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Always glad to hear from gou, chuns, so drop wme a Hne lo the following
adidpess ;. The Editor, The ** Magnel " Libvary, The Amaigomated Press, Lid.,

Fleefieay Howse, Favringdon Streel, London, E.C.d.

NOTE.—All Jokes mnd Limericks should be sent to cfo “"Mammat" 5, Carmelite Sireet. London,

E.C.4 (Comp.h

THRILLS OF THE PIRT-TRACK |

Ti I feol like patting mysell on the back
for once again having anticipated the
wishes of MagneT readers, you chaps must
forgive me. During the past fortnight
shoals of lettors have reached me in praiss
of the ne serial yarn by George E. Roch-
cater, and that ise is well deserved.
In my opinion “ The Black Hawk' is
one of the finest stories ever presentad to
readers of the Macier. But what of ite
sugcessor ? Y Can we have a dirt-track
varn " ig, in effect, whet my correapondenta
have asked. Ha, hal already have a
topping story of the dirt-track in hand !
Over a month ago, Mr. Carney Allan,
wlio is on expert st writing this type of
varn, had a chat with me, and tho outpome
was that Carpey Allan went home and

an to write the serial story that will

I
follow ° The Black Hewk.” He's com-

pleted the yam—and, jingo, boys, it's a
<tunner ! Theill follows thrill as thes pew
aithor to the Maexer unwinds hia

narrative in a style that is both pleasing
and holding, We pget the atmosphere
of the dirt-track: we can almost hear
the booming noto -::f-.thaln:hﬂ.uata as theso
spocially-tuned motor-bikes hurtle round
the track at breakneck speed. Every-
thing that goes to make a good, realistic
story is present in
“SPEEDWAY PALS "
By A. Carnsy Allan.

You'll find the opening chapters in
next week's .bumpor issae, and, take it
from me, you'll be impaticnt to read the
second and subsequent instalments tho
moment you have sampled this now treat,
Tion't forget, boys, this new ecrial atarta
noxt weck,

M.D., of Norwich, tclls me he is soven-
teen, and asks how he can hecome a mid-
ghipman in the Navy. I em afraid, M.D,,
that you can’t, because you are much too
old. A midshipman must first of all
begin as & cadet, to which position
ho must a very stifl entrance examing-
tion. Older boys are taken into the Royal
Naval Resorve as midshipmen, bub only
if they have served at least two yoara as
an appreatice or cadet in the Mercantile

hlarioe,
A r——

Hore is o queation which has puzzled
r.ore thad ¢ne person :
WHERE 1S RURITANIA ?

John Wake asks it. There's no such
i‘lnca, John. The name * Huritania "
was given by Anthony Hope to a Botitious
Loux in ono of his novels, But the
word now possed into commaon use,
wd  we dub all  * musical-comedy ™
notions as being *f Ruritanian.” Before
the war Germany had many little ** tin-
pot ™ -primipa!itl.ﬂn At to her, tfut'
they havie nearly all been done away with
now, although thero are still a few coun-
iries in the DBalkans which might be

degeribed aa °° Ruritanian.™
Tue Macxer Linrary.—No, 1,105

NOW FOR A LAUGH !
Here's o winning limerick from the pen
of Tom King, Wayside, Wheelara Lape,
King's Hannti,

A Greyliriars follow named Wun Lung
15 2 wonderiul wnk‘, although young.
He makes soup ** velly nices *
Witk eats, rats and ** white miege.”
And with doggy make nloee ““ox-
tongue."” -
{iot the idea, chums? Good! Then
send in your efforts to the address shown
at the top of this page, and soe if you can
win thess leather pocket wallets.

APRIL THE FIRST !

I must sdmit that I am as fond of a
proctical joke as snybody is, and if I
could ja o ¢ tites,” I would doso,
geaing that this issue will be in your hands
on the Firet of April! I remember that
when I was at sohool, wo had an amateur

that one issue was published on A ist.
The fellow who edited it told us what a
wonderful number be had in readiness
for us, and there wis consideralle excite-
ment to get hold of it as soon as it waa
published. You cen guess what we said
when we it and discoverad that sl
the pages were blank, except the last onc,
and on that was printed ™ April Fool !"
Wall, I can't very woll be ad heartless
ag to porpetrate such a joke on yom, so
hers is the MaowET a8 usual, - anly
fellows who will be mada April fools are
those who haven't ordered their
in advance, and who will be told by their
nowsagent that he ie “sold out 12 1 hope
that docen’t happen to you! :

HM;"E YOU HEARD TIIiS QNE?

At a local polloe court, ** Brulser
Bill, the fsrror of the neighbourhoaod,
apga:ud for the Afth time In five weaks,

* What’s the sharge to-day ? ** asked
the magistrata.

* Disorderly sonduot, sir.”

The magisirate rubbed
thoughtiully.

“ You're a regular customer here,”
he safd, ‘““and always charged with
disorderly conduet or fighting the police.
It you're so fond of Aghting, why don’t
you go lor 2 soldler 2 .

“I did once,” retorted the accused,
*“ put he nearly killad me !

A pocket-knife has been awarded to:
J;Ju:n J:!ﬂ ta, 8, Bixth Avenue, Blyth, North-

If you other chaps know of a %oml joke,
send it im. I have plonty of pocket-
knives in stook waiting to be won.

WHO INVENTED THE SUBMARINE ?

nska &. T. Green, of Walthamsiow,
Several pgople had a shot at it; but the
most sucoessful one was ‘built by an
American named Bushiwell, who tned it
out in 17756, Previous to that. the idea
of under-water navigation had intercited
many people, and in the early part of the

his eckin

Birmxﬁm' . for which |
he receives a ysoful leathor pocket wallet.

maguzine of our own, and it happensd |

geseventeentih cenlury, o
Dutehman named Cornelius
Droabbell crested something
of a furore by nmrig&thg Y
boat manned by twelve
rowers under water in tho
Thames. Nowadays, subma-
rinea have made tremondous
atridea, a8 you can sea by the
photographa of new crafl of
this type which apmfrﬂm
time to time in the 5

Do yon remembor Jules
Yerne's story ‘‘Twenty
Thousand Leagues Under
the Bea?!" Verna waa cer-

-

80 ofa het.,
e g S sy
waa written “ demkey's ages '
ago, the submaring whieh he
deseribed was remarkably similar to the
British “ K™ clasa of ‘submarine which
only camo inte being during the lest
of the war. Which just shows you
ow fetion very olten forestalla faot !
Here is a selection of ;

THINGS WORTH KENOWING

in answer to gueries which various readers

have put to me. Jim Donnell wants to
know the distapce of the horizom. It all

ds how. high you are whon you

at the horizon. ‘1f you are sirnding
ot sea level, Jim, vour.eyes will bo about
fiva feot above, ‘and vou will then see the
horizon at 2} miles d!; If your aye
waa 10 fect above sea level, you would aec
the horizon at four milea distance.

The greatest known depth of the ocodn
{thia ia in rgpl;,- toa H. T., of Chorlton) is
32,636 fcet. This depth was recorded
154 miles South East of Tokio, - .~ -

Bert Cook, of Bognor, wants to Know
if it would be possible to send

AN AIRSHIP TO THE SUN?-

It wouldn't, Bert, for TEpSOT A,
the ohief. one, of course, hbei that it
would bo destroyed long beiore it reachedl
there. LDul, even ging that & non-
eombustible airship could be sent on such
8 journcy, antd it otlained a regular speed
af, say, fifty miles per hour, it would take
it no leas o 210 years to complate the

jeurnoy !
; L MFLYIRG!™

A Mancheater mader who signs Lim-
self ** Flying *" wants to know who weon th:
porial race for the King's Cup in 1825,
Captain 'F. L. Barnard was ihe victor on
that cccasion and lwo. flew & 385 h.p.
Biskin V ’plane at the averape of
1514 miles ao hour, Yea, Bir Alan Uebham
i win this famous race ; that was in thn
m 1824, and his was

miles an hour, Glad to that

you think our "“fiying ™ wserial is the

* goods,”’ my Mancheater chum, and you're

wte right—the follow who wrote ** The

glaah awk " was a pilot x the Great
War, and a good pilot, too! -

And now, te finish up, let us seo
WHAT THE BLACK BOOK BAYS
next lendid i

cone 'a ‘iaava.
First of all there is the long, eomplsto
Qreyfriars yarn: “ Harry W:l‘mﬂn's
Penl.” All of you will enjoy this story.
dealing with the further adventures of the

Lt ra chums dﬂ:inq their stay in

od: Then there'a the ing

instalmont of Carney Allan’s * dirt-track

ml'?r entitled : :
“SPEEDWAY PAIS 1™

which I stronply rcecommend you to repd;

No, I'm not torgetting

he supplies us with another

Nugent, for
Ef%h in
{ 2o BIRCHEMALL ARD TH

DRAGOR 17
Our “chat ™ will ba included ns usual,
and there will be more prize-winning jokos
and CGroyfriars limericks. Order early,
boys—savea disappoéintment.

YOUR EDITOR.



GET BUSY ON THIS FIRST-CLASS
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Trouble !

¢ TEEHDER!” .
“Halle, hallg, hallo!”
~murmured Bob Cherry.

o Eﬂlﬂﬁth‘lng'&t up [*
" Gee-whiz 1"
“The wupfulness is terrific!” re-
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“Carry me home to die!”

SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE YARN

L He do, he does!” chuckled Johnny
Bull, .
- “I'11 tell a man!” came Mr
Schootz's reverberating woice. “1°11
tell the world! Does the geck think
I'll stand for it? What—what!” -

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
one another, and smiled. They
wondered what the row was, and who
it was that had got Mr. Schootz’s

RIGHT AWAY, CHUMS!

<5

A full-o’-pep story of the
adventures of Harry

Wharton & Co. of Grey-.

friars. in Americal

- =

“Polk’'s been up to somethin
spid Frank Nugent sapgely. - “Hc's
been putting on too many airs!"

“8houldn’t wonder,” agreed Harry
Wharton.

"Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes

joily old Bchootz!” murmured Bob
herry.

The juniora rcepectfully ceascd to
smile, as the directer camec out of
his office. e :

But Mr. Schooiz did nof glance at
them.

He came out stamping, hia fat face
red with wrath, the bald top of his
head ghining in the sun. :

Mr. Van Duck followed him out.

Evidently, Bt}m&thiﬁg waa “‘up."” goat so emphatically that morning. The assistant director looked per-
Mr. Rigg Schootz, director of Per- “Not little us this time!" grinned turbed. = - '
fection Picture Syndicate, not infre- Bob. “Polk says—" he was saying as
quently grew excited. . . he followed Mr. Schootz:
Since Harry Wharton Perfection Films pay Myron Polk a fabulous “Dog-gone Polk!" hooted
& Co. had joined the movie galary for posing before the camera. But Mr. Schootz. “Does Polk
company  at Hollywood, yhen it comes to risking his neck, Myron think he's running Perfec-

they had often beheld Mr.
Schootz 1n a voleanic state.

Hardly & scene could be
“shot,” without Mr, Schootz
roaring through his mega-
phone like a Bull of Bashan
once or twice, if not half
times.

Mr. Schootz was nob
the megaphone now. . But, really, he
might have beem, to judge by the
powerful volume of his voice.

In every cormer of the old adobe
ranch-house on .the location Mr.
Bchootz's voice could be heard.

It rang from his office; it echoed
across the patio; it reverberated up
and down Jack-Rabbit Canyon.

Often as Mr., Schootz was
passion, he excelled himself
time, and broke his own record.

“I gness Schootz is sure shooting
off his mouth eome,” remarked
Figher T. Fish. “His mad’'s sure up!
That gink Bunter been playing his
dﬂg-‘gﬂnﬂ tricke apain#” .

*0Oh, really, Fishy 3

“The dear man seems quite ex-
cited I remarked Lord Mauleverer.

Polk’s

of his
ordeal

a dozon

crforming on

in a
this

was on the scene with

. rather, the

a jibber. And that’'s how

Whartm}, a mere schoolboy, gets the chance
life, and emerges from a terrifying
with the honours thick upon him !

Harry ‘Wharton & Co. were loiter-
ing in the trec-ehaded, flower-scented”
patio of the old rancho. That morn-
ing they were idle. The big school
film was not in the programme that
morning. A more important matter.
was on hand, :

Myron Polk, the Perfection *star,”
the black
Arab horse he rode in his character
of the “gheik "—Ahmed Din, Lord of
the Deseft. When the Perfection
star was on the scene, the Greyfriars-
fellowa took second place.

Mr. Van Duck, the assistant
director, had just come back to,the
ranche, the headguarters of
Perfection company, on location.
He had gone into Mr. Schootz's office.
Then the explosion occurred — or
earthquake. xplosion
was too mild & word Tor Mr.
Schootz's outburst! :

the- -

tion Pietures? I°11 Sy he
1sn't 1 :

. And Mr. Schootz stamped
away out of the arched

Harry

adobe entrance of the
rancho, the asgssistant

dircetor at his heela.
“I say, you fellows!” prinned

Billy Bunter. .“That beast Polk's
for it this time! Scrve him jolly
well right!”

“Let's go and see the circus!"” sug-
gested the Bounder.

“Let's!” said Bob Cherry.

“Well, Mr. Behootz told us to turn
1‘?' for “the shot,” eaid Harry

harton. *“He likes ws to watch
Polk at work, and pick wp tips for
movie-aeting, I dare say he's right.,”

“There’s one chap here who could
act Polk’'s head off 1" said Billy
Bunter, with a sniff.
. “You flatter me, old chap!” said
Bob Cherry gravely. .

“Eh? I don't mean vyou, ¥you
ass " égnapped Bunter.  "“If Schoot=
had the sense of a bunny-rabbit, he
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would kick Polk out of that sheik
, and give it to mo!” 2]

“Ha, ha, ha!” . ;

“He's a dud!”_eaid Bunfer scorn-
fully. * “He can't see that I'm “ont
out for a Valentino part!™ ,

“Come on, you men!" said Bob,
"No time for Buater's funny turn
now. We've got to sce Polk.”

The Greyfriars fellows followed in
the wake of the director and sasistant
direetor. o

Thera was a blaze of eupshine in
Jack-Rabbit Canyon. FEarly as the
genson wag, it was warm m;d sunny
epring in the favoured climate of
Southern California.

Mr. Schoots was striding up the
canyon at a great rate, his fa le
fairly twinkling. Mr. Van Du
had %o stretch his long legs to keep

with the irate director.

After them went the Greyfriars
juniors. They had been told to turn
up for the "“shot™; and 1t wase
time for the shot to be taken mnow.
And it looked e if the ecene would
be rather more interesting tham they

had anticipated.
Myron Polk, as a rule, was treated
with the greatest respect and con-

pideration by all £ Perfection
company—from Mr. Schoots down to
the emallest messenger. The
thonsands of dollars that Mr. Polk
received for a picture were fabulous.
All gver Hollywood, producers were
cager to get Polk. Polk was the

ods. :
Even the big echoo]l film, for. which
Mr. Hiram Fish had brought a

erowd of Greyfriars fellows to Loe
Angeles, was small beer in c¢com-
parison  with the “Lord of the
Desert #  picture, featuring Myron
Polk. -

Although they cordially disliked
the Perfection etar, the juniors ad-
mitted that he was a first-clase movie
actor, and that the publicity agents
were not far wromg in describing
him as the “handsomest man in
Hollywood.” His airs and graces,
whieh certainly  irritated Mr.
8chootz, were generally endured b
that gentleman with fortitude. Pol
wos too valuable for the director to
quarrel with him, if he - counld help
it

On the present oceasion, however,
the wiala of Mr. Schootz’s wrath
seemed destined for the devoted head
of the Perfection star. There was a
Iimit to Mr. Schootz’'s patience; and
the film star eeemed to have reached
that limit.

Mr. Schootz, like most movie pro-
ducers, was an autocrat; and he
_allowed no man to encrosch on his
province—not even a star of the
firat magnitude. Apparently, the
handsomest man in Hollywood had
overatepped the. line for once.

“Search me!” Mr Schootz's ex-
cited voice rolled back to the juniors,
“I'll eay it's the hi¥eat acene in
the whole -picture! on hear me,
Van Duek? T'11 eay it’s a daisy!
I'll say it's the s—what? And
that geck won’t stand for it—whatf”

“Ho sayve——" murmured Van
Duck. & £ .
“Thunder '

Tae Macner Liggary,—No. 1,103,

‘ reagonable,” he anawered,

Mr. Schootz whisked on.
. After- him whisked Mr. Van Duck.

: CAfter Mr. Van Duck marched the

Greyfriars fellows, ana a dozen more
members of the Perfection Company.

It was quite an army that arrived
on the scene, at the upper end of
Jack-Babbit Canyon, where the hand-
somest man in Hollywood stood be-
side bis hlack Arab horse, with o
cigarette between his lips, and a
suilert seowl on his face.

- g

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mr. Polk is Not Taking Any!
YRON POLE glanced at the
M excited Mr. Schootz, and his
lip cutved. He glanced past
him at the jumiors, and his eyes
linted. The spoiled darling of the
lm fans could never see r
Wharton & Co. without betraying his
bitter dielike in his looks,
What the trouble wae, was o mye-
to the jumiors.

scene had been fixed on the bank

of the torrent that flowed down
through the canyon. from the Santa
Monica Mountains. At a little dis-
tance ‘rom the stream was mu Arab
cncamproent, with realistic tents and
palm-trees, By a realistic well,
several movie-girls in Arab costume
stood. Néar by s number of movie-
Arabs stood by their horees ready to
take part in the scene planned by
Mr. Schootz. The camera-men were
in sttendance, ready to shoot. Every-

thing and everybody was rea.’lnfvlg',
@

apparently, ezcept Mr. Polk.
wgmle firmament was prepared for
business, as it were, except the

bright, particular star.

Polk, in his garb as Ahmed Din,
Lord of the Desert, looked his bhand-
gsomest. There was no doubt that he
made » remarkably striking sheik,
of the movie kind. Many of the
movie-girls by the well were gazin
at him with admiration, as he

by the Arab horsze, locking more like.
_man.

a spoiled boy, at the moment, than
a man of twenty-five.

Mr. Schootz halted before him. It
was o long walk up the canyon from
the raocho, and Mr. Schootz had
hurried. He was rather out of
breath, and ke spluttered.

“EHPEI" he gasped. * What's this,
what

h
B, g

answered.
“Polk says—"
assistant director.
Mr. Schootz interrupted him.
“What you got against this zcene,
Polk?™
“I guess I've %'nt only one neck!”
answered Polk sullenly, “I guess.I
want to keep it in one piece.”
Snort, from Mr. Schootz.
“Cold feetr” he roared.
Polk flushed. ]
“I guess I'll do anythin%

hia shouldera.
Yan Duck!” he

murmured the

that’a
You've
put more then one man in the Holly-
wuil:Jd hgapltaﬁl; L[r.t Sﬂhoutzi Yﬂu.'x
no ng -put me along wi
th-emg.m :

Apparently the scene that WMr.
Schootz h lapned was consi
too dangerous by the Perfection star,

_broken, limhs

It was guite possible that he was
right. Mr. Schootz was one of those
producers who are preparcd to sacri-
fice anything to realism. Harry
Wharton & Co. were aware that more
than once, since they had jéined the
Perfection Company, there had been
as a result of Mr.
Bohootz’s realistic scenes,

“I'll say it's the biggest sceme in
the whole picture!™ hooted Mr.
Schootz.” “What'a the matter with
it? Yom can ride, I guness:" :

“You've seen me ride!” said Polk.
sulkily. _

“You claim to be the best rider in
Californis.” .

“1 guess there isn’t any rider i
California that has anything on me,”
answered Polk,

“Thenn what’s the matter with this
seene?” demanded Schoots. “You

ride down to the water, and jump.
Ain't ever jumped on that eay-
use beiorer”

Polk waved hia hand towards tle
torrent, ;
“Lock at the jump ! ke said.
“I'll tell & man, it will make the
film-fana rubber!” gaid Mr. Schootz

emphaticaliy.

olk smeered, :

“I'll' say it will—when they see
Myron Polk bresking his neck on the
feture! T guess I'm not standing
or that.”

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“1 say, you fellows, what & rotten
funk I” ‘he murm :

“Shut up, Bunter !
. The juniors had seen Myron Polk
perform many daring feats on 1ihe
back of his black Arab., He was a
eplendid rider, and had always
seemied a daring rider. But more
than once they had -enspected that
there was a yellow streak in the hand-
som2st man in Hollywood; and the
yellow streak had come to the surface
now,

Certainly, the task that had heen
set the film star, by the realistic Mr.
Schootz, might have dauntéd many a

‘The bank of the torrenf was rough
and rocky. The torrent waa wide
and deep and swift. “The o ite
bank was higher, and of rugged rock,
eplashed the foam of the stream,
wet and s 'pgerjh Only a splendid
horseman, and a daring and venture-
some one, would have taken such a
leaF. Certainly, the picture of such
s feat, on the screem, would have
thrilled the film faps to ecstacy. But
Myron Polk grudged his many . ad-
mirers that thrill. ‘That he eould
make the leap enccessfully, if his
nerve was equal to it, was likely
tr.*-n-::uygh. But his nerve was not egual

o 1it. -

Mr. Schootz’s ruthless realiem had
put too severe a strain on the film
gtar’a nerve.

Mr. Schootz strove to calm himeelf,
He had spent much time and trouble
on planning thet thrilling sceme. The
Sheik Ahmed Din, ch by his foes,
wag to leap for his life across the
torrent, leaving his enemies raging
behind. Already, in his mind’s eye,
Mr. Schootz could see erowded houses
rising to that thrilling ecene. It
was going to be the big punch of the
“Lord of the Desert” film. He had
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Harry Wharton steppzd forward.

the part Myron Polk has deelined, Mr. Schootz ? ** he asked.
** I can ride, and I believe I could bring it off.

never dreamed that Myron Polk
wounld *jib.” Polk owed much of
his popularity to his pood locks, but
much to his reputation as a fcarless
and reckless rider. Wo film fan in
the United Btates would have De-
lieved that the Perfection sheik would
ghrink from any feat, howsoever
dangerous. It was no wonder that
Mr. Rigg Schootz was wrathy.
“Now, lock here, Polk!" he said.
“Thig -ecene iz pgreat! You can see
that! It will do wou as wmuch good
a3 it will do Perfection. Can’t vou
uog the film fans rubbering at 1t7"

“Y can see myself in the Holly-

wood  Hospital?™  snecered - Polk.
“There's a limit, Schootz. TYou've
got to it.”

Mr. Schootz breathed hard.
“I'll say the scene can’t be cut!”
Le announced.

“I guess you'll have to
to do it, then!” said Polk, ~ "I

tell you there’s o limit, There's no
man 1n California would make that
jump, and yoir know it.”

“1'1 Bay that you're the only man
to®do it} conceded Mr. Schootz. *I
sure ain't asking any other puy. I'm
asking you.”

“Forget it!” answered Polk,

“"You ean't back out like that!™
shrieked Mr. Schootz.

t another

“I'1l tell the

His face was a little flushed, but he was quite cool.
**You ! ** Mr. Schootz stared.
I’m willing to try, anyhow ! **

world you can't! You can't let me
down that-a-way.”

Polk ehrugged his shoulders.

“Chew on this!” gas Mr.
Schootz. ““You let me down in this
film, and—and—and—" :

“If von want to cancel my con-
tract, say the word!” answcred Polk

mmsclently. “I've got an offer from
Magiec Films in my pocket. Pandora
will he glad to get me back. I gucss
I haven't got to beg up and down
Hollywood Boulevard for an engage-
ment.”

Mr. Schootz snotted.

“That scene goes!” he shouted.
"I'm telling you, I will not eut that
scene. If you won’t play up, I'll get
anpother man for it, 1if I have to
sparch through California from the

. bordér to Mount Shasta.”

“You've aaid it!” sneered Polk,
““Get another guy as soon as you like,
'l lend my horse to any guy who's
fool enough to jump that torrent om
its back.”

Mr. Schootz seemed to choke.

Hiz plump heart was set on that
thrilling “shot.”  The backing-out
of the Perfection atar was quite un-
expected.  The film director really
looked, for some moments, as if he
would have an attack of apoplexy.

He turned from Polk af last, He
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“* Will you give me a chance to take
** Yes, little me,** said Wharion.

(See Chapler 3.)

starcd over the gathered Perfection
‘company, as if in search of somcone
whom he pould ask to take the star's
place. :
There was no encouragement in
the faces he ecanned. The feat was
so deadly dangerous, that no man in
the company was prepared to acccpt
the offer, if Mr., ootz made 1t
There were very few present who
blamed Myron Polk for “jibbing.”
The pgeneral uPininn was that the
enterprising . director was carrying
his realism much too fac. The movie
Arabs standing by their horsces
avoided Mr. Schootz's plance. They
all scemed unwilling to cateh his eyc.

Mr. Bchootz fizxed his eyes om the
group of Greyfriars juniors.  Bob
Cherry gave Bunter a nudge. .
“Now's your chance, fatiy!"” he
wI{tiﬂ ared. n g " :

‘Oh, really, Cherry——

“{Fo 1n and win, old fat man!™
chuckled the Bounder.

“Yah!"

Bills Bunter had *told the
world ¥ that he was born for sheik
parts. But he seemed to fecl no
temptation to offer himself for the
part Myron Polk had declined.

Harry Wharton drew a - debp
breath.
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His eyes were shining.
Frank Nugent read the
on his face, and caught at

in alarm.
“Harry! Don’t be an ass—7"
The captain of the Remove shook
off his chnm’s detaining band and
stepped forward. |His face was a
little Aushed, but he was guite cool.
D uWiTI

ression
aATID

you give me a chance, Mr. ]

Mr. Schootz shook his head slowly.

“I couldn’t stand for it,” he eaid.
“You're only a kid. You ain't old
ennuNgh to understudy Myrom Polk.”

“Not in acting,” said Harry; “in
that line, I'm not in the same streot
with Mr. Polk, and T know it. I'm
not an ass. But I can ride—"
. “You sure. coulda’t make that
Em E L ¥

Behootz ' he asked. "1 believe I econld.”
“It ain’t good enmough,” said Mr.
S Schootz very slowly.,  Still his eye
was running over the captain of the
THE THIRD CHAPTER. R-Er_m?ve,fm }:f ke were scanning the
ints of a horse.
o PUWell, itra for you o say, sirl”
b oU'! . aaid Harry, &isapﬁiiﬂted. But I'd
Mr. Rigg Schootz stared. 1, 01ad ¢ try, if you'd let me.”
Little me,” said Harry, —«May g fellow speak, sir?” said

*Y can ride, and I believe I could
bring it off. I'm willing to try.
anvhow.”

“(reat snakes!” said Mr. Schoots:

Myron Polk locked at the ecaptain
iof ﬁ Greyfriare Remove, and his
eyes burned. So far, he had felt
that he had the support of all the
Perfection company; he koew that
no other man there wounld have ven-
tnred where he did not care to ven-
ture. But the offer of a schoolboy to
take his place brought a flueh of
gshame to his face. The bitter enmity
he felt for the whole Greyiriars
party, was intensifigd, at that
moment, to boiling point.

“You—a kid!" eaid Mr. Schootz.
"*No, I reckon I conldn’t stand for it,
lad I

But his eye was ruuning critically
over Wharton ae he spoke.

Harry Wharton was a good-looking
fellow, though he could not be con-
sidered so handsome as the “hand.
somest man in Hollywood.” He was
ten years younger than Polk; but
he was a well.grown fellow, sturdy
and athletic: and the differcnce in
size conld be concealed, with faecility,
by the flowing Arab gk b. His
features. were not much like Polk’s;
but the art of the make-up man counld
work wonders. All these things were
mere details, in Mr, Schootz’s mind—
if the schoolboy could perform the
feat from which the Perfection star
shrank.

Could he? Harry Wharton believed
that he could. He had ridden
since he was bip enough to sit on a
horse; and his uncle, Colonel Whar-
ton, had been hie instructor in horse-
manship, As for courage, there was
no lack of that. He was not only
willing to undertake the feat, but
he was eaper for it. Many a time
he had caet his eyes on that beauti-
ful black Arab, and lomged to ride
him. There was no thought of
“showing off ¥ in Wharton's mind.
He wanted to pet Mr. Schootz out of
a difficulty; and a desire to perform
8 distingunished feat was mnatmral
enough, . Ae for Polk, Harry had
almost forgotten him, in his keenness
to ride the Arab steed in the big
ECEne. If Polk did not want the

art, there was no harm in another
ellow offering to take it on, 80 far
as Wharfon could eee,

- "Q@ive me a chance, Mr. Schontz!”
he said eagerly. *(Give me a chance,
and let me try.” :
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Lord Mauleverer.

Mr. Schootz glanced at him.

“Wharton can do it, sir!"” eaid
Maunleverer. “T’ve seen him ride,
an’' T know somethin® about ridin’.
He can do it.”

Mr. Bchootz seemed 'to make np his
mind.

“Look here, kid,” be said. *If
{-:m can do it, you're going to do it.

ain’t cutting ont that eeene, if I
have to hang up the picture for a
year while I find a man for it. But
—pget on that cayuse, and let me see
how you ride him.”

“Yea, rather.”

Mr. Schootz turned to Myron Polk.
He started a little, as he saw the
thte fury in the Perfection star’s
ace.

“Say, Polk, you don’t want to get
yvour mad up,” ke exclaimed.
“What's biting you? If you've
changed your mind, T recken I'l
jump at it with both feet.”

The Perfection star hesitated. He
cast a plance towards the roc
torrent, and paused. But his heart
failed him.

“I haven't chnn?cﬂ my mind,” he
gaid hoarsely. “But you know as
well as I do that a echoolboy-——"

“I'm going to eee him ride, first.
Then T'll judge!”

“Not »n my horse, then,” gaid
Polk savagely, “I’'m not having this
horse crocked by a foolhardy school-

hnﬁﬂl
r. Schootz kmitted his brows.
“"You've offered to lend that hoss
to any guy I can get to take on the
job,” he retorted. “You can’t back
out of that now, Myron Polk. If
the eritter’s damaged, I'll stand for
the loss. ™ '

“It will cost you five thousand
dollars,” said Polk suddenly.

“It's a ecinch, then,” aaid Mr.
Schootz coolly. “Now hand that
critter over to the kid, and let’'s see
how he shapes.”

“You know he ecan't do it!” hiseed
Polk.

“I puess he aure will hreak his
neck, boes,” &aid Mr. Van Duck
anxipusly, s

“You directing this company?”
asked Mr. Schootz, and the asristant
director bit his lip and was silent.

Polk paused. Another thousht had
come into his mind. That Wharton
could brmg off the feat, he did not
believe for & moment. And if he
failed, it meant danper to life and

limb, Berious injury, probably death
itself, would be the penalty of
failure. At that moment, the film
star hated Wharton so bitterly that
he would have been plad to see him
dashed to death on the rocks of -the
torrent. His well-eut lip curved .in
o hard and cruel smile. He threw
the reins of the black Arab to Mr.
Schoots. '

“Take the horse, then,” he said.
“You're resFOnsihle. I wash my
hande of it.'

“Nobody's asking you to take res-

nsibility,” said Mr. Schootz.
“"You've been mnnderstudied before,
when you've been too gol-darned lazy
to turn up for a shot. You ain’t pot
no kick coming, if .yom're wunder-
studied when you back ount.”

“I’ve said my say,” eneered Polk,

L

and he turned away, and walked off

the ecene.

He halted at a little distance, lean.
ing agfinst a free. The expression
on his face betrayed only too plainly
the black and bitter thooghts in his
mind.

Wharton did not heed him.

Hea arranged the stirrmpa to his
likir;ug and mounted the black Arah,

“Now let's see " said Mr. Schoote.

"Right-ho !" said Harry cheerfully.

Mr. Schootz had already seen
Wharton ride, during the stay of the
Perfection Company at the loeation.
But riding the meftlesome, high-
spirited Arab was
matier.

Wharton understood that if his dis-

¥ of horsemanship satisfied Mr.

ootz he would be allowed to
attempt the sceme that the director
was 80 anxious to shoot, And he was
determined to do his best.

The spirited Arab reared and
plunged, and Mr. Schootz jumped
rather hastily away. But Wharton
gquickly had the steed in hand.

There was a olatter of hoofs as
the Arab went down the canyon in a
wild gallop. Every eye turned aiter
the flying horseman.

“@reat snakes! He can ridel”
ejaculated Mr. Schootz.

“ He sure can sit a cayuse | agreed
Mr. Van Duck.

The Greyiriare fellowse watched
Wharton eagerly, They were keen
to see a Greyfriare man excel under
the eyes of the whole Perfection com-
pany, and the bitter, malevolent
stare of the Perfection star.

Polk's eyves followed the schoolboy
rider, with a savage hope of seeing
him thrown.

But Wharton was mob likely to be
thrown. .

He sat in the saddle like & cen-
taur; he was thoroughly enjoying
that wild gallop down the canyon..

“Gep-whiz ¥ exclaimed Mr.
Schoote.
Wharton waa riding direct at a

huge stack of packing-cases that had
been delivered from a Los Angeles
lorry, containing “ properties ® of the
Perfection company. For s moment
Polk, at least, thought and hdped
that he had lost control of the
gpirited Arab, and that there was
going to be a fearful crash. But the
captain of .the Remove knew what ho
was about. The Arab rose suddenily

quite another .
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to the leap and seemed to soar in the
air as he cleared the stack.

He came down on the farther side
- with a clatter of hoofs, and Wharton
rode on,

“Bravo !" roared Bob Cherry.

- *Good man!” chuckled the

Baunder. .

At the bottom of the canyon Harry
Wharton wheeled the horse and rode
back. He came up the canyon at a
thundering gallop, his face brizht
and his eyes sparkling.

He arrived at the spot where the
Perfection company were gathered,
with a terrific clatter. For some
moments it seemed as if the charging
horseman would ride right into the
group, and Mr. Schoots looked quite
unessy. But the Greyfriars jumior

ull in the horse, halted, and
jumped lightly down from the saddle,
within a few feet of the director -

“How'a that, umpire?” chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“SBearch me |” said Mr. Schootz.

He gave Wharton a smack on the
shoulder.. His fat face was glowing,

“Say, you can ride!" he exclaimed.
“It's you for the big sceme! You
hear mie? Polk nothing! Where's
the make-up man? here’s that
galoot Harris?  This sure is the
elephant’s hind Ie&! I've got the

gﬂnﬂa{u I'll say that I've got the
Mr, nggh Schootz rubbed his fat
hands and beamed with eatisfaction.

He was satisfied now—he had got
the goods, :

Harry Wharton, in the hands of
the make-up man, prepared for the
big acene—to take the part of the
gheik in the “big punch ” of the
“Lord of the Desert” film.

Polk, leaning on the tree at a little
distance, set his teeth under lips that
were white with fury. “Nobody
glanced at him npow—not even the
movie girls. For once the handsomest
man in Hollywood was totally un-
noticed. :

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Schoolboy Sheik i

b OME gheik!” grinned Bob
S Gherrg.

“The sheikfolness is
tervifie.” ;
Harry Wharton smiled ,under his
make-nup.

Under the skilful hands of Harris,
amd the critical eyes of Mr. Schootz
and Mr WVan Duck, the eaptain of
the . Greyfriare Remdve was being
metamorphosed into a eheik of the
Sahara.

Burnose and turban of otless
white glittered with g:r:lpertjr jewela.
The junior's clear, bealthy English
complexion was changed into the dee
brown of the Arab, his eyes ekilfull
ghaded to make them darker, his
brows blackened, his mouth reddened
to scarlet 1In that puise his dearest
chum or nearest relatiom would mever
have recornised him.

Undoubtedly he made a very hand-
some figure as an Arab.

He was taking s part supposed to
be taken by Myron Polk, and when
the picture was thrown on the screen
the film fans were to believe that the

darmg nrider actually
Polk. So it was necessary to make
the junior look aes like Polk as
poesible

The make-up man easily made him
lock Polk’s age, and added a few
touchea of resemblance. Mr. Schootz’s
genins came to the rescme, for the
rest. A blood-stained bandage—pro-
perty bloodstains.. of course—was
wound over part of the schoolboy
actor’s face. It was to be understood
that the sheik had been wounded in
the fizht with his enemies, and ao
the bandage wae accounted for. Ita
real object, of course, was to dis-
guise the fact that the Arab sheik
was not in reality Myron Polk.

When the make-up was completed
Mr. Schootz stood rubbing his hands
and grinning with satisfaction. The
wrath tha: haod awakened the echoes
of the loeation that morning was
gquite gone now. Mr. Schootz was in
high gdod humour.
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Here’s an amusing joke for which
K. Towle, of 26, Puliman Road,
Sneinton, MNottingham, has been
awarded a usefu! rocket-knife.

A NON-STOPPER !

In search of a horse, a nervous
I“renchman went to a horseé dealer
" Yes, sir,” said the horse dealer,
" | have the very horse you want.
He led his customer to a small-
looking animal. " There you are,
sir, he smd, " a real beauty.
Suitable for driving or riding. And
'l run tor ten miles without

stopping. . But,” exclaimed the
Frenchman, = he i3 no good
live but eight miles lrom ze station
and eel | uy him [ will have to
“walk two miles in ze backward
direction |

sirilke while the Iron’®s hot, chuims,
and send In that latest side-splitter
you've heard !
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Not only had he found the “ goods ™
to replace the actor who had let him
‘down, but he was giving a much-
needed lesson to the self-satisfied
Perfection star.

Only Polk’s great value to the
movie company made Mr. Schootz
tolerate hjs swank and his eelf-
gufficiency. Often and often -had
Polk “got the goat” of the director,
with his airs and graces, almost to
breaking-point.

Now Myron Polk was shown that
he was not the only pebble on the
beach. He was not so indispensahble

P as he had fancied.

That was sheer j-‘.‘;j' to Mr. Schoote,
‘who had longed and yearned many a
time to tell Myrom Polk what he
really thought of him

Unnoticed w1 the general interest
excited by- Wharton, the Perfection
gtar leaned on the tree and watched.

For once he was nobody. Evern the
movie girla were not looking at the
bandsomest man in Hollywood.

Polk-had only one soclace—hia beliof
that Wharton never could bring off

was Myron the coup.

) He was standing there in
the savage bope of secing the junior
dashed to death on the rocks.

Had he believed that Wharton
would be enccessiul Polk would have
taken up his part again at any risk.
Death itself would not have scemed
80 bitter to him as the trinmph of
the sechoolboy where he had failed.
He was not a brave man, but pride
and passion would have supplied the
place of courage.

But he did not helieve for one
moment that Wharton could succced.
‘He looked at the plage where the
leap was to be taken—it seemed im-

esible to him  Down from the

anta Moniea Mountainse came the
brawling torrent, foaming and roar-
ing There was a sudden fall in the
stream, over which the water dashed
in a caschide to the lower bed. The
}E?}? was to be taken just below the
all.

The scene, undoubtedly, would be
-2 wonderfully thrillingy one—if it
«ame off Film fans would simptylg
rige to it. But it would not come
—it conld not come off! The ven-
turesome schoolboy would be dashed
on, the rocks, or hurled into the

torrent. Polk was certain. of ift—
absclutely assured of it. It was a
case of the wish being father to the

thought, for in point of fact the leap,
though diffieult and dangerous, was '
by no meana so impossible as the Per.
fection star supposed. _

All was ready at last; and Harry
Wharton looking like anything but
a Greyfriard fellow now, mounted the
black Arab for the act

Mr. Schootz took his megaphone.

All was activity and bustle

The movie Arabs mounted, and
rode up the canyon. The movie girls
clustered by the well
Wharton knew what was to be done—
his mind was quick and his memo
retentive ; andq the scene,- thou
thrilling, was simple enough in itself,
There was little but aaring horse-
manshiy required.

Biut the whole scene, with the ex-
ception of the final thrilling leap,
wos carefully rchearsed, under the
eyes and the megaphone of Mr.
Schnotz

From the rugged rocks up the
canyon, the sheik rode at s gallep,
and halted by the well,

Then he checked his horse, to ask
for a drink of water from the Arab
maydens clustered under the palm-
trees  Fleeing from fierce foes, the
sheik stopped for a moment to quench
his burnng thirst from a pitcher of
water handed him by an Arab girl.

The movie maiden who handed him
the cool water from the well gave
him a smile along with it. It was
Leonora la Riviere. otherwise Jane
SBnookzon: and Leonora’s half-veiled
face looked very charming.

“You sure are some sheik, kid!™
she whispered as she handed up the
pitcher to the turbaned horscman,.

Wharton grinned.

He " liked Leonora, asz all the
juniors did; though Lord Mauleverer-
was the only one of the party who
fancied that he was in love with- the

Tee MacwET Lirary.—No, 1,103,
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“Lovely Leonora,” as the film papera piteker, aud the hunted eheik drank. to the “ecenc,” He Lnew that he

called her.

Thera was o roar from Mr. Schoots.

“Bay, bo !

Wharton jumped, and almost
apilled the wator on Leonora’s head.

“"Eh?" he ejaculated. -

, “Gee! You think this is a comedy
scena?” roared Mr. Schootz. “Yom
want to grin Jike a pesky hycna?
What #~

“0Oh 1" gasped Wharton.

“Register emotion!” roared Mr,
Schootz. “Ain't you & dog-goned
sheik with a gang of thugs atter you
for wyour dog-goned hlood? on
figure that that’s a grinning matter?

Bay! Youm think this here is a
tima?l?'ﬂ S : i Al d
“Oh! Sorry, orgot I gaspe

Wharton. _
“Forgot nothing " roared Mr.
Schootz. *“You can ride, I sallow,

but you can't act for a continental
red cent! Go back and begin again.”

“Right-ho 1"

Wharten handed the pitcher back
to Leonora, and rode away -up the
canyon. Leonora took her place with
the other Arab girls, in picturesque
attitudes under the palms,

Mr. Schootz gave the signal apain,
and the gheik came thundering down
from the rocky slopes. Again he
halted by the well, and begged for a
drink of cool water, and Leonora
brought him the pitcher. This time
E‘hﬂrtﬁ WaS ca.;ﬁml not to smile.

18 made-up,, aped countenance
* registered " Jﬁm right emotjon.
Hm-riy was stamped in his face, and
he planced over his shoulder before
he drank, He handed back the
pitcher with the polished courtesy of
4 film sheik; and at the game moment
there was a thunder of hoofa, and the
gang of movie Arabs came thunder-
ing down in pursuit, waving spears
and loosing off blank cartridges.
The schoolboy sheik shook a clenched
fist in defiance at the enemy, dashed
the epure to his horse’s flanks, and
galloped on to the torrent, where the
terrible leap below the water-fall was
to eave him. Aas it waz only a re-
hearsal, so far, he stopped on tha
bank, wheeled Wia horze, and rode
back to Mr. Schootz.

“That's better,” said the director,
with a grunt. * Do that again,”

“Oh, all right t*

Wharton would have preferred to
“get on with the washing,” asg it
were. But the director’s word was
law. Not till the last and least
detail was perfect, wonld Mr. Schootz
allow the “shooting * to begin. It
was not uncommon for Mr. Schootz
to order a scene to be played six or
eeven times over, before he gave the
signal to the camera men.

Once more the sceme was enacted,
and this time even the  punctilious
Mr. Schootz admitted that it was
‘perfect.

Then came the act!

For the last time, the schoolboy
eheik thundered down from the rocky
slopes at the upper end of the
cauyon, drew in his foaming horse at
the well, and begged a drink from
the Arab maidens. For the last
time, Leomora brought him the

TEE MismeT LisraRy.~No. 1,103,

en came the thpnderin
the pursuers, the brandi
spears, the rattling of guns. The
cameras were grinding now, and
every detail was going down on the
film, Wharton was scarcely con-
scious of that. He had thrown him-
self into his part, and it was almost
real to him. He handed the pitcher
back to the Arab girl, e turned in
hia saddle to shake a defiant fist at
the ferocious pursuers, he spurred his
horee on towards the torrent.

Mr. Schootz watched him with dis-
tended eves. Mr. Van Duck breathed
Lhard. 1t was coming now—the leap
for life or death! ’

The Greyiriars fellows, grou at
a little distance, held their breath.
Frank Nugent's face was almost
white with tense anxziety.

ﬁven Billy Bunter was silent.
handsome ¢yes that was almost
demonine, A few more seconds, and
the schoolboy sheik would be making
the fearful leap from which the

ractised film actor had shrunk. And

olk had no doubt that he was going
to disaster and perhaps death. Any-
ong who had looked at Polk at that
moment would have seen the savage
hope blazing in his eyes. But no one
looked at Polk; the Perfection star
was utterly forgotten. Every eye
was fixed with breathless interest om

Harry Wharton,
clatter | ‘Thud,

Clatter, clatter,
Crack, erack, crack!

thud, thud!

The cameras were grinding.

With a wild rush Harry %‘i’hﬂttﬂn
came down to the rocky bank of the
torrent.

Gallantly the black Arab rose to
‘EhE IEEIL

There wes 8 hiss of deep-drawn
breath from the Perfection company.
Only the eamera men clicked on un-
moved.

From the rocky bank the gallant
horse soared —splashed by - the
descending foam of the waterfall.

For an instant horse and rider
hung poised over the torremt, over
foaming water where the teeth of
cruel rocks showed amid the spray,
and where disaster was death,

Clatter, clatter !
~ The black Arab horse came crash-
ing down on the farther side. For a
second the steed seemed to be sl
ping; but an iron hand was on the
rein. A fouch of the epur, and the
gallant steed leaped forward and tore
away in a frantic gallop.

“Bravo !” roared Bob Cherry,

““Hurrah {*

Myron Polk clenched his hands till
the mails dug into the palms, The
schoolboy had succeeded, '

hoofs of
ing of

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Polk is Not Pleased !

ARRY WHARTON rode down
H the canyon, on the farther
gide. of the torrent, to the
wooden bridge. that epanned it near
the rancho. There he rode back
across the stream. His face was
bright under its make-up, hia cycs
sparkling, as he trotted up the canyon

Polk watched, a look in his

had done well, and that the “ghot ™
had been a succesa, Ifi he had
doubted it, the ecstatic grin on Mr,

‘Behootz’s faco would have reassured

him., Mr. Bchootz was [airly
bubbling with satisfaction. Mr. Van
Duck was beaming. Congratulations
poured on the schoolboy sheik from
all sides, a8 he dismounted from the

‘black Arab. Bob Cherry thumped

him on the back wildly,

“Some stunt!”" chuckled Mr.
Behootz. “Oh, some stuat! I'N tell
the WI;;II':“ Oh, gearch me! Kid,
you're the pooda! I'm telling you
that you're the the ghgu?ne,
%-;'lt-nd ed goods] You hear me?

hat? Oh, this sure is the grass-

hupﬁir’a w!!ziakagﬁ I"?’
A right, then?” asked H
rather i:mit-hlfsalj', e
“All right! Search me! It's the
elephant’s hind leg!” chortled Mr.
Schoots.  “Sonny, you figure that
you're going back to Jour ittle old
island to school, what®™
“Yes,” enid Harry. )
“Well,"” aaid Mr. Schoote emphatic-
ally, ';zyou ain’t! You are gurely
not! You're freezing en to Perfec-
tion, and Perfection ie freezing on to

you? You get me! Suffering cats
sud dogs! I ain’t parting with you
after this! No, sir! Not by lonr

chalks.™

Harry Wharton smiled.

He had no idea of “freexzing ' on
to Perfection permanently; but the
enthusiasm of the great Hollywood
producer was very plessing to hie
EaTH,

He had made a “hit "; and a big
hit; and it was searcely possible mot
to be elated.

The horse was led away; the “set
broken up. The “shot”™ had beem o
tremendons snecess. Harry Wharton
had saved the sitnation. The t
scene on which Mr. Schootz's heart
had beem eet had been sumccessful
filmed. In the midst of the genera
satisfaction, Myron Polk strade on
the scene. The Perfection star had
been o utterly forgottem, that Mr.

Schootz gave gmte a start at the
gight of him.
“Oh! Yom!"™ he said.

Polk's eyea were blagzing.

The success of his echoolboy rival
had roused every evil passion in his
nature. He was so enraged and
mortified, that he had forgotten pru-
dence, and even common-Sense. i3
foce, inflamed with rage, caunsed the
Perfection men to grin and wink at
one another, and elicited a giggle
from the movie girls. But Polk was

blind fo tha exhibition he was
making of himself. Rage and
wonnded vanity had guite taken

from him his self-control.

“¥Yovu'll eut that out, Schootz!” he
said, almost stuttering with rage.

Mr, Schootz stared at him. :

“Cut what out?” he esked, not
understanding for the moment.

“That seene ! hissed Polk.

“What?"” =

“I mean it! That scene’s got fo
be cut! Yon get me?” enarled Polk.
“I won’t allow my part to be taken!
Understand 7

“Gepwhiz!” gaid Mr. Schoeots.
“You dreaming, Polk? Didn’t you
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rider kung poised over the torrent, over foaming water where the testh of cruel rocks shvwed amid the spray, and where -

back out of the scene yourself, and
put it up fo me to find another guy
to do it? Talk sense.”

Polk clenched his hands.

“I'm mol arguing about it!” he
shouted. “That scene’s got to be eut
out, I refuse to allow it to be
shown,”™

“Forget it!" said Mr, Schootiz.

“1 tell you—="

“Talk sense!” roared Mr. Schootz,
angry himself now. *“You asking me
to cut the big punch out of the film?
Go to bed and dream again.”

“I'm telling IBg-:m that that scene
ghall never be shown Jdn the screen!”
shouted Polk.

“And I'm ftelling wyou that that
acene eball be shown on every screen
in the Yew-nited States!" roared Mr.
Schootz. “I'm telline you that it
shall he shown om every screen in
the wide world! Why, you geck, it
will make you! We ain’t putting in
a sub-title, to tell the world that a
schoolboy took your place because
you had cold feet. You get all the
kudos for what the Lid’s done.
Where's your grouch? You sure ain't
got no kick coming."”

Polk trembled with fury.

“Wili you cut out that scene, and
destroy the film that's just been
taken?” he exclaimed. :

Mr. Bchootz fairly gasped.

“Cut out nothing "™ he hooted,

“Then I'm done with Perfection!”
velled Polk. “You get that? I'm
throwing np my contract! If you
want that cub to play sheik in one
scene, play him in the rest! Play
him all threugh! You won't see me
oz this location again,”

And the film star, choking with

disaster was death ! (Sece Chapler 4.)
rare, turned away, and strode off
towards the rancho.

Mr. Schootz pazed after him.

“Search me!” he ejaculated,

“He sure has pot his mad up,
some !" remarked Van Duck.

“Bumptious ass!” grunted Johnny
Bull.

“He, he, he!” came from Bunter,

“I puess he’ll cool down,” eaid
Mr. Schootz philosophically. “He'll
sure cool down! Polk's o big noise
in the movies, but it won't do him
any good to shout out at Hollywood
that hes mad because a kid played
his part when he backed out. I
guess he’ll sure cool down. Anyhow,
that scene standas ™

“Bure!” assented Mr., Van Duek.

“1 guess I wouldn't cut that scene,
for a whole heap of Polks!” gaid Mr.
Schootz  emphatically. “No, sir!
Ii_lml: this child! Not this infant,
gir "

Mr. Behootz, determined as he was
upon that point, was very unwillin
to break with Myron Polk if he coul
help it. He followed him to the
rancho; but the door of the star’s
dressing-room was locked, and thers

. was no admittance.

Half an honr later, Myron Polk
came out of the rancho, and walked
to his car.

Mr. Schootz intercepted him.

“Bay, Polk——" he said amicably.

The film etar gave him o bitter
look.

“Are you cutting that scene® he
snapped.

“I am not! said Mr. Schoote,
with emphasis.

“Then I'm through here.”

Polk turned his back on

(EL

the

director, started up his ear, and

dashed away. In a cloud of duast, the

Eu le auto vanished om the road to
ollywood.

Mr. Schootz cast a grim look after
him. Then he shrugged his podgy
shoulders. :

“1 guess he'll cool down!” he
remarked.

And the Perfection director left it
8t that, and went in to lunch.

THE S5IXTH CHAPTER.

Poetic !
OBRD MAULEVERER sigled.
Why Mauly sighed might

have puzzled any person who
had hea-d that rad, deep sigh.

A healthy schoolboy, who was an
earl and =zlse a millionaire, who
liked nearly everybody, and was by
ne:_arlj' everybody liked in return,
might have been expected to smile
instead of sigh.

Possibly his lordship was like unto
those young men mentioned by
‘Shakespeare, who would be “sad as
night, only from wantonness."

ot having any real troubles,
Mauly provided himeelf with some
fanciful ones, which after all is not
uncommon,

Anyhow, he sighed.

Buch a deep sigh could not escape
the notice of any fellow within a few
yards; and Bob Cherry was quite
elose at hand. So Bob sat up and
took notice, as it were.

_ It war the day after the “shot "

in which Wharton had figured. The

school film was poing on, more and
THE MACKET LiBRARY.—No. 1,103
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more scenes of that great work being eeriousness in a fellow of fifteencanyon, in the direction in which the

filmed. Lecnoea had figured in the
gets a3 the schoolmaster’s pretty
daughter—a part in which Miss la
Riviere looked fully as faseinating as
in that of an Arab maid a well.
Work being over for the day at an
early hour, the jumicrs were vari-
ously engaged—Lord Maunleverer In
heaving a deep sigh. He wae stand-
ing near the bridge that spaoned
the torrent, low down the canyom,
and his gaze was fixed on & graceful
figure that tripped from the orange
grove at a litti}e distance. ~ In that
grove was the frame house of the
movie g;irla at the location., Many
were the movia girla, of all shades
and complexions—mostly home-made,
&0 to speak—but only one of them
drew the cyes of Lord Mauleverer.
That one waz the “Lovely Leonors.”

According to Fisher T. g‘iﬂh, Mauly
had “fallen ™ for Leonora’s ginger
hair. Leonora'’s hair was a beautiful
auburn; and it wae only necessary to
whisper the word “ginger"” in
Mauly’s hearing, to bring a gleam io
hia sleepy- eyes, and completely
banish his usual amiable smile.

Bob Cherry glanced at Mauly—and
then glanced in the direction of his
gaze—and grinned,,

Beb liked Leonora, who was a
cheery and wholesome young woman,
with no nonsense in her composition.
But he regarded the romantic Mauly
23 8 howling ass. He did not make a
gecret of this opinion; he had- told
Mauly so st least a dozen times. He
had advised him, in o friendly way,
pot to be a burbling chump.

But it was said of old, that wisdom
cries out in the streets, and no nian
regards it. Io spite of Bob’s friendly

dvice, Mauly continued to be a burb.
ling chump—indeed, according to
Hurree Singh, his chumpiulness was
terrific. .

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old bean!”
eaid Hob. ' “What's the ;ally old
trouble? Not enjoying life®

Lord Mauleverer withdrew his
gaze from Leonora glowly, as if it was

lued there and bard to detdch., He

ocoked at Bob, and coloured faintly.

“ Mothin' "' he said.

“Pain in the chegt?” asked Bob,

“Eh? No!"

“3 thuught I heard you groaning,”

“1 wasn't groanin’!

“Perhaps it was a sigh!” said Boh.
“If so, it was a four-point-seven sigh.
A real corker.”

“Fathead !” eaid Mauleverer.

“What about leapfrog?” asked Bob
cheerily,

Mauly smiled rather bitterly.
Leapfrog might be a healthy exzercize,
but it was no use for trombles of the
heart '

“I—1 say, Bob, old  chap!” said
Mauleverer *“I—I—]—*

He broke off, and sighed again.

“Go it!” paid Bob encouragingly.
“Tell your Uncle Robert all about it.
Speak to me as you wounld to your
great-grandfather.”

Manleverer grinned; but immedi-
ately became grave again. He was
vearming to confide to somebody . and
{ioh, after all, was a gdod-natured
fellow, even if be did not see o lot of

Tue Macxer Ligrary.—No, 1,103.

falling in love,
“She's engaged, Bob ! he said, in
a low voice, :
“Miss la Riviere?” asked Bob, with
o etare, '

“Goodr"” repeated Mauly.

“Why, yes! BEhe's only been an
extra tﬁlri, so far; and-it's a jolly
good. thing for her to get a regular
engagement, I believe.”

“YTou silly ass!” grawled Maule-
verer: “I don’t mean ehe’s been

engaged by old Schootz. 1 mean
she's e¢ngaged—engaged to a man
named Peter, in Angeles. 2he

told me so.”
“Oh? aaid Bobh, trying to keep as

gserious as possible. *'What a jolly
ald blow! “What Fishy wonld eall a
regular sockdolager.” -

suleverer 'sighed.  Bob mnoticed

that he had a paper in his hand,

which he had been resting on the
parapet of the wooden bridge, and
soribbling upon, Bob glanced at it.

_*If the Lovely Leonora is engaged

to a bloke mamed Peter, you can't

write any billets-doux, uly, old
man ! he gaid gravely, '

“Tain’t that! Bnic? Mauly. “I—
I've been writing some poetry.”

“Great Pip!”

“I shan’t send it to her now,” said
Mauleverer sadly. *'Im fact, it's not
finished. I haven't been able to
finish it. Like to see it?” he added,
in a burst of sentimental confidence.

“Like anything!” answered Bob.

Lord Mauleverer uncrumpled the
folded paper. Bob locked at what
was penciiled thereon.

“When stars are in the evening skies,
I think of Leonora's eyes.”
"'Ob,my hat!” sald Bob, repressing

his emotions with preat diffieulty.

“Is that the lotr”

“That's all, so far,” said Maule-

verer “TIt doesn’t seem to come
eazily, somehow.”
“Let a pal help you " gaid Bob.

“I can suggest something to follow
on."

Lord Mauleverer locked at him
rather  suspiciously. But  Bob
Cherry’s face was quite grave.

“Fire away, then!" said Maule-
veTer.

Bob fired away. :
“Whene'er the sunset crimson glows,

I think of Leonora's nose!™

“ What?” ejaculated Manleverer.

“Rather good. what? asked Bob
cheenily. “And then—"

"When flames the fire, with ruddy
lare,

I thignk of Leonora’s hajr!”

“Yarooh ! roared Bob Cherry, the
next moment, as he received a sudden
tap on the mose, which caused him to
git down unexzpectedly.

Lord Mauleverer
walked away.

torned and

“M hatl I =—=1—I=Ill—"
as Bob.
¢ HE: jumped rubbing his

up,
lge made a stride

damag nose.
ertr; and then he

after Lord Maul

stopped. rubbed his neose again, and
chuckled.
“Poor old Mauly!” he said. * Poor

old silly "aas !
Mauleverer walked away down the

.the Perfection director.

Lovely Leonora had disappesred,
Although Leonora had told him that
she was engaged to Peter, and had to
be re 9% as the property of that
unkrown -and utterly i
young man, Mauly was not to
oured of his delusion sll of a sudden.
A.ft least he could worship her ‘from
afar.

“Mauly ! bawled Bob Cherry.

His lordship did not turn his hend.
Eahwaa fed up with the unromantic

G b

“I say, Mauly, I"ve thought of some

more for you!" roared Bob., '"Lend
me your ears, old bean "
anleverer walked on. He heard,

but he heeded not, the shout that
followed him:
“With deep, deep sighs, and sounds
of woe,
I zhink of Leonora's bean!”

. Lord Mauleverer broke into a rom.

Poetic ss he was that afternoom, he
seemed to have had enough of Bo

lin d ta the xrancho—
atill rubbing his nose occasionally.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Ceming of Mr. Carter!

b 00U guys want to chew omn
i thig!™” gaid Mr. Schoots.

Bob ﬂherr?- had just re-
joined his comrades, in the patio of
the ranch-house, when Mr. . Schootz
came ont of his office, and rolled to-
wards them. Mr. Schootz’s face was
very serious, and apparently be had
gome 1mportant: communication fo
make.

8o the chumas of the Remove sat up
and took notice; and prepared fo
“shew ™ on it, as Mr. Schootz recom-
mended,

But it was not movie businesa of
which the Perfection director had to
speak.

“There’'s & geck called Carter
coming up to the Ilocation from
Hollywood this afternoon,” said Mr.
Schootz. {They got me on the phone
this morning, - and put me wise.
He's coming to see you kids.”

""Who'sa Carter?” asked Harry
Wharton.
“A pesky copi” growled Mr.
Hchoote.

“A which?” murmured Nugent.

“A Los Angeles detective A young
gink with his way to make in the
world and &iming to make it by
stirring up a lot of trouble!” grunted
Apparently
the director had not a high opimiom
of detectives in general, and Mr.
Larter in particular.”

“Now,” went on Mr, Bchootz, “I
agin't denying that there's- somethin
for the police to look into. That all-
fired galoot Gomez has been making
himuslf orpery around here, T allow.
He seems to have got up a row with

Coker——*

Coker of the Fifth broke in warmly.
“I was collared by Gomez and his

gang, and made o prisoner!” he
hnugad. “They were going to shove
me -on a motor-boat, and carry me

away gocdneas knows where. I think

I -

ohnoxious
ba

Cherry's poetry. And Bob, chuck-
ﬁtmﬁz rybuk_

A
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“Don’'t spill any more! said Mr.

Béhootz. " I'm’ talking, young man!
Then there was that fat geck Bunter
—he¢ had to-horn into a row with
them peeky thugs!”

: Schootz—-"

"0k, really, Mr
C %Can it! From what Bunter’s
spilled, it seems that that bunch

have been sinuggling liquor, or some-

thing . of the sort—boot-legging,"
aaid Mr Sechootz. "I gmess mes
ia known fo be mixzed wup in the

hooch business, so I ain’t surprised.”
“I say, yon fellows, I saw—"
“That will do,” eaid Mr. Schootz:
“I'm talking! Now, them thugs
can run rum till the cows come
home, for anything that it matters
te me. I pguess they ain’t the only
galoots Emugg‘img hooch in the Yew-
nited States by some tens of thom-
:;nda._ But I n.]t::-:;:h it looks as if
tey've got a grouch against
kids, the way they've hngn?led HDII:'I:

rr

of ﬁuu.
r. Schootz made that admission
grudgingly.” _

He was deeply anno and irri-
tated by the trouble between the
Greyfriara party and the gang of
rum-tithners whe had their den in
the Santa Monica Mountains.

It interfered with business. The
Perfection Company were located in
Jack-Rabbit - Canyon on  businéss.

Anj'thin% that interfercd with busi-
llﬁ::: naturally got Mr. 8chootz's
gont.

- 8till, even Mr. Schootz could not
blame the juniors. He could Dot
54
eollared by the rum-runners, or that
Bunter had h&ig'ed to be kidpapped
by them, or that Lord Mauleverer
had beseeched them to attack him.

‘Obviously, the famnlt was on the
other aide. Btill, the whole affair
izritated Mr. Schootz.

. “You kids got hold of that rustler

Gomez,” went on Mr. Schootz, *“I
allow it was dandy, the way you got
him to rights. It was sure unlucky
that he pot away again.”

Th + juniora made no reply 4o that.
But Coker of the Fifth butted in, as
usual. )

“He never got away! He was let

o—and it was that man Polk who

T B T S

“That's what T'm ecoming t0,"
said Mr.” Schootz, with a glare at
Coker. “Gomez was here, and as
Myron Polk was going back to Holly-
wood in his car, he offered to take
the galoot and hand him over at the

lice statiow. Gomez got away—"

T tell you—" snorted Coker.

“Can  it!” roared Mr. Schoots.
“Can’t you hear me talking? Polk
explained to me that he was attacked

Gomez’s confederates, who re-
leased the rustler and left Polk to
return home om foot, having punc.
tured the tyres of his car.”

“I don't believe a word of it"™
said Harry Wharton quietly. *As
soon as you told us that Gonfez had
gone in Polk's ear, we all knew that
he would rever get to the police
station at Hollywood.”

“You knew a whole heap, dide't
you?" eaid Mr. Schootz unpleasantly.

“We knew that, anyhow.” said the
Eounder.

#Can it! Now, this is what I

that Coker had asked to be.

want you to chew on,” eaid Mr.
Schootz impressively.
& bhunch that Myron Polk was hand-
in-glove with them scallywags,
Gomes and his pang.” '

“We all think s0,” said Harry.

“Got any ‘?mﬂf good emongh for a
court of law?® demanded Mr.
Schootz, o

“0f course not.”

“Well, then, I'm warning you not
to epill too much when that man
Carter moseys in,” said Mr. Schoots.
“What yom can’t prove you better
keep to yourselves. See That's
horse gensze.”

The Greyfriars fellows were silent.
There . was undoubtedly “horse
sense ¥ in the director’s advice, To
make accusations that could not be
proved was scarcely sadvisable.

“Chew on that,” said Mr. Schoots,
“This galoot Carter is going to ask

questions. Tell him all you

ow about the rum-runners—and if

he can cinch that gang, more power

to his pesky elbow. I don’t earp

a continental red cent whether he

rounds them up or mot. But leave
*olk cut of it.”

“Look here, Mr. Schootz,” =aid
Harry Wharton quietly. “Those
th as you call them, have been
trying to kidnap wus, ome after

fdddsiggnEiippraprEAANE RN EAAGREEEREEREREnE .I

The following letters have been
jumbled together purposely. Put
in their proper order, they spell
the name of a well-known junior
at Greyiriars,

LOJYNUBHNL

Who is it? The answer will
appear in next week's Magrer.
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another. They got Coker and
Bunter, and nearly got Mauleverer.
It's plain enomgh that they
the lot of us. They've got no reasom
whatever for meddling with us of
their own accord, %t*ﬂ perfectly
Eﬂla;: that they have been put up

i .H

“The plainfulness terrifie,
honoured sahib.”

Mr. Schootz grunted.

“Mebbe,” he said. “I allow it
looks that way. But there ain’t any

proof that 1t was Myron Polk put
You jest want to

them up to it

leave Polk out of it. ain't deny-
ing that he's got a imug::h against
you. You've sure rubbed him the
wrong way. But I've got trouble
enough with Polk al y: bhe sure
wants managing like an  ornery
cayuse. 1 don’t want any more.
SE'EP” -

“I quite see that,” said Harry.
“But—-"

"“Tell Carter all you Eknow, and
don’t apill anything you don’t know,”
said Mr. Schootz. “Any lawyer
would fell you that what you sus-

t ain"t evidence. Chew om that.”

And Mr. Schootz rolled back to hLis
office.

“1 guess Schootz is right,” said
Fisher T. Fish. '‘Least said sooncst
mended. If Polk goes off on his
ear, it moans 3 losa to the Perfection
Picture Syndicate., Money talks.”

Fisher 'T. Fish evidently reparded

is

“You've got

're after

that as a clincher. If there was risk
of loge of money, all lesser considera-

‘tions, of course, had to bd dismissed.

“My esteemed Fishy,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, *“the
ezteemed and execrable money iz not
the beginfulness and the endfulness
of :EEII] thingu,”

“0Oh, " snapped Fisher T,
Fish. " alk-mnae!P'P T

A fellow who did not reckon tha
dollars came before all other em"thl;
considerations was, in Fishy'a
cpinion, en allfired gink, if not
plumb loco!

“1 E-H?;, u fellows, I'm ing
to tell the detective the truth!™ de-
clared Billy Bunter.

“You are!” ejaculated Bob
in uatqnishment?. ety

"The age of miracles is not past,”
said  Nugent.

“Heast! I'm going to tetl the
truth——* :

“You couldn't, old fat bean,” said
Vernon-Smith, shaking his head.
“Take care how you start breaking
records

“Yah! T jolly well know that
Polk is hand-in-glove with that beast
Gomez ! said - Bunter, “Didn't I
see that ruffian in hiding at Polk’s
bungalow at Hollywood P

2 You allow you did" sncered
Fisher T. Fish. “If it's the truth,
I puess T want to know how you
came to spill the truth for once.”

“I'm going to tell him every-
thing,” said’ Bunter. *“All about
how I was taken prisoner by those
beasts, and how E knocked them
nqht and left and got away—"

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I ses anything to
cackle at. You'll mske out next
that I didn't rescue Coker!" hooted
Bunter.

“Don’t be a checky nss, Bunter!”
said Coker of the Fifth, frowning,

“Shut up !

“Talk about gratitude!” gaid
Bunter bitterly. “As Shakespeare
says, the winter wind isn’t half so
unkind as the thankless footh of a
8 Ilt—-"

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha ha!"

There was the whir of a car in
the canyon. Harry Wharton & Co.
were still “chowing ™ on what Mr.
Schootz had said to them when the
detective from ILos Angeles arrived.

s sy,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Punch for Peter ]|

¥ EGAD!"  ejaculated Lord
Manleverer. :
His lordeship had left

Jack-Rabbit Canyon behind him, and
was strolling slong the road above
the terraced shore. The blue Pacifio
rolled in the sunshine, dotted with
white saila. Across the bay Santa
Monica was to be scen, with ita
crowds of bathers, and innumerable
strolling figures on the dazsling
beach. But Lord Manleverer had no
eyea for such things. His eyes were
turned upon a ul fignre that
had stopped by the roadside, under
& pepper-tree, and was %azing in the
direction of distant Hollywood.
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It was Leonora, and she appeared
to ba watching a small car, with a
single eecupant, that was coming up
the road for the film town.

The little car came up with a
ruzh, and stopped, and a young man

juin out, Leaving the car, -he
walked quickly—in fact, almost ran
—towa SONOra. And- to
Mauleverer’s surpriee, rage, and

horror, Le eclasped  the movie girl in
bis arms, and kissed her.

Lord Mauleverer's eyes flashed five.

Crten and often had  Mauleverer.

dreamed of some deadly peril from
which he would rescue nora,
did not exactly
attacked by bandite, but he would
have rejoiced at the chance of rush-
ing to the rescue bod-she been so
attacked. Now, under his very eyes,
a rank outsider had clasped Leonora,
on the open road, and kisse
some outrageous bounder from Los
Anecles, '

¥or an instant Lord Mauleverer
stood rooted to the ground. ,

But only for an instant.

The pext, he was rushing on the
secne with the fleetness of a E{'!eer, and
the rage of a lion. ]

Before either Leonora or her assail-
ant Eknew that he was there,
Manleverer had hurled himself at the
rank outsider. )

He grasped the wreteh’s collur
with both hands, and dragged him
back by main strength.

The mau from Los Angeles reeled
in hiz grasp.

“Say " he gasped

He wrenched himself loose, and
turued ou Mawleverer, 1o angry sur-
prise,

Crash | :

All Lord Mauleverer's beef was put
inte' tlre blow he handed out to the
outrageous bounder who had dared
to touch the Lovely Leonora.

“Yooop ! roarcd the recipient
theroof,

He went down on his back, roaring.

Lord Mauleverer stood over him,
with clenched fiste and flaming eyes.
Never had his amiable lordship been
excited to such a state of berserker
rage.

“ You scoundrel I” he gasped.

* Frooogh 17

“You rascal I roared Mauleverer.
“Get up, and take a thrashin’! You

unspeakable rotter! Begad! TI'll
thrush you. within an iuch of your
life ! Get ap, you rotter!”
“‘Gee-whiz |
Lord Mauleverer turned fo
Leonora,

“ Don’t be afraid, misa " he gasped.
-“I'll protect you! I'Il—"
Mauleverer broke off. '

He haa expected, naturally, to see.

the Lovely Leonora crimson with
angar, and alarm, and indignation.
Buti she-wasn’t! She was laughing !

Mauleverer atared at her.

“fa, ha, ha!” shricked Leonora.
“My! Oh, you sure are szome kid!
Ha, ha, ha! Geo!"

Mauleverer could only suppose that
it was hysterics.

“Calw  yourself!” he gasped.
* Plcazse be calm, Miss La Riviera!

Tne Macser Libray.—No. 1,103

feet,

Ha

want Leonora to be-

isged her—

was there |

I'll take care of you!
that brute I _

Lecnora  shricked. Tears were
streaming frem her eyes; and even tfo
the astonished Mauly they secmed fo
be tears of merriment.

The brute had scrambled to his
He really did pot look a hrute
or a rank outsider. He was a fairly
good-looking young man, with keen,
searching ¢yes, o squarc jaw, aod
keen featurcs. He was also, at the
moment, A Very angry young man.
Which perhaps was not. surprising,
in the circumstances,

Lord Mauleverer faced him with
his hands up, his eyes flashing over
them.

“Clome on, you cad ! he ahouted.

“Search me ! gasped the Fu‘uﬂg
man from Los Angeles. “I'M sure
come on, you pesky little gink, and
if I leave a grease-spot of you, it will
sura want looking for.”

“Btop I shrieked Leonora.
“Don’t! Peter, stop 1”

“Look here, Jape——"

‘IStﬂp !JI

“You fizure that I'm letting that
little guy spread me all over the
road. Jane?” hooted the young man
from Los Angeles. 7

“It's Mauleverer—I've told wou
about him-—~"

“X ELEEEEE I don't care ]? huli:n: who
it is! I'm going to make shavioge
of the gin'.l.v;.g 21l '

Leonora caught the angry and in-
dignant young man by the arm.

“Peter, it’s the plucky boy who got
me out of the fire at the Perfection
studig——u

Peter grunted. His hand was to
his ‘nose, and there was a trickle of
erimson between his fingers. |

Meanwhile, Lord Mauleverer was
standing rooted to the ground. The
name of Peter had enligﬁteneﬂ him—
hormbly.

It was not a rank outsider, a sea-
side bounder, after all; it was Peter,
that young man of whom Mauly had

I can handle

lately heard, and to whom the movie -

%iri was engaged. It dawned on
fauly that that was why Leonora
B8he was there to aee
Peter, and ke had come up from Los
Angeles to meet her! . Being
Leonora’'s “bean,” it really Wwas not
surprising that he had kissed
Leonora. Such greetings were not
uncommon between engaged couplea.

Maunleverer would have piven his
earldom for the earth to open and
gwallow him from sight.

But the earth, of course, did not.
It remained solid under Mauly's feet;
and he atood there, with a orimson
face, looking as if all the blood in
his body had been pumped. ifto his

cheeks.
He could met speak! He could
With

only gasp.

Leonora turned {o hum.
great efforts ehe suppressed - her
merriment.

“It’a Peter,” she said, 1n a chok-
ing voice. “It's my beau I told you
about, kid.” '

“Oh!" pasped Mauleverer,

“You're going to be friends,” seaid
Leonora. )

“Are we!” grunted Peter, rubbing

Mauleverer.

. got too fresh when

hiz nose and dabbing it with hie

handkerchief.
“Oh, begadl® gasped TLord
“Lord Mauleverer, moot Mr. Peter
Carter,” eaid the Lovely Leonors,
with lher most winning smile, i
rasned:

e e thought——" "
Mauleverer. ;

“You  pesky young gink!” said
Mr. Peter Carter. gy

. “I—I -supposed—I—I thought—->="

“Of course you did, and you are a
dear brave kid,” said Leonora.
“Only it happems to be my beau,
you see, and——" Just' in time
Leonora suppressed a shriek of merri-
ment. “I'm eure that if any gu
: ou was arcund,
kid, you'd eure wade in and make
him look as cheap as a ten-cent
skate, - But—"

Leonora broke off, struggling with
another shriek.

Mr. Carter grinned. His nose felt
rather painful, but the humour of
the situation dawned on him.

It had dawzned only too clearly om

or Mauleverer. He felt, at that

readful moment, that he was the
prize asa of the universe. L

“Excuse me,” he babbled, “I'm
awi'ly sorry—I  reall Ob,
hﬁ'% ! I—I—1 H -

Manleverer stuttered help-
lessly. '

“Forget it, Lkid,” said Peter, wha
secmed to be a -tempered young
man, on the whole. “I puess if you
thought some guy was pgetting too
fresh with my Jane, it was real
handsome of you to horn in. Put it
there, kid.” :

Mr. Carter held out his hand.

Lord Mauleverer took it. He did
not like Peter—he could not like
him. The Lovely Leonora liked him
too much for Maunly to like him as
all. But he shook hands with the
young man from Los Angeles,
mumbled something indistinetly,
raised his hat to Leonora, and fled.
“Oh, gad!" groaned Mauleverer,
as he retreated towards the location.

At & little distance he looked back.
Leonora and Peter were standin
beside the car, both rocking wit%

langhter.

auly, . with crimson cheeks.
hurried on. He did not look back
ﬂg&:n;

He reached Jack-Rabhit Canyon,
and hurried jnto the rancho.

There he hid his blushes 'in Lis
own raom. There was only one solace
for the unhappy Mauly. He had
punched Peter’s nose! Im the midst
of his distrees, it was a gleam of
consolation to remember that he had
punched it hard.

= E—

¥HE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mr, Carter Investigates ]

L R. CARTER?" asked Harry
Wharton.
“You've gaid it.™
All the Greyfriars fellows regarded
Mr. Carter with intereat. They were
gathered in the patio, to meet the
detective from Los Angeles, with the
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ex—ﬁapti-:rn of Lord Maulevérér, who
was In his room.

Mr. Carter looked a very brisk,
business-like, keen young man. His
square jaw showed determination;

his sharp eyes lost litéle or mothing.
Heen a8 they were, there was a
gleam of good-bumour in those sharp
eyes, and the juniora rather liked the
looks of Mr. Carter.

Mr. Schootz differed. He frowned
when the young man arrived, greeted
him far from affably, and retired to
his office like Achilles to his tent.

Mr. Schootz was determined to
believe that Polk bad had nothing
to do with the attacks on the Grey-
friars party. But at the bottom of
his heart, it was probable that he
suspected the Perfection star, 8till,
business waa business, and a row
with Polk would not buy him any-
thing, as he would have expreseed it.

“I guess Mr. Schootz has put you
wise about me,” said Mr. Carter.
“I'm put on this case. I got to secec
if there's anything in it beside gas
—excuse me, If there is, I'm diggmg
it out—seas”

"1 see,” gaid Harry, with a smile.

The captain of the Bemove intro-
duced himselfi and hia [riends, at
Mr. Carter's request. Mr. Carter’s
eye tan over them keenly. Coker
and Potter and Greene, of the Fifth,
remained at a little distance. It
did - not euit the lofty Coker to
nssociate himself too closely with
the Lower Fourth jumiors. He might
heave been taken for a echoolboy
himself! So Mr. Carter was left to
the Remaovites. There wae cvidently
a doubt im Mr. Carter's mind—
whether anything had happened ex-
‘cept a row hetweem the schoolboys
and & bunch of toughs. If that was
all there was to it. Mr. Carter was
not interested; though probably he
had been glad to rum up to the
location that aftermoon. As Mr.
Carter, there might be mnothing to
reward him; but, se Leonora's Peter,
he had had the plessure of seeing
the yonng lady whose “bean™ he
“Iasll

“Now spill it,” said Mr. Carter,
seating himself, and lighting a cigar-
ctie.

“I eay, you fellows—"

“Bhut up, Bunter!”

“Shan't!” hooted Bunter.

Billy Bunter was bursting with
importance. He was the fellow who
had a_ tale to tell; acd he was nob
going to leave the talking to the
nther fellows—not if Bunter knew
it.

“Toave it to me,” paid Bunter.
“You'd bhetter listen to me, Mr.
Carter., These fellowa only Eknow
what I've told them.”

“That so?” eaid Mr. Carter.

“Go ahead, fatty! said Bob
Cherry. ““But, for goodnesa’ eake,
stick to the truth this time!"

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“The stickfulness to the prepos-
terous truth is the proper eaper, my
pateemed fat Bunter,” said Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh

Mr. Carter started a little. Like
all who heard Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh'a remarkable How of English
for the first time, he was rather

etruck by it. His keten cyves dwelt
on the dusky nabob of Bhanipur for
a moment and then - turned on
Bunter.

“Cough it up! he eaid.

Billy Bunter proceeded to cough
it up. It was a thrilling story that
Eunter told. The wild adventures,
the boundless pluck, the amasing
presence of mind, of the Owl of the

T p——

Remove wera fully deseribed. Mr.

-Carter listened without interruption,

his face expressing little. But the
juniors had the impression that Mr.
Carter had taken Bunter's measure
at a glance, and knew how to sift
the“swhent from the chaff. Probably
he did not believe that William
George Bunter had knooked hefty
boot-leggers right and left.

“You sure are eome lad, sir!” said
Mr. Carter, when DBunter had fin-
ished. “I guess them hooch hounds
was real sorry they ever laid a finger
on you after you'd dome with them,"”

“I fancy so,” said Bunter com-
placently. » _
The other fellowa grimned. They
quite saw that Mr, Carter’s remark
wag sarcastic. Sarcasm was wasted
on Bunter, however
“But the p’int,” eaid Mr. Carter,
“ig this. TIf them seallywags are
running hooch, I'm after their scalps.
Now. you was a prisoner, according
to your say-so, in a dem they've got
in these hills. Did you sce any
hooch P
“Any whate”
“Hooch,” said Mr.
leg liquor ! Fire-water
“"Yes, rather,” answered Bunter,
“Lota! Cases and kegs! And the
beasts were drinking all the time !
Mr. Carter's eyes glinted.

Carter. “ Bool-

(L]

Leaving the car, the young man walked
quickiy towards Leonora, and to Mauleverer™s
surprise and rage, clasped the movie girl in
his arms and kissed her. Lord Mauleverer’s
eyes flashed fire, and he rushed on the scene
with the fleetness of a deer, and the rage of a

lion. (&ee Chapier 8.)

“That sounds like busineces!” he
eaid. “But I don't seem to get o a
cinchi. If them thugs are runmning
hooch, it's their game te lie as low
a8 they can; and they seem to have
ecome out hunting for frouble. It
don’t seem to fit together. You,
Wharton, what you reckon they're
gunning after you kids forr”

Wharton paused. Mr. Schootz’s
warning was fresh in his mind.

“We hbelieve they've been pub up
to it by a man who's got a down
on us,” he answered.

“Who's the man?"

Another pause.

“1 reckon,” eaid Mr. Carter, glane-
ing from face to fmce, “that you
want to &pill the whole heap. Put
it through I"* _

“Well,” said Harry slowly, “it's
a matter of euepicion. e can't
accuse a man without proof!”

*“That's go. But you ain’t acens-
ing anybody now. ain't a judge
and jury!” said Mr. -Carter. “I'm
investigating. What yom tell me
won't go any farther, unless I find
that there's something in it!”

“Well, we think the man is Myron
Polk,” said Harry.

Mr. Carter jumped.

- #*Not the Perfection stars”

-Il'. Eﬂ."
“%he handsomest guy in Holly
wood |7 ejaculated the detective.
- (Continued on poge 16.)
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{Continued from page 13.)

“Weo suspect him,” sald Harry.
“We believe that be’s set that gang
on us. They've no reason of their
own for interfering with us!”

“What you done to Polk?”

Ha: Wharton laughed.

g ﬁing! But he doesn't like
ust”

“He's b conceited assl” explained
Bunter. *“‘My opinion is that he’s
jealous of a chap’s goofl “looks{”

Mr. Carter ju'-f.:?:-eﬂ again.
“Fermmdlem  crickets I he ejacu-
lated.

Obvigusly, Mr. Carter did =ot

believe that Myron Polk was jealous
of Billy Bunter's good lotks.

3 "Yc;; Jhlll:mii ; nasﬂ, Bunter !"

rrowl olin ull.

= réaﬂ;rn,ﬁﬂuli o

“Piere's heen trouble with Polk,
one and another; ever sihee W8
cnme to Hollywood, Mr, Carter,”
snid Harry. “Coker rowed with
him, and punched him. That was
the beginning. Coker was attacked
by that brute Gomes, who was
arregted. He was bailed out, and
cleared off. And Bunter eays he
saw him at Polk’s bungalow in hid-
ing.”

“So I jolly well didd" TLooted
Bunter.

“1 believe he did, too,” said Harry.
“But Bunter's such a frightful
fibber, you mnecver can telll”

“Oh, really, Wharton——*

Mr. Carter smiled. .

“Where's Coker? he asked. -

arton pointell out the greal man
of the Fifth, and Mr. Carter rose
and walked ocross to Coker & Co.

He was occupied for some time
listening to Coker's story; and then
ho came back to the juniors.

“COoker don't know a thing sbout
the hooeh,” he said. “But he figurea
that they were going to put him om
a steamer that comes along here at
times. That looks like mm—mnningi
—smuggling of some sort, anyhow!
MNow, you, Bunter, you figure that
you could guide me to the place
where them hoock bounds had you

3 cin%gd?”
“Well, it was somewhere in the
mountains,” said Bunter cautiously.

“Jest where?”

“I-1 don't know.”

“Got any Aden 2™

“Nunneo !

“You'rc a bright lad, you are,”
said Mr. Carter admiringly. *Jest
the sort of lad [ like to work with,
Seafch me”

“(Oh, really, you know——-"

“Jf everybody was as bright as you
are, sir, t{xiu iyer earth would sure
put the son -out,” .eaid Mr. Carter.

Tae Macwer Liggart.—No. 1,105,
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“Look herg—"

Mr. Carter snapped shut his pocket-
book and rose to his feet.

“Mnch obliged, young gentlemen,”
he saad. “1 gucss you want to stick to
this location and not iﬂ: wandering in
the hills, I guces if there's anything
in thia you can leave it to me to
woryy it out. Bure ! '

. Carter walked away. He lelt
the _Elmiarﬂ in doubt as to whether
he attached any importapce at all to
what they had told him. But no
doubt, whatever he may have
thoughit, the Los Angeles detective
consifered it wiser to keep his owm
counsel,

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
D.K.!

£ OFE | _
N Mr. Schootz spoke with
cmphasis, and Myron Polk
scowled.

He was seated im Mr. Schootz’s
office at the rancho on the loeation.
The fact that he was there showed
the astute Mr, Schootz that the Per-
fection star had cooled down, ae he

ted. Myron Polk was not at

i keen to break his contract with
Perfention.

aving taken time to comsider the
atter Polk had realised that quite
arly. The “Lord of the Desert”™
flm was a big thing. Polk was ex-

tremely unwilling to leave it un-
finished. ]
Moreover; bitterly as he resented

the scene in which Harry Wharton
bad replaced him aas the sheik, he
was woil aware that it was a “big
nnch," as Mr. Schootz called it

arton had taken the risk, and
Polk wea fo get the benefit. He
hated the schoolboy who had outdone
him, but he was pot nowilling, on
reflection, to profit by what Wharton
had done.

“Nope !” repeated Mr. Schootz. "I
ain't entting that ecene! Forget it,
Polk! Can’t be did!™

He eyed the Perfection etar keenly.
Mr. Schootz was defermined not

isdd that point, even if he had fo

reak with the atar. But he had

a shrewd suspicion that Polk was not
a0 keen as he affected to be on cut-
ting the scone now that he had
cooled down and thnught it over.

“You get the kudos,” went on the
Perfection director. " Where's your
gronch? What?”

AR oy et

; that ckseky young scallywag
brags all over H}::-erwmd about
hawing understudied me——"

“If that's the .wurl"%, forget it,”
said Mr. Schootz. “Wharton ain’t
the kid to brag and blow off his
mouth. There ain’t going to be a
word eaid. Al the film fans will
reckon it's you in that seene. No-
bodv's going to put them wise.”

“Then let the matter drop,” said
Polk, with 2 scowl. *“I'm not hunt-
iuﬁ for trouble.”

Don’t,” eaid Mr. Schootz, in great
relief. “I guess that's hoss-sense.
Now there’s another matter I'd
better mention—I reckon you know
them !j;_idﬂ have l:re:;; ii;:hthemd ih wht-.::li
heap by a gang thuge, with tha
gﬂlﬂI::If.'g Gomez at their Eaemi-—”

PAPER? YOU'RE READING IT NOW!

“I know nothing about it ! snarled
Polk. i

“Bure!™ apreed Mr. | Schoots
amiably. “But they've got a hunch
that you put the thugs on to them.”

Polk shrugged hiz shoulders.

“I've told them it's all guff,” said
Mr. Schootz. “But I reckoned I'd
mention it. A man In your position
don’t want to stir up s lot of
trouble. You want to steer clear of
a pgaloot like Gomez It sure was
uniortunate him getting away when
you was taking him wn to the
police station in your car. Nothing
in it, of course. But yon want to
watch out, Polk, and not stir up
trouble. There’'s a detective here
now talking to them kids."

Polk compressed his lips. Mr.
Schoots declared his belief that there
was “npothing in it." But the Per-
fectiorn star undersetood quite well
that the director was giving him a
warning.

“Any story like that getting into
the papers would sure do you a lot
of harm, Polk,” hinted «Mr.
Schoote,

“0Oh, cut it out!” gnapped Polk,

There was & tap at door of
the office. _

“1 gucss that's Carter,” eaid Mr.

Schootz. "1 told him to look in be-
fore he vamoosed. Come in!"”

Mr. Carter entered the office.

Polk lou to the window, with
an alr of disregarding the detective
and anything he might have to sa
to the director, As o matter of §
he was very keen to hear. :

Mr. Carter's keen eye followed him
for a second. Then he gave his atten-
tion to the director. \

“ Waal?"l eaid Mr. Schootz.

“I guess I've talked to the boys,”
said Mr, Carter, with an air of dis-
gust. “I ain’t blaming you, Mr,
Schoots, but I reckon I've wasted my
time coming up here.”

“That so?” amiled Mr. Schoots.

Mr. Carter gave a sniff

“1 guess they've been handing me
ont film etuffi at secondhand,” he
engpped. “1 dare say they mean
wall, but one of them at least is the
biggest liar I've ever struck—and
I've etruck a heap. Say, von want
to get that fat gink Bunter to write
up your scenarica. He's sure got the
imagination for it

Mr. Schootz grinned.

“Ain’t you got anything to go om,
Carter 7" he asked.

“Not a thing,” said Mr. Carter
discontentedly. * Next time that fat
gink spine a yarn, Mr. Schootz, use

it on the movies. [ pueas that's the
place for it. I ain’t _blaming you
any, but I puesz I don’t want to

waste any more time listening to
fairy tales.”

And Mr. Carter took his leave,
apparently in a very disgruntled
state.

Myron Polk turned from the win-.
dow, with & smile on his face, when
the detective waa e. _

“3p that’s that ! he remarked.

“I'm esure glad he takes it that
way,” esaid Mr. Schootz. ‘I don't
want pelicemen horning in on this
loeatian, I‘1l1 tell 2 man,  Thank
goodness he's dropping it."”

“You micht have known there was
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nothing in it except schoolboy. set his thugs on them kids once more  “Oh, my hat!” said Greene,
imagination,” said Polk comtemptn- —and I'll sure have them.™ “Schootz can say what he likea,”
ously. Mr. Carter was emiling cheerily, resumed Coker. Carter can think

“Waal, if that's so, so much the
better,” said Mre. Schootz. “Any-
bow, I'm plump glad the detective
takes it that way.” i

And the subject was dismissed,
and the direetor and the atar settled
down to talk “shop.” .

Meanwhile, Mr. Carter had walked
back to his car and driven down ‘the
eanyon to the road. -

Under the trees by the roadside
Leonora was waiting., Mr. Carter
stopped his car and stepped out, .

here was a cheery grin on Mr.
Carter's face now, quite unlike the
disgruntled look with which he had
quitted Mr. Schootz's office.

“Jane, old thing,” he said, in a
low voiee, “I'm sure on to it
is going to be the place where your
little boy hops in. i .

“You think sof” asked ILeonora
brightly.

“Bure,” said Mr. Carter. “There's
a gang of rum-runners in these hills,
and if I cinch that gang, Jane, it
* meana .promotion for me, sand a nice
little shebansy in Hollywood, and no
more movies for little Jane—who, I
ruesa, will be Mrs. Peter Carter if T
bringr this off.™

Leonora beamed.

“Mum's the word!” said the
astute Mr. Carter. “I guess I've
knowe & long time that there’s a
‘gang of hooch hounds working this
const. They've been too wary for
me-—they sure have. But——"

Mr. Carter chuckled,

“T've got it good!” he went on.
“That guy FPolk's got a down on
them & 1 kide, and he's got in
touch with Gomez and his gang to
rope them in and keep them out of
his way.”

“He's some scallywag,” eaid
Leonora indignantly.

“He sure is,” ‘agreed Mr. Carter.
“But I've made him feel good and
easy about it—and I guess he will
pass it on to Gomez that it's 'all
0.K., and them guys will get going
pgain.”

The wunscrupulous Mr.
chuckled apain, ;

“Wext time Mister Gomez horns in
after one of them kids, he will find a
little man about my size loafing
around,” he said. “So long as they

kept to rum running, they never leit.

trail enough for a hungry lobe wolf
to follow., Kidnapping’s a different
stunt, You get me? That's what's
going to land them where 1 want
them—and that's with the bracelets
on.' :

“1 see,” smiled Leonora.

“I guess I've made Polk think the
coast’a clear,” said Mr. Carter. "1
calculate he will the glad tid-
inga on to Gomez. That galoot sure
will horn in again—and—-"

“But the boys will be in danger,”
gaid Leonora anxiously.

“Forget it,” answered Mr, Carter.
“Your beau will be around, horn-
ing for a chance to see Mister Gomez.
Jane, ald thing. thia ia my big
chance! This is where I make tha
grade! Only jest let that boob Polk

This

Carter

-detectives. I don’t

when he drove his car on to Holly-
wootd. Leonora was emiling as she
walked back to the location.

Myron Polk, too, was smiling,
when he tooled the purple auto out
of Jack-Rabbit Canyon an hour or
two later, and whizzed away on the
road to Los Angeles, What he had
heard from the astute and not over-
gcrupulous Mr, Carter had quite re-
assured him. He lost no time im
passing on to Jose (Gomez the news
that the coast was elear, and that
there was nothing to be feared from

the ‘police—that it was, in fact,
“0.EK.” He was to learn later tha
1t was not quite 0K, .
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Up 1o Coker !

(4 QOL!” egaid Coker.
F Fotter and Greene looked

at him,

Coker was not talking to himself,
a3 might have been supposed from
hiz remark.

He was talking to Polter and
(Greene.

“Which?” asked Potter cheerfully.

“I don't mean vou fellows,” said
Coker. "I'm speaking of that idiot
—that booby—that fathead—the de-
tective who came up here from Les

Angeles yesterday™
“Oht g’s a fool, iz he? asked
Greene.

“A born fool,” said Coker of the
Fifth, “He didn't seem in the
slightest impressed by what I said
to him, That shows what a fool he
is. I offered to help him in laying
those rogues by the heels. He didn’t
think my help would be of any value.
That shows that he's a born idiot.”

“1 thought he was rather a keen
eort of johnny,” remarked Potter,

“You would,” agreed Coker.
“You've got no judgment, Potter.
No gumption, you know.”

“Oh!” said Potter.

.'He thinks there’s nothing in it,”
said Coker. “Schootz says so. He'a
glad, of course. He thinks qaly. of
shop. But I'm not satisfied.”

“Nof yawned Potter. i
been collared by thoss
said Coker. "I may be
So may any of us.

good,  All duds,

i IFT'E
brutes,”
collared again.

The police are no

what he likes—if he's capable of
thinking at all, which I doubt. = We
Eliy well know that that gang have

en set oo uns.” 3 -

*Looks like it,” admitted Potter.

“ Well, then, we know what to do,”
said Coker. _

“Yes, rather! Stick to the loca-
tion, and not go wandering "about
ontside, where those rotters can get
at us,” said Potter.

“Don't be a silly aes, Potter.”

“I'm in}ig well sticking to the
location,” said Greene. “I'm not
locking for a chance of being kid-
nappe by tliose toughs.”

‘Don’t be & fathead, Greene.”

“¥Well, what's the big idea?” asked
Potter patiently. A fellow had to be
%atiﬁﬂt in dealing with Coker of the

ifth. A Job-like patience was indis-
gensuhle to anybody whe wanted to

eep on friendly terms with the great
Horace.

“We're tdking the matter in hand
ourselves,” seid Coker. “That 18 to
gay, I'm taking it in hand, and you
men are going to help” 0

“Are we?” gaid Greene dubionsly.

“You are!” said Coker. “Now,
those thugs are keeping a watch on
this location. That’s proved, by the
way they bagged Mauleverer when he
went for a walk one day, and Bunter
another day. I'm sure of it. If you
fellows don't fecl sure about it, never
mind. Leave it to me.”

Potfer winked at Greenc with the
eye that was farthest from Coker.

he great Horace went on.

“First man in this party who
wanders outside the location, will get
nabbed, same as happened before.
But that's a pame two can play at.
My plan is this. One of you fellows
clears off, in a easual sort of way, on
a walk into the hills.”

“QObL, crumbs! Right among those
rotters, if they're n*atching for a
chance, as wyou think,” ejaculated

Paotter. :
* Exactly.”

Potter and Greene gazed at Coker.

“You can take it ae certain,
Potter, that when you go alone inte
the hills, you'll be collared——"

“When ! murmured Potter.

“Eh¥ What did you sayf”

“Nothing, old bean,” said Potter

- (Uontinued on the next page.)

you know. Of
course, I never ex-
pected anything of
American police or

think much of
Americans, any
how. But that ass,
Carter, iz a prize
idiot. The limit,
in my opinion.
He’s gone back to
Los Angeles, and
chucked up the
whole thing. Well,
we've got to take
it in hand our-
selves.” _
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blandly. “Trickle on. This is jolly

interesting.” - .

“You'll be collaved,” resumed
Coker. * They'll drag you off to'that
den of theirs in the hills, where they
téook me. But you needn’t be afraid
—1 shall be on the track.” -

“You will?” murmured Potter.

. “That's it! I suppoee you've
read,”  gaid Coker, “about the »

they hunt the tiger in Lndia, They
tie up a kid to a stake in the jungle,
and the bleating of the kid attracts
the tiger. Then they bag the tiger,
. see? Well, in this case, yow're the
kid, Potter.” ; :

“But I'm not a kid,” said Potter,
wilfully misunderstanding. “I'm in
::hl,e E‘i_fth. Those Remove fags are

“For goodness’ sake, Potter, don’t
hefﬂiﬂt.-l!iﬂllﬂiﬂ !; i:;lalmeﬂ Coker im-
patiently, id is a ¥o oat.
L don’t mean & kid in Ft!?:galﬁnlgy
cense. I mean a young goat.: You've
got to play the goat.”

“Isn’t playing the goat zather
below the dignity
Form?" asked Greeme, wilfully niis-
understanding in his turn,

“You eilly ass!" hooted Coker. "I
don’t mean playing the goat in that
sense. 1 mean that Potter will act
like the kid-—that ﬁung goat—that
18 tied in the jungle to attract the
tiger. Beed”

Coker boped that he had made it
clear now, dense as his comrades
were, But Potter and Greene were
remarkably demse that day. It was
impossible to argne with Coker. But
it was possible to pull his leg.

*I aece,” said Potter. “But so far
as I know, there aren't any tigers in
California. I've never heard of any.”

“In a menagerie, perhaps,” sug-
reated Greene,

Coker breathed hard.

“I'm epeaking figuratively,” he
sgid. “I mean, we're going to trap
those ruffians, in the same way as

the tigers are trapped. Potter is
Enin to walk right into their
a 'M

“I ean see myself deing it re-
marked Potter,

“You will be in no danper, of
course,” eaid Coker. “I shall be on
the wafch., They will take you to
their den. I shall follow. Onee I've
got the place loecated, the rest will be
cAgY. shall lead a party thera,
rescue you, and bag the whole gang.
Easy aeg falling off a form.”

“But suppose they spot you follow-
ing on, and bag you, too?" asked
P'E:t-'ET'E]I; g r : ,,t -

‘They won't! va gumj
tion,” explained Coker. & i
- Potter amiled.

“I'm to walk into their hands and
rely om your gumyﬁun to see me
gafe?” he asked.

“Exactly.” '

Potter did not laugh. Horace
Coker had no idea that there was
anything comic in this, and it waa
no use trying to enlighten him.

“Now, I'll tell you exactly what
you're to do,” went ‘on Coker, {aking
it for granted that he was to re-
ceive the hearty support of hia chums

THE Magner Lisrasy.—No, 1,103.

of the Fifth .

-attracts

in this masterly scheme. Coker often
took a little much for granted,
“I ehall go out first, Potter, and
take up my position to keep watch,

You remember that place where we -
picnicked one nfternoon—there's’ a -

path up from the road to a sort of
TAvVIOe—"

“1 remember,” assented Potter,

“I shall take cover there, in that
clump of trees—you remember?
Well, after I'm safe in cover, you
come strollmg by, TYou hang about
—reading a ; or: something. If
they're eeﬁm watch—and I know
they are—they’ll apet you soomer or
later. You can be sure of that.”

“Too jolly sure of it,” said Potter.

“What?" bheoted Coker. 1

“I mean—go on, old chap. Let's
have the Iot.”

“Sooner or later they'll drop on
you, bag you, and- walk wyou off,”
said Coker. “That's what I want.”

It was not what Potter wanted.
But he did not say se. It saved
trouble to give Horace his head.

“You understand ?* asked Coker.

“Quite.” '

“You're rather dense, you know,”
said Coker doubtfully. “I'll explain
the whole thing again, if you like.”

“L've pot it clear,” said Potter—
“clear as daylicht. I chuck myeelf
into the hands of a gang of boot-
leggers, and trust to your Igumpt.iun
to get me out again! t sounds
atiractive.”

“I'm glad you like the idea,” said
Coker unsuspiciously. “Well, I'll
get off st once. You follow in fen
minutes or so."

Horace Coker walked out of the
rancho

Potter and Greene looked at one
another,

“I'm to play the goat!” murmured
Potter. “ la;ing: the goat ismn't the
name for it—I1 should call it playing
the giddy lunatie.”

“Greene chuckled.

“The bleating of the jolly old kid
the tiger,” said Potter,
“Coker hasn't told me to bleat when
I'm trying to attract the thugs.
Still, they wouldn't hear me if 1 did
bleat—as I'm not stirring ‘ont of this
rﬁm;:hl}.” d =

Grrecte chortled.

“How lﬂ-ﬂE‘ do you think Coker will
stay in ambush, old chap?” asked
Potter.

“Till dark, I should say,” answered
Greene., “Coker's a sticker.”

Potter nodded.

“That's my idea,” he agreed. *Let
him. It will amuse him, and it won’t
hurt us so far as I can sce. What
about a game of cheas? We can get
a game now without that ass butting
in and advising each of us im turn
to put the king in check, or make a
Enight’'s move with a bishep.”

2 ¥ said Greene.

Potter and Greene quite enjoyed
that game of ohess unjqder_ the trees
in the sunny patio. A rest from
Horace Coker was od for their
nervous systems. cther Horace

Coker enjoyed lying in ambush on the

hill was another matter. Potter and
Greene did not worry about that. Im
fact, they were so intercsted in their

game of chess that they actuall~
orgot the existence of the great
Horace.
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
- Coker’s Capture |

HE dummy !" breathed Coker.
He ' breathed hard and

“T
dee

“The chumi} "

Coker was "puzzled and irritated.

. He gréw more and more irritated

with every passing moment. And
quite a lot of moments had passed
since Horace Coker had taken up his
ambuscade in the ravine above the
road slong the terraced coast.

Although it was only a few hundred
yards from the road, the ravine was
desolate and deserted, and looked as
if it was seldom trod- by human foot,
Euiged rocks and stumted trees and
bushes had the same wild as as
in the-old days, when savape Indians
had ‘lurked in the Santa Monica
Mountains.

Coker had chosen the spot well.
Hidden in a .clump of trecs, he was
able to keep watch over quite an ex-
turﬁnwa space without revealing him-
self.

Had Potter come up the path and
hung about for hours, it was much
more likely than not that he would
have been spotted by the thugs whoe
were watching the location from the
hilla, and captured them.

It was so likely, indeed, that Potter
had sagaciously decided that it was

.altogether too likely.
Relying upon 'ﬂﬂﬁ&t'ﬁ gumption to
gee him through seemed to Potter like

leaning upon altogether too frail a
reed. Indeed, he doubted whether
Coker had any gumption. He had
never, ao far as his friends knew,
shown any sign of it.

But Coker, naturally, was perplexed
and irritated. His insfructions to
Potter had been clear and precise.
Yet Potter did not appear.

Bad the idiot made a mistake and
gone in the wromg direction? Had
the howling sss wandered off to parts
unknown ? .

Coker could not tell. All he knew
was, that Potter had not uﬁpaam{l
in sight. Again and again Coker was
on the point of leaving his ambush
and going in semrch -of Potter. On
the other hand, the burbling chump
might arrive any minunte; and Coker,
having got wunobserved into his
ambush, realised that it would be
injudicions to leave it and display
himself. He could only wait for the
unspeakahle fathead to arrive.

e waited.

Coker was feeling wrathier and
wrathicr every minufe. Probably his
wrath would have reached boiling-

int had he been aware that George
g:a:tter had not left the rancho at all.

Fortunately, Coker did not know
that.

He waited. It was warm and un-
comfortable in ambush. Inseets per-
sisted in buzeing round Coker. ey
gettled on his nose—they éxplored his
hair—they slid down his back.. Coker
wriggled, and grunted, and groused.
It would not have been so if that
born idict Potter had been under-
studying the kid whose bleating

Y
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Coker was hidden. Then, as the film star turned and resumed his way, the Mexican peered out of the bushes before taking

attracted the tiger. The prospect of
tracking the boot-leggers to thejr
lair, and rounding up the whole gang
. ‘by his masterly strategy, would have
comforted Coker. Now he was suffer-
ing all these dizscomforts for nothing,
hoping every minufe to see Potter
coming utIJ]] the path, with the hope
deferred that maketh the heart sieck.

At 1ast, to his immense relief, there
was o footstep.

Coker peered from his screen of
bushes.

But it was not Potter

To his astonishment, he recognised
Myron Polk, the Perfection star.

“Poik " breathed Coker.

Myron Polk evidently bad no sus-
picion that anyone was hidden by the
poth up the ravine.

He strolled uwp the rugged path,
smoking 8 cigarette, and passed
within a few feet of Coker i

In a ccuple of minutes he was out

~of eight, hidden by the rocks and
boulders of the winding arroyo. His
footsteps died away in the distance.

o Pﬂlt_ 1" repeated Coker,

Coker's powerful brain did not work
guickly. or some minutes he won-

ered what the Perfection star was
doing there.

But theugh Coker’s brain did not

work quickly, it worked! ~
_ Graduslly it dawned on Coker's
intellect what the Perfection star

was doing there, in that untrodden
wilderness of hille. Polk was the
man at the back of the proceedings
of the gang of thugs. ker knew
that-—at least, he wos sure of it
- The chaoces were about a thousand to
one that the Perfection star was there
to meet eome member of the gang in
the hills—Gomez, as likely ss not
He bad to keep im touch with the

up the pursuit again. (See Chapler 12.)
raffians he had hired to wreak his
grudge against the Greyfriars party.
And certainly he could not sce them
incﬂgllywm ;

oker's e

“M haﬂﬁs
and shadowed him—

Myron Polk had wvanished up the
arroyo, and was out of sight and
hearing; owing to the laborious
slowness with which Coker's mighty
intellect performed itas functions,

But another footstep, lower down
the path, came to Coker's cars.

He peered out again. He supposed
that it was Potter at last,

Still, 1t was not Potter.

A roughly-dressed man, with a
swarthy face and black beapd, half

leamed. '
If I'd followed him—

"

*hidden by a big sombrero, was
coming up the rocky path.

His foots were swift, but
stealthy. His eyes. watched on all

gides, with the watehfulnese of a
hawk Even Coker could sece that
the man was watchiul, wary, tense.

“Apother of ‘em!” murmured
Coker.

Coker knew that many members of
the boot-legzing gang were Mexicans.
He had no doubt that thizs Mexican
wae one of them.

Hia eyes glinted.

He had lost tho chanee of shadow-
ing Polk. But he was not gﬂin% to
lose the chance of shadowing thia
member of the zang.

He waited, with beating heart, for
the swarthy man in the sombrero to
pass the bush.

The - man passed,
quietly.

He stopped suddenly.

High up the arroyo, Myron Palk
had stopped, and was loocking back,

gquickly and

from s point where he could see the
lower paths

The swarthy man in the sombrero
backed hurriedly into the elump of
bushes where Coker was hidden.

Coker suppressed a gasp.

He did uot know that Polk, at the
top of the ravine, waz locking back.
It never crossed his mind that the
man jn the sombrero was shadowing
Polk.  Coker's brain could not be
expected to nssimilate all that,

All Coker kmew was. that the
Mexzican had backed hurriedly into
the bughez, and taken cover there,
breathing hard and fast; only a
couple of feet from Coker.

As he had his back to Coker, he
naturally did not see the grcat man
of the Greyiriarse Fifth.

Utterly wunconscious of Coker's
proximity, the man in the sombrero
pecred out of the bushes, up the
BITOYO

Polk, after that cantions glance
down, turned and resumed his way.
He had seen nothine,

The man in the sombrero was about
to quit his ecover, to take up the
pursuit of the Perfection star again,
when he became conscious that he
wae not alone there, Coker’s execited
breathing just behind him made him
aware of that fact. _

With a suppressed exclamation, he
spun round. -

Coker was ready for him,

This time Coker acted promptly.
The man knew he was there, now,
and Coker fully expected Lim to draw
a kuife if given time, or to yell to
his associntea for help. Coker.did
not give him time. As the startled
man faced round towards him, Cokez

Tue Macner Lipragy.—No, 1,103,
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let out his right, with a crash like a
battering-ram.
The man in the sombrero went
down as if he had been shot.
; In an imstant Coker was on him.
" That terrific drive had half-
stonned the unfortumate man. He lay
gasping helplessly under Coker.
Coker’s knec was planted oz his
waistcoat, squashing out of him what
little breath he had left. -
He gasped spasmodically.
“Gurrrrrgeh I
The next instant Coker's handker-

chief was jammed  inte his gaspin
mouth. ’Iihe hapless man chok
wildly.

Coker drove it im, hard. He waa
not standing on ceremony with a
villain who might bring a whole

gmig of thuge on him with & aingle
yell. ‘

“No, wyou don't!"™ seaid Coker
i gr{im]g.

Urrrgg 1" came fechbly throngh
the hangkerchia‘:f gtuffed into thae
wrotched man’s mounth.

“Quiet, you villain!™ hissed Coker.

“Yooooogegh ™

“You'll geb hurt if you resist, you
scoundrel.” .

The man was struggling now,
frantically. But he had simply no
chance.

Coker hiad him down, and was keep-
ing him down. ;
orace Coker was mnot, perhaps,
highly gifted in the matter of
brains. But Nature, who always
fes in ome way or another,
had made it t‘:}) to Coker in brawn.
Coker was hefty and heavy; and
be was fully a match for his adver-
sary, on equal terms. And the terms
were by no means equal now, with
the wretched min on his beck, and
Coker's sinewy knee grinding into
the pit of his stomach.

Coker had it all his own way.

Hia victim's struggles were fiexce,
but feeble, All the wind was driven
out of him.

In the struggle, the black beard
came off his chin. Obviocusly, it was
a falge beard, )

Coker was pobt surprised. Scoun-
drels of this kidoey werc likely
enougzh to be in disguise. Where the
beard hod been attached, the man's
chin—now revealed to wview—waa of
a lighter ghade thar his dark and
pwarthy cheeks., He was not a
Mexican! His swarthy complexion
was ag artificial as his black rd !
Coker could hardly have needed any’
more proof that the man was a des-
perate character.

The man was making frantie
attempts to speak. Several times he
nearly ejected the g from his
mouth., Each fime Coker's fist drove
it back again,.

Coker was not taking chances of
having the whole gang brought down
on him, ‘Not if Coker knew it! Ha
had this scoundrel at his mercy; and
that wus where he meant to keep
him.

Coker jerked a whip-cord from his
pocket. gpite of the fallen man’a
resistance, he looped one end round
a wrist and knotted it there.

Grimly and ruthlessly, Coker
dragged the man’s wrists tuf&thar.
Tee Macugr Linrany.—No. 1,103,

He passed the whip-cord round the
other's wrist, and tied it. Now the
man’a hands were bonnd.

Coker had him where he wanted
hirm, now. He was bound, and could
resist mo more; he was gagged, and
could not give the alarm fo the rest
of the gang.

Coker dragged him to his feet.

He purgled horribly, making mad-
dened efiorts to get rid of the gag.
Coker found & lemgth of twine in has
pocket, snd bonnd it round ‘his
prisoner’s head, fastening the gag in

place,

The man’s eyes rolled and glared.
Bat his fury did not daunt Coker.
Coker grinned cheerfunlly.

He took & grip on the back of his
prisoner’a collar.

“Now march!™ he said.

Convulsive  mevemcents ' paseed
through the prisomer. He reall

looked aa if he would explode wi

fury.

‘l:{'m taking you to Jack-Rabbit,”
said Caker coolly. “Those kids got
Gomez the other day; and he pot
away. Don’t you faney you'll get
away like that, my man! I ain't
trusting you into Polk's hands to take
te the wpolice station.”  Coker
chuckled. " Not much! I've got you,
you acoundrel, and I'm keeping you'!
Get & move on 1"

Coker peered out of the bushes up
the ravine, Myron Polk was long out
of sight and hearing; and there was
no gign of any member of the boot-
legging pang. The coast was clear
for Coker to get his prisoner away.

He jerked him out of the trees, and
jerked him along the gath down the
ravine towards the road. -

Once more the man made o frantic

effort to s A

* Groooooh 17

That was all he could utter. Coker
grinned chesrily.

“Think T'm lefting you call that
gang down on” me?” he ' asked
derisively. “Not much! Toa fly for
that, my man! Now pget on—sharp's

the word !

And the prisoner, gurgling horribly;
and glaring wildly, was led ont of the
ravine, down the path into the road;
and Horace Coker, in a mood of
triumphant elatiom, started towards
the location with him.

ALLO, hallo, halla!™
H:I&I m].{qrhat lH ﬂt

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Carter in the Cart!
Wk
H “Coker ™ :
“ What the thump—"
Harry harton & Co.
hlﬂ.nk}.{; ]
Work on the pictures was over for

the day, and the Famous Five were

taking a atroll along the road that
ran above the sea,
Mr. Schootz had cautioned them

not to wander into the hills; and
they had promised obedience. They
kept to the road, strolling along in
the direction of Santa Monica,

They were near the spot where the
path ran up the hill, into the ravine,
when an extraordinary sight met
their gaze.

From the path on the hill, Horace
Coker emerged into the rond. He was
not alone, s

A man who looked like a Mexican
was with him, The man's hands
were tied together behind him, and
something was stufied in his mouth.
Coker had a grip on his arm, and was
leading him along.

The juniors gazed at the scene,
spellbound.

“What the jolly old themp—-"
gns Bob Cherry.

“The thumpfulness is terrifie.”

The PFamous Five hurried on.
Coker gave them a lofty glance as
they came up. As a matter of fact,
Coker was mnot displeased by the
meeting., He was glad to show these
unioras that they were not the only
ellows who could capture thugs and

bootleggers.

“I've got him ! he remarked carc
lessl

“lx;:an goe you've got him " gasped

Wharton. "“Who iz he?
“One of that 5.“5! »

H“l}ht how—" ejaculated Johnny
ull,

Coker condescended to explain. The
prisoner was making frantic sigms to
the ghnmum to take the gag from hia
mouth,

*"He was in disguise ! added Coker.
“His beard came off in the struggle.
He had a beard.”

“But are you sure he’s oue of
Ehﬁt gang ' asked Wharton, doubt-
uily.

-“ think I'm likely to make
a miatag?“

-l-le !ll-

“The likeliness ig terrific, my
esteemed Coker.” :

] don't want any cheek,” =zaid
Coker, frowning. “I've got him!
J]i d';;; oing ;.‘-0 thihadﬂw I.Em ﬁﬂ the
iding- 0 gang, but he ran -
right IPntﬂ me, 80 I made him a
risoner. I didn't give him a chance

c¢all his friends, von can het.”

“But,” gasped "i%’hartm, “guppose
Tou -

“Suppose what, young assF”

“Buppoese you've got the wrong
man? I can't see that you've got any
proof that he's one of Gomez's gang.”

“That’s because youre B young
asg,” paid Coker, ""He was in dis-

ise, for one thing, He was oreep-
ng alﬂn% surreptitiously, for
another. e was going after Polk—
apd I'm prefty certain that Polk was
golng to meet come of the gang. It's
periectly clear.”

“The clearfulness doea not seem to
be terrific !" remarked Hurrce Jamset

Ram Singh.
“*You can shut up!" said Coker dis-
dainfully. *“EP'm taking him to the

loeation ; and I can jolly well tell you
that I shan't let him get away as
yeu did Gomes the other day.”
tu“ But look here—" grasped Whar-
n.
“Cheese it!"”
“Let's hear what he's got to say!”
“Rubbish ! Hands of my
prisoner!” roared Coker wrathfully.
“I don't want any fags meddling.”
And Horace Coker marched his
priconer onward, the juniors siaring
after him blankly.
“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. "“If Coker has enllared some
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‘liked the limelight.

‘verer
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The Famous Five followed behind
Coker and his prisomer., So far as
they could see, Horace Coker had
taken a lot for granted. Coker
tnraed into Jack-Bahbit <Canyon,
giving his prisoner o hefly jerk when-
ever he lagged,

Neediess to say, Coker attracted a
lot of attention as he marched his
prisoner into the location, )

There were a number of movie-men
about, and they all stared at Coker
with wide-open eycs; indeed, with
wide-open mouths, Coker did mot
mind.  In fact he rather liked it. He
vwag in the limelight now; and Coker
He was not
sorry that all the Perfection com-
pony should witness bis triumph.

hi.-nrd ]l:.;uler;rer r;:; t]:te:nli :ll:ear
the ramche, and stop to blink at
the remarkable sight.

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Maulevercr.
“Who's that?” ]

“Ope of the bootlegging gang
answered Coker. “I1 captured him in
the hills, kid.”

Coker spoke with studied careless-
ness, His manner implied that it
was quite & usual sort of proceeding
on his part, to walk out into the hills
and capture a desperado.

Maunleverer sgtared hard at the
prisoner.

Th# mon had been disguisced zs a
Mexican; but so much of his dis-
guise had been rubbed off in his
struggle with Coker, that it was
plain at a glance that he was not
of that race. It seemed to Maule-
that was something
familiar in the features of the
|PrISOneT.

“Begad! I've seen that johnny
hefore ! he said.

“Good!” said Coker. *“You'll be
able to identify him, them. I dare
say he was one of the rotters who
collared yéu the other day, kid.”

“Nunno!"” gasped Mauly.

He stared %ﬁl‘%ﬂﬂ &t the man. It
seemed to him that that square chin,

[EL
-

- no longer hidden by a false beard,

wae familiar—very familiar.

“Hold or & minute!”
Mauleverer.
look at him I

“Identify him, if you can!” eaid
Coker. *Yonr evidence will come in
useful when I give him in charge.”

“You—you're giving that man in
charge I ituuttemd ;filfulwm*

“Of course.”

‘:*Fﬂva]; ha, hal” =

; at are you cackling at, wyou
young ass?” ﬂ&m&nﬂeﬂm&kﬂ,rin

Aangry Snrprise,
“gn, ha, ha!” shrieked Maulaverer.

eas
“Let's have another

He had recogmi the man now,.

“Look here!” reared Coker.

*Ha, ha, ha 1?

“What do you mean? Looted
Colker rily. :

But Lord Mauleverer could not ex-
plain  what he meant. He was
donbled up with merriment,

Coker gave him o glare, and

marched hia prisoner on towards the
ranchko, with an an snort,

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Maunleverer.

Mauleversr was almost weeping.

“You think Coker's made a mis-
take?” asked Harry,

“Ha, ha, ha! Yaas! Ha, ha,
Ilﬂ.!” T .

Lord Mauleverer leaned apgainst a
tree, and gasped. He wi is eyes

and chuckled spasmodically.

“¥ou know the man Coker's got
hold off" demanded Nugent.

“Oh, dear! Yaas.”

*1 thought there weas somethin
familiar im hiz face,” remark
Johimny Buil. *“I've seen him before
somewhere, I think.™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cut the cackle, and get to the
hosses!” said Bob. “If you kmow the
man, Mauly, who is he?

“Ha,e«ha, ha!" shricked Manle-
;gmf. *“He—he—he's—— Ha, hia,

al" )

“Who?” roared sll the jumiors to-
gether. .

“Ha, ha! The detective—"
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Another * Magnetite*® Wins a
Useful Leather Pocket Wallet for
the following clever Limerick !

In qdmﬂment of wrath Bunter
anid :
“] will say what 1 hke to the
Head!™ _
Then the swish of a gown
Made him nearly fall down,
And he murmured *sweet
nothings ™" instead.

A leather wallat has been awarded
to : Norman Thornton, 5, Ceylon
Street, Marfleet, Hull, Yorkshire,

Now let me have your atiempt,
chum !
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“What?" yelled the Famous Five.

Mauleverer gurgled.

ll{:amr !?‘J

“Carter!” howled Bob Cherry.

“Yaas "

“0Oh, my hat!"

The Famous Five locked st Mauly,
and looked at one ancther. They
stared after Coker. Then they burst
into an irresistible roar.

“Ha, ha, hal”

That merry, roar rang in the eama
of the triumphant Horace as he
marched his prisoner into ihe rancho.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Pleasant for Pefer!

L HUNDER!”
" Mr. Echootz spoke with
om 18.

He was smoking his cigar in the
patio and talking movie *“ghop"
with Mr. Van Duck, when Coker
arrived. Triumphant, elated, Horaco
Coker marched prisoner mnder
the arched entrance and arrived in
the patio and came to & helt hefore
the Madeira chair in which Mr.
Schootz’'s ample figure A

“Thunder ! repeated Mr, Echoots.

: PR
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barmless and citigen of Los  ‘“Hallo, halle, halle! What's the “Gee! gaid Mr. Van Duck.
Angeles, there will be a row about jelly old joke? demanded Bob  Both of them frowned.
this, my infants.: ' Cherry. ' “I've got him!” said UCoker
“Ha, ha, hal” The Famous Five stopped. trivmphantly.

“And who ia2 he? And what have
you got him for? And what do you
mean, anyhow, ¥ou gink?’ demanded
Mr. Schootz.

Coker snorted.

This was pot the enthusiastic re-
ception he had ex A

*It'e one of the bootlegging gang 1™
h: snapped.

“And if he is, what do yon want
with him?’ demanded Mr. Schootz.
“Can’t you keep from horning into
trouble, you pgeck?”

“I've captured him,” explained
Coker. "I'm going to hand him over
to the police. You can jolly well
say what you jolly well like, Mr,
Schootz. But that f-ang kidnapped
me once, and I'm jolly well going to
make them sit up—see? is I8 ®»

inming ™ : o i
t. Schoota- grunted.

“I guesa we're on this location to
make pictures, not to scare up a
rookus with a ﬁg of bootleggers !
he growled. *“Besides, that detective
galoot Carter allowed that it was all
Euﬂ' !"‘

“Carter’'s a fool,” answcred Coker
—“a born fool! T only wish he was
here now, to sece for himeelft This
ecoundrel was in disgnise—got up
like a Mexican—but you can see
for yourselves he's am American. I
want you 1o telephone for the
police I*

Potter and Greene left their chees.
Coker had returned earlier than they
had expected, Btill more wunex-
pectedly, he had brought a prisomer
with him. DPotter and Greene
wondersed who it was. That Coker
had seucceeded in capturing one of

the bootlegging im-
prebable to them. They wondered
what harmless member of the great

American publiec Coker had captured.
“What you got the guy fixed up
like that for?” asked Mr. Van Duck.

Coker grinmed complacently.

“1 him,” he explained.
“He would have brought the Trest of
the gany down on me. Polk wasn’t
far away."”

“Polk !” repeated Mr. Schoote.

“Yes, Polk—and the rest of the
gang, very likely!” g=aid Coker. I
%ut this scoundrel scon after I eaw

olk. He was following Polk up into
the hills”

“What the thunder was he follow-
ing Polk for?

“I fancy Polk was there to mect
the gang,” said Coker. *“This villain
was o little way behind!”

“Aw§ can ik 1: :fﬂtleﬂ Mr. E&Em
“I'm fed-up -yoar guill a
Polk. This galeot is very likely
goms thug who waa following Polk
to get hig roll.”

s Mia misn et O Taceked
nto his min at the disgui
man's movements, wher he had
spotted him, were rather like those
of & man who was shadowing Polk,
than of a man who was geing to
join him.

“Oh, rot! eaid Coker uneasily.
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H¥ou can see that he was in disguise
—got up as 8 Mexican.”

M Let the guy speak for himeelf I”
grunted Mr. Schootz. I e'pose you
ain’t afraid that he'll yell to the
gang here, are yon?"' . /

Coker proceeded to untie the twine
with which he had secured the gag
in the prisoner's mouth. It was
rather 8 slow process, and the man
ﬁum!ﬂd hideousely while Coker was

usy.

“I've sure seen the guy before
somewhere " gaid Mr, Schoots, scan-
ning the face of the prieoner. *“He
seems gort of familiar. If he's some
thug who was after Polk for his
roll, I guess Polk ought to be obliged
to you gome "

“Rot!” eaid Coker.

“What?” hooted the Perfection

director.

“Rot!” repeated Coker un-
dauntedly. "He's cne of that gﬂ.ﬂﬁ
—and I've him! I'm jolly we

g:}ing to get the rest of them, too!
'm going to show "that fool Carter
how to do hia job!”

He jerked the handkerchief out of
the wretched man’s mouth at last.
A purgling gasp followed it.

“Grrrrrroovoggeh 1

The man struggled with the bonde
on his wrists. :

“You're not getting loose, my
man !” grinned Coker. “I'm keeping
3ut: safe till you get the handeuffs
on 1" i

The man epluttered.

“Let ma loose! T'll sure hreak
inu up into little pieces for this!

e gagped. “I’ll ron you im, sure!
I'll get you a year in the pen for
this, you locoed gink!™

“Who are you, anghow?” de-
manded Mr. Schoots. “I sorter seem
:n iinaw your toot, and your face,
too!

“Can’t you see who I am? roared
the prisoner. “Tell that locoed geck
to let me loose! I'm going to smash
him! I'm going to put %im under
arrest |” 5

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell. Harry

Wharton & Co. had arr{veﬂ on th
scene now. *“Ha, ha. ha™ = -
_ Coker stored at his prizoner. Even
Coker thounght it remarkable for a
captured thug to threaten to put bhim
under arrest. The wan spun round
towarde the yelling juniore.

"Hera, wou, let me looss!”
raved,

“Certainly, Mr, Carter " answered
. Harry.

Coker jumped almost clear of the
ground.

“Carter!” he stuttered.

“Ha, ha, ha!" .
gasped FPotter.

he

“Oh, my hat!”
¥ Coker's bagzed the detective 1

“He's bagged Carter!” gtuttered
Greene. “Oh crumbs "

“Carter!” repeated Horace Coker,
Tike a fellow in a dream. *“You
young idiot, Wharton, this isn't
Carter!
leggera!”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“Let my prisoner alone!"” roared
Coker, as the captain of the Remove
come up to release the infuriated
detective.
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This is one of the boot-.

“I tell yom he's Carter!” gasped
Wharton.

“I tell you he’s nothing of the
gort!” roared Coker. “I tell wyom

he'g——"

“Carter ™ said Mr. Schootz. “Oh,
carry me home to die! This is the
grasshopper’s whiskers!”

Mr, Van Duck eaid nothing. He
couldn’s! He was doubled up with
merriment.

“I'm Carter,” the prisomer was
shriekir ;—*I'm Peter Carter! Don't
vou know me, you ginks? I'm going to

run that peck in for aessaulting an
officer of *he law! I'm Carter!
Get me loose! Get me looss in-

stanter, so that I can wipe up the
earth with that gink!
“Oh grikey!” gasped Coker.
‘Even Coker realised the dreadful

truth at last. It was clear even to -

Coker's intellect that he had bagged
the wrong man. Tt was borne in

npon his dazed mind that the detec- ¢

tive had been shadﬁwiug Polk in
disguise, and that Coker’s interven-
tion had prevented him from track-
ing the Perfection star to the hiding-
place of the bootleggers.

“But—but—but,” stuttered Coker,
“if—if it's Carter—be doesn't lock
like Carter. Oh, my hat!®

Harry Wharton was unfastening
the Los Angeles detective’s hands

now. Coker no longer attempted to
stop him. Coker's brain was in a
whirl. But he realized that this

was Peter Carter. And he did not,
of course, think of handing over a
policeman to the police!

“Oh, search me!” gurgled Mr.
Schootz. “This is the elephant's
hind leg! You, Carter, you allowed
that there was nothimg im it, and
you let-on that you was going back
to L. A. and dropping the whole
thing. And then you fixed yourself
up a8 a Greaser and gtarted shadow-
ing Polk! You ealeulated that that
would buoy you eomething! Oh, gee-
whiz!™ =

Mr, Carter made no reply to that.

Hia little scheme—which he had
laid with such deep cunning—had
been mm'gleteig kEnocked on the head
by Coker!

Having entirely reassured the Per-
fection star, by affecting to pooh-

h the whole matter, he had set

imself to watch Myron Polk—"k

ing tabs ™ on him, as he would have
expressed it. :

He had shadowed the film star into
the hilla. Polk, watchful as he was,
had never known that he was heing
followed—and had he caught a
glimpse of the shadower, he wonld
only have taken bhim for some
Mexican.

Suceees had beem fairly within
Peter Carter’s prasp! He was assured
that Polk was %uin into the hille to
meet some of his lawless nssociates
there. All he bad to do was to shadow
Polk, unseen, to pick up the track of
Gomez’s gang, and locate the Lidden
den of the rum-runners. Buecess had
gmiled on him-—when Coker inter-
vened! He had not reckoned on the
great Horace.

His echeme was blown to the windas
now. -All the location would know

eeP- roared.

_EI}M he had been shadowing Palk in

After 't'hat, the film star was not
likely to be lulled inte false security,

and faken off his guard.
. Mr. Carter was grinding his teeth,
while Wharton unfastened hie hands,

Really, it was no wonder that the
Los Angeles detective was wrathy.

His eyes dwelt on Coker almost
wolfishy.

Coker gazed at him. For once, the
wind was quite taken out of Coker's
aaila. He was flabberegasted.

He did not gquite realise how he
had wrecked and ruined the plans laid
with so much cunning by the Los
Angeles detective! But he did realise
that he had put his foot in it.

Carter's hands were loose a last.

He proceeded to make immediate
nee of them, -~

He flew at Coker like a bird of
prey.

‘Here, hold an—" gasped Whar-

n.
“Ha, ha, ha!®

Peter Carter did not heed, and did
not hold om. He aurled hiself on
Eﬁm{:a Coker, hitting out right and

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,

Hand to Hand !
AROOQOOH ! roared Ceker.
Bang, bang! Thuamp,
thump! 2
“0h, my hat!”
“Ha, ha, hal®?
Thump! Bang, bang!

Crach!

Horace Coker went headlu:!g, nnder
a rain of blowa. He landed on Mr.
Yan Duck, burli that tleman,
and his chair, backwards into a bed
of HBowers. Chair and fowers and
Yan Duek and Coker were mized in
an almost ineztricable”heap

“Oh, crumbs ! gasped Bob Cherry,
weeping with mirth. *0h, dear!
Hold me, somebody.” . :

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Gerroff 1" ehricked Mr. Van Duck,

strugeling wildly under the sprawl-
ing Coker. “Gerroff! Help!”™

“"Ow! Wow!" pgdspe Coker.
“Dooch! My hat!™

Mr. Carter ‘brandished his fists,
almoit foaming with rage. '

“Come ont of that, you geck!” he
“1 guess I'm going to beat
vou up a few! I'm going to break
you into small pieces.”

“Gerroff " moaned Van Duck.

Coker sat up dizzily. He did not
know, in the confusion of the moment,
what he sat on. '

Mr. Van Duck Eknew! Nobody
could have the heavy and hefty
Horace eitting on his face without
being aware of it.

“Woooooch!” came in a gurgle
from the -assistant director,

“0Oh, eearch mel” Mr.
Schootz, helpless with merriment.
“0Oh, take me homa to Janel Oh,
pee-whiz! T'11 tell a man!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Coker ant dazed and {Iizz%.[ How
long he would have sat on-Mr. Van

Duck's features cannot be said. All
of a sudden he leaped to his feet with
a fiendish well. \

L}
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**You let my prisoner alone ! ** roared Coker, as Harry Wharton appruaéhéﬁ_tha infuriated detective. ** 1 tell you he's
3 “1 tell you he’s nothing of the sort !’ roared Coker.
home to die ! ** eried Mr. Schootz, doubled up with merriment.

Carter ! ** gasped Wharion.

“Yarcoh'! I'm bitten! Yaroooop !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Wow " roared Coker.

Horace Coker remained on his feet
about a second. Mr. Carter, still
thireting for vengeance, rushed on
il]il_nhagain and smote him hip and

ker flew! Mr. Van Duck
sgquirmed out of the way in time;
and Coker landed in the flower-bed,
roaring. _

“Here, hold on !" gasped Wharton.

“Chuck it!"” stuttered Bob Cherry.
i EnnuFil’a g8 good as a feast, yom
know,’ :

*You're not allowed to kill Coker!”
gurgled the Bounder.

“The encughfulness is terrific, my
csteemed and ridieulons Carter,”
chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Mr. Carter did not heed. A voleano
qupﬁun would have
cen 88 likely to heed remonstrance.
The sleuth from Los Ahgeles wanted
vengeance, and he wanteéd it bad,

Coker struggled up.

Thia time, as Mr. Carter sw
on him, Horace Coker met him with
left and right. They closed in deadly
combat.

Thump, thump! Crash! Bang!
Thump !

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“@Go it!"” roared the Bounder. “Ga
it, tFﬂk&r! Go it, Carter! Ha, ha,
ha 1™

They were going it! Neither gave
much heed to defence. Both concen-
“trated on attack. The ontcome wasd

that  Thoth received rather severc
punishment.

“Btop them!” purgled Mr. Schoota.
“Ha, ha, ha! parate them pesky

boobs! ©Oh, search me! Ha, ka, ha!”
The juniors rushed to intervene.

They collared Mr. Carter, as one man,

Pottor and Greene collared Coker.

L F el
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(oker was dragged back by his
chims. The Famous Five wrenched
Mr. Carter away from hig victim by

main foree.
“Chuck it, Carter!” gasped Bob.

“The chuckfulness is ¢ proper
caper " :

“Leggo, you ginks!” yelled Mr.
Carter. “Ain’'t I told you I'm going

to beat him up? Leggo!

“Leggo, you dommies!”
Coker. “ Lemme gerrat him!”

“Chuck it, you ass!™ breathed
Potter. “"He's a bobby ik

“I don’t care! T'Il bobby him!”
roared Coker. “I’ll give him bobby!
Lemme gerrat him "

But Potter and Greene exerted
themselves ‘to  hold Coker
Harry Wharton & Co. did as much
for the enraged detective,

Mr. Schootz wiped his streaming
eyes,

“Sny, you, Carter!” he gurgled,
“8ay, you get tired of your detective
job, {ﬂu mosey along to my studio,
and I'll sure give you a new one!
I'm horning to put you on the pictures
m w.act! I’ll sure pay you high
to do thut scene over again before
the camerac.”

“Ha, ba, La!™

The patio was crowded with
Perfection people; movie men and
movie girls, shricking with laughter.
The uproar had attracted nearly
everybody ou the location to the spot.

“Will you let up, you ginks?”
roared r. Carter, strugglhing fto
break laose from the Famous Five.

“No fear!” answered Wharton.
“Keep cool IV

“The no-fearfulnees iz terrific, my
reposterous Carter!” chuckled

urree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hold him !’ gasped %ﬂhﬂﬂj‘ Bull.

Mr. Carter, with a terrific cflort,
wrenched himself loose. The next

roared

‘¢ This is the grasshopper’s whiskers ! **

back.

rrrrr
o

f !i'.'ﬂ.‘!."fm-'
iAo

*1 tell you——** **Oh, carry me

{See Chapler 14.)

moment he would have hurled himself
headlong st Horace Coker. But at
that moment came an interruption.
“Peter !™
My, Carter jumped.

He spun round,

“Hallo! You—Jane!” he stam-
mered, ,

“Qhb, begad! It’s Leonora!” mur-

mured Lord Mauleverer.

Leonora, -like the rest of the Per=
fection company, had been drawn “to
the spot by the terrific uproar. She
gozed at her Peter blankly.

Mr. Carter dropped his hands, and
unclenched them. The crimson
conntenance of Horace Coker had had
4 MATTOW escape.

“Peter!” pasped Leonora.

Mr. Carter’s face was already red.
Now it assumed the rich hue of &
beetroot.

*I—I guess—" he stammered. “I
—I guess that gink got my goat,
Jane! I—I guess—r->"

“I'll smash him !” reared Coker.

“Bhut up!” hissed Greene,

“ Here, you Leonora!” gurgled Mr.
Schoots. “You take your bean away!
He sure wantz a wash! He's been
making up as a-movie detectivel”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Peter ” murmured Leonora.

She led the hapless Mr. Carter
away. Fifty or sixty people, in the

atio, were left rocking with
aughter, as the unfortunaic eleuth
diaa.plpaamd from sight.

Only Coker did not langh. He did
not s#eas anything +to langh at.
Besides, he was busy attending to the
numerous damages on his rugged
countenance.

Bob Cherry wiped his cyes.

“Coker will be the death of me,
one of these days,” he sobbed; "X

(Continued on page 27.)
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CONCLUDING CHAPTERS OF OUR GREAT WAR SERIAL!

N

A Bid for Freedom !
THE atreeta of Btrashourg were

almost deserted save for an

oceasional patrel of military

olice as the two cars containing

rek and his escort purred along

them en route for the fort which

getood on the western bank of the
canal.

The boy's handeuffs had been re-
moved, and, to counter-balance that,
four soldiers with fixed bayonets
travelled in the tonneau with him.
Escape was impossible. And with
the dawn Derek Monecrieff would pass
out

Bat the young Eiiut*n thoughts
were not of that. e was thinking
of Scaivo. Somifs, the traitor:; the
cowardly blackpiard who would
carry on in his treati:erous role, be-
traying British plans ~\n Germany.
If only Derek could get word across
the line, mothing else would matter.
But that was impossible.

The cars came to a sudden grind-
ing halt by the side of the canal,

"We will take the tow-
growled the sergeant. “You
the driver of the first cor—"'w
here for me. I do not intend to
walk back to the barracks !”

With & eoldier on either side of
him, two in front and two behind,
Derek was marched alonz the tow.

ath towards the iron gates of the
ort, half a kilometre distant. The
sergeant strode by the side of the
eseort, silent save for some occa-
sional grunted observation.

Derek walked with head bent and
shouluers slumped. But his hands
wers clenched, and more than once
he pglanced covertly towards the
- night-ehrouded waters of the eanal,
only a few feet on his right. Dead
despair in his heart had given place
to tingling excitement.

Then, without warning, he acted.
Liternlly hurling himself against
the soldier on his right, he swept
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him off hiz balance. Taken entirely
unswares, the man staggered wildly
with s shout of alarm which ter-

minated in & gurgle and heavy
as he went backwards into
the.canal with Derek on top of him.

With euch startling swiftnees had

.Derek aeted, that, for s moment, the

soldiers were seemingly bereft of
their wits,

“Fire, curse you, you fools!”
roared the eergeant, and his auto-
matic blazed imte life, the ballets
zip-zipping into the swirling water.

"Our comrade will be hit]™
shouted ome of the soldiers warn-
ingly.

In omne terse and comprehensive
oath the sergeant consipned the com-
rade to perdition.

“Tire, will yon, wou pigs!™ he
screamed. “If the %ugland&r
escapes every one of you will be
ghot !”

A  ragged volley crashed out,
bullets spattering into the water.
The face of n swimming man, a grey
blur in the water below them,
brought a sudden cessation of the
firing. The man splashed in to-
wards the bank and raised o gropin
hand. Fingers clutched at him an
hauted him ont. Tt was the soldier,
half-drowned, spluttering, and minus
rifle ahd forage cap.

The sergeant kicked at
pavagely. '

“Wkere is the Englander, you
fool 7 \he shouted. “Where is he?”

A gtey-elad fizure came runming
madly along the tow-path. It was
the driver of the ear, and he had
been attracted by the noise.

The sergeant, bellowing frantie
orders to spread out and guard each
bank, did not see him for a moment.
But he did when the driver grabbed
him by the arm,.

“What has happened?” he jab-
bered. “What is the matfer?”

The sergeant wheeled, with an
oath.

him

Geo. E.

“Rochester

TO BE SHOT AT DAWN!

With a soldier on either side
of him, two in front and twa
- behind, escape seems impossi-
=" ble for Derek Moncrieff

“Your” he bellowed. "Get back
to your «car, you fool! ‘The
Englander Las escaped I*

he driver turned and sprinted
back the way he had come, drawing
his gun as he wemt. Bat already a
dripping figure bad clambered from
out of the waters of the canal and
WaA ruuning desperately towards the
car. The driver saw the silhouette
of the running figure, ahead on the
tow-path.

“The Englander ! he shouted, and

his gun spat lurid flame,

A bullet whistled past Derek’s
head, and he spurted madly. The
driver was too excited to take steady
and careful aim, and the seoldiers
behind him could not fire for the
moment in case they riddled him in-
stead of Derek. _

Another bullet from the ~driver’s
gun whined harmlessly past the
boy's head. i

Reaching the car, Derek leapt for
the driving scat. Then his foot
pressed on the self-starter, and, aa
the warm engine whirred into life,
he slipped in the elutch.

The powerful car shot forward
with a jerk. A crash of musketry
followed it, but already Derek was
roaring along the deserted street.

Swing[:slgg off the main thorough-
fare, rek  traversed the eside
gtreets which he knew would take
him out on the southern ountskirts

of the town. He knew where he was
going. He was pgoing to his
machine,

Ten minutes later Derek was clear
of the town, and roaring through the
night along the lonely and deserted
road which led to the farmstead.
There was necither town nor village
of any eize or importance between
him and his goal, only scattered and

sler;ng hamlets.

The boy airman had no headlights,
but the winding roadway stretched
before lnm like a grey ribbon be-
neath the glimmering stars. He
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drove like a madman, and the swirl-
ing rush of the clear night air acted
on 1.m like a tonie. He would win
through now., He would get his
machine, Ay to Ouchy, see Colonel
M.lvain, and tell him of what had
occurred that night. It would be
hia word against Colonel Scaife’s.
But he would make Colonel Milvaln

believe. 1
It was easy to scc how Scaife had
worked it. He had doubtlessly left

Le Courban under cover of night,
rofessing to be om an aerial light-
ouse survey, or some such similar

mission. Instead of that he bad

flown over the line into Germany.

The QGerman anti-aireraft batteries

would have their orders to refrain

from’ shelling = British machine
passing over at a certain hour with,
perhaps, port navigation light
aglow, or some such distinguishing
feature. Scaife would change into
khnii uniform, of course, before re-

turning. i
Yes, it was easy for Scaife to get

away with & game of that sort, pro-
vided he did not indumlge in it too

often. Well, he had done it once
too often now,.

Time and again, as his thoughta
ran om, Derek glanced. behind him
for signa of pursuit. He knew that
somewhere along the road behind
cars would be rearing in pursuit,
provided. of course, that the Boche
had the mentality to conclude that
the fugitive would make for his
machine There was a guard over
the machine. What was the guard’s
nwme? Karl! Yes, that was what
the sergeant had called him.

“On and on through the night thun-
dered the automobile Derek was
very sure of his road. He knew the
location of the farmstead too well to

make any = 2.  He throttled
leﬁr:;d\tmame rougher
and riofe narrow. Then chead, rear-

ing their stark bulk agsinst the sky,
ke saw the outline of the tarmstead
buildings,

Blowly the great car slid to a halt,
aud Derek leapt omt on to the road.
He had already decided wmpon his
conirzse of action, for he knew #mat
he would be able to approach within

feet of the gunard  before the man -

recognised him,

Clearing the low hedge of the field,
he commenced running towards hia
machine,

“# Harl!” he shouted. *Earl!™

The startled EHarl came [umbering
fowards him through the darkness.
No thought of harm coming to him-
self was in the mind of the bovine
Earl. Someone who knew him was
“running towarda him, calling his
name, He was wanted, True, he
did not recognise the voice, but what
of that? .

“Karl!” shouted Derek. “Earl!”

“Yea, Whatr” demanded EKarl, as
the running figure loomed upﬁ

“Just hold that!” panted Derek.

Aa the boy spoke, his clenched .fiat
took Ear! full on the point, Every
atom of Derek’'s strength, and power
bred by dire necessity, was in the
blow. . Earl went backwards, full
« length to the turf., His rifie fell from
hie nerveless hand.

tenderly mazsagin
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Pouncing on it, Derek hurled it far
away into the darkness, then dashed
for his machine, . :

Earl rose dazedly to his feet,
his jaw as he

lared around him in the darkness.

8 brain worked slowly at the best
of times, Now it was sorely bemused.
From far along the road came the
hum of automobile engines prowing
raprdiy in volume. But the sound of
them was euddenly - lost in the
shattering roar of an aero engine,
close at hand.

Rarl understood now. With a
shont, he dashed forward, halting in
sudden dismay as he discovered that
he had not got his rifle. " But there
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WONDERFUL. NEW SERIAL!

was no time to search for it. e
started forward again. From the
hedge which bordered the roadway
came a sudden spurting line of Aame.
It was rifle fire. With a sob, Earl
spun round and pitched face foremost
to the ground.

And low over the road, where
soldiers were uring from four
awerful ears, which had arrived too
ate, roared the machioe of the Black
Hawk. Even as the ragged, _l}xt:ic
volley of shots from the roddway
eracked out, it circled widely, clmb-
ing on the turn, then thundetred away
Festwarr]a into the night towards the
ina,

(Continued on the next page.)
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Next week you'll §
meet Jimmy
Bervesford, notable
for a cheerful, sml-
ing countenance,
and a strong,

cycling.
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of mind.

A.

athletic figure ; notable also for his passionate
interest in all things relating to speed in motor-
And this VErY passinn for the dirt-track
leads to a serious turning-point in Jimmy's career.
JJmmy's got a pal, too—Ron Connolly, of a
rather more serious dispositton than himself,
but likewise interested in speed and motor-cycling.
Ron’s a mechanic, and lis pet ambition to launch
a new engine on the motor-cycle market 1s well
within his compass for he is of an inventive turn

Between them, Jimmy and Ron are going to
supply you with thousands of thnlls.

START WITH THRILL' NUMBER ONE 1IN
NEXT WEEK'S OPENING INSTALMENT
OF THIS AMAZING DIRT-TRACK SERIAL.!
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26 GRAND OPENING INSTALMENT OF ™ SPEEDWAY PALS!" NEXT WEEK!
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Literally hurling himsell against the soldier on his right Derek swept him off his balance. Taken utterly unawares, the
man gave a shout of alarm which terminated in a gurgle as he went splashing backwards into the canal with Derek on top

éetmml to None !

HI machines of Squadron 103

had long beemn housed for the

night, and the canvas hangars
of Ouchy Aerodrome loomed grey and
ghostly in the darkness. e

In the flight coffice, Colonel Milvain
and the adjutant were seated con-
versing in low and earnest fones.

“He could not save him, you say =
eaid the adjutant E?huieﬂj',

. Colonel Milvain shook his head.

“It was impossible!” he replied.
“And to have attempted it would
Eml:-ably have meant the divulging of

is identity. That, of course, had to
be avoiged at any cost.  Even at the
cost of this gallant lifel”

Then eame a sudden, dramatic in-
terruption, as the door of the flight
office erashed open. On the threshold
stood Derek Monecrieff.

HYour” eried Colonel Milvain.

“Yes, me ! replied Derek harshly,

Kicking the door shut behind him,
the boy advanced.

“You've got to listen to me, girl!”
hoe went on, his wvoice shmking.
“Colonel Scaife—"

“Never mind Colonel Scaife!” cut
in the C.0., stepping qil;l{:kij’ forward
and taking Derek by the arm.
“Where have yon eome from, lad?”

“From Strasbourg!” replied Derek,

wondering at the colonel’s kindly and

apxious tone. “And I can prove that
Colonel Scaife was the man who——"

“Colonel Scaife landed at Le Cour-
ban half an hour ago, and was. im-
mediately put under close arrest!™
cut in Colomel Milvain.

the whole truth mow, lad. We know

“We know pa

of him !

how shamefully yom have bheen
wronged, and how gallantly yoy have
carried on in the very heart of cnemy
country. Colenel Seaife condémned
himeelf out of his own mouth at
Strashourg to-night, when you were
sentenced to be shot.”

(See page 24.)

“But—but how do you—— How
can you possibly know what
bappened at Strasbourg to-night,

sir?” exclaimed Derek, in amazement.

Colonel Milvain smiled grimly.

““ Moncrieff,” he said, “the world
will never know just what our Becret
Service is doing, and has done. It is
second to none.  And, by tragie foree
of cirenmstance. one of your fellow-
countrymen sat in judgment om you
to-night. Prier to the War, and
during the War, the man to whom I
refer has carried his life in his hands,
Immediately after your trial to-night
snd the divulging of your identity, he
sent & message through in Morse code
to British G.H.Q.™ :

“But who is this man, sir?" de-

- manded Derek.

“He  is Major Beverley, of the
British Intelligence Service,” replied
Colonel Milvain guietly.
known in -Germony as the Count
Eberbard von Ergstrom !

u i % * -

Sir Gerald Monerieff, white of hair,
and—+to his unutternble disgust—too
old to fight, was sitting in his
favourite armchair ot his elnb.

“Jones! he barked suddenly.

Jones, a meek-looking little man
with pincencz, looked up from his

T.
‘E‘?'.'es?" he inguired.

“But he is

“Read that!™ =aid Sir Gerald,
almost fiercely, thrusting a l:up]{l of
the *London Gazette " towarde him.
Jopes took it, and read the para-
graph indicated.

“ Moncrief—Major Derek, D.F.C.,
A F.C., R.AF.—For most conspicuous

bravery and devotion to duty, the
Yictoria Cross.”
8 word!”  bleated  Jomes.
“That's good 1* _ 3
“Opod "  snorted Sir Gerald.

“ Allow me to tell you, eir, that it's

fine—dashed fine, confound it! I—
I'm prond of my boy, Jones. I
wonder when he'll get leave!”

But it was not for many a !p:;ig_
day that Major Derek oncrieff,
v.C., D.F.C., AF.C., was destined to

return home on leave. And some-
times, when flying on offensive patrol
into Germany, he thought that
German uniform and German Seceret
Service Badge which lay buried in
the barn at the lomely farm, and
wondercd, grimly, if the day would
ever come when he would need them.
THE END.

(And so the curtain rings down on
one of the most powerful War rerials
grer written, But don't be discon-
solate, chums, all good things come to
an gnd sooner or later. That your old
favourite, the MagxeT, wanis some
heating where )iﬁrstfcluss serials are
concerned, youw'll all agree. And let
me tell you this, that “SPEEDWAY
PALS!" our grand diri-track serial,
which commences in next week's issue,
iz going to beat all records. Make
sure you read the opening instalment
by getting your newsagent to reserve
you a copy.—ED.)
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“THE LUCK of Mr, LICKHAM! "

(Continued from page 13.)

“Mpr. Lickham
here, by any chance ! .

i your - serviss, sir!” said Mr.
Liglgsam, very glad of the sudden inter-
I Il.

“Are you the owner of that egp:tra-
ordinary old spessimen of a motor-bus
that stands near the porter’s lodge ™
asked Mr. Clevercave sagerly. ST

“¥es, worse luck!™ groaned Mre
Lickham,

“Good egg! I am most anxious to
gecure it for my rhuseum of anteck motor
veehicles. I wonder if you will sell it
to me for thirty guid "

“Take it with plezzure, sir,” said Mr.
Lickham. *“"And I'll have the cash

nmow '

*Hal a minnit ! broke in Dr, Birche-
mall hastily. “You stand back, Lick-
hara, The bus 1z mine, as a matter of
fact. I'll take the munny.”

So saying, Dr. Birchemall eggstended
a bony hand towards Mr. Clevercove,

3ir Frederick Funguss stared.

*1 thought you to
longed to Lickhasa 71 he cried angrily,

““Ha, ha! That wai. my joke!™
egisploined the Head, 'fﬁy. v

U Ratts! You gave it to me this
marning ! said Mr. Lickham.

Sir Fredorick .fixed a pennytrating
look on Dr. Birchemall, N

*“1 think I undorstand now,” ho said.
1t . strikes me, Birchemall, that you're

Mr. Clavercove quietly.

me “the bus be. .

then thé munny changed hands, and Mr,
Lickham walked blithely out of the
study with a crisp liver reposing in his
trowsis pocket,

Az for Dy, Birchemall, he was left
nashing his teeth and tearing his beard
with rage. And for weeks afterwards, to
send him om the verge af an apollojetick
fit, 1t was ﬂn]%r necessary to whisper tha
words: “Birchemalls Bus ™!

 THE ENT.

 A¥ow lock out for anather Si. Sam’'s
yarn, entitied: “DR. BIRCHEMALL
ANLD THE DRAGON!” which will
eppear tn nect week's MagNET.)
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Wireless Queries

FPOPULAL WIRELESS i: a real,
bio paper for Radlo enthusiasts,
jor it deals with all phases of
wireless m an essentlally practical
manner. I yoor set does nob
give yom the fullest satisfaction,
POPULAR WIRELESS will pat
you right This excellent paper

has a stafl of expert contributors

whoe vl give you week by week

particulars of the npewest and

latest developments in the workd

of Radio. Let POPULAR WIRE-
LESS help you,

THE SCHOOLBOY. SHEIK !

(Continued from page 23.)

know e will!  Fancy ®apturing a
deteetive—" -

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ruuning in a policeman; te haund
him over to the police!’ gasped
Nugent, “Qh, dear!”

“Beoad! T hope e won't run Coker
in ! said Lord Mauleverer.

“h, erambs ™

Fortunately, Mr. Carter did not pro-

ceed to that estremity, No doubt
Legnora pacified hish. Mr. Carter
guitted Jack - Rabbit .~ Canyon

1??&1':?1];; probably anxiows to get
oub of sight.

Coker’s fave, that evening, pre-
sented a  highly-decorative ml‘u:mr
seheme. It also wore a deep [rown.
Wherever Coker moved, there were
sounds’ of merriment. Ft irritated
Coker. He counld gee absolutely no
reason “for it. He admitted that he
had made s mistake—n mistake that
any: fellow might have made. That
was mo reason why every silly ass in

. Jack-Rabhit Canyon should chortle at

the sicht of him.

But they dul!

Coker's remarkable capture con-
tinued to be a topic at the Perfection
1tc_ncgntmn, long after Coker was tired
of 1, : ; : ey

n higger old scoundreld-than 1 thoughs
vou were. [ shall refuse to 1et voi take
tho munmy. Lickham shall have the
thirty quid and hand .me over twenty-
five, for the repairs, leaving him o fiver
prophaks Wall that sint you, Lickham?”
% 3h. rather!™ grinned Mr., Lickham.
- And so it was arranged. There ancd
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miss the wnext warn in this mag-

l@w nificent series, entitfed: “HARRY
WHARTON'S PERIL!” You'll vote

At all Néwaagents, it the HE-bil of the week. The wise

“ Magnetite "  will order his copy
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You Can See Thro’ It!

The ENGLEBERT Transparent AMBER TYRE

Now thai..u}rnling days are com-
ing along, you want a tyre you
can rely on. 3

‘Mhe new and wonderful ENGLERERT AMBER CYCLE TYRE
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YOU WANT A LAUGH?

1. : .
# Dear Rirchnall,

I wuriderstand thal a motor-las
has bashed tnfo the front deor of
the Shkool House, scvecerly dam-
wnddgring it. 1 shall pop over fo-
wmorrowe (Sadurdoey) and inkevire”
into this eggetraordinory mishap.
Necdlens to add, if 1 find that you
are resporsibul, I shall egospect
tou o coff up the cost of repairing
the dmnemidge.

Yours frooly,

Frederichk Funguss
{Chairman of the Guvverners).”

= —

“Yow-ow-wow!  LIlleggo, vou
b-b-b-heast _H.W.E stuttered furiously. “Is
wasn't my fault P?

Bir- Frederick Funguss rcleased the
Heaad of 8t Sam's in surprise. .

“But I thought you were the owner of
the motor-bus that did the dammidge,

THEN READ THE AMUSING ST. SAM'S YARN BELOW NOW! 15
Birchemall i** he eried.

' “Qertainly not,” The owner, a: =

xﬁ%ﬂh“nw, .l% @Mﬁ%&\&&%ﬁ\\“ ‘matfer of fact, is Mr. Lickhom,' the

master of the Fourth,” replied the Ifcad,
recfully’ rubbing ' his- ibjdred - parts
* Ask him yourse _.w il you don't beleeve
me, Jir Frederick.” :
' “Bust me! That's strange I mewsed
the chairman of the guvverpers. I
thought my information came from o

and majestick headmaster of Bf.
Sam’s, %.Em a hollow groan as
ho read the imissiv over lkis
breakfast of scssidges nnd mash. ~ As the
owner of the bus that had recenily
crested havock in the doorway of the
Skool House, he was undoubtedly re-
sponsibul for the-dammidge, and the
thought that he mite be eggspected’ to
settle the bill of costs sent o cold shiver
down his spine.
“This iz ruff, and no mistake!"” he
muttered, jabbing a fork vieiously into
s sukkulant sossidge, and taking o

Uw, BIRCHEMALL, the rovered

trustworthy sawce, too! However, farc’s
fare, and I don’t want to conviet an
imnosent man. Bend for this Lickham
ot -onea, Birchemall ¥

b ﬁ,mf&n. Sir Frederick 1"

The Head pressed the-bell-push on hig

oy desk, and o few eeconds later, Binding,

N\

ekasked the Head #:Er?. extracting a

Em,ﬂ__wﬂfﬁﬂrmnﬁurnﬂnEﬂu...___.._.ﬁ
doorway. :
“Send Mr. Lickham along at once,
Binding 1" erdered the Head harshly.
“Yessir 1" said Binding, and vanizshed.
“Hava o bit of toffy, Sir Frederick 1™

sticky-looking bag from his trowsia

: . ; s
sevvidge bite. * Fossil, the porter, says - \
1t will cost twenty-five quid to put-ihe
doorway right agoin, Mite ns well mako
1t twenty-ive thousand so far as Ilwi..
concernod [ -

iinocket, whila they waited,

) Sir Frederick’s stern features relaxed

Hoa little at that w_ﬁhﬁnﬂm thvitation, and
f.liberallp—so liberally,

\ ,.«,, \ ,_..._,...____.4,,__..

Der. Birchemall larfed o bitter larf and .

lapsed into gloomy reflecktions alout
what mite happen when 8ir Frederick
Funguss found that he counldn’t pay up.
In his mind's eye,-the Head saw him-
self thrown n:w.ﬂm St. 8am's on his neck,
and passing the rest of his life selling
Vit s in tho gutter. The thought
made him ehudder, and he demolished
another soséidge and tried to fhink of
8 way out. : R

Soon a bright whoeze occurred to Dr.
Birchemall, and he begen to grin faintly.
It was an unscrupulous wheeze, but as
the Head wos an unscrupulons person,
that didn't matter. He thought it well
over, and came to theconelusgion that it
was sound.. By the time he got up from

hia brekker, he was whistling blithely as

thowgh his trubbles were already over.”

" And now to work the merry oracle 1"
he muttcred, ns he tretted out of his
study, where he had been having his late
breakfast, and made his way towards the
Fourth Form room. “Lickham is a
simple sort of ass, and he'll be delited
when I make him & prezrzent of the bus,
little dreeming that it makes him
reaponsibal for the dammidge [

r. Dirchemall chuckled into his
beard at the thought of his tretcherous
skeem to shift the blame on to the inno-
eent master of the IFourth.

‘Reaching the Fourth Form room, he
kicked open the door and strolled in.

“Giood-moming, Lickham (" he said
cheerily. " Good-morning, boys ™

“Good-morning, sir!” shouted the
Faurth.

" Lickham, old fellow,” said tho Head
jemially, I have someo plezzent nows
for you."

Mr. Lickham started viclently, and
wonderdd whather he had herd E.mm___.._r
for it was the first time in history that
m_u_mm Iigad had ever colled him “Old
n_n__._.._: . .

tively. :
“Yea, indeed, Lickham! TFor a lon
time, old chap, I have thought o
making you o prezzent as u token of
my esteam.  You- know
a hwmﬁmﬂumw natcher I've got, don't
Fou G ; :
“Well; 'Tcan't say 1 do, -sir;* cons
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of corse, what |

s

.. For resl craftiness Dr. Birchemall of 5t Sam’s fairly

uﬂ.rﬂu the biscuit.
recoils upon his own head.

fessed Mr. Lickhdam relucktantly. “I've
always thought you were the meanest
old skinflint that ever lived, to be quite
frank, sic!™
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the TFourth,
The Hoend frowned feercely,
“Hilenca! Well, Lickham, you're

jolly well mistaken, anyway, and I'm1

Mc:._m. to prova it to Yyou new. ‘T'o gel
own to. brass tax, I've decided to
prezzent vou, free, grattiz, and for
nothing, with my magnifficent motor-
bus. ‘There! How's that?"”

“ M- iddy aunt!’ gasped Mr.
Lt B e e

The master of the Fourth was knocked
all of a heap by the Hend's astounding
announcemaent. .

“Well, what do you think of that for
benevolence, eh ™ asked Dr. Birchemall,

-grinning all over his'dile,

“IT—I hardly koow what fo egay, sir,”
stuttered Mr. Lickhem. *Such uneggs-

Eﬂﬁ_mn_ m-nﬂﬂnu_uﬂ. ﬁ_u__.m__EHu_..__,&ﬂrEEwrnnﬂr
away. YWhy, the bus must be worth at

: least thicty shillings!™
“Indeed, sir!” he mormered respee- |

“It's worth more than that,” said the
Head triumfantly. * Severnl deszlers
have offered me a nﬁm._wmn of quid for it.
Now what do you think of me?”

“I feel thera must be a catch in it,”
replied Mr. Lickham, with a catoh in
his voice. “But T must admit I can't
sea where it is, so I'll axxept your gift
with plezzure and grattitude. Boyal
Juet to show what wyou think of wwa.

But there are gecasions when his eunning |

And this is one of them!
Head's bemevolence to your Forim %{3

master, kindly give three rouming =5 _—

cheera !  Hip, hip, hip—"

But the H.MWE%. h
well with the Head, and their only
responsa waa & corus of eatcalls and
hisses.

D, Birchemall scowled savvidgely at
them, then elunk out of the Form-reom,
Outside, he gleefully danced a horn-pipo
at the suxxess of his unscrupulous

wheoze,

“Pah! The idiet fell for it like a <H

lamb!"” he muttered simnically, as he
proseeded to the Bixth Form-reom to
tuke the seniora in jo grafy. A
Forchunitly for Mr. Lickham, how-
ever, he had soma _mui_ frignds in the
m.n._E.._..__.. who wers o ready mmm::ﬂ Very
suspishus regarding the Head’s Jennor.
osity. Jrock Jolly & Co, were by no
means content to  beleeve that the
leppard had suddenly changed his spots,
s0 to speak. And they made up their
minds to have & confab about it after
class, ;
~ They discussed the matter at midday
in Jack Jolly’s study. The kaptin of
tho Fourth presided, and Merry and
Bright and Fearless were there, of corse.
The only other chap prezzent apart from
these four stawneh chums, was Clarence
Clevereove, the inventor of the Fourth.
He was a braney sort of fellow, and Jack
Jolly had antissipated that he mite come
in uzeful. As it turnsd out, he proved

very useful indeed,

ad never got on very -

" The problem is, what's the . Head's

game in prezzenting Lickham with this

rotten old bus?™ said Jack Jolly, when
they were all azsembulled. *'We know
he hasn't done it out of kindness of
ha rf——"

“Ha, ha!" chorussed the aszembly.
“No fear ™ i

“Espeshully as he's been making
munny galore out of 12f, it’s a bit of a
mistery that he should give the old
crock away,” conlinued the junior
keptin of 5t. Sam'’s, *“Can anyone
sujjest an answer to the riddla?”

1 con1* said Frank Fearless.

All oyes were turned on the handsum
young Wﬂ::&.m.nwﬂn? e

“Coff 1t up, old sport!™ said Jack
Jolly encurridgingly.

“My idea 13 that the Head wants to
make Lickham responsibul for the
dammidge to the door of the BSlkool
House,” said Frank Fearless delibber-
ately. “It stands to recasom that the
guvverncrs will eggspect the owner of
the bus to fork out. Well, if the Head
mapnidges to make Lickham the owner,
insted of himself, the guvverners will
swoop down on poor old Lickham for
the cash, and kick hima out as soon as
they know he can’t pay up. Sea?”

L H.___..m.dﬂ _.u_- ¥

*That's it, right enuff 1" ]

“*Juet the sneaky kind of thing the
old villan would think of,” said Jack
Jolly, his eyes gleeming eggsitedly.
““Now I wonder what we can do to
frustrato his navish triz?"

That . was just where Clevercove
stepped in.

i

“T've got 1! he _n.mmm__.._._.__.ﬂ.uuw..i__uf
|

*Suppose Lickham has to pay the bil
for repairing tho door and sells the.bus
to do it—"" 3

‘“No good, old scout!"™ .interrupled
Jack' Jolly.. “The bus wouldn’t, feteh

more than a quid. or two as scrap-iron,

and. the door will cost' a lot more thin
that to repair.” : :

“But you haven't herd what I wae
ma.mnm to eay, yet,” eaid Clevercove.
“"You $ee, my pofer 13 setlhing up a
museum of quaint old motor veehicles,
out-of-date models, et settera, of setters.
And though this bus mite net be worth
much as scrap-iron, I'm sure it would be
worth a lot ms a muscum eggshibit.
Quite possibly the pater wo offer
Lickham a big sum for it.”

“QGreat pip! That would be a lark
and no mistakei” grinved Jack Jolly.

“(Can’t you imagine the Head"s fizz when
be finds out that Lickham has propheted
out of the deal?” o

" Yes, rather '’ ¢huckled the jumiors.

“It's a first-class whaeze, and 1 suj-
jest we wire your pater immejately,
voung Clevercove,” said Jack. )

And that was what they did.

1I.
1 OOD-AFTERNOON, 8ir
Frederick 1" said Dy. Birche-
mall, borghing down with b
usual F.,d__.E_nﬂn. quauh_ﬁm
meen, as the chairmap of the St. 8am’s
guvverners clumped into his study, that
afternoon.
Sir Frederick Funguss replied ito the
Head’s grecting with an angry snort.
“"Don't * good-afternoon’ me, Birche-
mall1"” he cried sternly. "1 haven't
come to waste politeness on you, I can
AESUTA TOM. at mmﬂmun to wuuir.?
who's going to pay for repsiring that
dammiaged rdoor o : :
And to emiassise his words, Sir
Frederick scized the Head by the la ala
of his jackit and shook him as a tertier
shakes a rath.

Dr. Birchemall turned red in tha face
as he went through thia undigmified

ordeal:

Rfhe helped himse

hat he emptied the bag altogether,
By that time Mr. Lickham had entered
the room. He ayed the chairmean af the

guvverners rather nervussly and won-
'dered what the dickens was the matter.

He soon knew, however, ;

* Lickham 1 thundered Sir Frederich.
"1 vnderstand that you are the owner
of the motor-bus that stands near the
porter’s lodge 1 :
-*That's so, sir!” nodded Mr. Lick-
bam innosen ,r«. “Owing to the jenner-
osity ‘of—— Warooooo ! :

The Head savvidgely stamped on the
Fourth Form mastor's . toes ot - that
moment, just in time to prevent any
awkward disclosures being made.

“Hah! 8o yow're the giddy owner,
are youi™ roared the barronet, crom-
ming his mouth full of his host’s toffy,
“"In that case, Lickham, pechaps you'll
fork out twenty-five quid for the repair
of the front deor of the Skool Houge 1.

“T-t-twentyfive quid!™ skkoed Mr.
Lickham, agarst. “Grate pip, eirt You
must be joking 1" .

“Far from it! ¥ou're going to trot
out twenty-five of the best, or leave
St Sam’s for good, on your neck!”
hiszed Sir Frederick.

“But it wasn't my fault—" began
Mr. Lickham desparingly. :

“That duzrent matter. As tho bus
is yours, you ere responsibul for the
dammidge. Now, what are you going to
do—pay up and foal plezzant, or suffer
tha consekwences "

“Put I haven't twenty-five pence, let
alone twenty-five quid 1" gasped the dis.
maycd master of the Fourth. :

“Good enuff I growled Sir Frederick
grimly. * Then you'll leave this collidge
on your neck?’ ]

So saying, the infuriated chairman
jumped to hia feet and prepared to liy
violent hands on the unforchunit Mr,
Lickham. -

Before he could do so, however, m.mwm
came a dramatick interruption. The
door of the study was mnﬁnumf and
in walked a distingwished-looking jentlo-
man, followed by five grinning jumiors.
Tt was Clevercove's pater, the sally-
brated inventor snd enjineer! :
- QGood-afternoon, jentlemen!™ said

{Continued on page 27.)
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