearer to Leonora. Leonora ex-
trected s cigarette from somewhere and
h?htud it. She blew out a little stream
of smoke and gave Msauly a cheery grn,
and, rather to bis borror, a wink. The
wovie girl liked Mauly, not only
bocaure of by kind and respectiul
manners, but becayse be had rescued
her from the fre m the Perfeetion
“tudin at Pollywood 8he did not con-
ceal ber opinion that Maunly was some
guy, and all wool and & yard wide,

» Van Duck, with a very irritated
expreasion, whisked into rancho,
and whminduﬂm:k::' his office, The re-
OEITET wWas telephone, and Van
ﬂn-ek..?rlhhud it op

“Hgllo ! he vapped.
“That you, Van Duek1” came & fat,
nasa: voice, which could only have

E!'Eﬂ to Mr. Rigg Schools, or to a
ventriloguist who had a weird facility
;irmlhitmg VOICES,

o o EFI
Don't  epill  a-- ;‘E'?n ain't started on thas shooting,
what 1"

“ Jest mmngf" ‘;g:ut?dﬂulfi ":::3
. "You ollyw
a¥ready,  Se " 4
" “Oh, sure! 1 guess I made that auto
hit the hrﬁh spota,” enswered the vowce,
filjam George Bunter was familiar
withs the American language by this
timey and could turn it on as easily as
he oonld turn on Mr. Heboota's voice,
“4*rpckoned I'd get you in time, Van
Duch. [‘;a' changed*my mind abount

that scene. ;
“Bpill it1” said Mr. Van Duck re-

.signedly. He saw himself having all

the bridge into the water., and Whar-'

ton had to plonge in and save her.
His qualities as & swimmer bad ajready
een demonstrated. In case of aecl-
dants there was a boal in  readiness
lower down the stroam, ont of range
of the camerea. But no nccidents were
to oecur. ; :

~ Wharton was to swim with the faint-
ing movie girl in his ?rnsg and Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull to reach down
from the bridga and giva him a hand
in the nick of time. It was a well-
Elannedf scene, and guite thrilling, and
ad been carefnlly rehearsed, Now it
was to be shot.

All the Greyfriars fellows, drassed as
at Greyfriars, were to comse into .the
picture. They were to rush from
various directions on ta the bridge and
form an exeited crowd.

Mr. Van Duck arranged the scene,
rearranged it and re-rearranged it At
last he was satisbed.

He was about to give the word when
a man eams Tunping down from the
rancho, 7

“Mr. Schootz on the phono, ir!* be

B:Ept'ld. y 4
E"Eh. search mael¥ granted Mr. Van
Duck.

“Hp says

the scere 1]l you've
spoken to H::E.LEP

"Duch breathing hard ond deep.

hiz work to do over sgain. But such
Eemmptnry interventions by she dircctor

ad  oceurred before. and wers the
natural troubles of an assistant diresctor.

“Ta that guy Bunter sround?™

“ Bunter! What about Bunteri"

“1 asked you whether he
around."”

“Oh, 1 guess he's ground somewheral
If there’s eny grub loose anywhere,
that's where he is, | guess”™ '

“ Look here—*

" What 1

“[—! mean, I want Bunter on in
that sceve.” _

“Net that st mogwump I ejaculated

TEas

Van Duck in astonmshment.

“¥You GBpure thar g’?n knaw 4
than 1 do, Van Duck ¥ demanded Mr.
Rohaotz's woice angrily. it

“ Nenno. Bm- —* K

“1 haven't ned you up to hear

blowing off your mouth, Van Inck,
m thinking it over, and I rochon

Buntar 13 the guy we want on thas
o ;

soeme,

" Oh, all O.K. ¥ said Van Duck, with
the patienee and resignation of &n
early Christiap marsyr. “ It's your say
80.

“PIt say it is," wnewered the fat
nasal woice emphatically. “T rechon
I'm running Perfeetion Pietures, Van
Puck. 'l allow that ] asin’t asking
for mmstruetion. Youw got me?”

“f get you, Schootz,” anawered :ﬁﬁﬂ
sure put on that jay, Bunter, s the
crowd H you eay so.
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* You prize boob ! You dog-goned geck ! * yelled Mr. Van Duck, waving his arms about frantleally. ** You—vou—you——

Oh, there ain’t a word for yeu!™
catching cold ! Yarrggh ! ™

“Forget it! You'll put Bunter into
the leading part.”
© “Ehi"

"Eh}’t that puy Wharton |

“Bearch me ! spid Van Duck in
amazemoent.

“(3ive Buoter hiz part.”

* But—but—but——" babbled Van

He's no

Duck: “That fat guy don™ “look the
part. He can't even swim.”

“You teaching me my busincss, Yan
Duck 1"

“MNunno ! Duot—"

vour advica: I'm
giving you directions. Cut Wharton
out and give the part to Bunter. Take
the rest of the -ecene ss arranged.
Wharton can come on in the crowd. Ii
he raises any trouble, kick him out.™
"I”gun:-sa he'll do as he's told. But

R T’'vo

“T nin't askin

“Bunter's the man we want,
“been thinking it over, and I guess he's
the goods. ight from the word go!
Give him every chance. And chew on

this, Van Duck—you to be civil to
Bunter. He's a guy I don't want to
loge. I'd rather lose you. Got that?™

Br. Van Duck locked for & moment
ag if he would bite the transmitter,

1 got it,"" he answered sullenly.

" (et ahead with it, then. I want to
try over that scene when I get back to
Jack-Rabbit. I guess it means big busi-

"nesgs, with Dunter in it. That's the lot!”

Van Duck bung uap. '

He paused to address a few words—

emphatic words—to gpace before he loft -

his office to look for Bunter. He was
both exasperated and amazed. Mr.
Schootz had dallied more than once
with the idea of getting Billy Bunter
into some comic part, but had decided,
on the whole, that Bunter was too all-
fired & jay to be any good—an opinion
in which Van Duck fully concurred. A=

“ Yow—ow—ow !

(See Chapler 4.)

for putting him into & scricus part,
especially an hercie part, that had
never hitherto entered Mr. Schootz's
head. Now it scemed to have cntercd
his head and stuék,

_ Breathing hard, Yan Duck went along
into the patio to look for DBunter,

Bunter was not to be scen-thers, and
Van Duck went up the steps to the
gallery that surrounded the patio and
kicked open the door of Bunter’s room.

But Bunter was not there. '

More and more cxasperated, Mr. Van
Duck descended to the patio again to
mnguire around for Bunter,

‘Iin the meantime, that astute youth
had let himself wut of Mr, 8chootz's
office, after making sure that the coast
was clear,

He was lounging in the arched
entrance whon Mr, YVan Duck came back
that way, snorting.

“Oh, here. you are!” hooted -the

assistant direotor.

Bunter blinked at him
hig spectacles. L

“Want me " he asked.

H¥ep,

Bunter grinned.

He had not felt absolutely sure that
his imitation of Rigg Schootz's voice on
the telephono would work. the oracla,
But it had been, in Bunter's opinion,
worth trying on.

Evidently it had been a success.

was wanted !

As he was wanted, and as Mr. Van
Duck had no choice but to give him
Wharton’™s part in the rescuc scene,
Bunter naturally lofty
attitude.

“That's all very well,” he said, “hbut
I was distinetly told I should not be
wanted, and I've made other arcange-
ments,”

Van Duck almost cxploded. Not only
had ke to give this fat gink the leading

through his

adopted a

Groogh ! ** spluitered Bunfer.
“ You've got to dlve off that bridge again ! ** raved Van Duck.

“I'm soaked! Wow! I'm
“ Shan'’t ! ** said Bunter.

part ltnh_n.n ﬁm _rtfnth';dMEne, s&r&&j
against his will, but he to persuado
hJFm to take ik o E

" #1 tell you wyou're wanted!™ he
snarled, *“Special order from Mr.
Schootz.”

“Mr. Schootz never said anything to
me sbout it befors he went in his car,”
demurrad Bunter,

* He's telephoned me up from Holly-
wood to say so. You're wasting time,”
hooted Van Duck. *“The scene’s wait-

ing. Come on!”
- Well, if Mr. Bchootz is really keen
on it I don’t mind,” said %untcr

gracicusly, “I'll make the thing a suc-
ecess for you, if vou like”

Van Duck suppressed his feelings and
started again, with long strides, for the
shooting scens up the canyon. Billy
Bunter rolled after him.

His fat face wore o satisfied grin.

It was his chance at last!

Rigg SBchootz, when ha returned to
Jack-Rabbit, would no doubt be sur-

ised. But that would be all right!
E.r that time the scene would bo filmed,
and when Schootz saw it thrown on the

-sereen he would sea that it was a real

winner. That wonld eatisfy him, if any-
thing could. DBunter had no doubt that
tho scene would be & winner. How conld
1t be anything else, with Bunter in it?

In that mood of cheery confidence
William George Bunter rolled after Van
Duck, grinning with the anticipation of
triumph. ;

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes the Lead !

@ ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here's
H jolly old Bunter!™ ejaculated

Cherry, .
ol “"He looks jolly pleascd
with himself,” remarksd Nugent.

" TeeE Maoner Linrany.—No. 1,102
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ﬂm
and idiotio Bunter is terrifie,” observed
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,

“Van Duch doesa’s” cobserved the
Bounder. i

“1 guess Van Duck looks as if his
mad's up!"” said Fsher T. Fish.

Yhere was, indeed, 2 stniking contrast
between the expressions of Bily Bunter
and Van Duck as they came up.

Bunter looked as if he were fully
zatinficd, at last, with ihe imperfect
univarse that was honoured by his gxist-
ing in it, Van Duck locked as 1f he
would like to bite eomebody—Bunter, for
preference. The aasistant director bad
his “mad ™ uwp, as Fishy eapressed it.
There was no doubt about that.

“ Hore, you guys!” said Van Duck
erossly. “Wa got to make a change—
Schootz’s orders. You're cut, Wharton 1"

“Oh 1 said Harry, rather h[anka.

];‘:!’l’nu come on in the crowd, that's
i -

“ Right-ho}* said the eaptain of the
Remmreﬁ as cheerily as be could. He
could hardly be to look
pleased, but he was thero to receive
directions, not to give them. Hea did
not, like Dunter, suppose that he could
run Perfection Piotures better than Mr.
Schootz,

‘" Bunter takes your partl” smapped
Van Duch. an ez

There waa & gasp from the juniors.

# Bunter 1 _

£ 'E'E.p.'lj‘

“Buat—" gasped Wharton.

“Don't chew the rag,” hooted Van
Puck. * Are you monaging ihis soene,
or am I? Hay!” Mr. Van Duch, fike
many persons in subordinate maihcrm}
liked to pass on the unpieasantnegss o
a person higher uvp to & person lower
down. “You here to do as you're told,
or to manage Perfection Pictures on
vour longsome own? Whatl”

“Bnt Bunter can't swim 17 stutiered
Wharton.

Tff}h‘ I"E'lﬂﬂj'. W]lﬂ-l'mrl“'"'-'-”

“There'll be an aoccident,”
MNugent.

said

pleasefulness of the eatcemed .

“Dh, really, Nugent——7"

" Begad ! It reelly isp’t safo, you
know,” said Lord Mauleverer,

i’ {}E, really, Maul i

" Bchogta's order goes” snarled Van
Duck., "1 ain't pretending to under-
stand it, but 1t goes. Bunter's the goods
in this scene. Ho says he can swim.”

“E can jolly well swim better than
any other fellow al Greyfriars!” ex-
clairoed Bunter indignantly. "I aay,
you fellows, 'is thms a time for your
misorable jealousy of a superior Iellow?
I put it to you ™

“ You crass ass I said Johnny Bulh

“Oh, really, Bull—7" .

“Quit chowing the rag!” roared Van
Duck. “la this a pesky scene, OT 13 1%
a dog-goned conversazions?  Great
gophora! et busy I” ) .

“§ guess there’s some mistake,” zaid
¥isher T. Fish, “Schootz must suroe
be plumb loco.™

“{h, ranil?', Fish 4

“ Geb busy I anarled Van Duck.

‘'he assistant direetor bad his orders,
ond he had to carry thom out. Arge
mant was out of Lhe guestion.

Hn.niy Wharton m;,lsred from ﬂﬁ !?:E;
ing role, as gracefully as possibld, 1
tijlg Eiun of ank‘;'n_tlmlﬂf

Billy Bunter took his plage.

Ag ter had watched the rehoarsals
of tho scene, he knew what was required,
and he hu:l; no doubt whatever that ho
could 61} the role better than Wharton.
Good looks nnd gumption wore what was
wanted, and that was where Bunter
ﬂ:r.nm out strong—in his own opinion, at

ast.

'The Lovely Leonora gave Dunler
rather a curiows look. He did pet im-
press her as the peal 5 a8 & mMOva
rescuer. But the mevie girl was thero
to play her part, nol to critieiso the
arrangemonta of the director. BShe
played wp nonchalantly.

je8 La Riviers, under the ckilful
hands of the make-up man, was “ dressed
down ¥ to sixteen. B8he locked guite
the schoolgirl part as she trip on
the hridga -ﬂ-"[? ezt down on the low
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parapet. The schoolhoy resouer had to
ba strolling along the bhank with hia
friends, just as the woodon parapet gave
woy uudl the hesdmaetar's doughter foll
into the mream. He had to rush on tho
bridge and dive in for the dfowping;
girl. Aa Bunter was to bo the resciter,
it was perhaps forienate thas Leonéra
was a AW DT, '

Mr. Van Duwek, bawhng through his
megaphone, gave direetions. Maest of
his remuarks were addressed to Bunter.
Biuinter was directed not to grin Hhke a
hyena, pot ta roll about like a zack of
conl, and not to blink like a dying eod-
tish, and several other thinga All of
which Bunier beard with acornful
contempt natarsl to o fellow whoe knew
!J'IIEE he was the right man in the right
praca, "

All wan ready at last, and Van Duck
gave the sigmal. The wooden parapes
on which tha schoolgirl sat anddenly gave
way, and Miss La Riviere was precip-
tatad into the torrent, to the accompani-
menk af the prinding 4f the cameras.
n.ﬂA lond gbrick rang out maost realistic.

unter rushed on the bridge. -

He was beimg filmed now, and his fat
face beamed with satisfaction.

Batisfaction was net the axpression
that shoold have heon “ registered ¥ hy
o fellow who was roshing to the roscua
of a drowning schoolgir But trifles
hiko that did oot ocour to Bantar.

Just as he roached tho bridge Van
Irack signalled to the camera men to
stap, and roared at Bunter through his

- megaphone.

Leonara, in the wader, swam.

Her desperate struggles for life had
ta be Eompmed #ll the eameras began
to chick again. .

" Hold on, you guy I” roared Mr. Van
Duck. “Amn’t 1 told you not to grin
like o ¥ hyena? gister elarm.” .

"Eh™ gosped Bunter, o

" ¥ou Bgure that a galoot gocs dywmng
with a grin on his face like o Chinaman
gt a chop-suey jointi” ehricked Van
Buek.

“0h, really, yom know—o"y>~

“{Get back and try again, you mug-
wamp !

Bupter snorted. i i )
_But he got back and bried again. This
time he rushod eon the bridge and
1'e§iul:eﬂa-:i alarm as he did so.

The cameras cliched merrily.

Bunter’'s next and instant pr dener
should have been to dive Irom the br gu
into the water, to the resens of the
movie girl, who was vow realistically
strugeling for life in tho flood.

But at that moment Buntor’s fat heard
urisgave bim. ;

It was pot ancommaon for Billy Bunter
to hite off More than ho could chew, 1n

~ more waya than ono.

On the verge of the laap, it rushed
into Bunter's mirnd that tho dive was
deep, and the waler doe + and ho
hesitated.  And although Buntor had
mtated that he was the best swimmer ot
CGireyfriars, so often that he really be-
lieved it himself, he had a sort of facling
that he did not want to put his swim-
ming powers to tha test as far as the

d r-point.

'E!ire Pgliuhing cameras  registerad
Bunter hesitating en the hridge, blink-
ing down at the water, and undoubiodly
rogistering alarm |

Ir. Van Duck raved.

“Got to it, yon jay ¥
“Great smakes! How many yards of
film do yon want na to cot ont?  Miles
of it, w Get to 1 What you
rubbering thore fgri”

“Ha, he, hal® -

There waa a roar of laughter from all
the assistants in that remarkable scene.
Ihey really coulid net holp ik, Put

fhio roared,
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elicited & yvell of rage from the worried
and driven Van Duck, ) _

The juniors composed their faces sis
well as they could, and ‘waited for their
ous. They were not to rush on th
bridge till Bunter had made his heroio
dive. Dunter was taking his time about
it

“ (et to it!” shrieked Von Duck.

“Diye, you dummy, dive! Dive, you
all-fred gink” .
“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

Leonora’s voice
pnriénm Wﬂt-fﬂh

. Ba ), I'm getting wet.”

= F’i!.f:ha!*‘t’g g wet. |

" Zilence 1* bellowed Van Duck. ¥ Oh,
ﬁrﬂzr.t. snnkes! Oh, suffering cats and

ogs | Mg i
Hit it! Hit it, you big stiff I”

Bunter made the plunge. It had to
be, and the Owl of the Remove screwed
up his courage, such as it was, to the
sticking-point, and plunged. :

He dived with the easy grace of a
Ealling barrel. ; {

Splash! ;

Bunter had pictured himself in that
thrilling scene, cleaving. the water, with
piry grace. Bubt the eameras did not
E;ﬂtutﬁ him like that. They pictured

im smiting the water in anything but
B ﬂwinﬁ .%qs:tmp, The next instant the
pictured him with his mouth open, d:.’el .
mg with terror.  After that-they did not
picture him, for he had vanished under
water.

“Groooogh !

That was Billy Bunter's last word, -

Then he was gone ! d

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Not As Per Programme !

1 A, ha, ha!”
H “ b crumbs !
& "Ha, ha, ha!”

“Some swimmer [*

*“Ha, ha, hal” ”

Thers was no help for it All the

eotators had to yeﬁ. Every face on
:ﬁe scene registered hilarious mirth. -

“My ¥ said Leonors. “

A fat foce showed over the water as
the Owl of the Remove, helpless and
out of hig depth, was swept away in the
torrent. ; T,

With two or three swift strokes
Leonora reached him.

She grasped him by the hair, and
brought_ ks fat face right up out of the
gtream. .

" Ooogooch 1™ ,
vou boob!”  pasped

" “Hang on,
BEONOI M.
FGrocoght™ :
“Mryl This sure is the rhinoceros'

whiskers !* gasped Leonora.
Don't wriggle! I'll sure gét you out.”
“Gurrrerrrgge 17 ;
% Ha, ha, ]m%” shricked the juniora.
Thy rescue scene was reversed.
Bunter, utterly helpless, would hava
been swept down the stream fo where
the roseue boat was waiting, with a
chortling boatman in it had
Leonors undertaken the role—unre-
hearsed—of vesouer. Bunter certainly
would have been half-drowned by the
time . be got to'the boat. But the hefty
grip nf'ﬂonura kept his bullet head
above water. s Ch
*Yurrrrerggh !
Mr. Van Duck stood transfixed.
In “his psgr»zﬂ?aiad stete, he omitted to
ive-any signa
the camerns were still grinding.. They
registered a ecene that was undn‘ghﬁadhr
efitertaining, but could not possibly.be
considered ‘thrilling or heroie.. ¥ards of
film reeled off: to rocord the rescue of

Bunter by the movie girl

oated up from the.

Great Christopher Columbusi

Hang on!’

ook

to the camera men, and.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

* Groooooch I - :

The lovely Lecnora swam to the hank.
ﬁnd Bob Cherry ran down and grasped

unter. That fat junior was hauled
out of the water, puffing and blowlng
Iike a grampus, - :

Leonora followed him oub. . The water
was, a8 she had remarked, wet, and

Leonors had had enough.

“Shucks ! -said  Leonora, . as she
wrapped a cloak round her drippin
person. " This i1s sura some scene! T
say that it will make Schoote jump when
he sees 1t thrown,” :

“The jumpfulness will &rﬁbablg. be

terrific,” chuokled Hurree Jamset Rem
Singh. ' -
“Ha, ha, ha!" -
“1 say; voun fellows—groocogh—I'm
wet—ooooh ! say, I'm drenched!
Yarooooh 1™ -

i Hﬂ-, hﬂ, h“ !I:r‘ -

“Aren’t you going to thank the jolly
old Tescuer _for saving -your life,
Buiiter "' roared Bob Cherry.

R. Afhdown, of 210, Bexley
Road, Norih Heath, Erith, Kent,
carries off a useful pockei-knile
for. the following amusing joke.

THAT DID IT! !

An official, with a very annoying
manner, was making an inspection
of a newly opened aerocdrome.
On this particular afternoon para-
chute practice was being under-
taken several pilots, The
official asked question after ques-
tion of - one man about his ex-

eriences and - sensations *f.rhﬂc
alling through the ar. " But
auppns:q? your para:l'iute farls t::]:
open while you are coming dewn?
he asked fmu.l!ﬁl » F"htt do you
de then?" e pilot had had
more than enough by this time.
“Take it back and change 1t!1"""
he replied.

Now put your thinking cap om,
¢hum, and see if you can beat the
above effort.

SRR rnl-‘
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yow-ow-ow-ow [ I'm soaked! Wow!
I'm catching coldi Yurrggh! I eay,
vou fellows—grooogh!™

Bunter spluttercd and gasped.

“Oh, carry me home to dis!”
articulated Mr. Van Duck, finding his
voice agaein, and waving Irsntically to
the camers men to stop.
book! You dog-goned geck! You—ryou

. —vou—oh, there ain't » word for you!

-

Thera sure is noti™ ~° '
“ Ooooooch ! o '
“You got to do it all over again
eaved Van Duek. =
Bunter blinked at him,
“Shon’t 1" he answered.
“Whz-a-a-t 1"
“Rata!"”
“Ha, ha, ha!™

1!!‘

Billy Bunter, was keen to Bgure on’

the films, But he had no icteation of
falling off that bridge -again. Once was
enough—in fact, Dunter found it once
too otben.

::'Eaﬁ 1prim- boob " roared Van Duck.

H . 4 = -

Bunter tramped awhy towards  the
bouse, spluttering for breath, and
leaving & trai' of water ‘behind him.

Van Duck stared after him.

“*Say, you galoot!” he roared. " You.

“You prizo

the Perfection

. marn's ear, coming up the hill ¢ \
' Hollywood. Coker npever could hehold
', the. . “handsomest man in Hollkwood ™
' without™ gome sign of
proval,

‘woiild have expressed

were interested in Mr.

gob to act this scenc! Schootz’s orders,
J"D'l.] bwb.h . e

Bunter did mnot heed! He had becn
half-drowned already. He had a natural
ﬂ:sumﬁna’ninn to completing the job.

ot to bo featured on the flms lika
Myron Polk, not to be awarded fame
like Douglas Fairbanks, would he have
taken the plunge sgain. Very often
Bunter did not know when he had

© endugh. But he knew nosw. ;

He tramped away regardless, splutter-
ag he went. G '

@ left ths Parfection company
rocking with laughter—with the ex-
ception of Mr Van Duck, who was
raving with rage. :

“Carry me home to die " gasped Van
Duck, " 0Oh, search me} t Schoots,
mean by landing the world's prize boob
on mef  Tf this ain't the dog-goned
limig ™ ' ;

“Ha, ha, ha 1" R

“0h, shut up!” roared Van. Duck.
“Beat it—the shooting’s off for this
morning—beat it, the whole caboodle of
YOl .

And Van Duck tramped awar, the
most exasparated and incensed assistant
director in all Los Angeles, ~ " :

Leonors tripped back to" the frame
house in the orange grove, where.ths
movie girls had their quarters, Lord
Muauleverer walked with her ne far as
the grove. Mauly never lost a chance
of }:-a.akmg in the sunshine of Leonora’s
smile, and the movie girl certainly liked
Mauly, though probably she did not
suspect that his susceptible lordship Lad
“fallen,” as Fishy expressed it, for her

E'I.'m&. ol :

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled away,
chuckling. They had found -ﬁ'i
morning's  entertainment guite ex-
h:l;ratm% : .

Billy Bunter waas atill fealing the
effects of his ducking, and he was dok
geeti again till lonch-time. Smiling
faces greetad him when he-appeared.

But Bunter did not smile., -

The fat junior waa quite morose.. He'

d counted on that “shot " to demon-
strate to Mr. Schootz what a ripping
film actor he was, and how impbssible
it was to leavn him oub of the “school
film: - But even Bunter had to realise
that Mr. Schootz was not likely to be
favourably impressad by that “ghot™
wheni he came back from Hoellywood.
Mr. ¥an Duck had the impression that
Bunter was the world’s prize boob, and
sinter ' had - & well grounded. ' appre-
hension: that Mr Schootz would share
that opinion. :

in

———— ey
o

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“Trouble Ahead !
CDI{ER of the Fifth snorted.

¢ 5

“That popinjay | he growied,

The juniors s:ﬁil!' A

Caoker's . remark “was  éalled
iy the sight of Myron Palk,-
e Ao Et'."r!' mgi; Emiﬂﬁ
Mr. Rigg Schobtz, in the latter l'__ﬂﬂv
from.

forth,

his- lofty disap-

o, ! : -
Etgﬁkﬂr?tﬁpng;ﬁ _ nnf! Ft"'-lkfd ntra.l{;,
Iyron . Polk “got. his. goat,"” -as. he
it in the lang :
of the country. Dut the other fallows
stayad by uvhe entraooe to the rencho to'
eed Br. Schootz arrive. ;

They were not interested in Myron-
Polk, and the film stunts he was to-
undertake that afternoop. . Bubt they.
. 3 Schoots's opinion,
of the film the assistanb director had’

Tae Macwer . Linrinvy,—No. 1,102,
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taken that morning. Why and where
fore Mr. Schootz had ordered Van Duck
to “featurs " Bunter was p mystery ta
them, but that M:. Scheotz would re-
. joice in the resuilt teewred 1mpossible.
Von Duck was waiting for the
director to arrive, a sareastic grin on
his face. Bunter had beer loatured and
filmmed, and he hoped the boss would
like it. His orders had been carried
out—his supposed orders at soy rate
—and a lot of Glm wasted, and a
whale morning, too. The result was
about what Mr. Van Duek bad expoeted,
and he wished the boss joy of it

“1 say, Egu fellows. * murmured Billy
Bunter, who had spotted the car in the
distance with uneasy oyes hahindhEtH&
big spestael ‘1 =ay, don't wail here
for Schootz and thatr Polk man.”

“Why not, fathead?"' asked Harry.

“Let's go for a walk down the hide™
mﬁ%uedg Buater.
“Walk se much as you like, old far

man,” answered Bab, “We'll start oo
hour later. and overtahe yon in the first
fifty yorda'

“Beasy! | ssy, do come,” wurged
Buonter. “I—1 know a beaantiful bit of
scenery | want to shov you. Glories of
Nature and all that *

“Thoe esteemed ries of Nature can
,gilt,“ romarked Hurrea Jamset Rooy

i ¥
"'%(m} don’t waat to hang about here
to see Polk,” arguec Bunter. " Coker
says bhe eet on that man Lomez and ina

gang to eollar him the other day,
ang—"
“Coken tacd better ound what he

gays, remarked the Bounder. *There's
no evidence that Polk did anything of
the kind.™

“Well, bhe’s & beast anyhow,” said
Bunter. “ Don’t wait here to see such
a swapking asa! Cone along™

“Look here, you fat duffer, what ara
you up o' demanded Frank Nugent.
‘Whet do you want to get us away
from here for? What's oni"

“Oh ¥ gasped Bunter * MNothing."

“Then dry upl” sugpested Johnny
BL‘l'uf!h, iy, Bull :

roally, e

The director’s car was quite pear now.
It was turning from the hill road into
Jack-Rabbit yon The [littlea fat
director was driving, the slim and
handeome Polk sat irg his side, his
usnal supercilions and disdainful ex-
presaron on his handsome face—the ex-
prassion which, as Coker often confided
to Potter and Greene, always made him
want to punch that face when he saw
it A |(xg,-hm. camo into his ayes at the
sight of the group of Grevfriars juniors
outside the rancho. The flm star's feud
with the Creyfriars party was bitter,
and grew more bitter with every passing
day. _mambeor of that party was
honoured with the special dislile of

Mﬁmn Polk,
U1 eay, vwou fellows!™ breathed
Bunter, who grew more and more
uneasy as the director’s car neared the
rancho, "T say, T-T've got something
to tell you—something important |
C-o-come away from here !
“Rats!" unid “ab Cherry cheerfully.
:?ha ratfulness fiuﬂtﬂrriﬁﬁd!"

A you fellows, do bome
pleaded %ﬂﬁﬁr. “Just g Nttle way—
out of hearing of those othor beasts 1"

In great surprice. Harry Wharton &
Co. aeceded. Tt was evident that
Bunter had something to sav which he
was reluctant that Mr Vap Duck and
other memhars of the Perfection eom-
pany should hear The juniors moved
off to & little distance out of herring.
Eisher T. Fith eyed the fat Owl sus-

preiausly.
Tus ihmr TLisrary.—No. 1,102

“Cough it up " he seid. * What have
you been up to, you fat clam1”

tlﬂh? Ye N T

“Get it ug your chest, Bunter [” said
Harry.

“Well, you—you see—" mumbled
Bunter.

“We don’t see yet.”

“Tha seefulnesa 1z not terrifie, my
esteemed fat Bunter.”

“The—the fact 18—~——"
Bunter.

“For gﬂﬂchmm sake, jerk it ous!™
exclzimed the Bounder impatiemntly.
“What's tha treuble?”

"Yon—you know that Schootz tele-
phoned to Van Duck this morning to
feature me in the shot!™ said Bunter.

“Yea ass!

“Well, I—1 think very hkoly he's for-

tten. it, and—and he may s2ay he

idn't 1 gasped Bunter.

“Wha-a-at 1"

"You know what a fool he 8"
argued Bunter. “He thioks T'm »ne

ood for the films. That shows thal

e practically an  imbecile. Wall,
being such a fool he may have for-
gottan telephoning tb Van Dack, and
—and may make ont that he never did
telephone, -

The juniors gazed at the Owl of the
Remove in blank amazement.

“What is the fat idiot driving ati®
asked Bob Cherry, in wonder.

“Oh, really, Cherr i

“He can't have forgotien phoning;
but if he has, what the thump does it
matter to you or to ws?” demanded
Wharton, - -

“ He—he—he may faney that some.
body else phoned!” gasped Bonter.
“He—he might suspect that somehody
got into his office here-and rang up Van
Duock in the next room. He's suspicious,
you know,™ :

“Grent Scott!™

“What T mean 1s, that if he kicks up
a row—he's always kieking up rows,
you know—dan™ you fellows mention
anything sbout ‘me being a ventrilo-
guist.” expleined Punter. “ Ventrilo-
guists can imitate veoices and all that,
and if vou let on he mizht fancy that
I'd nlayed a trick on the telephone thia
morniRz—sea? If he begina to rave,
just  don't  say !nﬂhinm—ﬁsyem‘ally
shout me heing a ventriloquist.?

“0h crumhz " znid Boh Cherry, with
& gasp. “So that was i, was it?
Behootz never phoned at alll It was

ou speakineg from his office and imitat-
ing hia tnot M

“MNothing of the kind!" paped
Buntar " But—but if he knew T wa=z a
ventriloguist. he—he—he might think
that was it That’s why T want wou
fellows to keep it dark.™

“Creat anakes ! aatd Fisher T. Fish.
“If that ain't the elephant’s hind leg

“Begad." said T.ord Maoleverer,
gazing at Bunter in- wonder, “ yon
howhlin® a2z, Banter 1

"0h. really, Mauly—*

"You fat villain! You've spoiled
the B'm. and Brhootz will he bound to
kick np a fearful row " zaid FHarre, “1
sunpnse  vou  don’t  expect him o
imagine that he phoned? He will
hknow that =omebody has plaved a trich
an Van Dhek™

" That don't matter, so long as ha

stammered

doesn't epot who it was® explained
Bunter. " Not that it was me of
conrse, I was somewhere elze at the
time. T was nowhare near the honso

LE]

when 1 rang up Van Dock—

“0h. my hat ¥

“1—I mean, when somebody else rang
up Van Thiek. Only old Behootz i3
suspicions beast, and if he knew T was
& clover ventriloquist he might sus.
poct——>"

=

“The nvightfulnese s tersiial”-
“¥ou prize jay )’ heoted Figher T.
Fish, “You figure that I'm going to
let you hars ie and spoil ﬁImE Dan't
you know that fihu ecosts dollars?: X
guess—-"" &y

“Yon ought to be jolly well hinked,
you fat idiet!™ said Barry. “Bat 4it's
not our Business to give you away."

ﬁ “That's all right, then.” said Buynfer.

1 rely on your hencus, of course. Be-
ardas,F!:h wm;]t ma, yow kuow, il:l-u—l
say, Fishy, wheve are yow going

“I guesa I'n maﬁey{ng slong to pub
E‘iﬂﬂ Duck wise!l” gnorted Fisher T.

sh,

Y F~I—1 say—" gaspcd Bumter, in
alarm,

“Hold on, Fishy™ oxelaimed Bob
Cherry. * Bunter's a prize idios, but
it's not in the game to give him away.”™

Bnort! from Pizsher Tarleton Fish,

“Film costs moneyl” he eaid.
;?aﬁdnhand yards of ﬁfm wasted! ¥Yan

gure that my popper’a heapa of
dallars to c:hu-:!-ipawa.j uuggltm lﬂrmth’ﬁ
prize boob to waste ® HE:; sir |*

_ “Look here, Fishy——" began all the
juniors togethar.
o But Fiﬁh@gh Tmﬂ;h did not hﬂh&a&.
porting with i ation, he whiaked
away. tris loog, thin legs [aicly
twinkling in his boste. Indignarien -
filled Fizhor T. 0 ave HIE.
Monev had boen wasted ! H life m‘m\
had bean wasted, Fishy ecowld bave
horne it with fortitode. But money
had been wasted, and that his Fisker 1.
Fish where he [ived as he waonld have
expressed it. Had-Bunter committed a
thaft, Fish¢ might have helped him
dispoee of tho ; But to wasto
monay that belon to the Fish family
wae an offenco that oried out to the
carth and the heavens. Boiling with
indignation  Fia horried  away,
Bunter blinking after him in alarm.

“Ob erikey ! 2aid Bumtor,

“Well. you have dono it now ¥ said
Bob Cherry. “0Ff all the benighted
idiots—" ' :

“I—=F say, you fellows, what—what
do you th'gih old Behootz will daf”
gasped Buntar,

1 “ Well, hahma.y kick. you out of the
ocationr or bhe map o ive ya
jolly good hiding 1™ snim o x

" ﬂw ]:u

Neither prospect seemed to appeal to
Buater,

" Well, you've asked for it ! said the
Bounder. with a grin.

“I=1 say, you fellows,” gasped
Bunter, *“Btand by me, yom in‘up;l
Beek a pail If that rotter Fishy
folls old Schootz it was me, you fellows

swear that it wasn's 1™

“But it was!” yelled Boh,

“ Keep o the point, old chap! Don's
waste wune talking piffle I said Bumter.
“You fatlows alt swear that I'm net a
ventrioguist, and mever was. HpeciaHy
mention that ¥ never was able fo
imitate any fellow's woice. They'H
believe you if you give vour word of
houwour, you kngw I

“(Uh, scissora ™

*It's up to you,™ said Bunter. *T'd
do as much for any of you chapa®

“We're a little more particuiar about
telling lies; cold bean,” said Harry.
“We'll say nothing. ut you muosk
expect Bchootz to tumble if Fishy tells
hiomy, and he certainly will What did

¥ou ex to happen when you played
tﬁ&'ﬁ mﬁﬁek ‘i?l’#

‘Wall? of course, 1 thoughbt the she
?w:u.:ﬁ ba a tremendous suecesa withnﬁ

%hw#a would hkave Besm
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footstep closo at hand siariled Bunier, and he blinkea round, with a gasp of afiright, at the sight of a swarthy, low=browed

B
'ﬂlﬁ:imm It was Gomoez.

“0Oh crumbs!™

“And it would have been all right.
But, of course, I nevor had a resl
chaneo, acting with such a eet of duds!
The cleverest actor requires some back-
ang up,” argucd Bunter. "1 don't sup-
pose Douplns Frirbanks could bring off
2 really good sceme surrounded by a
Iot of blithering idiots '™

Flireay pip "

“You see that?” said Buntor.

“Ha. ha! Not quite!™

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bloased if I eeo anything to cackle
gt. I—1 say, you follows, old Schoote is
gotting: out of his car! I—I—I think
I'll go for & walk!” gasped Bumter. “1
think I'll give bum time to cool down.”

% Better,” agracd Bob.

% Tho betterfulness is terrific.”

And Bily Bunter promptly went for
g walk, and disappeared from sight by
n path over the hill. He left the juniors
chuckling. Billy Bunter did not always
do the wiso Elung: but there waes no
doubt thet be had acted wisely in thia
Chse

For ien winutes later Br. Rigg
Sohootz was inguiring for William
George Bunber. it o wvoice that rosem.
hied the rour of the celebrated DBull of
Bashan.

Ha inquired for him with & big sbick
i his hand. -

What Mr. Schootz intended to do
with that stick, as soon as he found
Bunter, could be easily guessed.

Fortunately, he did oot find him.

Bunter was giving lLim tirno to cocol,
and by his looks ke needed it, for he was
at boiling-point.

Up nng down and round about went
Br. Sohootz. inguiring for Bunter. He
wes still raging when he stamped into
the rancho at last. The chums of the
Hemoves woadered what would happen
when Bunter came bsck. But Duntor
was nol in & Lurry t0 come back.

‘** Buenas noches, senorito | ** grinned the raffian.
triends ip the hills who will be delighted {o see you.™

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Out o1 the Frying-Pan—-
William George

. H deac ™
O “hus
Bunter. :

The Uwl of the Remove sat
on i boulder on the rugged hillside, and
blinkod towarda the rancho, & mils
away. down 1o the canyoun.

Pusk was spreading over tho Santa
Mm_'nic:q Hountains., and the lights wero

beginping tw gleam on the Perlection
location at Jack-Ruebbat.

Bunter waa tired; DBunter was hun-
gry; Bunter wes worried. He had that
up-ageainst-it feeling, and he had it
badly.

l'o remain whers he was was impos-
sible. The claime of the ibner Bunter
wees ot 10 be demed. But to return to
Jack-Rabbit was to brave the wrath of
Mr. Schootz. Bunter sat on the boulder,
blinked at the distant lighte of the
rancho, amd groaned.

2o far as Bunter could see he was not
to blame in any way. The trouble was
that ho naver got Justice.

Had he been given s leading part in
the schoo! film he never would have
ﬂ:ﬁnd that trick on the telaphone.

the "shot ' been a success, its suc-
pess would have made his peace with
the dirsctor. Owing to the general in-
capacity of the Perfection company, it
had not been & Euccesa, Bunter, as
usaal., was the injured party. and, as
usiai. he was oot going to justice,
What he was going to get w he re-
turned did mnot attract him woe Jack-
Rabbit. Yet he had to return, for he
was hungry. And when Dunter wons
hungry 1t was time for the stars in
their courses w mt up and take notice.

Bunter was cluite unaware of the fact
that for aome little time cyes had been
wutehing him from the wooded hill.
His present state of trouble hed driven

** You must come with me,
““ Oh crikey | ** groaned the fat junior.

I have some
{5ee Chapter 6.)

from his fat mund all thought of the
gaung of " thugs." of whom Jose Gomes
was the leader And Bunter natural
had no knowledge of the plot that ha
been laid betwesn Myron and the
leader of of rum-runners.
That & watch wes being kept on the
looetion wus quite unknown to anyone
et Jack-Rabbit. Baoter was about to
discover it

He was still sitting on the boulder
and blinking dismally st the distant

rancho when a footstep close at hand
startled him. He blicked round and
jumnped to Lis Teot, with » of
affright at the sight of & swart DW=
browod Mexican. He recognised Gomesz
at o glance.

His first impulee was to run. But his

fat knoos knooked  together, and he
stood blinkine at Gomez like a very fat
rabbit fsscinated by & snake, ero
was not a run left .o Buower. Gomes
grinved evilly as he eame towards the
fot junior. and that evil grin almost
froze the blood in Bunter's veins, -
Buenas noches, senorito!” grinned

Gomez,

“Ow " gasped Buntor.

" ¥ou havs taken a litile walk on the
gierra. senor !

’TYE?F':GL:tutt&rBdGEuntﬂr. T I—I—1'm
going now -E-g-good-evening ¥

"E)th*ink not. nennr:r"gmid Gﬂm“q:.ng

[ 18 w.-al-

.1 think thas wou will take another
little walk with me zenor,” anid Clomes.
“1 have some friends in the hills who
will be delighted to see you,”

Oh crikey !” grosned Bunter. “I—

I zay. vou—vyou needn't be waxy. you
know, T—I nevar mesnt to give you
awav when 1 spotted wom hiding  at
Polk's bungalow at Hollywosd, 1—I
wonldn't. vou know. T—1 rather like
you, Mr. Gomez. 1—I think you're
rather a—a -a nice chap, you know.™

TEe Macxer Lignawr.—No. 1,162
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“Qracies, senor,” grinned (omes,
*and now come.” i
“I—I"ve t to get back,” gasped
Bunter., “My—my {riends will be

rather anxzious about me by this time.”
. “] am desclated to think of their
anzicty,” sald Gomez * But they will
no doubt be relieved when they join you
in the hills.” '

“Wha-a-et 1™ gasped Bunter.

“Come ¥ ; LR
#“J—1 ean't, you know,” groaned
Bonter,

Gomez smiled. He slid his hand into
a pocket, drew out a sheath-knife ‘and
opened it. Dunter watched that pro-
ceeding in horrer,

“¥You prefer to stay
genor 1 asked Gomez.

“Owl Yesl™
© “Muy bien! ¥Your friends will doubt-
less find you, and provide you with a
funcral.” T il

* A fuf-ful-funeral |” stuttered Bunter.

“Sin-duda ! - You zee, senor, if 1 leave

ou here, you will not be alive when 1
eave you,” . explained the thug of
Bpanish Town pleasantly.

. Bunter almost collapeed. | :

“I—I—1 eay, I—I'll come with
he gasped. _ _
shall enjoy & walk with you. Oh dear,
I—I—-1'd like nu-ihmi better, M
Gomez! Honest injun! et
- “¥ou are sure, senor 7 azked Gomez,
toying with the kmife, which A Bunter
might have guessod he i}ad no intention
of using, hag he not been in a state of
mortal funk.

“Ow?! Yes, rather! I—I like you,
you know,” moaned Bumter. “I—I
nover saw & ¢hap I—I liked a0 much.”

“Muy bien!” Gomez returned the
knife to his pocket., "I twill %wa FOu &
chance. But give mea no trouble, senor,
Come !

“Oh dear!" 3
. _Billy Bunter tottered away by the

(side of the low-browed Mexican. His
fat brain was in 8 whirl.  What the
L ruffian wanta_d with him he could nok
vguess.  Certeinly the hardest-up bandit
yin the wide world would never have

*.dreamed of kidnapping Bunter for ran-
.som. Hwven a pile

) ekpockat might. have
_disdnined to deprive Bunter of his whole
Twealth, which consisted of & threeponny-
i plece.  What Gomez wanted him for
; was a mystery. It could not be for the
" fasoination of his soociety. Even Bunter
. did not think that was it.” But evidently

it wasg the intention of the thug to take
him & prisoner into the mountains,
*doubtless to the hidden guleh, where
‘Coker of the Fifth had been held a
'prisgner for a time. . _
*  From & shadowy opening in thé rocks
& man atugped out and ﬁninad -Gomez.
He grinned at Bunter,
‘ot him dismally. Thiz man was not a
. Mexican, but he was obviously a mem-
- ber of the gang.
“¥Y¥ou got one of them, Jozo?™ he
enid, . = :
' "8, answered Gomez. “This fas
fool is the first. It iz an easy hundrod
: dollars,”
Bure!” assented Slick Wilson.
Ha joined Gomez, and they proceeded
together. by a rugged path under dusky

an this spot,

J"":“-l IM

“trees. Bunter stumbled and lagged be-
. -hind them, It came into his fat mind
away &lon

tto lag béhind and dodge
the rugged rocks d&qmea glance
e it i v st

i a glitter in his eyes quite banishoed
t that half-formed scheme ?‘mm Bunter's
. mind. Ha hurried on. ;

i “Do not lag, senor, .ssid Gomez
: saftly. “I have warned you not to give
«srouble. If you dosire to be left. for
. tha buzzards—"

' TEE Magrer Lipzany.—No. 1,102

“I—] wont to come! I—1-

‘mindad of hia

R H

i Gw lu )

“Don’t you be skeered, you fat gink,"”
grinned Slick Wilson, “¥You ain’t going
to be hurt. You're jest poing to a place
where you'll be kept gquiet, and then
yow're going on a little sca voyage for
vour health, and you'll sure have your
friends with you before long. You sure
will [ Add the ruffian chuckled.

“"Qh dearl™. = .. i

Bunter stumbled on after the two
rullians. . That some scheme, had been
laid to, kidnap the Greyfriars, fellows,
and that ke was the frst victim, was

-clear to his tarvifed mind.. He remem-

hered Cokar’a ‘row escape of being
taken on _'I:rul:n-n1'+j:l:|'!:.21r motor-hoat; and he
quite underatood the thug's allusion to a
gea-voyage. - His fat limbs quaked as he
stumbled and gasped after the ruffians,

The darkness deepened on-thé moun-
fains, Gomez and Slick Wilson were at
no loss to find their.way; but all was
darkness and mystery to Billy Bunter.
He was aching " with fatigue, but- ho
dared not lag behind. If he lagged, one
glonce from Gomez's glittering black
eves was sufficicnt .to spur him on to
renewed efforts. !

It zeemed an age to Bunter before
that dreadiul journey came to an end.
He covered perhaps two miles; but io
Bunter it seemed at least -twenty.
Gomez and 8lick stopped and whistled,
and an answering whistle came from
somewhers in the darkhess. Bunter wos
grasped by the shoulder and led through
a scrocn of thickets, A light gleamed,
and he caught sight of twg or thres
rough, ovil faces. Then he was pitched
headlong into a hut, and collapsed on
the. floar. - STl

“Ow 1" groaned Bunter. &

In the hut he was left to his own de-
vices, He blinked round, and groped
his way to a pile of ragged blanketa
In his terror he had forgobten éven that
he was hundgrf. Ho rolled on tho
Llankets and lay still, & murmur of
voicos coming to his ears from outside
the hut.

Gomes and his associates had possibly
forgotten Bunier, when they were re-
existence about ten

minutes later.

Snore |

From the hut cameo ‘2 deep and
resonant, sound, like the muittering of
thunder 'in the mountains.

Snorrrrel :

Billy Bunter had forgotten his
troublea and hia terrors in sleep; and
his deep snore echoed in the remote
den of the rum-runners, as it had been
wont to echo in the Remove dormitory
at Greviriars School. o

——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Whera Is Bunter?

EM! Mr. Schootz 1”

Harry Wharton coughed
apologetically. .

It was night on.the Santa
Monica Mountains, and the hour was
growing late. Myron Polk had stayed
1o dine with Mr, Schootz, and was n
ebout to drive back to Hollywood. IE:
Behootz was chatting with him, standing

unter blinked =

by the car, and for some time Wharton -

had been waiting for an opportunity
to speak to Mr. Schootz.  DBut the
director was deop in discussion with the
Perfection star, and Polk did not step
into his sutomobile, and at lnst the
captain of tho Hemove ventured to in-
teérrupt. Bunter® had not returned to
the location, and the juniors were grow-
ing uneasy about him.
he Perfection direclor

I gove Hearry
an impatient glance. i3

“I guess I'm talking to Mr. Polk™
he suigupuihtﬂdlri : :
Wharton coloured. .
“SBorry, sir, but Bunter hasn’t come
s T,
“Dog-pone the fat gink, As spon as
he comes back I guess I'm going
boot him all over the canyon.” ;-
" Yea; but—"-
“Can_ itV mapped Mr. Schootz
My, Bchootz was still in &, state of
wrath over Bunter's performances on
the .telephone that morning. . Really,
that was r_tt:-t._-.gur}ar:m .~ A morning’s
ok e e B s
owing a obtuse m nationg o
Owl of the Remove. The Perfectivn
. director could pot be expected. to tuke
it kindly, i o5
... Nevertheless, if Bunter had lost him-
_gelf in the hills, something had to be
done. 8o Wharton persisted. |
“1'think Buntér may have gone back
te Hollywood, Mr. Schootz, ta l:nn%
oarding-House,” he said.
think—" . .
. “Don’t epill any more,” - . .
. "';-MEF I.-use your telephone to inquirs,
gir 1" 1 _ :
Myron Polk, who had been eyeing
the captain of the Remove very curi-
ously, _il‘ﬂliﬁ in, o "
. "1 am just going back to Hollywood.
I will look in at Long Beach-House and
ask if Bunter is there, Mr. Schootz, if

. you like.” : i :
“That's real Enuﬂ of vou, Polk,” said
the dircetor. “ I guess the fat gink

knows how to take care of himself.
I'm sure going to make him cringe when
I zee him agsin, the goldarned geck 1™
“1 could telephone, Mr. Schootz—"
began Harry. .The Pericction star’s
Dﬁga:r surprised Wharton, but he was
not dug:m:d to accept fovours -irom
ron Polk, 4f he could help it.
Ir. 8chootz snorted.
“Ain't you bheprd what Mr., Folk
spys?  Beoat it
After that there was nothing more to
be sazid. Harry Wharton went back
into the starlit patio, leaving tha
director to finish his conversation with
Myron Polk, i
It was getting near bed-time now for
tho juniors, but they were not disposed
to, go to bed till they knew what had
happened to Bunter. The fat Owl had
cleared off tho location to escape the
wrath of Mr. Behootz, and as he had
not returned, the probability was thdt
"he had gone.back to the bonrding-house
on Eum‘mt'Bﬂulwaﬁ ai;h Holl wn-hmfi By
it was, quite possible that he ha 5T
himself ﬂi:rlfr'ﬂI the hills, and, irritn.til?'lg
duffer as Bunter was, the other fellows
naturally’ did not want to leave hi
to it if that was the case. 3
The whir of Myron Polk's automobile
“was heard ot last. It buzzed away on
“the road to 'E[ﬂﬂjri'.rﬂud, and Mr. 3chootz
went to bis office. . '
Harry Wharton & Co. loitered amen
the trees and flower-beds in the El.t-ltg
under the starry splendour m‘p th;a
Bouthern Californian sky.. . It was a
lorious night; like miosf of the nights
in that favoured clime., Coker & Co.
had gona to their rooms, and Fishgr
T. Fish and the Bounder had turned
in. But the Famoue Five stayed uf',
rather worried about the fatuous Owl:
and Lord Mauleverer stayed up with
them. His lordship was i?i’link'ing,_ but
apparently not about Dunter, as ke
satmtered in the starlight. Thoughts of
Bunter cerdpinly would not have
brought that half-beatifie, half-idiotic
smile to Mauly’s amiable face. It was
more probable ‘that he was thinking of
the T.ovely Leonora. :
“T.ook here, we'd better bag a tele
hone and ring up Coot at Long Bmg
ouse,” said Bob Cherry at last. “Tén
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0 Oneg Etmt&r has rolled in th&m and

he'e all ¢

“Polk Jiﬂ.id be would inguire,” said
Haery, “That maeans, I su th&l-
ba 'M.li ring up Schootz and tell him."

*Joll -tadwrod all of o suddon 1
'gmnu nhﬂnr LITLER

u evpl that cutsider

Can d-n- I ﬂa.t-umd i..hl.ng QOpRsiGN-

u.l-l‘; " romarked Nugen
Porhapsfully,” ﬂm.d H::I.i.lf‘l"'&ﬂ Jatmsot
Eam -Elmgrh thoughtfully. “Bot as the

excollent and ridiewlous Laocoon re-
vuarkfully obsorved to the p rois
A'rojuns, it iz necessary to fear the
l!ﬂti{mmml Creeks when they offer
‘I- Hu“‘
¥ Harry Wharion Iaughed.
“Well, I don't see how Polk could

have sany axo to grind in making that
offor, Inky. If he doesn’t keep his word
we shall E'aw to ring up tho boardiug-
Lousa, ™

“ Hallo, halh}, halio ! Thcre's
Echmu“' said Baob.

Schan ke{rﬁnnd the dmr of Lis
ﬁﬂ‘:m‘ and out into the patio.

“ Bay, sl:m ginks 1" he called.

The Famous Iive hurried towards him.
The;r glﬂﬂﬂﬂd that Polk had rung up

El ?Wﬂ'ﬂ

*" Pﬂll-r'ﬂ plmnnd_." grunted Mr. Schoatr.
“That [at gmh 1w DKL You goys want
to go to rooat,

*Oh, good " said Harry., *“Did B
Polk say that Bupnier was at the
boarding-hionse B

Mr. Behoote wae Lorning back iota his
offico. He snswered over his plump
II'lﬂuldEr

“Nope., Hp says he suaed the fat
%’hﬂd.i in Bunset Boulevard, in his anto.
at's O.K, Dopggone hign!”

Slam !

. The oflice door clozed,

“Well, that's s right,” said Bob

Dherry. "If Bunter wes in Sunset

A BIRTIIBAY GIFT ?
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Houlovard, he was bheading for the
hoarding- house I dare oy ho's Hmnn-g
thero long before this  TLet's gp to bed.”

“Let's! agened Nugent.

The juniors procceded to their rooms.
Iarry Wharton going inte the patio $o
call Lord Mauleverer, who was still
saanteciog  under the trees, with Lis
hands in his pockets, and an 1: ression
on hizs fare which indicated that his
thoughts were far away.

“It's all right, Mauly,” said Harry,
tapping his lnrdahlp on the shoulder,

111 E‘h ?u-
seetned to wake up

Lord Mauleverer
from a droam. His amiable face

colourcd faintly as he looked at the
captain of the Removoe.
“I eay, Wharton, old chap,"” ha

T E T “I-=1'vo been thmk:ue:—-—'

“1 knnw' but it's all right,' i
Harzy. “Polk’s ned —

“Polk?™ repoated uloverer.

“Yeos; he's seen the Fl."j’ idipt—-="

Lord Mauleverer !umpﬂ 5

“You cheeky ass!™ he exclaimed.

“Wh-a-ut '

“You thumpi r:g; durngoy I

‘l}hartnn sta

You bowlin' ass!”

:" E:Emdjf———

: on want 1T
;[run-::hu-d:--—-* e

“What on earth—" gasped Harry.

“Haven't you any manners?” de-
manded Mauleverer hotly. *“Haven't
you any spnsef Degad! ‘!r."-:-u cheaky,
fatheadod, burblin® ass——"

Whartor blinked at him in smaze-
mont. Lord Mauleverer was angry, but
what he was angry about, was a maystery
to Wharton,

“ 'What tho thump do you meas:” he
oxclaimed.

“What do

chiceky nosa

you meant”  srapped
Maularaorer. * How dare you uso such an

axpression—especially to me? How dare

DO

this

after
BIR THDAY GIFTS, so _
and put your name down for one. :

TWOPENCGE. .

Don’t de'ay ! _
ands of read-rs all clamouring
WONDERFUL OFFER OF

——

ou speak of hor as n"}'l-".'
Eﬁgmﬁe% m-:.r idiot,

Wharton alumost stagpered.

“EHeri" ho gasped

“I1f you can't speak respectfuily of
Miss Leonora, don’l apeak -:;'F hicr ;g a.!!
¥ou ﬂrl:*ﬂlr ou:.a:d?r o

i tny hati” ed Hlarry,

" Bepad, I'vo g J{ﬁp good raind—"
“Ha, ha, ha " ﬂhrmkad Wharton.

“Look here——"" roared Maulaverer.

“Ha, ha, ha! Ob, my hat! Ha, ha,
l:al' vellod the captain of the Romove.
h!‘fﬂﬂ apeaking of Bunter! Hn, ha,

A

“ Buntoer | ated  DMauleverer
Llankly, E?IdE;(EF; he had not been
%Euni:mg of Bunter himself, and he had
rupposed  Ehai  Wharton's remark
alluded to the subject t.’tmt. WAaS upper-
most in his own uoble mind

”ﬂh crumbs " l.ﬂ- Whartma “uy
thought you were t ahout Bunter
—1 didn't knun—hﬂ. ha.. al

“Why the thump should T ke thinkin'
about Bunter?” defmanded Lord Maute.
verat crossly. 8

“He hasa't come back?

“Hasn't he!"” said Mauly. Apparently,
his lordship had wol even noticed l;ha'l:
Bunter had not come back.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled Wharcon.

“Oh, chuck cacklin'!” said Lora
Ebiaulmemn his noble face crmwmug
‘Euthpr Buntar { Who's botherin' about
Bunte® I was thiokin'—i mean, I
thoughb—"

“Ha, ha, ba "

“0Oh, shut 1l{l 1" said Lord Maulcverer,
and he stalked away, followed by
another roar from the captain of the
Eempve.

{Dentinued on next page.)
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Works the Oracle!
o H, "orikey !" moaned William

0 George Bunter.

It was morning on the
*  Santa Monica Mountains, On
wooded hilleide and wide canyon and
foaming . torrent, the semi-tropical sun-
shine of Southern California shone
brightly. In the narrow, rocky.gulch
in the hedrt of the hills, tho sunlight
streamed down, but it brought no
comfort to the Owl of the Remove.

He blinked out df the open doorway
of tha jacal in which he had snored on
the ragged blankets through the night.
Ehe-mig;ht that met his gaze was not
hopeful or encouraging, ;

At one end, the gulch was closed by
precipitous rocks. At the lower end it
was barred by thicketa that looked in-
penctrable. 1w sides were steop and
rugged. Four or five rough jacals, or
huts, were there, of the roughest
materials, mere hovels, hastily . and
carclessly constructed. At s camp-fire

before the huts, two men were seated at

breakfast, One of them was Slick
Wilson, whom Bunter had seen the
night before; the other & Mexican,
whom Blick addressed as Diego. WNo-
body else was to be seem in the gulch;
Gomez and the others were gone,

Bunter was not aware that the gang
worg rum-runners, or bootleggers.
he knew that they were smugglers of
soma gort, and that goods, brought by
motor-boat to the cove on the shore of
the Pacific, were secretly carried up to
this _hidden den in' the hills. 'That
knowledge made hind aware that he was
in lawless and desperdite hands, '

Tha two ruffians who remained at the
camp looked rough and brutal encugh
to terrify 2 more eourageous fellow than
Bunter. 'But Bunter wds thinking, at
that moment, lesa of his danger, than of
the awful state of famine ha was in,
The smell of cooking had an almost
overpowering effect on the OQwl of the

emove, .

The looks of the two bootleggers were
not encouraging. -But Billy Bunter,
after blinking at them uneasily for soms
tinie, rolled cut of the jacal at last, He
simply had to have something to cat,
and these unspeakable beasts did not
me;m- to care whether he was hungry or
nat., ] '

“ G-g-g-good-morning 1
Bunter, - - ;

The Mexican stared at Iiim, and took
no other heed. 8lick Wilson
* FHungty ? he asked.

angry ' he asked. .

:"'lii'h. dear! Yﬂﬂ.I ﬁ:;ful i

guess we ain’t paid to feed i
remarked Wilson, “hﬂt. I’'m sure a ci'::da

atummeﬁe!i

hearted galoot.” You can feed, fatty.”

It was not a gracious invitation, but
it was good enough for Bunter. Ho'sat
on a rock near the fire and tucked in,
The food was coarse, but anything in the

nature of foodstuffs was welrome to the
famished Owl of the Remove just then. .

Beans and bacon and sausages vanished
&t 4 great rate, and Bunter was soon
feeling better. But he had not eater’
more than enough for three, when Slick
Wilson atﬂpged im. :

Lot up!™ he said. “T guess we ain't
running & special  pack-train to bring
food up here for you, you darned lobo-
woli ! Let upl¥ ' -

:I say, I'm awfully hungry—» -
I puess I maid lot up!” snarled

Wilaon.
“Ow! Yesl AN right! Certainly!™

gasped Bunter, ,
And he "let up ? promptly, .. . .
The medl over, the two' hootleggors
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But-

gave him. 10 3
: _ guing to be kept a prisoner.
" what had nearly happened to Coker of

lounged about, 8lick Wilzon zmoking a
pipe, Dego-rolling end smoking in-
cessant cigarettes, - Billy Bunter rolled
away towards the thickets that barred
the lowgr end of the gulch, and Wilson's
voice rapped out:

“Bay, you gink [ ¥

“Oh!” Bunter spun round. *Yes!”

“(zit back into your quarters !”

Y1—1 say—" T :

Blick Wilson slid his hand into his
hip-pocket . and, to Bonter's: horror,
produced a Colt revelver. - Like a fat
rabbit making for its burrow, ‘Bunter
bolted back into tha hut,

“You agk for it again, and you'll
sura. gibt 1t, where you live!” growled
Wilsan,

Billy Bunter was not likely to ask for.

;'_It- again. Ho remained quaking in the
uk.
The morning hours passed drearily to

thoe Owl of the Remove.

Slick Wilson end Diego sat down to
smoke and play cards to pass the time.
Thers was no sign of the other members
of the boot-legging gang returniog.
But from rermarks dropped by the two
ruffians, Bunter elucidated that they
expected their associantes at nightiall.
The " goods,” whabtever they were, were
to be taken away undsr cover of night,
and Bunter gathered that they were to
be taken down to Los Angeles. And he
wasd oot long left 1n ignorence of the
nature of the goods. oth. the thugs
paid frequent wisits to the huts, emerg-
ing thersfrom with fushed faces and
&% strong scent of liquer.

Bunter discerned that kegs and cases
were packed in. the Bimsy buildings.
Ho knew already that the gang were
smugglers, and now ke guessed what it
was they smuggled. Gomez’'s gang was
one of the ten thousand hoot-legging
gnngs called into existence in the United

tates by the Probhibition laws,

All along the American coasts, both
the Atlantic and the Pacific, were
similar ;gu 3, g&ctive in defcating the
Volstead -Act, smuggling forbidden
liquor into the country that was - sup-
posed to be “dry. It was, indeed,
through supplying him with unlawful

liquor, that Gome: had first come into

touch with Myron Polk, tho Periection
star, though Bunter was not aware of
that. .
Buntar's ’_c.hnught:t 23 ho watched thea
hoot-leggers, and listened to their talk,
wero not sgrocable, . )
What his fate was to b was not clear
him ; bus it was obvious that he was
From

to

the Fifth, and from what the *boot-
leggers said in hi= hearing. he krew that
ha was to be sent aboard the rum-
runni steamer next time it come.
That the boot-leggers themselves counld
have any object i thus kidnapping him,
was impossible, anl it was clear even to
Bunter’s obtuse mind that somebod
wag behind them—that they wero pai
by somebody who had an implacable
enmity for tha Greyfriars party.

- Bunter could guess who that was.
Behind the rum-runnoers was the hand of
the Perfection star. - Coker of the Fifth,
and Lord Maulavere:, were the special
objects of Myron Polk’s bitter enmity ;
but that he aimed to avenge himself on
the whaola Emrt% was clear tfrom the fact
that so insignifican. a member of it as
Bunter had bean seizea

" 0Oh erumbs 1" groaned Bunter,

Nowhere on the horizon was a bright
spot. There was ne _help, no rescue, and
no possibility of escape. - Bunter had to
wait where he was, till the rumh-running
steamer came again, and then he was to
bao shipped away—where! - He could not

even guess. And the samea fate was in-
tended - for Harry Wharton & .
That, indced, did uot worry Bunter sp
much as his own fate. Had the whole
arty, with the exception of Bunter,
ullen into lawless hands, tha Owl of the
Remove could bavs borne it with sofe-
thing- like fortitude. But when William
George Bunter himself was in such &
strait, matters wers undoubtedly serious,
_ Liberal draoghta of boot-leg liquor
in the morning hours were not improv-
mg the temper: ot the two rufisns.
-They were quarrelling over the cards,
and muttering threats and curses, Billy
Bunter quaked with the apprehension
Ei?a.t their ill-humour might turn upon
im.

Diego, with & string of Spanish caths,
threw down tho cards ak last, -

“Carambo! I play no moral™ he
snarled,

“Buit yourself, you durned gresser!”
growled Slick Wilson, .

Diego scowled at him blackly, and
lounged awdy, the other ruffan jeering
him as he went. '

Billy Bunter's little round eyes
gleamed behind his big spectacles.

A sudden ‘thoug! * ‘had Aashed into his
fat brein, 2

He gave a fat little cough,

“Carambo! You cheat, you Ameri-
can dog ! :

Slick Wilson jumped up, red with
rage. If that voice was noi Diego's, it
was exsotly like Diego's wvoice; and
Slick Wilson had no suspicion that he
was entertiining &  ventriloguist
Unawarog. - 3

“What's that, wou reaser 7
roared Slick, and he mfﬁkf rgush after
tha Mexican. ;

Bunter shivered with excitement, The
two-half-intoxicated brutes were already
on the verge of a quarrel, and the in-
tervention of the (ireyfriars ventrilo-
quiet gave it the finishing touch.

Diego was going into one of tha hu
for moure liquor. He beard the woice.
that sounded a0 like hia own, and stared
rouwnd, wondering who had epoken.:
Sliek  Wilson  grasped him by the
shoulder end swung him round. :

“Carambo! Hands off I snarled the
Mexican,

“You figure you can eall ma & cheat,
vou crawling half-breed?” roared

Vilson. .
“Fool of & gringo! T did not!"
“Hearch mo! idn’t I hear youi"

shonted Blick furiously, and with his
open hand, he struck the Mexican across
his swarthy face, sending him recling to
the ground. -

‘The Mexican bounded up like a
reaching for the knife in his belt,

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter. :

He watched the scene, fascinated by
horror and fear,

tiger,

The Mexican was springing on his
gumlate.hkn!:fa in hand. ick Wilson:
ack,

i;umpec!_ 2 rabbing the ravolver
rom his hip-pocket. o
“Dro 1 h» roared. G
"Th. ﬁaxican stopped, eowed by  tho,
levelled revolver. The knife clatie
from his hand to thr rocky ground. Ha
stood, panting, eyeing the American lika
a demon. '

8lick picked up the knife. and tossed
it away over the rocks. Then he thrust
the revolver back to his hip.

“MNow, you durned dg.mu.ser *  he
roared. And he advanced savegely on
thea Mexican, who, egually savage and
infuriated, met him more than half way.
In a moment they were bghling bereely.

Billy Bunter blinked at them. His
fat hoart was beating wildly. The
Mexican was fightine like ¢ wildeat;
but the more powerful American drove

him back under e raiu of blows. Every,
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moment ey seie faether and farther
from the hut wher the Dwl of the
Remove corouched. watching them In
el rar

‘The Greyirwors ventrileguist had suc-
ceeded better than he h:g —with
the gd of the posonous liguer the two

brutes had beou comsuming. Durning
with rage and eamuty. ¢ bad fer-
rotten  Bunter. no. thet he had

s ohance the fat junio- hesitated to
take advan of it.

The two ruffians clinched., and rtolled
struggling to the rock ground, Bunter
serewing up his courage, forced himaeli
to an efort.

Ho crept from vhe jacal.

Once outside he eau for 6. The rust-
ling of the thickets as Bunter forced his
way through, passed unheeded by the
two suvapge wretches who were fighting

like wildd beasts. Pasting, gasping,
vaking with terror. Buoter burst
through the screen of thickets, and

found himself or the open hillside.

He gave s wilt blink round him.

To his eyes th hils scemed pathloss.
To find his way to the jocation
was a thatter ol ehance Bul be could
put & safe distance betwéen himsaelf and
the den of rum-runners, and that Bunter
proeseded to d-

" He ran and ran, stumbling, talimg,
picking himself up again, and pantin
an, ot 1ill he wa- uftorly exhaust

did Buuter sto  ard the. be erawled
anto & chrapy of bushes that concealed
him, as he lay down to gasp for breath.

“Oh crikov ¥ gasped” Bunter, taking
out » handkerchief and wiping his per-
spiring briw.,  “Thank negs ['ee
dodged them! 1IF it hadn't have been
for my venbri‘onuiam 1 don't know what
would hare happenes! OF course. if it
Liad been o case of one man againat one
there would have been n very different
talo to toll*

And Bunter waited, hoping for the

hest,

q

.'}:I
L ,;‘f
Lt

* hat do you moan, Mauleverer?*
said Bob Cherry. ** Do you want me
19 come for a walk with you, or not % *
* Yaas, old chap. But—-="" * You dg,
and you don't ? ** asked Bob, sareastiogily.
* Yaas.” ™ Well, as | can”t make head
ar tail ot that, I'H elear,” said Bob. * If
you want to sneak oft by yoursell, sneak
eff, and be hiowed to woul®

THE NINTH CHAPIER,
Awkward |
& TUNG fo. a wale, old chap ¥
Q [ 1 Enm. i=

“omd - YWhich way shall
we goi" asked Bob Cherry

cheoraly,
“Oh1” said Lo Mauleverer,
He paused, :
A "shot had boen taken on the Per.

fection location  The sceno that Bunter
had iled the previou day had been
fil with prea: suw Harry
Wharton, in the roe of the schoolboy
resoder, had score qui s kit, and the
Lovely Leonora, m the character of rhe
schoolmaster's prett  daughter, bad been
duly rescuod from the torreat, and che
eallpnt rescué duly recorded on the film.

Now the QGreyfrinrs fellows were at
liborty, and wore. variously occupied.
Coker & Co. had pgone off to Hante
Monica to lunch there and stroll by the
seaside.  Harry Wharton was studying
a special part, which he had to **talk
fatar. Hurree Jamset Bam Singh wos
basking in the brilliant supshine. which
alm recalicd the sun blaze of his
native land Trank Nugent end Johnuy
BuH were in a boat on t%m stream in the
canyon, The Bounder had disappeared
from sight. and some of the other fellows
more  than  suspocted that he was
engaged in a gama of draw poker with
s Perfection mon.

Fisher T. Fish, scated on a beoch wn
the ' patic of the ranch bouse, was
meking abstruse caloulations of the
emount of mopey he had spont since
leaving Greyfriars, muoch worried be-
causp there was a sum of five ecnts for
which he could not account. Fizshy went
through his accounts again and again
in search of -the alusive twoponce half-

nny. What bad become of it beat

im to a frazela, He knew that he could
not have lent it f{o anybody—that was
extromely unlikely, He knew that he

{See Chapler D.)

could eot hawe given 1t to anybody—
that was sbeolutely imposaible. With
s stump of pencil, a wrinkled, bony
brow. and the air of a fellow who meant
to do or die [Fisher T. IMish worried
and worried through his seccounts, de-
termined to track down that missing
sum or perish. Bob Cherry, with time
on his hands strolled about #il] he saw
Yord Mauvloverer starting oo a walk,
and then he joined him

A slizht embarrassment in Maulp's
manner was visible, but Bab did not
take any head of it. It did net ocour
to him that Mauwleverer oould tave any
special reason for wanting to go on 2
ramble alone. Mauly wns generally
8 gregarious fellow. and so was Pob;
nnﬁ se Mauly was going for & walk,
Egﬂurally Bob dropped into pace beside

L.

Mauiy paased, started, poused again.:
and startod apein. There was an up-
paual colour in Manlv's cheeks. Ile was
silent; but that did oot matber, az Bob
cheerily talked enough for two.

They wzlked down the canyon to the
rood, Mauly pgoing slower and slower,
and Bob good-naturedly accommodating
his pace to the progress of his lagping

fordship.
At & point where a path turned off
Maulevorer

the road into the hills

el :

I%.dm;mﬂ nizo. By this time it had
dawned upon him that there was some-
thing peculiar in Mauly's manner.

He looked et him inquia-i:ﬁlg. Under
his inquiring gaze Lord sulevorer's
colour -:Ie-apﬁ-mﬁ etill more.

“ Apything up. old bean ™ asked Rob.

“Upi repaumd Mauleveror vaguely.

“Yes What's the jolly old trouble?"

“Trouble™ murmured Manleverer,

“Thinking out some giddy problemat™
ssked Bob more and enove surprised.

iContinged on page 16.)

Tag Macrcr Lineasr.—Ne. 1,102
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(Contraued from page 13y

“Problem ™ stammered Mauly.

“’"ﬁiﬂy’m nob giving you
Y ST SR

I 'I%m@tpﬁmtﬁ&rhﬁ

WE’.{], ArG we gmng on, Of 4
o staying here wa oot 1
ie—the fact B gtammered

-rl-
ugh it upt said Bob ecopourag-
* Blessed ¢f 1 can make you out
l oan sep that
ﬁwr cheat.

ingly.
Lﬂi moreing, Mauly.
vou've something

w old ‘Edh-nnt:z Bl.rﬂl
'I:IJE fact is—"

Trf again (™ said Baob, “Eﬂ,‘p O
:ﬂaghmg and vou'lt mg‘h up the
La, m the fong run ™ L
OU—FOU—FON SBE—

Y don’t 1 cominded Rob, “Vou're
not off your ;ni!idold rodeer, by any
chance, are you, Muaulyt®

"!liunnﬁ,

“Nn insanily i your inmilr. I hiopet”

Bob, syrapsathet
n't be' an “am

“Wall, then, if there i-an‘ i.‘!-mﬂ oot
ag if there m‘:&," aiagr Fﬁi’-ﬁ{:d g I..e::;i’s
gﬂ'ﬁ going. eads 0 a 0

apot in the giliar-a- sort of glen. E

’"I% he  fadt  is—"" Wadoyeror
rerpinioenced,

“My ondy liat1” said Rob

Lord Mauleverer stood whire ho was,
Riished and disromfited. At long last
& suspicion foroad i1tself into Bob's mind,
ond he coloured, too.

“1f you meen that at you don't wank
my company, Mauly he exolaimed.

Not at nﬂ old chap 1™ enid Maunle-
verer hnst:l&n i Mwa.jfa glad of your

€0
“ulﬂnt thore’s a *but® in this casel”

HH:‘"E'E:E _f;nl:ﬂly :

Bob Cherry stepped back, Hé was a
gootd-natured fellow, and oot prons to
take offence; bat the obeious fact—

obvious at last that Mamdevaror u.:lid
not want him was hoth disconcerting
and displeasing He was op tho
friendiiest terms wuth Mauly, and there
was no reason that Bob could Imﬂqil!nﬂ
why Mauly should not want him, Yet
it waa clasr that Mauly did oot

“That's plain enonpgh.” said Bob
g_mfﬂ]. “To-taf"™

“Eold on!t 1 excdaimed Wauleverer, a3
Bob furned to walk back to the loca-
tion. *“TDoo't 'h-a stufly, old bean. 1
don’t recan—*

Bob turned round again.

“What do you meanT” he demanded.
“Do you want mo to come Tor a walk
with sou, or not? [ supposp you oan
tu.ilt tain Qlliélﬂér:ﬂl : ke " :

AR, Bogt—-
“ ¥You do, and vou dea't 1™ msked Bob

ga.g;‘.a.stlmﬂ ¥.

o W-Eﬂ nd T can’t make head oz tail
of that, T olear." sald Bob, “If vou
want to sneak off by vourself, sneak off,
nnd be blowed to you L g

*“Y—1 eay—" sbammersd Maulo-
FOTHr.
Tag Magser Lipeasy.—NNo. H‘E'EL_

Bob Checry strode back towards the
location. Lord Mauweverer gased after
him for some moments, and then ahwig

his wa When Bob glance
ﬂm is shoulder Mauly had dwap-
peared up the steep path that led into
the glen, bBob cave a grunt and
oo his way, irritated, in spita

of sunny good-nature,
Why Mauleverer had wanted to
"gnoak off,” as Bob bad ¢ xf)reaaad it,
by bimsclf was a mystery t was nul:

plogaant for a follow to hﬂ told he

not woeted by a fellow with whum
ko was chummy for no reason that
could be imagined.

Bob, having cothng special to do,
fitered along the sunny eoad, and
stopped to look down across the ter-
raced shore to the beach and the Pacific.
Hanta Monica Bay and the greal ocesn
wore stretohed before his paee, and far
out at sca white sails the wmurky

eteatners dotted the wide
waters. In the clear atmosphere ho
could spe the town of Santa Monice in
the far distance, to the left, and other
scaside rvesorts along the shore of thp
Lay. Bob's gaze dwolt on the vast blue
Pacifio, stretching away to infinity, his
thoughts running -on coral islands. &nd
schoonors, and adeentures at sen Ha
was guddenly coculled to himself b
footstep, and & oheery vowe haili mg
biim ;

"Eﬂ.}". hg EIF

It was the vomo of Miss La Riviere,
and Bob spun ronad aad jerked off has
cHp. movie gﬂ who was Leonora
{a Riviere on the films, and Miss Bnook-
son in private life, gave him & nod aad
5 peal

Bob grinnced bacl cheerily. Al the
juniors liked Leonora, who had a frank
and nnoeremoniovs manner, and reemed
to them a awe, sennible g:r] They had
wondered somotimes. what Leonora
svould think if she lesroed that Mauly
was in 8 stato known as “spoony ' on
her sooount. And they had o doubt
that she would he “tickled to death.”
an ghe would havn expresesd it herself.
On the films Leonore was romantie, but
in cenl life she was an excecdingly
praotical voung lady, and there was no
nomeease about her,

“ You seen Mavleverer moseying along
this way. kid?" asked [semnru

Bob started

“ Mauleverer? Oh, yes; he’s gone up

tl;a further on. It leads to a sort
L

“That's it.” said Leonora. “He's
gure honing to show -r.- that ﬁlen. and
I allowad T'd po ‘m [ate,
bub. Bodong!”

Aod with another cheory nod the
movie girl tri on way. leaving
Bob etaring.

“Oh, my hat?" ejaculasted Bob
Cherry.

He grinned

He uodersteed uwew why Maulsverer
had oot wanted his company oo that
moroing ramble It was a case of two
being ooropany, and threp none.

Mauiy bad wot told him that he had
an appeiniment in the gleo with the
ﬁuhum-ha.lrﬁl:! Leanora.  Mauly no
doubt regarded it as romantic, biss
ﬁbﬂmaw obviously didn't. To her
levercr was a nice, weoll-mannered
schoolboy, wh& had done her o pgreat
service—marely that and nothing more.
Ehe- had oo nﬁgmﬂ&n to telling all Los
ngeles that sha was going o view the
g{en with Maul 5.
b chuckled.- G
howling ass!” he said.
Miss La ﬂwmﬂ:t diseppeared up tha

path to the glen. Bob (herey walked
away Lo the location,

But he was #o longer fopling offended s
ho sras ghorthing.

P

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Leonora Chips 1o !

OBD MAULEVERER stood in
the glon, leanlag sgaiast a mom--
grown rock, with . dreamy ex:
prosion oo his amigble face.

s Bk s 0 e ik s

B wa 0 tho road, th the
road wsell was out of sight.

tla waared and watched for the grace-
ful Gigyre of Leonora to come into view.

The expression on Mauleverer's fapo
would probabiy have lmm:u damnﬁﬁl b
any Groyfriars follow as “monn ;
was dreamy aond rcapt. h!laujr WAB
thinking—o! lLegnora. of cuurss  He
was engagped 0 moptal calculations—
of a vers differant Lind 'rom those that
abeorbed Lhe faculties of Fisher L. Fish,
That {eonoca was older than himesolf,
Meuly koew must be the cass. Bual
liow much oider was she! Was she so
much older as to make his dovetion p
lir.l:.h} absurd? He had pakod Whaston's
opiion, and Vharton had opined thrg
Leorora wos about twenly-five Johan
Bull bad stated that with 50 @uch
makau oh her face she might be any-

l.‘;i twonty o scventy, for
anything h:ﬁ Foliow ﬁ;ﬂd Mﬂh Both
ﬂpmmn annoyed u hen tm
mooted the subject with tﬁa Hounder,
Verpoa-dmuth sand, without besitataon,
t!urt fve. He narrowly escaped &av-

is noze punched.

Tv.—a-nt-r at the most, Mauly thought—

ninetesn only -
teen! But. after all. twenty-five was a
moe wge. S4ill, thore was a lot of d:{
Ference botween Gfteen and u-'mt{ Ve
Mauly could not help realising that

It was a deﬁ;ﬂﬂ unportant guestion ;
for -H-I-[‘Eﬂ-dj" idea was foating io
Mauly's su=ceptible mind that lLeonors
was in only possible candidate for the
heart, hand, and carddom of Masle-
verer. Already Hnuljr ¢ thoughts were
running oo & m%. engagement.  Aa
Wauly was etill a optboy., and in dhe
Lower Fourth Form. it was cbvious that
the engagement—if any—would bave to
Le & faicly long cne

With theso immrt.nm mattots umupr-
ing his mind, Maulsverer was aot likely
to give much atteotion to his surround-
iLgs. He was not aware that vwo

cough-looking fellows were approaching
him till they eame wote bis sight sud-
dﬂnldr Then thoy were too closp at

to be avorded.

One of them was Joso (Gomoz; the
other was another Mexican, a “tough *
of Bpanish Town.

Mauleverer stared at them as chey
stopped directly bafore him, but without
any sign of alarm. He recogmised
Gomer at once Bs the hmllgan whe had
attacked Coker of the Fifth at Holly-
wood. and who. according to Coker's
story, hed made him a prisoner in the
Santa Monica hilla. ‘I'ﬁat bhe was in
danger Mauleverer saw at once; but the
rascals had found in him a customer
very differant from Billy Bunter.

von the thought of lLeonors was
driven from his mind as the two Mexi-
cans closed in on him Mauly carried
a light cane undur his arm, and bhe wlid
it mtu his hand %o use as n weapon if

needed.-
E:mnd back,
mer grin
“Sencr, 1 have been looking for you,”
he raid, *“You more any of tho
ntiﬁra, carambo! ¥Wou will coma
us. Z

£

ease 1 he said qﬂwﬂ:
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%I ehall do nothin’ of the kind!”
answercd Mauleverer., eoolly.. “ And if
you lay & finger on me, you rascal, look
out for yourself ! &1

#“Take him, Ramon,” said Gomez.

Ramon stepped up to Mauleverer and
grasped him ﬁ'-th& arm ; he did not
scem to expect any resistance from a
schoolboy.

The next moment he was undeceived,
however. . | 2% p ’
. Mauleverer slashed at him with his
cane; and Ramon staggered back, with
& fearful yell, as he caught the slash full
acroas his swarthy face.  He stumbled
avar a rock and went with a crash to
the ground. - ¢ 5o
“Madre de Dies{" hissed Gomez.

~. He sprong at the schoolboy earl and
grasped him in his powerful hands.
" Mauleverer struck again with all his
strength, and Gomez uttered a howl of
paia under the slash. But the next
moment the cane was torn from Mauly's
grasp, and he was strugglihg ineffectu-
ally -in the brawny grasp of the boot-

El}rl L i
" Ramon stnggcrcli to his feet, spatter-
ing out Spamizh oaths. . He rushed to
the aid of his associate. F
.Mauleverer had .no chance in _ a
struggle with the two ruffians, but he
put up a determined fight. Overwhelm-
ing as the odds were, they found him
a very different proposition from
Bunter. s
“But his resistanco was unavailing.
Querpowered . by sheer strength and
brutality, Mauleverer was grasped L;g
both arms, pinioned and helpless. Wi
savagé o&ths, the two Mexicans began
to drag him away up the steep glen..

There was a pattering of running feet
o the lower. path. It was at that
moment that Leonora came in sight.
- Say, you guys!”

Gomez and Ramon stopped and stared
round. They had been am;i;in ~shout
the vicinity of the location, locking for
a chance of seizing some straggler from

the Qreyfriars party, and certainly had.

never dreamed that Mauleverer was
there to keep an appointment.  The
sight of Leonora waa disconcerting to
the bootleggers. They did not want
any witnesses to the dastardly work
they were carrying out for the dis-
tled Perfection star.

“CaramboI' muttered
savagely.

Mauleverar gasped.

Gomez

¥ 8top!” he called out breathlessly.
“Q@o away! Go awayl Run awany at
onece, Miszs La Riviere! For goodness’

snke, go away "
Leonora did not heed Mauleverer’s
elarmed entreaty, or the threatening

logks of the bootleggers. She came on
quickly. Something gleamed in her
hand as she ran on the scene: and

Mauleverer reazlised, with a startled
shoek, that it was a revolver.

Evidently Leonora was not a timid
and shrinking creature. .

# Away with you, fool of a woman
snarled (zomez. *'IF you dare to meddle
here—"" :

“Can it 1" interrupted Leonora cheer-
fully. “8ay, what sort of 8 pesky thug
dp you call yourself, anvhow? Let up!
You hear me, toob?"” . :

“And the movie girl raised the revolver
and levelled it at the two bootleggers,
who held Mauleverer in their grasp, .

I|ZII

.¥¥You want to let up on that guy,”

said  Leonora, with perfect coolness—
“and you want to do it quick! You
gat me, fellor? I puess if you don't
lay op like a pood little man I shall
fmm & dead men on these here rocks!
h Fean business—and don't you forget
it! R ) iy R

The movie girl's hand was steady, and

her dark eyes gleamed ovor the levelled
revalver, . S

Mauleverer gazed at her in wonder.

Under the romantie delusion that.he
was in love with Leonora, Mauly had
many times pictured himself rescuing
her from deadly perils. . But certainly
ke had never pictured her rescuing him.

Tho state of alfairs was certainly not
what it should have been. Still, it was
very fortunate for Mauleverer. that
Leonaora was a resplute young woman,
and not a timid, shrinking miss. For
there was no dﬂui:!: that the two ruffians
had Mauly at their mercy, and that they
wera dauntcd and scared by Leonora’s
i gun‘l‘l -

“You hear me yaup?' snapped
Leonora. “Let up on that guy!
Pronte " '

(3omez and Ramon glared at her
savagely, But the revolver daunted
them, and they roleased Mauleverer.

Bmuggling forbidden liquor was their
business, and Myron Polk's pay had
turned them into kididsppers, but beyond
brutality they dared not go. Gomez,
indeed, was capable of using his knife
on &n enemy on & dark night and in a
seoret place—and probably had done so
mora than once. But even if he had
thought of using that weapon now the
revolver would ga.va stopped him.

‘Both ‘the ruffians cowered a::ag from
the levelled firearm and the steady eyes’
that looked over it .

Had Leonora shown any sign of fear
the ruffiana might have rushed on her,
seized . the pistol, and driven her off
the scene with blows. Bub there was
no sign of fear about the movie girl.
Her manner was o0l and contemptuous,
end she ovidently feared the two
Mexieans no mora than sha would have

- fegpred & couple of rats—perhapsz less.

With black, scowling brows, the

Mexicans released Mauleverer and
backed away. . i

“That's the music!” said Leonora
coolly. “You want to beat it, you two
hoboes, and wou want to beat 1t
sudden! You hear me? Get out of ity
you pesky thugs! Search mel I ain't

waiting long for you to vamoosze !”
“h, begad !" murmured Lord Maule-
verer. ' ' : :
Gomez and Ramon, muttering curses,
retreated up the path, eyeing Leongra
malevolently and the revelver uneasily.
At a little distance they turned into
an opening of the rocks and disap-
peared.
Leonora lowered the revolver. ;
“Quick ! she breathed. “Come on,
Il:id:!! We want to go while the going’s
good.”
“QOh, gad ! gasped Mauleverer,
Leonors grasped his arm and led him
away hurriedly down the path. Maule-
verer went like a fellow in & dream.
“Puck up, kid!” =zaid Leonora.
“Yaas!" gasped Mauleverer.
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gasped Mauleverer, “Begad! Would

—would you raa.]l;l’ have fired on them,
Miss La Riviere?’

*1 sure would if the gun had been
loaded I answered Leonora cheerfully.

Meauleverer jumped.

* Wasn't it loaded 7 he stutterad..

;" Not likely I"* said Leonora, laugh-
ing. “It's sure a movie gun, and I
gueszs 1t's never been loaded %n its lifg 12

“Oh, gad!* . v

“I was jest bluffing them hu‘hug,ée,fi:
said the movie girl. “That's why I
made you beat it—reckoned they might
guess. But they was sure too scared
af the gun to tumble.” And Leonora
laughed again. “8ay, kid, what did
them hoboes want, anywiy 7" :

“They wera going to take me away,
into the hills,” said. auleverer.
* Goodness knows why! It must be the
game gang that got- hold of Coker—he
said that Gomez was one of them.”

“¥ou kids have sure wole up 8 lot
of hornets,” said Leonora. "1 guess
gﬂu_wnnt to stick to the location, kid.

ut don't you ba zscared. T'll sée you
sin’t hurt.’ _

“0Oh, begad! gasped Mauleverer,
“Really, you know—-="

“Wa want to beat it back to the loca~
tion,” said Leonora. “I guess we ain’t
going for a walk "with them jaspers
loafing around.”

“Yans,” said Mauleverer, and he
walked along the rosd by the side of
thoa movie girl. “IT—I say, Miss La

Rivierg. I—I'm no end obliged !
“Forget 1t,™ sa1d Leonora.: .
“But you really saved me [rom thosze

rotters, you know. )

“1 sure did,” agreed Leonora, .
“"You've an awful lot of pluck,” said

Manleverer—""as—as plucky as—as you

are beautiful, Miss La Riviere ¥ -
“My,” said Leonora, *that’s real

nice, kid! You sure can throw a com-
pliment ! Of course, you don't mean it,

but it's real nice I”

“Tiut T do mean it !" persisted Maule-

verer. “T've never eecn anybody so
be?’l’rtifu]. if—if you'll allew mae to say
g0 ! :

Leonora glanced at him. )

“I'll allow you to say so to all Helly-
wood. kid,” she answered. “I sure
would like you to make Rigg Schoots
think so. He might give me one of
tha parts he keeps for Janet Jooce, My,
wouldn't that be the grasshopper’s
whizkers I -

“You're Fond of .the films?” asked
Manleverer, rather wietfully. :

He was wondering whether the movia
gir]l would ever be induced to give up.
the pilctures to become chatelaine of
Mauleverer Towers. ;

“Not so all-fired fond of them,” ex-
plained Leonora. “ But they're tea and
toast, you know. A girl must live, and

(Continued on next page)

They hurried
down tho steep path
and reached the
road.. There
Leonora stopped to
telke breath., . . |

“0. K, ghere I ghe
said. “ There's cars
passing every other
minute, and I guess
those guys =ure

won't want to horn Balance hy Eas
) y Monthly
in where they can FPayments,  Money re-

be seen. Say, bo,
wa'va been lucky 1
The moyia girl
chuckled, “1 guess
I had them scared
gtiff with this gun—
what 1"
*You hkad”l
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I surp wuust pay my board {il I get
marcied.’”

Mauleverer breathed bard. Leonora
bad come Lo the very subject that was
ilppuru{sal in Mauly’s mind. :

d%ags,  But—but you will—wil]l—
marry some day!” gesped Maulevergr,
with &8 face like & bectroot. _

Now was the time to hint at » long

an.gmsmént.

Sure!" said Leonora. ™1 sure hope
qp, kid. I pguess DPeter will be some
dissppointed # 1 don't"

Meuleverer jumped. -
“ Petar 1 ho sard blankiy.
“Yop! Poter's my besv.”
= Vour — your — your  beau ¥
Maulevercr, - - .
“Yep! Hro'sa Jooker, is Peter.”
said Deonore sottly. “But hoe ain't
Ho's st Los

rﬂﬂinlg' in dust ryet
.ﬁ.HEzP en." .
arth and sky end ses swam round

Loard Maulovarer.
This was the firet ho had heard of

caid

Peter. Really, Mauly -migit have
ﬂﬁsﬂd that thore was & Peter, but ho
mdi’t. :

His romantic thonghts had Leen cons
eentrated on the Lovily orn. and he
had nover even dreamed of the possi-
bility of o Peter, ;

He cpmo to himasclf, from a sort of
teance, to disoover that l<onors was
holdipg out somsthing for iy inspection,

Yt was & photbgraph in a locket. T

#s the photograph of o Foung mam

nora evidently considered a hfﬂ-ﬂﬂ-
Jooker, but who ecemed to Tord Maunle-
verer to hava a most unpleasant Eaco.
Porhaps baunly ot the mbment was pro-
judiced. y .

“That's Peter,” said T.conora.

“Oh 1" pasped Maunleverer

“You'd tike Pater,” said Leonors.

Lord Mauloveror pubted it. .

“YTou—vou—you'ro ongaged to—to—
to- Peter 7" he stuttered

“Bura! He's my beaw”

“Oh 1" said Beuleveror. .

f.eonora put the locket away and
looksd at Mauly with somo concern.

“You sure look poeved."” she said.
“¥You're upset. . Them hoboes handling
you that-n.way, poor kid! Come on!
Lot’s get, back to the location!™

How Lord Mauleversr reached tho
location ho never guite knew., All he
knew was that the whole firmament was

darkened bv the oxietence of an
obnoxious Pater who wes at Los
Aogeles. Pelker had burst op him sod-

denly like n bolt from the blus, shat-
tering poor Maul¥'s romantic dreams at
one fell swoop. When Yeonora lelt him
Maeverar gazed after her with sad
renunciation. Like & lion in the path
gtood Pefer, Manleverer's romantie
vistons had, so to speak, petercd ont.

FEF S e |

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
-Mr. Schooilz Is Wrathy !

1 TIFF " zaid Hiram K. Fish.
G “Jost guf 1" agreed Mr.
Rigr Bchootz.

Hp waved a podey hand,
and Hiram E. Fixxh waved a bony hand,
dihm.issi‘? $ho maltior,

Dut Harry Wharlon was not {0 be
dismissed. | _

Lord Maulevercr's adventure in tho
hills was known to all the juniors now,
and ther had made up their minds that
the matter was serious, and that some-
thing had &0 bo done. Ho the captain
of the Remove presonted himsolf togthe
two directtrs, who were smoking alter-
lunch eigars under a treo in the patio.

Neither Mr. Fish nor Mr. Bchootz

Tae Macrker Liemany.—No. 1,102

wanted to bo bolhered. Bub they had

to be bothered, and thit was that,

“Sorry ! sard Wharton,  “But we've
talked this over, and we think—"
“¥You ain't here to think!" declared
Mr. Fish. ]
“¥ou euraly ain't!™ assented Mr.
Schootz, “You're here to make vour-
self useful,  And you sure won't make
yourself useful by digging up & police
ease, aud bringing s mob of cops along.
No, sir. If you know o3 much as 1?&
abont American police methods, you'd
be a3 glad aa 1 am to keep cops &t &
eafe distance. We'zo here to take pic-
turés, not to provide Los Angeles papers
with a story. Forget it, and now jest
beat it, scel” .
Wharton stood his ground.

“That viflain Gomez 13 hanging
about this place—" hs said.

“ Lat him.*

*He got hold of Mauleversr, and

would have dregged him away into the
ifls—> :

“Well, Lhe dida't get home with it,”
asld Me, Schoolz. * "You kids keop
close in camp, seel Keep out of mis-
chief,” | -

“I'm anxzious ahout Bunter,”  said
Harery. ' -

M. Bchoots sported,

“You'll sure have reason o be

aunxieus about that fat gink when I get
# holt on him,” he said,
% Can  it, kidl” said Me. Fish.
“ Bunter's at _the boarding-housze in
Hollywood, Polk saw him going thers
{ust ovoniog.”

“I'd lika to telephone fo the hoard-
ing-liouse and make sure, ot least,” said
Harry. . . o

“QOh, phone if you likel™ said Mr,
fchootz. “Any old thing, so long as
you stop chewing the rag.” _

arry Whatrton left the directors and
went to Mr, Bchootz's office, Since the
attempted kidvapping of Blauleverer,
following so elosely on Coker's similar
experience, the junwors were uneasy
about Bunter. ‘},{ha_? hiad taken it for
anted that he wes ot tho boarding-
ouse at Hollywood, #3 Mr, Polk had
stated that be had eten him on Sunset
Boulevard. But it was growing clear
to Harry Whatton & Co. that the Grey-
friara party wore the objects of an
enemy's machinations, and they guessed
apourately that thet e¢nemy was the
Perfeciion star.

If Polk, as they could not holp eus.
ﬁting, was behind the attack on Lord

uloverer that morniog, it was -
siblo that the same gang might have
soized on Bunter, in which case Polk’s
statoment that he had seen the fat
junior in Heollywood wes false. It was
just such & statement as ho would make,
to throw suspicion off tho scent. Hea
Lhied nob said that Bunter was af Long
Beach House, but that he-had passed
him on the boulevard, & statement that
could not be disproved by inguiry;
unless Bunter®was found. If anything
had happened to Bunter o the hills
Polk's statoment was dosigned to lead
and search in ¢

suspicion wIiong
direction.

The matter could bo schiled by
phoning Mr. Coot at the boarding-

house. Having obtained Mr. Schootz's
permission, Harry rang up Long Deach

House. ; :
Me. Coot answered him on the phone.
““Is Bunter with you now, Mr, Cootf"
asked Ha.Err.
“* Nope."'

“Has he besn back since wo came
awayi”

“ Hao surg has not.”

“He hasn't "been to ILong Beach
Boarding-House et all sinee we came
out to location.”

- " Nope,” . B
Wharton hung up, with & contracted

brow. That potnt was settled pow, and

he returced to the patio, The two Per-

fection . directors eyed him impatientiy
a3 he came up, _
Harry could guite undarstand their

unwillingnesa to be bothered by & police
tnvestigation. It meant wasto of Eimo
and money, & lot of trouble, and delay
in the “shouting.” But it could no
tbg.i:aipa!:; If Buoker was in bad t?.mliaqu,

matier wad more important thou
the bilg school flm, or any other Blm
turned out by the Perfection Picture

Eyq%imba.
“¥ou aiming to chew the rag somo
more " snapped My, Schoote

“ Bunter's not beon back to Loug
Begch Howse," said Harry.

“Then I guess he's someowhers else.
He was seop in Hollywood last ovening,
an;rhutv.” :

i {:m tg:-t. mru}]ui ti_ijsltﬁ" ﬂ:uﬂif{ ,.H“"T'

“You know what said 1" smapped
sehi d rath

“I'd rather not say enything about
Mr. Polk. Bunter can't lﬂgjuham
i Hollywood. He Lss no money.”

“1 guess the fat gink may hare lost

hirmenlf somewherci” grunted M.
Bechoote. ™ What's the odds? Wo don't
want him here.”
%1 know. But we can't leavs him to
it., If he's lost in the hills he must be
found,"” said Hasrry. *If ho's been ool
lared by that villain Gomez, he's got
to' bo got away from thet gang.”

" He ain't lost in the hiils, wlglmap O
telling you he wae seen on SBunset
Boulevard last cvening. Polk saw
him."

*1 don't balipve Pk saw him there,”
said Hnr:; comitg out into the opon
at last. T dog't trust his word.” .

"Great John James Drown!” ejacu-
lated Mr. IMish. .

_ “The Loa Angeles palico ought to be
informed of the stfack on Maulevorer
to-day,” enid IHarry.

"Oi gufi ¥ pgranted Mr. Fish.,
“Mauloverer shoulda’t get into a
rookus with 8 gang of hoboes®

“That fat fool may have lost himself
in the hills,” said Mr. 8chootz. “ Polk
n;zi have soen some gther fat guy he
t for Bunter on Sunget llnufamrd.

I can toll you I'm fed-up with thet guy.
Eli.uu-!;" at the trick he p jﬂﬁ-
2
‘;r[ koow,” said Harry. “He's a

troublesome fool  But if that geaoy
have ﬁgt bold of him—e—"

53 t the pesky thunder should they
weat to get hold of him for!” hooted
Mr., Bchoote. .

“What did they want to got hold of
Coker and Mauleverer for?" answered .
Hn.rrﬂ.

“They sure did not. It's adl gufl.,”

. Schootz was evi doter-
mined not £0 be conwineced. o waved
the captain of the Remaore nw:i;;

Hitherto, Mr. Bohootz had found
Wharton cobedient and respectiul. But
he discovered now that the captain of
the Greylrigrs Remove could be as de-
tormined. as himsalf,

“If you say we're oot to speak to the
police,” said Harry, "we'ro golog io
search for Buotor.”

“Yon sre not!” said Br. BSechoots.
frowning. You'ro wanted for tho
shooting this afterncon.”

" ['m sorcy, but it can’t be helped.
Buater's a dmyfrlnrg man, and we're
not going to lave him to it. It's nokb
his fault, eithor, but thoe fault of the
rascal who has set Ehoss ipans on
to usi™ said Harrr, with o flash in his
ayes, )
}H'r. Bchootz raized e fat hand.

“You -turn up for the shooting this
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afterncon, or there’'ll "be trouble!” he
pronounced.

1 be trouble, then,” said
Harry quietly.

“There'll

And with that he turned away, and
went to rejoin hizs comrades.  Mr.
Schootz glared after him,

The antocrat of the Perfection com-
pany was not secustorned to  backs
answers. But in this case he had to
make the best of it. :

' Heedless of the wrath of Mr.

Schootz, Harry Wharton & Co. left the
location to soarch for Bunter. The
Bounder and Lord Mauleverer went
with the Famous Five. Fisher T. Fish

uessed that he was not taking any.

ut Fisher T. Fish was not wanted.

Seven juniors started on the search, and
when the hour came for the “shooting "
that afterncon, and Mr. Van Duck
velled for the schoolboys, he yelled in
vain, And Mr. Schodtz made remarks
that almost turned the atmosphera blune,
and vowed that he would fire the whole
~aaboodle of them, a drastic step. which,
however, ha lrad no intention of taking.

Leaving Mr. Schootz to “blow off his
mouth,” as much as he liked, Harry
Wharton & Co. went on their way, quite
rezalved that there would be ne more
*“shooting,” so far as they were con-
cerned, till the Owl of the Removo was
found. .

L

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
' Beastly for Bunter [

L W1" gasped Buuter.

0 It was awful luck.

For an hour or more, the

Owl of the Remove had lain

hidden in the elump of bushes, gasping

for breath, aod trembling at every
sound.

In every sticring of a twig, he heard
the footsteps of the pursuing boot-
legmers. . '

ut if Blick Wilsor and Diego had
followed him from the gulch, they had
lost- him, for -only’ the silence of the

The look on the swarthy lace of Gomez
was more than enough te spur Bunter
into activity. Hardly knowing what he
did in his terror, the Owl of Greyfriars
Iowered his head and butted at the
Mexican. Gomez utfered an agonised
gasp as the fat junior’s bullet head smote
him fairly In the pit of the stomach !

desolate hills surrounded Bunter, and be
was, reassured at last.
Hﬂ?jﬂﬁ'_rﬂﬁtﬂd hizs fat limbs, and re-
i

covered his breath, the fat junior pecred
out of his hiding-place, and ascertained
that the coast was clear. Ho crawled
out of the bushes, to make an attempt
to find his way back to Jack-Babbit
Canvon.

Where Jack-Rahbit was, Bunter had
no idea. The hills were ulterly track-
less to him.

But it was uscless to remain where he
was—he had to do something. Bo the
Owl of the Remove plodded along,
blinking to and fro, and round about,
like o frightened rabbit, as he wvent.

He found himself in a steep arrovo,
sloping down between precipitons eliffs.
Bunter was not very bright, but he was
bright encugh to know that a down-
ward path was likely to lead him out
of the bewildering hilla, With renevwed
hope, Buntor ramped down the rugged
ravina. 'Then all of & sudden he halted,
with an ejaculation of dizmay.-

Two rough figurez were coming up
the arroyo from the lower hillside. One
of themy +was Gomez. tho other a
Mexican Bunter had never seen before.

They were at only s short distance
when they appeared among the rocks,
but the descent was so steep, that Bunter
was yards sbove their heads. He saw
them—and for the momeut, they did not
see him., With & gasp of terror. the

- Owl of the Remeve popped behind a

biF boulder,

*0Oh, erikey ™ he groaned.

For the moment, he was hidden from
the sight of the ruffians. :

But they were coming up the arroyo,
and as soon as they pasted the, big
rock, he wonid be [ull in their view, if
they chanced to glance round. :

unter suppressed a dismal groan.

‘The heavy footsteps came nearer, to

the accompaniment of the elattering of

loosa stones dislodged by the Mexicans

as they ascended. Their voices came to
Bunter's ears now. They were speaking

in Spanish, and he understood nothing

{See Chapler 12.)

L]

of what they said. But from their
tones, he could guess that a good al-
lowance of curses were mingled with
their remarks. :

Closer and closer came their tramping
footstepa,

Bunter crouched low, palpitating.

Obviously they did not know that he
wag there, wnd were as yet unaware of
hisg escape from  the rum-runner’s den.
But in a minute more he would be in
fall view, and—

Tha two Mexicans passed the boulder.
 Bunter was crouching only seven or
oight feet from them as they passed,
and his eyea weroa dilated with terror
as he gazed at them. If they passed
him unseeing—

* Carambo 1" -

Comez spun round towards the Owl
of the Remowe, staring at him in
amazement and rage.

Bunter gave a sgueak of ferror.

The movements of William George

‘Bunier generally resembled thoss of &

tired tortolse. But there were times
when he eould move quickly. :

This was one of them. %ha look on
tho swarthy face of Jose Gomez wans
more than ensugh to spur the Owl ot
Groyfriars into activity.

Dunter bounded to his fest.

(iomez lecaped to intorcopt him.

His arm was stretched out, in =a
secphd moro he would have grasped the
fat junior. Hardly knowing what he
did in his terror, Bunter lowered his
head, and butted at the Mexican.

Giomez uttered an agonized gasp, ns
the fat junior’s bullet head emots him
fairly in the pit of the stomach, and
ho coliapsed on the earth. ¢

Bunter staggered.

Ramon was jumping at him, but the
Owl of the Remove sprang _away, and

rushed down the aluég Arrovo.

The next moment,
and rolled.
He brought up, at last, agrinst =
rock, and scrambled to his feet
Gorez, spluttering for breath, was
B Macuer LisrRamy.—No. 1,102,

e lost his footing,
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soated on the rooks, pressing hia waist-
cont with both hands. Ho esomed to
be hurt. Ramon 'was epringing aftor
tlre Owl of the Remove.

Buuter eped on down the stoep
descent,

How tho fat junior kept hiz footi
was & toiracle. He leaped from o
to rock like & mocatain goat.

After him came the thundering f[oot-
oleps of the Mexican.

s stohes rattled past Bunter,
Closer belund him came the thudding
footsteps. He felt, rather thao knew,
that he was within the reach of an out
gtrotched hand.  Afterwards, DBuuter
declared that it wae presenco of miad,
but in point of fact, it was sheer mortal
funk that made him collapse er the
slope cnder the Meximn'saip -4

mon was closa behind ; too closo to
estop before he stumbled over the pros-

trate Owl.

Heo pitched forward over Bunter,
headlong. Head firat, Ramon went
burtling down tho steop descont.

Bunter sat up dazedly.

He heard o crash an' a groan helow,
without koowing wha haﬁ kappenad.
But he koew that he was not tn the
grasp of the Mexican, and that Gomes
was not yeb at hand.

He plunged breathicssly dov  the
arroyo.

A few momedls more, and ho passad
Ramon—Iying still on the rocks. The
Mexican's head had erashed on =&
boulder as he foll, and he was stunned.

Bunter fed past him. and wont
leaping down the errove, keening his
feet by a series of miraclos.

Thoro woes a hoarss shout bahind him.

“Stop ™

It was the savage voice of Gomes,

Billy Buntcr was not likoly to stop.
Gasping and spluttering, with his mouth
wide opon, his eyes round with torror
behind his spectacles, he lcaped and
bounded onward.

T will shoot " came the roar

i Efﬂp |
of the hoot legpor.
Buntor rushed on.
ng |
A ballet struck a rock six vards from
Bunter. T+ glaoced off and whimed

awsy down the raviae
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Bunter gave a howl of Lorror.

Bang !

Apother bullet misseds him by soveral
yards,

Bunter was too terrified to realiso
that the shots were fired only to frightan
him. He dragged himself to a stop, in

dimﬂmfrg' it1” ho yelled. ~Stopp
TOw! Stoppit!” ko yelled. ™ Stoppit,
you beast owl Oh, crikeyt”

“Take nnother stop, and I will shoot
ou dead!™ came Gomez's savage shout
I'm stopping |

rom abowre,

“Owl Don't !
Yaroooogh!" yvolled Bunter.

Hao red breaihlessly against a
rock. The banging of the revolver had
soared him Mn}?at out d}f hia ia.t wita,

: oame lilmping dewao the arro

Ho gasped and w:ig led with painff;
he oame.  Bunter's fvuilet hoad had
bulted bim liko a battering-ram, end to
was hurt. Dut for the value he set on
his worthleas neck he would probably
have used his rovolver in earnest.

Bunter blinked at him, fasoinated with
tecror. (Gomaz was not in & state to
pursues him far if he fed. But the
smoking revolver in the band of the
bootlagger banished all thoughta of
Hight from the Owl's fat ound.

tle leaned on the cock, panting, whila
the ruflian limped down the arroyo, and
Gomes, reaching him, thrust the re-
volver into his pockot, and grasped tho
fat junior by the shoulder.

—— .

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Greylriars to the Rescue!

1 ALLO,  hallo, halle!™ ejaca-
H lx.ed Bob Cherry.
1] ‘-‘Ftlut—‘_l?‘
: “That's Polk's auto.”

~ The chums of the Roemove wore com-
ing up the road from the location. Th
had determined to begin their searc
at the glen whore Mauleverer had so
pnarrowly osoaped from the *thugs.”

Whether Buoter had fallen into tho
handa of the thugs, or whother ho was
wandering, lost 1o the mountaios, they
could not toll; but the former appearcd
to thom most probable. They bad no
doubt that Polk bad lied when he
atated] that he hnd seen the fat junior on
Sunset Boulevard. And if thut was the
case, he could only have lied te provent
a soarch being made for Buater iu the
right quartoer.

Wherever Bunter was they had no
elue to his whereabouts; but they
to pick up some sign of the ruffians who
haék attacked Mauloveror. It was their
mtontion lo search for him till darck,

cand if thoy did not find him by that

time, to go down to Iollywood and ro-
port at the polico station that he was

missing.

Mr. %hm might think what ha liked,
tut  Buntor's oolfellows had their
duty to do, and they. moeant ko do it,
whether the great producer of Dor.
fection Pietures liked it or not.

They had noarly reached the path
that fed up to the glon, when they came
it sight of the woallknown highly-
ﬁo!mﬁwl purple automobile that be.

nged to Myron DPolk,

It was standing by the roadside,
CInpty.

Apparently Polk had driven out from

oliywood, and stopped his car thore,
and gone up the mountain-path that
the juniors_were intendiog to take. He
was not in the car, and hLe was not
to bo seen on the roud, so it was diffi-
cult to imagine where else he could
havo gone.

The junines Jooked nt tho car and ex-
changed glances. Polk had obviously
gone to the very epot where Golmesz

had attacked Mauleveror. It might
bavo besn chanoe, but to the juniors,
alroady enapecting that the Perfection
atar was at the back of the kidoapping,
it loocked tmuch more like & roeeting
betwesn Polk and the ruflisns who were
in his pay.

"I“Pti.ii ‘8 !.Ihe:mtt" s.n.il:ll thr?{u?l'}md“‘

i the very pledt whoro Chnc
on those rottors a couple of hours ago.
He jolly woll hasn't gono up the hill
to admico the scenery.”

“He iﬂ]’ woll hasa't!” agreed Whar-
too. “ ks to me a8 if Gomez hasn't
cleared off yot—he's waited to see Polk.
Chey're hand in glove—wo kaow that.”

"A'he knowfulness ia tarrifie.”

“"Yaas, begad!” remarked ILord
Mauleverer. “1 darc say those rottecs
were hanging about, waiting for Polk
when I butted in and t-i.:e;l,rngmp{md on
me, you know.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There he
ocomtea 1 murmurcd Bob,

The “ handsomest man in Hollywooad *
appearcd on the hillside, coming down
the path

He descended into the road and
enterad his car. The engine started, and
BMyron Polk camo whizzing along uhe
road at his wsual reckless A

Then he sighted the group of Grey-
friars follows, and gave them a scowl n
pasaing.

A nroment more and bp was gooe, ia
& oloud of dust, in the direction of Jack-
Rabbit Canyon.

*Come onl” said Harry.

The juniors pursued their way. Their
suspicions waore strong now that Polk
had kept an appointment with the
thugs in the lonely glen, and the chance

of getting on the track of Gome: was
good, if that suspicion was well-founded.
They tramped up the path that led

into the rocky glen. In a few minutes
they were out o% ight of the road.

All was silent a::f desartod thero,

If Polk had met agyone on thet £,
ns thoy believed, the associate be had
med WAES FOnd.

Higher up, the glen narrowed inlo &
m:icﬂ ravine, that wound upward inle
tha heart of the hills.

That this was one of the usnal paths
by which the bootloggers reached their
ludden den in the Santa Monica Moun-
tains, the juniors could not, of course,
know, But thoy koow it waa very likely
that Gomez was not very far ahend of
them, and they meoved on towards the
TAYVIne.,

Picking “F “sign ¥ proved to be im-
possible; all their Doy Scount skill did
not avail te find any sign on the barren,
stony earth. Thoy tramped on, the
ascent growmng woro and more ruggoed
end preciprious us they advanced.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo1” excluimed Doly «
Clmrry suddenly.

From the hills came the echoinr re-
port of a firoarm,

“bly hat! That wns a shot!” ox-
cluimed Frank Nugent, with o jump.

“The shotfulhess wag—-* ore
Ilarrco Jamser Ram Bingh could say
that it was (ecrifie, o second shot rang
ot

The startled juniors listened. Silcoce
followed the second report.

Harry Wharton drew o deop breath.

“Comoion!” he said.

Tho juniors clambered up tho rocky
ravine, Vho had fired, and why, thev
could not guess.  But tho shot come
from the direction they belioved Tolk’s
associato had taken. Wach of the Grey-
friara fellows hod brought a stout stick
with him, to be nsed 0s 8 weapon in caso
of nced, and they grasped their cudgela
a8 they tramped wp the stcep arroye.

The arroyo wound ircegulacly among
kigh, precipitous rocks. ™ Only o few
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yarde of the way could be seen in

advanee,

_ Buddenly, from beyond a mass of

irregular ?’::-oul*ders, round which the

path wound, eame the sound of a voice,
“Ow!l Leggol I—F soy, you know—

uwu];

unter I breathed Wharten,

'There was no mistaking that faf, ter-
rified voice.

'Tho fat junior whom they were seek-
ing waa withiv a few yards of them,
though as yet hidden from sight.

“ Carambo 1* _

‘The sparling voico eame sharply to
their cars. L

“Owl I=l wemn't going to run
awayl” came the quavering tones of
the Owl of the Remove. “1-—1 give you
my word, Mr. Gomez ! F¥—I like you too
muech, you konow.®

“ Wat pig " snarled Gomes.

“0Oh, rea lﬁ;l your know—"

Harey Wharton & Co. erept on an
tipboe. At any mompnt now they might
come in sight of the Mexican and tho
Owl of Greyfrines, and thoy knew that
Gomez bad 8 roevolver. It wos nocessary

to he cautioua.
“How did you escape from the
guleh?® Gomexd's voice was hoarse with

ragn. " Speak, yen fat {ool!”
1 didn—r

“Carsmbo!™

11 mean, I—1 fust took a little
walk 1" gpasped Buntor. “I—I assure
vou I—F only took a littla wall! I—F
nover want ‘ﬁ;_mfht:y Eég_ Hhm::: 0
the lacation! They—t on't treat mo
well there. I—IE?tI much rather stay
with you, Mr. Gomezl Y o~—you' ro
sutch a—a nice man

“(Come!” sparled Gomez. *Caome,
fou gringo dog! Give me any mora
trauble, and I will put the next bullet
through your fool head !

“Ow! I—I won't give yom any
tronble ¥ wailed Bunter, “1-I want
to como back with you, you know.™

“Close your month,”

“{Ob dear!™

Harry Wharton, at the head of the
CGreyfriars party, came r tha pile
of rocks, and in a moment Gomez end
Buntar wora before his eyea. Gomes
had hiz grasp on the fat junior’s collar,
and of them were facing uwp the
nrroyo, and consequently, had their
hacks to Wharton. But Gomesz eaw
him the next instant, and spun rownd,
with an oath.

Harry Wharton ﬂ;j‘}; directiy et the
vuffian, his cudgel Ini for a blow.

“Por todos loa SHantos!”™ panted
Comesz,

Flo enatched & knife from his belt,
and, at the same womont, Wharton's
cudgel erashed on his arm.

The knifoe went spinning to the
.ground,

With a voar of rage. the ruffian hurled
himeel at the junlor, receiving without
iceding & heavy blew, and grasped
HaMy Wharton in his musoular grip.

The next instant Bob Cherry was on
the zeene. And as Gomean ro the
captein of the Remrove to the carth,
Boka oudgel crashed on tho back of
the Mexican's head.

Gomez, with a pasp, collepsed on the
jenicr ho was grasping. A moment
mare, and the wholo [?my[ri&ra. party
were on the scens.

They swarmed on Gomez, prasping
him on all sidea

The Mexican struggled furioueby,

Ho made an cifort to drap the re-
volver from his poeket. In  that
wioment of desperation thero was littlo
dovht that he would have wsed it with
wtter reoklessness. But he had no
chance. With five or six pairs of hands
grasping him, he was pinioned fask,

and Verpon-Smith set a knee on his
chesk.
“Got him " panted. Bob.
“Ow! Oh, crumbs!
huﬂlt h ht! d Joh
o im tight!" gaspe ohnny
Bull, E‘??Giw himganul:hgr 1]-;:1 Mz
Gomez strugpled luriowsly, bus & heft

1 say, wou

rap on the head from Vernon-Smith’s
cudgel quictened him.  He sank bach,
gasping.

are was & sound up the arvoyg oi

clattering footsteps and stones dislodged
by a hasty ascent. Harry Wharion
aﬁuumd to his comrades.

“Look out | There's more of them |

But the footstops were noi cowming;
they were going. Hamon had recovered
his genges, and stored down from above
to geo his mssociate in the grosp of a
crowd of enemies, Gomez was a
prizgoner, and Ramon’s chiek desire was
to avard o csimilar fate. He OQed up
the arroyo, and his serambling footsteps
I']Ii!d.l away in ;hﬁ distance, 4 '

“1 say, you fellows!” pasped Bunter.
“¥—I gay, how did you get hera?”

“Lookimg for wyou, old fat bean!”
grinned Bob.

“ Well, i);ou might have lpoked for
ma before 1

ad Eh ?Ij

“Leaving me with those heasts all

There's one thing can be said
That at sport
rounder.

Sent in by Lewis Hood, B1,
Druid Street, Hinckley, Leicester.
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: Read this Winning Limerick, £
= and then have a shot at bagging =
= one of our leather pocket-wallels =
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E An u‘p--tn-dale -:hap called the E
: Bounder, u
= OFf present " gay dogs ™ he's the &
= founder. _ =
#  Though he loses his head F
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night ! ezclaimed DBunter iadignantly.
“Ia that what you call pally ™

“(Oh, my bhas!”

"I jolly well think—-"

“Shut wup, Bunter!” said Iarry.
“ Maka surc of that bruto, you chaps!
We've got him now, and we'll keep him
this time ™

" ¥os, rather

“The ratherfulness is serrifio I

Gomez again struggled feebly. Bui
he had mpo chauce, and hwis h 3 were
dragged behind his back, and wled to-
gﬂﬁur'thcrn with his own belt.

“Lot's got out of thial” eaid the
Bounder, “Thers may be mora of the
potters hanging aboutl”

“Don’t be afratd ¥ said Billy Bunter
chhornly. .

i Whﬁt ?:ll .

“It’s oll right. There was only ane
other heast with this heast he's
jolly well hooked it. Pon’ Yo funky.”

T{-a juniors looked at Dunter. vl
dently thae Owl of the Bemove waa him-

l!!

self a%n.i_n.l Now that the dunger was
ast, William George Dunter was as
rave as & lion,

“ Kick him ! said Bob Cl

“Oh, really, yon {[ellowg—— TYar-
coch ¥ roared Dunter, as Vernon-
Smith's boot landed on  his tight
trouzors.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“ Beast I roared Bunter.
“Come on? said Harry “Wharton,
laughing. -
omez was dragged to his feet. Ha
was spitting oubk Spenish cursee in a

-]
= <k
torres ok, g in his bonds. He
ref “$0 toke''w step aw juniors
urged him down the Mr&po; ut they
were not dizpoged to stand on caremony
with him. A hefty kick from the
Bounder started him, and ancther from
Bob Cherry urged him on his way, and,
grinding his teeth and rolling hm evea
horribly, Gomes went,

In a triumphant framea of mind Harry
Wharton & Co. va thete prisoner
down the arroye, through thoe rook
Fhan, and down the path to the road'
They had succeeded beyond all their
hopea. Mot only wad Bunter found,
but the kidnapper was captured.
Buntar, of courge, took all the credit ta
himeelf. Had he not escapod from tho
den of the rum-runners, and had ba
not met Gomez on his way up the
arroyo this would never him coma to
pass.  Aund by the tine they reache
the location at Jack-RedBit, Punter
settled it—to his own satfsfgetion, at
tonst-—that the wholo success was duo
to his presehce of min? and his bound-
less pluch. ‘Thot opinion was firmly

fxed in Bunter's fat mind, and Bunter
had it all to himaself. :

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Done !

& REAT John James Brown 1'%
“Gee-whiz 1"
My, gy Sonts. i
) - 0 ajacy
suraltaneoizsly. Iﬂﬁ;vnm Polh gave =
convalsive stars. e

The two directors, and the Perfection
star, were seatod in the patio of the old
adobe rancho at Jack-Rabhie, Polk,
lounging clegantly and smoking a aiﬁt-
ette, wps listening to a tirade by Mr.
Schootz on the subject of o baneh of
gol-darned schoolboy ginks, who had
moseyed off somewhere instead of obey-
mg ordera. That topic was quite con-
genial to the Perfection stay, His efforks
to make troubla for the Greyfriars
fellows in the Perfection Company had
failed ; and now he found it ready-made.

But Mr. Schootw’s tirade stopped sud-
denly at the sight of a crowd of fellows
pouring ioto the pstio by the archway.

In their midst was a mﬂlen-!ﬂ-uk!ns
Mexican, with his bhanda bound behin
his back. ]

Harry Wharton & Co. marched their
prisoner up to the spot where Mr.
Behootz sab, stared ot hy two scdre pairs
of eyes from all directiona. )

“Carty me home to diol" said Mr,
IFisk. He etared at Bunter, and then at
Gomer. " Bearch me[” ;

“Weo've found Bunter, Mr. Schootz,™
said Harry, “and we've got the man
who kidnap him—the same bruts
who's wanted by the Los Angeles police
for attacking Coler.”

“Gee!” said Mr. Schootz,

Myron Polk did not speak. He conld
not.  His face was white, as he met the
gignificant glance of Jose Gomesz.

hat glance told him, as plainly as
words, what ho had to foar for himself
%E Gomez remained in the hands of the
awW.

“Bpilt it P gasped Mr. Fish,

Tho tale was hriefly told. |

“] guecss that thug has got to be
handed over to the polise,” eaid Mr,
Schootz. “ Bring him aloeg, and T'ih
gnre lock him in a room. while Ihtala-
phone to the station at Hollywood.

And Comes was marched away fo a
room near Mr. Schootz’s offies, wheara
the key was turned on him.

Billy Bunter's first procecding wes to
place his circumference outside a solid
maeal His next was to relate tha thrill-
ing tale of his adventures—how he had

Trn Micner LisRary.~No, 1,102
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~ knorked ocut thu twa juﬁlwu laft. H’Hﬁﬂl Bk

and escape

ing him,

wugh m thrﬂ.lmg dutaila s n‘.’:ﬁ%h his poon u.: EL: car was oniof
Ihhhl ]:I'j'ml‘ ]

. again "Bub thera was_finthing'

. Hurras Jamset

rdarked that where thore wes no gurefdl-- -

nees, there must be endurefulne

the jupiors prinmocd and agreed t

great indignotion, evoke
stead of thrills frnm hia héarers,

o8 i

Fortunately for Bunter, Mr. Scheaotz doa

Ejmd l:mld1 plenty of l;:,:qéa o nnlm down,
ur. lb Ehﬁﬁ.ﬂﬁﬂ ‘hﬁug‘h ] Li:)
mg Rﬁmu?a o glﬂ.:m hﬂ:d‘

no duﬁu thﬁ bi _
A}:ﬂ‘g Eﬂ.rgr;r : ;

& Co.
strolled out of l:l;-uuchﬁ. Thay found -

BMe, Euhon lpoking efter
Ptﬁk’l m”ﬁtﬁﬂf‘m vaniehing %Frtﬁnu

%ﬁm th# road to Hollywood,
directot mﬁmnda IJI;l;{r- Eive

h.'t al amiable nod. ' Now that it waa:

damungh‘anﬂ tliat Bunter had been lmln
napptd.: M, Schootz graciously. for

tha juniora for having gons m Bes; ut'
Lim, instgad of standing to the
comoras, . Even Mr. I,-pram ¥ish no

longor chilculnted t.hnﬁ ik wn.; all Buflf.™ <

“You've telaphoned ™ the police. thosa
ltnt_lsnn, li!fn Eﬁhﬂﬂfﬁ_ | ﬁskm:l Hﬂ-l‘l‘j‘-{
uce [
“Thon they'll h&a&nﬂiﬂ for Gumekf’
"Hdp-a H ,_?I;’m mut I:I.Efm ‘down  to
Hollywosd:™ iy

!1‘!‘

- P‘ﬂlk waa gﬂmg bnnk—”
ﬁ:l-: ;

e He offersd to take the gnImt
in h:a m;‘, nnd dmp Lim at the pnlma
etakidn . -7 :

o Ha";: ;gna. in I’ﬂll:’a oard” exeleimed

ag-l-"' Hr S-ﬂhmh: stazed at him,
"Wimt: mutter with- his gaing m
Polk's car, you boshf" -
mTﬂ';a :bl:ifm"’ e Hon "f“‘ﬁ“‘é
B3 ureans . Jooisa
J‘l'baru will e no nrﬁ#i—
fulnan tha axoellont - and sxeciable
muudfﬁl ab the pramhmua polics
station.”
r"'* arch ma |7 un:d M, Schaotz.
all, m hat " gsaid-Bob Cherry, in
ﬂlmny. ' " That- moans ‘ﬂ'.m.t. the rotler
'.-E'IH b away again———"
hat d-::- you mﬁ&h?" mhpped Mr
Behootz ﬁ{'
“=I jolly w lmeﬂm that Polk is hand
m ghmra with thn’t mﬂun-ﬂrel and he will
lm go!" exclaimmed ::-i:

p your head shut.™ -
And Mr, E-chn-ut: atalked wra:r frm-m

._ﬂm iu;;iﬂwthf et ono atq:-titer P

i e -

has gat away,”: ha' apid:
Juniors had po doubt wh t&?ar
t!mt t t mews would be rectived.

vail his mnfadant-a from tha

the ! nd th wmuluta&t
o law; a oF u%ifmt

-Ram: Sipgh ‘re-

— - L miarh dor Hte Bt e
THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER, - . thie'Hlma® ‘Bubat that st D&?Tg:
“The Frame I.l-'p”’ . Polk was utefid to the ihug, Just a=

» YRON POLE. mwlei
© Soated at the wheel of his
purple suto, which rmmd &
.cloud of

l.q}wa.rda Hﬂiij‘wund tha

Daﬂi: th?ughtn, a8 dL

18 .IKce, 'weta C sin

P‘;?nd Angd ‘the anbiect $i
1:11 hta  were  thé . Greyfriars

.. patty Erag:u%p

At every- turm Harry Whartan & Co.

up in tha path of the

Schoolboys—

: FE—Lk,
ho;ra-——whu shonld - "have
beneath the notice of amch an mit-ml
Yolk; whn-ss hlm
fans numberad m:]h-nna, were proving &
serioys stumbling.-block in his caveer. .

Bohind P‘uﬂ: u.t Jose Gomez, o slight
hia. dusky .foce. &, hoot
ankles w:am Bacurad

oy -did not Boem to
erturhatmn
L achootr’s inst ructi H}nl!,

dust ‘a3
“handmmea:t

seemed to or
Porfoction

persgnagn. s

EEEEI' DpoR
%ﬂr B wnﬁts a.ru:l
"i'i"]t

CATED hlm ﬂ.‘.t'ly

“’:aﬂ“”‘m“ Fod
those instruetions "Wem dﬂ‘tmu& tnr ‘b

5 Sorior |

The : lisping volee of Jose Gomes
whizspered in the ear of Myron Polk.

The film star did not heed;
with his- thﬂUghta-]:ulack

had been

far too bu
hitter thoug
AL laaat. three milea
and''the location - st - Jack.
t‘-a-npm:t -Was -now ak. s  pafs
distance. Ahead of the purple auto, seo
Don't ba & pesky - you ot ;Fﬂﬂj knmgn Euﬂthﬁ Pedﬁat?ﬁm :,fd itha
youn k!™ boulevards. a ollywoo g I &
?'owlad Mr, E-uhu:mt: x"TaIkEzaEscs or amlent anid 44

" trav urﬁﬁﬂ

m thﬁ K&

(14 Eann‘r ]

Again CGomez whispered the wul:d

This time Mjmn Polk heard him, for

he elack en;:d ht }d e

0 I snd -left,  ti
5 ang

“Eren Seohoots' tmumt dda how- the ahaiim- of” lr*ma,u
mnttar standa, whmt o hears: thnbf CBT .- unm‘tQ h.. stop,” m;d
clatmbered :
“'E'm: fool [

That was the fArst time l’:he- Blm-star

Myron :P‘n_]k, by t.h:q.t' aimpla dwi:.-a, had ha.d ﬂpnkﬁh sinca Mr. Eﬂhﬂﬂt‘-’- kad geen-

=

. S |
g

Cﬁpﬁﬂ’ﬁ ﬁ(rﬁ-ﬁw:—- EI‘II" ERY |

Hﬂﬁn&f

. colowrdd,

BT

&

-Hl'_l'l_llul'-iﬁ-in'lll'iu:l'ﬂl_l'lu_nﬂ'q’::lin

| ¥OU . WANT TO BE SN Tm;, ENOW" R

MO.ERN BOY

’I'lzm Most Up bu-ﬂath Boys". Pape:: in the
. World, famnu: for the.Best of Fiction and its
_, Bnght Topical Photographs and: Articles,

'."'llllllllll "I.II“HII...IH-I-IIIIII.IH LI LT EERIT T IT] I-I'Illlllll.llllllﬂ m-.... -.-.l

.-pu.m'btﬂ
‘up m t['m

liil:iﬂiul_lul“H“iﬂlhtllln;m'l_in_;li

-

uE Ilminutal!'inthﬂmfmmhnkﬂrnbbii

‘AR ﬂm L T
BT .
: ﬂqafa? . fool, fnu bungxm,gfmn"
-: a&m&,{ﬂ_" A -nice :m:n :muﬂ
gﬁ%’ﬁ Hiri-‘*hdi H Gomex hmlta. i i_m_
d "2 scowl  Therd wore some times whan
he found mh:-d & Abo insulte
. -hia Pmiplover 3 there ware
" times when t:bn 8 to him to

CGomer waa m-afnl 1o . Ppl&
‘; “You'rs a bungler|” want on Fplir
You i ht Lavo - Ia.ndad g n ‘the

_ sboms Ty i”

The Maxican sheagged his ahnuldatl.
Doubiless, ha thml Egtﬁntttarm i $he
pamte.nt.in do the cobdeited,
arzs t A m-st.a.r a world of goad: '

sor—it. was' not my Inuﬁt. ‘That
fa,_BEig of a sahoolboy-—-
- ﬂli: wavad him tn nllem:a with

m:: irritab
H Qiriel F’ Em l.'l, I‘-ﬂkmg & imlh

hrough: 1oy Batoa opgitning to
u s binds, "Wﬂ
shall %:ho Iu:ﬂ: 7] gnt sway. with this

frame-up. * Thpee - madd]mg schootboys

. Fhia Mexicen's dazk ‘eves gleamnpd.
“Thoy chall ba mﬂfda E'!t-u:l' suffer,
senor 1" he said, io & himing voice. ** No
man, lot alone a lot of schoolboys, can
¢rosa the pl.th r.:nf Jose (lomez without

~ meeting trouble.”

Polk snaemd

"Dh _T.rnum all t&lk! Y suggest
31 o A auupa p‘lm of gettmissnd of

3
"w%.ﬂ?! m;ﬁw fﬁpﬂﬁ baaten,

thing I:hhﬂ:ar a0 that [ he lddad
hﬂ“ﬂﬂ.mm]::iul Honor, tllht:u you I shall
avenged ; you wi aven A
matter'of tifie.! - Eﬁi
Thé last of the ropex foll fram Gomlez
as' Polk’ mmplataﬂ the task frooing
hiz prisoner, an G‘I‘JII'IEI. massaged  liis
achmﬁ wrista and aokles.
itg *him. He would
Hava tu:- :mrena o sfory to mccount
for the escapa ﬂfﬁ prisoner, be kpew,
and _that his story” would heve to be s
plauzible” one to “satisfy: the .investiga-
tiong: of the police, " which were pretty -
to follow, was wmﬂthmr to give
bim "food for thought.
“having: restored the ciroula-
tiow 46 hib wrista and ankles; toled bii- -

nﬂtiﬂﬂn' sﬂllwlﬂdhlﬂ -ayaing hia
the, JfoE i ot whoke,:

7 H:tﬂugh a blue
“You will teu the pnlu:-a, mnur. t.hl.t'

U0 T dnchpad -

Polk- laughed hatshl :
“Do yon think I shall tell thers thut

X ly sot you fresi” ha ensried.
.ﬂu tgnrﬂ nu rain of mtalhn‘ﬂnm in

= your ‘da

Tha gﬂhs da:!rl: oyes glittered;
end bis band felt far. ['.hu knifa that
uaually bupg from hie ‘belt. -But that

-kaifa had been lost in the tussle with
. Hartry Wharton & Co. - Perhaps il was -

fortunete, for Myron Polk that this was
g0, for ‘Jose: Gomes had endured mure!

. insnits fmm the Porfoction star tl'mn he

hed doné M uthu:mmwﬁﬂm-
ﬁ I bad nmtl’y- ¥

th% lﬂml g Ab B harply,
Q ane at him 3 : A
En_:;:lume-d‘g thnﬁf‘tha sﬁ?ﬁm 2 J;ahm
oz was being o or the -
next. tire. the. filn -ﬂlﬁ,_r spoke, his tone

-,wn mere. o

“Yon muﬂ: ;-lt. nl&q,r a.u umlﬂy E3
* ha xei 9‘3:1& WAl
h:lIu upkil you im&r from hlﬁ_
F-Eﬂ-ll'l-n
“ And’ tha live—what. will” rou tal.l
thems, ‘senor?”’ adked Gores, i
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With 2 roar of rage, Gomez hutled himself at Wharton and grasped the Junior In his museular grip. The next instant Bod

Cherry was on the seene.

“I shall tell them that a confederate
“of yonre held up my ear ab the point of
the revelver,” said fhe Perfection star

senar—".

“¥ ehall tell thent that your con-
+ fodorate ordered me, at the pistol's
point, te freo you of yowr bonds, And,
tinally, ¥ shall say that, in order to
“lop me acguainting the police 1 quick
time of what had happened, you
punetured my tyres, }ea-.umgima to walk
the distance o Hollyweood”

Comez oyed his employer with some-
thimg like sdmiration. That Myron Polk
was & first-class filn-actor he knew, bud
ihis was firat occasion he had dis-
eovered him to bo a firstclass Har, And
Iiis story, which was to account for
(iomez’ escape, struck the Mexican as
heing plansible in every particular.

I+ moans a long walk back to Holly-

wond,” went on Pelk, the scowl return-
ing to Lis faco, bat it seems £5 be the
anly way., et in the car P he added
hlmril:f-'

The thug did so.

Wha Engine purred, and o few
rmioments later Myron Polk’s  parple
anlo was once again on the main road.
1l drove slong about a nule until he
rerched -another patch of  boulder-
streen country. Then, with & clevernesa
+hat many z genuins eroch would have
suvind, the Perfeection smar jammed on
the brakes, just an if an accomplice of
2080 the hootlegeer, had, indeed,
jumped into the road with levelled re-
volver and ordered him to stop.

“1 will et in the car,” sad Polk
“Yeu will get out. 'l'ake this knife and
iinngo it into the tyres. Quickly, now 1™

fzamez  performed  this  operation
within o conpla of minutes. -

“Now beat it!" emapped DPolk, =z
touch of irritatten ercoping into his

As the Mexican bore the

{See Chepler I3.)

voien a3 ho viswalised the lang walk te
Hollywood that lay in fromt of him.
“And i you want to kecp in the
service of Myron Polk, dorn’t bungle
again,” .

* Zanor,” hsped the Mexican, " Joso
Gomez will not buvgle sgain. I wil
await your ' imstructions. You know
whera to find me™

With & sweeping bow, which had
something of mockery i 1, the boot-

legger turned swiftty and was soon
awgﬂﬁlnwe& up in the Euﬂi{.
Myron Pr.gh glaneed after him - for
fully five minutea before he stirred.
"{“ml!" ha hissed at length. “The
bunghng fool! - And but for that eld
idiot Bchootz thinking that 1 would
actually hand Gomez to the potfee, I
shonid be mined now! AN through
those meddling sehoolboys ™ :
Heo broke inte a chowco flow of in-
weetiva t would have marprised and
shocked the millions of Llm-fans whe
worshipped at his shrine. Then, a.::tmﬁ
on the plan he had conceived, Pol
re-started the engine. Ho turned the
car off the main roed, abandoned it,
and begap to tramp the weary miles to
Hollywood. Tho ear, with its four tyres
flat, could ba collected on the morrow
by a Hollywood mcchanic. If the polce
doobted Pelk’s tale that he bad bean
held-up, they could come and sto the
da d car for themsaives. A keen-
oyed detectiva would scon nose the de
scores in the dusty road whero Polk hac
had to jam on his brakes when con-
fronted with the mythical loaded pistol.
It cortainly. scemed & convincing
story, but ita ecomviction lay in the fact
that Myron Polk, the hlm-star, the
languid youth who hated anything in
the shape of energy unless he were paid
for it in dollars, had actually tramped
tho miles back to.Hellvwood pelice
station on foot.

of the Remove to earth, Bob Cherry raised his cudgel to sigike I

When Polk #old his tale at the
station fwo hours later ha was bel L
What eloc could the pdlice do lImt
believe him? There was no evidence
to prove, nor indicate even, that he bad
deliberately sct the much-wanted boot-
legger Jose Gomez free. And if any
doubt lingored in the mind of the
serpeant who interrogated him, that
wag soon dispelled when he g:flamqﬁ
over Poll’s dusty clothes, noted his
tired face, and thon verdied the state-
ment as to tha wherahbouts of the
abandoned car by sending a fast motor-

eyclist to locate it
Paolk reached his

When Myron

bungalow mir tho top of tha hill that
night, he congratulated himsclf on fis
astntenesz, - Certaimly, he had given
himnself—and Jose Gomez—a new leas
of life, as it were, even as Hurry
Wharton & Co., back at Jack-Habbit
Canyon, had declared.

But Harry Wharton & Co., fast in
the arms of Morphens, were nob
troubling themsolves with thoughts of
%!ymrr olk or Jose Gomiez just then.
f thoughts, or dreams, - visited them
that night they were of Greylriars, m
Enghns, thousands  of miles away,
wondering how the Hemovo footer team
was faring in their Gxtures with Bt
Jim'e, Nonkwoad, and Higheliffe}

police

THE END,

{Phere il De anather graad lopg
stopy dealing with the furtfier wiventiures
of Harry Whartan & Co., ir Ameriod, s
next week's Maagwer, chams. Woke o
nate. of the title: *THE SE‘H{R?LH;E?T
BHEIK)" The wize “2XMagrctile'
will order his copy WELL IN,
ADVANCE )

Try Mioskr TIERARY.—No. 1,302,



In Enemy Hands ]

USK was deepening into night

D when the black machine came

dropping dowa to land in the

ficld behind the lonely and

deserted farmstead. Leaving his pro-

peller ticking over, Derck clambered
stifly from the cockpit. ]

He stood a few moments listening
jntently. But nothing broke the
et ness which brooded over the

niet countryside. Drawing his gun,

erel advanced towards the barn
which served him as a hangar, peer-
ing about him in the dusk with
alert and watchin]l eyes.

It was here that his
danger lay, for were he to
taking off or londing, investi
would be made And to-night
vaguely uncasy. There.
seemed something strangel
sinister - in the hush an
uietude which enfolded
thiz lonely farm.

reatest
EEEN
tions

e felt

8lowly Derek’s hands erept above
his head. The man who had spoken
stepped forward.,. He was a sergeant
of the DBavarian Rifle Brigade,
stockily built and brutish.

“You are my prisoner!® he
rapped, jabbing Derek in the ribs
with an automatic. “If you attempt
to resist arrest, we will shoot you
down. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand,” replied the
boy quietly.

The sergeant grunted, and, run-
ning expert hande over Derek's
peagant clothes and flying-kit, pro-
duced the boy's gun from the PD«Stet-
of the flying-coat. -

Slipping it into his own belt, he
stepped back a pace.

“Now lower your hands!” he
barked.

For months the Black Hawlk, the terror
of the skies, has waged, with extraordinary
success, a pitiless war on the enemy. But the

“Yet

you do mnot eeem . over-
digtressed, curse you!”

“Why shounld I# ;

“Why should you!" repeated the
sergeant  sharply. - should
you! Blood and fury! I would not
like to be in your shoes!” ,

“Nor .

“No, I would not! sghouted the
sergeant. "They say you are & mad-
man, and now I believe them ! Well,
madman or not, you ean take that
as a taste of what you are going to
get 1" :

The sergeant’'s clenched fist hit
Derek flush on the mouth, sending
him reeling backwards with bruised
and broken lips. T

“Karl!" The sergeant swung on
ona of the soldiers. “"You will re-
main here on guard over the
machine. We take this dog
to Strasbourg at once!™.
ge rapped out an -order,
anmd,

with the exception of
the man Earl, the soldiers

dDerekT;rmch%c} trim barn  Juck of this intrepid Britisher suddenly peters grou %fﬁ“{::fn ﬁmlmg
008, 1e padlock was in - - sy ; 1

place as he had left it. He out in a dramatic and breathless fashion! order to march, and, with
would ewing the doors , the handcuffed boy in their
open, them make a tour of the Derek obeyed.  Resistance was midst, the soldiers set off across the
deserted buildings before housing worse than uscless. ficld tewards the rough and narrow
his machine. . Cliek . - roadway which skirfed the farmstead.

Thrusting the gun into the pocket
of his black leather flying-coat, he
fumbled for the key in the pocket
of the peasant garb which he was
wearing.

He found the key, and as the lock
e¢licked back under ita pressure, he
srung open the ereaking barn door.
Then he caught his breath, and
stood as though frozen.

For he was sturing into  the
levelled rifle barrels of a squad of
CGerman soldiers. And from the
shadowa behind them came s harsh,
imperious voice: -

‘Put your hands up—or you are
a dead man ¥

- L H - . ] i i ]
Tee Migwer Liprarny.—No. 1,108.

Steel handeuffs snapped shut on
his wrists,” The sorgeant wheeled on
the soldiers.

“ Remain he
commanded.

here with  him !

. "With that the ﬁergeant'quit"teﬂ the

barn. But within a few moments he
wasg back, a grin on his lips.

“1 have seen your machine!” he
said, confronting the boy. “So you
are the Black Hawk, you pig dog!”
- Derek shrugged his shoulders. =~

“Yes,” he replied.

The esergeant peercd at
through the gloom. : :

“And you were surprised to find
us here—yes?”’ he demanded.

“Disagreeably 60,” admitted Derck
evenly. -

him

Dusk had merged by now info
night. There was no moon, but.the
eold glimmer of the stars afforded
an illumination more than sufficient
te light them omn their way. The
sergeant marched by the side of the
cascort, Only once did he “converse
with his men, and that grudgingly.
For in no other army in the world
i8 there as great a pgulf between

non-commissioned officer and man as

in the sternly-disciplined field-grey
ranks of Germany. foa
“Thia will mean promotion,” he
growled, “and deecoration for all of
vou! Some of the reward also ma
come your way !
The roadway wae reached, and the

escort swung . along /it with their
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prieoner.  The tramp, tramp, tramp
of bepvily-booted feet apd an ocea-
woal muttered word amongst the
%ierﬂ was all that broke the still-

nega of that glorious eummer night

And what of Derek Moncriefi? He
waa going to hia death, and he knew
it Yet he felt strangely unper-
turbed. Was it, he assked himeclf,
that the appalling suddennesa of his
arrest had stnnped him mentally?
Or waa it that always in his eub-
conscious mind there had been the
knowledge that eome day this must
happen?

He wonld not bo trested as a
" prisoner of woar and scot to solitary
confinement in gome fortress or
prison camp. The score against the
Black Hawk was too heavy for that.
Indeed, the fact that he was wear-
ing eivilian dress in enemy country
would provide sufficient ezcuse for
the shooting of him ount of hand.

But who bad sent the scoldiers to
the farm? And, in the first place,
how had hin presence there been
diccoverod? If he had been seen
landing there at dawn that morn-
ing. then, undoubtedly, the soldiera
wonld have arrived on the eecene
before he took off again at emneet
“on what had now turned out to he
hie last flight. .

It conld eecarcely be that he had
heen sven taking off at sunset, for
it appeared that these soldiers were
from the garrison at Strasbourg. ~If
they were, then they ecertainly had
not had time to travel from Stras-
bourg to the farm and eecret thom-
geives in the barn before his return.

Oh, well, what did it matter?
The end wonld be the game. The
Black Hawk wonld die with his
back agmnet a wall, and by this
grim jest of Fate, the sentence of
death passed on Derek Moocrieff at
L+ Courban womld bo carried omt to
that same e¢rvrash eof German
~musketry. '

A bareh command from the scr-
geant brought the party to a sudden
halt Drawn close in to the hedge
by the side of the road were two
powerful tomring-cars. Derek was
hustled into the tonncan of ome, and
took his eeat with a gnard on eaeh
gide of rm. The sergeant clam-
bered in beside the grey-elad driver
winlst the remainder of the escort
seated themselves in the other car.
A fow mements later both antomo-
bates were roanng through the night
towards Strasbonrg, -

They reached 1t in a little over the
hour, and drew up at the drive gates
of a large honse standing in its own
grounds on the ontskirts of the town,
A (erman sentry on duty atepped
forward. ;

!'ﬂtnﬁant Bchlag P"” he demanded.

“Yea! gruwledaiﬁle sergeant..

“General Vorszelfen is  awaitin
your report,” rephed the sentry, and,
standing aside, sigoalled to the
driver to proeced.

Both ¢ars swupg nup a long, wind-
ing drive, and came to a stop out
pide the massively-pillared portico of
the honse where two sentrien s 20
guard, their long bayanects rleammg

in the dim illnmination of a eolitary

¢haded bulb.

The sergeant answerced their chal-
lenge, and, stepping out of the car,
paused for a word with Dorek’s
egeort

“Look after the prisoner,” he
warned harshly. “He may be wanted
any moment ¥’

ith that he turned on lis Eeel
and marched up the short flight of
wide stome steps wuich Jed tha
open doarway of the house.

PPN ] -

The Real Traitor!

N a Iuxwvriously furnished room
I on the ground foor of the howse,
at a table littered with grey,
official papers, sat General
Vorszelten, (Governor of the @Garrigon
of Strashourg. With him was an
officer of hia staff; also Court Eber-
hard von Ergstrom, of the High
Command, and the Commandante of
Air Headquarters at Frankfurt.

There was a fifth man; one whe
wore civilian dress, and whose hands
were clasping and unelasping behind
his back as though in nervoya ten-
sivn as be paced the heavy pile
carpet. It was Zanderberp.

A sudden, gquiet knock, and the
opening of the room door brought
him tense amd rigid, his eyes om the
grey-clad orderly, who stoed sm the
threshold. :
| “Bergeant Sghlag to repoert,
gir ! said the orderly, ad-
dressing General Vorszelten,

“"We will receiva him at
once ! was-the reply. o

The orderly withdrew. Then (RSN
came a clomp of bhooted foot, ‘WA
and BSerpeant Schlag strode
into the room, halting stiff
and erect at the salute in
front of the pencral,

“Yes, sergeant?”
the latter _

“Acting on vyour instrye-
tions, sir,"” nmenced the
serpeant, *T ded to the
deserted farmstead, situated
between hore and——"

“Never mind the details,
you fool ! ent in Zanderberp
eratingly. “Did you pet the
man we acnk vou to getp”
PEJPESSSARESORRIEES PPV R RO BDER

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

The victim o} o darlardly péat, poung I
Monevielf, a fomrlans Beitigh ﬂffg?.&umwﬁ?
freachery, courf-martiolled and seidenced fo O
ghot ' Petermined o clear My dishenotired
mame, howeter, Derek makes a daring escape by
chomging  identifies with © non Arm,
3 :imgd ﬂgﬁa wirman, e lmugs Nig Em‘sﬂ
desert Rangar, sedr village
A the potng ol beedimes Luowm and
the Germwosrs wrvder the same of the
Black Howk., Fiping ¢ btleck wmeeline with
tha repliea of o tuwoeping hwk on it fusalgoe,
he Aae again and agein come fo the resetio of
Alljed tnochings when Ropslersly outnumnmbersd
ty the encmp, ditd @ rewcard of 100,000 mdrks 42
affered by the German Bigh Comunand fer Me
capture. . The bose af mpElerios  Sirman
i of laat dovaled by the eremy, and Derek borely
m&stﬁmnuhﬁ‘ Mg onily refuge note €4 a
w, deserled  farmstead. fne ﬂeﬁ
when the Hiack Hﬂlﬂ'ﬁ-‘f—ﬂ"ﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂ‘ﬁlﬁ
tovetelifed  pateed beldnd the Gerisan g, ke
encounters (o Fokker scouts pioted by Von
Zei and Follerbgu, e greatesl o) Ghe cHémy
war docs, iohe Agod fgoru Lhat ey ar
ihe Black Howk shall mevsr reach the ground
afive, Lerek Monorisll fights the grealesi alr
battle of kir Hfe, and oo more aamed ard
added to (hat seadily mouniing list of victine
of the Black Hawk, = (Now read.en,)

rapped

L

-

The sergeam turned a stolid gaze
towands him. ,g

“Y¥ea, eir,” he replied,

“ What—you did?" cried Zander-
harg,

“Yea, #fr. 1 have him ontside
now, handcufled and under eseort.
And his identity, sir? He iz the
Black Hawh," said the sergeant.

Wild triumph and exuvltation leapt
in Zanderberg's eyes, and, w]mn?a
spoke, the rt which he made to
keep his voice under control was very
evident, -

“You have done excellently, Ber-
geant Sehiag,” he esaid. “You have
earned for yourself promotion to eom-
missioned rank, and no little portion
of the monetary reward which was
offered. But that must wait. Bring
in your prisoner !

The sergeant safuted and with-
drew. He bad beard sufficient abont
the power of this Zanderberp to re-
frain from wonderment at the almost
insolent manoer in which Zander-
berg was taking the matter from ount
the haods of General Vorszelten,

When he returned to the reom with
Derek, who was escorted by four of
the soldiers, Zanderberg had seated
himeelf at the table between the

neral amd Count Eberhard ~vim

gstrom. The handcuffed boy was

marched forward to the fable and

DEREX MONCRIEFF,
a daro-davl pilot and hevo of
Wihkla great story.

halted. Hia punards etepped back &
pace, hutts of riffes gromnded, :

Derek stood with head ereot, his
eyes moving from the face of Zah-
derberg to those of the lad
officers, them back to Zanderberg.
There was the shadow of a smile on
Zanderberg’s thin lips as, leaning for-
ward pewoes the table, he staved at
the bay with ssarching, probing ayes.

“80,” he said softly, “you are in
peasant dreem. A stramge garh,
surely, for the Black BRawk

Derck did aot reply. Zancerberp’s

next words came with barsh ubrupt-

nesa, ' '
“You do rot deny that you arve the

Black Hawk$”’ oE

“No, I do net deny ib* roplied
Derek evenly .

“"Ang your Bame — JUBY Teal
identity? preseed Zanderberg.

Tor Magner Lisrany.—No. 1,102,
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“Is entirely my own business,” re-
torted the boy. ety

Zonderberg  nodded,  betrayiog
nothing of anger as he went on:

“Very good. We "will return to
that point in agmoment, my friend,
We may have a surprise for you.
Now *—again his wvoice was harsh
rnd abrupt—" where is the Glerman
fecret Service agent who located you
at the hangar of Abergau?”

“That, also, is entirely
affair,” replied Derek.

“You refuse Lo tell mef”

#I ﬂn.u .

“ Which means that you have killed
bim ‘and are afraid to admit it?
rapped Zanderberg.

Derek shrugged his shoulders. He
knew Zanderberg was endeavouring
to draw him out, and he kept silent.

my own

Passion flared in Zanderberg's eyes,

‘and ' he eontinued, gratingly:

“VYery good. You have killed a
German Beeret Serviee man. You
have also assisted an  escaped
prisoner of war to cross the line. Ilo
you deny that?”

“No, I do not deny it."”

“But you are wondering how I
know. I do know, and from a cer-
tain gource which might interest you,
Yout found that prisoner at the
lonely farm where you were captured
to-pight. When we drove you from
Abergau I thought it possible that
you might afttempt to make your
base at that isolated spot. I sent

goldiers there—and they found you.”.

“I eongratulate you,” murmured
Derek, “on your foresight.”

“De not be insolent,”
General Vorsgelten,

“We return now,” went on ¥an-
derberg, and his voice was almost a
purr, “to the question of your

growled
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identity. Be careful how you answer,
for, maybe, we already know your
identity.”

“You will never know my iden-
tity," lied Derek stesdily.

Zanderberg's thin lips curled into
a smwile; a smile so black, so utterly
lacking in mirth that it was almost
a grimace,

*What if I were to tell you,” he
said softly, ‘that -you were once a
great British war ace? What if I
were to tell you that yom were con-
demned as a traitor to your miser-
able country?*

He leapt to his feet,
triumphant fist to the table.

“What if T were to tell you,” he.
shouted, “that you are Derek Mon-
crieff, the Scourge of the Boche?”

Derek faced him, dumb with aston-
ishment and dismay.

“You know it is true,” shouted
Zanderberg, whipping quivering fore-
finger towards the boy. “I can read
it in your face, you cursed pig of an
will prove it. Yes,

nru:ahing

prove it !

He wheeled towards a side deor
which had opened,

Derek, fuii}t?wing the direction of
his gaze, saw a German officer stand-
ing on the threshold. And suddenly
the blood pounded madly in the boy's
temples and his eyes blazed,

For the man standing therc in
German unniform' was Colonel Scaifc,
from British Wing Headquarters at
Le Courban.

The Death Warrant,

LOWLY, step by step, Colonel
Secaife advanced. Never for an
ingtant did his cold blue eyes

: leave the boy's face. A pace
from Zanderberg's ¢hair he halted.

OBTAINABLE!
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“ 8o, Monerieff,” he said harshly,
“we meet again !

“You blackguardly cur!” burst
out Derek passionately, and tobk
a menacing step forward. “I know
now—-="

“Silence, you!"” thundered Zander-

berg.
The  serpeant ripped  Derek
roughly by the ﬂ!‘m.g L

“Then he ia Moncrieff, the British
war acep raEpesd Zanderberg, turn-
ing again to Colonel Ecaife,

The latter nodded.

“Yea, Monecrieff, as we suspected,”
hae reg]ifed. "To our minds,” he went
on, addressing the boy, *there could
never be two such air fighters as
Derek Monerieff. So, in spite of the
strongest evidence to the comtrary,
we were led to suspect that the Black
Hawk must be Moncrieff. I learned
to-night that your arrest was im-
minent, so I came here to identify

Fﬂu‘.ﬂl . ]
“From where?” demanded Derek

hoarsely. :
“Why, from Ie Courban, of

course,” replied Colonel Scaife easily.

“You dirty traitor!’ blagzed the
boy. “Then it was you—"

“Who ared the trap for Cap-
fain Dfrgip Mnncriﬂﬂ‘,P of 1%:3
Squadron,” ecut ‘in Colonel Scaife
sharply. “Yes, it waa. We counld
not get you in the air, so we got you
by other meana. It was my friend
and chief "—he indicated Zanderberg
—""who conceived the idea of making
youn appear as & traitor. It was I
who carried out that idea. It was I
who planted the map and parachute
in your cockpit locker. It was I
wht paid into your banking account
in London, large sums which had,
ostensibly, come from Germany.”

He' pansed a moment, then resumed
in low and grating fones:

“I tell you all this, Derek Mon-
crieff, in the knowledge that you will
never live 'fn use the information.
You escaped the British firing party.
You will not escape the German one !

Derek was silent. Indeed, what
use were words?

" And that your passing with the
dawn may be the easier,” continued
Scaife, and the sneer now in his tones
was very evident, " you will be inter-
csted to knmow that I refurn to Le
Courban, to those blind and trusting
fools at Wing Headquarters.”

“There is no need fo tell him
that,” cut in Zanderberg impatiently.
“VYVon Ergstrom, the rman High
Command have approved the death
penalty, have they not?

Count Eberhard von Ergstrom
shifted his gaze from the boy’s face.
He was unusually pale.

“Yes,” he replied, with momentary
hesitation. “Yes™

Zanderberg nodded, and turned to
Derek. - :
 “Derek Moncrieff,” he esaid
harehly, “by more aet than one
you have merited death. Yon will
be taken frem here to the fort and
will be shot at the hour of dawn!™
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. There
‘broken by the seratch 'of a pen as

wag a4 moment of silence,

.General Vorszelten appended |his
dlgnature to the death warrant.
" Blotting it, he folded the . paper
_and handed it to Sergeant Sehlag.

“You will convey the prisoner to
Ahe fort!” he commanded. “The
reommandante will be informed by
telephone of your impending
_arpival I _

The sergeant szaluted stiffly, and
rapped ouft an order. The guards
elosed in on Derck. Another order,
~and, tight-lipped in the midst of his
_pguards, Derek wheeled and was
‘miarched from the room.

Qutside in the wide, earpeled hall-
way a groy-haired man, in, overcoat
ant civilian dress, was conversing
with a wmonocled <apiain of staff.
He stepped aside to allow Derck and
the cscort to pass. For an instant
hig kindly eyes met thosoe of the bay,
thon dropped to the handeuffs which

clinted on Derek's wrists,

He frowned, and, tprming to his
companion, said eomething 1n a low
tone. The latter nodded.

“Bergeant ' he.sald curtly. “Re-
main here with your prisoner and

eecort I i

Obedicutly, the sergeant halted
hig- men and waited sullenly as the
&taff captain knocked at the door
f the room.

“Enter "
Zanderberg.

The caplain openred the door, and,
standing aside to usher the grey-

¢ama o the voice of

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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haired civilian across the threshold,
announced ; _

‘“His Excellency, the Danish Am-
bussador 1

“Gentlemen # — the Danish Am-
bassador stepped quickly forward—
“I trusgt you will pardon my intru-
sion. But am I permitted to ask
the identity of your prisoner?”

“He is an enemy airman, sir!

replied  Zanderberg  courteously;
albeit he was' eyeing the speaker
narrowly. - :

He knew this ambassador: this
representative in Germany of the
Danish Government. This was the
man who had had the Commandante

‘of the prison camp” of Cassel re-

moved from his command, designat-
ing him to the High Command ae
an “inhuman brute”

“An enemy airman? repeated the
ambassador sharply. “But he. is
handeuffed 1"

“Yoa," admitted Zanderberg. “"He
is in peasant dress, sir, and we
dare not risk his escaping!”

“That does not matter!” rapped
the other. “You eay he is an air-
man., You are directly contravening
the Hague Convention — to which
your Government appended ite sig-
nature — by having him marched
through the streets handeuffed like

a felon. Geotlemen,.-I must pro-
tost 1" _
“But he is——" began General

Vorszelten heavily.

Zanderberp silenced him with a
look, and the words trailed wway.
If this- officiona dor of an ambassa-

Derek swung open the ereaking bara deor.,
= his breath, and stood as though frozen to the spot.
he was siaring into the levelled rifle barrels of & squad of
German soldiers.
came a harsh, imperious voiee : ** Put up your hands—or
vou are a dead man [ **

M

Then he caught
For

And from ths shadows behind them
(See page 24.)

dor learned the real identity of the
prigomer, then, without doubt, he
would spare no effort to see that he
obtained a scrupulously fair court-
martial—a court-martial at which it
was doubtful if: the death penalty
could be enforced without world-
wide and unwanted publicity.
Certainly the ehooting at dawn
would be postponed; wunless
German High Command “wished to
take o grave risk of alienating a
Government which up fo now had
refrained from any active participa-
tion in the war, i

“We but took what we thought
Wwas & necessary precaution, sir,"”
eaid Zanderberg suavely. “But, in
view of.your proteet, we shall he
happy to have the prisomer’s hand-
cuffs vemoved. At the same fime,
we would reiterate that the peasant
garb he wears justifiee us in’ the
‘courae we adopted I T

“I cannot agree,” replied the am-
bassador frigidly, “the man being,
as you say, an airman. But I thank
you for your ready and courteous
chservance of my uesat 1™

He bowed ' slightly. Turning 1o
the staff ecaptain, Zanderberg in-
structed him to order the removal
of . Derek’s handcuffa. and hig imme-
diate ¢onsignment to the fort. '

(And so Derek Monericfl war to be
taken to the fort and shot et the hour of
dawn, unless——  But you'll read all
about i¢ in the conciuding chaplers of
this powerful serial wheeh will eppensr
én next week’'s Miower,)

Tre Macxer Liprarv.—No. 1,102,
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DICKY NUGENT'S THE BOY TO GCHEER YOU UP!

By Dialeyy Nugenla

As a driver of slaves, Dr. Birchemall would make
the perlect tyrant. But as a bus-driver he would
make any Insurance Company put up the shutters!

L
“ NOTISS

*From now on, walking or syeling
Inte the willldge of Muggleton Is
forbidden, banned, and tabood. Boys
wishing to make the journey wiil be
eggspentad 10 take the Eirchemall Bus,
or the eonsekwences, By Order,
(signed} Alfred Birchamall, M.A., LD,

** P.5.—The consekweances .._..=_m be a
seveer birching, and a thousand Hoes
[or each delinkwent.*’

skollerly fist, attracted quite o

lot of attention in the Hall of

St. .Bam’s ono bright morning.
Many cawstic comments were made by
the grate ¢rowd that gathered round to
read i1t. Despite the fact that breakfast
had not been served, cverybody felt
awlnlly fed-up. . T

It wos some days sinece the Head had
astonished the natives by setting up a
¢:m:w¢.h.ﬂm.mm between the old skool and
the villidge, and the Head discovered
that sinee his fi.st  triomfant  trip,
trude had fallen off considerably. Trade
was not the only thing that had fallén
off ; many of the passenjers had shared
the same fate, as a matter of fact:
henes the general relucktance to risk
the perils of a ride in the Head's
wratched old erock.

Dt Birchemall had E.J.Enﬂnwm made
up his mind to alter this state of affairs,
and his stern dekree wos the result.
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ﬂﬁmm}_ﬁ notiza, in Dr. Birchemnll's

“Well, of all the nerve!” sjackulated
Jack Jolly, the kaptin of the Fourth,
when hoe had percozed the noties.

“Fansy the old fogey imajining he's
ma_nm.ﬁu order ue to travel on his old

g ! .mmmﬂ_ﬂ_ﬂam Frank Fearless breth-
lessly. “I shan't, for one!"
~ "Neor 1! corussed Merry and Bright
indignantly.

And with the eggseption of 8 fow
mizzerable toadies and snoaks whe
always curried faver with orthority, tha

whole skool determined to cut out

Muggleton altogoether until the Head
u_mp:mﬁnmm a more reasonable frame of
mvianel. ; ;

But they hadn't reckoned on the
trickery and injenawity of the cunming
old headmaster of 5t. Soam's.  Dr.
Hirchomall had foursecn how they would
tnke s order, and like the wily old
.?u_ he was, he had prepared accord-
ingly.

W hen Jack Jolly & Co. strolled down
to the skool Eﬁ#m:n% after morning
classes, they discovered what hiz wheeza
was. Orately to their surprise, the tuck-
shop was bolted and -mﬂﬂﬂﬁuﬁ&. De.
Birchemall was standing before the

‘elosed door, grinning all over his dile.

“Good-morning, bowys!™ he said.
“Comeo for some tuck?"

“"Right on the wicket, sir ™ answered
Joek Jally. J ;

“Then I'm afraid you've come to the
wrong shep,” said the Head, with a leer.
"“"The skool shop is closed until further
orders [t

—. B __E_..

“Deff " gqueried the Head Hﬁﬁunﬂ&_m-. 1

1 remarked that the  skool shop is
closed until further orders.”

There was a weeping and nashing of
teeth among the crowd at that announco-

ment, for the grub they provided at St

Sam’s wouldn't have nurrished the aver-
age ocat, and everybody relied on the
tuckshop for keeping body and sole
together. .

“Really, sir, this 13 a bit thick ! pro-
tested Jack ua:ﬁw

“You'll find that you'll soon be a bit
thin, too, unless you get supplies some-
whore e¢lse!™ sald the Heaad, with a
callus chuekle. *I recommend you all
to wizzit the bunshop at Muggleton,
.__,._H_.u_w.n. they keep an eggzellant stock o
.ﬂ.n.-.u. _.u.__ ?
| "Dut we can't!” eried Frank Fear-
osa. .

“Why not, pray®"? .

_ "DBeecawse you've forbidden us to walk
inta the willidge."

HThen why not ride?™ asked Dr.
Birchemall, with a elite shrugg. “ There
18 o handsum three-speed, overstrung,
jewel-levered motor-bus at vour dis-
posal, My advice, boys, is, go by bus,
and save your boot-leather.™

“Ho that's the game, is #F" eried
Jack Jolly, -his lip curling. *You've
closed the tuckshop so as to force us
to ride on your bus."

“"Eggsactly ! = Has it taken all this
time for the eggeplanation to w._mﬂum.-
trate your hrancbox?" chuckled the
Head. -

“It's a rotten trick!™ cried Frank
Fenrlesa hotly. ;

“{Only a beastly cadd could do soeh
a thing | epgeclaimed Merry warmly.

“Just what you mita eggspoect of tho
old willan, though!™ said Bright
heatedly. il

Dr. Birchemall recoiled for o minnit
under this fire of cffcnsive remnrks.
Then he straitened whn._mm_r- up; aod o
dogged look appeared on hiz hzz.

.mW:nﬂnﬁ _mm.m_ ha barked, " Were it not

for the fact that I ontissipate collecting
your fares on the bus soon, I should gate
you all for the rest of the term.: As il
19, 1 will overlook the matter, and invite
all those who intend travelling -to
Muggleton to step on the bus at once—
if not sooner!” i

With that, Dr. Birchemall erossed
over to tho r..:: which wns waiting In
sollitar y r
the tuckshop, and beckoned the juniors
to [ollow him. ]

To hiz shagrin and dizmay, however,
not one of the juniors did #o. Ewven the
ono or two tondics prezzent didm't feel
like inviting the skorn and contempt of
the rest by-boarding tha bus just-then.

Dr. Bircheroall got into a feariyl wax

when he' realized there were no takers.
He tore his sconty hair, and nashed his
teeth with rage, while a grate netted
vain stood out on his forrid. .
- “Grata pip! - Are you obstinit young
raskals still standing out?' he roared.
“Can it be possibul that there 1 not a
single passenjer among you!" .

“ Mot to-day, baker ! grinned Japer
minor of the Third,

“Ha, ha;-ho ! . : :

- Then the Head played his frump eard.

“ Lickham 1" he bawled. :

“Ves gir!"” answered Mr, Lickhom,
the master of the Fourth, who was the
official conductor and fare-collector.

“*Bun and tell the eook thet no dinner

is to be served to-day. 1f I.can't do it
any other way, I will starve these young
villans inte submission 1" _
. “But—but you can’t do thet, sir!”
gasped Mr, Lickham agarst. * Starving
skoolboya, in thesa enlitened days,
simply isn't done ™

.Hﬂ__u Head larfed harshly. : ;

“A good many things are done in this
skool t ara not done elsewhare,” he
snad, “If you don't want to incur the
viles of my wrath and a cupple of thick
cars, you will buzz off immojately.”

“Oh erikoy! Cortainly, sir ! gasped
Mr. Lickham, and he ran off to execute
the Head’s order. :

The crowd melted away, farely
stunned by the ﬂ_ﬁuEmFW nollidge that
they could draw in their belts until they
chose to patronise the Head’s bus
again | J

IL.

hera 13 a limmit to hewman en-

A& durance, and most of tha Bt

Bam's fcllows had reached that

limmit. by tea-time. With no

grub in Hall and none obtainable from

the tuckshop, they m.nmu.: to cggaperienco
the nawing paogs of hunger.

OF course, this state of things couldn't

o on for ever: sooper or later tho

eod would have to reimtrodoocce the
regular skool meals again.

But Dr. Birchemall didn't seem to be
in any hurry about it, and the fellows
reatised that they mite suffer dreadiul
aggornies of starvation before that time
came. The Head prided himself on
being as obstimit ag an old mule, and
there wae no doubt that he ______.E.n—__m be
more obstinit than cver in -his effort
to secura trade for the Birchemall Bus.

So ot tea-time, most of the dhaps. de-
cided to give in after all, and take the
trip to Muggleton for the purpuss of
mmdulging in a jolly n_u__m_..m.u. d.

Tha bus was still waiting E.w—uﬁ@%ﬂﬂ_m
when & crowd of juniors, headed by
Jaak Jolly, turned ap. -

Dr. Birchemall, who had evwvidently
been watching out for gers. from
his study window, rushed out imme-
jately, still munching the last of the
half-duzzen docnutts he had had for
taa.

Ha grinned delitedly at the sight oi
the grata erowd of juniors. ;

“Thought you'd scon cbme round|”

gtato o few wﬁiw away from.

ho remarked. “ Where's that scoundrell
of a conductor? Ah, here you are,
Lickham |
“At your serviss, eir!" said the
master of the Fourth humbly, "I pre-
soom wa are bound for Muggleton?™ .
o - y " nodded the Hoad, as
*nﬂ:# as ever again .at the sight of o
onded bus. “Don't forget to collect all
the dibbs, Lickham. .And let me warn
you that if you make any mistakes in
punching the tickets, I'll punch your
nose afterwardas,” -
Mr. Lickham boughgd nervussly. :
“Very well, sir. . By the way, before
we go, mite I rospeetfully ask you to bo
a little more caroful in E_Hm%ﬁw .with
paesing vechicles, brick walls, et settera,
et settera? Forchunitly you have won
every battle so far, but'thore is always &
chonce that you mité come up agpinst
maEn.*._._Em too hevvy to knock out of
the way. . S
Dr. Birchomall bestowed a whithoring
look at his subordinate. .
“Dash it all, Lickham, you're surely
not akkusing me of careless deiving?"
he cried in E.#E._wmu. “Why, we didn't
have more than & duzzen or 2o collizsions
vesterday, if my memory i3 not- at
fault.” 3 M e
“Thoere were m.w_:.#m_. enuff casualties to
fll u.m;m..m._ia: odpital to overflowing,
anyway,
“MWhat I'm afraid of iz that I shall be.
the neckat.” 3 .
“Putt-tutt! I'm surprized at your
worrying -over ‘such a trifle!” eggs-
elaimed the Head Hmﬁtﬁm- “I'm _sure
tho thought of: your being injured
dunzzent eause me the slitest anxiety.
Get on to the bus _HEJE..H_H_ Lickham,
and prosead with the sll-important work
of .collecting the fares!™

“Zo be 141" mermered Mr. Lickham,
and with & sigh, he stepped on to the
platform and jerked the bell-cord,

Dr. Birchemall flung him a scowling
look, then flung himsell into the driver's.
scat. A E.mﬂumn Hﬂhw, _._mE Hw-_nn_.mu._.w:
Bua waa H__*H ity o rolling along at o
terrifick specd m_n_______ﬂ the road leading
to Muggleton.

Muggleton was _m._.ﬁ.__.ﬂ:cp:“_‘ roached.
in safety, nothing eggsiting happening
on root, barring tho destruction of a
cupple of farm-waggons and o baker’s
cart. Lol
The famished juniors made o dive
for the bunchop, and eagerly regaled
themselves with pork-pies, ham-pattios,
doenutts, jam-tarts, and many other
dellicacies, too numerous to mention.

After that, looking well-fed and happy
onee more, the juniors got back into the
waiting bus, and fecling at pices with
the world, leaned back in thair soats
and woited to be driven back to 5t
Sam’s. - b

Dr. Birchemall stuffed the commie
paper he hed been reading into hia
pocket and cranked up. ik

With a deffening roor, the enjine
started, and within a cupple of minnita
the bue was tearing through thoe villid
agnin, leaving clouds of dust and smoke
in ita wake, LSk

The Head of St Bam's was grinning
all over his dile as the bus raced alon
the Muggleton lane,  But, alter hall
the journey had boen covered, the grin
m_..__m_a.__E_u mﬂmﬂw away, amd an egge-
pression of alarm took ita place.

Dr. Birchemall had discovered that
something had gone wrong with the
works. ha Birchemall Bus wag no
longer responding to his powerful kicks
and pushes. It wae going P_n,;m_ at its
own sweet will, and nothing would stop
it

“(h erikey " gasped Dr. Birchemall,
in dismay, ns the awiul trooth penny-
trated his wooden noddle. .

He wrenched frantickally at one lever

said Mr. Lickham gloomily. |

after another, but the bus went faster.
Heo trod on the brakes, but it axxeller-
ated still more | _ :

“Q-g-grata  pipl™ stuttered Dr.
Lirchemall feebly, -

Beads ‘of inspiration bagan to stand
out on his forrid.” His beard stood out
strait with terror, and his neezo knocked
together. with a noise that almost
drowned the rattle of the enjine.

“Anything .the matter, sir?” bawled
Mr, .Lickham, from his perch at the
roar of the bus, -

“Yea, . rather!"” shouted hack the
Head. " "The wretched Em—\.,m has got
out of control somehow, Lickham, W..Mn
afraid we are rushing headlong to
destruction ™ . - . ;

“Yirooooo!” yelled Mr. Lickhom,
wnd he collapsed in a limp heap on the
conductor’s platform.

The passenjers elso heard the Head's
remark, and started ap from their seats
in dismay. But they all fell back imme-
jnte .ﬂ afterwards as the bus hit the side
of a hous: and-glarnzed off on to a pass-
uﬂmﬁmaqwﬂ. . 2 et :

ashl Bang! Wallopt P

For a moment evéeryonc imajined that
the end’ had eome. But no! By a
mirracle the Yeehicle H.mmwﬁmm.;ﬁwm again,”
and continued to fly along the rcad ai
o grater spoed than ever.

The juniors breethed wmn._n.

{n, on, on, past fying hedgerows and
troes, the bus raced, m..wuna.smwr_ﬂm. sino-
posts, and smashing up brick walls and
other obstacles in ita wake, until at last
the spires and turrits and battlements’

-of the old gkool leaped into view!

* With a roar, the bus tore through the

ates, past old Foesil's lodge, and up the

rive. Dr. Birchemall closed his eyes
and simply hoped for the best.

The crowd in the quad stared as the
Birchemall Bus rumbled through the
gates, and then, suddenly realising what
Wik the matter, _m.ﬁw fled out of the way
in & state of pannick. -

Right aoross the quad went the bus,
rushing straight on to the Skool House.

With a sickening thud it cannoned
intg the Skool House steps. An instant
later, to everybody’s astonishment, it
W43 Careering up nw_m stops towards the
main ontrance.

Boom |

There was o crash like the sound of
thunder. The passenjets in tho bus

L]

-wera_pitched sll over each ather, and

Dr. Birchomall was shot out of his seat
into tha air, to land with a dull thud
some <distance away. e

In apite of.tha discomfort, however,
everybody . felt very releeved, for the
bus had stopped at last, ﬂnrﬂ.“_u the
main doorway of the Skool Housa!

Thoa ende wa Head's Wild Ride,
and so far as the passenjers were ¢on-
carned, bbing ti H..__m._uﬂ..u_. British ladds who
knew no faar, m..w had rather enjo rod-
the cggsperience than otherwize. They
trotted indoors sattisfied. .

With Dr. Birchemall, however, it was
different. As he dregged his weary
limbs back to the bus, his howk-like
eyea dwalt dollerously eon the ruined
doorway of the 8kool House. :

*Thirty quid’a worth of dammidge if
a pennyworth 1™ he groaned. " What on
aarth ‘will the guvvernera say? ;

It was a wratclied and mizzerable Dr.
Birchemall that went to bed that mite
to rack his branes with the problem .m.m
how to give the guvvencrs of St. Sam’s
a sattistactory eggsplonation of that
dammidged door | _

o vead the last story in

(Hake sure you rea ¢ last sl
thiz amusing sweries, enditled: “THE
LUCE OF MR, LICEHAM!" which
will a r in next week’s Bbumper
BMIAGNET. : .
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