


Our New ¢ Chat’’ Feature.

Always glad to- hear jrom you, chums, so drop me a line to the following
weldress : The Editor, The ** Magnel ' Library, The Amalgamoaoted Press, Lid.,

Fleetivay House, Farvingdon Streel, London, EO.4,

NOTE. —All J-ﬂhﬂ. and Limericks should be sent to cfo
E.C.4 (Comp.}

HAT is a Paravane? That is
W the question which Tom
Arnold, of MNorwich, asks mw
this ' week. The Paravane,.
which came inte being during the War,
13 a device which euts submarine mincs
adrilt, and allows them to rise to the
surface, where they can be sunk by
gun-fire, Tt is estimated that thiz device
saved at lcast two  thousand million
pounde during the War. In shape, the
PParavane is something like a shortened
torpedo, with a small plane oh each
side, and fixed rudders., Two Faravanos
are towed along by a ship, and they
diva down into the water, acting there
in o similar manner to that in which a
Kite acts in the sky, There i3 a stout
wire stretched between them and the
bows of the ship, and this catchea the
mgoring chaing of the mines, and diverts
them to o spocial steel cutter. Tho
mworing chain -is eut by this, and the
mine rises to the surface, well clear of
the_ship, All merchant vessels saili
in British waters during the War r:q?l‘
their Paravanes in mined arcas, and this
saved a tremendows number of shi
which would otherwise have gone to the
Lottam.

ANOTHER REVOLUTION

15 proceedmg grily in Mexico at the
tima of writing. Earthguakes -and
revolutions zcem to be the st‘npla
“industries " of Mexico. I was talkin

to a fellow the other day who has liv

in Mexico a great deal, and he told me
of rather an amuvsing incidont which
pecurred o him durving one of the
periodical revolutions. He paid for an
avtiele with a silver eoin, and received
i change, what he took io bea handful
of tram-tickets. As his protests met with
no result, and no real monoy scemed to
be coming along, he began to “raise

Cain "—only to  discover that the
supposed  tram-tickets were paper
nroney |

What had happened was that the
particular town in which he was, had
been captured by tho rehels a little
while previously, and they had im-
mediately faken possession of all the
money in the place, and had issued
printed  “notes™ in returnl  Ewven
coppers had been replaced by notes of
the same size and style as English tram-
tickets! That ia how the rebels finance
their revolutions. If they are successful
in getting into power they might honour
their printed notes: if not—well, the
noles are not worth the paper they are
printed on. Apparently, a printing.
press ia an essential part of a Mexican
roavoubionist’s outfit!

i

HERE A TIP

which iz sent along by an Aceringion

reader, “ There's so m information

in yvour chat,” ho says, “that I am keep-
Tne Macuser Liemany.—No. 1,105.

the paragraph

L way to New York on

ing it all for future refercnce. I cut
2 out, and paste them in
alphabetical order in & large notebook.
The result 13 that 'before long I shall
have a veritable encyclopmdia of just
the kind of information which a i:ro:,:

wants to know.” Thanks for the
bouguet! I try to make this chat as
interesting 23 I can, and as amusing,
too, B0 now

LET'S HAVE A LAUGH

with Erncst Edwards, of 6, Cromwell
Road, Maidstone, who gets a MacGNET
pocket-knife for the following varn:

Hirdcher flto amall bBopy wwho s
wehistling storilly outside his shop)
“ What are pou nmking that noise
Jor, sonny "

Koy : * Fee lost my dog.”’

Iuteher : '* Well, 1 haven't got .77

Boy: * I know pou ain’é, bud it's
funny every time 1 whistle those
sausages over  ere begpin o

wirdgole Y
w e f— e

TURNING FROM GAY TO GRAVE

I find that my diary tells me that this
Tuesday is the anpiversary of the sink-
ing of the Tifanic in 1912, 1 don't
suppose many of vou fellows remember
gnythipng about it, because it would he

ore your time. But the wholo world
was horrified when it happened, for it
was  tha greatest -;hifnpm disaster
known at that poriod. T'he Titanic was
a magnificent passenger liner, on her
her maiden
voyege. Bhe ran into a fog, and shortly
afterwards hit an iccberg, bein
smnashed up almost immediately, an
taking most of her passengers and crew
wilhﬁmr to the bottom. Tt was this
disaster which Grst demonstrated the
valua of wirelogs—which was then in ils
infency. It was thanks to the heraic
wircless operator, who went down with
the ship after remaining at his post
unttl the last minute, that the boals
containing the survivors ware picked

up. . :

Incidentally, the distress signal at
that time was “C.Q.1.7, and it was not
until after thia that it was changed teo
“310.8.", which, as thoss of you who

are conversant with the Morse code will:
Jinow, As infinitely more suitable for an

urgent call,

SOMETHING NEW IN FREE GIFIS |

How many fellows haven't, at zome
time or other, given their imagination
free rein and tried to picture to them-
selves the amaszing changes that in.
vention will bring in years to come?

Not many, I'll warrant, for what more,

fazcinating “game ™ than io hazard
guesses at the, wonderful mechanical
marvels of the future; guesses that—

who knows?—may not boe so far wrong,

after alll

“Masaost,”" 5, Carmalitc Strest, London,

-surpessed !

pressnt thia one is a record.

And now there comes a
chanca for all my resders
to get a real peep into
the [{uture—to. compare

their  pet  ideas and
theories with thosa of
skilled artizta” and in-

vontars! How's thia? I

can hear you ask.: By
obtaining, by hook er
croock, & copy of this
week's  gecord - breaking
issue of our grand com-
pEIIGH paper,

a ffﬂ 3
on salo Wednesdsy. mh'.
contains the firsk of &
saries of wonderful FREE

GIFT8—colonred picture
. . cards depicting marvels of
o2 the future on land, sea,
and in the air, in a way never befare
- Of course, all " Magnetitea” will want
the complete collection of these ripping
cards, Very well, then! A standing
order Tor the GEM is the only wa
avoiding disappointment. Do 1t NOW |

Here's another funny varn for which
Edward Rutherford, of &4, Maylower
Street, Bloomfield, Deliast, bsas boen
awarded a useful Maioxer pocket-knile.

A GENERAL ANTIQUE.

& This inn niust be very old,” gald
a visflor who hod not as yef boen
mude aoquainted with its history.
“ Very old, siv,” aaid the proprietor,
toith the ulmoat solemnify. *° Would
wou ke to hear sorie of the stories
connected with the ploce?’ “J
should, indeed,” veplicd the touriat,
i Tell me the legenid of thaf ewrlous
ﬂf?ﬁpp[ﬂ -tart the waiter just brought
in

e

GREAT SMAKES |

No, I'm not giving vent to feelings
—T'm simply Ed;mli!r::g with 2 i
which Arthur Gaunt, of Norwich, asks
me. What is the largest snake in the
world? he wants te know. The largesi
yet known was killed just a. littla while

ago by a settler in one of the wildest
parts of Africa. This particular
spacimen was  a  water-snake, and

measured forty fcet in longth, while it

was three yards in  ecircumference.
Wative le _say that much ]ug;r
spakes than this exist, hut to the

u
? admirs
the man who killed this monster! I
can't say that T would like to run across
a rﬁpfiﬂu:rllkﬂ that on my way homo &t
night

'vo always had a violent dislike for
snakes, although & keepor at the Zoo
told me the other day that

SNAKES MAKE FINE PETE!

"Wa were round at the back of the
cages ab the time. *“Look at this one,
for instance,” he said, suddenly divin

a long iron rod into one of tho cages an

fishing out a constrictor, * He's ¥
harmiess, and hkes being handled.

And, before I could protest, he be

taken the snake and put it op my
shoulders, where it calmiy proceeded
to coil iteelf round me! Lucky for me
the keeper's words were true, and i
began to get quite pally with that snake
by the time tha keeper put him baegk.
“Bnakes are all right if you know how
to handle them,” the keeger reassurod
me. I agreed with him! But then, you
s¢e, 1 don't know how %o handle them,
so. I prefer 1o leavo them alone)



HARRY WHARTON & CO. OF GREYFRIARS AMONGST THE FILM STARS!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Fed-Up!

# <z ‘M fed-up ™

H Billy Bunter

announcenent.
He made 1t with dus emphasis.

Standing in the dporway of Harry
Wharton & Co.'s dressing-room, on the
Perfection location, with his fat thumbs
it the armholes of '
coat, and a deep frown on his fat brow,
William CGeorge Bunter announced,
cmphatically, that he was fed-up.

If Bunter expectad that announcement
to cause dismay, or constornation, he
wia disappointed.

It causecd neither.

In fact. it did not even seom to be
heard. If it was heard, it was not
heeded. ]

The CGreyiriars film actors were buszy.

A “ghot ” of the great school
{ilm was to be taken that morn-
ing on the lecation in Jack-
Rabhit Canyen. Mr. Schootz,

mado that

juniors to be ready at ten
o'clock. If they were mnot
ready ab ten o'clock, Mr., ¥Van
Duck, the_ assistant diregtor. .
was likely to look in for them and
inquire what in thunder they guesscd
they were at Los Angeles for, and
whether they figured that he was going
ta loaf around waiting for a bunch of
posky ginks.

So thoy had no time for Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove blinked into
the room through hiz big spectacles,
and, like Brutus, paused for a reply.
Like Brutus, ho paused in vain,

There was no reply.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Whera's my hat?” inquired Lerd
Mayleverer. * Anvbody seen my hat®™

“1 say, you fellowe——"

*Is my tie straight, you men " asked
Bob Cherry.

“ Ap straight asz it ever iz, or will be,
old boan, zaid Johnny Bull. “Don’t
astop to get your tie streight. | Mr.
Schootz said ten o'cloock this morning,
not ten o'elock to-night.”

.: ‘~ ) e

his oxtenmsive waist-

1l

By FRANK RICHARDS.

© “TFathead !
“I say, you fellows!” roared Billy
Bunter.

“Eh? Is that you, Bunter?” asked
Harry  Wharton. “*Find my stud, will
you i -

“What " "

"I'vo dropped a stud.™ -

“Rlow wvonr stud,” hooted Bunter,
“and blow you! I say, you [ellows, I
said that I'm fed-up!
to Hellywood ™

"Good 1" said Frank Nugent. “Siart
now 1

“0Oh, really, Nugent——-=" :

“CGood-bye, Bunter!”  spid  the
Boundér. “Don’t wait!™

“ Beast ! e :

Buntor did not start, He stood in the
doorway, hiz back to the' bright sun-

gshine in the patio of the old ranch-
houso at Jack-Rabbit, and glared.

Myron Polk, the Perfection star, has sworn
to get even with his schoolboy rival,
the dirceter, bad told the Harry Wharton. But Polk reckons without
Billy Bunter, who, for once in a way,
is the means of averting a tragedy!

“"T'm fed-up with thia!” announced
Bunter. “I'm left out of the ilm! No
good me staying on at the location, that
I can ste.” :

“None st ull,” said Bob Cherry.
“DBad, in fact™

“The badfulness ia terrifie,” remarked
Hurree Jamsck Ram Bingh. “The
immediate departfulnezs of the absurd
Buntor -will be a2 boonful blessing.”

“Wa're simply wasting time here™
went on Bunter.  “The film will be a
dud—absolutely rotten—with you fel-
lows acking in it and me left out! ['ve
offered my services to Mr. Schoots.
I've been refuzed.”

“1 wonder—" began Wharton.

“You wonder why " asked Bunter.
 “No. I wonder where that stud is.”

“"You silly ass! I'm fedup wiih
wvatching you duffers do your seécond-
rate stunls, and that ass Polk doing his
sheikh sluff! I could play his head off,

I'm going back

and yours, too] As I'm not wanted,

I'm cebiring from the scensl” said
Bunter, wl'tg dignity.

“Hear, hear "

“The retirefulness 1s the proper
caper.”

“1 guess the sooner you vamoose, vou
fat clam, the econer you'll improve the
iandscape arcund here,” said Fisher T,
Fiszh.

:* But there's a difficulty,” said Bunter.

“Where on carth’s that stud 17

“1t's all right.” said Lord Mauleverer.
“I've found——"
“My stud?”
“No, dear man, My hat.”
¢ Age |7

"*I tell wou there's a diffienity
hooted Bunter. “I've spoken to old
Fisk. I've told him I'm going back i»
Long Beach Boarding-House at Holly-
wood, He saye I can go if I like—y-"

“And so sgy all of nus!” zaid
Vernon-Smith, \

“But ho says he’s not going
to pay my beard thére—*

“1 pguess not!” chuckled
Fisher T. Fish. “You won't
put it over on the popper o
casy a5 all that.”

“He says I can go and live st
Hollywood, or go to Jericho, at my owa
éxpense,” said Bunter.

“Well, so vou can.” said Bob., “It'a
a froe country. Bother this tie!”

“He rofused to give me a Lift in his

car to Hollywood thiz morning,” weng

on Bunter.

“Afraid of a breakdown, perhaps™
Ehggﬂf,ted Jobhnny Bull, “What yoa
want 15 a Jorry.”

[ 13 BEEEIZ !:I-l

“Time's up!” said Frank Nugenk.

“You fellows ready

. “I1 say, you fcllows!” hooted Buntee.
“Owing to the rotten postal arrangs-
ments in this rottep country, I haven™
had any of the postal-orders I told theg
to forward from England. Of couras,
I declined to arguo the matter with Me.

Fish. It's bencath me to hapgle aliow

money. But =
Tuae Maener Lisrary.—No. 1,105
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“Can't you help me look ‘for that
stud

"Mool roared Bonter..

" Thon shut up 1 -

“Shan't! I'm fed-up with thiz show !
The gruh here- isn't really pood. I
never had enoizgh at the boarding-house
in Hollywood. I get less here. There
ien’'t & teashop "within ten miles. I
ain't zHowed to use the ¢ars to ruop
down to Santa Monica. I'm going back
to Hollywood, and you fellows can play
the poat here ns as you hkel
o come -back, T've no doobs
you'll me acti un;ur sonte &Eﬁlﬂ?
good cmnp in wood. ere
£re &Emc;o':r there who knmow taleot
when they see ii. But the question
1

“Where"s that stud e

“The question is, money!” said
Bunter, ° ich of you fellowsis golog
4o lend mo a couple of hundred dollars

1ilf T get & remutance from bome?” -

"1t may be for years, and it may be
for aver!” mang Bob Cherry. ;

i Hﬂ'.! ha 1™, i ]

“* Now, Mauly,” sasid Bunter. “ You're
not s‘m:ﬁ a mean Deask as
benstg—s"" -

T ami® said Lord Masuleverer
hurriedly. "™ Quite " ,

“Ob, really, Manhp——2" :

“T'vre got 1t 1™ satd Harry Wharton.

"(h, pood, old chap! Yoi've got &
enuple of hundrgd dellars—"

“No! I%e pot ny stud I

* Beast ¥ roared Bunter.

“Ready " asgked Harry. "It's turned
ten, and . Van Duck will be after our
pealpg——>" .

Thera was & step on the woodon stair
that led “E to gallery round the

atic of the reanch-house. Mr. Van

uck was already after the scalps-of the
follows who were & minute late.

.. He came glong the gallery to the
doorway of the dressing-room. At the
simoe moment, the juniors made a
aral move. : ’
“Look here——"" hooted Bunter.
“(Get out of the way, fathead! We
shall be late.” -
“That doem't matter. Now, I want

Bob Cherry stretched oot a finger and
thumhb towards Buntdr's fat littlo nose.

Bunter made & hasty hackward step
out of the doorwag.

He made 1t just as Mr. Van Duck
arrived.

The coneequence was that Bunter’s
heel was planted on Mr. Vap Duck’s

toe. A
How much Billy Bunter weighed had
never been precizely ascertained. Tk
was said at Greyiriars that no weighing-
smachine would have stood the sdtrain,
had he put the matifr to the test,
Estimates varied from fGifteen stone to
a ton and a half. To Mr. Van Duel
at that moment, the most exaggerate
estimate geefined o under-state the caze.
From Mr. Van Duck came a gasp
of agony ' .
Bunter had coma down on hiz tos
with all his weight, and whether that
weight was fifteen stone, or & ton and
a half, or whatever it was, thero was
no doubt that the amistzntsﬁirmtur was
hurt. It happened, unfortunately, that
Mr. Van Duck had a corn on that toe.
A fail could not have crushed the corn
g0 effectually.
“Yoooooh I
Duck,
Bunter spun round,
“0h1” he gasped.
“Oh, my hat!” cjaculated Dob
Cherry. e
Mr, Var Duck was dencing opn one
leg. The other foot he clasped in both

THE MicNer Lisrany,—No, 1,105,

came from Mr. Van

those, other -

hands. His faco was distorted with
_agony and rage. S
“Ow " he yelped, “Qooo! !
You pio-faced mk! Yowl® a
danced, and howled, and raved, Had
Mr. Schootz seen him at that moment,
Bir;:hnhtp ho would have figured that in
asmistant direstor he  had tha
goods for a comedy film—a real shriek.
Yaroooh! @Great enakes! My foob!
My itoet My cornl 4 !
Yarooop I* ;
“Hook it Bunter!” breathed Bob

Bunter when the first agony “abated.

The advice was too good mot to be
taken. :

Bunter turned to depart.
He Eu ick—but was not quick

enough. . Van  Duck, raving,
di'ndppad hin injured foot to the Hoor
an u]is;:d his uninjured one.

TasIF - .

11 ]r'lli'

It was Bunter's lurn to rodr,
“Yow! You «%ﬁﬁiﬁd geck |’ raved
Mr. ¥an Duck.: ™f that—and th
-and that—and that—" -

'] ?Hl]ﬂﬂ:h !:u

Bunter took them. He did nob want
to, but it was & case of Hobson's oholee.
He fled along the gallery, with Mr.

11‘?

Duek in close purseit, hoppmg in
anguizth on his injﬂmd foot; a.p fetting
put tho uninjured one in a rfhid suc-
cession of farocious kioks, - -+ - o+ ¢
0wl Help! Fire!  Murder!l”
yall the Owl of the Remove,

“Ha, ha, ha 1*

Bunter reached the =tepa that led
‘down inte the patic. He made a wild
'uungg down the steps just as Mre. Van
1:: ‘s last kick landed on his tight

o %mﬁrmﬂma Bob Cherry.

. erikey e A

“Varoooh I 'yelled Bunter, ds he
landed in a flower-bed at tio foot of
the steps. “Yow-ow-ow! Help! Fltel”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Mr. Van Duck hopped down the
ateg& Bunter rvolled in the Hower-bed
and spluttered.

“Yow-ow-ow! Eeep him off ! Yooop!

Tt wasn't ! l:‘l'dlal”
“You o giok!"” roared Mr. Van

Duck, *“"You I-darned mugwomp !
You slah-sided Ex:ia.ml Come ﬂ!ﬂf]:lf
that! I guess P'm going to kick you

all round the logation IV
“"Yooop! Halp!”
Bunter serambled away through the

Aower-beds, recklesa of the dm:amha

did. The assistant director = &

farious fist after him and forned to

glare at Harry Wharton & Co. £
"You ginks!. You—r" st ¢
*Heady, Mr. Van Duck !™ eaid Harry
n meekly. ;
Mr. Van Duck Iimped away, and the
juniors [ollowed him. smiling. Billy
unter was left pitting in a bed of
magnolias,.spluttering, and mora fed-up
than ever.

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Banter Butis In{
HE door of Mr. Rigg Schooiz’s
 office in the old rancho burat
aopen with a erash. Mr. Schootz
: projected himself through the
doorway, litke a pip from an grange.
Mr, Schootz, who waa always a Bustler,
Was husl:ling: at an unusu atg now,
Mr, Schootz’s fat face g!::m-a; with ex-
citement and irritation. Homething,
apparently, had ocecurred to yuffle the
squantmity of the Perfection diréotor.
“Here, you Buntar!™ heo barkeds -

Billy Bunter blinked at him morogely.

Bunter was loafing about the patio in
& wrathful and disgruotled mood. The
{t;:il:ﬁ?r"wa% _n-I_m:‘usﬁ dmﬂrtﬁda_ The

; emng taken & good distance
up Jﬂﬂg—%ﬁit Canyon, and nearly
avery ‘gathered there. He did
not want to look on et rotten acting
while his own splendid. acting was left
out, disregarded -and contemned

R was very pleasant in the patio,
emid gorgeous fower- shaded by
sk M A B ook Flesh

came
WLB%: Bunter did mﬁﬁncl it

SE5AR 8 was mnng&d wrathy.
fpw atlhaﬁbg wag quite, quite ﬂchu_ that

15 v services were nol gomg to
b seanbned Tor o B ol i

nter was, as sai -up wi

the lnm Back. in Hn!fywaodp tg;ra
WETD ; cafes—all sorts of re-
frosbment places and foodetuff emporia,
where a follow could have & good time,
H supplied with that necessary article,
cas ore necersary in the United
States thap in any otie.r country.

Bunter, as ususl: wae cashless. Hao
still had the sup of Epghsh money
that he had ﬁmﬂgﬂt to United
Btates with him. ut a threepenny-

taﬁa was not much use for shopping in

o ( Tow
i Mr. Fish

had even refused av hi
hoaid st W & m::hu to pay his

: _House if. he
returned there. . Fish's view ‘was
that Bunter Had hooked on te the party,
and that he was a lucky guy to get

: ﬁ:ubﬂm at the location, with the rest.

iram K. Fish had no honch to
oxtra ex for Bunter. ok

to

So Bunter, fed-up as he was, had no
choice But to heng oo at the Toecation,
unless obuld find some sclution. of
tha problem ‘of cash, B

In that disconsolate mood Bunter
eyed Mr. Schootz morosely 43 ho barked
at him. He was feeling sore, mot anly
in mind, but in body. Mr. Van Duck
had kicked the Ow! of the Remove not
wicely, but too well. Bunter had been
kicked Before, many a time and gft. But
he did not like it. And Mr, Van Ducl’s
kicking had been unusually vigorous, -

“¥ou, _Bunter!” repeated - Mr.
Schootz, I he noted Bumter's morose-
ness he did nob heed it.  The'great
HBollywood ﬁmﬁmer was too great a
man to heed so insignificent & person
a3 Bunidr. " You beat it up the canyon

and tell Mr. Van Duck I've got a phono
ocall from My b, and I'm_hitting
him I sl'_l_a_u’t

Hollywood ronto, Tell
o back thdage®

Ba‘i':ﬁ%ui waiting for an answer Mr.
rolled ‘sway through the arched
entrance of the rancho and bundled into

hiz car. -
The: car sped away down the canvon
turned mmto the m; abova the tam{m

shore of the bay of Sanfa Monica, and
dizsppeared. -
Bunter did not stir.
Mr. Schoota was actustomed to hayi
his orders -obeyed promptly and- un-
questioningly. When My, spoke,
to hear was to obey in the Perfection
Com . So it naturally never -even
orossed hig mind thet his message would
not be taken up the canyon &6 the
aasistant director at once
But William George Bunter was niot
in an obliging mood. He blinked aftbr
the. vanishing direstor and grunted,
" Beast!” - .
It was nearly half a mile up the
canyon  to the spot where the “‘shot
was h?ﬂg taken. It was a warm mofn-
ing. ril in Bouthern California .was
WATH. ter had no desire whatever
to plug half & mile wnder a hot sin.
It was, he considered, like the old .
blighter'a cheek to ask himr—or rather,
tell him-to undertake thet exerfion,
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“ Gef oul of the way, fathead. We shall be late ! ¥
The Owl of the Remove stepped back hastily and planted his heel on Mr. Van Duck’s too.

1{tla nose.

yelled the assistant director, dancing about on one leg, his face distorted with agony and rage.

Billy Bunter remained where he was,
leaning against one of the old adobe
buttresses, in pessimistic reflection,

The door of Mr., Schootz's
opened again, and & spare young men
in horn-rimmed glasses camo out. This
was Mre. Schootz’s stenographer. Mr.
Schootz being absont for the day, there
wasz no reason why Mr. Schootz's steno-
grapher should not take things easy.

“Bay, bo,” said the young man, ad-
dressing Bunter, “you put me wise if
the telephone-bell rings. Seol”

Taking it for g;‘nnt.ad that Bunter was
prepared to make himself useful in that
way—which was really taking a lot for
granted-—iha spara young man walked
away inlo the patio, disposed himself in
a comforiable attitude on a bench under
a tree, and deveted his ettention to &
recent work of fiction {rom the Holly-
wood library.

“Cheek ! murmured Dunter.

e blinked after the _T.'mmg; man. If
that voung man thought that Bunter
was going to do his work for him, that
young man_ was labouring under a
misapprehension,

Bunter was  thinking—but not of
doing that young man's work. He was
thinking that the office was now unoceu-
pied, and that it was Mr. Schootz's
cuatom to keep a dish of luscious Cali-
fornian froits on his desk. The steno-
grapher was deep in American fiction—
following the adventures of a he-man.
Bunter slipped quietly into the office,
cloand tha door, and locked it.

He blinked round the room. Thera
was another door that led into Mr. Van
Duck's office. Bunter locked that, too.
A fellow couldn't be too careful. Then
he bore down on Mr. Schootz’s desk.
There was a big glass dish, and there
was & stack of grape-fruit, pears,
peaches, and other attractive things.

office

Bunter grinned. ]

That morning he had been feelin
like tho .ancient monarch who neve
smiled again. But he smiled now.

Seating himself in Me. Schootz’s well-
padded revolving chair, Bunter pro-
ceeded to deal with the luscious fruits

that the busy dircctor had left
unregarded.

For a quarter of an’ hour Bunter was
happy.

By that time the dish was entirely
cleared, and William George Bunter
was fecling much better.

Buzzzzers | :

The sudden rancous hoot of the tele-
phone-bell startlod Bunter. He spun
round in the revelving chair,

Duzzzeaezl

Bunter had no intention of calling the
yvoung man in from the Eﬂt]{h For one
thing, it was too much troubls; for

anothar, nobody was allowed .in the
o except on business—and Bunter
had had cnough kicking that morning

to last him for the day. When he left
those forbidden precincts, Bunter in-
tended to loave cautiously and carefully,
after watching to see that the coast was
elear. But he had to Etﬂg the telephone,
or it might have been heard by some-
body else. So he jerked off the receiver
and put 1t to his ear. Tt was cosy
enough to take thoe eall and shut up the
warrying person, whoaver he was, Pos-
gibly that proceeding might dizconcert
some of Mr. Schootz’s businesa arrange-
ments. But Mr, Schootz’'s busincss ar-
mnﬁ:amanfs. of coursa, wera nothing to
William George Bunter,

" Hallo! Is that you, Schootz1"

Bunter grinned as he recognised tho
voico on the phone. It was that of
Mrron Polk, the Perfection star, ovi-
dently calling from Hoellywood.

“8chootz!  Is that Schootz!™ came

Bob Cherry strefched out & NMnger and thumb towards Bunter™s fat

“ Yarooooh ! ¥
(See Chapter 1)

Polk's voice in angry, impatient tones,
a8 he recoived no aenswer. “Tell Mr.
Schaotz to come to the phone, will you?
It's important! Can't wait !’

Bunter gave a littla coungh.

That was a sign that the Greyfriars
ventriloquist was just going to begin.

Bunter's besetting ein was inquisitive-

ness.  He was enrious to know what it
waa that Mr. Polk had fo say that was
£ importapt and couldn’t wait. And
the imitation of Mr. 8chootz's wheezy
VOLCG Was as casy as pie to the ventrilo-
guist of Greyfriara.
_ “"Hallo! That you, Polk? ho asked
in & voice that any member of the Per-
fection company would have sworn was
Mr.?ﬂ-nitt:mtz's.

“Polk speaking I’ camo the voice of
the Perfection Eﬁtr. “I've seon Fish.
Has ho phoned you about it?”

Bunter guessed that it was a phone
call from Hiram K. Fish that hed called
Mr. 8chootz s0 suddenly away - to
Hollywoad.

“8Bay. what's the trouble?® he asked.
“I ain’t heard from Fish.'’

“He said he would put you wiso at
ance,” hooted Polk. “ But never mind;
it's you I'm talking to. You've seen
the papers this morning ™

“Nope!" said Bunter.

“Then wou don't
happened ¥

“I guess I ain't wise to it, Polk!”
answered Bunter, with- a grin of pure
enjoyment. Evidently he was going to
hear something important. ;

“It's got to ba stopped!” hissed Polk,
“You hear me, Schootz? You've got to
beat it at once to the ' Film Ledger'’
offico and make them put in & contradic-

know  what's

tion. You get metf"
“Oh, my hat!"” muormured Bunter.
“ What
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“I mean—pget on with it, Iolk!
What's the pesky trouble?”’ _

“That young hound Wharton has
given the whole show avay ¥

lJEh T‘l]‘

“1t's in the papers—the whole thing 1™
Bunter could hear the film star panting
with rage. “I'm given away—double-
crosed ! I tell you, Schootz, I'll horse-

whip that young seoundrel ki
“Oh crikey! :d Bunter.
Ho blinked at the one,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Plain English for Mr. Polk |

7 QLU hear me, Bchootz1™ came the
Y Peéfachﬂ“;n star's velce im-
patientiy.

“Oht Yep!' gasped Bunter,
in his excitoment almost forgetting to
imitate Mr. Bchootz's voice. “Sure!
Get on with it "

“1 tell you I won't stand for it!”
hissed Myron Polk. *When that school-
boy took place in riding the Hair-
Trigomer path for the scemns in the
* Lord of the Desert,! it was agreed that
nothing should be said wally to
the newspaper men. Yon allowed that
the kid could be trusted. You know
you did I*

“Bure I gu&p-&d Bunter.

“Mow he's givon it away!" Polk’s
voice was a snarl. “I'm telling you it's
in the papers this morming] ey Te
making oukt that I got a guy to ride in
my 1:_31:{:9 becauze I funked it! The
story’s all over Hollywood What's
that qning to do for me? You reckon
that I'm going to stand iti"

Bunter grinned.

Ifow Mr. BSchootz would havse
answered had he been there Bunter did
not kmow. Not as Bunter answered,
howeaver—that was certain| ]

“qn it's come out, has it, Palk?"” said
Bunter into the trapemitter. *“ You're
given away ] He, ho, hel™

“ What hootaed Poll.

“Well, what did jou ezpect!” went

on Bunter. “You were afraid to ride
in that scong——-"

Y What )

““Afraid! You needn't give me a

guff on the subject, Polk; you had col
feet! You wanted the scene cut
because you funked r:dmiq,‘ down tho
HaoirTrigger path! You let a school-
boy take your place got up as jﬂ'L}I
Wall, if you're such a rotten funk—"

“ Behoots ' ) _

“The kid gobk away with it, and ik
was a good scene. It's the big punch of
tho film! You stood for ropng in
crodit, after leaving the danger to a
I-:idh! Well, if it's got out, serve you
right 1" ;

“What?" pauted Myron Polk.

“Ain't T speaking plain?” went gn
the exceill%nt 1mitation ufmr:;ir. Bﬁﬂnﬂ?ﬁ :
voice. on got a reputation all o
the United States for dare-devil siunts
on that horse. It's all gas! When
there’a risk you bhack out! Now you're
sereeching because the newspaper guys
bave got wise to it1 Serve you right!

It was sheer emjoyment to Bil]gec up-
ter. fHE Wag repaying thatell?;;t t:g:;
star for superciiious _con 3
scornful &i&repgaﬂrﬂ. Mever had Bill
Bunter had an r1:r|:|1=:||ﬂrtlmt_"f1 to tell
Myrou Polk what he really thought of
him. He was not likely to lose this
opportunity.

PEI{; Pmﬂrﬁ a gasp of rage at the other
end of tha wira.

*You promised that nothing should
be said, Schootz!” came Myron Pelk's
voico, hoarse with fury.

“Well, T ain't It on a word to any
guy. Ti’linga got out, you know! Yon
can’'t keep up & daredevil reputation
for ever, when you're a pesky coward.”

“"You dare ™ hissed Polk. o

“Aw, can it! If you don't like 1%,
Iump it! You ain't the nnlf pebble on
the beach, Myron Polk, though you
firure that you are! Who are you, any-
hﬂ-'t'll' Ttr. -

“ Are vou mad, Schootz?”

“Wot any! Tl say you've got what
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_ ﬂuu gep, I—I——" ha gpluttered.

you asked for, Polk! You funked that
ride. You'ra a pe coward, that's
what's the matter with you. for
horsewhipping that kid, you'd no more

dare touch hrm theo you'd dare ride
down the Hair-Triggeri” :
?‘;'lgfcru — you = you —"  articuloted

“I'm telling wyou, Polk, you put on
too much sw You ain't the big
noise you fancy you arel”

*T'm donos with you, Schootz] I'll
break my contract—I'll never act for
Perfection again™ : :

“Aw, who wanita you to?! ¥You can’'t
act, if you come to that! You caverh
around calling yourselt the bandsomest
man in Hollywood! A stuck-up, namby-
pamby dude! Go and shake yourself.,™

“You're mad, Schootz: You've been
drinking I came the star’s voice husky
with rage. ask you again, will %-m
go dowr &b once to the Ledger office
and put a stop to it They'll put o
contradiction in the next edition if you
iz it."

“Y guess not! Go along and see them

ursell, Tell thern you want to keep
it dark that you let a schoolboy take
your place becsuse you had cold feet!

There was a sudden whirr on -the
telephone, indicating that the enraged
star bad jamm : receiver back.

Bunter hung up, and grinned.

: bhad enjoyed that conversation
with Myron Polk. '

. He could imagine Polk’s feelingst His
fat thoughts dwelt on that mental
pictire with satisfaction.

But the grin died off his face, as he
remembered that Mr. Schootz had gone
down to Hollywood in . hot haste, no
doubt to do the wery thing that Myron
FPolk demanded. o doubt he would
see Pollk that day! If it came out that
Bunter had played that trick—

Bunter realised that the soconer he
£got out of Mr, Schoote's office, voseen,
the better., It was necessary to estab-
lish & very strong alihi. before
Bunter had imitated Mr. Schootz’s voice
on the telephone, and had been dis-
covered. 8o this time, it was certain
that suspicion would turn on him. He
needed a very strong alibi indeod. -

He crept softly to tha door, and
listened. 1;']:1 untocked the door, opened
it an inch, and feered cut.

In the 1atancei1hﬂ could gee the back
of the amnnfr?ip er’s head. The young
man was still deep in: he-man fickion.

Bunter crept. softly out, and closed the
deor behind bim withont a sound. With
a beating heart, he crept away.

ITEET’ II,

Buntar i:leﬂlpﬁd. i

It was Leonora, the movie girl. She
looked at Bunter in amasément. )

“8ure, I ain't n ghost, bo!" she said.

¥ Nuono!” gas Bunter, “I—I—
Ha

new that Miss La Riviere must have
seen bim emerging from Mr. tz's
offico,

“ What's the trouble? asked Leonors.

“N-n-nothing1 . I—1 haven't been in
Mr. Schootz's office, you know,” gasped
Bunter, it

“Why, you've jest come out of it!™
Ejﬁm:latad Leonora.

. mealt——

“1 guess I'm goiug to see Echootr,”™
said Miss La Riviere, and she moved on
towards the office. :

"I—I say,” gusped Bunter. “I-—I
waouldn't in just now. Mr. Bchootz is
—is awl busy." .
. "1 guesz ho can sure tell ma so him-
solf, bo,” answered Leonora, dryly. .

“I—T mean, ho isn’t there !

Leonora stared, as well she might.

“Hea'a awfully busy, and he imn'%
there I* she ajaculated.
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Leonora did not stay b~ inguire what
Bunter did mean. She went on to the
5}&'&:@. tapped st the door, and cpened
1

* Sure, he's not here,” she said.

“7—] say,” stuttered  Bunter.
“ D.d-don’'t mention that I was in the
office, will you, Miss La Rivieref I
mean I wasn't there, you lmm'-'_j: '

You been up to zome stunt?” asked
the mystified movie girl. :

“0Oh! No! 1 haven't spoken on th’ﬂf
phone,”  said Bunter “ Nobody's
phoned, and I haven't answered.

* Bearch me|"” said Leconora. =~ -
. “But—but you know that Bchootz is

a suspicious old beest,” said Bunter.
*That cad, Polk, might make out that
he phoned, and that somebody answered
him.  He's capable of it! You know
what & rank outsider ho is. As &
matter of fact, tho telephone bell never
rang &t all, and I never took the re-
ceiver off to stop it." .

“Carcy me home to die!”
Lepnora. ;

In fact, I haven’t been in the.office
nk E".h 1 was only—only passing the
door when you saw me come out——

£ %n. ha, ha!" shrieked Leonorsa.

“You—you see how it ia?’ gasped
Bunter.

“Eﬂl“ﬂl"

“That's all right, then."”

And Bunter rolled out of the rancho,
leaving Leonora still
wondering why.

said

o I

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Warning for Wharton |

i R. VAN DUCK—"
M FT Git!“ _
“Oh, reslly, you know!”
“itl" roasred Mr. Van

uck.

He lifted his boot, and Bunter * got.

Mr. Vao Doeck was busy taking
shot, and he had no time for Bunter.
Besides, he was already annoyed with
Bunter. There was still a twinge in hia
favourite corn. _

Billy Bunter backed away, grunting.
Having decided that it was nedessary
to prove an ' alibi,’. Bunter had rolled

tha canyon to the spot where the
filming was going on. DBeing on the
ot, he wad ready to deliver Mr
Erhuﬂtz‘n - s to the assistant

unter conzidered, wus

director. Tki
irector 5 )t

a'stroke of genius It would be s
¢that ho had come right up with that
message—as indeed ho ought to have
done. That supposition would clear him
of any suspicion of haviog been in Mr.
Hohootz's private office. ' T :
tablish his alibi. It would prove beyond
doubt that Bunter hadn’t been where ha

ad been. e . o
. But Mr, Van Duck declined to listen
to a word from the Owl of the Hemove.
Still, he had seen Bunter—and seeing
" was believing, He would have to bear
witness that Buater had " there,
vight on the apot, if Mr. Schootz asked
s'ui:.pir.-muh questions, and refused to take
g fellow's word,

80 Bunter—bent on establishing his
alibi beyond the possibility of cavil—
ramnineg looking on at the set. Ha
looked on with & fat sneer on his pod
face. He did oot think much of tﬁ
acting of the schoolboy cinema stars.
Compared with his own performances,
it was very inferior stuff. Fortunately,
it did not last very long, Bunter had
bean some time reaching the spot—half
a mile in a hot sun was a considorable
matter to the Owl of the Remove. The
shooting was over soon after he arrived,
and the set broke up.

lpughing, &nd-

It waoild es-

to deliver the message. Mr. Van Duck
regarded him with a malevolent eye.
He was one of the many persona who
failed to realise what & really charmin
felidw Bunter was, and his corn stil
twinged.,  Hes made a motion with his
foot, and Bunter spoke from a respect-
ful distance, ready to dddge if the beast
bacame violent.

“1 say, I've got & message from Mr.
Schootz!” he hooted.

“Qhl” said Mr. Van Duck. “And

why didn’'t you spill it before, you-
-goob "

“You wouldn't listen—" ]

“(h, don’t chew the rag! Spill the
message and guit!”

“Mr. BSchootz has  gone dowm to
Hellywood,” said Bunter. *“He says he
won't be back to-day. I came up im-
mediately to tell you—without losing a
single iostant, f Mr. Bchootz nzks
you, I want you to remember that, I
came right up.,” -

Mr. Van Duck glared at him.

*Bot vou dide’'t1” he grunted, * Any-
how, shut up and git!”
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Another reader wins handy
pocket-knife for the following
amusing joke !

ONLY A GUESS!

At a country fair. five pounds
was offered to the persen who
could guess the right weight of a
certain cow. any people tried
their skill, and various weights
were given, Finally, * Old Garge,
a pone too bright farm-hand. came
torward  Toeverybody s amaze-
ment, he named the correct weight
of the beast, ' How did you do
e asked the judge, after aw:at_-:l-
ing the prize. ** Twarn't nethin’,”
replied the man, “I'd "a’ done
bewer'n that f I'd been trvin' 1"

A pocket-knife has been awarded
to Hubert Larkin, 68a, Beacon
Streol, Lichfield, Staliordshire.

Now, chum, get busy on your
gffort and send it along !
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“1 want you to remembor—""
* Quitl” - -

- *“1n case Mr, Schootz asks——"
“Git1” rosred Mr. Vap Duck.,
And ‘mgain ‘Bonter got,~ He joined

the GCGroyfrinrs [ellown, who- were

moving off towards the rancho, now
that their morning's work was over. -
© “] say, you fellows—" -
“BHallo, -halle, hallel Haven's you
one to Hol od, after allf{"” ex~

claimed Bob Oherry. ' i

“0Dh, really, Cherry——"

“It’s o bit unfeeling, Buntor,” snid

the Bounder. =

“Eb! What is, you assi™ -

“Roising our hopes like this, and
then "giving us this disappoimtment.”

] Bﬂ'ﬂrﬂt IH'I

“Tha disappointfulness is terrificl”
said Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh sadly.
#*The dashfuiness of our eatoemed hopes
is %‘ﬂp{lﬁtﬁrﬂﬂsjj’ painful, my worthy
fat Bunter!”

“1 say, you fellows, don't talk rotl”
said Bunter peevishly. “ Look here, 1

"want to go down to Hollywood. Lend

]

meg=—" T
* (xood:bye, Bunter!™
The juniors accelerated. Billy Bunter
put on speed also, his fat Iittle legs
going like clockwork.

[

. giod

i'fthu:r important for moe to go down to
ollywo I want o get there before
old Hchootz camies back. 1 don’t want
any more trouble with him.*”

*What have fuu been ugegu now i’

“Nothing, haven't n in hia
office.” ,

“Dh, my hagl”

“You fellows can take my word,”

said Bunter., “You know me. " But
?!llglnkﬂchﬁat: mightn't. He “might
1 i g

“What bhave you been deing in old
Schootz’s  office, you fat  froudi”
demanded tho captain of the Remove.

“ Nothing at all. As for the oranges

pnd thtn!;ra. my belisf iz that ¢t
stanographer scoffed them. He would
you know! Americans are awiully un-
gorupulous.”
HOh crumbs!” . ;
" Ay lor teldphoning to 'Poli,
maturally I never thought of such o
thing," said Bunter. ™ He npever rang
up, in fack” 2

“{ra it!" snid Bob Cherry admiringly.
“Keep it up!® H you put it to Schootz
like that, he's sure "to believe overy
word you say!™

“Ha, ha, hall” ] -

“Well, I don’t know,” said Bunter.
“Ha's suspicious. It's fm-r to doubt =
fellow's word; but these Americans are
low, you know. A low lot, in my
opipion.”

“You dog-goned, slab-sided mug-
wurggl“ said Fisher T. Fieh.

“ Considering  everything, ['d betiter

et down to Hollywood before oid

hootz comes back,” said Bunter.
“Yon fellows can tell him, if he asks,
that I never went near his office. Tall
him I told you sp, and that you can
answer for me. You may as well men-
tion that it's bad form to doubt a
public school man's word.™

“Yeo * murmured Nugent.

“The doohtfulness of the cstecmed
Buntpr's word will probably ba
terrific.” romarked Hurree Jamsot Ram
Singh.

“You can tell him, Wharton, that
you know me to be the soul of honour,
and incapahle of a lis,” said Dunter.

i ﬁ}-'!u E'I.'G-I]-t- Fﬂp!n : n

*Hull, I"d“raﬂmr_hﬂ away when he
butts in again.” said Bunter. “It's
rather beneath my digpity to enter into
any vulgar argument with the man,
He'a coarze. . He called me. s liar

onpe,” o .
L &Ig noe 7" asked Harry. “How
By that 1" | :
.“Ha. ha, ha!l™

“Beast?! ° Look here, Wharton, one
turn  deserven  another,”” ‘said
“You stadd by meé, and I'll
yon. T ean't day fairéer than
shippose you don't .want a

Bunter.
stand b
that

* _ hores-whipping 1"

- HWarrd Wharton  jumped,
A what?? he efecunlated. :
" Horso-whinoihg,”  =ald  Bunter.
TPolk’s coming up here to horse-
whip you. -~ I'm peiiing you on vour
gugrd. Seet" : '
Wharton stared blankly at the Owl of

the Removo. All the juniors stared at
him. :
TWhat s the fat idiot {alking

ahont ¥ asked Nupgent.

Wharton's brows kaitted.

“Has Polk said—" he an,

"Hea iuik.- wall has.” =aid Bunter,
grinning. “ Yom see, he thonght it was
Behoots speaking on the phone to him,
and he said—" :

“You fat villain!” roared Jchnny
Bul. “You've hean playing tricks on
the telephons again.”

Toe Macuer Lsmary.—No, 1,105



SEE PAGE 11!

[

*0h, really, Bulll I've told you I
never touched the telephone——'

“Then bow do yom &mow what Polk
said on b7 -
th:tﬂh lutga,sped Puftt&r. ,;I-—I nil!nl.':-'-;

13 BRy—l—-— on oL Enow !

. J=1 haven't an idesni” S

“¥ou fat chumpF’ qaid Harry. ‘_'Ii
you've beeq &Iﬁ-ﬂug tricks and stirr

up trouble, Schootz will boot you, an
gerve inu jolly wall right! Yon ought
o be kicked

“Well, I ke ithat—Irom youf™
sueered Bunter. “Talk about playing
tricks} Who gave Polk away to the
newspaper man? Made hum look a {ool
to all Hollywood! You know jolly well
that it was to be kept dark about you
taking his place in that ecens in the
sheikh film. Polk made o point of that
—50 did Sehootz! Then yon go and
give him aw *

Wharton flushed with anger.

“¥ou fat 1diotl! I heven't said 2
word about it,”

Bunter ch A

“Better tell Polk that when he comes
along with tha horsewhip!™ he jeered.
" gﬁ?ﬂgﬁtltinthu pera at Laos
Angeles, and he's oz mad as a hatter
about ™

“0h, my hat!" sid Bob Cherry

Hmaki%h

The Bounder whistled, :
“Phew! That will make Polk Ieel

awfully sick,” he said. *Somebody's

given the show away.”

“Of ocourse, Wharton naturall
wouldn't Lkeep it dark”™ remsrk
Bunter. “He did the stunt, and he
wsifte]tr!w ﬂil".'ii gredit of E" .Bimtﬂr n&:ﬁa
a backward jamp. “"Her SRy~
off ! What’n’ithupm atter n%'m o #

“"You fat rotteri™ rosrcd the captain
of the Remove,

“{h, really, Wharlop—>"

Harry Wharten glanced at his chums,
with & flushed face,

“You fellows kvoow that I haven't
esid a word about it|” he exclaimed.

“It was understood that nothing was

te be said, and that Polk was to be
supposed to bave appeared in that
scene,

“Of courze,” said Bob. "Bub every-
body in the i
and somebody has given it away.'

“That’s odd, too,” said Johnny Bull,
“{Hd Schootz has got his men under
retty good confrol; and #t'a the sack
or whoever jawed about it off the
location. Béill, things do get out.”

Harry Wharton frowned with intense
annoyance. He had been glad to obli
Mr. B8chootz, by tal:igg on e
dangerous triding stunt that the £lm
star refused to touch. He had seen
no harm in scting as Polk’s under
mede up 88 the sheikh in the
of the t film. That Polk would
get the credit of having performed the
stunt mattered nothing to him. The
film fans, when thus ssw the picture
on the screen, would believe that

doring rider waos Myron Polk, and
would admire their bright partionlar
etar more than ever. [f Polk choszae

to take the credit of an act ho dared
not perform, that was his own business.
But it was necessary for the incident
to be kept dark: and Mr. Schootz had
to place full confidence in the

wweretion of the members of his com-
pany. If the secret was out, and the
new r men of Los Anpales had got
hold of it, Wharton mulgﬂundamlud
how savagsly the film etar
would be. He had a raadﬁw;hint&:l that
schoolboy  would likely to
“gwapk " about what he had done.
MNow thera wa#? no doubt that he wounld
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believe that Wherton had given him
AWaY.

'Eh:ll 8 Polk'a awn fault,” said Johnny
act—and if he funked it, he shouldn’t
have let another chap do it for him, and
taken the credit, He's only got himself
to Blamae 1*

“It's rotten!” graowled the captain of
the Remove. “I wish it had nevor hap-
penad now. B?t———’. 2

:: Can't be helped |™ said Boh,

.-.-I say, you fellows—"

"'Dh, shut up, Bumter t”

Oh, really, Wharton—"
* Hallo, halio, hallo1” ejaculated Bob

Cherry.
e
“There he comes (™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Myron Polk on the Warpath !

YRON POLK sat at the wheel
of his purple auto, whizzing up
the road that ran above the

: terraced shore of the Bay of
Sunta Monica. The Perfection star was
driving with even more than his usuatl
recklessnoss, The purple cap fairly flew.
Hie face, as he drove, was white and set,
his eyes gleaming under bent brows.

Often enough the Parfection star
allowed his passionats, ubgoverned
temper to carry him away. The spoiled
darling of the film fans was not aceus-
tomed to self-control. But never had he
been in so bitter and deadly a rage as
DOV,

What had happened was not only a
personal ht:miﬁa.t:?un- but it I:uuchadlgim
professionally, Much of his paipularit;
was foanded on his reputation for reck-
less daring. No film fan would ever
have believed that Myron Polk would
have funked the most daring act over
devised by the most entergrising movie
director. til he joined Perfection
company, Polk had contrived to live up
to that utation, He was a splendid
rider, and he had tfl:arformad many stunts
that looked breathlessly perilous on the
sereen. Every trick known to the pie-
ture studios had been emploved to

anca’ the reputatiow of the ashing
sheikh of the films. Ii was Mr. Schootz'a

assionn for realism that had brought

im to grief. Studio frickery was not
good enough for Mr. Rigg Eﬂrgoata. He
wanted the genuino article. When he

lanned a big punch, he wanted a real

ig ig;lti;ch, and mot a trick, Aud the
Perfection sheikh had failed to mect
tha, test.

Twice he hnd balked at the perilous
stunts devised by Mr. Bchoots; and each
time his place had been taken by the
schoolboy whom he already bitterly
disliked,

Each of those stunts had been quite
practicable, to & fellow of boundless

luck, But it was precisely that quality

at was lacking in the Perfection stor.

But while he hated the schoolboy for
doing whot he dared not do himﬁ, ha
was not unwilling to take the credit of
what was done, There was a strain o
meznness in the haughty, supercilious
star. He was well aware that, so long as
tha secret was kept, it was to his benefit

for those daredevil feata to be performed-

in his name and under his guise.

And oow the secret wae out!

Tha mh?aliig who had gut-done him,
and bumiliated him, had given him
away—as he might have expected. Mr.
Bchootz had answeraed for it that not a
word would ba said off the location.
bad his compsny well in hand; and
could trust But somebody had
talked—and Polk had no doubt that it

."“He shouldn't kave funked the Ene

f reached

o e —

was Wharton. He knew how little con-
sideration he desorved. at he school-
boy's hands. All the Greyiriars fellows
w, though i1t could not bé ‘proved,
that the film star had plotted to make
that ride down the Hair-Trigger path
end in a fatality. This was E?Fmrtﬁ-n'a
revengs. FPolk had no doubt of i, not
a shadow of doubt. Unless the story
Wﬂsl&quﬂshb ad iinmeﬂdé;taly, II;:tia mmﬁ
wWou ecoine a mochery all thr

the mnvmﬂ‘gurii It T}EH ﬁﬁ
immense difference to his p iong
standing. He knew that that para-
graph in the Los A es Film Ladger
would be the talk ey stadio in
Hollywood that day. The thought of it
cnraged him to fury,

He dashed recklassly into the canyen,
and drove op to the rancho. g C&T
crashed to a halt, and Polk Aung Rimself
out, the seat of the aunto he
picked a horsewhip.

He stared shout him for the hated
face he RL hThrea fellows were
ounging ontside the rancho—Coker, and
Potter and Greene, of tha m
l‘gfthu They stared ﬁ thuh l{:}; 10
etar, surprised to sea the w ury in
his face.

Poll strode up to them.

Potter and Greene stared; Colker
doubled his big fista. Coker had had
trouble with Polk before; and ifi that
horsewhip was intended for him, Horace
Coker was propared to take it aw
from the star, and lay it about him wi
vigour. The star’s furipus looks had oo
terrora for Colkor of the Fifth.

“Where iz Wharton?” panted Polk.

“Looking for Wharton?” drawled
Coker. - @ re not looking for
me, Mr, Polk?" Coker was the fellow
to meet trouble half-way,

I want Wharton 1¥

“Borry,"” said Coker. *I'd rather you
wanted me ! But if you've got that whip
for a Greyfriars kid, Mr. Polk, vou can
depend on it that I shan’t let you handle
it. Got that?™

Polk turned his back savagely on
Coker, and starcd up the canyon. |
sighted a up of Greyfriara juniors
at a little distance.

With the horsewhip gripped in his
hand, he strode towards them.

Harry Wharton & Co. faced him as
he came up, .

“What on earth's the matter with the
follow?” asked Fotter of the ITilth
staring after him, *He looks as mad
as a hatter 1™

“Mad nz a jolly old hornet !” agresd
CGreene.

‘Coker snorted, _

“I dare say those fags have bheen
C ;¢ he smd. *“They're generally
checkyl I've had to lick themr myself
for chesk! But that injay ain’t
Eﬂiﬂg to handle that whip on a CGrey-
rinrs kid! Come on " -

And Coker of the Fifth followed the
Porfection etar, ready to chip in if re-
quired—or even if not required. Coker
of the Fifth was the fellow for chipping

in,

Polk, striding along almost at a_run,
the group of ﬂ_;umnm. They
waited for him with rather grim looks.
The horsowhip gripped in his hand be-
trayed his intentiom,

“Wharton !” panted Polk,

“Well 7 said Harry quietly.

The Perfection star tore a folded
newspaper from his ket. He held it
out to the captain of the Remove.

“Look at that!” he said, in s choking
VOiee.

T What—"'

" Look nté:;: i

Wharton a paper,
* Los Angeles Film 3'..&&!1:I T

It was the
aod it was
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As Harry Wharion sat on the edge of his bed to {ake off his boots, he gave & sudden jump.
a-a-al—"" gasped Wharton, jumping up.
*“ 1 say, ol chap ! ** gasped Bunter.

folded open st a marked paragraple.
Wharton read the paragraph:

' We Lear that great stunis are
befng performed by a well-Enown
meorvie company now on locaotion
n the Santa Monica Mounmioins.
A celebrated star i3 handing out
viding acls that will get the fibn
fonz gasping. But why did he
vide #he IHHmv=-Trigger with o
Dondaged foce ¥ Whose face was
wunder fthe bondage 7 Fheicn
sace F We econ tell our venders
that o new stor is about to burst
an the film Ariament.”

Myron Pelk, frembling from head to
foot with fury, watched the Groyfriars
junior as he read. Wharfon read with &
gravo, frowning face. That paragraph
had evidently dictated by someone
who bore the Perfection star no pood
will. "That was not surprising; for
Myron Polk's wava made him mors
encmies than friends. There were
plenty of movie men in Hollywood, who
would have been glad of the chance of
taking down n peg or two, the supercili-
ous, conceited atar. Whoever had
written that paragraph, knew what had
happened at Jack-Rabbit Canyon, and
was disposed to “tell the world ™ about

1k

“Well?* said Polk hoarsely.

“I'm sorry it's oulb, as you wanted to
keap it dark,” spid Harry. “No fault
of mine [*

“ How much did they give yvou [or the
news at the ‘YLedger’ office?™ askods
Polk savagely,

n

—

= 1

Wharton crimsoned.

“I haven't been near tho ‘Ledger’
office—and I don't know anything aboul
it. If vou knew a decent Iellow when
vou saw one. you'd koow that I haven't
sald & word,”

“Liar!"

Wharton's eyes blazed.

“I'va come hers tp thrash you, as
vou deserve!" hissed Polk., "1 will
tihrﬂgﬂl you within an inch of your lifa!

whi—

His hand was up with tha whip ‘in if.

Before the blow could fall his arm
E'askgmped from behind and dragged

ack.

“MNo, you den't!™ said Coker of the
Fiith.

“Let go!" screamed Polk, struggling

furiocusly.

Coker grinned. By sheer strength ha
wrenched tha horsewhip away from the
Porfection star, end then pitched Myron
Polk from him.

“If this whip's going te be handled,
T'll handle it,” he sawd, “and I'll lay
it about your hide, Mr. Polk!”

“PBravo, Coker!” gasped Bob Cherry.

Pplle, his hands clenched, hia ayes

flaming, glared at Coker as if about to

epring on him like a tiger.
“Come on!” said Coker invitingly.
“I've handled you omnce, you popinjay,
and I'm ready te handle you againl
They won't eall you the handsomest
man ”in Hollywood when I'm done with
onl
¥ Polk turncd from him.
‘The next moment Harry Wharton
waa staggering back under his furious
attack.

T wha_

“* I say, old chap I ™
From bengath ihe bed a fat face and z pair of big spectacles blinked out at him.
“It's only me !’ (See Chopler 10.)

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Blow for Blow !

« OLD onl” '
H “YTiold the rotter!”
“Stop him 1"

VWharton wes etaggering
under & rain of furious blows. The
juniors rushed on Polk, grasped him
and bore him backward. %—Iu :I!-t-l‘l]g'gl&li
like a tiger in their grasp.

“Oh!" gasped Wharton.

Ho passed his hand -over his face.
Three or four savage blows had landed
there befors he could punard.

“Lot me pgol” Polk was almost
sereaming with passionate rage. * Let
e i 11—

“Oh, cheecse it!" said the Bounder.

“Hold the blessed wildeat, you
fellowsi™

_ Polk struggled in vain in tho grasp of
tho Greyfriars juniors. His  eyes

blazed at the captain of the Eemove.
Wharton with & great effort, controlied
his tcmper. _

“Look here, Ar. Folk” he said,
spoaking as steadily s he could,
‘“you'ro making a mistake in thia. I
haven’t said a word on tho subjeck
Enmebﬁd? elss must have told the
etory——""

“You lie!” yelled Polk.

“Can't wou take word "' des
manded Wharton. *I tell you—""

“You liel”

Wharton's teeth sot. : ;

“That's enough!* he said. " Let him
go, vou fellows! Let him do as he
likes! I can take care of 1E1™

Tar Macxer Leany.—No. 1,105,
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“Ieave him to me!” said Coker of
the Fifth. ]

“¥ou needn’'t butt in, Coker,” said
Wharton, “I tell you-I can take care
of myself! Let him go, you men!"

Myron Polk was released. He Hew
almost like & wildeat at the captein of
the Hemove. i '

But thias time Harry Wharton
not teken off his guard. '

He stood his ground firmly, and faced
the enrvaged Perfection star, with his
hands up ‘and. his eyes gleaming over
therm. - )

The juniors and the Fifth.-Formors
mada & circle round them. From all
sides members of the Perfection com-

camé hurrying up.

1jmr. " Van szckgs I;St-ﬂﬁishﬂd eyes
almost started from his head at the
scene. More than onece had Polk'as pas-
sionato “temper led him to aet father
" like a spoiled boy than a grown
mar. - But never had he mada a0 com-
plete an exhibition of himself as now,
Hs was plunging into a bght from
which ho certainly could gain no credit
if wictorious; end which would cover
him with bhumiliation if he was de
featod. But heo was thinking of nothing
but possionate hatred and vengeanco
a3 he attacked the captain of the Grey-
friars Remove,

He was ten years older than Whar
ton—bigger and heavier in every wav,
Ap first sight it seemed that the school-
boy munst be ovérwheimed.

But tho capiain of the Remove was
strong and sturdy, in the pink of con
dition, and a= good a boxer as Grey-
friars had evér.turned out. In ta of
the fury of the star’s attack, Wharton
hold his own. S

stoad up to Myroen Polk, cool andg
steady and determined, and gave blow
for blow, with plenty of beef in every
blow.
It was to have been a thrashing., It
was & fight, instead. And it was a
fight in which the man by no means
carried all before him against the boy.

Wharton was hard os nails, and knew
how to take punishment without finch-
ing. He had. the advantage there.
Polk flinched at overy blow that landed
with any force.

And he was not in good condition.
Iiate hours and innumerable cigarettes
end boot-leg liquor did not conduce to
poeod condition. In a few minutes Polk
was panting desperately.

was

E!:'Gu it, old bean!” roared Bob

BrTy. :
“Bellows to mend! grinned the
Bounder. * Pile in, Wharton I

L1

My only hat!" said Coker of the
Fifth, in loud tones of contempt., *“ That
}npiqjag iz going to let a Lower Fourth
apr lick him! { only hat!™

he fury of Polk's attack petered out
a3 the junior did not give ground .be-
fora it. He backed a little, panting
and gasping, and Wharton, with steady
E}ﬂs._ followed him up, attacking in ais
urm.

Mr. Van Duek pushed forward.

“"Btop this!” he rapped out. ]

“Here, keep off the grass!” ozclaimed
the Bounder indignantly. " Let them
fimizh! Wharton's got him beat "

“"The beatfuloess 13 terrifie!”

“Keep off ™ roared  Coker of the
Fifth. “Let "em ht it outl WWhat
arz you butting in for "

The assistant director did not heed.

Fle pushed between the two adversaries,

and Harry Wharton dropped his hands.
‘Mr. Van Duck was quite well awaro

that, at that etage of the Prnpﬂﬂd:nga.

Myron Polk was glad of his interven-

tion No donbt the man could have

gainod the upper hand had he fought
THE Macrer Emnmr.-nﬂu, 1,105

W harton.

with determination. But ‘determination
to take punishment was not in the film
star's character. i

“Btop this!" said Van Duck curﬂﬁ.
“I'm sure surprised at you, Mr. Polk.
Stop it!” i

Folk drew back, panting.

His nose was streaming red—the
handsome Greek nose that was admired
by ~countle:s flappérs in Hollywood,
It did not lock quita Greek now, and
anything but handsoma

“I'm going to thrash that young
hound !” satd Polk, breathlessly. 5

“You'ra welcome to try I said Whar.
ton contemptuously.

But Polk made no attempt to push
past Mr. Van Duck. His Words were
uttered only to save hig face. .

“Forget it]" eaid the assistant
director. “You've sure been hoisting
hooch, Mr. Polk, to mosey along here
and kick up such a rockue!”

Polk gave an ovil look round at tho

gtaring faces, many of which wore a
grin. He get- his lips, and turned
away, and stroda back to his oar.

There was nothing else left for him
to do. He had bitten off mora than ne
could chew, and only retreat was left
to him, - L

Ha threw himself into the puorple
auto, and the car roared away to’ the
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road, ‘turned in the direction of Holly-
wood, and disappeared.
'?I!lefy hat!" said Bob Cherry. " 'What
a jolly old oircus!"
“Funk 1" grunted Coker of the Fifth.
“What was the rookus about?” de-
manded Mr. Van Duck angrily. * What
did Polk wade in for, Wharton 1"
Wharton picked up the Los Angeles
newspapar, which had {fallen to the
round, and honded it to the assistant
irector,
Van Duck whistled as he looked at
the marked pETEE'!I‘ﬂ‘.Fh.
“Great gophers!™ he ejaculated.
“That sure weas enough to get Polk’s
goat! I'll say it wes low-down of you
to give the-ehow away like this I"'
- “YWhat the thump do you mean?” ex-
claimed Wharton angrily. know
nothing about it! I've said nothing.”
“Who hea, then?” :
“How the dickens should I know?”
snapped the captain of the Remove.
“You'd know that 1 haven't if you had
the sense of a bunny rabbit!™
“You don't want to shoot off your
meuth st me, kid!" gronted the
assistant director, - 3 .
“Don't talk rot, then SNAPPE
And he walked away, lcaving
the assistant director of Perfection
Pictures staring at him.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Awkward for Mauly !
‘M
1 say. Maulsg ™
Zilence.

AULY old man!t”
No reply.
“Deaf?” hooted Bunter,

T

L

ﬁppurentlg Lord Maunleverer was
deat. At all events, he turned a deaf
ear to William George Bunter,

It was afternoon. Harry Wharton &

. Were in the patio, discussing the
scene of the morning, and w-:rmﬁuring
what would coms of it. Lord Maule-
verer was outside the rancho, szoated
on, wooden parapet of the little
bridge that spanned the torrent.

There was n dresmy expression in
Mauly's amiable face ag he grzed at the
orange grove by the framé hduse. The
frame house was tho residence of the
movie girls on the loeation.  Anybod
but Bunter would have guessed that hi!;
lordship was thinking of Leonora, his
lordship’s admiration for that young
lady being a standing joke in the Gray-
friars party. But Bunter did not guess;
he was too busy thinking about hunseit
and his more important affairs to bother
about what Lord Mauleverer might be

thinking of.

“I say, Mauly ¥

Btill Lord Mauleverser turned & deaf
Gar,

Bunter foI-:ed him in the ribs with &
fat lmuckle. Lord Mauleverer gave =
ga3

“%wl Begad 1

“I'm speaking to you, Mauly——=

“Well, dm;"‘t%:“ 4

1 eay, old chap—=*

“Can't you shut up, Bunter7” asked
Lord Mauleverer plaintively. " Can't
you ever shut up old hean?

“Look hera, Mauly—-"

Mauleverer did not look. A graceful
figure came through the orange trees,
and Mauleverer immediately forgot the
fat existenco of William Georgo Bunter.
His glance was fixed on Leonore.

Bunter followed his glance, and under-
stood st last. He gave a contompiu-
our snort.

“You silly ass ! he said.

Mauleverer did not heed. He slipped
from the parapet and gave a ti::ru-::i to
his pecktie,

“You chump!" eaid Bunter. " Making
sheep’s eyes at a red-baired girl—
Yareocoop 1™

Billy Bunter suddenly found himself
in a horizontal attitude, without quife
knowing how he there.

He aat uﬁ) and blinked

“Ow! Beast! Wowl"”

But Lord Mauleverer was already out
of hearing. Fe had cut across to inter-
cept Miss La Riviere, who was walking
down the canvon towerds the road.

“ﬂﬁ!"lfaﬂﬁﬂ 1?11131.‘-&12 ;EMH .E

, Mauly, old chap— on rotter
m‘:-hﬁrﬁ old fellow-—— Begst "

‘Bill{ Bunte: picked himself up
diemally and drifted back to the rancho.
Bunter was still at Jack-Rabbit. urgent
as it was for him to ggmd;wn to Holly-
wood -before Mr., Se ; camo back.
Nobody seemed to understand how
urgent 1t was oxcepting Bunter. Lord
Mauleverer—alwaya Bunter's last re-
source in times of financial stringency—
had failed him. Instead of listening to
Bunter's troubles. and helping him out,
ha seemed to have no eyes for anybody
but & red-haired mevie girll Even an
pss like Mauly ought to have understood
that Billy Bunter was more important
than a whole bevy of movie girls, But
he didn't. Bunter rolled back to the
rancho to try his luck once more with
the Famons Five. : :

Lord Mauleverer. as completely for-

etful of Bunter's existence as if the
at juniot had never honoured the
universe with his presence, joined
Leonora on the path and raized hia hat
gracefully

Leonora gave him a smile.

Bha liked Mauloverer; moreover, she
was not likely to forget that Mauly had
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gaved lier from the fire at the Perfee-
tinn studio in Hollywooul.

“Uoin' for a walk, Bliss La Riviere?"
asked Mauly shyly.

“Eure!” snid Leonora,

“Mommmmm—" stammercd Maule-
Verer,

“Eh?

“Mmmm-mum-may I come a little
way " stammered Mauly,

“0Oh, sure! If you like.”

“Thanks!" gasped Mauleveror.

They w:ﬂkcg down the canyon to tho
road. ILeonora was in a thoughtful
mood, and Mauleverer had nothing to
8ay.

Since he had learned that Miss La
Hiviore was engaged to Peter Carter,
the Los Angeles detective, his  sus-
ceptible lordship had had to give up
the day-droams, in which the movie girl
igured as chatelaine of Mauleverer
Towers.

What Leonora conld zee in Mre. Carter
was & miystery to Mauly.

Mauly ecould sce nothing in  Ar
Carter but a very ﬂmnmc:-h[;!ag-e young
man, with a square, aggressive chin,
& keen eye, and an unpleasantly positive
manner.

Some of the juniors wero rcather in-
teresied 1n Mr. Carter, becauso he was
a detective. Mauleverer didn't think
much of detectives—since he had met
Mr. Carter, anvhow.

Bezides, Carter wasn't much of o de-
teetive, to judgo by results. Heo had
failed to run down the gang of boot-
leggers in the Sania Moniea Iills, and
they had cleared off and wnapped ther
fingers at him. Certainly, he had cap-
tured Gomesz, their leader; but he owed
that to Dilly Dunter, of =all people.
Runter had “pur him wise” on that
oceasion.  Mauleverer didn't think much
af Mr. Carter as a dotective. e did
not think much of him in any way
whatever,

But Leonora did. Ho eould see that
Leonora did, and it remained a mystery
to him. )

Leonora being booked, as it were,
Mauly was reduced to the last romantic
resonrce of worshippiug from efar.
Sometimes he =irhed. Sometimes he
thought of verses in which * Leonora ™
rhymed with “adorer,” and "part "

with  “heart.” and “eyes”  with
“sighs." [His appetite remained good,
however, and his health was umim-

paired, and he continued gnite keen
on the movie work 8o probably his
voung lifo was rot quite so blighted
o he supposed. ¥le was guite sure that
when he went back to Groyiriara hoe
womld leave his heart in Loz Angeles.
But possibly he was mistaken on that
nnint.

Anvhow, when the commonplace and
utterly uninteresting Mr. Carter was
not around there was no reazon why
Mauly should not bask in the smiles
of Teonora. There was no reason why
lia should not mnourish a tender and
vespeetful  admiration.  Leonora, of
vourze, waa uot allowed to suspect his
sontimental attachment. Prohably, had
ahe suspected it, she would have re-
warded his lordship as the world's prize
hoob.

Tho movin girl's foce was very
thoughtiul as she walked vp the road.
She stopped under a tall tree that grew
bv the roadside.

Ford Mauleverer stopped, too.

“Rippio® here, isn't it?"” he said,
hreaking a long silence. Flia [nrtlslli;l
was not much of a conversationalist,

Leonora started  Huod Mauly heen n
suspicions fellow he micht have sus-
pected that she had forgotien that Le
was there.

“Oh sure ™ gaid Toonora.

But she did not glance at the terraced
shore, and the vaves of the Pacific
rolling in to the beach, and the white
town of Santa Moniesa in the distancoe,
nnd the sails that dotled the sea. Bhe
was leoking up the dusty road that led
te Hollywood.

" Like to rest hero a bit 7" asked Lord
Mauloverer.

') Eh 1.."

Leonora remembered him again and
looked rouad.

“Restin hero 7" asked Mauloverer.

“0Oh, sure !

Thoy £at on a mossy rock that cropped
out of the hillside by the reoad. Leonora
still watched the dasty distance.

“He's late I she said suddenly.

Mauleverer started.

[ Eh ?u

“He's late ™ raid Leonora.

“He?t Who?™

“ Potor.”

“Poter ¥ repeated Lord Mauleverer
blankly.

“Bure!”

“0Oh! Deped!™

A little car. enveloped in a eloud of
dust, came whizzing up the road from
Hollyweod., Mauly knew that ear, and

knew the utterly commonplace and un-
interesting young man who sat at the
wheel. That young man did not scem
uninteresting or  eommonplace  to
Leonora. Her faco brightencd as she
spotted the ear.

“It's Petor!” she said.

She jumped up.

Lord Mauleverer roso, too. It dawned
upon his noble mind that Miss La
Riviere's object in walking from the
location was to wait for Petor at this
spot. If ever a fellow felt inclined to
kick himself, Lord Mauleverer did at
that moment.

“[—I]—=I—" he slammered.

Leonora’s eyes were fixed on the
approaching car.

“I=I'll bae pgotlin® back, if you'll
excuso me,” stuttered Mauleverer.

biss La Riviere scemed a3 deaf to
Mauly as BMauly had been to Billy
Bunter. He made his excuses to deaf
cars, raised his hat to unsecing eyes,
and retreated. Leonora stepped into
the road as the car whirred to a halt,
and thoe commonplace and uninteresting
young man stepped down.

(Continued on next page.)
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12 THIS WEEK'S STCRY OF TOM MERRY & GO. IN THE "GEM” IS REALLY GREAT!

“ You'ro late, Peterl” she said.

“Irpzky tyre, Jane,” answered Mr.
Carter. “Say, who was the guy who
absquatulated so lively 7

“ Maulevorer.” Leonora looked round.
¥1s ho gone®"

Lord Mauleverer was gone.

———

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
The Nigger in the Woodpile !

& AT . PETER CARTER sat down
in the place that Lord Maule-
vorer had vaecated.
There was a frown on Mr.
Carter’s face, and his square jaw looked
more aggressive than usual.

Leonora cved him rather anxiouszly.

“Bpill it, Peter,” sho said.

“1 been through a course of sprouts,
Jane, like I told vou en the phone”
geaid Mr. Carter gloomaly., “When T
got on to this rum-running business, I
figured that it was going to get mo pro-
motion. I never fizured on hitting up
agninst graft,”

Mr. Carter snoried. )

“That durned guy, Polk I Le said.

“Alvron Polk?” said Leonorva,

“1 got that galoot, Comez" wenk on
Mr. Carter, “[-gobt him einched, Dut
the gang's vamoazed out of the hills,
though % reckon they're still running
hooch not very far off. The Volstead
Act and the pesky Eighteenth Amend-
menk ain't caused any shortago of drink
in Los, Jane. DBut—you see, them rum-
runners was nmxed up with Polk. Tolk
set them on to work oub hia grodgoe
against them schoolboys. That's where
I et handed the rough stuff.”

“How %"

“I'va rot nothing on Polk,” said Mr.
Carter. 1 know that he nput up the
hootleggers to what they did.  There's
no proving it. He's too eule for that,
[Te's got. a pull in Los, Jane. Tin's
heen making things hum for me at
headguarters.”

“The seallpwag!™ said Leonora
indiznantly,

Alr, Clarter prinned,

“Well, he sare wonld,” he =said.

“T'va got the oflice from a man higher
up tn mind my =step.  Any more
trouliln T makn for Mr. Poninjay Palk,
and my services ain't hikely ta he re-
auired any more. Graft!™ said M,
Carter cdhizcontentedly,

Leanora nodded,

“T put it to the hoss," grunted Mr.
Carter. *"He jest snickered, Told me
to guesz again. He aw't believing a
word. Tt sounda tall, Jane. A muy
who's featurnd in the pictures at fifly
thousand dollars a time—working in
eahoots with n hunoh <f hoot-legpers!
It don't sound lLikely, If I could geb
the poods on Polk, it would be O.K. As
the matler stands, he's more hikely to
got the moods an me. He'aa bie man in
Ina, Jane, and whoe am I? Jest
nohody! A word from him in the right
quarter, and my rooszn 13 cm'l-:m]_. He's
put in the word, I got to mind my
etep, or s

“Qr?” asked Leonora,

“Or T get fired,” said Mr, Carter
glumly,

“Tt'a suro mean!” sald Leonora.

And the movie girl sighed.

Had Mr. Carter’s case heen warked
np successfully, ho had hoped for pro-
motion: and there would have been a
wedding, and Miss Jane Snookson
would no lonrer have heen Teonorn la
Riviero on the films, but Mra. Peter
Carter.

That happy Ermpwt was dashed now.

Mr. Carter knew perfeetly well that
the Perfection star hind set on the Santa
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Monica bootleggera to kidnapping, and
oven a darker erime. But " getiing the
goods " on Myron Polk was another
makbier,

All that My, Carter had succeeded in,
s0 far, was in making a bitter enemy
of Myron olk.

The Perfection star had not been long
in making his enmity felt. It was, as
AMr. Carter said, “graft ” that he was
up against. “Alonoy inlks”™ all over
the world, but nowhere so loudly and
emphatically as in the United States.

Polk was in touch with men much
higher up in tho police, than Mr.
Carter could ever hope ta be. A police-
detective who made himseli obnoxious
to & man in Myron Pollk's position, was
likely to “feel & draught ¥ from some-
whera higher up.

AMr. Carter had felt that draught, and
it had had a very chilling effeet on him.

2o far, it was only a draught. DJMr.
Carter had been warned to “mind his
step.” I he did not mind his step, tho
dranght was likely to become a hurri-
cane, which wc}ufd blow Mr. Carter
right aut of the police,

“1 got to quit 1t 1" sald Mr. Carter.

“1t’s mean I said Leonora.

“Dut I puess,” continued Mr. Carter,
his ohstinato chin jutting out like a
promontory—"1 guess I ain't quithing,
all the samo! I pot to lis low and say
nothing. Dut I'll giat the goods on that
guy 1’olk, Janel sura will] Next
time ho breaks out——*

Mr. Carter’s stecly eves glinted.

““You ace, Jane, if I got the goods on
him, with plenty of proof, that would
fix it. Graflt wouldn't stand against
that. I allow it won't be easy. and I
pob to mind my step. But Pl suro get
him! He's & bad egg—bad all through.
Ho fixed it up with Gomez to make that
kid, Wharton, breale his neek riding the
Hair-Trigger in Jack-Rabbit Canyon.
ITe's sure a pizen scallywag!l And if he
was mad with that kid before, 1 guess
he's madder now—if he’s scen the
papers this morning.”

And Mr. Carter grinned.

“ Say, there's Schanatz 1" said Leonora,

A big car came grinding up the road
from Hollywood. Mr. Rigz Schootz sat
in ik.

Tovidently the Perfection director was
reinening  to  the location at  Jack-
Iabbit.

Mr. Schootz’s fat face wore a deep
frown. His morning in_ ITollywood did
not seem to have pleased the direetor of
the Perfection Piclure Syndicate.

The car whirled by in a clond of dusk.

“Something’s got Schootz's goat,” re.
marked Leonora. =

“T guess I can tell you what,” said
My, Carter, with a rather malevolent
grin. “SBome puy has given Polk away
to tho newspaper reporters.  They're
chewing the rag all over Hollywond
about Polk funking the riding act and
letting a kid take his place.”

Leonora caught hor breath.

“Poter! Polk's been up to  Jack-
Rabbit this morning, kicking up a
shindy—he was mad as a hornet about

“¥ reckoned ho would be,” agreed
AMr. Carter. .

“ And—and it was you, Peter?”

“Tt was a galoot about my size”
admitted Mr. Carter, “that put the
‘ Ledger ’ roporter wise. He won't let
on whoere he got the news. Jane—Pollk
won't ever guess it came [rom me.”

“He thinks it was Wharton gave him
away.”

“%a I figured,” said Mr. Carter com-
placently.

“He'a mad with him, Peter”

“AMadder than ever, 1 gooss™
assented AMre. Carter. “He was riled
cnough before, to try to get the kid's

neck }E«'-‘mkm Now he's more riled thas
ever.

“Peter!" murmured Leonora.

“I've got to mind my step,” said Mr.
Carter. " But if that guy don't mind
his step, too, Jane, I'll sure get the
goads on him "

Leonora looked troubled.

be in

“But the boy will
Peter.”

“Not wlitle I'm watching out,”
answered Mr. Carter reassuringly.
“The trouble ain’t coming to the kid.
It's coming to Polk.”

But Leonora still looked troubled. -
Perhapa she felt that thero was an
¢lement  of wunserupulousness in  the
Machiavellian planning of her Peter,

“I heen told to take a holiday,” said
Mr. Carter grimly. “1 been told to
take a holidoy and think a piece, Jane,
Well, I'm going to take that holiday
with my cycg wide open, and thinking
a whole lot—all about Polk! Don’t
you be scared for the kid, Jane. It'a
about time for someobody to bo scared
for Polk.”  Alre. Carter's chin jutted
again. “If there's any galoot don't
want to sco I'olk in the stone jug, it's
timo for him to he Iget.ting ecared.”

When Mr, Carter’s littlo car bora him
away, Leonora walked back to the leca-
tion with a thooghtful and troubled
brow. Mr. Carter %md his own mothods,
and was satisfied with them: in an
atmosphoro of “graft™ he had not
learned te be wvoer-serupulous. Leonora
could not help wishing that her Poter’s
methods had been different. But sho
did not think of arguing with Peter.
Argument was uscless with a guy whoso
chin was so well developed as Peter's.

danger,

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not Bunter [

L1 SAY, you fellows!”

H “Shut up, Dunter!™

“0ld Schootz—"
“"Dry upt”

“1s coming—"

" Cheeso it 1™

" Back——" gasped Dunter,

Harey Wharton & Co. did not scem
impressed,  Billy Bunter blinked at
them, witlh his little round eyes almaost
bulging through his big spectacles.
Bunter's fat faco registered olarm and
terror, indeed consternation. .

The sight of Mr., Schootz, in his car,
still in the distance, had been cnough
for Bunter. Ile bolted into the rancho
like a rabbit into a burrow. Of all the
guys in California, Mr. Schootz was the
guy whom DBilly Bunter least desired
to meet.

“I eay, you Tfellows, he's
baclk, Ho looks awfully ratty.
ho said ho wonld be away all day—
told me to tell that other beast so!
Now he's coming back- Oh dear!™

“Well, let Lim come,” said Harry.
“If you pet a kicking, it will very
likely do you gooad!™

coming
I say,

“Tha kickfulness is the proper
caper,” s=aid Hurreo Jamesot Ram
Singh. “Tha esteemed idiotic Dunter

has askfully requested it.”

“I say, you fellows, I'm not going
to be kicked!" roared DBunter, Y1
never touched old Sehootz’s phonal 1
conldn’t imitata his voice to shavo my

wife—I mecan, to save my life.
wanted to clear off before ho came
back. Now il's too Ilate. All you

fellows' [ault! You needn’t deny it—
vou refused to lend moe n hundred
dollars—" :
“Tha refuselulness is_ still  terrifief™
grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur,
“Beast! I say, you fellows, I Lnow
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wild howl.

* Yarooooh | Help !
a cohvulsive start.

Schootz will suspect me | He did hafumi,
you know. He's a suspicious beast!”
groaned Bunter. .

~ “You fat idiot!” said Harxy, frown-
ing. “Xt was very likely your €rickery
that made Polk make such a fool of
himezelf this morning.”

“And the harder you're kicked, the
better!” eaid Johnny Bull,

“1 say, you fellows, if you all swear
that I was a.mile awsy when I was in
Schoptz's office—"

“ Fathead 1”

“1 ‘mean, when I wasn't in Schootz's
offico——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was a hook of a motor-bhorn
outside the rancho. Mr. Rigg Schootz
was at hand,

Bunter gasped. '

“I say, iynu fellows, you stand iy me,
you know! You tell-Schootz tha ﬁi he
makes a Euszs, you'll turn bhim down
and refuss fp finish tha school Glm.
Beel That will bring him rougd! He
nﬁly thirfks of making money, like
alj———

£E I’I‘

“I guess,” said Fisher T Fish, rising,

“T'l qu and seo Bchootz and put him
wise. You cen get ready for the lick-
ing of your life, you fat inj "

"(h, really, Fishy——
“Reatl®

Fisher T. IMsh walked away.

"Y—1I say, you fellows, what do you

thinkt SBchootz will dot” groaned
Buntaor.

“Kick vou all round the location,
most likely,” answered Bob. “If he

wanis any help, we'll help him.”
ZDh, m:tl!y,lpjﬂharrj—'i

I say, you fellows !
“That—that is not Wharton ! > he gasped.

b ik a  d

Yow-ow-0w=-0w !

{See Chapter 13.)

“And serve you jolly well right!”
said Trank Nugemt,  “Thora waas
trouble enough, without you playing
tricks on the felephone and making
matters worso.”

To which all the Greyiriars juniore
nodded assent. They had no doubt
that Bunter’'s trick had added fuel
to the Gre of the Perfection star's rago,
and caused him to como ap to Jack-
Rabbit on the warpath. Bunter was
partly, at least, the vause of the unfor-
tunate scene on the location that morn-
ing. '

“1 eay, vou fellows, I—I'm goiog to
my room!” gagped Bunter. "I old
Schootz wantz me, tell him I'm il
will you? Tell him I've got somothin
infectious—infucnza  and mmplicnteﬁ
double pneumonia. That will keep him
off. Tell him I'm dying, and unable
to move ™ )

And Bunter cut away to the stairs,
and scudded up to the wooden galler
that eurrounded the patio, on whicﬂ
the rooms opened.

About & minute after he had disap-
peared, Mr. [Rigeg Bchoolz - came
gtriding into the patio.

He stared round, evidently in search
aof the Ow! of the Romove,

"Where's that fat pink®™ he
demanded. 2

“FEecho answers where!” murmured
Bob Cherry.

“That 2
Achoote,

roared Mr.
I'm going kick him off
this tocation! You kids know what
he's done? Playing tricks on my tele-
phone again. Polk rang me up, and
that fat scallywag anewered him and
insulted him, making Polk fipure it was

ie-faced ja

As Slick Wilson hent over the swathed figure on ihe sand and jerked ihe blankeis loose from the hidden face, there was a
o E‘L';hamn—inky—halp ]t
¢ oW

Myron Polk gave
that wvolee—il"s that foel Bunter [

mae! Becel? I seen Polk in Hollywood,
and he started planging me—mel
couldn't make out what was biting him
at firet. Wh o snickering  ati”
demended Mr, Schoots,

Tha juniors tried not to smile.

"“This bere win't o  enickeringe
matter, I'm telling you!” hooted Bir.
Bchootz. *“] was half ap hour getting

at what was the matter with Polk—and
when I told him I never phoned him ha
only half believed it, I guess I know
whao did it. It waes that fat ginkl T'm
%mng to burst him all orer the canyon!

want him! I want him bad! Where
is hai”

“He's ill with influenza and compli-
eated double pneumonia, dying, end
unable to move,” answered Bob,

“What?” gasped Mr. Bchoots.

“Ho he said—and I suppose he
nows." .

“You young jey!" snorted Mr,
Schootz. “Here vyou, Fishi You

bring mo that big stick out of my
ollica,”

“Surel” sald Fisher T. Fish.

With a big stick in his grasp, BMr.
Schootz went up the steps to the
gallery. -

“0Oh, my hat!” egaid Nugent, ““Looka
az if Dunter's going to geot what he
asked for!®

“Berve him jolly well right 1™ grunted
Johnny Bull.

“Let's go after Hchoote,” said Harry,
" He mustn't kill Bunter.”

The juniors followed Mr. Hchootz
up to the gallery. The Perlection

(Continued on page 16.)
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Many a time and oft have ™
Jack Jolly & Co. prepared
fearsome booby traps. But
this is the first occasion in the
history of their life at 5t
Sam’s that they have prepared
a booby-trap at the bidding of
the Head.
L.
L JLENCE viz you! Or, in‘othaire

g words, shut-uppezs voo!” velled

Monsure Froggey, the French
muaster, in the Fourth Form
room one fine day. ‘ .

fhe Fourth looked shitely surprised.

- Froggay was udually a vory casy-going -
jentleman, and they -played alk sorts of
trix on him, o & rule. But thiz morn-
ing his usually plassid face was screwed
up into an eggspression of rage that the
Head himeelf mite have onvied. -
“IWonder what'a the maotter wit
Monsure?” mermered Jack Jolly, the
- kaptin of the Fourth. *“‘Looks as if
gomoething has upset his spple-cart!”

80 it up-peara!”.g;‘i::lmed Punster,

the tamoe homerist of the Fourth,

And there was & chuckle from the

juniors who herd. .
Monsure Froggay bestowed o savvidge
glare on the grinning juniors. .

“Mong dew!™ ho epgsclaimed (this
is Fronch for ""Grate pip!") ™ You
make o Jarf of me, is it hot? Ze whole
¢lass vill be punish for e insult ¥iz vun
bundred limes!™

113 ]_::-E:W' !” 3 .

Jack Jolly jumped 1o his feet, an

sggapression ol coneorn on his handsum
young dial. :

““Please, sip=—"

“Vat i3 ity mon onglong®™ s

“1a thera anything the matter wilh

you this morning ¥ asked Jack  Joliy
boldly. .

“Mong dew!" aaid Mopsure Froggay,

startled by sich ordessity. :
“ As a rule, you're such an easy-going
littfo idiot that we ein do as we like
with vou,” epggsplained the kaptin of
the Fourth. *DBut this morning yoom
loak a regular boolying {irant, like the
Head. What's come over you, siri”
For a momént Froggay seamed to
hezzitate, as if dewbious whether to
trust tha Fourth with his trubbles
Then ho seemed to come to a Jecisimi.

“I will tell you wat is ze matiaire,
mays ongfongs,” he said. “Just before
I como into ze class I moke o discovory.
I find zat I ‘ave heen, as you say,
dizshed, diddled, and done!"™ .

“Hard cheddar, sir!” mermered the
IF'ourth simperthetically.

“Vun doy last year, ze Guvyvernaircs
ordaired zo 'Ead to give me a rise of
salairy of vun shilling a veek,” ecgg-
gplained Monsare, with & drammatick

jesture, “Vat do you sink zo 'Ead 'as
ecen doing all zis time ¥

“3ticking to it, sir!” shouted the
Fourth. i

“Mong dow! Hat is right!” said the
French  master. “Zat  willan  zat

scoundrell—zat checky blighter—'o ‘as
been pinching my rise all z1s long time,
and for zat resson I lose my tempairo
end get ze mad op!” - '
“My hatt I don't wonder at -it,
then!” eggselaimed Jack Jolly, " But,
of corso, sir, you must make allewances
for the Head. Evervbody knows what
THE Magrer LmBany.—No. 1,106,

you!" roar-
el o mojes-

entall: him-
solf

|

a
old
Jg—
“Jollyl
How daro

cunoing
fox he

T

tickk vaica
from Lho
doorway ab
Thot me-
mant, and
Dr. Bireh-

: stalked
if.

Ho glared sevvidgely
the Fourth, _ e

“That's & nice respective way Lo speak
of your headmaster—1 don't think!" he
snorted. *“Seems to me you're asking
for a thick ear, .}'nlli,'!”- ;

“Nunno, not at all, sir!” said Jack
Jolly hastily. ;

“Well, you're going on ithe right wuy

ta pet one, anyway! Hallo! What the
thump=-— Yarooooo "

The Head broke off with a feendish
vell aa the French master suddenly
tugged at his vennerable beard, cavsing
him to swing round to Froggy's desk.

“¥illan!" eried Monsure Froggay,
ghoking his fist in tho faco of the
astonishied Head, “Swindler! At last
I 'ave found out ze trooth!' Give me
#za risa you "ave pinched from e, or I
vill give you ze punch on ze boke ™

Dr. Birchemsil's dilo went suddenly
white.

“Nob so loud, Fropgay, for
gako ' ho said horzely. *“ Look
sorry about that rize——"

“*And ovaire zo arroars, or T pive you
Tun mitag‘ swipe on za jaw!" hissed
Monsure Froggay. :

“0Oh, ecrikey! All in good time,
Froggay!” gasped Dr. Bivchemall,
placing a restrainmg hand on tha
epegaited forriner, “Tn tell you the
trooth, I've had to borrow the munny
for the time bging. but if you'll only
allow me time,  I'm' eggspecting a
postal-order—"

“Zo arrears, or & punch on ze boko--
vien I' asked Monsure IFropgay.

Tha Head . groaned.  Parting wilh
munny was like having a tooth out to

oodness'
erg, I'm

at the kﬂ.pti.l'.l. u-[ﬂ]

Dr. Birchemall. L
waa no good argewing the ftoss any

But Lie could see ib

L further. The French master was evvi-
- dently determined fo hava his . pound
Fof Hesh, =0 there was nothing else.to do

but to pay up and look plezzant. '

With a hevvy sigh Dr. Birchemall
plunged his hand into his trowsis pocket
and droo out a handful of silver coins,
all mixed vp with & weerd collection of
pee-tops, marbles, peeces of string, and
chunks of toffy. -

Slowly and reluektantly -he counted
out fiftcen shillingz, and handed that
sum to Monsurg Frcrg;]ga—:;, who axxzepted
it, with a beaming dile.

“Here yeuw- are, then, Lust you!™

1

.

growled the Head.
“Zank you, sir!” mermored the
French master. ™ Zis munny vill be ver'

useful in buying snails and frogs for my
au%pmm B
r. RBirchomall shuddared.

“Don't tell me what you're going te
buy with it, for Hevvan's sake!’ he
snapped. “Tt' quite bad cnuff to have
to pay you., without learamg that
munny which could ba wall spont on
doenutta ond jam-puffs is going to be
wasted on a lot of horrible snails end
frogpsl™

g lovely: suppaire!” mermered
Monsure Froggy, rolling his ayes. -

“{h, ratta!” growled Dr. Birchemall.
“Look here. Froggay, I'm displeased
with you.”

“Mong dew!” grinned the Fronch
master. “fat does pot mattaire!"

- “Duzzent it7? We'll sea about that!”
anorted the Head. "“Owing to your
mesn and mercenary natcher, Troggay,
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T'vo had to part with cash which would
hoava been useful to me'™ ; ;
“Oecl” eggelaimed Monsure
Froggey. *“ But ze munny was mine !
- *¥Yeas; and ‘it wolld havé been mine
if you hadn't nabbed it!” grunted the
‘Head.: * Az I say, Froggey, I'm dis
pleased with -you;:apd when I'm dis.

rFlm;aed, s time “for -mean, ~grasping, |-

ait

rog-cuting men like
‘toka notiss!” .
“ Mong dew!” :
“Jf esomething sudden and painiul
duzzent ha to you during the next
few hours I shall bo wery much sur-
» prised,” confinued the Head, with =
‘scowl, “For the prozzent I will'leave it
" at that, and bid you a very good day!”
With a sinnister, mocking smile on Lis
“dile, Dr. Birchemall  fuitted the Form.
room, leaving the Fourth 'buzzing wikh
*oppéitement, © &nd “Mbnsure IFroggay
-wondering, with 4 fecling of vague

vou to up and

"

revengoe wad Ii’kg'ifr.-' to take. . -

- alarm, what form the Heéad's threatened |-

o

; IIL.
ATER on in the day Jack Jolly

; ‘of the tread of hevvy hob.miled

hoots coming down the Fourth passidge.

A moment later Dr, Birchemall entered.
Ho nodded jenially to our heroes. -
“Good-afterncon, my boys!’ ho said.

’ “lej' ressom your seats, Thanks; 1

will 1" g ol :

- In re sa to an invitabion which

fiohady elsa herd, Dr. Birchewell helpod

Jimself to a jem-tart. Juck Jolly & Co.

—zat down- again, and  prosceded to wade

into the .remainder of the feast beiprc

the greedys 6ld buffor devoured the lot
“Myy I inhwire the reason for .this
unﬁg'gﬁyuclleﬂ houner, sir?” asked Morry

rogpeclively. .. . P .
il‘ﬁ': 'Héfd smiled—a slitely sinnister

smile, ;
“1 will tell you,” he repled, wipi

a smear of jam from his face. “ Esqa

roatier o? fget, I wand you junmiora to

I:m]pJni me preparo a booby-trap.”
€ -

Jolly & Co. :
Dr. Birchemal}! nodded. :
“You are more cxgeperienced in these

mattérs than -J am, and I rely on you

to give me the bennefit of your oggs-
perience, Savvy i ’ '

“My hat! - Rether upusial for a head.
master to indulge in such practisscs,
psntk it asked Jacl Jolly.

- The Head grinned,

. “Parhaps 1t is. Jolly, But this is not
the Grst time I have behaved m an
unusua! manner. ¥You see, I want to
mako that rotter Froggay sit up, and a
booby-trap strikes mo as an eggseilent
way of acheeving my object.””

“0Oh crikoy 1™

“You need have no fear of Monsure
reeking his venjonz on you afterwards,
boys,” went on the Head. " I—your
headmaster—will take ihe full responsi-
hility for the deed. Now,can I rely on
vour assistance?’ ; -

Jack Jolly & Co. grinned, As a
matter of fact, their simperthiss wore
mora with the Frenclh master than wilth
Dr. Birchemsll. But the opportunity of
fixing a booby-trap for a master,. with
no unhappy conzekwences to follow, did
not ocour every day, and they didn't
foel like letting it pass. .
. "Raly on us. We'll e vou through,
gir,” said Jack Jolly.

“Good egg! Let's get bizzy, then!”
satd the Head briskly, *“Pass the jam.
tarta. Jollv; they're simply prime!”

. Jack Jolly passed over ﬂ!;a Jast two
jem-tarts, and hurriedly covered up the

kP

& Co. were having tea in their |
study, when there was a sound |

booby-trap?”’ stuttered Jack |-
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rezk of tha Emb. Alter that tha chums
of the Fourth cheerfully fell to prepar-

ing & booby-ffap for Manstire By
fil:.., Bi:dﬁa;:n ‘s cunning 1ittle E i
 twinkled merkily -hs- Jack Jolly & éci

Tadled out soot from the chimley, dust
from tha coabshuttle,- tes-lgeves from
b tho tea-pot, ef seitera, ot.settera, --

“@d it, my bayst’ he encurridged
gleefully. - “ What “about” this jar ‘of
treaklé—won't ‘that give it a fAnishing
fouch?™ - ", 8 (e
“But we've only just-bought it from
the tuckshop, siv!” eggsclaimed Jack

ﬂﬂct!!}gm, zcre iz but vun answer ‘1o
you AL

“ What'a that?” chortled the Hend.

i | ehn]le_ugﬁrﬁpu to a #Huel to ze
deth I replied . Monsure Froggay. k
L'I‘izur. Head's- larfter came to 2 sudden
Fslop, . ; s

A What?™ he- yelled.

L ¥You 'ave insplt me, T amoansalt !

‘said “the " French .master. * “And 30,
Aoetaire Birchemall, I challenge yoii to

a ducl toze deth!™- P
The Head's face went garstly while,
aud his bopy neeze nocked together.

o

Jolly indignantiy. : o X
e Naver minids - it wasn't bought-with

my munoy I’ _retoried-the Head, and bt |-

calmly added t the ~evil

mixhire
By the time Jack Jolly & Co. had
added a libberal quantity of “water gnd.
red-ink, and mixed tho whola lot up in
‘a pail, they had prepared a trooly
.fearsum concoction. L M
“That will ‘do, I think,” said the
‘Hoad, rubbinig his hands with éatpisfac-
| tion. “Now I'want you boys to’ fx it
up for me in Monsure me%g study.
LI have just sent him down to the schesl
shop for two pennyworth of mixed fruit
dropd, so 1 Ruow he's out?’ %
Jack Jolly, & Co. nodded, and fol-
-lewed Dr, Birchemall out of the study.
Within fite minnits they had sux-
xeeded in ballancing the well-filled pail
| above : the door of the unsuspeckting
[ Fronth master’s rodm. i <
Bearcely had they finished their
handywork_ when the dellicate footprints
of Monsure Froggay became -oxdible in
the distance. .
“Quick] Let's conscal ourselves round
the corper of the passidge!” whispend
tho Head, and they all scrambled out
of the way, and took vp positions at
the end of the passidge.
A few seconds later Monsure Froggay,
his- mouth Inl! of . the Head's mxed
fruit drops, trotted on the scene. Bliss-
Aully unaware of what was waiting for
him, he stepped inte the study. Awnd
immejately after there wans a erash and
a wild howl.
Bwoooooozsh| :
M ¥arooooo ! Ooooooo } Grooooo i
Jack Jolly & Co. couldn't help larfing
at the commicel speetacle. In one
second Monsure Froggay had been con-
verted into & howling nigger minstrel.
As for Dr. Birchemall, he was farely
dubbled up with mirth. -
“Ya, ha, ha! That'll tcach the rotter
to demand arrears of pay I'" he chortled.
“ Just look at his fizzog, boys! Heo, ho,

[ .

‘:Ha, ha, ha!* vellnd Jack Jolly &

He' tmla'!!-:'fa tor

II'J

Ooosooch I gurgled Monsure Froggay.
“Vat fearful rottaire 'as commtted s
outragei” ’

Dr. Birchemall, grinning all aver his
dile, cayll ont of his place of comseal.
mont, -

“Here I am, Fropgay!"” hoe chucklaed.
“0Oh, my giddy aunt! You ovght to

ﬁai! your ﬁz;._ g god 4 o
onsure Froggay gow 1 IHRLUTO
fixed a terrifick

out of his eyes an
glare on his mu’periur.

“Mong dew!' he shreeked. “Yout”

“Littla me " grinned Dr. Birchemall.

“Yon feexed 21z trap for me!™ howled
tha Fronch master furiously.

The Head nodded calmly.

“T achknollidoes it, old beanl
get left? Ha, ha, ha!”

For a moment Monsure Froggay
laoked az if he was about to herl bim-
solf on the prinning headmaster. But
with an effort he rostrained himaelf.

Jevver

Co., wiping the tears of merryment |
“from. their syes.. :
“Groocoal Mong dew!  Helas!

_ “Yon silly asal Wae can't fight a ducl
=in-a-sivvilised country 1" he eggsclaimed.
“Hal! You are afradl . You
drcmblel” spoeered Monsure Froggay.
“ Meverzeless, ¥ imeist on a duel, - Yen
vill "ear from my second in ze morning.
Bong nuit¥* s .

:And- ‘with that the furious French
master stamped into his study, and
-alammed the door after him. i
_ Dr, Birchemiall jumped back only just
dn ‘time to aveid his nazal  organ heing
-tammed in thé door. - * T

“Norrow squeak that,” said Jack
Jolly, forgetling himsalf for the moment,
rand thumping the Head heastily on the
‘back.  As V've atways said, -sir, you will
peratzgt 1 'p-ﬂkmg' Tour nose - into
+iybble : ; =

“Jollyg.1” thundered Dr. Birehemall,
wheeling round sharply on tho kaptin of
the Fourth. ““What é% FOU-mean e
ractly by that insinewation? Take one
“thousand lines for dispertinepce, and
bring them t0 me in o liowt’s time. Do
vou here, boy®” ~ ° '
Y oyoyes, pix 1 stuttered Jack Jolly.
" The crowd of Fourth-Foriners was
about to disperse when Mr. Lickhoni,
the mastcr of the Fourth, camo’ whisk-
ing along the cortidor. * fies
| " Ah, Lickham,” said Dr. Birchemall,
stepping in the path of the Fourth Form
t master, “¥ want you lor a second—"
© “But I am in a terribul hurry, sir,™
 ventored Mr., Lickham, ||

“Hurry . or no,” roared Dr. Birche-
mall, “I want you for & second, Lick-

d
ham. sure Froggay has l::hnfianged
e to mi, ® duel to the deth. As you

are o m pad of mine, Licky, I chooze
[ you na second. ™ i
Mr. Lickham’s eves opencd wide.
“0Oh, yes' I’ he answered. * Bui—but
you mugh aggscuse me for o moment, eir,
*ve had an orjent phono call.™

- And Mr. Lickham rustled by. _
Dre. Birchemall was left staring at

Jack Jolly & Co. witha face from which

all traces of larfter hed now vanpished.
“Oh, grate pipl I seem to bave pub

‘my foot ih it now, boys, snd no mis-
o I he remarked dcjufully.

“But surely you'To not afraid of =

mecr Frenchmani'” asked Jack Jolly
skornfully. - '
“MNinno!  N-n-not. at all!” gasped

‘Tir. Birchemall. “I'm as b-b-brave as &
lion, T asgure you! Oh erikey! I must
zo and a.gnl‘glms poweriul branebox to,
thia prob at onca " - i .

S0 saying, the Head, feeling véry
sorry now that ho had comceeved the
brilliant notion of japing Monmure
Froggay, rushed off to his study.

And Jack Jolly & Co. vere left to
sprand the news throughout the length
and bredth of 8t. Bam’s that Monsure
Froggay had chall Dr. Birchemall
[ to a guel-a. dueal to the deth!

TOE EXD.

{There will Be another long laugh in
fext week's amunng yarn of St Sam’s,
entitied: “DR, BIRCHEMALL'R
DILEMMERI® If you mim if, ehumas,
you'll regret itl)

“Hay bien!" he said. “In zat case|

The Mioner Loninyt.—No. 1105,
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(Continued from paga 13}
dircctor stopped at the doof of Bunter's

wked it opea with & crash,
Come out hers, you fat giy!" he
roared,

room, and

Nﬁ 5 gl break into litt]
“I'm going to break you up into little
Pieces !’quﬂ.md Mr. Bchoote. * I'll give

]"D; ventrilogual stuntsl I sure will"”
3
Schoofz strode into the woo

In the bed was & recumbent figure,
completely concealed by the befelothes.

Mr. 8chootz halted at theo aide,
and flourished the stick.

“Gat up ! he roared. i

The figure in the bed did not stir.

“I'm talling you to hop out!” roared
Mr. Schootz. ™ ¥You hear me spup? Get
up and fake whet's coming to you!”

There was no movement from the re-
cumnbent ure in the bed. Harry
Whartog & Co. gathered round the door-
way, lobking in anxiously, M™Mr. Schootz
was in a towering rage, apnd he looked

as if he might do some serlons damage
with that big stick.

“You hopping out? bawled Mr.
Schoolz.

o reply.

Mr, Behootz lifted the etick, and took
aim at the figura in the bed

“1 give you one eccond to hop out,
voun Bunter !”

But there was no answer, and no
movement, and Mr. Bchootz brought
down the stick with a terrific swipe.

Ly A

e juniors expected to hegr a v
that wonld almost lift tho roof of the
old Mexican rancho,

But thore was no sound. =

“My hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

Mr, Hohootz swiped again.

Whaek!'

. Still no sound! The juniors glared on
in wonder, Buriter was given to making
a greab deal of noise over a little

g. It was amazing to seo him

Iying” ‘coundless after those two terrifio
awipes.
“Clarry mé home to die!™ gasped Mr.-
Schootz. :
Ha and

] rasped the bedclothes,
dra‘ﬁﬁf them off. :
" crikey |” gasped Bob.

Mr, Schootz stared blankly at the bed.
]}Lmter was not there! The recumbent
figure that had looked like somebody
in the bed, wag compozed of pillows,
oushions, aud a folded overcoat.

“ZQearch ne!” gasped Mr, Schootz.

Ha, ha, hat"

" He—he—he ain't hero!”

“Ha, hn, ha!” yelled the juniors,
There was =ometh oentertaining—to
the spectators, at least—in Mr. Schootz's
expenditura of aﬂe::gav on that dummy
figure in Bunter's bed,

“Where's that gink?" roared Mr.
Schootz. : i .

He strode out of the room, fuming.
He stared into ev room that opened
on the gallery. DBut Bunter was not to
be zeen. Billy Bunter had dizappesred.
_And so long as Mr. Schootz remained
in. his pmsent-mnnd& it heshoved Billy
fm:ﬁlrl to remein disappeared! And

e did!

THE Macrer Lriny,~No. 1,105

Bunter did not emerge, Mr,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
' In Hiding ]

£t OU, Wharton.”
Y “Yes; Mr. Van Duck.”
“You're wanted — Mr.
. Schootz’s office.” '

:Enigh M . .

Harry Whartonsfheo was rather grim,
a3 he made his way to the Parfection
director’s office, after ten. He was ex-
pocting o far from pleasant interview
with Mr. Schootz, i

The dircctor looked. far
pleasant, as the junior entered.

“You been chewing the rag? he
domanded accusingly.

®If you mean that stuff in the paper
this morning—" eaid Harry, secifing
his lips, i

“1 mean jest that!”

“You've no right to ask such =
question, then.” ; '

“What?" boomed Mr. Schootz,

" fa said nothing—it was understood
that 1 should say nothing., I you think
I'm a fellow that can't keep faith, the
sooneér 1 get away from this show the
better,” enid Harry. .

“Oh, don't go off on your ear,”
enapped Mr. Schootz. *Thera's a nigger
in the woodpile somewhere. You can
ged that! Polk allows that vou've been
bragging around of what you've done.”

“Polk's. a fool and & blackguard,™
answered Wharton.

“Wha-a-at "

“A fool and a blackguard

Mr. Schootz stared at tho Groyiriars
junior thunderously. Then his plump

alr:al‘hmka into & tm'l _—

‘I puess you ain't & long way o a
mark, kid,” he said. *But that's
neither here nor there. The show was
given swayv—and Polk fGgures that it
was yvou swanking about taking on his
stunts. He's as mad as a hornet about
it, On top of that, that fat %‘IIII{ pulled
his leg on ths telephone. That's how
he ceme to-break out like 1 hear he did
ay. 1 reckon he made a big boob

o doubt about that,” said Harry

from

Li=]
f oo
(==

Aryly.

‘lﬁfv you say you ain"t chowed the rag,
I believe you,” said Mr., tz, more
amiddly, “Thera's a ni in the

i ut I allow you ain’t that
mg?am olk won't believe you—"
don't care two straws what Br,
Polk believes or doesn't believe,”
answered Harry.
“But it'a a goldarned
growled Mr. Schoota. ™ nel s sure gone
off at the deep end, I been to the
Ledger offico, but they ain't letting on
whera they got the noos, I guess epme
jay has been-talking! Them newspaper
uys are like tigers after a story id
shove in their papers. Still, I've fixed
it. It's contradicted all right.'
Wharton looked at him, .
. "I've fixed it with the paper,"” said
AMr. Schootz. *The later editions will
contdin an cxplanation and an apﬂinﬁy.
It's run me into mrﬂttjr figure, too.
Wharton had nothing to say to that.

wobdptle,

mush-up,”

rr

“Money talks!”  explained Mr
Rehoota. '

~ "I've no doubt it does” said
Wharton, without adding what he

thought of the transaction. It was not
his business fto criticize the director.
“There's 2 lot of guys in Hollywood,
glad of a chance to dig at Polk”
grunted Mr. Bchootz. “He's got a way
of putting & guy's back up, he sura has.
HuE I've fixed it, and if vou hold vour
tongue, there won’t be any more of it
I reckon Polk will come round. He
generelly climbs down alter blowing
off his mouth a piece. I suppose you're
feeling rather rad with him?" The
director eyed Wharton suspiciously,

- Polk’s made & point of that, and

"1 dislike him," answered Harry.
“But I don't wank any more trouble
with him, if that’s what you mean, Mr.
Schootz.” .

“That’s jest what I mean.”

Mr. Schootz paused.

“Leok here, kid, 'l put it plain.
Some jay has talked too much, and a
newspaper guy has got hold of it. That's
wazshed out mow, But it’s in your hands
to blow the whole thing. Polk figures
tI;a.t you're set on doing if, to apite
him, He Egures that you want to make
& big noise by telling the world that
you've played his part, when he funked
it. That's what gels hm_%qst g0 sure.”

“I'va said no hing, and I shall E&Y
nothing,”  exelaimed Wharton, im-
patiently. “If you can’t trust me, T'd
rather clear off and have nothing more
to do with this show."” -

“You ain’t clearing off, till we've
finished the big film, bo,"” answered Afr.
Sohootz. *“ But there won't be any more
*Lord of the Desert* stunts for: vou.
1"'3
had to agres,”

Wh&rtﬁ-n::;ﬁip curled.

“Mr. Polk necdn’t have tronbled him-
gelf about that,” he said. “Nothing
would induce mo to play his part for
him again. T'm quite as fed up with
Mr. Polk na he can be with me."”

“Let it drop, then,” said Mr. Schootz.
“Polk will comv round, when he Fnds
that there's nothing more said. He'll
be all right in & fow days. 1 guess P've
had to hamour him het{:-m. ¥on ean
baat it."

F’,‘FE]‘FH‘TM to the dm;{.{ ;

at gink Bunter turned up wet®™
asked Mr, Schootz, P Fh

X haven't setm him |

“I -guess he'll turn up at bed-time,”
eald Mr, Schootz darkly. “Y'm sure
going to beat him up to th

the queen’s
tastel I sure am! Tell him so if you
gen him 1"

Wharton left the director's office.
Evitdently Mr. Schookz’s wrath had not
ﬂm]t:&%, so far as Billy Bunter was con-
carndtl, '

But Banter was nob scen again that
evening,

He oven missed a meal. |

That he was hidden somewhere about
the ranche was ceriain, so the juniors
were not anxious on his acoount, In the
rambling old building there wers & soors
of places whore the fat junior might -
have kept out of sight, .

At bed-time, nothing had been seen of
Bunter. :

It was not till the juniors went to bad,
and Harry Wharton went to his room,
that anything was scen of him.

. Wharton turned on the electrio light
in his room, and shut the door on the
gallary.

Then, vs he sat on the edge of the bed
to J..nka off his !:n-cnr.:nm,ir he gavo & juing.

1 say, old chai;:r{’

* Wha-a-at—" gaspod Wharton,

He jumped up.

From underneath the bed, o fat face
and a pair of big spectacles blinked ont
at him

';Et’ré m

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Taking Wharton’s Place !

ARRY WHARTON staroed
blankly at the fat face. o
Bunter blinked back at him"
auxiously,
“You fat idiot!™ gasped Wharton.
Dunter grinned.
; ‘;IDId I scare you?" he asked cheer-
ully.

old chap!” gasped Bunter,
me !*

-



EYERY
SATURDAY,

' THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

" You startled me, you fat asg!™

“Ha, he, hal” L

“Have you been hiding thero all the
time?"” demanded the captain of the
Remove, staring at the fat junior.

3ol ot oll the time,” said Bunter.
“1 got under the bed every time I heard
anybody coming along. See? I've been
in tha room all the time. Lucky I found
& box of chocolates——-"*

“Yow've scoffed my chocolates 1"

2 0h, really, Wharton! I suppose you
didn’t want ma to starva? 1 say, what
about secrounging some supper for mei"

“Nothing about it,” answered Harry.
“(Zet out and roll away to your own
room, you fat frapd.” ;

Bunter shook his head.

“No fear! I'm staying here.. Yﬂ-u
can go to my room, and I'll have yours,
old chap [

Buntor erawled ont from under the
bed and sat on it.

“Is Schootz still waxy?" he asked.

- "Yens, nsal™

“Think he's going to bs a beast if he
finds ma "

“Quite sure!” answered Wharton,
laughing. *1 believe he's imn loak
for you at bed-time, from what he says.”

“Well, he jolly well won't find me,”
gaid Bunter. “I'm staving here. You
can have my room. It's a much nicer
room than this. That's really why I'm
offering it to you."

“Fathead ¥

“You ses, Schootz will never suspect

we'va changed rooms,” explained Bun-
ter. “If he comes to room, he'ld
find you there. But he won'tl You
needn’t be afraid of that™

“Then why can't you go io your own
room 1"

“Well, he might, you know,” =said
Bunter cautiously. “I'm not taling any
risks. 1'd rather stay here."

“Fou eilly owll" growled Wharton.

“Oh, really, you know——"

“Get cut ™

“ Bhan't 1™ ]

“Look here, you silly chum W
“Oh, don't Jjaw!™ aai Bunter

peevishly, “I'm staying here. I'm not
g‘qill':g to be woke up hy old Schootz'a
gtick. :

“And suppese I'm woke vp by old
Schootz’s stick 7" demanded Wharton.

“He, ho, hol™

Apparently Eunter had already en-
visaged that possibility, and found it
amusing.

Wharton glared at him,

“You fat villain—"

*“On, really, Wharton! If you were
what I call a pal, you'd be scrounging
me eome supper, instead of jawing
there., I can tell you I'm jolly hungry.
Logk hers, if you Jdon't want my room,
- go and turn in with one of the other
follows. You can’t turn in here with
me. 1 want all the bedelothes, Don't
be salfish 1™

Wharton gave the Owl of the Remove
= long, long look. He was debating in
his mind whether to let Bunter have
his room, or to collar the fat Owl and
pitch him out neck and crop.

He decided on the farmer alternative,
and went along to the next room, which
was tenanted by Bob Cherry. Ewven had
not Bunter wanted all the bedcolothes,
ha would not have been inclined to turn
in with Bunter. The bods in the juniors’
rooms wera large enough to accom-
modate any two fellows of ordinary
dimensions: hut Buntor's dimensions
were far from ordinary. And Bunter's
snora was no small matter, at close
ruarters. )

20 Bunter was lelt in possecssion.

“ Benst ™ he remarked, no doubt by
way of thanka,

The Owl of the Remove turned®out

5
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the light and stretched bimself on the
bed. did not undress; he was keep-
ing ready to dodge in case the incensed
Mr. Schootz searched for him agsin.

About ten minutes later he heard a
heavy step on the gallery outside, and
the sound of a door opening.

Bunter grinned. :

Mr. 8Bchootz apparently had gone to
his room, expecting to find him there,
no doubt taking the big stick with him.

A few minates later voices came to

unter’s ears.

“That fat gink ain't gone to bed !
It was Mr. Schootz’s volce. “ You szeen
him anywhere, Van Ducki”

iE Nﬂp’a;”

*Dog-gona him [* .

Heovy footstepa again.

Mr.. Schootz was gone,

Whether the angry dircctor was likely
to pay another visit later to his room,
Bunter did not know. But he knew that
he was not taking the risk.

_?u laid his head agapin on Wharton's
pillow and closad his eyes. In a few
minutes more, Bynter was fast asleep,
and a sound like the rumble of distant
thunder echoed through the room.

Tha last light was extinguished in the
rancho; the last door had closed for the
night.

Midnight came and went, and all the
building was wrapped in slumber.

There was no waking eye to sce twa
shadowy Bgures that lurked ameong the
trees in the patie. The big iron gate
at the arched entrance of the rancho
was c¢losed and locked for the night.
But the old-fashioned lock on the gate
offered slight difficulties to the light
fingers that touched it in the darkness;
and the two shadowy intruders hﬂé
found no difficulty in penetrating into
the patio, the central courtyard.

There was no waking ear to hear the
stealthy footsteps that passed along tl{a
wooden gallery. :

The two dark figures stopped outside
the door of the room that bhelonged—or
had belonged—to Harry Wharton,

There they stood and listened. From
within came the sound of & resonant
snora. ' :

“T guess he's fast asleep, Diego
murmured Slick Wilsen, with a gnn.

“8i, si1"” grinmed Diego.

“ald on a spelll I reckom we want
to make sure. Polk =aid the seventh

door from the stops.”
“gj, i : ;
Tho Mexican waited while Slick

Wilson counted the doors once mora

from the wooden stepa. Ho rejoined the

H ; 5 a -
Exﬁtin 1" ha said. “This hera iz the
and it

ocom. Quiet !

' Ha Eqr{}pﬂd “over the door,
But he need
The sleeper

LI

opened to his touch.
Pglick gtepped in softly.

not have been go cautlous.

was not likely to awake.

44 I:IW !J!

A blanket was over his face, wmp}:iq-cl
round his head, Billy Bunter wriggled,

“1 -gay, you fellows! No larkst I
know it’s you, Bob Cherry, you beast!
Yow-ow-ow! Chuck it . =

But Bunter’s splutter ‘did not coma,
audibly from the folde of the blanket.
It was wound tighter round his head,
and then another was wound outside it
to make sure of his smlence. Then the
amazed Owl of the Reimove felt'a rope
passed round him and knotted, fasten-
mg him inside the roll of I;Iunh:ut.a,
rather like 8 mummy in its swathings,

Bunter gasped.

He was still under the impression that

this was some practical joke of thae
Jumniors,
“Ow! Beastsl! Lemme go! Ooocht”

The folds of the blankets drowned his
splutterings, Bunter felt himself lifted
from the bed,

“(Aosh! He sure weighs a whole heap

for a kid” muttered Slick Wilson,

51, st 1

“We got him ™

Bunter, wondering whether he was
gtill dreaming, felt himself ecarried
away. But he no longer supposed that
he was the vietim of a practieal joke.
He remembered the kidnappers!

Gomez, the leader of tho gang, was
in the prigzon hospital, but the rest of
the rom-runners were at large; and it
was borne in upon the fat nind of
Billy Bunter that he was in their hands
agamn. The Owl of the Remove did not
struggle, Terror held him spelibound
as ha was carried away into the night,

T

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Dead of Night ] _
YRON POLK stood in tho dark-
M ness beside o car that showed
no lights by the side of the
road under shadowy- trees.
Any late motorist who had the
spot on the coast road wonld have seen
nothing of the Perfection star, or his
auto. Both were -hidden from sgight
under the trees well off the road. Buf
at that late hour no car was likely to
ass; none had passed since Myron Polk
ﬁnd stood there watching, waiting fot
the return of his confederates from
Jack-Rabbit Canyon.
Polk’s faco was white, his eyes burn-
He was calm with a forced calm-

ing. : :

nezs; but inwardly he was see,thmﬁ with
excitement—passionate rage and hatred
mingled with half-suppressed fear.

Waiting id the darkness, he listened for
the footateps of the returning ruffians,
Hitherto, - in _wreaking his bitter
grudge against the Greyfriars party the
star ?mr] never ventu to step outside
the law, excepting by the hands of his
(Continued on fiext page.)

Within the room
tha darkness was
intensa. 'B'u.a.lji t'h?
teady sound O
:;mring ided the
two bootleg '

T wo g ark
shadows loomed in
the darkness over
Bunter.

He was dreams-
ing that he was
back in  the Re-
move dormitory at
Greyfrinrs, and
that a dormitor
spread was on. Ha

emilad in  his (71 2== __ 81 1]
sleap.
He awnkened

suddenly.

A thron
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paid agents, Ile had made that step
&t . : e

"@omez and his gang had been willing
enough to serve him—as willing as ‘they
wefe to supply him  with smuggled
bhootleg liquor. It was only & matter of
money to the lawloss rascals. But they
had fmiled again and again. And now
Gomez was & disabled prisoner, and the
rest of the gang had scuttled out of the
Hanta Monica hills to find a new hiding-

place. . .
Polk had realised at last that if ha was
to carry out his pur he bad to carry
it out himself, and he bad mado up his
mind to it. But it was not only & reck-
leas hatred that inspired him now. His
profestional position was in jeopardy if
the truth came out regarding the
‘“gheikh # stunts that Harry Wharton
had performod in his place. The matter
wag already rumoured in the Hollywood
studips. . Tho film star, in his bitter
tedlousy and hatred, had no doubt that
the sthoolboy fully intoended to claim
the —eraedit of what he had done—to
“tall the world ' %_]I.]":.Ehﬂut- it. ﬂnllf:;. tgg
roany peopld in vwood wou
glad ta hear such a story and make the
mast of it. :

In his black and bitter suspicion, it
seemed to the star ghat the whole thciygf
had been prearranged; that the school-
boy, with a cunning beyond his years,
hag made a gull of him,

He had becn, as he expressed it,
“played for o sucker.” He had sliowed
the boy to take his placs, belicving that
he could never {at away with the dan-
garous stunts. Wharton hed got away
with them—intending all along to shout
out from the houset what he had
done, He had been making vse of Polk;
him as & cunning schemar might

using schen

use any mug! Schootz, in his keenness
for “realism ™ in the pictures, had-been
s party to it “

That wae the belief fixed in-the bitter
mind of the star; and the paragraph in
the Los Angeles “Film Ledger’ bad
banished all doubt on the subject.

Like a simple *“jasper,” ho had
allowed the boy to eut the ground from
under his feet. : :

ThHa-Los Angoles reporter had tald
hiz reéhders that & “new star ™' was abonk
to burst'on the film firmament. '

" Polk ground his teoth over that
phrase, . %1{3 had been made use of as &
stepping-stone for an ambitious aspirant
t;jiﬁlm fame. Thgr::e was' no doubt in

5
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his jealous, suspicious mind. If he had
hated the boy before for outdoing him,
humiliating him, sod wounding his

vanity, his hatred rad now become an -
ungoverneble passion when he looked

aon the schoolboy as & rival in his own
profession—and a rival who had con-
ningly made use of him.

There were footsteps in the shadows
on tha road. ' '
. Polk caught his breath.

Two shadowy figures loomed under
the trees, carrying between tham s silent
form rolled aod roped in blankets.

“You've got himi"

IE.E"U.I_'a !?? -
FPalk peered at the eilent, wrapped
C&. '

“¥ou've made no mistake! You'ro
sure—"' he muttered.

Slick Wilson grunted.

“If there's any mistake, it's yourn!
he answered. *“ ¥You told us the seventh
door from thoe steps on the gallery——"'

“That's right! That ia Wharton's
room, muttered Polk. “I made sure
of it; there's no mistake about that."

“"Well, we'we got him 1"

FPolk's eyes gleamed. His look was
glﬂﬁtmg as it dwelt on the swathed

gure,

“Thare was no alarm?”’ he asked.
Another grunt from the bootleggers.

“Jure not! 1 guesa any kid could
have got that lock open on the rancho;
and the rest was pie! We only had to
walk to the room. ‘I you was sure “of
the roopm—""

“Yes, vea! And no one wo %

Courso not!” growled Slick. " Think
we called cut that we was visiting? He
won't be missed tll. morning."”

Palk laughed eavagely.

“They can miss him then! They ean
find him then! Take him down to the
beach.”

“Get an eyo on the road fusk. We
don’t want to bo seen,” grunted 8lick.
“This here is a bit mora dangerous
than bootlegging whisky.”

“No busifiess of yours ™ snarled Polk
“¥You'll be paid ™

“Eerrect " said Slick. “But I ain't
looking -for ten years in the pen. Keep
an &ye on the road aforo we gross.”

Polk etopped out of the trees and
scanned the road—to the west towards
Jack-Rabbit Canyon, to the east towards
Banta Monica and Hollywood. Thare
was & faint glimmer of starlight on the
road, the terraced shore below, apd the
Pacifie rolling in the distance. Not a
sound, or sign of life; no gleam of &
car's headlights either wav,

“0.K. 1" he breathed. *Quick!”

. The two ruffians tramped across the
road bedring their heavy burden,

From the road thera was a sories of
terraces down to tha sea. . The hoot-
leggers tramped down by a rugged,
winding path. ; .

FPolk followed them. : :

In & foew minutes darkness swallowed

them, . 3 ;
They were heading for the gully that
ave RCOBSS

gplit the range of chiffs and

to the beach. There lay the Little cove,
whero tho rum-runners had been wont
to land their cargo . of smuggled
gpirits. Bince the discovery of the
smuggling the cove had no longer been
used hy the bootlegging gang, The
nefarious business was being carried on

Dark, silent, ut.terli; doserted, lay the
gully in the cliffs as the rofians tramped
down the rugged path, the Perfection
star following.

It was pot till they were out of aight
of the road that s shadow stirred under
the trees and & fgure emerged into the
faint starlight. -

The pale gleam of the stars glim.
mered on & sharp nose, a pair of kecn
eyes, and & square, aggressive chin.

But only for a moment. Then Mr.
Carter wvanizshed iote the shadows,
noiselessly following the three rascals
who tramped down the gully to the
shore.

Mr. Carter’s superintendent had
scornfully told him to take s holiday.
Mr. Carter was putting hiz holiday to
good use, :

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !

1 ERE!" whispered Polk.
H The bootleggers stopped.
There was little need to
whisper; the bedch was
utterly deserted. No sound broke the
stillness of the night, save the murmur
of the Pacific on tho shore. It was the
stealthy instinet of fear and erime that
made Myron Polk eink his voice.
T:I:na swathed figure was laid on the
sand.
Polk glansed furtively round.
A lonelier spot could iardl hava heen
chozen on all the ¢oast ug Southern
California. !

The oliffa shut in the beach from the
land; tall, towering clifis; only bere
and there accessible to a climber.

At low tide thers was & wide stri
of beach under- the oliffs. At hig
tide the water washed tha eoliffs and
surged into the lower end of the gully.
At the f;:-rmm:rd: moment gbout o ﬁﬁmll
yards of the sandy beach remained un-
covered, The tide was coming in.

a fitful gleam of starlight broke
the darkness, All was shadow and
gloom.

_ Polk stood for some moments, look-
ing round him, as if fearful of what
the shadows might hide. . :

Hore and there, jutting out of the
sand, were great rocks, strewn with
seaweed. are was covar for -a
hundred watchers, had aoy besn at
hand. But all was silent and still.

Blick Wilson grunted impatienfly,
and the Mexican gave a sardonie grin.
The half-suppressed fear of the flm
actor amusad the two hardened ruffians.
They had only contempt for a man who
had the wickedness but. lacked the
nerve to deal in erime. -

“Waali” ﬁiﬁmﬂd Slick- at last.

Polk breat hard.

His eyes were fixed gloatingly én the
atill re on the zand, silent in the
roped blankets,

There.wss no mercy in his heart. But
his fear of what ho was about to.do
made his hands tremble,

“You know what to dol™ ho mut-

tered Ehi-l:klg, “In ten minutes the tide
will covar him! But—""

“But I guess he ain’t going to be
found like that when the mea washes
him up!” grinned 8lick. “We ain't
geing to tell the world about this here
stunt, Mr. Polk.”

"8, =il" grinned the Mexican,

“He won't be the first guy who's been
held with his head under ths sea, and
found srterwards without s mark on
him—f{ound drowned!” said the booi-
legger, with a hideous grin. “Thera
was & police guy -once who got too
cloge——" -

“Silenoa!” hissed Poll,

He did not want to liston to & tale of
erime, when the crime that he now
contemplated filled him with fear.

Blick Wilson grinned eontemptuously.

“Lond s hand, Diego!"

(1] Ei' Ei!ﬂ

Slick Wilson bent over tha swathad
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“ Will you let me have that bed, you haﬁsi_s 9 ma]:e:inﬂunter.
aroooooh !

swiping out at the Owl of the Remove.

figure on the sand, and jerked the
blankets locse from the hidden face.

Thero waz a wild howl.

"Yaroooh 1"

“Bhut up, you!l” growled the boot-
lcg‘ger savagely.

“Yargogh! Help! I say, you fellows!
Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow " yul]eci Billy Bun-
ter. “Yooop! Help!. Beb C
Wharton—Inky—help 1"

A rough hand over Bunter's mouth
silenced hio,

Folk gave a convulsive start.

. “That—that—" His voico was gasp-
mg, husky. *That is not Wharton I
lick Wilson stared at the fat faco
glinmering in the shadows, at the little
round eyes dilated with terror.

“Thunder, it sure ain'tl” he
stuttered.

The bootlegger savagely dragged the
blanket over the [at face again. Bun-
tar’s yell died away in a gasping
mumnble, ;

Polk trembled wilh rage.

“You fool--fool—fooll” he hissed.
“That ia not Wharton! I know that
volen—that Is the fat fool Bunter!”

“Bure!” said Blick. "“We had that
fnt gink onee, and he got away!
Search me ™

rry—

Bunter mumbled helplessly in  the
swathing hlankets.

“You fool!” Myron Polk choked
with rage. " You made a mistake after
all! ool—fool 1"

b | sa I ain't the fool here!™

snarled Blick,. *1 counted the daoora
twice, The greaser knows—"

“2i, g1!1" sald the Mexican, “It was
the right room—the eeventh from the
gtair—="

Pollk spat out a curse.

Y Then they must have changed rooms

—Satan  knows why! That is
Wharton I
Blick Wilson shrugged his shoulders.
“He's took the other guy’s place, and
I reckon he's got to go the way the
other guy was going!"

“81, al” grinned Diego.

nok

“Hold your tongue, you fopl—dog--
villain!™ = hissed Polk. “Do vou
think— Yaou hound, silenee!™ -

Slick scowled savagely.

“You reckon you'ro going to let the
fat gink mosey back to the location and
spill all he knows!" he sparled. :
* Polk panted. :

He pressed his hand to his brow. His
hatred of Wharton had become almest
an insang passion to the film star. But
he was ufterly incapable of adopting
Slick Wilson"s suggestion in regard to
Bunter. Bunter was nothing to him.
Ho included Bunter in his dishke of the
whola Greyfriars party—Dbut that was
all. Ho looked on him with <on-
temptuous disregard, Nothing would
have induced him to share in, or per-
mit, the cold blooded villainy of which
the hardened bootlepger wasz capable.

But he was at a losa, Never had a
wretched dabller in ¢rime beon so non-

lussed.

“It is but a life, senor!” murmured
the Mexican

“Hold your tongue, you greaser!”

Dicgo's black eyes glinted, but be
held his tongue, and shrugged his
shoulders contemptuously.

ho has scen nothing—

“ After all,
i Hﬂ

knows nothing!” muttered Polk.

knows nothing of my being bhere—>"
[N Basa w
“Zilence! Let me think! 1 tell you

he shall not be hort!"™ snarled Polk,
“Do you think I will stain my hands

T

** No, but I'll let you have the pillow ! * said Bob Cherry,
Bunter got the full foree of the pillow and sat down quite suddenly
on the floor with a bump. {Se: Chapter 16.)

with blood for that worthless fat fool?

Hold your tongue!™ .

The bootlegger snarled, and was silent,

A faint mumble ¢came from the folds
of the blankets, Bunter was wriggling
and squirming. Blick Wilson hieﬁad at
the bundle of blankets, and there was a
suppressed 3a§§.- ana the Owl of the
Romove lay sti f

Polk etood in hurried, troubled, en-
raged thought—nonplussed. It was not
Wharton whe had fallen inte his hands.
Some maddening freak of chance had
defeated him. harton, his hated
cnemy, was sull safe et the rancho—
Bunter, insignificant, & despised nobody,
lay there—ueeless to him, ‘& danger to
him. What was to be done? Had the
rum-runners still been haonting their
hidder: den in the Banta Monica hills,
the fat junior might have been taken
there & priremer. Bubt that den of
rascality wais deserted now, with the
police eombing the mountaina for boot-
legpers and bootleg liquor. There wea
only ono safe way of dispﬂain% of tha
fat fool who had so unexpectedly fallen
into his hands—and that was the way
suggested by Blick—that made TPolk
shudder with repulsion. That way waa
ian::nssibln: but what other way?

Waal?"” growled Slick. “Give it a
name, boss! I guess we got to be the
other side of Santa onice afore

dawn.” ]

“8i, sil” murmured Diego.

“Let him go I muttared Polk at last.
“7 will pet out of sight—he will not
know you in the dark—anyhow, he has
seen you before, when you seized him in
the hills. Let him go—start him run-
ning—I knew the fet fool: he will nok
stop even to look round ”

Tre Micker Lmrssr.—No. 1,105
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Blick gave a surly grunt,

“ Bafer to—"

*Confound you, hold your tongue!”
hissad Polk. *“Do you think T will let
you put my neck in the rope because you
have bungied! That fat fool can do us
no harm—I tell you, lot him go!”

“It's your say-so—you're paying!”
growled Slick, and he turped to the
bundle of biankets on the sand.

Myron Polk hurried up the beach and
backed inlo an embayment of the cliff.
Bunter was not to seo him—was to hava
ne suspicion that he had had any hand
in what had happened. Once the fat
junior had run, the coast would be clear.
It was & mile to Jack-Rabbit Canyon
from that spot, even if Dunter could
find his way 2t night: he would have
ample time to return to his car and
drive away to Hollywood hefore there
could be any alarm. Bunter, certainly,
was not hkely to make eny investiga-
ticna before he fled. Opes he was free,
the fat junior counld ba depended upon to
depart as fast ss his fat legs could
carry him. *

It was the casiest way out of the un-
oxpocted difficulty—the only way., in
fact, oxcept by a useless crime. Polk
drew back in the hollow of the tall cliff,
drew a silver flask from his pocket and
drank & decp draught ot bootleg liquor.

Hlick Wilzon, bending over the Owl of

thoa Remove, loosened the ropes and

jerked the blankets aside, grasped
untar by the shoulders, and awung him

to his foet, his face towards the gully.
“Beat 11" he snarled,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr. Carter!
ILLY BUNTER gasped. _
B ‘He stood unszieadily on his fab
little logs, terrificd almost ouk
of his podgy wits, and would
have fallen again Eut for the grasgp of
the brawny bootlegger on his shoulders
from behind.

Polk had disappeared; and Bunfer
did not evan know that the Perfection
star had been there. Diego hed drawn
back into the shadows Blick Wilson
stood behind Bunter sa ha held him.

“Yen hear me, you fat gink!” Hae
shook the Owl of the Remove. "You
want to bagt it out of this, and you want
to beat it quick. Yoo lock round afore
you quit, and you'll hear my gun. Got
that T

“Owl Yesl" gasped Bunter,

Hg blinked round him dizzily.

“I=I agy—r="
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“Beat it, you dog-goned geck 17
*1—I can't sop—"

“What?" :

o Without my epece!” gasped Bunter,
] e get my specs ! He fumbled in.
his  pocket for his gpectacie-vage, in
which he had plared his glasses befora

going to sleep on Wharton's bed at the
rancho.
“8Bearch me!” ejaculated Siick
1lson.
“Yarooh!™

A powerful kick on his ti trousers
starfed Bunter—without hiﬂ?ﬁm He
staggered forward. :

“You in sight when I count threo and
my gun talkr 1" growled Slick savagely.

; ! I"'m going! Yow("™ B

Br_l;liter tore away.

Without his spectacles, the Owl bl the
Remove wes in & difficulty. But he
dared oot stop & second, or & fraction
of a second,

He blinked round him as he ran,

Black lg!_tmst the night rose the tall
range of oliffs, split in one spot by ¢he
desp gully thet up to the terraced
shore. DBunier could see that, st lonst:
anl he knew whers he was now: he
had been down that gully before. That
was the way up to the road that ran
along the foot of the Santa Monica hills

way to safoty. Bunpter tore over
the sand that flew in showers from his
pounding feet and dashed into the gully.

It was a stecp path up: and Billw
Bunter was oo eprinter. . But he chnr%'l?d
up the r path breathlessly. 15
only thought was to get away from the
unknown rufffan: on the beach. Why
;ﬁﬁf had tet him go—why they had taken

m at gll—he could not imagine—
noither did be stop to think it cut. Al
he thought of was gotting away.

He left the beach behind and charged
up the rocky gully. From the chadows
) :?éd tn; du;!: figurs appeared.

There was a screcch of terror from
Bunter.

Terror lent him a desperate coursge.
Instead of stopping, he charged right
on at the man 1n his path.

Crash |

“¥arooogh!"

" Oh, gee-whiz [

Mr. Pater Carter went sprawling over
the rocks, nr?'luttarinm Bunter reeled
and fell, yelling.

“Yow-ow-ow! Help! I say,
fellows—— Yarooghl Help!
Murder! Yooop "

Mr. Carter sat up di:zil_z,

“Carry me home to dia [* he stuttered.

“Yarooogh! Help!™

The Los Angeles detective staggered
to his fect.

“Keoep off 1" shrieked Bunter, as the
shadowy figure approached him in tha
%ﬂf!‘t “Eeep off | Mercy! Yarooogh !

o P n

Fou
Fira!

' Dog-gone my cats, if it ain’t that fat
nk Bunter |” exclaimed Mr. Carter in
lank amerzement.

Ho {lashed the light of a pocket toreh
in Bunter's tat, terrifed fats. The Owl
of the Ramove vellad,

“Keep off | It wasn't me ! Yaroocogh !

“You dog-goned fat geck!™ growled
Mr. Carter. * Don’t yon know mef I'm
Carter—""

“Eh?

“Stow that rumpus, you ornery
gink [* gnapped Mr. Carter. “8ay, this -
surs ]g'eta my goat! I'm sure beat to &
frazzlo ™

“0Oh dear! Helpt Owl”

“8hut up, you geck!” hissed Mr.
Cartar, &0 ferociously that Bunter gave
& gasp of terror, and was silent,

@ Los Angeles detective stood star-
at him, perploxed, and listening.
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He was uiterly teken abeck by die-
covering Bunter there. A minuta mo
end the detective would have been
the besach, closing in on the three rascals
who held—as he firmly believed—Harry
Whartor & prizoner. Ha had lost sight
of them wiliFu picking his way cantions
~down the rocky gully, Mr, Carter ha
never been so gnrprized in his lifo as he
was when Billy Bunter charged up from
the béach and bowled him over,

From the beach camo a sound of foot-
atallLJEa grinding on the sand. Bunter's
vells had been heard far and wide.

Alick Wilson and Diego, realising that
someone wea &t hand, and haviog the
best of reasons for desicing to keep omt
of sight, were scuttling away along tho
Sh::!a to zeek another path up to the
o =

Mr. Cartor stooped and shook Bunter
by the shoulder.

i F 1Y

Wharfon ?"  thissed Mr.

7"  Bunter blinked at tha detec-
tive. Tt had dawned upon his fat brain
by this tima that this was not a foa,
but & friend. *I—I suppose he's in
hﬂ!‘?

“In bed 7" yapped Mr. Carter.

“I—1I suppose sa. Oh, dear| Ow!"

"‘-‘Eﬂan't hﬁ&i:ii thaﬂ !;ntda of those
guya?™ snappe r. Carter.

T0w! Mo 1 tvas Oh, crikey

“*Dog-gone it, if this ain't got me beat !
Mean to say it was yvou them two guys
brought along from the rancho?* hizzed
Mr., Carter.

“0h, dear! Yes. Owl™

- “Bearch mo! Then how did you geb

away "

“They let me go. Ow!”

“YLet you go?"” sald Mr. Carter
dazedly. "Thg)' brought you here and
Iet you go? Carry me home to die, if
this ain’t the elephant’s hind leg! I'm
sure beat to & frazalel™

“(Oh, dear! Oh, crikey! QOwl”

Mr. Carter hurried on down the gully.
lgamhafn&uﬂnteﬂ on t:I; cinching "' Myron

b, getti e goods ¥ on him,
as he a:prema&n?t—ca&bing the film

star fairly in the act. He had not
doubted for & moment that it was Horry
Wharton who was swathed in that
hundle of blankets, that he had glimpsed
under the trecs by the road {Thather
the junior was being taken down to the
heach to be ]plnﬂufg ﬂndmkud a kid-
napping vessel, or for a darher purpose,
Mtl:p éﬁrl‘.ar did mnot knaw. I:E ﬂ-ﬂ?:lﬁl
case, he was ready to interveme, gun

in hand, But this strenge turn of

cvents utterly perplexed him.

Ha :aacbedytha beach, ]

Slick Wilsan and Diego had vanished
in the dim distance already. ron
Polk, his heart throbbing with fear,
was crouched in the hollow of the cliff,
a score of yardas away., In the dim
starlight nothing met Mr. Carter's ayes
save the dim sands, and rocks, and the
washing ses, creeping closer and closer
to the clifia.  On the sea thers waz no
gign of » oraflt of any kind.

¢, Carter fumed under hie breath.

He was hopelessly perplexed and
irritated. Hanprﬂtutna:! to the gully at
Inst, where he found Billy Bunter gasp-
ing, where he had left him.

“Bay, vou gink, vou want to beat
it for Rsma,” ha g;ﬂwl d.

“I don’t know the way—""

. “E’h, shucks] Come with me, you
18y -

Bunter trailed wearily alter Mr.
Carter up the gul}y. On the road above,

t

the detective le him, and ter
plodded away for Jack-Rabbit. Mr.
Carter :tafked away in the opposite
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direction, the most ﬁumiad and per-

plexed man ‘in California 2t  that
moment.

It was not till the seas was washin
up to the cliffs that Myron Polk left
his_hiding-place and splashed through
shallow water back to the gully end
clambered up to the road. o 1t was
that had met Bunnter in the gully he
did not know, but he had a Haunting
terror of watching eyes. Someone had
been on the spot, by chance or dosign,
he knew that. H:g started at every
thadow ma he picked his way hack to
the road snd returned to the car hidden
under the trees there, He did not
breathe freely till he wae in the car,
racing down the dark road to Holly-

wood:
From the roadside Mr. OCarter

watched the car flash past and vanish
in the distance towards the Glm town.
He scowled savagely after it

e N

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Tale of Woe!

fimr SAY, you fellows—"
 Halle, halle, halla!™
““What the thump—-"
Dawn was breaking over Jack-

Rabbit Canyon and glimmering on the
patic of the old ranch-house.

!I-ilitllilljlll.l-lll-lllll'llll-lll'l (DL LELLELLLLE

Well done, Frederick Allan, of
303, Gt. Northern Road, Woodside,
Aberdeen, for sending in the
following Limrerick :

On the Alms Bunter wanted to be,

But it wasn't so easy, you see,
The Producer cried : ™" Say |
You fat, silly jay,

You look & born ic{iut tome!"”

Fred’s effort wins a usefnl
leather pocket wallet. What about
you having a shot at winning one,
chum ?

IR R R RN AN BRI R RN
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Harry Wharton and

Boly Cherey
awaokened simultaneously.

The door of the room opened from the
gallery and a fat figure stumbled in and
sat down on the bed,

Bunter was tired. His long tramp
back to the location had tired him.
Naturally, he sat down. His fatigne
and hia avoirdupois united to make him
sit down heavily, That was qguite
netural, Novertheless, it was stariling,
and rather painful for the fellow on
'é'rimau unfortunate fect Bunter plumped

Wi, 5

“I say——" gasped Bunter.

“What the thumﬂng thump 1" ex-
claimed - Harry W . “CGerroff !
Roll off! Oh, crumbs!”

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Gerroff 1" shrieked Wharton.
“¥You're squashing me! - You're laming
me! Gerroff 1M

Bunter, however, wazr too tired fo
move. If his Wﬁl%{ﬂ- was squashing the
axtremities of the captain of the
Remove, so mueh the worse for thoee
extremities. Bunter was there to sto

But ho did rot stop long, b
Cherry, an the farther side of the bed,
planted o pyjamaed knee in the middle
of Bunter's podgy back, and shoved,
Bunter gave-a yelp, a gesp, and rolled
off tho bed and landed on the floor,

“Owl DBedst] Wow!l”_ _

He sat up on the floor and remained
there. Hnﬂi Wharton glared at him,
while Bob Cherry grinned.

“¥You fat idiot]™
wn T eay, you fellows 1" groaned Bunter.
‘T'm worn out, I've been murdered

m&mﬂ
::Wha. a-at M
I mean nearly murdered,” groased
Bunter.
“Not quite?” asked Bob, sarcastic

E- 3’1-

“Nunno, Oh, dear! I s ol
fellows, I'm "I}H:'f well goin byichzstn
Hollywood, ¥t's not safe here, O,
jiminy |

B;'mem has been alter you!” 4sked

""Blow Schootz! No. Who cares for
Schootz | I I've been kidnapped,
and dra.ggeﬂ away by the hair uI; my
head, and mordered—that is, practically,
murdered! Oh dear—"

“You look j hvely for a chap
that's, boen semsolly hillod; vemachen
Bob Cherry. “Are you ﬁm” or your
ghost? T you're you, shut upl™ If
you rayour ghost, avaunt ™

“Beast! I say, you fellows, met out
of that bed, will you "

ffEh??l

“I want to turn in. 1'm not going
hack to Wharton's room. Those villains
n‘.:gh!: como there again. I'll take that
bed, if you fellows don'd mind.”

“ And suppose we do mind " prinned

Bob.

“1 hope you’re not gointg to ba selfish.
In fmh%% like EE?; llowa %o stay
:.lwﬂ:?_a.nd guard the door while I go fo

E:? : E’ip 1

*Otherwise, I shan't {eel safe, after
what's happened,” argued DBonter.
“T've had a fearful time. Eédnggg?ed,
drowned—I mean nearly d te
Iost, and assassinated. Oh, dear!™

“ Anything else?” asked Bob.

“If wyou don't bellave me—"

“Beliove you! My hat! Go back to
E?Td and. dresmn Bgain,” euggested Bob

SITY.

- “Y wasn't - dreami ‘you
hooted Bunter. “w’wga
W‘E‘Ilﬂﬁfﬂ rmm—-r-';r" L o
nd now you're Iving in my room,™
said Bob, Wl;jv oan't Eau ﬂhgqh in
for & bit and tell the jolly old truth?”

“¥You silly fathead! I mean I was
Iying, not lying 1" hooted Bunter. “I
wes lving on the bed, when they collared
me and bore me away-—a whole gang
of themm. They bore me—1"

*And now vou'ra hﬂring ma,” said
Bob, “You bet they dido't bore you
80 mﬂﬁhﬁﬂ:‘! sou bore me”

“I tell yon they bore me away
wrapped inlbla.nke.tai My head wg
Wra g

“Your head will be rnpt_ped again—
hard—if you dor't let a fellow go to
El?:! ]T;;Fhmteﬂ Bﬂitjhﬂ "B'asashnﬁ 1 i b1

got me down to the I;B.M
gasped Bunter, *“I tell you it hap-
peneds~it really didl Of course, I
waen't frightsned. You fellows would
have been. I eaid: *X defy you vils
laing "—just like that. And then—"

“Then you woke upi”

“No,” yelled Bunter, “Then they—
they let me go, and I—I came back.”

?&'r'lmt awful rotters!” oxclaimed
Bob indignantly.  “They might have
I:ay-t ou when th?'d ﬁgt you |"

“Why, you awful beast!” gasped
Bunter. “I had a frightful narrow
espape! You might have lost me!™

“No such ]unk%‘ Ta that all?* asked
Bob, “If you've done, for goodoess'
sake ﬂr:.r up and let a fellow go o

a]eog! :
“Huppose thoy come backi” howled
Bunter.
“0Oh, they won't! You won't have
Tre Maguner LisRary.—No. 1,105,
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the same nightmare twice over,” said

Bob comfortingly. ]
“It wasn't a nightmare, you silly

owl 1" shrieked unter.  *I say,
Wharton, old chap, vou believe me,

don’t youi™ ]
“Hardly,” said Harry, laughing.

“[io back to bed, ass [

"“It'a al! true!” wailed Bunter.

" Bow-wow |

“They got in, in the middle of the
night, and carried me off ! gasped
Buntar.. “I believe they were going to
chuck me in the sea, but they changed
their minds for some reason.'”

“ Afraid of making the Pacific over-
flow, pethaps,” suggosted Bob Cherry.

“ Boast [V )

Bunter picked himself up from the
Aoor.

“1'saw, yon fellows, I think you might
turn out and let ma have that bed.
There’s n sofs here you can sit on till
morning. I'd like you to stay awake
and keep watch.” '

“Hn, ha, hal” . .

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at. Will you let me have that bed, you
bansts?"” roared Bunter. :

“P'1 let you have the pillow,” said
Bob. - . K

And he 4id, with unerring anmn.

“Yarooogh{” .

Bunter got the pillow, and did not
sepm at all plegsed therewith. -He sat
down quite suddenly on the floor.

TOwi! Boast® :

Tha Owl of the Remove strugeled up,
goized the pillow, and returned it—hard.
Thera was @ roar from Beb Cherry oy he
c;u%'l;h it with hia fnee,

“Why. I—T'll—I'll—von
minuta till T get out—"

Bunter did not wait. ,

Heo departed hurriedly from the room,
slammed the door. and rolled along the
gallery. The patio glistened in the

wait =

light of early dawm, but no one was
sti-rnq? vet. Bunter blinked round him
uneasily, and scuttled into Johnny

Bull's room.’ Johnny was sleeping tho
sleep of the just, but he was suddenly
awakqned by a shake. He opened his
eyes and blinked in the dusk of the
roon.

“Groogh | What
—what—"

“1 say, Johnny, old chap——"* -

“You fat villain, wharrer you waking
me for?"

*I've been kidnapped-— Yarooogh
roared Buntaer, as Johnny Bull smote.
He staggpered away from the bedside.

“Now come back and have another!”
said Johnny Bull forociously.

£ Bﬂﬂﬁtln . .

Again - ‘Bunter made a hurried
departure. Johnny Bull settled down to
slesp once more. ' '

“0Of all tho unsympathetic beasts—"
gasped Bunter, as he rolled out into the
gallery. -

He did not seek any mora of the
junmioes. It was only foo clear that
there was no sympathy going. A fear
that tho kidnappers might return kept
him from p;ninp: back to. Wharton's
room. A lingering dread of Mr.
Schootz kept him from going to his

Wharrer marrer?

own. He trailed dismally up and down
the gallery for some time, and at last
sat down on & bench to rest, and in a

few minptes nodded off to sleep there.
Once asleep, the Owl of the Remove
waz not likely to wake.

He was fast asleop and snoring when
Mr. Rigg Schootz turned out and took a

" walk in the patio before breakfast. The

eound of a deep and reionant snore from
tho wooden gallery caught his ears.

Me. Schootz stared up and sighted
Buntar. He -glared. Then he went to
fetch o big stick.
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Here's a varn which will delight
all * Magnetites™ tor it features

Harry Wharton & Co., and Alonzo

Todd. Full of laughsand exciting

gituations, this topping yarn shows

Frank Richard{s at the top of his
orm.

Two Good Stories That Wil’ Please You, Chums!

“THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY."”

MONTE CARLO!"
A long complete story of the

famous chums of 5t. Jims—Tom
Merry & Co. It's & yarn of Al
quality and will be voted one of
Martin Clifford’s very best, Don't
miss it, chums, whatever vou dol
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er. Bunter awakened suddenly. He
awakened with a grasp on his collar.
“0h! Ow! Help! Murder!™ roared

Bunter., “Keep off! 1 say, wvou Eel-
lows, they've got me apainl halp 1
Whaek! Whapck| Whack!

“1 guess this is where you get what's
coming to vou, you fat gink|” roared
Mer. Bchootz.

“¥aroooch! Help! Fire! Kid-
oappers ™ bawled Bunter.

Whack1 Whaek!] Whack!

“Yow-ow-ow! Why, it’s the old beast
Schootz 1" pasped Bunter. "I say—

Yow.ow! Leggo! Yooop! I've been
kidnapped{ Yarooh! Help!”
Whack! Whack! Wh ! Whackl

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-0w 1"

“There ! gasped Mr, Schootz. I
guess that will put wise about play-
ing tricks on my telephone! What?”

Y owW-0W-OW-0W-Wo0 b

Mr: Schootz tucked his stick under his
aerm, and descended the steps into the
patio, feeling better. He was satisfied
now,

Bunter was not fesling better, He
was not feeling satisfiad, But in an im-
perfect world it is impossible for every-
body to be pleased.

THE SBIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Perll of the Night !
H ARRY TWHARTON & CO.

smiled.

Billy Bunter scowled.

The morning's work on the
location was over, and the Famoune Five,
heing at leisura, had given a3 hearing to
Bunter's story. They had listened to
his tale of woe.

Unfortunately, Billy Bunter told the
tale with his usual exaggerations and
disregard for veracity. Billy Bunter
could stick to anvthing but the truth.

That Bunter had had a severe attack
of nightmare, and imagined the whole
thing, the juniors took as & matter of
course. In fact, the proceedings of the
kidnappers, as Bunter described them,
seemed rother inexplicable, if true.
They had taken the troubla fo_root
Bunter out from the rancho, carried him
stealthily down to the beach, and let
him go agein, The whole Ermeedmg
seemed rather to resemble that of tho

. Duke of Vork who, with ten thounsand

moen, marched up a hill and then
marched down again. According to
Bunter. Mr, Cartor had bean on the
spot and could bear out his story. But
Me. Cartor was not at the location, and
could not be called as p witness; So the

. Groyfriars fellows took the liberty of
- regarding ' William George Bunter's
- gtory as simply one more of Bunfer's

varns—merely that, and nothing more.

It was in vain that Bunter added
more and more dotails to_ the story,
with a view to conviocing the doubting
Thomases. ' Every added detail only

. made the story seem more unlikely

than over. )
" Only Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh's
dugky face had & very thoughtful ex-
pression, and he did not smile.

“I may, yvou fellows, you ought fo
taka & fellow's word, you &know,” said
Bunter. “You know mel”

“We know vou too jolly welll®
grinned Bob Cherry. :

“(Oh, really, Chorry—"

“My esteemed chums,” murmured
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh, “the
esteemed marrative of the idiotic
Bunter 1z terrifically improbable.
But—" :

“Bgt rate!” said Jehnny Bull

“You don't mean to say that you
believe & word of it.”

“It was o nughimare, of course,” snid
Nugent. “Why the thump should they

bag Bunter and let him go againi”
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“They didl" howled
Bunter.

“And who were fthey,
anyhow?’ demanded the
Bounder,

*1 don't kmow! I'm mot
a oab, to sece in the darkl?
snapped Bunter. 1 hadn’t
my specs on, either. But I
knew the voice of one bof the
beasts. Tt was one of that
bootlegging gang.”

'* Bow-wow [

“They got-ma down on the
beach I'' hissed Bunter. “I
tell you, they did. I was
wrapped in the blankets. One
of them began poulling the
blankets off, and as soon as
he saw my faco he—"'

“Fainted?™ aszked BEob
Cherry.

‘IHﬂ-ﬂ-ﬂt lIJ L

“My esteemed snd ridien-
lous chumis,” ‘said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, "“the gata
of this absurd rancho was
found unlocked this morning.
I have inquirefully asked the
guestion.™

“Thers you are &~
claimed Bunter triuvmphontly.
~ “The beasts left it unlocked;

and it was unlecked when I
got back.” X

“"Left nnlocked over-night,
of m}urm,i" said Johony Bull.

”YEIL! ¥

“My ridiculous friends,”
murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur, "I have been
thinkfully reflecting on this
absurd matter, and it ccomrs
to my esteemed braan that
thera iz ons point you have
preposterously overlocked I

“Go ahead, Inky!" seid
Harry.
* “The excellent and exe-
crable Bunter was not in his
own room,” said the nabob.
"But for the terrific wrath
of tha honourable Schootz
and his absurd stick, the fat
and frabjous Bunter would
have been in his own room,
and then——"

“Well, what then1” grunted
Johnny Bull

“Then the esteomed and
absurd Wharton would have
been in the room which he ridiculously
gave up to Bunter.”

“Oh¥" exclaimed Harry.

“What difference does that make ™
asked Johnny.

Hurrea Jamest Ram Singh emiled.

“The oxecrable kidneppers bagged
tha esteemed Bunter in the dark: bat
they came to Wharton's room. It

u;llp-enrﬂ to my prepostercus mind that
they came there for the estimable
Wharton,”

“Oh!" repeated Wharton.

“My hat!" ejaculated Bob. “Of
pourse, YWharton would have been in
that room, but for Bunter's idiobio
gamas——" : :

“{h, really, Chorr nM

“But how the thump would they

know it _was . Wharton’s roomi”
démanded Johnny Bull.

“The honourable and dispusting
Polk may have told them, my ridicu-
]auaﬂ.hlnhnﬂjri" said the nabob gently.

Ei I" .

The Greyiriars fellows locked at ove
another,

- "'The estimable Bunter was collared
in the dark and rolled in the ridioulous
blankets,” said Hurres Jamszet Ram
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deep and resonant snore from the galle
and sighted Bunter.

e
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Them he g

Singh.. "It was not til! they bad him

on the absurd beach that they uncovered

his preposterous and ludicrous phyai-
ognomy."” .
Wharton's face paloed a little. .
“If [ had beon in the room—"" he
muttered.

“In that estecrned case you would not

ba here now, my excellent chum. They
let the absurd Bunter gg, because the
a wrong pli ﬁj_r tha ear.

ha.[ikfﬂt & ] Lok
thinkiully opine that that atcounts for
the esteemed milk  in the ridiculous

coconubl” | | . 3
Wharton set hia lips. He understood h
nOOwW.
“That villain Polk! They came for
me—and they got that fat idiot by
mistake because be'd bhagged my

Tﬂﬂﬂl_"
“ Exactfully.”

Bolk Cherry whistled. None of the
juniors had any doubt now. The wholo
thing was clear. '

Wharton breathed hard. What would
have happencd had he been in liis room
that night; had he been taken down to
the tide-swept beach? Was it kidnap-
ping that the stealthy scoundrels had
imtended, or—— Or had the wingz of

Mr. Schootz was about to take a walk in the patio before breakfast when the sound of a
caught his ears. The Milm-director stared round

d, and went and fetched 2 big stick.
(Seec Chapter 15.)

the Angel of Death passed him by thas
night, while he slept, unknowing ¥

There was a long silenco, *

It was broken by Billy Bunter,

“1 ey, you fellows! Perhaps you
believe me now—-=" ::1|

“Yon assl Dry up!” g
HT hike that1” said Bunter scornfully.
“T'd like to know which of you fellows
would hava. done what I did? Taking
a fellow's place and running His risks
for him! Something like a pal, if you
ask mel Not _tl;za.tgfl expect any grati-
tude!, T taks a fellow’s place,”and sava
im from fearful danger, at the Tizk of
my life, and all you fallows can say

ig—-=" :
i T ¥ .
And the fellows said it all together]
; TEE END, “

(Whatever you dog, chuma, don'd miss
the next mognificent yarn dealing wilh
the adventures of Harry Wharten & Co.
in Loz  Angeles, entitled: *“ALL
TPHREOUGH BUNITER!™ which will
appear in fnext week's dbumper tmve of
the MacrEr. I3 the treal of Lhe wesk,
chumal) - ‘s

Tre Miexer Leriny.—No, 1,105,
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START READING THIS BRILLIANT NEW DIRT-TRACK SERIAL TO-DAY. BOYS!

Suspicion ! i
THE proverbial sixth sense will

sometimes tell & man that he is

under scrutiny, and so 1E was

with “Tornadc ” Rossiter. For
all at once, without warning, he turned
his head. .

Jimmy Beresford encountered the dull
glint of Rossiter’s tinted goggles. They
concéaled the man's eyes, even as the
avistion mask concealed his face. What-
ever expression his  countenance
registered, it was not betrayed by this
enigma of the dirt tracks, this champion
arpund whom so much mystery was
WOVEI. i

Yet Jimmy could have eworn that
Rossiter started at sight of him and,
ceasing to tamper with the gauze ehield
around his engine, the man wheeled his
biks on to the track somewhat abruptly.

“Rossiter's riding ageinst . Ben
Stevenson in & match-race,” Ron
Connolly observed,  “It's to be the best
out of three rounds. But 1 expect
Roasiter will win the first two straight
off and make the third unnecessary.
Btovenson isn't in the samo
clasa,"

Jimmy Beresiord weaa
scarcely listening., He was
thinking of the suspicions that
had flashed upon him, He was
trying  td pauge the strongth  Meet
of that suspicion, dwelling on
tho facts that had prompted it. :

A black leather suit and a Volson
bike.

“ Ron,"” said Jimmy, “thore’s some-
thing I want to tell you. It's about
what happened the other night at dad’s
place. you know, dad reckoned the
thief was ofter the blueprint of your
invontion, and I think—I thiok I've got
an idea who the thief was. It may have
heen—DRossiter 1

“ Rossiter 1 Ron echioed the name in
blank astonishment, and then gaped at
his chom.

“There isn’t much to go on,” Jimmy
continued, “Only his track togs, and
the speed-iron he's riding, But just now,
when he looked round. 1t struck me he
seomed uneasy. Of course, it would be
med to make any accusation. The

Tae Maaxer L1arany,—No, 1,100, :
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hboklet that he was carrying., It waa a
copy of the " Dict Track News,” on sala
at Elsenham Park,

“Look at this,” he said, holding out
the paper. “It's an advertisement that
appears every week, and you can bet
that Hossiter gets a fat fee for putting
his nama to it."

Jimmy saw an action-photograph of &

If fortune does favour the brave there's
a packet of good luck coming to our
young speed merchant, Jimmy Beresford.
him on the dirt-track, boys!

rider on a speed-iron, and over ik, in
black type, was the announcement ;

5 Pornade ' Rossiter, the Mystcery
Man of the Speediwcans, Recormmends
- the Folson * Twin.""™

Jimmy said nothing, but he walched
Rossiter thoughtfully as the champion
circled the frack with Stevenson, coming
into the front straight for & Aying stort.
Both men opened up as they approached
the line, but from the fail of the
starter’s arm it was Rossiter’s race, and
ho won comfortably by forty yards.

Jimmy himself was due to appear on
the track again for Event Ne. 8, the
finzl of the Club Handicap, but in the
meantime his interest was centred on
Rossiter., It may have been the
voungster’s fancy, but the latter seemed

CARNEY ALLAN

connection’s so slight, And maybe I'm
deing the fellow an injustice.”™
Ron suddenly futtered the pages of a

to ovade him until the seventh ovent of
the propramme came round.

This was Round 2 of the maitch-race
between Hossiter and Stevenson, and
again Rossiter won.

Jimmy could have wished it other-
wise, for he had thought of turning
amateur sleuth and following Rossiter
after tha meeting. This was not to be,
however, unless Hosziter waited till tho
end, but it waas not likely, as he was
0ot entered for any other race.

Jimmy now wheeled his
bike on to the track and took
ug his position on the outer
edgo. The competitors for
the Club Final were limited to
four—the riders who had won
first and second places in the
two heats—and Jimmy had
changed into & red slip.

The others whe were ranged up in
line with him were three youngsters
whose names were & little more familiar
to the “fans™ than Jimmy's. Their
names were Summerton, Bellamy, and
Porking, and the former, winner of the
second heat, had covered the track in
a time equal to that made by Jimmy.

Jimmy forgot Rossiter in the tense
expectancy the moment before the
“%&h‘ﬂﬁ'." - -

o starter’s fla ulina.ﬂad him away.
Two seconds later Perking end Bellamy
wers shoved forward, and Summerton,
at scratch, was the last off the merk.

The exhaust-ports of the four bikes
blazed away their raucous challenge,
and under the roar of his own machine,
Jimmy heard the thunderous engine-notes
of the pursuing speed-irons. But Jimmy
was no looger the tentative, hesitant
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rider who had taken the first bend so
cautiously during his heat. He was
“warmed up” to
dashed for the corner at speed.

He shut off, and raked round tho
curve, slanpuming in  agdin at  wide

ttle a3 he swung on to the back
straight. Not one of his rivals had over-
taken him at the bend, but Bellamy
Eginmi the straight half a length behind

un, with a precarions skid. ise L

They stormed towards the second
curve, Jimmy holding hizs narrow lead
Bellamy fighting in vain tg pull level
with him. But behind the two of thom
was the threat of & challenge from
another quarter. Bummerton, the scratch
man, had threst past Perkins to take
third m%lme, and was going “all out ™
to catch up with the leaders.

Closs to the inner edge, Jimmy,
Bellamy, and Summerton wavered
round the second bend. Then came
Perkins, who, in a reckless attempt to
recover lost ground, launched his speed-
iron into the turn ¢t o speed top great
for him.

Perking' bike slashed across the curve
with the dirt spraying from its back
wheel m a neck-or-nothing sRid. High
up on the bend he came out of tgﬂ-
seddle as if catapulted, the machine
somersaulting amidst a cloud of dust,

Perking was Iuck:% to escape unhurt,
and, rising, he stumbled on to the turf,
whila the wreck of his speed-iron was
dragged off the track by two attendants.

Meanwhile, the other threa were
crossing the line for- the second lap.
When once more they hit the bend that
curved into the bacg-st.might, Bellamy
was still - short of Jimmy by half a
length. But Summerton was making the
;]?a.u: of them sensible of his challenge,
o

r he hed drawn to within & yard of
Bﬂllﬂ-mj'! :
Jimmy switched into the curve. The

cinders spurted from his rear wheel,
and he heard them yattle agaihst the
ﬂ:l.u:a shield round Bellamy’s enpgine.
e heard, too, the vicious blurting of
Summerton's exhaust-spouts as the
scratch man juggled with & “cot-gut ™
button on his handlebara. ;
Bummerton was still in the novice
clﬁi‘ but he had ambitions to imitate
the big men of the game, and the effect
of his eriment with the out-out was
to EH"E is back wheel round in a fear-
some broadside, ;
i;hwhe?i the trio fcamafut -01; tliarﬁ: bend
e cinder gprey from Jimmy's bike waa
still rattling on Bellamy's gauze shicld
—and Summerton was sevabbling into
tha straight dead level with the last
named. The soratch man's handlebars
were twisted hard round against the
tearing skid into which he had thrown
himeelf, and his foot was d!g%ing at tho

track in the apg:-mvad style. it was
more by Iuck than skill that he mastered
his_machine,

Jimmy realised that in Summerton
hea h & dangerous rival for the
honours of the race—one evén more
dangerous than Beollamy—and on the
second bend of the second lap the
youngster extended himself to the
utmost.

‘The tail of his machine whipped to
the side through the loosa dirt, and the
handle-bars seemed to wrench against
his gauntleted fista, Ha fnight for con-
trol, with the muscles of his forearmns
taking the strain. Ho know that he had
rushed the curve at too great a spead,
but to keep his lead against the reckless
and the meore experienced Jummorton
he had to take & chande.

Swmmmerton cama round in the same
wild way as before, and he swept past
Bellamy with front wheel twisted hard
round again to eontrol an ugly broad-
side. ut he did not sweep past
Jimmy, for the youngster mansped to

the game, and he.

© o disposition, ig ggﬂnfly albeor.

rotain first. place by his own desperate

i T o
Both " Jimmy and SurmméFteh swung

on ‘to the fromt straight in safety, and

it ‘was pow clear that the ‘Tace was tor
bo - settled  betweeh “thesn 4wf, .- fox .
Ballemy wea several lengths im arrears’

when he pushed out of the bend.

Throughout the-third lap Summerton
proszéd Jimmy {or the lead, forcing the
youngster to .take chance aftor chance
on the eurves. The two of them were
ridin
sp which was fo rdly for povices,
hutdfm: the two of them she luck held
oo, T

On the last bend of the last lap the
luck changed. Jimmy dash
turn and  instantly fell into a slashing
skid. Summerton, tearing after hlm,
attempted a broadside once more.

Summerton's back whesl was slung
towards the right as he lifted his finger
off the “out-out " for an instant, The
gpeed-iron heoled over, and Summerion
could not control it. Half-way round
the bend he came down. i

He was Hung clear, sliding through
the dirt on the point of his shoulder,
whila his bike went forward on ita side,
grinding, spiral foashion, elong the
track, '

The rear wheel of tho wreck swung
round and struck the tail of Jimmy's
machine. The Beresford *twin " took
a savage switch to the inner edgo of th
épeedway, and for an instant if seemed
as if Jimmy must crash as well. But
ho jerkéd at- the steering, and simul-
tancously he brought the steel toe-plate
of hia field boot into play.,” . -

The sparks leapt from under his foot
a3 the toe-plate scored through the
einders. His bike was swaying crazily,
but he managed to keep it upright, and
as ha scrabbled into the home streich
he gave 1t the throttle, in a final
ondeavour to straighten the mathine
by sheer motive-power.

The bike did not straighten, hawever,
for, with the exhaust stabbing fames,
the Beresford *“twin?® zigzagged from
sida to side. o .

The finishing line. was in front of
Jimmy, and the victory withihi his
Ermp if he could only fight on until he

ad erossed, A P

The youngster fought on, hiz hands
striving ageinst the steering, and Jimmy
wun.n%ut"tha back wheoel was slashing
round breadthwisa as the checked ffag
dropped for him, and next moment he
came down in a helter-skelter crash,
o N =

INTRODUCTION.

Jimpiy Beresford, a cheerful, affdefic youngser,
t.c-.iw;s ﬁ%ﬁduﬁ soul -.::tre 11; a{iﬁrhﬁm&frﬂﬁﬁn{r
Lo mpeed modor-cyeling, is o ordan
Bereaford, the Head of .ngesﬁ:rﬂ! ‘Moters. My,
EBereaford is considering the pians of a
mﬁ-ﬂf-r{.r{‘i!ﬂ enging threnled Fors Connolliy,
Jimmy's pal, whe, though a more el
g bR el A g S ML

(i kBT WD CflTg
A E‘ﬂmadg" Rogwiter, the

toifness dha 'l-"i-l'!'l.'-'rﬁ' 'EEF ¥
unbenten champion of the track, in the ross gw
hat evening o !
Ott, J!h:mf 18
either have

the Silver Armiet. T i
to an encounler with ks cousin Of
told by hiz drale father that ke will

1o taks 2 it 1 the worls or fend for -’u‘ﬁd_ﬁ
To @ I rd's . amdziment, Junmy
decides o do Lhe . with the guaranies from
his_father hat Eg he earns five Mundred pounds
o lwelve 1 , he wing a posflion in the
weorks al geven hundred and

SPONRTE T .

During the night the house i5 burpled, and. tha
safe rifled by o man in & Wack leather suil, who
is undoublediy aftsr the plans of Ron's in .

Jimmy does his best fo overcome the infricder,
bul ihe man gels away on ks molor-cycle, a
Volson mackine, Faced by he pect of
earning his own Hiving, J. " first thoughis
aré of dirt-brack racing, and ml;_r:f By Rop's
expert mechanioel : he a thrilling
novices” roce al the Elscnbam Speadioay.  Spen
ﬁrtﬁs finigh Jimmy eatches sight of * Tornads ™

cifer with hie om racar, and notiess with

& ﬁrﬁ that the man iz teearing a back leather
it G
(Nowo read o)

‘glow ifi-his v

wildly, taking the corpers at a
;s foolha

ed Info the

of the’

Jimmy pioked himself up Jazedly,
and marvelled to find that ho was ui-
harmed excopt for a bruize or two.© A
couple of attendants ran to his aid, but
he rwaved them away, and picked upn
his bike to wheel it towards the nite.
He was dimly conscious of & cerfain
amount of checring, and felt his bigod
h.I“'ﬁh“ pits he found Ron awaiting

im., | -

“A close eall, Jimmy!” Hon gaid
excitedly., '"Thera were times when I
thought Summerton had licked youl
But you pulled it off. Oh, boy, you
cegc_amhr did pull it -::f[]l:' et A

immy was grinmng happily, but a
Bt o his grin fagie&, for he saw

somethmyg that brought back “to mind
the a—ul;{.cr: that had concerned- him
before the race. :

" Rossiter hasn't gone, then,” hae
said,  “*That is his bike over there,
1sn't ity -

. And He pointed to & Volson speed-
1T,

4That's his bike all right,” Ron told
him, _“But BRossiter’s gone, neverthe-
less. He hea a al mechanic to take
cara of his maochine after overy t-
mg. And bere’s something that hE
interest you, Jimmy. I happen to knaow
that itez’s mechanio is 2 mon from
tha Volson Compseny’'s London depet.”

Jimmy's eyes narrowed thoughtiully,
and he was still iIn a pensive dood

L
JINMMY BERESFORD.

when he left the speedway with Ron.
But optside the gates of the big stadium
tha ﬁgq. an encounter that inter-
ru the trend of Jimmy's reflections.

cay nosed its way out of a “park,’”
and ap across the pavement n
front of the.twa youngsters, to allow
a string of tra ﬁ}dpa.-!s before swing-.
mg out into the road.

fb was o cream car with pale green
wings, sod behind the stecring-wheel
Jimimy recogonised hiz cousin.

“Hallo, Ottal” ha eaid cheerfully.
“Wondex what dad would think jf he
saw you at Elsonham Parl '’ e

The driver of the car statted at the
sound Jimmy's voice, and then his
sallow face became clouded with an
unpleasant expressron,

“1 anly came hare to make suro that
you had taken to the dirt-track” he
answered. “Your father heard a
rumous to that effect. He will be noge
ton pleased when I conbrm: the
rurmoun’

“Go mhead and confirm #t,” Jimmy
retorted.  “He wouldw't be any too

Trng Maeyer LIpRARY.—No, 1,105,
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pleased to- hear that 4 eaw this car of
yours at Elsenham Park before ever I
took up dict-track riding. Yoy know
dad’s opinion of s wayd”

Otto made no reply ¢o this, but
jammed the geardever of his car
savagely into *‘*AOret ¥ and swung out
into the roed. :

“Y fancy Cousin Otto im't fond of
me,” Jimmy observed $o Rop, as he
watched the big automobile, _

The youngster's tons was lighfearted
and oare-free, but it m not have
bean could he have foreseen the trend
of future events.

e —

“Mr, Brown ("

T was dusk whon Jimmy and Ron
: rgached tho “digs * which they now

shared, and thers Jimey found a
letter from his father. Ko yead™t
over e late tes in tho dinigg-room. -

The letter was munhad_. in “OOIiDOUS
terms, and ran thus:’

i ¥ ey informed teat gon fntend to
take wp divt-track roacing. If so, be
good enough to coll heve ot once.
At the same Hime gou might feil

Connolly I wish o sce bim CEPI-
ing his invention. While bluc-
print i3 in my possession N must

Hold myaelf responsible for ¥, but in
vigte of what happened the other
night I cannot aceept the responsi-
bility unless hic applies for o patent
immediately. You con tell him that,
at predent, I om hecping it coneealed
in my bed-room, in preference to
the safe . . "

Yimmy haoded the letter across to

I,

#It's from dad,” he explained. “He
wants to seo the two of us—you about
your invention, ma shout the career I've
chosen, I guess I'd rather be in your
shoes than my own, fur he's boynd to
cut itp rough.  Still, I supposs I'd better
go end have & word with him,”

Bon scanned the letter, taking par-
ticular mote-of that portion which con-
corned himself. .

“I'm only & mgchanie, no} a business
man,” he mused ruefully, “otherwise
I'd bave had tha spase to take out a
patent right at the start. But I'll come
along with you—now, if you like—and
tell your r]ng that I'll see about 43"

The two chums were mot dgstiped to
leave at once, howover, for § then
their landlady appeared andl nnnﬂu{nctﬂ
that & visitor had called to see “Mr.
Connolly.” )

The visitor was shown in, apd proved
tnﬁdh&]n lean. spare man, with a dark
and glittering eye.

He looked at Jimmy Beresford ques-
tioningly, but Ron hastily assured him
that, 1f thc metter was nothing very
private, he would prefer Jimimy to stay.

The lean man shrug and then
began. Jimmy deci that he liked
neither the visitor's dark and glittering
eye nor his manner of speech, which was
too smooth and suave, ' ]

“My name iz Brown,” the man said,
“and I em confidential seorctary to Mr.
Bernard Volson, of Volson Motors,”

Romn and Jimmy looked a$ each other
gquickly. :

. *Mr. Volson ia now at his home out-

gide Stepford, in the North,” the Jean
man went on. “Our works ame there,
vou. know. And Mr. Volson has
authoriced me to make you an offer for
your invention. We
poasibilities.™

“T'm afraid T can't enter into any-

‘neay

eel it hus big

Mr. Brown” Ron
answored, he invention is being con-
gidered in another quarter, you see.”
“By Gordon Beresford, beliove,”
said BMr. Brown. “ But ol courss, you
could cut short those negotiations.
Gordon Beresford has not had time to
go into the matter yet.” 3
“You seem to know & great deal—

negﬂtiatinnaf‘T

about effairs,” Ron told him, where-
upon Mr. Brown spread out his hands
axpressively.

~*“When we tricd to get in touch with

vou before,” he obsersed, *yon told us
enough o interest us. ..'i"n‘n;ly as for my
information regarding Gordon Beros-

ford—well, we make 1t our business to
know the movements of -our rivala.”

Jimmy fouched Ron-on the arm.

-“"¥ou leave the blne-print in ded’s
hands,” he advised.. "' You'll get o
better deal with him.”

Mr. Brown turned ‘on Jimmy. In a
moment his smoothness end his suave-
ere quite gone from him,

“What has this to do with you?” he
demanded angrily.

‘" Lots," said .ﬂmmg, in the coolest
tone imaginable. “ Ron Connolly ia my
chum.® And Gorden Beresford is—my
iather.: Afid I repeat that Bon Connolly

will get better treatment if he leaves the ZE3

blue-print whetre it i5.” ;

The eves of Mr. Brown seemed to
stnoulder.

“Aro you trying to make slanderous
reflections against ithe company I repres
sent, you young whelp?” he ground out
savagely.

“Not me!” said Jimmy. “But if you
start ealling me names there's liable to
boe trouble. In fact, the * young whelp®
iz liable o throw the Volson *represen-
tative ' out of that deor I”

Mr. Brown controlled himself, and
turned to Bon. '

“My business was with you,” he re-

sumed, in & woice that trémbled with-

rage. ' Are you prepared to ne[g;oh'pte_:
with us if I make & gencrous offer im-
mediately ¥

“No,” said Ron quictly, "The blue-
print remains with Mr. Beresford.”
. The man from the Volson Company
turned abruptly on his heel, and went to
the door.

“You will regret it,” he said, pausing
on the threshold, and next moment he
WAS pOne.

His departure was followed bit: a brief
silence, .and then Jimmy laid his hand
on Ron's Ehoulder

“Comos on!™ he said cheerfully.

- "We'll go and ges dad!™

The two chuma wem out into the hall
and slipped on their hats and coats.
There was & station not more than a
hundred yards away, uzed both for local
and main-line traffic, and they made
their way towards this.

As they turned a corner r few yards
from the diggings the two youngsiers
saw 8 car move away from the kerb,
and suddenly Jimmy gave an
exclamation, '

“Dtto’s car!™ "he said, 1In surprise.
“What the dickenz is he doing round
hare

It was s guestion that netthpr conld
answer, but Jimmy was still epeculating
over it when they caught their train.

Half an hour late: they alighted at
the outlying station that served the dis-
trict in which Gordon Beresford’s home
was situated. :

When they reached the house Otto's
car was drawn up in the drive, and
Jimmy gave a short laugh at sight of it.

“That blessed auto is haunting us,
Ron 1" ha declared.

Jimmy rang the front-door bell, and
it was answered in peraot by his father,
Only an elderly manservant “lived in,"”
and it appeared that this old fellow bhad
been called away earlior in the day a
the illness of a near relative,

Jimmy's father led the way to a small
study, - and hera tae two youngsters
found Otte. He nodded to them briefly
and then turned his back, with an air of
disinterest. . .

_Gordon  Beresford -was the first to
- Otte is going up-to Btepiord,” he

spid 40 Jimmy., “He is gmnf ko
negotiate for the purchase of a “ plant™
for. me up there, & “plant” that be-
longed to & firm whick the Volson
ﬁﬁpﬂla cryshed. - But he can stay to

er” what I have to say, and, youn
Ecrmm!Ig being your friend, I think %
can talk without restraint, Js it truo
you have taken to the dirt-tracks? If
g0, I disown you here and now!”

‘Look here, dad,” Jimmy put in,
standing ground, “when wa {alked about
my . earning that five-hundred in a

twelve-month, no conditions were laid
down. - And why . this in®ape prejudieca
inst the speedways, anyhow? Am I
right when I suggest that Beresford
otors aren't doing so well as they
might " ,
ordon Beresford's face purpled
vividly at the coolnesa of Jimmy's tone,
but he managed to contain himsalf.

" Well, supposing we aren't doing so
well a8 wa ought to,” he growled.
“What of it
" Listen,” said Jimmy. “Diré-tracks
have been opened all over the countey.
Twenty, thirty, end forty thousand
people attend cach of them regularly,
a big percentage of them being motor-
cyolista, “Tornado ”. Rossitor hrs been
winning all .along the line on 8 Volson,
and I'm willing to bet that the Volson
salaz ha.va'Fona up on tho etrength of
that. Steptord seems to be in vogue
just now, for on Baturday Rossiter is
riding. there for the Silver Pennant,
and it will be one more triumph for the
Voleon machine. But to-day I did a
littla in the way of bogsting the
Baresford “Twin"—"

Gordon Beresford cut in on his eon,
but his tone was no longer angry: It
was merely petnlant.

“Very wai?ﬂ he said, "go .ahead and

make your five-hundred any WAy you
like—T'Il stick to the bargain, -E_c:l.b
vou'll break your neck before you can
over earn that amount. What's more,
vou'll never convinee mo that the dipt-
tracks—"" .
. It was Gordon Beresford’s turn to ba
interrupted, but this time it was by o
sound in the room above, his own bed-
room—a sound thet a man might have
made in stumbling.

Gordon Beresford raised his head with
a atartk 1

“ What was that?" he demanded.

“Jennings, your manssrvant, I ex-
pect, uncle,” said Otta quietly.

“Jennings isn't here,” said the old
man, and then all at once he whesled
round. “The blue-print!” he stam-
mored. “And someone’s in my room!™

There was a stampede. Otto was the
first to reach the door, and the handle
rattled in his grasp.

“It's locked!” he announced, facing
the others, :

Junmy pushed past his father and
thrust Otto aside. _

“Btand clear!” hs ordered. “We'll
soon have the thing opened.™ i
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Brycing. himéeff up_.l Jimmy hurled
himsalf shoulder-foremost at the door.
There was a shoeck that seomed to

ccho all over the house, and it was
followed by hurried movemecnts in the
room above. | . :
..'The door bad not giver way, however,
though one of the-stout panels bore a
long crack, testifying to the impact of
Jimmy's twelvo stone.

The youngster drow back, and thia
timg ho used his foot, jamming his heel
with smashing force agsinzt the wood-
_ work pear the lock., | g

There was a splintering, and the door
burst open. .

Followed by his father, and Rop, and
with lass alacrity by Otte, Jimmy ran
out ints the hall and faced towards the
staire. Az ho looked up, he saw a dim
ficuré on the landing.

Old Gordon Heresford saw the figure,
too, and with an exclamation, ho started
up.the_staircase, Ron and Jimmy herd
on his heels. "

The man shove was jcady for them.
A heavy oak chest stood on the landing,
and. grasping this he lifted it on ils end
and shaved it toppling forward. Fho
chest hip the staire with a terrifie crash,
and then hurtled on to sweep Gordon
Beresford and Ron Connolly off their
i_:‘aet. Jimmy was knocked backword as

on thudded againgt him, but he saved
himself from fzﬁ]ing by n.lluiehmg at the
banisters.

Nexk moment the thief rushed past
him, cleared the sprawled forma of
Clordon Beresford and Raon, and dashed
on to the front door. .

*SBtop him!”? Jimmy velled to Otto.

But Ottn =eemed incapable of move-
ment, and o chill dravght scurried
through the hall. as the door waos
wrenched opern.

Jimmvy gavs chase alone, calling on
Otto to ook to Ron and his father. For
Raon was sprawling dazedly on the floor,
and Gordon Deresford waz lying with
tha oak chest half a-top of him.

From the porch Jimmy saw his man
scuttling through the gateway at. the
gnd of the drive, whoenee ha darted

across the rond and plunged through a
hedge at the other side.

Jimmy pelted after him, not only for
the mere satisfaction of capturing him,
but bedause. he had secn & familiar-
i?akéug envelope nlgtgh.gd in tho follow's

and.

Deyond the hedge was g feld, and as
Jimmy crashed through the twigs and
foliage, he picked out tho fipure of his

uarry in the gloom. The man was

woting 1t across - the meadow, and
Jimmy realised that he was making for
the railwey station. :

From the meadow a long strefch of
rail was wisihle, and there was a
gﬁruwm&}hundnr in the air. To the
right Jimmy saw the fushed, spark-
dappled smoke of an engine, and the
straight frieze of light from the
corriage windows of & passenger train.

He did his utmost to overtake the
fugitive  before he could reach the
station and the approaching train. But
the man could run, and with a fair
lead he broke through s hedge nt the
other side of the meadow, and dashed
inte the station entrance, even es tho
train panted to & standstill. alongside
the platform. -

Jimmy reached the station only a few
seconds sfter him, snd ho lﬂuﬂﬂ up at
the I;}lg:‘:ﬂn-hnlu of the booking-office.

“I'm after a man who came through
here just now,” the youngster gasped to

the clerk. “Did ho taka a ticketi"
“For Stepiord,” was the answer.
“¥ou'll have to hurry. The eight-

thirty don't stop more than a minute
here.™

Jimmy fAung down some maoney,
grabbed & ticket, and dashed throug
the barrier. The fugitive was no
longer in sight, and the train was
actuelly on the move before Jimmy
boarded it. :

It was s corridor frain, and, pausing
only a moment to recover his breath,
Jimmy started to moke his way alon
the swaying coach,. peering info cac
compartment as he did so. Then sll at
onca ‘he stopped, for he suddenly rTea-
lised the impulsiveness of the thing he
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Perkins® bike slashed across the curve in
a neck-or-nothing skid. High up on tha
bend he came oui of the saddle as it
catapulted, his machine somersaulting
amidst & cloud of dust. (See page 25.)

had done, and the senselessness of. the
thing he was doing now. Gl a
He bad cowght only the merest
glimpse of the thief, How was -he
going to pick him out of a train-load
of peopla? That man sitting there in
the corner—Jimmy regarded ong of the
Oﬁuypﬂ.l_ll;s of .4 first-claes compartmont—
that man might” be the [ugitive, for
ipstance, but how was he going to tel]?
It . was M‘}it'tt: juneturs that Jimmy
received a shodk, For the man in the
corner happened to lower a coat-collar
which ' partially concealed his features,
and to Jimmy was revealed the lean,
gaunt face ,EI the man called Brown.
Jimiriy’s first’ thought was to blunder
into the compartment and confront him;
but impulsivé as he was hé& had o
shrowd side to his nature. There wore
people in that compartment who might
tnke the part of .  Brown, if the
latter assumed an outraged and indig-
nant manner. The train officials, too—
they might take his part in the event
of & ¥scene.” At best they would refer
Jimmy to the police at the next stop, by
which timio Mr, Brown might be dun-
ning enoutgh to rid himself of the bluo

¥

print. . i

Then, again, it was possible—bapely
possible—that Mre. Drown's piresence on
the btrain was & mere coincidence.
Foolish and discomfited would Jimmy
logk if it were.sanother Velson agent
who -had played -the part of thicf, or if
if woera;not a Voleon sgent at sll,

" But in Jimmy's own mind, as he
drew back out of sight, there was very
little doubt.

Mr, Brown, Barnard Volzon's confliden.
tial scoretary—Bernard Volson’s private
residence, outeide Stepford—end. the
man who had stolen the blue print had
hauﬁht e ticket for Stepford!

Mr, Brow?t and the thief were ono
and the same; :

Jimmy took o seat in the rts
ment next door. As the train thun-
dered on through the night he had
ample timo to reflect on his course of
action. A strange young fellow he must
have seemed to the others who shared

Tie Maower Liananr.—Nn 1,105,
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