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FACING DEATH FOR THE FILMS!

A nerve-ting'ing intidant from this week’s long story of thi y!:'i.n'-.'. Chumas; whith Tealures ]!'1:‘“1'1.! Wharton
in thée role of A h H-r.h.



Our New “ Chat’’ Feature.
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Abwaps glad to hear from gou, chums,
address : The Editor, The '* Magnet ” Library, The Amalgamaled Press, Lid.,

CHfice, Do)

80, drop me a line lo the following

Fleetway Howuse, Farringdon Streef, London, E.C.d.

NOTE.—All Jokes and Limericks should be sent to c/o **Magner,"”
E.C.4 (Comp.).

e 1) you enjoy yourselves last week,
i) chums? I wonder how mmany of
you went away for the Easter
holidays? Anyway, whether you
went away, or whelher you staved at
lhome, I expect some of yvou will have
run up against some holiday experiences
worth relating. Don't forget that, as
I told you a little while age, I am
giving MagNET penknives in return for
brief account=-of interesting experiences.
I'm reminding you again this week,
hecause those experiences will still be
fresh in your minds. 8it down and
write them out before you forget them.

In any case, 1 hope you don’t run
up againgt an experience such as befell
one of our artists—who shall be name-
less]  He and a friend were on the
Continent, and they woent into a cafe
in the sailors’ quarter of a French port.
Now, this cafe was a kind of place which
Ilisher T. Fish would call “a tough
joint,” and ithe proprictor was used to
customers who “out up rough.” When
the bill was brought to our artist friend
ho found that he was decidedly over-
charged, and he told the proprictor
what he thought of him in the best
I'rench he could muster—whichi wasn't
much |

Now, on the Continent people don't
carry money as we do. Instead of coins
they Hhave notes, and the artist had
stowed away his notes in his hip-pocket.
Not getting any satisfaction from the
proprietor rnﬁnrding his overcharge, the
artist deeided to pay his bill, and felt
in his hip-pocket for his roll of notes.
That innocent action

Started the Ball Rolling !

The cafo proprietor, used to *tough
guys,” put our artist down as one of
them, and jumped to the conclusion that
he was going to put an end to the dis-
cussion by pu out a revolver,

“You fever saw a cafe empty so
quickly in all your life,” said the artist,
when he told me the tale. “The boss
yelled at the top of his voice: his wife
screamed ¢ Murder I’ and * Police I’ and
a jazz band ihat had been playing
dropped their instruments and made one
rush for the door, followed by the rest
of the customers.”

In a few minutes the whole street was
in an uproar, and the police dashed into
the cafe to give battle, as thought,
to the two desperate crimina Judge
of their astonishment when they found
two innocent artists sitting with
a roll of notes in their hands, wonder-
ing what the dickens the whole row was
about, The police had to be pacified,
of course, and it took our artists some
time to do it. But I don't think that
particular cafe proprietor will make a
practice of overcharging [English
touristz again.
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we  fellows ar Fleetway House have
(uite Lnished langhing at them vot !

THIS LIMERICK WINS A PRIZE!

Two lellows named Potter and Greene
With Coker can always be seen,

But when H. Coker rags
With a erowd of young [ags,

They murmur : ** We'rs goinz, o'd
bean 1 **
A leather pocket wallet has  Leen

awarded to : G. W. Porter, 20, Harleyford
Road, Vauxhall, 8.E. 11,

A Query About Radlum

comes from John Coxoun, of
houses. Is it dangorous? he asks.
certainly is!

Fenco-
1t
. Scientists who use only
the minutest guantities of radivi have
died anful eaths as o result of the
harmiul and invisible emanations which
come from redium. Radium is oane of
those things of which even scientists
have not yet discovered all the pro-
perties. It eures some diseases—and
causes others. But no doubt Lthe march
of science will seon discover perfectly
iﬂ.[?f methods of handling this dangerous
stult.

Have You Ever Seen a Mirage?

is the question which George Greenly,
of Redruth, asks me, As a matter of
fact, I have, g0 T can tell George some-
thing about it. I was cruising once off
the north-west coast of Norway, well up
within the Arctic Cirele, when we
sighted a ship, We were eruising to-

ﬂgnuma

| wards it, but we seemed to be a

of a long time in reaching it, and as
we progressed, to our amazement the
ship mounted slowly but surely into the
air. Then suddenly we saw another
ship underneath it, but upside down!
It was a double mirage.

| Eventually the actual ship came into

sight, and we then had the unique ex-
perience of seeing the zame ship three
times—once in actuality and twice in
the mirage, Mirages are caused the
atmosphere, and are not confined, as
most people think, to the desert. But
you coan quite understand that a
traveller in the desert could see the
mirage of an oasis which was many,
many miles away. In faect, if we had
not been heading towerds this particu-
lar ship, and she had not been heading
towards us, we might never have seen
the ship at all—only the mirage!

The Vulture’s Eye

forms the basis of a guestion from Tom
Danby, of Penarth. Can a vulture see
tremendous distances, or does it locate
its prey by its sense of smell? That
is somethicg which soienlists have not

-yet. settled; they are divided in their

5, Carmelite Street, London,

Az for the artists—well, T don't think |

| course,

opinions on this =sabicckh,
Bub vultures can certainly
locate the dead bodies of
the animals on which they
[eed at a great distance—
sometimos thirty miles
away. They have beaen
known to doseend from a
height at which, they wern
almost invisible and fall
upon the body of a snake
which was only a few
inches long,

One of my readerg
Kenneth Waring, of Leeds,
who has been reading some
stories about the planets,
wants {o know

Is Time Always the Same

on the various plancts? No. Time is
based on the specd at which .a planes
revolves. The earth rovolves, roughls,
once a day, which gives us 365 davs
per yvear. Bub the planet Jupiter, for
instance, takes twelve times as long to
revolve, The result iz thar 365 days on
Jupiler would be cquel to twelve years
in our reckoning

HEARD THIS ONE ?

A teacher asked her class to bring
something to school to demonstrate
the use of the word ‘' Immaterial.”
Next morning a bright youth brought a |
stick. ** Well,”" said teacher, ** how
does that demonstrats the word 2"
** I'll show you, miss,”” replied the lad.
** Take hold of one end, and then the
other ; that™s i, Now let go one
end.”” ** Which end ?** asked the !
teacher. ** Well, ii’s immaterial,
miss,’” said the lad, ** there’s treacle on
both ends I ™ |

A pocket-knife has beon awarded to:
Louiz A, Forward, Clearwood, Dil n,
Westbury, Wilta., for sending in this joke
Now why don't you other ehaps have &
go at it ?

5

I'm getting to the end of my Epace
again, so I'm afraid that I shall ﬁvﬁ
to leave a large number of questions un-
answered untiul next weck, while, in the
meantime, I'll tell you what I have

In Store for You

week. First and f[oremost, aof
comes Frank Richards’ long
complete yarn of the chums of Grey-
friars. This 17 entitled:

“A Film Star’s Vengeance ! ”

Myron Polk is the star in guestion,
and the person towards whom his vengeé-
ance’ is directed is Harry Wharton, of
Greyfriars, I'm not going to “let on”
anything more about this story for next
weelk, except to say that it’s one of the

best in the Hollywood series.
‘!t"i:rfu‘li1 read it, of course! :
“SPEEDWAY PALS 1 ”®
By Camney Allan
you've already sempled, and Tll bet
you're cagerly awalting the next in-
stalment. You'll find it in next week's

issue—full of thrills and novel situa-
tions. Then comos a contribution from

young Dicky Nugent, entitled:
“THE HEAD'S BOOBY-TRAP I"_

There are heaps of laughs in this
latest “shocker,” =o see that you shara
in them. Cheerio, chums!

YOUR EDITOR.

next



COMPLETE SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE YARN!

By FRANK
THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At Last !
(L OU, Bunter!™
Y “Eht"
“You're wanted.”
“Oh " i

“Riding act—ready in ten minutes,”
said Mr. Van Duck, assistant director of
the Perfection Picture Syndicate,

Billy Bunter gasped. _

“1 say, vou mean I'm going to be
filmed " he ejaculated,

"Y'EI? :lJ

“Oh!" gasped Bunter, _

Mr. Van Duck hurried away, his long
leps whisking.

Billy Bunter smiled.

He smiled an extensive smile, extend.-
ing almost from one fat ear to the other.

¥ Jamset Ram Singh. “The surpriseful-

ness is also great.”

Bunter's fat lip curled.

He was not surprised. The only sur-
prising thing to Bunter was that he had
not been called upon before to display
his graee, lis good looks, and his won-
derful acting before the cameras.

Bunter would willingly have kept all
the cameras at the Perfection location,
in Jack-Rabbit Canyon, busily oceupied.
He preferred a “sheikh ” part. but he
was willing to play any Fart that re-
quired good looks, ul manners,
and a distinguished presence. Hitherto,
thers had been no demand for his

VICES.

EEI;':*;n\v he was wanted! Mr, F-yhnntz.
the Perfection director, had realised at
last what an asset he was wasting,

“] say, you fellows, you needn’t bhe
jealous !” said Bunter, grinning. “It
was bound to come.”

“Fathead!” .

“Dld Schootz has passed me over for
vou duds,” said Bunter, “ But he was

A tip-top yarn dealing with the adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. in the film city of Hollywood.

RICHARDS,

bound to see reason in the long rum.
After all, a big Hollywood producer
can't be an utter fool. He's found out
my value.”

“If wny !” murmured Nugent.

“You fellows can come and look on,”
said Bunter patronisingly. *“ You can
pick up some tips about flm-zcting by
watching me. 0ld Schootz always makes
vou watch that fellow Polk when he’s
doing his stunts. You'll learn more by
watching me.,”

“Modesty, thy name i1s Bunter!” re-
marked Bob,

“Well, facts are facis,” said Bunter.
“Facts spoak for thomselves. You
follows are [eft out of this, and I'm

picked out for a special act. It wns
only to be expected, though, of course,

Z ou fellows, it's come at YOu're green with envy.” ‘
th%"ﬂﬂgi afid. “The greenfulness is not terrific,”
“PBravo. old fat bean,” said Bob wmurmured Inrree Jamset Ram SBingh.
Cherry. Billy Bunter

“(iratters;  old  Jealousy is the root of Myron Folk's sneered,
man!” said Harry intense dislike of Harry Wharton, for He was dﬂtfl'll"*
Wharton, with & the Greyfriars junior has shown wup mined t':'h ‘:}‘k‘-" ;I @
smile. the Perfection star as a funk, And YieW toab . jho
hl'.["h_‘-. grﬂ't-l"'rfl-.l]' . _» » “'hﬂ']ﬂ {lrﬂjfﬂﬂrﬁ

, T from this jealousy springs an implac- :
ness 18 terrilic, d the desi s party wero green
my esteemed fat able hatred an e oesire o 40 ith envy. With-
Bunter,” re- Harry Wharton an injury. out that his
* marked Hurree triumph would

not have been complete,

“You did a riding act the other day,
Wharton, on Polk’s horse,” he said,
“Old Schootz seemed to be satisfied.
As a matter of fact, I didn’t think much
of it.” !

“Thanks,” said Wharton, [aughing.

“You'll admit that I could have done
it better 7

“Ha, ha! Not quite.” ]

“Well, Mr. Bchootz seems fo think
go,” jeered DBunter. “He's picked me
out for a speeial riding act this morning,
and sent Van Duck to tell me so. He
hasn't picked you.” e

Billy Bunter rose from the bench in
the patio of the old adobe ranch-house,
the headquarters of the  Perfection
Company on location. :

He drew himself to his full height—
which was not actually majestic—and
blinked at the chums of the Remove
loftily through his big spectacles.

The fat junior was immensely elated.

What had happened was. of courss,

Tae MaicskeEr Lisrary.—No. 1,104,
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only his due; but it had been a long
time coming,

Mr. Hiram K. Figh, who had brought
the Greyfriars ﬁll‘t}' out to Hollywood
for the big “school” film, had scorned
the idea that Bunter would be of any
use,

Bunter had hooked himself on to the
party, but ho was simply a * passenger.”
As Fisher T, Fish had remarked, when
it came to hooking on, a fish-hook had
nothing on Bunter.

Bunter had explained to Mr. Schootz
that he was a born film actor. He had
explained to Mr. Bchootz that he was
the very fellow who was wanted. He
had pointed out to Mr. Van Duck that
he was the goods. .

And all had been in vain.

Bunter was not sure whether it was
sheer stupidity, or whether there was a
conspiracy against him. Obviously, it
was one or the other, for otherwise there
was no accounting for the fat junior
having been passed over.

Buf it had come right at last! Now
he was going to witch the world with
noble horsemanszhip; his exploits were
going to be recorded on the film, and he
was going to take his proper place as
a film star, like the king coming into
his own at last, as it were. . :

" Well, I can’t stay talking here,”
said Bunter. “You fellows have time
for jaw; I shall be rather busy this
morning.™ )

Aud Bunter rolled away, leaving the
Famous Five grinming. Bunter in his
hour of triumph was not without his
ecomio side. L

Bunter passed Vernon-Smith in the
patio, and stopped to give him the glad
tidings.

“1 say, 8mithy, I'm picked out for a
epccial act this morning.”

“Gammon ! said the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“Raota "™

“Yah!” ratorted Bunter elegantly:
and ha rolled on and unpgd to con-
fide the great news to Lord Mauleverer.

“Like to come along and see me do
my mt'} Mauly ?* he asked,.

£ Eh F¥

“Special riding act, featuring me,”
explained Bunier.

“Qh, begad!” said Lord Mauleverer,
in astonishment. .

“Wharton thinka he ecan ride!”
grinned Bunter. “ He did a rather poor
stunt on Polk’s horse the other day, I
fancy I shall rather knock that ous,
Come and watch.” )

Bunter rolled on, leaving Lord Maule-
verer blinking, His lordship looked
astonished, and he =also looked con-
cerned. Bunter had no doubt that when
it came to riding he could beat the rest
of the Greyfriars party hollow. But the
rest of the party entertained serions
doubts as to whether he could stick on a
horse at all, unless he was glued there,

*“Bunter, old man—"" gasped Maule-
voTer,

Bunter blinked back at him,

“Mind your eye, old fellow,” s=aid
Mauleverer. “If they stick yon on that
horse that Wharton rode somethin' will
happen,”

“Do you think I shall fall off #
hooted Euntﬂr.

ig ‘E‘Eu-ll

"Yﬂph I“

Billy Bunter rolled on his way. At
the adoha amhwu%: of the rancho he
came on Coker and Potter and Greene of
the Fifth. Naturally, he paused to tell
the Fifth-Formers. His trivmph could
not have too wide a publicity.

“1 say, you fellows—" said Bunter.
Coker of the Fifth glanced at him.
“8Shut up !” he said,

h, really, Coker—"
JHE MacNET LiBRarY.—No. 1,104,

“Sheer off |” said Coker, frowning.
“I've warned you fags to keep your dis-
tance. Cut!” Coker of the Fifth was
as  "Fifth-Formy' at Jack-Rabbit
Canyon as in the old quad at Greyfriars.

“Look here——" hooted Bunter.,

Horace Coker made a motion with his
boot ;  and Bunter departed hastily,
with his great news unburd. Outside the
rancho he came on Fisher T. Fish,

“I say, Fishy, I'm picked out for a
apgé:ml riding aect this morning,” he
said.

Fisher T. Fish grinned.

“I'm sure wise to it,” he said. “Ii's

gning to be some act, I allow. Search
me !”

“Jealous, like the rest?” sneersd
Bunter,

Fisher T, Fish chuckled:
with a sniff, proceeded. Leonora, the
movie girl, was at hand, and Bunter folt
that he cou ld not. leave her in ignorance
of the big thing that was coming.

"I say, Miss La Riviere, youw'd like
to seea me do my special riding act this
morning,” he sgid.

“1 sure would 1"
with & smile,

“T fancy it will be worth watching,”
remarked Bunter, with a smirk.

"You've said it,” agreed Leonora.
“I'vo seen the burro already |

“The what " ejaculated Bunter. The
word was new to him.

"The cayuse you'ro going to ride,”
Euu]HLEﬂnnru. -

" Here, you Bunter!” ecalled out Mr,
Van Dnek.

“Coming 1" answered the. fat junior,

And, hike the deep and blue ocean in

the poem, William Lreorge Bunter rolled
on,

and Bunter,

answered Leonora,

o —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter and the Burro!

ARRY WHARTON & (0. came
out of.the rancho.
Bunfer had invited them to
sce his act; and they did not
mean to miss it. They wera quite inter-
ested, and a little perplexed.

Riding was only one of the many
things that Bunter fancied he could do,
But if there was anything a little worse
than Bunter's cricket, Eﬂ-ﬁ Bunter’s foot-
ball, and Bunter's swimming, it was
Bunter’s riding, A ride on a donkev at

rgate was a wild adventure to Bun-
ter. Harry Wharton had ridden the
spirited black Arab that belonged to
Myron Polk, the Perfection star. But
il Bunter was placed on that steed, it
was absolutely certain that the well-
known law of gravitation would assert
itself at once, and that Bunter would
miuke a journey from the saddle to the
solid ‘earth, by the shortest way in the
shortest time,

" Blessed if T can catch on to this,”
said Bob Cherry. “Bunter ain't safe on
a horse. Schootz knows he can't ride 1

“1 hope they’ ve got & quiet animal for
him, anyhow,” snid Harry. *“He's
about able to ride a clothes-horse 1"

“We do not want to see the estoemed
Bunter broken into preposterous Spimaﬁ,"
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

- He looks jolly pleased with himself,”
grinned Johnny %u[[.

The juniors chuckled as they looked
at Bunter. The Owl of the Remova un-
doubtedly looked pleased with himself.
His fat little nose was high in the air,
his plump chest puffed out, and he
mau?md n a way that quite put Myron
Polk, the Perfoction star, into the shade.
Obviously, Bunter looked on himsself as
the “goods.”

There was no “set ™ ready for Bunter.
The cameras wers ready, in the open
space before the rancho; that was all,

No horse was to He seen, but a man was
leading a small, wiry-looking donkey to
the spot. As the juniors sighted it, a
sudden illumination came into their
miinds,

“My only hat!|” ejaculated Nugent.
"Is that Bunter’s fiery stead?”

" Oh crumbs I gasped Bob Cherry,

“Hau, ha, ha |”

Billy Bunter blinked round at the
juniors, His fat lip curved in o sneer of
contemptuous disdain.

“Jealous?” he asked. “You can
cackle! Wait till I've done my act |
Mr. Schootz came out of the ranche.
The ci]lump Perfection dircetor glanced
round.

“All ready, Van Duck?” he asked,

£ EHIE.EH

“ You raadyE you Bunter?"

“Yes, rather!” answered Billy
Bunter,

“I guess I'm going to give yoi
chance,” said ﬁr. Bchnngta. “Fish
allows you're tob pesky a jay to be any
good at anything; but I've thonght a

lot of times that your face is wasted off
the films.™

Billy Bunter smirked,

Mr. Schoots, whom he had hitherto
considered an wutter 1 j

estimation.

Bunter's tﬁ:md looks would
draw on the pietures.

. There's one thing, Mr. Schoots,” he

sald.

“Spill it,” said the director briefly.

“1 don’t care about riding Polk's
horse,” said Bunter, Mﬂiﬁﬁ head.

" Polk’s horse | repeated Mr. Schootz,
staring at him,

“Yes. I don’t like the fellow, and 1
ﬁebli}ne to ride his horse,” said Bumter
irmly, '

No doubt a glimmering of what would
happen, if he got on the back of that
spirited Arab, was in Bunter's mind.
Bunter might be a duffer: but he had

not forgotten that self-preservation was
the first law of Nature.

“Carry me home to die!" ejaculated
IBEIEI Bchootz, Elﬁﬁarinl cats and dogs !

1d you figure that you was going io
ride Polk's horsat me F::Ilﬂ?g

“Well, that's all right, then,” said
Bunter. “Where’s my mount 7

"“Bring that burro here, Dick 1"

The donkey was led to Bunter.

He blinked at it,

“What’s this?” he ejoculated, in
astonishment,

“Don’t you know a burro when you
see one?” asked Mr. Schootz.

“Yﬂu—ﬂi:' don’t mean—"" Bunter
gasped. His fat face was crimson with
indignation. “Do you think 'm going
to ride & donkey 1™ he roared, !

“1 puess 're going to try,” an-
mmrfu Hrrnﬂunhnnt:. “Stick om the
cayuse if yon ean.” :

““Look here—" roared Bunter,

“Can it!” interrupted Mr. Schootz
tersely. “I’'m giving you a chance. 1
guess you was cut out by Nature for a
comedy part, if you've got sense enough
for it. That’'s the p’int—have you?
I'm going to seel™ :

Bil[fy Bunter gasped with wrath.

“A—a—g part 1" he stuttered.
“What the thunder did you hgure?”
snapped Mr. Behootz. * You reckon
can out sarious stulf, with a
like yours?™

Bunter spluttered. It was not, after
all, for his good looks that he was
wanted. Mr. Schootz was as blind as

ever to his good looks,

*Look here—" he gasped.

“Aw, can it!” interrupted Mr.
Schootz. " You recken that I've got

time to waste? X guess I'm filling up
time with you while I'm waiting for
Myron Polk to blow in. Now, then, you



. EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE B
TWOPENCE.

get on that burro, and let me see whether
vou can stick on.”

“I—I—I—" gasped Bunter. From
his lofty visions, fna iad come back sud-
denly to common earth again. .

He was wanted to put up a comie
scene, mounted on a donkev! Schootz
supposed that his looks suited him for
such a part. Obviously Schootz was as
lh}ig a fool as Bunter had ever thought

i,

The fat junior was temptled to turn on
his heel and stride away with all the
dignity of insulted majesty. On second
thoughts, hewever, he didn't.  Second
thoughts are proverbially best, This
gcenn was not what Bunter had expected.
It was miles bencath his dignity. A
Valentino part would have suited him,
if Schootz could only have seen if,
Dut an undignified part was better than
no part. As Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
would have expressed it, a dinner of
herbiz in hand was botter than a stalled
ox in the bush. 1t was Bunter's only
chanco of being filmed at all; and he
made up his fat mind to it,

“Well " snapped Mr. Schootz. *““You
got any more to spill?”

“I—I—TI'll do it1"” gasped Bunter.

And even at that moment of disillu-
gion, he was conscious of a gleam of
comfort. He could stick on a donkey !
Evon Bunter had some lingering doubts
about sticking on a horse.

“Get on!” grunted Mr, Schootz.

Bunter eyed the donkey wanlﬁ. TE
stood very submissively and looked &
guiet animal. But there was an expres-
sinn in its eyes that Bunter did not
wholly like.

Mr. Bchootz waved a fat hand to wave
the. crowd hack out of range of the
cameras. Bunter climbed on @ the
donkey, a good deal as if he were climb-
ing a fenee. Mr. Schootz grinned.

e signed to the camera men.
cameras began to click.

Apparently, Mr. Schootz considered
that Dunter’s style in mounting his
steed was worthy of being placed on
record.

the

Bunter plunged on saddle,
plunged over it, and slipped down the
other side. The donkey stood firm, only
turning his head to look at Bunter, as
if surprised.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Great!” ejaculated Mr.

The

Schootz.

“Great ! I guess thiz will tickle the flm
fﬂn?]tﬂld:-‘,‘ﬂ.t ! Do that again "
(44 W .ll

Bunter climbed on the other side of
the patient steed. This time he landed
in the saddle and found the stirrups.
He grasped the reins and held on with
hands and knees, gasping for breath, his
fat face crimson, his eyes rolling wildly
behind his big glasses as the donkey got
into motion.

That donkey, as Bunter had vaguely
suspected, was not so guiet an animal as
he had looked. e proceeded to
“ecavort " in & wav that was disconcert-
ing to a rider of Bunter's skill.

First he threw up his fore feet, and
Bunter had a narrow escape of ehooting
over his tail. Then he threw up his
hind legs, and Bunter almost shot over
his ears. Then he threw up all four of
his feet, jumping into the air, and tame
down again with a crash that lifted
Bunter out of the saddle.

“Yaroooh!" roared Bunter.

He felt himself going.

“Yow-ow! Help! Yoooop!"
“Great " yelled Mr. Sechootz. "I
puess I told Fish that he was the
funniest guy ever | Great!”

“Ha, ha. hal” s

The cameras clicked without cessation,
placing on record Billy Bunter's feats
of bhorsemanship—or donkeymanship,

mi— ¢

The spectators roared with laughter as the donkey threw up his hind legs and

almost shot Bunier over his ears.
eljcl_:ed without cessation.

“* Yarooh !’ roared Bunter,
“* Yow-wow!

the cameras

Help! Yooop! Hold him in!

Oh crumbs ! Help! Murder! Fire!' (Sec Chapler 2.)

All the spectators roared with laughter.
Bunter roared with alarm.

“Yarooh! Help! Btoppim! Hold
him in! Yooocop! Oh, my hat! Oh
crumbs! Help! Murder! Fire!”

“Ha, ha, ha™

“Great |" gasped Mr. Bchoolz, wiping
away his tears. “Great!”

By some miracle of equilibrium DBilly
Bunter remained in the saddle for a
minute. He had lost the stirrups, and
wa: kicking the donkey frantically in
the flanks. But a sudden jolt threw
him forward, and he just saved himself
by clasping the donkey round the neeck.
T{m startled steed jumped and hopped
and reared and pranced, evidently in a
state of astonishment and alarm,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Great !” roared Mr, Schootz. " This
sure 18 the elephant’s hind leg !”

«Ha, ha, ha!”

The donkey was prancing wildly now,
frantically seeking to shake off his cling-
ing rider. DBut Bunter was not to be

shaken off. He clung to the donkey’s
hairy neck like a limpet to & rock. He
dared not relax his grasp for a single
instant. His voice came in muffed
howls from the hairy neck of his
steed,

“Ow! I say, you fellows! Help!
Yarocooogh | Stoppim! Ow! Wow!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There was a sudden clatter of hoofs
as the startled donkey dashed away.

“Here, ctop him!"™ roared Mr,
Bchootz.

But the terrified donkey ‘was not toe
be stopped. With DBunter clinging
frantically to his neck, he tore away up
the canyon and passed out of the range
of the cameras.

“QOh, carry me home to die!™ gasped
Mr. Schootz, with tears of merriment

streaming down his plum face.
“Search me! 1t's the pgrasshopper's
whiskers! Ha, ha, ha !

“(Get after that burro, some of you!"
THE MagyeT LismAry.—No. 1,104,
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cailed cut Mr, Van Duck, wiping his
eyes,

There was a rush in pursuit of the
runaway. DBut Bunter's steed was in a
state of wild excitement now, and his
hoofs fairly flashed as he flew. He clat-
tered along the canyon, and vanished
mto & rocky gully that opened along the
chiffs that shut in Jack-Rabbit. The
tattoo of his hoofs died away in the
distance,

Billy Bunter was gone. He left the
whola Perfection company rocking with
Janghter,

———

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
- Harry Wharton Deeclines !

& HERE'S that Polk?”

Mr. Rigg Schootz growled

out the question.

He wazs not addresaing
anvbody in particular. e stood
before the rancho 1n  Jack-Rabbit,
staring towards the road that ran by
the bottom of the canyon—ihe road by
which the Perfection star should have
arrived from Hollywood.

Myron Polk did not choose to go “on
location ™ with the rest of the Perloc-
tion Company. While the company
were at Jack-Rabbit, the star still dwelt
in his luxurious bungalow on the hill
above Hollywood, and came along in
his purple aute for his work on the
Einturm, Polk was too great a man to

e argued with, and he very seldom
turned up on time. If he kept the rest
of the company waiting, that mattered
little to the “handsomest man in
Hollywood.”

Mr. Rigg Schootz was rather an auto-
oratic director, and the airy non-
chalance of the Perfection star irked
him sorely. But he could not afford
to quarrel with the famous star who
was featured as the sheikh in the “Lord
of the Desert” film now under produc-
tion. When Myron Polk “got his
goat,” Mr. Schootz's only resource was

to take it out of other members of the
company,

But Mr. Schootz was very much
annoyed now. He had planued a " big

unch  for the Perfection star, and

yron Polk bhad nol come. He was
already late, and there was no sign of
him on the road.

As often happened when Myron Polk
kept the “Lord of the Desert* film
waiting, the company were getting on
with the Greyfriars School film. A
school *“zet ™ ]}':ad beem put up, and
Harry Wharton & Co. were busv, under
the direction of Mr. Van Duck,

The juniors were a little uneasy about
Bunter, and would have liked to go
after him. But Mr. Van Duck told
them that the burro wonld come back
of his own accord when he got tired,
and added that the juniors were there
to do as they were told—a fact that
the Greyfriars fellows did not dispute.
So they hoped for the best for Bunter
and devoted themselves to their work.

Mr. S8chootz stared down towards the
motor-road that ran at the foot of the
hills, grunted, and growled. He was
annoyed, and grew more and more
annoyed with every passing minute,

At last he walked along to the sei
where the Greylriars fellows were busy.
Play stopped as soon as he arrived. Mr.
Bchoots stopped it with a wave of a
podgy hand. .

“That's enough shooting !¥ he said.
“You kids can beat it—except you,
Wharton! I guess I want to talk to
you, kid!” : .

The set hroke up, Wharton remain-
ing behind, wondering what was
wanted. Mr. Schoatz addressed himeelf
to Van Duck. I

“That Polk ain't come mn!” he
growled. “I'm sure getting fed-up!
That guy gets my goat!”

“He's sure late,” agreed Van Duck.

Snort! from Mr. Schootz.

“Y rockon i's- cold feet again!” he
said savagely. “He never liked the
scene I put up to him! I guess we'ra
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going to
again 1"

“I reckon he allows that he's got
only one neck,” remarked Mr, Van
Duck, rather dryly,

Mr, Behootz snorted again.

“Amn’t he paid for the risk? A galoat
don’t cinch fifty thousand dollars for
sitting 1 an armchair, I guess, Be-
sides, the thing's been done before. A
Mexican galoot rode down the Hair-
Trigger once, getting away from a
Iynch erowd.”

.Harry Wharton, who was standing
silent, waiting till he was told what
Mr. Schootz wanted with him, whistled
soitly. He looked away towards the
western wall of the ecanvon, From
whera he :tood, it looked as steep as
the side of a house. Rugged rocks
rose above rgged rocks to a little
plateau half-way up the huge cliff.
Above thai plateau the hillside was
still steeper, smoaring to the rocky
uplands beyond.

It was there that the Hair-Trigger ran
—the name given loeally to & path wind-
g down the cliffs into the canyon.

Harry Wharton had climbad the path,
and descended it aga’n, on ioot, He
knew that, steep ana impossible as it
looked at a little distance, there was
footing for a horsa and that a bold
réde:-, with a nerve of iron, could ride
it
. But a sure-footel horse would ba
needed, and a rider with a nerve that
nothing conld shake. For a single false
step would hurl horse and rider from the
dizzy path, to be dashed to death on
the bottom of the canyon below.

And yet, as Wharton looked at it, he
felt a beating of his heart, and a gleam
came into his eyes. On a horse that he
eould trust—such ag Myron Polk’s black
Arab—he would have liked to try that
perilous ride,

But Wharton had little doubt that
Myron Polk had no desire whatever to
try 1. The Perfection star had
“1ibbed ” at & much less dangerous feat
a week before, and sullenly refused to
act in the “big punch * Mr. Schootz had

lanned fu;l m&. Ancfi t&lis wm a

igger punch, and e more deadly 5

ﬁr._ Sehootsz was great on I‘ﬂﬂﬁ:ﬂl in
the pietures. By the well-known tricks
of the film trade, a horseman can be
made to appear to ride up an salmast
perpendicular wall, without the slightest
danger in the actual performance. But
that was not good emough for Mr.
Schootz.

Polk, in his character of a film sheikh,
had a worldwide reputation for
masterly horsemanship and reckless dar-
ing. It was that reputation, as much as
his good looks, that made him the idel
of the hlm fans. Mr. Schootz did not
see why he shoull nov play up to it.
Mr. Schootz wantel realism—stark
realism. He did not want film-studio
tricks—he wanted the "goonds.” And
once, at least, he had found that Myron
Polk lacked the nerve to play up.

The Perfection director stared up at
the canyon wall, tracing the track of
the Hair-Trigger path, Then he
loocked at Whartor,

“Bay, bo!"” he grunted.

“¥es, Mr. S8Schootz?” said Harry,
wondering what was eoming.

“Last week Myron lolk crawfished at
tiie act I fixed up for him,” said the
director. *“You took it on, and you
made the grade. Yon can sare ride!
You make up as a dandy sheikh, and &
bandage over the face makes you like
enough to Polk to pass on the screen
when the make-up man is through with
you. You did that stunt for him, and
you got homo with it. Polk was sure

sce Polk erawling down
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mad about it, but I reckon that cuts no
ice with me.”

Wharton was sileat,

Mr. Schootz waved his hand towards
the scarcely- discernib'e puth that
dropped from rugged rock to rock down
the steep side of the canyon.

“Vou've been over that path?”

“Yes,” said Harey. N

“You reckon you could ride it!

“Y think so—on a good horse.”

“« Polk's horse, samz> ns before. That
cayuse has got to figure in the scene. I

uess the film fan. wouldn't believe it
E:ua Polk, if they didn't see that
cayuse.”

Harry Wharton smiled. He was to
make that dangerous ride, at the risk of
his neck, and whea it was filmed, 1t was
to add to Myron Polk’s reputation for
reckloss courage. The idea did not
wholly appeal to Wharton. B8till, such
a scene would have been useless in the
school film, in which Wharton acted 1n
his own character I. was one of the
desperate exploits of Ahmed Din, the
Lord of the Desert, that Mr. Bchootz
wanted, and it was only in the charaoc-
ter of the sheikh that the act would
serve his turn.

But Wharton was not much pleased,
Understudying the famous film star
might be a distinction. DBut taking on
risky acts, and leaving the credit to the
man who disliked him and had striven
to injure him, was what Harry would
have deseribed as rather “thick.”

“Now,” said Mr. Bchootz iu;Eres—
sively, “you've played up onee, like a
little man, and you sure got away with
it. 1 guess Polk's jibbing at that ride
on the Hair-Trigger path. He's sure
going to crawfish, same as he did be-
tore, You got the nerva to do it 1”7

“1 think I've got the nerve," said
Harry slowly, “but—"

" But what 7" snnpged Mr. Bchootz,

Wharton hesitated. _

“Rpill it!” snapped the director.

“Well, it's Mr. Polk's act, not mine,”
said Harry. “I can't butt into his
business,"

“Ain't my order good enough for
you?” demanded M-. Schootz gruffly.
“T'm telling you that Polk is backing
out, and I want you to make his ride.
Ain’t that good encugh?”

The eaptain of the Greyfriars Remove
shook his head.

“T don't like Mr. Polk, and he doesn’t
like me,” he said. “I'd rather have
nothing whatever tc do with him or his
business !"

“You'll be doing this for me !" hooted
Mr. Bchootz. :

“I'd like to oblige vou, Mr. Schootz,
of course,” said Harry. “Buat I can't
butt into Polk's business. I'll do it if
he asks me. I can’t do it otherwise.”

“Oh, gufi!” growled Mr. Schootz.
“You fgure that that swanking guy
will come down to asking you to take his
place in an act he ain’t got sand enough
in his craw for?”

“Well, T can’: do it without!” =said
ITarry firmly. "If he wants me to do 1t
in his place, he can ask me. If he

doesn't want me to, I can’t do it. It's
his job, not mine 1"
“Oh, carry me home to die I* hooted

the exasperated Mr. Schootz, “He
won't azk you, but he'li be mighty ﬁ!nd
to got the credit of making a ride like
that, all the same ™

Whnrton's Iip curled,

“Well, that’'s not 7ood enough,” he
said. “ Last time 4 took his place, I got
a string of insults to- my pains. I don't
want to take his part I've domne it
once, and Polk got hs back up. T'll
understudy him in that act if he asks
me in plain English to do it.™

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE 7
TWOPENGE.

“ Ain't you here tc <o as you're told 1™
roared Mr, Schooiz,

“In the school Blm—yes; but not out-
side it 1" answered Ilariy, * I'm sorry,
Mr. Bchootz; but I can't say anything
else. I'll take Mr Polk's place i Mr.
Polk makes it clea: that he-wants me
to take it.”

“0Oh, beat it!" snarled Mr. Schoote.
He had no expectatioa whatever that
the Perfection star would lower his pride
to the extent of asking such a favour of
the Greyirviars junio-,

Harry Wharton promptly beat it,

“Hauallo, hallo, hallo! What was 1t
all about?” asked Bob Cherry, as
Wharton rejoined his friends at the
rancno.

The captain of the Remove explained.

“Quite right!” said Bob. “Polk cut
up rusty last time—and you cau't butt
in without his permission at least. He
jolly well won't give it—and I'm jollv
glad. You must be an as:z to think of
riding down the Hair-Trigger path!”

“A gilly fathead | agreed Nugent.

“The fatheadfulne-s is terrific!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It's been ridden before,” he said,
“It's risky, but T could do it—on that
ripping horse of Polk’s. But he'a not
likely to nsk me—so it won't happen.”

But on that point the captam of the
Remove was destined to be undeceived.
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WHAT NAME ?

The following lettera have been

{umblud together purposaly. Put

n their proper order, they spell

the name of a well-known junior
at QGreyiriars.

NEKTUNRFNAG
Who ia £ 7 The anawer will
appear in next week's MAGNET.
(Last week's solulion was—
Johnny Bull.)

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Doggo !

w H jiminy!”
Billy Buntes's wild ride was
over,

He clung to the donkey's
neck, as the frightencd burro clattered
wildly along the rocky path. In vain
the burro tried to shake him off.
Bunter's grip was tenacious. He clung
on for dear life. The burre, amazed
and alarmed by the wild grip round his
neck, and the wild sputtering and gasp-
ing of the fab junior, tried the effect of
speed. DBut speed was no use to rid him
of Bunter. ‘The faster he ran, the
tighter Bunter clung.

Whether the burro thought the matter
out or not cannot be said, but all of a
sudden he tried new tactics. He camae
to a sudden halt, with his forefeet firmly
planted and his head down. That
worked the oracle., Bunter shot over
his ears like a pip from an orange.

William George Bunter sprawled on
the hard, unsympathetis earth, and
velled.

= The rinqtrﬂy stoodd For a mr:rn:lﬂ:l:]t Llink-
ing at him, and Bunter, sitting up,

]Jlﬁ.‘:kﬂd dizzily af the donkey. Probably
each regarded the other as a silly ass!
Then the burro, relieved of his burden
and feeling much better for it, opened

!l:ia mouth wide, and let out a joyous
roy.

“Hee-haw! He-e-o-c-haw!”

“Wow!" gasped Bunter.

“llee-haw !” carolled the burre
cheerily.

“Yow-ow-ow ! was Bunter's answer.
“ Ho-e-e-e-e-e-hawwwwww ™

“Whoocoooop |”

The duet finished, and the uhanri
burro threw up his heels and dashe
awny. Perhaps he suspected Bunter of
intending to remount him, and he had

ad enough of Bunter's donkeymanship.
At all events, he deparied from the
scene with a flourish of heels, and dis-
appeared from Billy Bunter's r;ii:.z}- EaLe,

Bunter remained where he was, The
donkey's misgivings were quite un-
founded: Bunter had no intention of
remounting him. Heo would as soom
have mounted a hippogriff.

Bunter was breathless, and Bunter had
several bumps distributed over his fak
person, He sat and gasped snd splut-
tered, and rubbed the places where he
had established contact with the earth.
For quite a long time Bunter's remarks
were chiefly “ow ” and * wow.”

He Eickﬂd himself up at last. The
burro had vanished into space; not that
DBunter wanted to see him agein. His
ride on that burro had been a wilder
expericnce than any he remembered on
the sands of Margate. But he would
have been glad to know which way the
brute had gone. It was probable that
the burro had trotted back to Jack-
Rabbit Canyon. That was Bunter's way
—if he could find it.

As a matter of fact, he was not more
than two or three hundred wards from
the canyon, Had he followed the
donkey he would have emerged into the
canyon in a few minutes. But to
Bunter's eyes the rocks and bushes thak
surrounded bhim were bewildering. He
blinked round through his big spectacles
and groaned dismally. Once beiore
Bunter had been lost in the hills. Now
he was lost in the hills again. Any
other member of the Greyfriars parly
would have been able to pick his way,
guided by landmarks that were in sight
—a tall peak that overlooked Jack-
Rabbit, & bunch of cotlonwoods that
reared tall crests over the rocks, and
other signs, But the Owl of the Remove:

* had never chserved any landmarks. IHis

vision was limited, and his intellectual
powers, perhaps, still more limited.
Bunier was lost!

But he could not stay where he was,
Visions of Gomez and his gang came
into his fat mind. The last time had
wandered he had been “roped in ™ by
the gang of bootleggers that haunted
the Santa Monica Mountains. Bince it
had become generally known that
Carter, the Los Angeles detective, was
hunting for the bootleggers, no sign of
vhem had been seen. "The impression at

the location was that they had taken
the alarm and cleared off from the
vicimity, Certainly they had not

attempted any further hostility towards
the Greyiriars party. But Bunter, now
that he was alone in the solitude of the
hills, was in a state of deep alarm.
Kvery bush, to his eves, concealed s boot-

legger—from_every boulder he expected
to see the fierce, black eyes of Jose
Gomez watching him.

He started from the spot at last,
hoping to find his way back to the
location, -

It was characteristic of Bunter that
he should start with his back turned

towards Jack-Rabbit. '
He tramped on, his eyes blinking fo

right and left, fearful of secing a boot-
legger, and hoping to see the location.
The latter, at least, he was not likely
lo see, a8 every step was taking him
farther and farther away from it.

“0Oh dear!' groaned Bunter.

He had been only two or three
hundred yards from the canyon when
he started. He was hall a mile from
it when he stopped to rest his weary fat
limbs and blink round him dismally in
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search of the way. Ha was hopelessly
lost, and he knew it. Rugged hillsides
met his view, without a sign of a path.
He did not even know which way he
had come, after turning round once or
twice to scan the landscape through his
big spectacles,

It was hot, It was ouly April; but the
scason 1s early in Southern California.
The sun blazed down on the Santa
Monica hills. Perspiration streamed
down his podgy neck. Nasty insects per-
sisted in bezzing round him and settling
on his fat little nose. Bunter was not
En'u;riﬂgl life.

The sound of a falling stone startled
him in the silence of the hills,

Bunter started and quaked.

It was o footstep!

In that solitude a footstep, to Bunter,
spelled danger. The whole desperate
gang of bootleggers rushed into his
mind, as it were. )

He blinked round hurriedly for a
hiding-place.

Someone, unseen as yﬁt] was coming (;

over the hill, hidden from ter's sight
by the rugged boulders., Another loose
stone clinked under a heavy boot closer
.tﬂhmtg- - ed f terror
unter snppressed a gasp o .
Near himppwara two tall rocks that
leaned towards ome another, with a
narrow space between. Bunter darted

into the opening. There was not roocmn
for him to stand up. There was just
roam to turn, and,Bunter crouched in

the farthest extremity of the recess, his
eyes fixed in alarm on the opening.

Footsteps ! s ;
A burly came into view, passing
the rocks. It siopped. In the deep

shadow of the recess under the rocks
Bunter was well hidden; but his fat
heart almost died within him as he had
a2 momentary of o swarthy, low-
browed £ face of a Mexican., It
was Jose Gomez. Only for a moment
Bunter saw that forbidding face. Then
thﬁt?t{!f;f?n moved dﬁt { his =ight.
the footste not pass on.

Bunter Mfw them with temsae

anxiety. DBut there was no sound. Had

the beast stopped?

The scent of a Btrnniiﬁfgnr came to
him. Evidently Gomez had , for
he was smoking, and Bunter d smell
the cigar. The Owl of the Remove
suppressed a groan, Gomez was
leaning ageinst one of the tall rocks,
within ten feet of Bunter, smoking his
cigar. Why the Meaxican had st
there was a mystery to Bunter. nly

no suspicion that the fat junior
was &t hand. Bunter was complel
hidden from sight, unless the ican
came close to opening and stooped
to look in.

Bunter waited. :

Why didn't the beast go?

The beast showed no sign whatever of
going. Minute follo minute—each
ong an age to Bunter. Still there was
no sound of Gomez going.

The stump of a cigar circled in the
air and dropped on the ground. Gomez
had finished his smoke.

Now, Bunter hoped, he wonld go!
Dut he did not go, The fat junior could
hear him making movements and mut-
tering to himself in Spanish. It dawned
on Bunter at last that this was a place
of appointment—that Gomez was there
to meet and that he was Im-
patient. And n the sound of foot-
steps was heard again Bunter almost
suppressed his hra:ﬁtm' g. In his mind’s
eye, he saw himself surrounded by the
whole desperate gang. He did not sce
the newcomer; but he had no doubt that
ik wag one or more of Gomez's gang.
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Then the voice of the ‘Mexican came
to his ears,

“ You are late, senor.™

"1 believe s0,” came a drawling, non-
chalant voice in reply, the tone indicat-
ing that the speaker cared little whether
he was late or not. Billy Bunter almost
gasped. It was the voice of Myron Polk,
the Perfection star.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Desperate Measures !

ILLY BUNTER crouched in the
B erevice between the slanting
rocks, still as a mouse when the
cat 18 at hand. He knew now
why the “thug ™ of Spanish Town had
waited there. And knew now,
beyond doubt, what the Greyiriars
fellows had only suspected so far; that
Myron Polk was hand in glove with the
rum-running gang of the Santa Monica
Hills, The hostility of the gang to the
sreyfriars party had seemed inexplic-
able at first to Harry Wharton & Co.
But they had guessed that the Perfection
star was behind it.

Mr. Bechootz had laughed the idea to
scorn; Mr, Hiram K. Fish had snorted
at th? mhggutiun_ hif:]h {kﬁuu:, the Los
Angeles detective, taken it seriously
enough to induce him to shadow Myron
Polk. But the matter did not admit of
doubt now. In that hidden recess of the
Banta Monica Hills Bunter was a witnesa
to the secret meeting of the Perfection
star and the chief of the rum-rnuning
gang. .

That discovery brought no comfort to
Billy Bunter, rft. added to the terror
that thrilled his fat person from end
to end. Suppose they found bim thers
—in that lonely spot where there were
no eyes to see what happened to him?
Bunter shook like an aspen at the
thought. He scarcely dared to breathe,

“I've waited for , senorl” came
Gomez’s voice in nﬁlﬂn tones.

“Really 1" said Polk.

“No 1importa,” muttered Comesz.
“since you are here! But these hills
are not too safe, senor, now that I
know that the police are wideawake.
You yourself warned me that the detec-
tive, Carter, was on the trail.”

Polk laughed mntemptumm}jr.

“Forewarned is forearmed,” he said.
“Now that you know the detective is
I:_:ukmlg for you, you can take precau-

tion=,

“They are faken, sepor,”
Gomez. “The camp is broken up—all
the hooch has béen removed—an my
comrades have gone to & safe quarter.
We shall not use these hills again until
the coast is clear. The . steamer will
not come to this shore again at present
—there will be no more landing of boot-
leg liquor at the cove. And your orders
can no longer be carried out, senor.”

*What do you mean?" snapped Polk.

“Carambo! It was through seeking
to kidnap the schoolboys that the
detectives have been brought down on
us,” growled Gomez. “We have run
liquor under the eyes of the
long gnunglé lifn safety. T

ing is a different matter, Tt has
Emug‘h_t the police down on us—"

“{}wm% to fyﬂur blundering [ snarled
Polk. * But for that, three of them, at
least, would have been put on the
steamer and taken away. The rest
might bave followed. But you must
lia low and leave them alone—for a
time, at least. But the location in
Jack-Rabbit Canyon will be broken up
before long. You will have a better
chance in aoother quarter,”

81, senor.”

said

kidnap-

lice -

“They shall never take the film for
which that old fool, Tish, brought them
out from England|” said Polk bitterly.
“But let that pass now: I have some-
thing else to tell you. Your men are

gﬂnﬂ'?]l
&1, senor.”
“But you are mot afraid 2

“1 foar nothing, sepor,” said Gomes,
“But it would be madness to attempt
another kidnapping here. The detee-
tive—-—"

“I tell you I am mnot thinking of
that. The boy Wharton—" Polk
seemed to choke over the name.

Bunter was startled by the furious
hatred in his voice. Coker, who had
spoiled the Perfection star’s beauty by
his hefty Eunching; Mauleverer, who
knew that he had played the ftrmn
in the fre ai ile studio in Hﬂ-ﬁ;'lﬂﬂd,
liad hitherto bean the object of Polk’s
bitter enmity. Now the venom of the

film star seemned to be turned on
W’h%rﬁnn. i

“Wharton!” repeated Gomez. “I
know the boy! I saw him riding

F i
horse ona doy—Il wag waiching m
the hills—"

Polk ground his teeth,

“You saw—"

He is o bold rider!” said Comes.
with malice in his tones,
I saw, it seems that he took vour place,
senor, in & dangerous act—leapi
torrent on your horso. You did the
bﬂg great honour in permitting him to
take your place.*

“You dog of a Greaser!” came Polk's
passionate fones. “Are you daring to
jeer at me? By thunder—"

No, senor,” said Gomez Tastily,
“No ez nada T te T, BRenOoT.
What is it to me the nino does?”

FPolk was silent for & few moments,
his handsome face white with rage.
He know that Gomez knew, what all
the Perfection company knew, that
Harry Wharton had taken his place
because the Perfection star dared not
essay the lea _
humiliation of it b ht the blood to
Polk’s cheeks whenever be thonght of it.

It was impossible for him ta forget.
Since that episode there had been a
difference in his position in the Perfee-
tion company.

From Mr. Schootz down to the men

in overalls who shifted the sets, thera

was a difference. Had Polk simply
refused that dangerous act, and hn?inﬁm
act been cut, it would have mattered
little. But the act had not Been cut—
n schoolboy had ﬂ}:-er!ﬂrmad the feat
from_which the film star had shrunk.
The Perfection sheikh was to ar on
the screen, and all the admiring fans
would believe that it was Myron Polk
who had leaped the torrent on the
black horse, under the roar of the
waterfall. But all the Perfection com-
pany knew that the bold rider who was
shown on the screen was not Polk, bus
the English schoolboy in his guise.

The ecompany treated Polk with as
much outward respect as before. But
inwardly he could not fail to guess that
there was derision, and that jeésts were
made on the location ab - daring
sheikh of the films, who had allowed a
schoolboy to take his risks for him}

Even in Mr. Bchootz's eyes Phplﬁ‘hlﬂ
detected, or fancied that he* had
detected, a mocking gleam,

His reputation for reckless courage
was as good as ever in the picture
palaces. But all the Perfection com-
pany kinew that it wes a good deal of
a ugsm

The wound te his vanity had roused
all the evil in the film star’s passionate
nature; and there was a great deal of
evil in Myron Polk.

“From what

over the torrent.. The -

f
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Myron Polik came up to the schoolboy
before you go, boy,”” he said.

own up that you've been bragging ! ** Wharton’s

He stood silent, his eyes glittering at
the bootlegger. Ewven from this ruf-
fian, in his pay, he had had to listen
o mockery.

" Benor "—it was Gomez who broke
the silence—"1 am here to take your
orders? What is it that you want?”

“The boy Wharton!" repeated Polk.
- “Listen to me, Gomez! He [orced
himself into my place that day—1 did
not believe for a moment that he would
make good—it was & cunning scheme
to put me to shame before all the com-
pany, and I let myself be fooled—"

He broke off. GComez was listening
quictly, but little as he desired to
quarrel with his wealthy employer the
ruffian could not keep the mocking
gleam out of his eyes. He knew, what
all the Perfection company knew, what
Myron Polk himself knew, that the film
star’a courage had failed him. And
he kmew that it was that knowledge
that inspired Polk with his almost
insane hatred towards the boy who had
outdone him.

“But never mind that!” snarled
Polk. *Listen! Schootz iz planning
another mad act—a ride down the
Hair - Trigger path in Jack - Rabhit
Canyon. e old fool is loco on what
he calls realism in the pictures. He
would break my neck without earing a
continental red cent.”

“Madre de Dios!” ejaculated Gomexz.
“The Hair-Trigger path has been
ridden once—by & man of my race.
No Amariean conld ride it."

Polk spat out an angry oalh.

“You dog-goned Creaszer! 1 could
ride it 1f I chose! But I do not
ehoose.”

“The senor is wise not to choose,”

sheikh, as he sat the black horse outside the rancho, his ehums around him.
“* I've warned you that you're thro to

eurled.
See Chapler 7.)

murmured Gomez. "It would need a
hand of iron and a heart of ice.”

“I could ride it, you Mexican thief!”
snarled Polk. “T should ride it, but I
aave formed other plans!” He paused,
glaring at the bootlegger. Ile knew
that be dared mot ride that perilous
pntl;t and thﬁt&dﬁg?l“ knew it; yet ﬁ]is
vanity impe m to pretence that
ﬂﬂﬂﬂ'ifﬂd lieither dhim!elf ntﬂ' his

carer. “I should perform nct,”
went on Polk. “But if I do not per-
form it the boy will take my place
again,”

~ “Carambo!” ecjaculated Gomez. *He
12 & bold lad if he attempts it. But he
may succeed—he rides like a Mexican
vequero,”

“He will soeceed,” said Polk
savagely. “1f 1 refuse the act, he will

take my place—and he will succeed—if
he is not prevenied.”
is meeded,”

“1t is courage that
assented the Mexican. " A hundred

riders could perform the feat, if their
nerve did not fail. But I—earambo |—
I should not care to attempt it!™

“He will attempt it,” said Polk
bitterly. “He has Batan's own luck,
and he will succeed—if he is allowed to
snceeed. You have been over the Hair-
Trigger path, Gomez?"

*On foot, senor.™

“Then you krow it. Half way up is
a plateau—fifty yards up the canvon's
side, At the back of the plateau there
is & cave in the rock—a little cave,
amply IEI‘}EB enough, however, to hidas
& man——'

“Do I not know it?” grinned Gomes.
“1 bhave hidden there, senor, when
encmics were hunting me,”

wing away your life
**I haven’t the faintest

ish to back out ! ** he

“You will be in that cave this after-
noon; Gomez |"” said the Perfection star
in a low, hissing voice,

*Porque, senor.”

“You will wait and watch tiiere. The
act will take place this afternoon.
Wharton will ride my horse down the
path [rom the summit of the canyon.”

Bunter heard the Mexican draw a
sharp breath,

“Once a horseman is started down
that steep path he cannot stop,” mut-
tered Polk. * No man alive could pull
in a horse on thaé path.”

““I know it, sehos.™

“The boy will ride down.” Polk
lowered h‘g:_r although he never
dreamed that there Wwere other ears
then the Mexican's to hear. “ Half-way
down he will be on the little plateau.
You will be ready. A word—a shout—

a thrown rock, will be enough. What
will happen thent"
“Por todis los santos!” muttered

Gomez uneasily. *“*What will happen
then i3 that horse and rider will go
headlong down the oliffy to be smashed
on the rocks below!” ..

Therte wd¥a cilence. _ ;

(Gomeg eyed the white, passionate face
of the film star oddly. He was villain
enough for the “dead—more than one
deed as dark was in the thug's memory
—but he wondered that‘woiintled vanilty
and wounded pride should inspire a
man like Myron Polk with such ruthless
hatred. .

The Perfection star was wealthy,
famous, the idol Yof picture-goers all
through the United States, Men envied
him, women admired him! .ﬁ.dnrm;i
glances followed him in the streets of
Hollywood. Yet he had sunk to the
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lIevel of the most savage member of the
bootlegging gang—to the level of the
maost brutal thog in Los Angeles, In his
=et, savaga faoce was not a sign of com-
punction.

“Well 2" snapped Polk, at last

“1 am at your ordoers, scnor,” said
Gomez.

“It will seem an accident,” muttered
Polk. **You will not be scen; and the
boy, after his fall, can tell nothing.”

“T shall not be scen, senor !"

“It would mean ruin if you were,”

“Carambo, that is true!”

“Bchootz will be blamed for giving
the boy the risk to run,” said Polk, with
& sneer, ' More than one man has gone
to Hollywood hospital from the Perfee-
tion studio. He cares nothing so long as
he brings off his stunts. e will be
blamed for the—accident 1™

“Sin duda!” said Gomez. “Mmjy
will expecting to see the boy fall,
They will not be surprised when the
crash comes. I shall not be seen; no
one will suspect. Senor, it iz a safe
gume,”

“You wilt do it "

*“8Bi, senor1”

A few more muttered words and the
precious pair parted. Myron Polk strode
rapidly away. The Mexican remained
for a few minutes, lighting a cigar,
before he left the rendezvous, in another
direction.

The footsteps of both died away in the
silence of the hills. But Billy Bunter
did not emerge from his hiding-place.

The Owl of the Remove remained
crouching in the carevice under the
rocks, trembling in every fat limb, ter-
riﬁﬁ out of his fat wits by what he had
heard.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Calling in Mr. Carter !

L OTHER him !*
B ur_!"hn hﬂthﬁ'l‘fﬂlﬂﬂs& fﬁ 1'1:"1'1"iﬁ¢:“
“Of all the nsses—"

“Of all the chumps—-"
“Of all the frabjous fathends s
. The Famous Five, needless to men-
tion, were discussing William Georgo
Bunter. '

It was mear lunch-time on the Par-
fection location. Bunter's fiery steed
had wandered back to Jack-Rabhbit, But,
a3 Hob Cherry put it, the other donkey
was still missing.

“The frabjous ass has lost himself
again, of course,” said Nugent. *He
wouldn't lose n chance of losing himself,
Why the thump couldn't he stick on tho
donkey and come back with it?"

" The whyfulness is terrific.”

“If  there's any trouble
Bunter’s sure to butt into it
Johnny Bull. “ Bether him!"

“Oh, he'll wander home sooner or
later,” yawned the Bounder. * Leave
him to it.™

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“¥Yon know what happened last time,”
he  said, “If those bhootlegging
scoundrels are still hanging about——"

“Oh, they're gone,” said the Bounder
carelessly. “Now they know the police
are alter them., it stands to reason
thev'll clear off.”

“Likely enough,” admitted Wharton.
“ All the same—2"

“Degad, you know, we ecan't leave
Bunter to it,” said Lord Maulaverér.
““He's got to he found. Only how are
we goin’ to find the silly ass?”

“Echo answers, how!®? siid Boh
Cherry.

going,
growled

“Last time wo found him by sheer
luek,” said Frank Nugent. *That's not
likely to happen again.”

" The esteemed lightning never strikes
twicefully in the same preposterous
place!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, shaking his head.

“Bother him " said Wharton.

“'Bless him 1™

“Blow him ™

Bothering and blessin
Bunter was a relief to the
it did not get the junicrs
rarder.”

There was a chance, at least, that the
fatuous Owl had landed himself in
trouble again, and tha Famous Five
were not the fellows to leave him to it,

At the same time, they could not
leavo the location to search for him.
They were wanted for film work: and
Buntar, of course, might find his way
back and wander in at any moment.
Moreover, a search without a clie in the
pathless hills was not very hopeful.

“There will be a row with ‘Mr.
Schootz, if we clear off to look for him,”
said Harry. *“Wo can't, on the bare
chance that something may have hap-
pened. But——"

*"Oh, he'll turn up all right,” said the
Bonnder.  * Bother the smlly ass, any-

how.”
And the Dounder

stralled
whistling,

“What about that detective man,
Carter ' asked Bob. “He's asked us
to let him know if anything fresh hap-
pens. He's awfully keen to get a chance
at the bootleggers,”

Harry Wharton |au$hm].

“I don’t suppose he'd be very keen to
come up here from Los Angeles to look

(Continued aon the next page.)

and blowing
feelings, but
much “*{or-

away,
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for Bunter. 8till, there's a chance that
those bootlegging brutes have got hold
of the fat idiot again; so Carter may
like to know. He's a jolly keen man,
He might have rounded up that gang
ithe other day if Coker hadn't butted in
and spoiled the whole thing.” '

“He struck me as bein’ rather an
ass,” remarked Lord Mauleverer.

At which the Famous Iive chuckied.

Detective Carter, of Los Angeles, was
the fiance of Leonora, the movie girl,
which accounted for Mauly's disparag-
ing opinion of Mr. Carter.

His lordship’'s romantic regard for
Leonora had had rather g jolt when he
learned that the movie girl was engaged
to Peter Carter. (Good-natured as he
was, Mauly could not quite like Feter.
“.h’lg dear chap, he's as keen as mus-
turd,” said Bob Cherry, “and it will

ive him a leg-up if he bags those boot-
ﬁaggnrs- There's going to be a jolly
old wedding when he gets his promotion,
and he may ask you to be best man,

auly.
'M“H};. he, ha!”
“Oh, rata!™ gaid Lord Mnuleverﬂ;i

less amisbly than usual; and he walk
away with pink cheeks, leaving the
juniors grinning,

Bunter had not comé in by lunch-
time; and, as Bob remarked, it
began to look serious. If Bunter missed
a meal, it really looked as if something
must have happened.

Harry Wharton- requested Mr, Van
Duck's permission to use his telephone,
and rang up the police-stution at Los
Angeles. Mr, Carter was there, and
Wharton was tput through. )

“ Anything fresh up there " inquired
Mr. Carter. S =

There was a note of eagerness in his
voice.

Harry Wharton explained that Bunter
was lost again. hat circumstance
alone, he thought, was not likely to
bring Mr. Carter all the way from Los
Angeles to Jack-Rabbit Csnyon. But
Wharton had & shrewd suspicion that
Peter Carfer was rather keen to find
any excuse for coming up to Jack-
Rabbit, on account of his attachment to
one member of the Perfeetion Company.

“I guees I'll come along,” said Mr.
Carter. “If there’s a chaunce, 1 ain’t
losing it. You put Jane wise, kid.”

“Janec ! repeated Wharton.

“Bure "

“0Oh, all right!” Wharton remem-
bored that Miss Lecnora la Riviere, of
the films, was Miss Jans Snookson in
private life. *“Certainly, Mr. Carter !
I'll tell Miss Leonora you're coming.’

“It's a cinch!" said Mr. Carter,

Wharten hung up, and left Mr. Van
Duck’s office, and proceeded at once
to “put Jane wise,” as Mr. Carter ex-
pressed it.  The movie girl rewarded
him with a bright smile. What Leonora
saw in Peter Clarter was a mystery to
Lord Mauleverer ; but evidently she saw
something, for she was quite pleased to
hear that he was coming up to Jack-
Rabbit that afternoon.

“Is he coming?” asked Bob, when
Harry Wharton rejoined his chums at
the lunch-table under the trees in the
patio.

“He's coming,” said Harry.

“"To look for Bunter?” asked Nugent.

Wharton |E.u'ghed:

“1 fancy he's going to look for Miss
la Riviere first. But I suppose he has
to give an official reason for making the
trip; g0 he will have to look for Bunter,
ton."
~ “The fat idiot may wander in any
minute,” said the Bounder,

“Only—he may not,” said Bob.

“The mayfulness is terrific, but the
notfulness 1a also great,” remarked
Hurree Bingh, shaking his head.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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As a matter of fact, the Owl of the
Remove did not wander in.  After
lunch he was stil! inissing. Shortly after
that meal Harry Wharton was called
inte Mr, Schootz's effice.
~ He found the great producer frown-
ing grimly,

“Polk ain't blown gaid Mr.
Schootz.

Wharton was aware of that,

“He aip't keem on that ride,” said
the Perfection director sardonically.
“He sure ain't honing to ride down the
Hair-Trigger. But his ecayuse is here,
and you're here, kid. Now, what about
i.t-?”

Wharton shook his head.

“1'm willing, if Mr, Polk agrees,”
he said, “but I can't borrow his "horso
and act in his name without his per-
mission.”

Bnort, from Mr. Behootz. :

The producer's heart was set on that
“hig punch.” Polk, for the second time,
had left him in the lorch. Wharton's
scruples on the subject seemed alfo-
gether out of place and superfiuous to
Mr. Schootz.

!I ARG RN ANV l!‘

Congratulations to F. C. Harper,
ol 6, Fort Road, Bermondsey,
S.E. 1, who carries off a useful
pocket - knife for the following
joke :

The railway passenger seemed
quite agitated as the ticket-collector
came round, and began fumblin
in his pockets for his ticket. K
fellow passenger, noticing his dis-
turbed condition, said to him:
“ You have your ticket in your
mouth, sir.” When the ticket had
been duly handed to the collector,
the fellow passenger remarked:
* You suffer from absence of mind,
don't you, sir? = ““Absence of
mind, be blowed ! ' said Pat. ' Oi
was sucking off last week's date,
begorral’

What about it, chums? There
are u'mre penknives waiting to be
won .
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‘There was the honk of a ear down the
canyon, Mr. Van Duck put his head
into the office.

“Polk's blown in at last, boss,” he
said. “'I guess his auto’s here now.”

| 1] Eh?]l

“I sure guess that was the toot of his
auto. You heard it#”

Mr. Bchootz grunted discontentedly.

“That guy Polk's got cold feet, Van
Duck,” he said to the assistant director.
“That's what’s the matter with him. T
guess we coughed up a big figure to
get him away from Pandora. I'm telling
you, I ain't & whole heap pleased that
we got him. We bought &nt guy on
his reputation, and he sure ain't living

up to it."”
“He sure ain’t,” agreed Van Duck.
“Every film fan in the Yew-nited

States believes that that hombre likes

riuking: hiz neck for the fun of the
thing,” growled Mr. Schootz. " He's
sure got them fooled good! You put

up a real risk to Myron Polk, and it'e
good-bye, Polk! 8earch me!”

The purple auto stopped outside the
rancho, and Mr. Schootz composed his
frowning countenance 1o a welcoming
grin as the Perfection star came into
the office.

The *‘‘Hasndsomest man in Holly-
wood " had been very late in pulting
in an appearance; but in Mr, Sehootz’s
opinion, uppnrﬁnﬁy, it was still neces-
sary to humour him,

™
s

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. /
Myron Polk Does Not Object !

YRON POLK nodded to Van
Duck and shook hands with
Mr. Schootzz The *“hand:
somest man 1n Holiyweod "
was nob looking his best. There was
n deep line in his brow, and his eyes
had an almost feverish glitter. Mr.
Schootz eyed him. N
“Look here, Polk, you been hitting
the hooch too hard?” he demanded
crossly, W
“I had a little party last night,¥
answered - Polk. “1 couldn’t come wup
this morning, Schootz; I'm not feeling
my best.*
Mr. Schootz gave a grunt, g
“That hooch you get from Gomes
won't make you feel any bettar,” he
growled. I

The Perfection star shrugged his
shoulders.

o

' Well, to come down to brass tacks,Y

sald Mr. Schootz, **what about that
riding act? I've got everything ma

out. I'm telling you, Polk, it's a daisy.

It's the biggest punch ever! I'll tell a

man, the Gilm fars will simply rizse to

it. You got your reputation to live up
tﬁ' Poll, ou don’t want to forget
that.” :

“TI've got only one meck,” answered
Polk sourly.

Mr. Schootz breathed hard. L2

“That means that you're backing
out " he snapped. - !

“1I guess I've never backed out of an
stunt that was pessible,"” said Pelk sul-
lenly. “You go too far, Schootr. When
I was acting for the Pandora Company
they gave me some stiff propositions,
r:nd. I came through. But there’'s a
imit.” .

“I guess I'm beginning to think you
might—gaa well have stayed with Pan-
dora,” growled Mr. Bchootz.

Polk’s eyea flashed,

“They're keen enough. to have me
back, if that's how you look at it,"” he
sneered. “ You've sent more than one
man to ims;:ital, with vour brealkneck
siunts, You'ra not sending me 1"

“That Hair-Trigger has been ridden
bhefore. A gol-darned Greaser rode -if
Dt‘m'!‘l‘ %

“With a sherifi's posse after him,”
said Polk. *“*Nobedy but a born fool
would ride it in cold blood.” i

*That's where vou slip up. That kid
Wharton is willing to take it on.™

“T.et him!" sneered Polk. *"His
neck's his own, to do as he likes with.”

“1 guess hc'd make the grade,’ paid
Mr. Schootz 3 1

“1'm not raising any objection, if he's
fool enough to take it on, and 're
fool enough to let kim,” grunted Polk.

“ Aw, forget it!” gaid the director. *'1I
ain’t denyving that it's a bit dangerous.
But I have been over that path on foot,
and I surer know it can be ridden.
It's a question of nerve. That kid
Wharton has got all the nerve he
wants,” ' )

“I wash my hands of it,” said Polk.
“ 1 warn vou, distinetly, t_ A th nk it's
too dangerous, Liye WL anoLies o

] -

on to it the B ONELDL iE rure. ™ .
“I gint asking you to shoulder it,
that mow of,” said Mr, Bchoote sar-

“(Come down to cases—do
to the kid using your horse

a. ..
3 rﬂp

you : g 3O
and ppaking up in your part?”

“J don’t chooss to have :mgthmg to do
with the matter,” answered Polk. “ But

L cayuse is worth five thousand
l*'l_i-- .

Perfection will foot the bill il any-
ing happens to the critter,” answered
: “That cute no ice.
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the kid won't take your part without
your leave. Call him in, Van Duck "

Harry Wharton was called into the
office again.

The Perfection star’s eyes gleamed ab
the sight of the junior. Ilis bitter
animosity was not to be hidden.

“Now, you Wharton,” said Mr.
Schootz, *Mr. Polk's willing for you io
play up as Ahmed Din in the niding
stunt. You willing

Wharton looked at Myron Polk.

“Certainly, if Mr. Polk wishes it,”
he said.

Polk breathed hard.

“I've told Schootz that I've no objee-
tion,"” he muttered. ;

“That's good enough,” said Mr,
Schootz anxiously. e ]

“Mind, I take no responsibility,” said
Myron Polk, a husky note in his voice.
“{xﬁ-nrn you, boy. that I reckon it's a
stunt too dangerous for anybody to
make the grade. DBut if you choose to
take it on I leave the matter entirely
to Mr. Bchootz. If—if any accident
happens, thank yourself.”

“I'm not afraid of any accident
happening,” said Harry. “I've been
over the path, and I'm sure I can ride
it, with a good horse. II wyou =ay
plainly that you're willing to let me
tuke your place, and ride your horse,
I'in ready to do as My Schootz wishes.”
“] do say so—if vou're fool enough
to try it on, and Mr. Schootz is fool
enough to let youy' snarled the star.
Harry Wharton smiled.
“That's good aumigh." ha
“Then it's a cinch,"
Ee{]}nﬂtz, in Fr-aal: relief.

gir.

“Glory be!” said Mr. Schootz. “I
guess, Myron, that if you stand bchind
the cameras, and watch, you'll see that
it ain't so pesky impossible as you
calculate.”

“Oh, T guess I'll wateh,” sneered
Polk. "“If the boy ean beat me at my
own game, I'll sure be glad to see lLim
do it."

And the film star left the producer’s
offica.

Mr. Bchootz grinned serenely.

“1t sure does get his goat!” he re-
marked. * But tBl-mt cuts no ice with
me.  He's turned it down, and I guess
I ain’t cutting out the biggest punch
in the film! 0, sir! You Wharton,
you get busy! Harris will fix you up
in Polk's rig, same as last time—with
a bandage over wour face, you'll pass
all O.K., and no film fan who sees the
act on the screen will ever dream that
1t ain't Polk himself. You hustle

said.
gaid Mr,

uiunﬁ_ to the make-up man.”
“ Right-ho," answered Wharton
cheerily.

In the hands of Harris, the make-up
man, Wharton was soon transformed
into o sheikh of the desert. ’

A bandage across his face gave the
fimshing touch, hiding from the view
of admiring film fans, when the picture
eame to be hown, that the face was
not that of Myron Polk. Crimson stains
on the bandage indicated that Ahmed
Din, the Lord of the Desert, had been

wonnded

i -DT..I.I:I-:"[I"d ! ai
certainly looked the part uneon
woll, :
Wharton was in great spirits
hizs ecomrades were rather grave. ¥
fact. that Polk had refused théwact
showed ﬁ}lt-_l__l; W._ﬂmgﬂmis enowgn.
Bﬂl‘ﬁ'ﬁ, the I_'Hfﬂtttg'n slar was not,
he could not be called a coward, and Be
had performed many stunts that Jooked
us enough on the =screcen. _Whe
thought of being outcdone By a

" mere ]
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schoolboy, wowd have spurred him on rugged

to undertake the ride, had he believed
that he could acecomplish it with whole
bones. And Harry Wharton's chums
would have been much better pleased
had the captain of the Remove not
undertak-n to do what the film star
deelined to do.

“It’'s all serene, you fellows,” =aid
Harry, noting the grave looks of his
comrades. “I'm not quite an ass, you
know. Any good horseman could ride
that path, if his nerve didn't fail him.”

“But the rervefulness requires to be
truly terrific, my esteemed Wharton,”
murmured Hurree Singh.

“Seriously I wouldn’t take it on, if
I didn't believe that I could get awny
with it,” =aid Harry. “I've got some
nerve, you krow, and a steady head,
And 1t will be fun.”

“Not the kind of fun that would
amuse me,” said the Bounder. “T think
vou're a fool to take it on.”

Myron Poik came up to the school-
boy sheikh, as he sat the black lorse
outside the rancho, his chums round
him. The Perfection star's face was
very palo.

“One word before you go, bov,” he
said. “I've warned you not to make
that ride. I warn you again. You're
keen on making me look a fool and a
funk before the company, T know that,”
he snarled. “But you're throwin
away your life to do it. There's still
time to hack out and own up that you've
been hragging."

il‘:.{a.rrjr ‘harton’s lip curled.

If you object to my taking your
place, Mr. Polk, I'm bound to stand
down,” he said. “Nothing else will
Etup me."”

“You won't %el: away on that!™
sneered Polk. *“1 stand by what I've

said. I guess I'm warning you that
there’'s still time to back out.”

“Then you're wasting:your breath "
answered Harry. "f haven't the
faintest wish to back out.”

“Well, I've warned you,” muttered
Polk. And he strode awruy.

“Now, then, yon Wharton, get
gomng,” said Mr, Schootz. *“It'll take
you an hour to ride round for the start.
You're wasting time.”

“ Right-ha [" said Harry, and with a
wave of the hand to his friends, he
rode away down the canyon.

- Mr. Bohootz proceeded to place his
m:éiegn brigade in position for the
llE ﬂ _l‘l

Riding down the Hair-Trigger path
was the “act.” Riding up it was im-
fms_alhle. and Wharton had to go a
ong way round to iet- to the summit
ot_the canyon wall by easier paths.

He disappeared from sight of his
chums, and they remained rather silent
and anxicus Myron Polk's last
warning had impressed them more than
it had impressed the captain of the
Remove,

Harry Wharton was quite confident.
He knew whac¢ he could do, and he
knew that he had the courage and
nerve to do it. That there was danger
in the stunt was certain, but a epics
of danger gave a thrill to it that was
not unwelcome to him.

He rode out of the canvon, and teok
the windimg path over the hills that
led, by ecasy stagos, to the upland.

The way was long and winding, but
Wharton had been over it more than
once, and knew it well. He rode at
a cheery canter, and came out, at last,
on the high upland—a hundred yards
above the bottom of the great canyon.
It was there that the Hair-Trigger
path began—winding and  sloping
steeply down the rugped face of the
canyon wall, on narrow ledges and

rocks—a descent of three
hundred feet, avery foot of it fraught
with peril—where a single false step,
a single moment of fear or indecizion,
meant a crashing fall to the bottom
of the canyon, and instant death.

But there was no fear in Harry
Wharton’s heart, no indecision in his
steady mind, as he prepared to ride
down,

— it

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Late for Lunch !

ILLY BUNTER groaned.
B _Standing n the bright sun-
light, tired and dusty, end
perspiring, the Owl of the
Remove was going through all his
pockets, ona atter another,

A faint, delusive hope was in his fat
heart that one pocket or another might
conlain some forgotten f[ragment of
chocolate, some overlooked remnant
of candy.

He knew it was improbable. Dunter
was not the fellow to overlook any-
thing of an edible nature.

But it was past lunch time now, and
Bunter was nov merely hungry—he was
ravenous. He ¢ould have eaten any-
thing, from a raiiroad sandwich to a can
of Chicago beef. It was unlikely thas
he had Jeft anything eatable in any

of his pockets—very unlikely. But he
hoped! - Hope springs eternal in the
buman breast.

The hope proved delusive. Not the

most infinitesimal fragment of candy
came to light A groan burst from
William Gedrge Bunter, Life, at that
moment, seemed a weary burden—the
universe a drenrf desert. Round him
stretched the hills—desolate, deserted,
grub-less!| Bunter groaned in anguish
of spirit.

He had remained in hiding a good
half-hour after Polk and the Mexican
had gone. Then, convinced at last that
the coast was clear, he had erawled out,
and resumed hia scarch for a wa
home. He was rather less alarme
now on the subject of the bootleggers.
Gomez had said that hiz gang had
cleared out of the Santa Monica hills,
gnd the “thug" himsell had ap-
parently only come there for his sceret
meeting witﬁ Myron Polk. So Bunter
wes not much in fear of human foes
now. What troubled him was the stato
of the inner Dunter. DBut that troubled
him deeply.

Some [ellows would have been decply
troubled by the knowledge of the
dastardly plot that had been laid, of
which it was impossible to econvey a
warning unless Bunter found his way
back to Jack-Rabbit. No doubt Bunter
would haeve been troubled by it, had
he not been z0 awfully hungry.

But the greater contains the lesa. A
big trouble washes out a little one.
When Bunter was hungry, that was the
one outstanding problem of the uni-
verse. He was bungry now—famished,
He had forgotten about Wharton's dan-
ger. But a matter so trifling, in com-

rison, was naturally not foremost in

is mind. His fat thoughts were con-
centrated on food,

How long he had wandered since
erawling out of his hidin%—p]uca he did
not know. It seemed like hours and
hours—indeed, almost like days. But as
it was slill ecarly afternoon, it could

not have been quite so long as it
secmed.

“Oh dear !” groaned Bunter.

Honk !

He jumped.

The hoot of a motor-horn in those
desolate and deserted hills was enough
to make any fellow jump,
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Gomez’s hand flew up, the rock in it.

pocket. ** You wami to drop that rock, Jose Gomes,” he drawled

Honk, honk!

“QOh, erikey!” said Bunber.

[t dawned on Bunters fat brain that
he must be very near the motor roa
that ran at the foot of the hills, above
the tegraced shore of the Pacilic,
(‘therwise, he would hardly have heard
the hoot of a meotor. )

He blinked round him with rencwed
hope. He could see no sign of the road.
A fold of the hill, and a patch of trees
hid it from his sight. Had the Owl
ouly known it he had been within a
hundred yards of the road for some con-
siderable time. An{t'felluw but Bunter
would have found his way to it long
uro. Now that he had heard the hoot
of & passing motor, even Bunter was
able to find his way.

He tram in the direction of the
sound. Twice he took a wrong dirce-
tion, esch time at the risk of starting
nn & journey into the heart of the Santa
Aonica mountains. Fortunately, how-
ever, there were several automobiles on
the road at intervals, and Bunter heard
another honk, and another, and another.
‘At long last he found himself in sight
of the road, and scrambled down the
hill, and reached it.

(Once out of the hills Bunter knew
where he was. Even Bunter could not
make a mistake about that, with the
hlue Pacific stretching before his eyes,
The road ran between the hills and
the sea. And far to his left he had &
glimpse of Santa Monica and its daz-
eling beach and crowds of bathers. His
way lay to the right fo gat back to
Jauck-Rabbit, And as he had only to
follow a road, even the fatuous Owl of
the Remove was not likely to miss his
Way.

d Rabbait.

b

(See Chapter 11.)

He started. He groaned as he started,
dismally,. He had -pot less than five
miles to cover before reaching Jack-
Five miles on foot, in a state
of famine, reduced him to the lowest
possible spirits.
time, foot-sore and weary. That would
be too late to warn harton of his
peril. But Bunter was not thinking of
Wharton. Ile was thinking of lunch.

Honk, honk, honk !

“Beast !"” murmured DBuanter, 83 he
hopped out of the road to let a motor

E{m that was coming up the rond from
ollywood.

It was a little car, covering the
ground at great speed. As it drew near
Bunter there was a whirring of brakes.

* Bay, bo!"

Buonter blinked round.

A young wan with a square jaw and
a pair of kecu, searching eyes was driv
ing the car. He grinned at Bunter,

" You found yourself, bub?” he asked.

It wns Mr. Carter.

*1 guess they phoned me you was lost,
bub,” said Mr. Carter. *1 reckon I
was ﬂnmin‘&' up to Jack-Rabbit to look
for you. You found out where you mis-
laid yourself—what "

“Oh[” gasped Bunter. "1 say, Mr,
Carter, Erra me a lift, will you? I-—1
haven't had any lunch.”

Bunter's voice almost broke as he
made that pathetic statement.

“Uee-whizz |” said Mr. Carter. "I'll
say that's awful.”

*Frightful | groaned DBunter

“Hop in "

Thankfully Dunter hopped in. Mr,
Carter let out his engine again, and
whizzed along the road to Jack-Rabbit,

s
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He might got in by tea”

1

But before he eould hurl the missile, Carter whipped out an automatic from his hip-

coolly. “* I guess you're my mutton, with the woel on 1™

At any other time Bunter would have
been rather alarmed &t the speed to
which Mr. Carter lot out the little car.
Now, however, it was welcome to him.
motorist who was taking a famished
Bunter to a meal could not travel too
fast.

Mr. Cartor's car fairly ate up the-five
miles to Jack-Rabbit,

As he neared the canyon & purple,
high!y-polished automobile turned oud
of it, and came swiftly down the

Mr. Carter glanced rother curiously
at the man at the wheel.

“That's Polk!” said Bunter.

Mr. Carter did not reply. His eyes
weore fixed very keenly and curiously on
the face of the Perfection star.

Polk was driving at even more than
his usunl reckless speed. His face was
pale and set. He did nou look st the
detective's car—did not even seem to
see it. He glanced neither to right nor
to left, but drove on with white, set
face like a man pursued. He fashed
past and was gone, racing away down
the road to Hollywood.

“Bho !” said Mr. Carter.

Billy Bunter blinked after the van-
ishing car. Hven the Owl of the Re-
move had noticed something strange in
Myron Polk's look as he flashed by

“Sho!” repeated Mr. Carter. “I
puess something has got that guy’s goat.
and got it bad. I surely do.”

And Mr, Carter's keen face was
thoughtful as he drove on to Jacks
Rabbit, end turned into the road up the
CANyOn.

(Continued on page 16.)
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IV’s not often Jack Jolly

Co., our heroes of

k. Sam's, get the chance

to pull their hbeadmaster's

leg; but when they do,

they make a thiorough
job of it!

-,

I.-

(11 LESS my sole! What
B ever are you doing of 77
asked Mr. Lickhani, in

. surprise, as he trottad
into the Head’s study one day.

Dr. Birchemall, the reverend
and majestick Head of 8t. Sam’s,
looked up, with a grin, from the
dubble-barrelled gun which hae
Was egEsnnining,

“Iam glarnsing over this sport-
ing gun 1 have recently ackwired,
Lickham,” he replied. ** You'roe
just in time to help me, by look-
mg up the barrels to make sura
that they'ro all clear.™

“Oh ecrumbs! If you don't
mind, I'd rather not!” said Mr.
Lickham hastily. * But what tho
merry tlmmg do you want a rifle
for, sirt urely it’s rather a
dangerous weppon to be placed
in the hands of a loonatic like

yourself ¥
“How dare you'!" thundered
the Head. “You know perfectly

well that I was certified sane after
my discharge from the Muggleton
Asylum last year., Any more
cheek from wyou, Lickham, and
you'll incur the viles of my wrath—not
to mention a dot on the boko,™ -

“Oh, erikey! Borry, sir!"” gasped
Mr. Lickham. “DBut to return to this
un. Are you eggspeecting boerglers at
t. Sam’s, that you arm yourself like

this, or has somebody been telling vou

about the dragon that has been seen
fiying over the skool lately 7*

Dr. Birchemall stared.

“Dragon? 1've herd nothing about

n dragow, Lickham. What are you
berbling about? There are no sguch
things as dragons mnowadays, are
there 7"

“Well, that was what I thought until
recently, sir,” answered Mr. Lickham.
“1 was always under the Impression
that dragons belonged to the barberous
past. In these enlitened days perlice
regulations won’t allow such monsters
to roam about =t will, T believe.”
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“ Eggsactly 1™ the Head.

nodded
“Why, the traffic congestion would be
worse than ever if dragons were per-
mitted to wander about breething fire
and slawter all over the place. What
silly ass has been pulling your leg about

one being seen over St. Sam's, then,
Lickham 1"

“Well, sir, there's been & roomer
about an egpgstraordinary monster hav-
g been seen flying ih the air on sev-
veral occasions lately,” replied Mr.,
Lickham uneasily. “ Natcherally, I dis-
missed the roomer as a lot of bosh !”

“A lot of bunk, I prescom you
mean ! nodded the Head. “(Go on!”
“But to-day I have had reason to

revise my ju ent elitely,” said Mr.
Lickham, ”5:1 looking out of my
study window after brekker this morn-
ing, imajine my surprise and dismay

\ when I perceeved a garstly serpentine

w4 all
-1| III'|~-|' il
‘ ! !I/

creature oirclingi¥ound in the air
over the playing-fields,”

“Grate pip!” said the Head,
with a start,

“As I watched, this e
nrdinnri-]mking
down like a grate bird of pray,
and dispppeared behind the
Hmmynasium, 1 can tell you,
gir, for & minnit it made me go
my-ll I
Y guldy aunt! Sure Gu
wera’ aﬁ'ﬂﬂring from a IL:E;-W :
_~ Nations?” cried Dr. Birchemall,

frowning.

“Not at all, sir. On comparing notes
afterwards, I found that Mr. Swish-
ingham and Hair Guggenheimer had
also witnessed the descent of this fowl
creature of the air,” answered Mr.
Lickham,

The Head stroked his beard thought-
fully.

“This is we

! ggstra-
thing swooped

iry disturbing, Lickham,
We can't possibly have a dragon buzz-
ing about St. Bam’s. I must ask Fossil
to set his dog on the monster.”

“I'm afraid & dog wouldn't be any

“Then, Lickham, I must stalk the
monster myself, and slay him with my
dubble-barrelled gun,” said Dr. Bir-
chemall sternly.

“ But—but won't
gir 1

The Head larfed grimly,

" Possibly it will, Lickham. But a
Birchemall has never stopped to count
the risk yet. I will brave this fearsome
monster like a night of old. I will go
fourth like St. George of Merrie Eng-
land and fight the dragon till he squeals
for the mersy he will never got.”

“Bravvo, sir!” cried Mr. Lickham
admiringly, “When will you perform
this act of heroism, sir?”

“Well, it's like this, Lickbam.” said
Dr. Birchemall. *“At prezzent I am
suffering from indigestion caused by
my scoffing too many doenutts at
breakfast-time, eo X hardly fecl like
tackling the job just now. One duzzent

o fourth to fight a dragon with in-
ﬁigesﬁﬂu, Lickham. It simply isn't
done.™

“No, I suppose not, sir,” mermered
Mr. Lickham. *“Of corse, you are quite
sure it 15 indigestion you are suffering
from, and not bloo funk?”

Dr. Birchemall turned red with rage.

“Why, you cheekv ass! Got out of
my room immejately, before I am
lempted to give you a thick eap!™

Mr. Lickham beat a hurried retreat,
rinning all over his dile, and left the
Elnad to resoom his interrupted eggs-
amination of the dubble-barrelled gun.
Qutside the Head’s study the master
of the Fourth bashed into Tubby Bar-
rell, the fat junior of Bt. Bam’'s, who
had been listening at the keyhole., He
ave the fat eavesdropper a terrifick
Eux on the ears, then buzzed off in the

" use, sip.”

it be rather risky,
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direction of Masters Passidge to tickle
the rest of the masters with the story
of what the Head intended to do with
the dragon of St. SBam’s. o

Tubby Barrell, rubbing his injured
oral cavities, rolled off to the Fourth
passidge, where he ran into Jack Jolly
& Co., the heroes of the Lower School.

“T say, you fellows, the Head’s going
to slay the dragon like a night of old !”
he eggsclaimed Eﬁﬂ'lltﬂdlj‘.

i \{%mt 2 velled Jack Jolly & Co.

“It's a fact,” said Tubby earnestly.
“He's going to stalk it, and then shoot
it ducﬁ you know.”

“Ha, bha, ha!" roared Jack Jolly &
Co.

For some reason Jack Jolly & Co.
seomed to derive & lot of amewsment
from the idea of Dr. Birchemall set-
ting out to fight the dragon. They
didn't eggsplain the reason to Tubby
Barrell, for the talkative porpuss of
the Fourth might have spoilt the fun.
But the reason for thair larfter was a
very good one.

As o matter of fact the “dragon”
that Mr. Lickham had scen was nuthinE
more than a Chinese kite that Jae
Jolly had bought in Muggleton a few
days before. It was a very eggspen-
sive kite, made in Ping-Poug, in far-off
(China, and our herocs had had szome
good sport with it.

When they got back inte the privvacy
of their study again, Jack Jolly & Co.
digenssed Tubby Barrell’s news,

“It would be an awful pity to dis-
appoint the old buffer,” said Jack
Jolly, “1 vote we Ay it over the Skool
House when old Birchemall tdakes his
usual etroll round the Cloisters after
dinner,”

C“ﬂl:, rather !” grinned the rest of the

0.

And so it was arranged.

II.

FTER dinner that day Dr.
A. Birchemall, in accordance with

his usual practiss, went for a

prowl round the Cloisters.
Usnally he walked sedately round, read-
ing Zonophone or some other classical
orther, eggsept on the oecasions when
he releeved the monotony by peroosing
a comic paper. But this time he was
nat reading. Instead of carrying a
bundle of literacher he ecarried e
dubble-barrelled gun,

Trooth to tell, Dr. Birchemall was by
no means as brave, in his hart of harts,
as he pretended to ke in front of Mr.
Lickham. He had no intention what
ever of going fourth to fight the dragon,
g3 he had proudly boasted he would.
But he felt a lot safer with a loaded

n in lus hands, in these dﬁga, when

ence his

anger lurked in the air.
reason for carrying it.

Now and again, as Dr. Birchemall
stalked round the Cloisters, he g-ln.mged
fearfully up, as though eggspecting

every minnit thet the dreaded monster
would fly over the Skool Ilouse roof,
breething fire and fury, and attack him
without warning.

Suddenly, as he looked up, he gave
a horse 3'1.'1TI of alarm, for sailing over
the chimney-pots at the back of the
skool buildings was a weerd-looking
apparition, with grate, gaping jaws,
and eyos that glittered i the sun, The
Head’s blud froze in his vains as he
saw that awful sight,

“Yaroooo ! he yelled. * Keepimoff ™

Dr. Birchemall's necze nocked to-
gether in his terror, and grate beads of
inspiration stood out in his forrid. But
he had suflicient prezzence of mind to
take aim and fire.

With a thunderous roar both barrels
sent out a powerful discharge of =hot.
And when the smoke had cleared away
Dr. Birchemall was delited to see the
dragon was falling, apparently mortally
wounded, over the roof of the Skool
House.

Instantly the Head's terror gave way
to trinmph. He waved his gun in the
air and did a war-dance in his glee.

“Hooray !" he yelled. *Got hum, first
shot !" :

A minnit later a grate crowd surged
into the Cloisters, attracted by the dim.
They stared in amazement at the sight

of the Head.

“Grate  pip eggsclaimed  the
startled Mr. Lickham. * What ever has
happened, siri” .

Dr. Birchemall ceazed his dance and
bestowed & patronising look on the
master of the Fourth. ) )

“] have fulfilled my promise, Lick-
ham, that is all,” he replied. |

“You have slain the dragon, sir?”
gasped Mr. Lickham, in amazement.

“Eggaactly !”

“0Oh, my hat!” ¥

The erowd stared admiringly. Every-
body had herd by this time of the
Head's boast that he would be a modern
8t, (George and fight the dragon to the
deth, but as they knew what a terribul
funlk Dr. Birchemall really was, that
hoast had becn greeted everywhere with
derisive grins. It began to Innlq‘; as if
thae Skool would nave to revise its
opinion of the Head, afta'-rlurn. .

“But—but if you've slain something,
where the merry dickens is the lifeless
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corpse!” demanded Burleigh, of the

ixth:

i The dead body of this fearsome
monster, Burleigh, reposes, at this
moment, on the other side of the Skool
House,” replied Dr. Birchemall, with

dignity.
T shot

"hThen Yol
Aight?” )
ﬁI ghot it in the middle of :taquglﬁ
fizzog, as a matter of faet, Burleigh,

said the Head, glarnsing round at the
grato throng. ‘““Let me tell you thE
thrilling story of how it all happened.

Knowing full well that nobody had
been prezzent to witness the troo state
of affairs, the cunning old Dr, Birch-
emall saw an opportunity of gaining a
tremenjous lot of presteege now that
ihe Gery dragon was no more. He
cleared his throat and spoke as loudly
as possibul, so that everybody could
hear. .

“1t was iike this here,” he began.
“ Having heard roomers of the appear-
ance of a dragon in the vissinity of St.
Sam's, I made up my mind 1 would
bag the monster.

"FWhn.t a hero!” said Tallboy.

The Head scowled feercely.

the creature In

“@ilence, Tallboy ! o proszeed,
having decided to this monstrous
creature, I set oub, like Bt. George of

old, with a dubble-barrelled gun—"
“But didn’t St. George have a sword,
gir 1" objected Mr. Bwishingham,

15
" No, Swishingham, he did not!”™
snorted Dr. Birchemall. *“8t. George

had a dubble-barrelled gun, unless I'mn

.grutriiv mistaken. Anyway, I set out -
bravely to do battle with this fiery
visitor.  Just as I was crossing .the

Clowsters the dragon appeared over the
Skool Houso, flying along at a tre-
menjous specd, and breething fire aud
stmoke all over the giddy place,”

M Few!" gaid Merry and Bright and
Fearless, who had just arrived on the
SO T, ,

“Catehing sight of me, the evil
menster swooped down litke a bird of
pray, and went for me bald-headed.”
said the Head, without turning a hair.

“Grate pip }” ,

“The dragon’s hot breth blistered and
scorched me,” said the Head dramatic-
&_”j". ' His evil, plittering oyes fas-
cinated me, so that 1 was almost
deprived of the power of action. But
i the nick of time T recovered, and
dealt, him a smashing blow on the -
napper as he snapped at me.”

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Frank Fear-
less, who, of course, knew the real faela
about the “dragon.” *“Well, of all the
romancers—-—"~

“For sevveral minnits my life was in
the balaoce,” went on Dr. Birchemall,
who was about as troothful as Ananias
and Baron Munchowsen rolled into one.
““The ferocious menster fnuilrt despritly.
His grato claws and teeth constantly
tore at me But T meerly larfed care-
lessly and waited my chance. Suddenly
it came, and, seezxing it with avidity,
I fired a perfect shot at its dile, eausing
it to turn tail and fly for its life. But it
wasn't able to fly far. No sooner had
it got over the 8kool House roof than
it gave a last expiring shreek and fell
lifeless to the ground. Thera you will
find it, if you trot round and have a
look.”

“No wyvou won't!” said Jack Jolly,
coming up at that moment,

" Dr. Birchemall glared.

“How. dare you, Jolly?" he eggs
claimed wrathfully. * What the thump
do you mean by =aying the dragon’a
body is not theret”

Juck Jolly grinned,

“T happen to have brought it along
with me, sir. T was there when it fell,
von see,”

S0 saving, Jack Jolly brought to light
the mangled remains of his Chinese kite.

Everybody stared at it for a moment.
Then there was & loud roar of larfter.

‘““Oh, grate pip [

“Tt's only a kite!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“M-m-my giddy aunt! Is—is that
what I shot down, Jolly?"” gasped the
Heaad.

“That's it, sirl”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Is that the monster that fought
despritly 7" roared Mr. Swishingham.

“And breethed fire and smoke?™
jeered Mr. Lickham,

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the erowd.

Dr. Birchemall's dile was a study as
he realised how idiotic he made himself
look. For a moment he was too flab-
bergasted to say anything. After that
hreef moment of hezzitation, however,
he said quite a lot—and said it with a
handy birch, which he produced from
the folds of his skollastic gown,

Tt was the first time in his life that
Dr. Birchemall had attempted to com-
pete with the exploits of the nights of
old—and prebably it was going to prove

the last!
THE END. :
(Look out for another long laugh in
next week's ripping story of Si. Sam's,
entitled: “THE HEAD'S BOOBY-
TRAPI® Youlll vote it the finest rib-
tickler yow've ever read/)

e
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wharton in Danger !

ié AL1O1! Hgello! Hallo!"
H “ Bunter !
“The  Bunterfulness

terrific I

“You found him, Mr, Carter "

The Los Angeles detective halted be-
fore the old adobe rancho, and Bunter
rolled out of the car.

“1 say, you fellows——" he gasped.

“1 guess I found him,” eaid Mr.
Carter. “I sure found him wanderin
on the road, and picked him up. Al
he wanted was a Lift.” .

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“Then vou've been brought up bere for
nothing, Mr, Carter ¥

Mr, Carter pgrinned.

“Nope !” he answered. “I reckon 1
didn't come up jest wholly on that guy’s
account, I pot other business up here.”

“1 say, you foellows, I've had an
awiul time " gasped Bunter. "“I-I1-—I
haven't had any lunch!”

“1f you have tears, you men, prepare

to shed them now!” remarked the
Bounder.

“Ha, ha. hal"

“Beast

Billy Bunter rolled in through the

arched entrance ofghe rancho. He was
only an hour late for lunch, after all.
But that was a lot to a fellow to whom
lunch always seemed a long time com-
ing. Bunter was always ready {or a
meal at least an hour before it was
due, even with a few snacks to help

bim out. There had been no snacks
that morning. And he was an hour
lute. Bo it was no

: . that ho was
feeling like a shipwrecked mariner in
an open boat at sea,

Food, however, was forthcoming, and
Bunter snt down to it. Naturally, for
tllia moment, he thought of nothing
else. :

“Bay.” Mr. Carter remarked, “1 jest
passed Mr. Polk as I was coming up!
Any trouble up here?”

“Not thal I know of,” answered Bob
Cherry, [

“ He sure looked as if something had
got his goat bad."

That haunted look on the face of the
Perfection star lingered strangely in the
detective's miud.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

g} fﬂ.ﬂEF. he’s a bit annoyed,” he said.
“Wharton's taking his place in a film
stunt; I suppose Polk docsn't like it.”

Mr. Carter nodded. The look on the
film star's face had been something
more than asunoyance. - And he had
half-expecied to hear of some serious
happening at the location.  Nothing,
however, seemed to have occurred,

“And mnothing had happened
Bunted, after all?” asked Nugent.

“I guesz not. He was hoofing it back
along the road when I picked him up,”
answered Mr. Carter. And as a graceful
figure became visible in the orange-grove
by the frame house where the movie-girls

had their quarters, Mr. Carfer proceeded
in that ﬂ}l‘i‘,"{‘l’iﬂﬂ——*ﬂ. aren more in-
terested in Leonora than in Bunter,

Bob Cherry looked at his watch.

“Half an hour yet before Wharton
will ‘get along to the top of the canyon,”
ha remarked. “Let’s go and see what's
happened to Bunter.”

And the ﬂmiﬂrﬂ went into the patio,
whete William George Bunter was
already seated at a meal. Bunter was
r‘u:l-ring into a dish of frijoles at.a great
rafe.
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to.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, old fat man[”
said Bob. *“ Hungryt”
“* Mmmmmmmmm [
was too full for speech.
“Must be famished,” said Johaony
Bull sareastically. “The poor chap only
ale enough for five or six at brekker V
“The famishfulness must be terrifio1”
snid Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
Billy Bunter bolted a big mouthful.
“1 say, you [cllows—shove that pie
this way—good! I say, tell Wharton I
want him.” .
The dish of beans had vanished as if
by magic. Bunter started on the pie
with an appetite scarcely diminished,
“Wharton's gone out,” said Bob,
“1 say, tlus 15 a pood pie,” said
Bynter, “Not like the Fie.n I get at
home, at Bunter Court, of course. Still,
it's good. 1 say, you fellows, go and
fetch Wharton. It's important.”
“Can't, fathead!” answered Bob.
“He's on a movie stunt.”
Bunter started. )
Now that the keen edge was off his
appetite, he was able to give some
ettention to lesser matlers.
“Gane out?” he repeated. “'I say, be
ain't riding Polk’s horse, is he{"

“Yes. How the thump did you know?”
asked Nugent, in surprise. “ It wasn't
mentioned before you went off on the
burro,” =

Buuter holped himsell to the pie again
before he answered.

“Is he going to ride down that path
they eall the Hair-Trigger, down the side
of the canyon?” he asked.

“Yes,” gaid Bob, siaring at the Owl
of the Remove. ‘*He's started already.
1t's a long ride round to get to the top—
abeut an hour. He's been gone half an
hour now."™

“Well, cut after him and stop him,”
said Bunter. “Pass those spuds, will
youl! I think thoy might have let me
have fried spuds. ~ 1 told the man onl
yesterday that I preferred them fried.
But 1 never get any decent treatment.
You fellows had better ecut after
Wharton. That beast Gomez is hiding
in & cave, on the Hair-Trigger path, to
make him fall off as he rides down.
"Paszs those tomatoes.”

“What ' roared Bob Cherry. He did

Bunter's mouth

not pass the tomatoes. a stared
h]?l}'&k at the Owl of the Bemove.
; {3

“Tomatoes, old man.”

“ What 1" gasped Nugcent.

“Tomatoes!” roared Bunter. * They're
out of my reach. I think you fellows
might take the trouble to pass me the
tomatoes when I come in famished.”

“You fat idiot!” hissed Johnny Bull.
“What do you mean about Gomez? Are
yvou off your rocker?!"

“Oh, really, Bull L

“HExplain what you mean, hang you [V

roared Bob Cherry. “ (et it out—quick!
Before I bang your silly head on the

table !

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“My ,EBtemned, at-headed Bunter,
the—

“0Oh, really, Inky—"

Bob Cherry

rasped the fat junior by
the collar an

dragged him from his

chair, There was a howl from Bunter,
“Yow! Leggo, you beast! I'm
hungry s
“You fat viilain !” hissed Bob. *Tell

us what you mean. Have you seen any.
thing of Gomez 1"

“Ow! Leggo! Yes!” gasped Bunter.
“T'm telling you as fast as I can, ain’t
1?7 A fellow must have something to
cat. If you'd been wandering hours and
hours without food—" Bunter broke

off, spluttering, as Bob shook him
naﬁlgﬂy “Groooogh! Owl”
“Tall us what yvou mean—guick—"

* Grooocoogh !

““What's that about Gomez?" ghrieked
Johnny Bull. “ Wharton's gone to ride
down that path, and il's too late to
.ﬁtﬂ? him ! ﬁuink 1!

“Grooogh! Give a fellow a chance to
speak |” gasped Bupter, *I heard Gomez
and Polk fixing it up. They say there's
& cave half-way down that path—1 don't

know myself, I've never been up there,
Eu #F
“I've scen it,” said Bob. “1 know

all about that, But what—"

“Well, Polk’s fixing it for Wharton
to ride down the path, and Gomez 1s
to hide in the cave and frighten the
hores !” gasped Bunter. *1 heard them
say s0. The beast is there by this
time! Leggo my neck| If you call it
Fﬂ.ﬂj’ to kecp a fellow away from his
unch when he comes in famished, 1
don’t. I can tell you I'm as empty as
a drum.”

“Good heavens!” breathed Bob. His
face waa as white as chalk, *' If«—if the
horse was startled on that path—— Obh,
heavens "

In his mind's eye, Bob eoculd see horse
and horzeman rolling dewn the slope,
to ba smashed on the rocks below.

“But—but it ean’t be!” panted
Nugent. “FPolk couldn't be such a
villain—even (Gomez couldn’t——"

Bob calmed himself with an effort.

“ Bunter, if this is one of your fairy-
tales, I’ll smash you into a jelly,” he
paid, between his teeth. “Ii it is the
truth, tell us how you know—quick !”

“Oh, really, Cherry—" '

“It's the truth,” said the Bounder
eoberly. “ Bunter knew nothing about
the ride before he lost him He's
1!‘:»ia:l:r.'u:l it up since. He must have

card something.”

“1 say, you fellows, if wou'll let a
fellow have a mnuthn:[, I'll tell you ali
about it,” esaid Bunter peevishly,

“Do you want me to smash yout”
hissed Bob. "You fat idiot, tell us
what you know without losing & socond |
Quick " : ‘

Bunter cast a longing blink at the
table. Bt the horror and excitement in
the faces round him, impressed even the

obtuse Owl of the Remove. Le
spluttered out his story in haste.
Bob Cherry clenched his hands.

“Then that villain is hiding on the
ath already—and—and Wharton—
t's too late to go after him. But—"

“But it's not too late to mnail that
scoundrel Gomez,” said the Bounder
quietly. "The ecave on the plateau =
half-way up—we can reach it before
Wharton's due at the top. Keep o?ol!
Let's get that man Carter—and—'

“Come on!”

The chums of the Remove rushed out
of the rancho. Billy Bunter blinked
after them, and grumted. -

“Beasts! Lot they care whether a
fellow's simply sinking with hunger!”
The Owl of tha Remove sat down to his
interrupted meal. *“Fat lot they care!
And that beast of n cook giving me
boiled spuds, when he knows 1 like "em
fried—when I've told him distinctly that
1 like 'em fried! I shall jolly wall
complain to old 8chootz about this! I'm
jolly well not going to stand 1t!”

And Bunter resumed his late lunch;
what time an astonished Mr. Carter.
was listening to the excited and alarmed
juniors,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Uvetting Mr. Schootiz’s Goal |

R. BSCHOOTZ grunted. :
The Perfection director had
arranged the oamera-men. All
was ready for _the *shot,”
when the schoolboysheikh should appear
on the winding path down the of
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the eanyon. Twenty minutes, at least, remained to elapse
before Wharton could possibly appear at the top of the path.
But onee he started on the downward ride matters would
move quickly., Mr. Van Duck, locking up the steep side of
the canyon, felt a doubt ha did not venture to express. He
did not wonder in the least that Myron Polk had * jibbed ™
at that stunt. He did not like the idea of the schoolboy
attempting it. DBut Mr., Rigg Schootz’'s word was law on
the Perfection location, and the assistant-director kept his
dubiety to himself.

There was no doubt that, if Wharton succeeded, it would
be a “big punch.” The bold rider, dashing down that
brenkneck path on the black horse, would furnish a ecene
for the “ Lord of the Desart * film, putting everything else
in that film into the shade. Mr. Van Duck reflected, rather
cynically, that Myron Polk’s reputation as a daredevil rider
would EB greatly enhanced—the darling of the film-fans
wm]flfd be more admired than ever—if the schoolboy brought
it off |

Mr. Bchootz's angry grunt was called forth by the sight of
Mr. Peter Carter coming along from the direction of the
rancho at a rapid run,

After Mr, Carter came a bunch of juniors, also evidently
in & great hurry.

The sight of Mr. Carter was not very welcome to Mr,
Schootz. As Leonora's “beau ™ he tolerated him kindly
enough, but as a keen and enterprising detective, Mr.
Schootz did not like seeing him around.

The Perfection Dnmg;nny were &t Jack-Rabbit to take
pictures; and the trouble with the bootleggers had been a
sheor irritation to Mr. Schootz. It interfered with business.
1t wasted time; and time was dollars. Mr. Bchootz em-
phatically did not want a detective working up a “case ™ on
the Perfection location,

“Search me!” he grunted. “What does that gink want
now—and what's uP, anyhow ?* i

Mr. Carter was heading for the Hn-.ir-TnEgar path; but
to reach the western side of the canyon he had to pass the
apuié where Mpr. Bchootz was standing with the camera
outfit,

N ’I’ﬂa director mosfed to intercept him, and held up a fat
and,

““Here, you, Carter !” he snapped.

Mr. Carter came to a breathless stop.

“What you horning in for?"” ssked Mr. Schootz dizagree-
ably. *““You keep back, Carter! Don’t you know better'n
to horn in in {ront of the camera?”

“Bure!” answered Mr. Carter. “But 1 g;lﬁss I got to
hustla up that path.up the cliff vonder, Mr. Schootz |

“Giuess again!” said Mr. Schootz witheringly. “That's
where the picture’s going to be taken. Filteen minutes, and
a guy will be riding down that path from the top, and the
cameras will be working., Forget it 1®

Bob Cherry panted up.

“Weo've got to get up there, Mr., Bchootz
villain hiding in the cave half-way up——"

“What?” roared Mr. Schontz,

“It’'s Gomez |” panted Bob. “ He's hidden himszelf there
to frighten Wharton's horse as he comes down, and cause
him to fall—"

“Guff 1” snapped Mr. Behootz,

“1 puess that's the news, Mr. Schootz,” said Carter. “The
kid Bunter says—"

“That fat gink [® said Mr. Schootz contemptuously.
“How'd he know, anyhow? What!”

“1 guess I ain’t feeling sure he’s got it right,” confessed
Mr. Carter. “But if it‘nﬁika ha says, Wharton's going to be
killed es he comes down—and I got to see!”

“Oh, carry me home to die!” hooted Mr. Schootz, utterly
incredulous and very eangry. “I guess that y Gomez is
fifty miles away.  You ain’t horning in and spoiling my
picture, Carter! Beat it (" e ol

Peter Cartér hesitated. He was far from placing implicit
faith in Bunter's warning : wnich was natural enough. after
what he had seen of the Owl of the Remove. In Jack-Rabbit
Canvom-sde. Bchootz war monarch of all he surveyed; and
he waved the detective back, )

But Harry Wharton's chums did not hesitate. They rushed
on towards the canvon wall, unheeding.

“Here, you ginks!” roared Mr. Bchootz. -* Yon come
back! You hear me yaup? What? Beat it, I’'m telling

ou 1"

4 The juniors raced on, unheeding, towards the canyon side.
Mr. Schootz almost danced with rage. i

“1 guess I better go after them, sir,” said Mr. Carter.
“If that thug is there, I reckon he wants a man to handle
him.™

“He ain't there!” hooted Mr. Schootz. “It's sll guff!
1'Il sure eat all the greasers you can find there; I sure will.
What'd he be there for?” : :

“The kid Bunter says he heard Polk putting him up to
it.FJ

There's a

(Continued on next page.)
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Mr, 8chootz snorted, _

“Mere Polk! I'm fed-up with thesc
yarns sbout Polkl You taking stock 1n
a fool yarn like that, Cartor?"”

“Wot without more proof than that
fat gink's word, 1 guess,” answered Mr.
Carter. “ Bur—"

*“If this ain’t the elephant’s hind
leg!” excluimed the exasperated Mr,
schootz. ‘' Jevver hear such guff, Van
Duek "

“1 sure never did!"” agreed the
assistant director, “But I guesa it won't
do any harm to search the patly.”

“Oh, go ahead, Carter; and then ecome
back and own up that you're the prize
boob of the Yew-nited States!” growled
Mr. Schootz.

The Los Angeles detective ran on
after the juniors, Bob Cherry and his
comrades wers making good. A
thousatid Mr. Schooties would not have
stopped them just then. Mr. Carter’s
long legs went like lightning, and he
covered the ground like a deer. He
passed the panting juniors, and started
up the zigzag path up the cliff. After
him clambered the chums of
Remove. A

Mr. Bchootz stared at the string of
climbers, strung out on the face of the
cliff, and snorted with angry contempt.

“ Keep an eye open for Wharton, Van
Duek,” ?m said. “8ignal to him to keep
back if he shows up belore them guys
get clear.”

“Bure!” said Mr. Van Duock. The
assistant director had a flag in his hand
with which to ni&.l to Harry Whar-
ton_when the schpolboy sheikh should
appear at the top of the cliff. There was
no d r of arton starting to ride
down while the path was blocked by the
string of climbers; he was to wait for
ithe waving of the flag before he rode
OO Ehis ot £ said M

is surc gets my goat!” sai r.
Schootz, staring up at the cliff. “If
sure is the dog-ponedest guff I ever
heard spilled.” e

The little cave half-way up the cliff
was completely hidden from sight by the
rocky plateau that jutted out before it,
Certainly a man might have lain there
in hiding, unsuspected by anyone in the
canyon below.

But Mr. Schootz did not believe for a
moment that anyone was there. All he
saw in matter was an unwarranted
interruption of his work, And his wrath
was great. With knitted brows he
watched the string of climbers on the
rugged oliff ; and saw the Los Angeles

ive leap on the plateau.

Bang!

“Great gophers!™ ejaculated Mr.
Schootz,

He jumped as the pistol-shot rang out
far up the cliff.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
| Getting Gomez !

DMEZ, crouching in the littls
cave at the back of the plateau,
waited and watched.

Hours had passed since the
thug had crept down from the upland
by the upper path, and reached his
hiding-place, unseen and ubnsuspeocted.

The rocky platean extended a dozen
feet in front of the cave, and then
dropped sheer to the eanyon. It shut
off the view below. Gomez, in the eave,
could spe nothing hut the rocky shelf
before him ani opposite wall of
Jack-Rabbit Canyon, a mijle away. But
he did uot need to watch below: he
needed only to wait for the descending
horssman from above.
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Exactly when the riding act was timed*
he did not know; but he had only io
wait. Unece within his hiding-place the
thug was careful not to show himself;
for as soon as arrangements were made
for the *shot”™ many eves would be
turned on the cliff.

Crouching in the cave, like a wild
beast wabching for its prey, Gomer
waited for the tramp of a descending
horse. A jagged lump of rock was
grasped in his hand.

When the schoolboy sheikh descended
he had to ride across the plateau from
the upper path to the lower; full in
front of the waiting thug. The hurling
rock would do the deed. A single shout,
startling the horse on iis insecure foot-
ing, would have sufficed; but the crash
of the jagged rock would make all sure.
Horse and horsemen would go whirling
down to deatn under the eves of the

desperado,
With perfect coolness, the wreteh
walted and listened. He was in no

dunger; to remain unseen was to- re-

the main unsuspected. The fall of the rider

would be taken as an actidenf; an acei-
dent probably rot unexpected on the
part of many members of the Perfection
Company. -

Gomez had pothing to fear. No one
would dream that an dssassin had been
hidden there to cause the eatastrophe.
He had only to remain in hiding till
all was quiet, and then creep away by
the upper path—to claim the reward of
his treachery,

With ne more compunction than
might have been felt by a jaguar lying
in wait for an antelope, the thug
cerouched in the cave, waiting for the
sound of hoofbeats.

And he was taken utterly SUTprise
when from the lower pn:éhbin ag:ira
ligure suddenly léapéd on the plateau,

Peter Carter gave one rapid glance
round, at the samie moment wﬁippmg an
automatic from his hip-pocket.

“Gﬂl.‘ﬂ.]!lb-ﬁ-'li"

The crouching ruffian in the cave
sturted up with panting breath and roll-
ing eyes, glaring at the detective, the

rock convuisively clutched in his hand, -

Like a startled wild beast, he glared at
the cool detective from Los Angeles.

Mr. Carter’s keen eyes glinted over
the revolver.

“It's a einch!” he said, “It's sure a
cinch ! he drawled as coolly -as if he
had been greeting an acquaintance on
Hollywood Boulevard. “ You want to
drn;: that rock, Jose Gomes! I guess
you re my mutton, with the wool on!"

“Por todos los Santos!” breathed
Gomez.

“Bantos nothing !"" said Mr. Carter
plgﬁmnﬂ;. “I want wyou, Gomez!
I!EC: napping charge, feller—not to men-
tion atiempted murder! You don’t
want to give trouble, with this here gun
looking at you.”

Gomez's hand flew up, the rock inm it,

His intention to hurl the missile was
obvious, and had it struck the detec-
tive it would have flung him from the
rocky shelf, to be smashed to death fifty
yards below.

_ But Mr. Carter, with all his drawl
ing nonchalance, was as wa as a
cat. He fired as the ruffian’s hand went
up. -
_The rock clattered down, as Gomez's
right arm dropped to his side, shattered
by the bullet,

There was a terrible vell from the
thug.

“1 guess I warned you!” said Mr,
Carter.

Gomer staggered, his swarthy face
white, his arm hanging useless, Mr,
Carter advanced on him grimly.

With a yell of rage, the desperaie man
lcaped at him.

The barrel of the automatic struck
him, but, unheeding tho leavy blow,
Gomez tore at the detective with his
sound arm, dragged him aside, and
rushed past him, " Mr, Carler staggered
and fell. Gomee leaped from the cave,
to spring away by fhe upper path. He
leaped fairly into (he arms of Bob
Cherry and the Dounder, who had
reached the plateau, and they fastened

-on him like bulldogs and dragged hiw

down.

The next moment Mr. Carter's grasp
was on him. And the rest of the juniors,
scrambling up from .the lower path,

crowded round.

n “Search me!” drawled Mr, Carter.
I guess this galoot is some “hoodlum !
But we've sure got him dead to rights

now."

There was a metallic click as the
handeuffs snapped on the swarthy
wrists of the Mexican."

Half fainting with the pain of his

wound, panting for breath, the ca
tured thug glared up at his captors. 3
‘B.nh Cherry's eyes hlazed at him.

You rotter " he said between his
teeth. “You scoundrel! We've got
you! And we'll get Polk next!”

“Tha gotfulness is terrific i

We've sure gobt him,” drawled Mr.
Carter, taking a grip on Jose Gomez
and dragging him to his feet. “T'l
MLWE ve sure got him. “Youn want to
En” a leetle pasear along with me,
ellor.” ]

And the captured thug, in Mr.
Carter’s strong grip, was hustled down
the tortuous Enth to the bottom of the
canyon. The Greyfriars  juniors
followed.

From rock to rock, by rugged slopes,

they daueqnﬁad ;and Jose ﬁcmm wWas

marched into the canyon, where Mr.

gthﬂatz stared at him like a man in a
ream,

Even Mr, Schootz had to admit now
that it was not all “guff.”

“It's sure that thug Gomez!" eaid
Mr. Van Duck.

“Carry me home to die!” mumbled
Mr. Schootz, “What the thunder was

the m’}iuinr up there on the Hair-

Trigger?

L ess ihat speaks for itself”
drawled Mr. Carter. “He was waitin
with a rock in his hand for that Iﬁﬁ
Wharton to come down !’

“Search me!"” gasped Mr. Schootz,

““And Polk put him up to it !” roared
Bob Cherry.

“Oh, .Fuﬁl" said Mr. Bchootz un-
easily,. “Hyer, you Gomez! You're
sure einched now, and T guess you ean
apill it. What was your game hiding
on the HairTrigger?! What!"’

Gomez snarled.

““Nada !’ he answered. “I was tham--'-"';
to watch the location; I was curigus *»

see the pictures taken—that is all”’

“With a bl-a‘ rock in fist 1"
grinned Mr. rter. 'l pguess that's
too thin, Gomez1"”

The ruffian shrugged his shoulders.

“I guess I had to plug him in the
fin, or he'd bhave made it last sicknoss
for me,” said Mr. Carter. “You ivant
to think out a better story than that,

Go u sure do!'’

*Did gﬂlk have anything to do with
it?" asked Mr. Bchootz, eyeing the
thug dubious! :

“Polk? Who is Polk?” asked Gomez.

“You sure don't know the name,
what?” grinned Mr, Carter,

“No, senor."

“Oh, search me!” grunted Mr.

Schootz, *“Take the

uy away, Carter!
He's your mutton !

ou kids, get back !

s
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Don't you know better than to horn in
in front of the camoras?”’

On the summit of the high canyon
wall a horseman in the guise of an
Arab sheikh appeared against the sky-
line. Harry Wharton had arrived at
the starting-point of the ride.

Mr, Carter led Gomez away. Mr.
Schootz  dismissed hoth Gomez and
Carter from his mind. The schoolboy
sheikh was ready for the riding act,
and Mr. Schootz's thoughts concentrated
at once on business, That a terrible
tragedy had been nnrmwi]\_,; averted,
that 'l-]{ﬂ shadow of death had passed
over the schoolboy's head “cut mo ice ™

| _j];f_ll | f “pf
A

was in readiness, and Mr. Van Duck's
arm went up and the signal was given.

Many of the spectators would not have
been surprised if, now that the croeial
moment had come, the schoolboy had
failed to meet tho test.

But Wharton did not fail.

The cameras were grinding now, tak-
ing him in as a distant figure at the top
of the cliff. Wharton rode down the

path. _
The juniors below ecaught their
breath. It was meck-or-nothing now;

for once a horseman was on that steep
path there was ne retreal, no drawing
rein. From the top to the bottom he
had to eome, either riding or falling.
Perhaps even Mr. Schootz at  that
moment felt a misgiving whether his

The black horse rushed past the open-
ing of the cave. whera a quarter of an
hour ago, Gomez had lurked, whence
the fatal rock was to have been hurled,
when nothing eould ha e saved horse or
rider.

But the way was clear now. There
was no danger, save from the natural
perils of the path, which were dangerous
enough. Wharton passed the plateau,
and the black Arab slid, half-sitting,
down u steep slope the rider loaming far
back in the saddle.

At tho foot of that slope was a sudden
turn, and for an instant it seemed that
horse and rider would shoot off into
space.

Mr.

Schootz wiped his perspiring
brow,

At that moment he ceased to

‘“ Hats oft ! ** sald Bob Cherry, as the Greyfriars juniors approached Billy Bunter.
Every hat was lifted, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a deep bow, preseated - -

the well-filled bag to the Owl of the Remove.

‘* My esteemed and absurd Bunter,”’

he said, *‘ pray accept this ridiculous testimonial in execrable acknowledgment
of your terrific and fatheaded services ! ** (See" Chapter 13.) .

j‘l— S
e

H

i
-

with Mr. Schootz. He was a business

Mr. Schootz devoted his whole atten-
tion to the “shot.”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Riding the Hair-Trigger !
H ARRY WHARTON sat the black

Arab horse at the summit of
the canyon wall and locked
down the steep, rugged slope.

Of what had happened on the Hair-
Trigger path only a few minutes before
he had no suspicion.

Looking down from the height, he
could make out Mr. 8chootz and Mr,
Van Duck and the group of camera
men, and behind them a group of
juniors. His comrades were gathered
there to sec him ride down, '

Wharton's hand was stendy on the
rein, his head steady and clear. He
waited for the waving of Mr. Van
Duck’s flag as n signal to start.

FPerhaps his heart was beating a little
faster than uswal; but his head was
steady and cool, He knew that he
could trust his horse, and he knew that
ho could trust his nerve.

He waited, looking down into the
cariyon.

Mr. Schootz was ready at last; all

keen desire for realism on the pictures
had not led him a little too [ar.

If o, it was too late now. But the
director’s fat face was sct and a little
pale, and he breathed hard and fast.

Down the perilous path came the rider,
a blur of white against the dark wall ni
the canyon. From below it locked as 1
a mountein goat could scarcely have
found footing theia. But the spectators
knew that the path had been ridden at
least once before, by ‘& hunted fugitive
with & sheriff's posse behind  him.
What had been done onca could be done
again. DBut the grous of Greyiriars
juniors hardly hreatﬁﬂd as they watched.

Wharton was nu. looking down now.
He was riding for his life.

Feor & dozen vards or so the path was
a fairly easy slope. Then there was a
leap to a ledze below, and the hoofs of
the black Arab clattered un it, the sharp
gsound ringing across the silence of the
canyon. _

I'rom the ledge a slant wound down,
and the rider disappeared for a moment
behind a jutting spur. He reappeared,
careering down the cliff, his face set,
his wrists like irom on the reins, leaping
from ledge to ledge, till a longer leap
landed him or t%u platean balf-way
down the cliff,

The momentum of the horse shot him
onward.

doubt whether he had not taken too
many risks wita the rider’s life. He
knew that he had.

But the schoolboy sheikh did not shoot
from the cliff ; he turned where the path
turped, and again a bulging rock hid
him for a few moments. ;

Ho came into sight again, while
aguinst the rock, and Mr. Schootz
gaspod with relief. Boeb Cherry clutehed
Nugent’s arm, unconscious what he was
doing. Nugenit was white as chalk.

Clatter, clatter | :

Btones, dislodged by the beating hoofs
af the Arab, rattled down the cliff, and
drepped into the canyon,

The camaeras ground on unceasingly,
recording every movement of the daring
rider, -

Crazgh !

A leap to a ledge, with a sheer wall
on the left, a drop to the earth on the
right. The horse seemed to stagger,
and Nugent groaned. But an iron grip
on the reins steadiel the Arab, and he
leaped on to the mnexs ledge, barely
saved from a fall. From that Em:ut, he
came down with a rushing gallop, and
Harry Wharton roda out from the foot
of the cliff—the wild ride over, _

Mr. Schootz spluttered with relief,
Van Duck drew a long breath.

“Bravo!” roared Bob Cherry. Bob

Tug Magser Lisrany.—No. 1,104
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found relief for his feelings in a tremen-
dous shout: * Bravo[”
Harry Wharton rode up to the group.

The cameras ceased to grind. The
“act ¥ was over,
Wharton slipped from the horse, Mr.

Bchootz gave him a thump on the back.

“Good man!” ha gasped. “Uh, you
surely are the goods, kid! You surely
are the gilt-edged, genuine goods! Il
tell the world [”

“Thank goodness it's over ! breathed
Nugent,

“All serene,”
rather breathless
rain, old chap !”

“1 say, you fcllows!”

Billy Bunter relled on the scenme. He
had fnished his lunch—or, rather, two
or three consecutive lunches. Now he
was able to give his attention to matters
of less importance.

Ho blinked at Wharton, and bLlinked
at the clilf.

“"You've done it?" he asked.

“Yes, old fat man,” said Harry, with
s smila.

*“Not much to meke a fus: about, was
it 7" said Dunter,

“*Fathead [”

- 0Ok, really, Wharton——"

“Ags ™

Horry VWharton walked away to the
rancho with his friends. to change in his
dressing-room. Mr, Behootz was rub-
bing his fat hands with glee.

“I reckomed he could ' make the
grade!™ he said. "1 sure tald you he
could make the grade, Van Duck!
What? Where's Polk?! He sure
allowed that he was going to see the
act! Where's Polkt”

“*1 guess he lit out for Hollywood,”
grinned Mr. Van Duck. “He sare
wasn't keen to waich the stunt. 1 go
he wor™t be & whole heap '

uckled. He had no

the kid gob away with it.”

Mr. 8choots
doubt that the Perfection star would be
far from pleased; but that, as he would
have said, cut no ice witk him. In fact,
bhe would rather have liked to “rub it
i:t,,";j had Myron Polk remained on the
gpot.

“1 say, M, Behootz,” squeaked
Bunter, “It was Polk who——"

“Can it!” gaid Mr. Schootz, and he
walked away.

:1 say, Mr. Vao Dusk, it was Polk
‘ n_._______il

“Forget it !” said Mr. Van Duck, and
be followed the directer,

And Bunter snorted and rolled back to
the rancho, in search of Harry
Wharton. From Wharton, at least, the
Owl of the Removn expected acknow-
ledgment and gratitude, and he ex-
pected that gratitude to take a substan-
tial form.

sald Harry, with a
laugh. “Right as

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Testimonial !

L Y hat!” said Harry.
M Tho “sheikh ™ had disap-
peared and Harry Wharton

was himself again He
joined his chums to dis of coffes and
cakes under the trees in the patio, and
then he heard the story of the capture of
Gomee.

"My hat!"” he repeeted, and he gave
& long whistle.

“If that brute had been thers when
you rode down——" gaid I'rank Nugent,
with a shiver,

“"No good thinking of it,” said Harry
quietly., “That fat ass Bunter hus come
in jolly useful for once—" "

“1 say, you fellows——"

Iae Macxer Lisramy.—No, 1,104,

**Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's the jolly
old fat man!” said Pob. “Have some
of these cakes, Bunter "

With three or four lunches
away Inside his circumference, Buunter
was not so keen as usual on a feed.
However, he condescended to acocept a
cake.
before he proceedad.

1l say, Wharton! T suppose you
know I've saved your life—"

“I've just been told,” said Harry.
“ Much obliged, old chap!”

“It is a case of the esteemed mouse
and the preposterous lion over again,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, it's not very complimentary to
call Wharton a mouse, Inky.”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Llessed if I see anvthing to cackle
ot., Look here, you fellows! I'm not a
chap to brag, as you know——*

“Not " ejaculated Johuny Bull,

“No!” hooted Bunter. “ But facts
are facts! I've saved Wharton's life at
the risk of my ownl Not that I care
anything about risk. T'm not the fellow
to make a fuss about a bit of risk., DBut
thare yvou ara
- "']:31;:3?:5:1 if I see where your risk came
f:nI said Bob Cherry, with a stare.

You never went an re near Gomez,
Eﬂu”:wurﬂ stuffing here while we got

mmn <

Bunter snorted.

“Who found out what those villains
were plotting {” he demanded. *“ Whe
tracked down Gomez and Polk, and
found it all out? Tracked them down,
and got on to the whole thing and frus-
trated their knavish tricks? I think,

acked

Wharton, at '

grymful." you might be

e vell, e0 I am, old bean” said
B iy glad you found out

up to, anyhow.”
be, it I hadn't
Bunter wanted to know.
fellow to brag, but I think
!ﬁgh:fﬁlfm{h
'l
save a 8 life.™

"“H!” dear chap—" said Wharton

* There is such a thing,” said
“as gratitude! You l?lﬁw whntﬂﬁlmll?ﬁ

aagl:-la abﬂut & serpent's thankless tooth,
and—

“Ha, ha, ha "
:: Oh, really, you fellows—*

Let us pass an esteemed vote of
thankfl;lllnﬂsﬁu to the ludicrous and
execrable nter,"” s sted Hur
Jamset Ram Eing‘h, W e

::Henr, hear!” said Bob Cherry.

That’s all very well,” said Bunter.
“But after the fearful risks I've run
and after saving Wharton's life, and all
that, my idea is that there ought to be
& testimonial.”

“A which " ejaculated Bob,
“A testimonial,” said Bunter firmly.

“1 should prefer it to take the form of
cash.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“The fact is, I happen, at the present
moment, to be short of cash,” said

tar.
“Not reallyt” said the Bounder.
" Yes, really !
“How did 1% happen " asked Vernon-
Smith, with an air of great interest.
“Hew do u explain this rare
phenomenon ?*

*““Beast! The fact is, I've given direc-
tions for my stal-orders to be for-
wardad out to California,” said Bunter.
“But owing to some delay, or some-
thing, they haven’t arrived—not one of
them !” added Bunter sorrowiully.

“Not one of them has reached Holly-
wood.”

He filled his capacious mouth

‘of his roem i

il

“And perhaps not even started on the
way to Hollywood," said the Bounder,

sympathetically.
“Beast! Now. about that testi-
monial,” said Bunter briskly. * Your

life having been saved, Wharton, T think
vou ought to start it—say with a hun-
dred dollars.™

“My only hat!” said Hurry. ;

“Make it fifty.,” =aid Bunter gener-
ously. "“Dash it alll I never was
greedy !

“He never was greedy !" said Bob, in
a dazed sort of way.

“Never I" said Dunter. *“Not like
some fellows I ecould name.”

“"Oh, Truml:-ﬂ!“ 4

“(Gentlemen, chaps, and preposterous
fellows,” said the nabob n? ]:::Phu.nipur. -
“the testimonial te the ridiculous
Punter is & wheezy good idea. Let us
pass round an excellent hat, and treat
the preposterous Bunter as he deforves.”
" That's right!” said Bunter approv-
ingly. *“I'l leave it to you men. Do
tha decent thing, that’s lﬁ.“
H'f“Luuk bhere——""  growled Johnny

ull,
'd“M'T Et!ﬂ:EF{!Eed" Johnuny, the whmr.ﬁ
idea 15 terrifically preposterous,” sai
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. “My ex-
cellent and execrable Buater, deign to
retire from this ridiculous spot while the
cashful teﬂimnnidj: prepared for your

Eﬁldight-lw?; Eaid tf:nter, and he
TO away, leavi janiors Lo pro-
coed with the jroesedings -
The Famous Five and the Bounder
and Lord Mauleverer ed to put

was a good

deal of grinni ing.
Then the juniors went to their rooms,
Bunter watohed them with a beaming

pareotly the juiior were going to
- the cash that was requi Enr!the
to Bunier ang the Owl of
Remove ecould nniy hope that they
plenty of money on hand,
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh came out
v the gallery, with a
o e e
fellows gatherad round him
to drop contributions into

ink, elink! Clink, clink!

Metallic clinking reached Bunter's
ears, and he grinned. To judge by the
sound, that testimonial was going to be
worthy of his acceptance, even ?fu was
only silver dollars that the juniors were
tlmppma; into the bag. nd Bunter
hoped that among the collected enins
thero would be a few eagles and double-
cagles, ;

Bunter’s fat face beamed.

He deserved this testimonial, of
course, but he had hardly the
fellows to catch on to the 1dea so quickly
and so heartily.

“Bay, bo!"” Fisher T. Fish came into
the patio and looked in surprise at
Bunter's beaming face. *“You sure look
chippy! Somebody died and loft vou -
a veal-and-ham pie?”

‘Bunter blinked at him.

“Oh, really, Fithy! The fellows are
getting up a testimonial,” he explained.
“Search me!” paid Fisher T. Fish.
“If{ you'd like to contribute, Fishy,

?ﬂu_,l

“1 guess that's some * if ' I"” enid Fishy
derisively.

“Hallo. hallo, hallo!” shouted Bob
Cherry from the gallery. “This wlﬁf.
Fishy Id Elmnli contributions tha.nkf{u’ ¥
received, larger ones in proportion!’

“ What on earth is this game?” ask
Fisher T. Fish, going up into the

E>

|

g

E'H.I_l:’.-rl;]’-. “What are you guys up to,
say ?
“Testimonial for Dunter. We'ra



EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

=

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

trying to treat him as he deserves,” ex-
plained Bob Cherry, “ The bag’s nearly
full, but there's room for a little more.
Shell out |” L

Fisher T. Fish squinted into the bag,
and gave a chortle,

“Sure!” he assented.

And he weni into his room. .

Billy Bunter’s {at face beamed like
urto a full moon. Even Fishy, known
to be the stingiest fellow ever, was going
to- econtribute. That testimonial,
evidently, would be worth having.
Visions of hundreds of dollars danced
befors Bunter; visions of unlimited
freds in the cafes of Santa Monica and
the teashops of Hollywood. _

Fisher 'T. Fish came back from his
room, and there was a loud clink as he
dropped his eontribution im.

The collection was finished.

Hurree Jamset Ram h closed the
bag @and fastened the button that
secured it at the top. The juniors
descended from the gallery and came
across to Bunter.

“Hats off I"" said Bob.

Bunter hhameﬂ nnH i!:thﬂm.

Ever at was
.Tamaat.jﬂam Singh, wﬁﬁ a deep bow,
almost to the ground, presented the
well-filled bag to Billy Bumter,

“My esteemed and absurd Bunter,”
he said, “pray accept this ridiculous
testimonial, from admiring and pre-

osterous friends, in execrable ackmow-
Fedgmnnt of wonr terrific, and fat-

!l!‘

and Hurrce

headed services
‘““ Hear, hear!”
Bunter extended a fat hand and
accepted the bag.

“Thanks, you fellows!” he muld
loftily, “I must say that éuu don’t
aften play up like this. enerally,

you're ungraﬁful.l I'mtadnménabumad to
ingratitude, but I'm g o Ee& yOu
dngtha decent thing for once. Thanks ™

“No thanks are required,” said Bob
Cherry gravely.,. “Ev man 18
entitled to his deserts. You've got "em.
That's all! Come on, you men, and
leave Bunter to gloat over the plunder.”

And the juniors walked out of the
rancho, leaving Bunter with
glee aver the well-filled bag. There was
n sound of laughter as they disappeared.
Why, Bunter did not know; there was
nothing, so far as he could see, to cause
risibility. )

He rolled t{o the nearest bench, sat
down, and opened the bag. It was
heavy, it was crammed, and it clinked
musically. .Bunter's eyes danced behind
his big spectacles as he opened it.

Then, as he blinked into the bag, his
expression suddenly changed.

His fat finger and thumb drew out a
large, rusty key! He blinked at it, and
groped again. This time a dog-chain
came to light. DBunter's face was not
beaming now. Quite an extraordinary
expression wasz spreading over his fat
features. He turred the bag upside
down, and the contents shot out on the
beneh, clinking as they fell—several
mare rusty keys, a number of nails and
serews, an old watch-spring, a number
of pebbles, a few rusty -nibs, and
some other odds and ends of equal
value.

Bunter gazed at them.

For some moments he wasg s .
lese. This was his testimonial! That
musieal clinking he had heard had not,
evidently, been caused by silver dollars
dropping ‘into the bag!

He found his voice at last.

* Beasts!” roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the
distance,
“I say, you fellows—" yelled
Bunter.

““Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Beasts! I say, you fellows——"'

But the fellows were gone. DBunter
was left with his testimonial, and such
gatisfaction as it afforded him. To
judge by his expression, that was not
very much.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Shadow of Fear!
YRON POLK paced the par-
M quetry floor in the bunga-
low on the hill above Holly-

wood.

The Perfection star was unable to
keep still. .

His hand=ome face, white and drawn,
hardly looked handsome now, His eyes
had a haunted look; his hands trembled.
More than once he had gone to the
lacquer cabinet where his hidden supply
of spirits was kept. But the fiery boot-
leg liquor le poured down his throat
failed 1n ita effect. )

Nothing could drive from his haunted
mind the vision of a horse and a rider
rolling down the steep rocks and crash-
ing to death.

It was done, and now it conld not be
nndone. He hardly knew whether he
wished it undone. But he knew that his
nerves were, in mags, and that he was
pursued by remorse and fear.

He had not dared to stay at Jack-

Have you had a shot at bagging
one of our pocket-wallets
yet ? What do you think of this

winning Limerick ¢

Oid Gosling looks after the gnl-l.
Ha lelu-h “young ripa' who
ars
Except those that gan slip
In his palm, a fat tip,
A“dt mi dodge an unpleasant

Sent Th by J. J. Saunders, 95,
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aNEESEANEAENERNREREDENEEN l.“'ll'l‘.'l

l'I'I-III EANEANEEFEUEARESEFREOE S RNEEENIEE

Rabbit and watch the scene. His con-
science had driven him away from the
spot; he had felt that he would beiray
himself when the catastrophe came,

Again and again the hideous scene
was enacted in his feverish mind—the
horseman riding down the eclif—the
hidden ruffian startling the steed from
ita precarious foothold—the crash in the
canyon below—the shattered body lifted
from the hard earth. He could not pic-
tare it without a shudder; but he could
not drive it from his mind. The brand
of Cain was on his brow, and 1t was a
nervous wreck of a man who paced and
paced, unresting, in the sumptuonsly-
furnished room.

It had happened—it must have hap-
pened! Nothing could have saved t
schoolboy, except fore-knowledge of the
dastardly plot; and the plot had been
laid in secret in the hills, where there
were no ears to hear, ﬂuthing could
have saved Wharton, unless he had.
after all, shrunk from making the dan-
gerous ride, and Polk knew that he had
nok.

‘He was certain that it had happenod—
that it must have hs ed! DBut he
was feverishly anxious for definite news.
Schootz surely would phone him; or per-
haps the director was too ovérwhelmed
by the tragedy to think of it. Twice
Polk approached the telephone. Once
he picked up the receiver, but he put it
down again. It wounld not do to seem
too anxious; 1t would not do to seem to
be expecting news of the boy's destrue-
tion; it might draw suspicion on him,

The wretched man was alraid of 4he
merest shadow now.

He paced and paced. When a tap
came at his door, he started as if the
hand of a policeman had fallen on his
shoulder,

He spun round, shaking from head to
foot. It was only his Japanese ser-
vant, whose impassive face expressed
nothing, though his slanting eyes dweli,
for & second, curionsly on the white,
drawn face of his master.

“What 1 it2"™
‘IW‘hat ¥¥

“Mistel Caltel call—""

“Carter " muttered Polk,
~ Fear fell on him like the grip of an
icy hand. The detective—what did he
want ? Had something been discovered?

Polk tried to pull himself together.

“8how him in,” he said huskily.

The Japancse bowed gravely and
retired.,

Polk strove to cnlmﬁthimnalf. The
detective's vizit could not mean danger.
What could be Enown? It was im-
possible that anything could be known.
Carter, perhaps, had been at Jack-
Rabbif, and had dropped in on his return
to Hollywood to give him the news.
That was it—that must be it!

the

Polk stood with his back to
window as the Los Angeles detective was
shown in, and the Japanese closed the
door mﬁfy agaimn,

Tha detective's face was grave,

“What is it, Mr. Carter §” asked Polk
irritably. “I am a buﬁy man, I am
studying a part now— '

“1 guess I thought you'd like to hear
the news from Jack-Rabhit, Mr. Polk,”
answered the detective, hiz keen eyes an
the face of the Perfection star.

Y Newsi” p Polk. He 'ﬁ?""d

volce wi an - effort.. “'I hope
nothing has hsppened to Jfhe boy—I
for atﬁlia naine.,' ’ ?

* Wharton, sir,” said Mg Carter,

“Yes—Wharton! 1 warned him not
to attempt the ride. I warned Schootz
that i1t was too dangerous,”™ maid Polh.
“If—if anything has happened, I am
sorry. Such a foolhardy feat—"

“The feat was maore dﬂ-ﬁﬁsm than
any guy guessed," said . Carter,
“Mr. Bchoote never reckoned on Gomes

snapped Polk,

being on the L
Pﬂilzlr sta Bwf
“Gomez " he said faintly.

“Dut we've got Gomez!"” eaid Mr.

Carter,

Myron Polk sank upon a tapestried
settec. His legs refused to support him.
It was & face of chalk that was turned
upon the detective. i

“You've got Gomez 1" said Polk, in a
faint whisper. ]

.:I.;"Eﬂ:a!jed speak, but his lips

olk tried {o ; b 12 lips were
too dry. He could only stare at the
Los Angeles detective.

Mr. Carter smiled grimly.

How much truth there had been in
Bunter's story Mr. Carter had been
unable to decide. The discovery of
Gomez on the cliff had proved some part
of it, at least. But Bunter did not elaim
to have seen the confederate with whom
Gomez had plotted; he had known
Polk by his woice, and what he bad
heard left no doubt on the subject. But
Mr. Carter wanted some evidence maore
relinble than Bunter’s. He had it now.
The evidence was in Polk’s white,
soarad face.

There was a Imgh;lianca in the room.

Polk broke it at in a dry, husky
voioo.

“ You said—Gomez. I don't Guite—
quite get you. Who iz Ge T
“A bootlegger,” said Mr. Cirtfl;

“One of a gang who worked in
Tue Maexer Lispary.—No, 1,104,
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Banta Monice mountains. You know
the name, I think."”

“No,"” said Polk hoarsely; “it is new
%o mel”

“Bho!" said Mr. Carter.
the guy knows you, Mr, Polk.™

Myron Polk clasped his hands to-
ﬁthar to hide their convulsive trem-

ing.

“If he says——"" he faltered.

His brain was in a whirl. Gomes cap-
tured! Gomez in the hands of the law,
red-handed from his erime! He would
speak—of course he would speak! It
was the eleetric chair for the thug, and
he would say what he could to throw Lhe
crime upon another,

With a terrible efort, Polk calmed
himself. If Wharton was dead, and
Gomez had confessed, he needed all his
nerve, to save his own neck. He had
hardly realized before into what a fearful
position his mad hatred of his schoolboy
rival had driven himm. He realised it
now, and he derived a sort of courage
from the very execess of his terror.

“*1f thia man—Gomez—has mentioned
my name, he lies, of course,” he szaid
speaking in jerks. *‘I know nothing of
the man. f he—if he has caused an
accident to Wharton, I, of course, know
nothing whatever about it."”

Mr. Carter smiled again.

_ He had said nothing of the thug caus-
ing an accident fo arton, The Per-
fection star was speaking from his own
knowledge.

“You allow you don't know the guy ?”
he asked carelessly.

« Y (Cprtainly not.’

**You ain't met up with him to-day "
asked Mr. Carter.

Polk trembled.

“To-dav? No, never! What—"

“Not by appointment, in the Santa
Monica hills, this morning !"" asked NMr,

“I guess

Carter. ‘' Bort of rendezvous, I guess—
spot where two big rocks lean to-
gether 7"

Polk gave a choked ery.

“If Gomez says &0, he lies!” he
anted. "If you are fool enough to
isten to the talk of a thug—a boot-

legger—an outcast——"

“T ain't heard that from CGomez"
snid Mr. Carter. °*'There's another guy
allows he was on the spot, and heard a
whole lot of talk. He allows he was
hidden under them rocks, when a galoot
shout your size, Mr. Polk, met up with
Gomez, and sort of pew-wowed with
him.”. -

Polk sat as if turned to stone.

He was lost!
~ The Perfection star, the idol of the
film fans, the darling of the “In Love
with Myron ™ Bociety, was a lost man
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—doomed to leave his luxurious bunga-
low for a prison celll He sat stunned
—waiting for Mr. Carter to produce
the handcuffs,

Only too willingly would Mr. Carter
have produced them, and clicked them
on the wrists of the film star—had the
matter been as Myron Polk believed.

But Mr. Carter—much to his regret—
had nothing to “go upon,” Hes had
satisfied himeelf of Polk's intended
guilt, It was to ascertain that that the
detective had come to the bungalow:
and the Perfection star had betrayed
himself completely encugh. Now Mr.
Carter was done with him,

He stood for some moments watching
the chalky face of the “handsomest
man in Hollywood,” with & grim smile.

Polk" could not speak. He seemed
palsied by fear.
~ Mr. Carter broke the silence at last
in his slow drawl,

“"You'll sure e pleased o hear that
Lomez never got away with it, after all,
Mr. Polk.™

“What?"

“He sure slipped up on it,” drawled
Mr, Carter. “That kid Wharton made
the prade all right.”

Polk started convulsively.

“You—you mean—there—there was
no aceident "' he stammered. He stared
almost uncomprehendingly at the
dotective.

“1 mean,” answered Mr. Carter
deliberately, “that there was mno
murder, Mr. Polk. That's what that

thug was there for, skulking on the
eliff. But he sure was roped in before
he could put in his punch,™

Polk gasped.

“Wharton—then Wharton s

“1 guess the kid's O.K.,” said Mr.
Carter. “Gomez is in the stone jug.
Mr. Schootz is sure I'l:tj{}iﬂi[l;.']: over that
shot. 1t came off first-rate.”

Myron Polk staggered to his feet.
The mists of terror were elearing from
hizs mind now,

The “accident ™ had not happened—
Wharton had not been killed—Gomesz

had not confessed! He was In no
danger.

His eyes gleamed with evil as he
looked at the detective. He wunder-

stood now that the astute sleuth had
hElEll'n drawing him on to betray him-
self.

“I've got Gomez,” said Mr. Carter
pleasantly. “I guess I'm mnailing him
on the kidnapping charge; and 1 sure
hope to get the rum-running fixed on
him. But I pguess a charge of
attempted murder won't wash—I know
what his game is; and you know, Mr.
Polk, But that ain’t evidence. He's
the guy to keep mum—ecepecially with
n rich man behind him to pay lawyers
o get him through. And what that
fat gink heard you %pilling to him
Ta_'n:'l.’.t go much In a court of law. No,
sir !

“Bo—so you've been fooling met”
sald Polk, in a hissing wvoice. “You
came here to pump me?"

“I guess you ecan call it that,”
assented Mr. Carter coolly. *1 sure
wanted to know. Now I know! You
put up that guy to make the kid break
his neck on the Hamr-Trigger; but I
can't get 1t home to you, and I can't
get it home to him!™ Mr. Carter
shook his head. “You'll pay the law-
vers to help Gomes, to keep him mum;
but the cutest lawyer in Los won’t get
him off under a vear in the penl! Ign.
sir! I can’t touch you. I'd sure like
to ecinch you on it, Mr. Polk: but
there's nothing doing.”

The film gtar forced a laugh.

He wasz in no danger—and he knew
it now. The crime that had haonted

him with terror had not token plaoe.

His fears had been unfounded. Polk
pulled himself together.
“You fancy you've played a cule

game here, Carter,” he said. He waas
once more the cool, disdainful star,
cool and supercilious, “I don't see that
it will buy wvou anything. I know
nothing of Gomez—not even his namo!
you repeat before witnesses what
you've been sayving to me here, I'll see
that you're got for libel—and your pro-
fessional position won't save you!”

“1 guess I ain't spilling argihing'
ontside this room,” said Mr. Carter,
“No, sir! I jest wanted to know—
and now I know! If you'll take a word
of advice, you'll let them schoolboys
alone—after this! 1 ecan't get you this
time, Mr. Polk. DBut"”—Mr. Carter’s
eyes glinted—" vou try again, and you
pull it off, Mr. Palk, and I'll get you
—I'll sure get you! Chew on that!”

And Mr, Carter, replacing the Derby
hat on his head, walked out of the
room and left the bungalow.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Reward |

11 UNTER, old bean ™
B “Yah!"
HEh?“

(14 Ynh !Tl
with lefty scorn.

“My dear old porp

“Yah!” said Dunter
tima,

It was the following day, and work
on the films was over. Harry Wharton
& Co. had been down to Santa
Monica; and they had returned in time
for tea. And Wharton had looked for
Bunter—and found him in a lofty, con-
temptuous, and uncompromising mood.

Bunter was indignant,

The testimonial had given him no
sutisfaction whatever. i8 wrath was
deep, his indignation deeper. The sun
had gone down on his wrath, and had
risen again on his indignation.

That day he had declined to speak to
the juniors. He cut them ruthlessly.

No doubt Bunter considered that a
rather severe punishment. The chums
of the Remove bore it, however, with
considerable fortitude,

Now that Wharton had sought him
out, with a cheery smile on his face,
Bunter was apt to be placated.

“Yah!” he said, for the fourth time.
“I preler inu not to speak to me,
Wharton | despise you, if Kym;l don’t
mind my mentioning i, eep your
distance! I'm done with youl”

“But——" urged Harry.

“Y¥ah!” Bunter's vocabulary seecmed
limited, but it did not lack emphasis,
l'l'i:l"ﬂh!”

“Look here, fathea e

“T saved your life,” said DBunter
witheringly. “You plaved a rotten
trick on" me in return—your idea of a
joke, I suppose. Yah! Some fellows
would have Dbeen grateful! Yah!
Next time you're in fearful danger,
don’t expect me to chip in and save you
at frightful risk to myself. I wash my
bands of you ! ™

“Well, they eould do with a wash,"”
remarked Bob Cherry.

“Yah !

“But—" argued Wharton,

repeated  Bunter,

olsp—""

for the third

“Away!” Bunter waved a fat hand,
registering ecorn and  contempt.
iEd - WE-F I?J

“We've been down to Santa Monica
and——"

ic Yﬂ.h ll:-

o An;i ldnnu some shopping——"

“Yah!"

“And we've got the biggest feed ever
known—"
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The table, which had looked like a pastry-ecook’s connter, was almost bare when Bunter suddenly flopped back in his chalr

and gasped.
gasped the Owl of the Remove.

“Eh?”

“For you—

“What 1"

“Come and see the tuck!”

Scorn and indignation faded from
Billy Bunfer’s face. His fat features
ragistered the keenest interest.

“No larks!" he asked.

“Ha, ha! No! A feast of the gods
-cakes and pies, jam-tarts, and cream-
puffe, iced pudding and chocolate roll,
all sorts of things—"

Bunter beamed.

“Now you're talking 1™ he said.

“Tt's a feast of honour,” said Bob
(Cherry gravely.

Bunter smiled.

“Well, of course, I don't care much
for tuck, as you fellows know.”
“Qh, my hat!”

“But it's the spirit of the thing,”
spid Bunter. “ As Shakespeare says, a
serpentine’s tooth is more ungrateful
thun a thankless winter wind, I'll come.”

And Bunter came,

It was, a3 the captain of the Remove
liad declared, a feast of the gods. As
PBunter sat down to the table, piled and
stacked with all sorts and wvarieties of
tuek, his fat counitenance beamed like
rhe sun at noonday.

Harry Wharton & Co. had agreed,
nem con, that Willam George Bunter
deserved & reward. Certainly, it was
by sheer chance that he had come in
useful. 8till, there could be no doubt
that for once he had come in very use-
ful indeed. DBunier’s reward took a
shape that was peculiarly aceeptable to
Bunter, Quite a considerable sum had
heen expended on all sorts of squashy
and sticky things. And there they were
spread out In enticing array fore
Bunter's gloating eyes,

L

*‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo 1 ** cried Bob Cherry. ** What’s the matier, Bunter ? **
*“ ] haven®t eaten too much, you fellows !

(See Chapter 15.)

“Go it, old bean ! zaid Bob.

Bunter went it '

Huge as the pile of tuck

diminished rapidly under
frontal attack.
_ His fat jaws worked swiftly. The
juniors watched him in admiration,
which deepened to wonder, and then be-
cama tinctured with alarm.

‘They wanted Bunter to enjoy the [eed
of his life. But they did not want him
to burst.

Half-way through that feast William
George paused a moment to unfasten
a few waistcoat buttons. Then he re-
Emmiad the n.ttﬂ.{}klgith rﬂ}nawed vigour,

“1 say, you fellows,” he gasped, at
last, “this is good! '['his gis prime !
This is tip-top! Pass those cakes!”

Even Bunter slackencd down at last.

But much remained, and his oyveas
lingered on it. It was against all
Bunter's principles to leave anything
on the table undevoured. He pansed a
few moments, rallied, and returned to
the attack,

His fat jaws worked more slowly naw.
But they worked, Item after item
disappesred.

The table, which had looked like &
pastrycook’'s counter, was now almost
bare. Only a bag of tarts and a few
wees remamed. Bunter strétched out a
fat hand to the tarts.

One by one they vanished, Bunter
had to make efforts now, But he made

was 1t
Bunter's

them manfully. The tarts went. More
elowly the remaining ices followed.
Bunter sat gquite «s:t.iﬁ when he had

cleared the table, breathing stertorously,
with a fat and shiny face,

“Had enough, old chap 1" asked Bob
Cherry, gazing at him and wnndﬂrinﬁ:
where he had put it all. Even Bunter's
ample circumlference seemed hardly to

Hardly enough, in fact !

“‘ Mooooooo—ooooooh 1™
But—but—ooocooh  **

account for the disappearance of that
mountain of tuck. :

“Yes!” gas Bunter,

“The enoughfulpess is terrifie,” mur-
mured Huorree Jamsct ™ Ram Singh,
" Perhapsfully there is a little too-
muchfulness.™

“Grooogh I

“Hallo! Hallo!
matter 1

* Mooooooh 1™

dw-hﬂnt-"—'—”

“ Oooooaoh [

After uttering those peculiar sounds
Bunter sat very still. He realised that
he dared not move. A strange feelin
was upon him, which he remembere

n.'-rmgl experienced on the steamer on
the Atlantic.

“I—I—I think I—I'll lie down a bit,”
gasped Bunter, at last. “I haven't

Hallo! What's the

eaten too much, you fellows. Hardly
enough, in fact, But—but——
Oooocooh 17

- The juniors hel Bunter {o his

room. They laid him on his bed.
“1 say, you fellows " meaned
Bunter,

“Yes, old bhean |

i E‘ﬂﬂmﬂh I:H

“Over-done it a bit, eld chap 27
*“No; nothing of the kind! Ba -
“But whot 7 . o

“Doooooooh 1

“Better leave him to it,” said Bob,
And Bunter was left to it

THE mi

(Whatever you do, chums, don’t miss
the next yarh in  this  magnificent
“Haollywood "  series, entitled: A
FILM STAR'S VENGEANCE!™ ‘1t 1s
undoubtedly one of the finest #tdrics
Frank Richards has written, ' GOrder i
to-day )
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Champlon of the Track !

& ORNADO ” ROSBITER slung

i his twin-eylinder Volson racer

imnto the second bend of the

Elsenham Park Speedway,

and hazed the safety-fence with the
cinder-spray of a long, raking slide,

Qlose behind him ecame a challenper
in & white slip. He was known to the
“fans " as Syd Mollison, and he was
making a desperate bid to snatch the
victory from Rossiter on the sweep of
track that curved into the front straight.
Incidentally, he was making a bid to
supplant Rossiter as proven champion—
Rossiter, the unbeaten, Rossiter the
hitherto unbeatable.

But was he unbeatable? Close on
forty thousand spectators believed
otherwise as they stood on their feet
and lifted their voices in a storm of
applause. And the name that they
]relfad was ‘'Syd Mollison.”

Forty thousand pairs of eyes watched
Rossiter and Mollison swing out of the
bend, with the sun on the gleaming
bikes, and the sparks flying from the
steel toe-plates on the riders’ boots.

The exhaust-spouts blurted venomously
st full throtitle as both men took their
fingers off the “cut-out” but- '
tons on the handlebars. Molli-
son was still a shade to the
rear, but he was lunging for-
ward with his body to urge the
best out of his maehine, and it
looked as if Rossiter had met
bhis match at last,

Rossiter's back wheel took a
sudden switch to the right. It
may have been an accident, and again
it mdy have been a vicious and inten-
tional side-slip by & man notoriously
jealous of his reputation. Whatever
the cause, the result was disastrous, for
Mollison was forced to wrench away.

Down came the challenger's bike in a
smother of cinders. Mollison flung him-
self clear of the saddle at the eritical
moment, while his machine went tearing
and grinding across the track on its side,
spiral-fashion, to finish up by the fence.

Rossiter rode on comfortably, with
nothing to fear from the two other com-
petitors who were alill on the hack-
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straight. The checked flag sliced down
to signal him the winner, and the
fintshing-gun banged deafeningly.

Less than a minute afterwards,
Tornado Rossiter was riding round the
track with the Bilver Armlet, trophy of
the race, clasped about his sleeve.  He
looked almost ghoulish in his leather
suit, crash-helmet, and aviation mask—
a champion of the dirt track, but an
unpopular one, for behind the mask and

ggles of Rossiter’s kit was a face that

ad never been revealed to the followers
of the great game.

Rumour had it that he was averse to

Here you will meet Jimmy Bere:fﬁrd,
whose heart and soul is in all things
relating to high speeds and dirt-track

thrills,

ublicity. _ The few who
avoured him called it modesty. But
the swagger of his bearin gave the
lie to these opinions, and the fact re-
mained that he had never been a
popular winner,

There was little cheering now, and
thare were two possible reasons for.the
lack of enthusiasm. One was the mystery

blindly

that surrounded his personality, keeping
him at a distance from the fans, as it
were,

The other was the wreckage of

Mollison’s bike on the edge of the
track.

Let us now turn to two youngsters
among the almost-silent crowd at the

CARNEY ALLAN

Elsenham Speedway, two youngsters,
unknown, and scarcel y noticed by those
around tixam, but destined to play their
arts in & grim drama which wolild
ink them closely with the man who
called himself Tornado Rossiter.

One of these i;uungstara was Jimm
Deresford, notable for a cheerful,
smiling countenance, and a strong,
athletic figure; notable also for his
passionate mterest in all things relating
to speed and motor-cycling.

The other was ﬁun Connolly, his
chum, & dark-haired fellow, of a more

serious disposition than Jimmy, but
likewise intercsted in speed
and motor - cycling. His
interest, however, ran in a
different groove, for Ron
Connolly was of an inventive
turn of mind. He worked

a8 a mechaniec at Clendale
Richards & Co., a firm noted
for the tuning, maintenance,

. and repairing of dirt-track
machines, and his pet ambition was to
launch a new engine on the motor-

cycle market,

These two, fast chums since school-
days, rose immediatelv after the race
for the Silver Armlet and made their
way from the stands. A few minutes
later they found themselves in a
“park ” specially reserved to accomo-
date cars and bikes.

Jimmy located a twin-cylinder
machine here and, taking it from its
stand, he settled himsclf in the saddle.
The bike was a magnificent-looking job,
with plated fitments, and the vﬂrjrglnl;ﬂst
of “gadgets.” On the tank was a
trade-mark, on which was inscribed the
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name " Beresford,” and it must here be
explained that Jimmy was the son of
(Gordon Beresford, of Beresford Motors,

Jimmy kicked the starter and, as the
exhaust chuckled with rhythmie, deep-
throated note, he prepared to say good-
bye to Ron, ;

“By the way,” said Ron, as Jimmy
waa on the point of dropping the cluteh,
“1 had a word or two with your dad
the other day. About my invention,
you know.”

“¥You did?” Jimmy exclaimed. “ What
was the verdiet ¥

“Well, your father couldn't tell me
anything definite, of course,” Ron
answered. * But I let him have a plan
of the engine, and he said that the
prin{iifﬂﬁ of the thing looked good. He
was glad I came straight to him with
the 1dea, in preference to the Velson
people—particularly as I haven’t taken
out a patent yet. He told me that the
Volson Company had an ugly repu-
tation.” e

“Yes, dad's always had that opinion,”
Jimmy mused, “aud 1 don’t think it's
simply prejudico against a rival Brm.
Well, Ron, here's nging your engine
turns out a success. In the meantime,
go-long 1"

With a genial wave of the hand,
Jimmy departed, skilfully driving his
bike j1':)r:l'.~anar1.=,+:ﬂ:| two cars that partially
blocked the entrance of the park. One
of these cars Jimmy cesually noticed. Tt
was a big open four-seater, with a cream
body, and pale green wings, He was
to remember it, ;

Jimmy lived with his father 1n a
large house some distance out of town,
and a little while later be might have
been seen riding along a gquiet country
lane between tall hedges. 4

For once, Jimmy was not *“speeding,”
and the engine note of his bike was
subdued and low-toned. Jimmy, in fact,
was thinking—thinking of Hon's 1n-
vention. He knew that his chum had
worked hard on it for the last year,
devoting every spare minute to it.

The oungster's thoughts were
suddenly interrupted by an imperious

hooting behind him and, turning his
head, Eim saw a car racing along the
lane,

The driver's face was !EEI'EE];
visible above the big steering-wheel,
and clouds of dust were swirling in the
asuto’s track. Jimmy, in his backward
glanue, had a vivid impression of a

road-hog ¥ who had not the slightest
consideration for others,

Moreover, the youngster recognised
the car as the one he had seen at the
Elsenham S WaY.

Jimmy's blood was roused, and he
twisted the throttle-grip impulsively.
There was an instantaneous response,
the engine ripping out itz challenge 1o
the on-coming car with a fierce staceato
tune, and the bike jerking forward at
inoreased spead,

The car was within fifty yards before
Jimmy's machine could set the pace; but
with the *twin * roaring stridently the

rsuing vehicle ceased to gain ground.
ﬂlma then apparent that the driver had
realised tha youangster’s intention to
make it a race, for he had pulled a pair
of goggles over his eyes, and was
erouched still lower behind the steering-
wheel.

There was a speedometer on Jimmy's
bike, and the necedle flickered past the
fifty-five mark and on to the sixty, then
erept forward towards the sixty-five.
Gradually the distance between motor-
cycle and car began to increase, and
Jimmy, flattened along the tank, looked
back ngain with a defiant gesture,

Ahead of him the lane took a sharp
left-hand turn, and it was as he hurtled
round the bend that the youngster came
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[are te face with imminent disaster. For
right 1n front of him a huge farm-cart
wus drawn across the road, having
emerged from a branch track.

Jimmy's presence of mind saved him,
for in a spht second he saw that there
was =till a narrow gap left {or him be-
tween the heads of a pair of massive
horses and the hedge on the right-hand
side. - Ho wrenched on the stearing and
dashed through, his wheels on the very
brink of a shallow diteh,

The horses reared and plunged, and
they were still plonging whoan the car
with the green wings thundered round
the bend.

Where there had been room for the
bike there was no room for the auto-
mobile, and there came a shrieking of
brakes, followed by an ugly shoek.

Jimmy looked back again. The car
was resting at an acute angle with her
off-side wheels in the ditch, her front
axle bent by the jar, end her wind-
screen splintered. The driver, clad in a
white duszt-coat, was scrnmbling out in
a vile rage that had yet to find expres-
sion in words.

Jimmy rode on contentedly, assured
that the "road-hog” had met with no
serious hurt, and balf a mile farther on
turned into the drive of his father's
house.

He found his father in the library,
looking over some papers. He was a
tall, aristocratic man, Gorden Beresford,
with grey hair and a pair of kindly

i W"’;

1
JiMMY BERESFORD.

eyes. On occasion, however, those same
eyes could look grimly-fnri’aidding and
that same aristocratic countenance
assume an apoplectic hue! He was
popular among his employces at Beres-
ford Motors, but- when circumstances
warranted it he could reveal a temper
that was little short of cyclonic.

“Hallo, dad!” Jimmy greeted him
cheerfully.

Gordon Bereslord grunted—always a
danger signal.

“Suppose you've just got back from
that confounded Elsenham Park Speed-
way,” he said.

“Right first time!” was the unabashed
answer. "1 say, dad, the Beresford
bikes weren't much in evidence on the
track to-day. Most of the winners were
riding Volson machines—"

The youngster was interrupted by a
resounding thump as Beresford senior
brought tg:nwn his hand on the polished
surface of a table,

“Will you bold your tgngue about the

J IMMY tried hard to stifla his mirth,

PRICE
‘TWOPENCE. 25
dirt-tracks?” he snapped, his face

agsiming apoplectic tendencies, “I've
told you before that 1'm not interestod
in them! And now listen to me, young
man. For the hundredth time, when are
you going to seitle down and earn your
own living? There's a job waiting fov
you in the works of Beresford Molors.
Make good there, and in a year's time
I'll take you into the office, where your
(fousin Otto will coach you in the busi-
ness side. There’s an example for you—
your Cousin Otto! He's done so well
that he's managed to buy himself a car,

I hear, He doesn’t waste hiz fimie at

the dirt-tracks!” *
“T'll tell yoa what, dad,” Jimmy

countered. “I'm no mechanie, so I'm

not keem on the works, But I'll let you
taka me on as eales’ manager—at five
hundred s year to begin with.”

Gordon Beresford’s features became
inereasingly apoplectie, but hefore he
conld find his voice a manservant
appeared in the doorway. :

Ynu:% Mr. Otto to see you, sir ' he
announced, and next moment a figure
appoared on the thresheld.

It was the figure of a man in the
early twenties—tall, sallow, and dark-
haired. He seemed in & vile rage, which
was just begioning to find expression in
low-toned mutteringa. There were
several small euts on ﬁn hands and face,
and he was wearing goggles and a white
dustcoat, - .

The Thief in the Night!

but scarcely succeeded, and, in
consequence, drew upon himself an
irate glancs from his Cousin Otto.

“Good heavens!” Gordon Beresford
exclaimed. “'What have you been doing
to yourself "

“You can thank Jimmy for this,
nnecle!” Otto told him apgrily. *“I was
on my way here in my car when 1 saw
a motor-cyclist in front of me. He was
driving like 8 madman, and on the sharp
bend half a mile from this house he sue-
ceeded in frightening a pair of farm
horses. When I came round they were
plunging all over the road, and I was
forced into a ditch. It wasn't till then
that I recognised the motor-cychst as
your precious-senl”

Jimmy's face flushed.

“Let me tell you the story—"" began
Jimmy. _

But Gordon Beresford cut in on him.

“Silence!"” he ground out. " Knowing
your recklessness, I don't find 1t difficult
to believe Otto. Now listen to me! I'm
tired of these scrapes-in which you are
constantly landing yourself, and I'm
tired of seeing you idling around here.
You will remember that we were discus-
sing a job for yom Lr.;ﬁt before Ullo came
in, and a job 13 w you need to kee
you out of mischief. Either you will
take the poesition I offered you in the
works, or you will elear out of here and
fend for yourself!”

Jimmy was a little staggered, to say
the least, by the unexpectedness of this
decroe, and for a moment he conld give
no answer. "

“Well 7" his father growled, and with
that Jimmy’s face regained its habitual
eheerfulness, .

“1[ you'll let me sleep here to-night,
dad,” he answered, “I'll be off the first
thing to-morrow morning. Meanwhile,
I'l do some packing.”

It was Gordon Deresford!s turn to be
taken aback, and when he spoke again
the harshness was quite gone irom his
voice.

Tee Macxer Limrary.—No. 1,104,
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o

“What do you think you're going to
do for a living 1’ he asked.

“Oh, I'll find somethingl™ Jimmy
told him genially. “0Of course, if you
change your mind about that job as
sales’ manager—starting at five hundred
& vear—=""

Once more Gordon Beresford lost his
tempor,

“You have big notions!” he snapped.
“VYery well, then, get out of here to-
morrow and come back in a year's tima!
If you can prove that you've earned
five hundred pounds, then I'll start you
as sales’ manager at seven hundred and
Bty ("

“jilight you are, dad,” said Jimmy;
and, turning on his heel, he went out
of the room and made his way upstairs,

When he had gone both his father
and his cousin Otto were silent for a
while.

It was old Gordon Beresford who
broke the silence, and as he spoke there
was n wistful look im his eye.

“] wonder,"” he mused—"1 wonder if
that boy can do it?” _

The dark and sullen Otto eaid
nothing; but he frowned as he looked
up at the ceiling, which shook slightly
under Jimmy's tread in a room above.

The room was J 8 bed-room,
and the youngster was busy cking
into o small case the things which he

considered most essential. When he
ILhad 'E.n;.-hn-n‘ ll:- t.ll-lL 1--!- l.!h-'u -"E-“-""I."ﬁ "'E-

thinlk.

Long into the evening Jimmy planned
his future, and he was still planning
when he undressed for bed. Cousin
Otto had taken his departure by then,
Jimmy having watched him stride
down the drive some time before.

The shadows deepened, and the night

rew still, but Jimmy Beresford did not
gleep. He could not sleep, for his mind
was too full of the adventure on which
he was presently to embark. Lying on
his back with his hands cupped behind
his head, he stared into the darkness
and reflected.

At a late hour he heard his father
come upstairs, and then the silence was
absolute, except when a solitary clock
chimed the hour of mdnight.

The last stroke had scarcely died
away when Jimmy heard the sound of

a motor-bike engine, and from its
characteristic note he recognised it as
a Yolson. A motor-bike engine was in
complete accord with his mood at that
moment, and he found himself listening
to 1it. In fancy he let himsell imagine
that the sound was magnified hy a
hundred-fold to the roar of the “spred-
irons "' on the Elsenham tradk, that
deafening roar which drowned even the
plaudits of the crowd.

Then he realised that the engine had
stopped, presumably close to the gates
of the house. The mnext thing that
Jimmy heard was o stealthy movement
immediately under his  bed - room
window |

Jimmy slipped out of bed &slmost
imnvoluntarily, He always slept with the
sash raised, and as he peered over the
sill he saw a figure entering the
library by wayv of a pair of french
windows that had obviously been
forced.

Flinging on a dressing-gown, the
youngster stole to the door of his room
and tiptoed downstairs. Tt took him
gome time to reach the library, for he
moved slowly and cautiously, {earing
that the intruder might take the alarm
and make his get-away.

It was dark, but not so dark that it
was Iimpossible to see, and from the
doorway of the library Jimmy dis-

cerned a figure crouching at his father's
Tl‘l.i:\- TE O TR hn-:l n.'lr-n-n.dr -DF-:lq:lg-rJ. I..|1q:h-

safe, and was examining its contents
by the light of an electric torch., The
reflocted glow of the toreh threw into
half-relief the man’'s gloved hand and a
black leather suif that he was wearing.

This much Jimmy saw the instant
before he sprang across the room,

The man at the safe heard him and
leapt up. But Jimmy was huortling
forward with his fist bunched for action,
and the fist took the thief fush in the
face, staggering him.

The man was quick to recover, and
he made a rush for the french win-
dows; but he did not know the room as
Jimmy did, and he blundered into a
chair,

Next instant Jimmy was upon him
once mare.

The two of them grappled, and they
recled and lurched across the room,

oo

Boys,
you |l be
missing
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fail to
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colliding with the furniture in their
mad scuffle.
. The man knew a trick or two in the
ju-ntsn line, and he brought the edge
of his hand sharp against the tender
division of bone between Jimmy's
nostrils, using the pressure that can fay
a man on hiz back. But he failed to
reckon with Jimmy's right, which came
with shattering impact against his jaw.
The man tumbled sideways, and az he
gprawled on the floor Jimmy dropped
atop of him. To and fro thoy rnlﬁtd.
till the man in black managed to
scramble clear and reach his feet again.
Jimmy tried to rise as well, but
before he ecould straighten up the thief
lashed at him viuimmﬁr with his boot.

It was a cowardly blow, and it took
the youngster with smashing force 6n
the temple, pitching him backward.

Jimmy lay for a while half-stunned,
and when at length he pulled round he
was alone in the room. Through the
open french windows there came to
him the sound of & motor-bike engine, a
sound that grew fainter as he listened
to it dazedly.

A movement in the doorway arrestaed
Jimmy's attention, and he saw a fizure
standing on the threshold, A hand
fumbled along the wall and a switch
clicked, and as the lights flooded the
?ﬂ?}? the youngster recognised his
ather,

T A our nn-l'n_-_,
thief was tryin
“Never min

ded,” said Jinuny. A
to rifla it1"”

the safe,” old Gordon

Beresford growled. “Are gyou all
right, son "
“Bure, dad,” Jimmy told him., *“But

look through your papers. T
be sumethi%-::g gnissing.ﬁe saze THAY

A number of documents littered the
floor beside the open safe, and Gordon
Beresford examined them hastily,

“ Everything's here,” he declared;
and then he pointed to a drawer that
had been wrenched wide, a drawer that
Watﬂ pacl-:elci with ;ru.dn of I£1-||34:|1£|1.1rr
notes, © wasn't mone
aftor,” he observed. B 52 AR

“What else could he have wanted?”
Jimmy wanted to know; and at his
words a light dawned in the old man's
eyes,

“Nothing that I can think of, unless
—young Connolly's blueprint!” he
ground out. “ And, fortunately, I took
that upstairs with me to study it before
I slept. Listen, Jimmy! The Volson
people approached Connolly. He tells
me they seemed anxious to negotiate
with him, and I faney they must have
found out somehow or other that there
were possibilities in his invention. And ™
—he indicated the litter of papers—*I
wouldn’t put this past e Volson
people.’ '

Jimmy was scarcely listening. He
had seen a document on the floor which
his father had overlooked, and, ﬁfnking

at 1t

it up, the youngster noticed t

bore the finger-marks of a greasy
gauntlet.

Old Gordorn Beresford seemed to

have forgoiten his strained relationship
with his son, but at sight of that docu-
ment his lips tightened slightly.
“You'd better read that,” he said,
“for it concerns you. I wrote it this
evening.”
Jimmy unfolded the document won-

deringly.

“Tﬁe revious will which I have
made is hereby cancelled,” it ran. “I
leave my entire estate to——"' .

The space was left blank, but Jimmy
understood clearly enough.
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Although there was only a narrow gap left for him between the heads of the massive horses and the hedee Jimmy Beresford
wrenched on the steering and dashed through ! (See Page 25.) e,

“It depends on you,” eaid Gordon
Boresford, " whether I write Otto's
name or your own. Now, there's a job
waiting for yon——"

“As sales’ manager in a year's time,”
put in Jimmy, with a grin,

“0Oh, confound you, boy!" old
Gorvdon Beresford rapped out. “Have
it your own way, but if you fail to
prove yourself within twelve months the
name of Otto Beresford is going down
an_that willI”

Jimmy grinned. snd turned on his
heel.

"Good-night, dad!” he eaid. *And
good-bye, for I'll probably be gone by
the time youre called tomorrow
morning. "

And gone Jimmy was, for at an early
hour he strapped his suitease to the back
of his bike and launched forth on the
road of adventure,

It was & road that led him to town,
and the premises of Glendale Richards,
where he sought out Ron Connaolly,

“Ron,” he snid, “1 want you to strip
my bike, for I'm going on the tracks
with her. And I'il be glad if you ecan
help me any, since you know the ropes,
There's another thing. Do you think
thoy've got room for me at your digs?"

The New Recruit !
HERE wegs a crowd of forty
! thousand at the Elsenham Par

Etpl:‘L‘ﬂ'l.Tﬂ_".-". and a single member
w ? Lleaa it LU I had uu:::q ﬁeemulrr
to see Jimmy Beresford in his first
public appearance on the track.

The izolated supporler of the great
game’s new recruit was none other than
Ron Connolly, to whom Jimmy owed
much. For it was Ron who had tuned
his bike for him, and it was Ron who
had paved tha way for him as a novice
of the high-speed sport.

The frst eveur of the meeting was
about to be run, and there was & caswal
Huttering of programmes. The event
was not umportant, Leing Heat 1 of tho
Elsenham Park Speedway Club Handi-
cap, for which only 'noviees wore
entered. The crowd took little interest
in the names of the half-dozen com-
petitors. Least of all did they note {he
nama of Peresfard,

The oflicial starter was quick to note
p strange face, and he tock it upen
himsell to explain to"Jimmy the system
of flaga employved, and the method of
“taking off.” Jimmy hardly listened,
for ke knaw all this already, and he
was cager for the i1ace—tremendously
eager. He was not entirely out of
element, for he had had eseveral “try-
cuts ” on the track. Bul, pnevertheless,
his heart was thumping sickeningly. .

His position was on the outer edge,
as the rider with the longest handicap.
He felt hot and uncomforiable in his
unaccustomed track togs—ecrash helmet,
gogeles, leather suit, and steel-plated
boots. His hands were clammy in their
gauntlets, though for the time of year
it was not unduly hot. He remembered
that green, the colour of the slip he was
wearing, was reckoned to be unlucky.

Jimn_}j.r tried to turn hiz mind from
all anxieties, and, thinking of his father,
he smiled as he visunliced the old man’s

ira on learming that he had taken to the
dirt track.

Ho smiled, too, as he reflected that
Cousin Oito was probably among the
spectators  again—the
Cousin Otto, who ingratisted himself by
pretending to scorn the new sport,

Then he glanced down at his bike,
stripped of 1ts “ gadgets ™ and all un-
essential equipment,  The machine was
tuned fo perfection, and if he—Jimmy

“nmd for an I:PI_-; moment

much-lauded °

Beresford —eonld likowise tune himself
to a great ellort——

The starting-flag fell, and the
attendants in  white pushed Jimmy
uway, His engine blazed forth

stridently, and he felt the engine vibrate
beneath him,

Agam the flag fell-again, again,
each precise drop of the hand that held
it signalling a competitor off the mark.
The mnited racket of the bikes seemed
to fill the air with thuader,

Jimmiy switched the throtile-grip full
open and dashed along the frout
straight. 'This was plain sailing. It
wusd on the bends that he would be
tested—the bends!—and as the frst
loomed near he felt his nerves leap to
the ordeal. Everything seemed at stake,
; his imagina-
tion  ¢onjure the bitterness ol
faijure,

He shut off at the curve and coursed
round precariously, his front wheel
wobbling, his back wheel threatening to
skid among the cinders. Tt was the
most desperate experience he had ever
known. The logse grit of tho track

up

-secmed to conspire malevolently for his

downfall,

A rider in a white slip shot past him,
followed by another in blue. A third in
red, who had started at seratch, pulled
level. These were men more accustomed
to the rame than Jimmy, and ready to

tike a chanece.
Jimmy clenehod hifs teeth as ho camao

out-of the bend fourth in the "hprﬂ-n&&

1

gion.”' DBeyond the safety fence he saw
a gea of hazy flaces—disinteresied, un-
impressed faces, Dut he knew that
among the erowd was one who was not
disinterested, and because he knew that
Ron Connolly was watching bim Jiummy
somehow gained encouragement.
TaE Mga.'r.‘:*:fn'r Lisnary.—No. 1,104,
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el oot flag dropped to signal the
fourth oad |u§% lrlp, j:.l il "Jmm"ﬁ,.k?mn
that Le must go *all out " on "the
COPTers to WiL, -

(i the hLrst he Laiu-u.l g*uulul e @
Fong-conlrolled shid, afd from the l.-uflllll
over o the l4:|1hatl"ulgirl he slashed inio
tlie List cneve two lenellis behiind the
fesader, nt a speed reckless and  fool
biacdy for one so new to the gaine,

His back wheel whipped aside crazily
— 1 4 fearsorme skid, and the front v heil

bucked  like o wild thing. - .]Immy.".u
- ool lebed hand: jugreled  and  battled
tor control, and Fimmy wen, raking out
of the bend dead-level with his rival,

The exlinust-ports blurted 10 unison o5
Lath viders opened the throttle. For a
nupgent the two  bikes rocod  side by
sidde, and then ene was seen to throst
alhead, Tv was the Beresford * twing?
wiil the checked flag fell  to  signd
Jinnes the winner as he flashed ACLOH
flyes Jine !

A few nunttes afferwards the jubilant
Ron Connolly joined the vietor in the
s,

“Ihid
Jumme v

il thge * =janifs “ oF thowr
Thiee fesrroney
fiehitine  Tor b leadd
when they watned the Best Lod of gl
socond lap. it Jimeny was storiiog up
to cluallenge the patr of them.

.Hl lnunched bis machine at the curve

sbraiglit
bikes roar ||1,g wlamiovon-l v,

{ 'L'rn'i-i.'li: if l,l".l £ 1t Pil-"gl'!".l:u’.h}’ -f?!i'!,.'.l'-.'}

¥
# -.-_-.,

yaun hear the announncer,
Ron eried, wringing him Ly
Hre hand, * He said your time. was an
achiovernent for a mnoviee making lhis
livst appearance, nud the crowd lét out
l:llllri" w yoll for you,™

'Illi‘uj: wore l]rlm e - ope Tronl ol
hieo. ' KT Tapest [u_;hi F o ﬂ-nl |L.n'.| :lm‘r IH'
had lost, and’ heat ‘those ll!{iﬂ 1 the
chockod ﬂu&, that s nmud '!.."r'l Hu*

WINNGY. S e o™ ]

two were still

'U:., 1l JIHJT'-. ~1‘|’1.n_;] i 'Fu' rruu-' i 1+'|=L-.

allthrottle
hrtrlr:nd Forward inerespouse Ui Toalised
how: much was duegto Ron.  The -f?."}m'r
T |r|| i ol llw cagine e, the recol ery

hH ;_,iul.illzl |ar;|-.=1l e, Fe

IIH' vider an red -was fng}nnfr mm.nl
i t‘iLr‘* the fead, bot-Jinnns Laug]ﬂ Eipe
e 10 the white ship and prassedd Wi,
T hL]- t|'|-l1' o l|'|-.‘|t rochee t!l]ll SRT l||:'|"r|a
Lingdded ~das blogd  wid :-liiunlu. el Ins
rerve, He clipsed the-othor twa, rACIng
afrer them t{H".'nI'L'lF the sccond bend.

TREd Siip” l'.i: tho curve-with- the
i in bloe” a elose seeoids. Then eami-
Jimmysaral Jimmy: dideonot shut off so
lqu. T]|I=- fiH16, i

He ralked roumd o piiesiar of  the
ol hers, Jigs bike Jr*ll P fu oy Towioeds
the Hurk e the inner odgos
wasthntst down? bk ged ‘whibling despor-
atelv with his toe, be avected o crash’
and swing ko the front steaight.

IMis heawt was palpitaiEng, il nmo
lrmg; r with avxiely. Hoe had wenthered
his W ilr“l’lrmugh a threatening spill, and
Lhe grinned ds) e I-Ilmlglur ol Tlu' frivntg

HEEL, 'l.ar(Lu- fhue btk

‘almpst a-top of " the
Ceraslh gocniet 1nm*1'luhi+-

“Orijyvtwo lengtlis  behind the  second
Tk "'he man in bloe answoered the
l-hﬂ'_Hillr.ﬁ.' with o *broadside " efford
thut mrght have earvied lum roond the
Lend to recover livst pluce. It Lie was
un champion, and he over-reuched him-
self.  With <his . back wheel  sliding
tprongh the efuders, and his front
whtel wrénching to right and left, he
lo=t control!

I“lrm o -went -his twin-eylinder “Eped-
ium, and maeline |.1[II] IILL - were lost
in a clond of dust and grit; !
Next instant Jiwmy | Beresford was
wieck, A dounble
bid az ke saw
tlhe lniu-:ﬁlnlmtufr ail flruni [ ViR in 1, thio
voungster jerked madly "6l Tiie !lt'l't”i_‘-
]:.nh,' and swung aear to plongh on

' .I" it !‘ L ¥ ID{.*I[.I_ t]lﬂ (-'-Il““' - - '.‘.

For a breathles: ||I:||='H:ur||l tlhie  snee-
tators were gripped hv something very
much like suspense, and when Jimmy
eaine safely out of the bend, more than
one programine was consiilipd for his
e, :

There wans now onlv Rﬂl

Slip in
front of him, and Jmum tor

“1've got yoiu to thank., Ron.” Jumu:-'
told him. “No matter how far T got
i the dart-track ame, I'H ul'i.hl-?'
remem oy 1t°s you I | have to thank.”

Ron indicatod a fignre standing _:||1--r
out of carshot,
= = Wait till you're riding against ki
before you  sturt  thanking wme,” hoe
rejoined.  ©F Tornade ' Itossiter.”

Jimny looked at ‘the champion, wnid
then all at oibee his intérest quickenid.
He bad noticod something that réebbed
his fooe of irs genial smile—something
that }::1-,1 mever strnek him until this ver
IGnient.

With his hauds encased in gr&nm
gauntlets, Rossister was adjnsting the,

guuze shield round the engine of his
bike—a  Volson twin-eylinder: . Anal:
Rossiter waus wearing o black lenthiov
gl !

(Like o @osk Jimmy Beresfored vomem -
Gored the wman in Waek Kr .Ft rI IRLE
eraeking before  his, JI’HMN Fr‘ Eﬂ}’e’ .
(lould it possibly have Errc'n'“ Foritdh 114"
Roxsitor, The r:r'mm Hmff il i‘]q,ﬂﬁrﬂ ..l,r.::rt

Cin puirsnit
Yot the
mian-was ridg well, and the

v et ool E m,a-.!ﬁ,-ii’mr'.-ﬁ Gl ﬁ"{n-. m*mf'
s B, H’.-emnr iy m*:;l’crmﬁ Yots

coneern At the | watehing ~Roa
: capy well iy qh.l"“.r.m:c [11+

Tust ik hiz blood at fever-Lis
|1!1'l.'|_~ folt. i 11 =i 2l .k &-‘ L L ) d ot Hevi W,

scrateh e ﬂfcunwm!r i11
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