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IN MERCILESS-HANDS!
d Mavey Wharton's suceess as a filin st fios made for him an implacable and jealons enesmy in Myron Poll:

He 5= hiomdsonest HiGn In "””Hil‘f:ll’*:f._" l.rl:r!ri' from fhat jealousp springs an adeenfurve—tald in vivid foshion
m the long story inside—iehieh all but costs Havvy Wharton his (ife.)



Our New ¢ Chat’’ -Feature.

clo “Magnet," 5,

Always

The Editor, The ** Magnct '
you know, Ism always ploased
ta help you fellows all I ean,

=
A. therefore 1 am glad fo be able

to hand on a little advies to Bob
MaCracken, of Tlumfries, who askes me to
give him some information on

THE CHOICE OF A CAREER,

Bob would like to bo & journalist, and a
he hias slmost reached scheol-lesving age,
he agks me the' best way to set about
achieving his ambition.
shorthand ? he asks. It would certain
be better for you if vou did, Bob, althou ﬁ
shorthand is not 30 essential to & journalst
nowadays ad it was previously. Journalista
may be divided roughly into two classes—
sub-editors and reporters—and it is much
better to commence as o reporter, although
[ expect that Eob, being s Scotaman, will
want to be a sub-editor. We say in Fleet
Street that sub-editors are one of the
principal exports of Seotland ! You would
understand that if you knew how many
Seottivh sub-editors there are in ** the strect
e sood dwork local i

good groundwork on a ris
empeattial for the boy who wiﬁhe.ﬂpﬂtﬂe [7:E
come o joucnalist. Bob ahould weite to
the Editor of s local and agk him
if b ‘hese & vacancy for 8 boy on the stafi.
If he haen't, Bob muegt find somo other
local paper which «-has, and he must be
content to start in a very humble way.
Ji he hes the makings of & journalist in
him ho will get any amount of opportunities
to adwvanes himeself. won't be given
reporting to do st first, but when he is
trred out he will beve {o semember that
Lan fnture depesds upon the quality of his

meports, A journalist alwa
on, and nvm to make @mnﬁﬁ
for himaelf. :
Jolly good luek to you, Boh ! And, by
the way, it Etzi.khm me that a few hintz on
earears might be acceptable to riaders.
What do E3'4:|u|.7. think ? Amwﬁ, if you
wont advice on this important subject,
{i-ia'n‘t. bo afraid to write to me and ask for
I3

Now for a clever limerick for which
K. Al &t rd, of 20, Hereford Road,
Acton, W.3, has earmed a useful leather
pocket wallet :

The tuckshop is Bunter's delight,

He dreams of its pastries all night,
When he’s eaten a score
Of eream buns, or more,

He says 1 ** Are the doughnuis all
right ® " .-

SPEED !

This goems fo b6 an age of spead, what
with Major Begrave smashing records al-
mort ag quickly as thoy are mads !
Kirkhom, of Harrow, wante ‘to know how
the time is recorded in record atiempts.

How do they manage to work out the tame
to & third decimal -of 2 gecond ¥ This is.

how it's dome. A strip of Tuns

through a clack which marks it into second

divisions  An eleciric contactor is

at either end of the measwed distance,
Tre Magner Liprany.—No. 1.¥07.

ust he learn:

Sam’

placed | will be well advised to

Wice, Boys

glad to hear frowt you, chums, 5o drop me a line to the following address :
» The Amalgamealed Press
Fﬂl":l".frlpd-ﬂﬂ EIFEEE, L{ﬂtdﬂﬂ, EJL.d4.

NOTE.-—AH Jokes and Limericks should be

Bt [ {+]
Strewt, London, E.C. 4 (Comp.),

and when the car evosses the first of these
the clock mekee 8 mark on the paper.
When the car reaches the end of the course,
mnother mark is sesde,. Thus,
the time in seconds hy counti num-
ber of clock-marked spaces, aﬁ the frac-
tion B obtaimed by comparing its length
with that of a clock-marked second. As
the paper goes through the clock at o high
spead, the securacy sf the time s-obteined -
to the smallest fractien of a second,

Of course, I need handly ask if you are
collocting the mervellous eerics of pictuse
cards dealing with mechanical mysieries’
sl

MARVELS OF THE FUTURE

which are being prescnted FREE 4o alt!
readers of our wonderful comprnien
—the GEM. Why, of eourse, F:f::
Well, let mo tall _'{ﬂl.'l this week's free gmift
iz a real corker, It depicta in full eslours:
A DESERT LINER. :
Make & point of petting your newsagent
to reaerve youa ﬂtﬁhﬂ GEM ]..-J':l:l:E4P3
mnt-a.ini.ﬁ?r thie novel free gift. It's woll
worthy of & place in your den, chums,

WHAT IS HALLEY'S COMET ?

iz another of the unusual questions which
I have been asked this week. I remember,
many years ago, leoking for this particalar
comet, which wes last gean in 1810. This
comet, which was dissovered by an
petronomer named Holley, is only seen
sbout every seventy-five years, a0 it is
extremely doubtful whether sny of you
fellowrn will soo it. Incidentally, this is
mrpposed to bhe the somet which et
et the ﬁ._mnl ﬂc';fﬂ the Norman i o i}f
Englsnd in . [(Thet's about the on
date I can remember off-hand !y It i:,;
depicted on the Bayenx tapestry.

HOLIDAYS ARE AT HAND,
and two " Magnetites ™ have hit on what
seems to be an excellent scheme for spend.
i:@&; an enjoyoble time. They are starting
on their cycles from Kingstown, Surrey,
and making their way to Dover, where
will catcl: the boat to Ostend. Onee

- in Belgium they aro starting off on a cycle

tour. As thia will be their first venture
abroad, they have wrilten to me to aak
for some miormation, Posgi other.
* Magnotites ” who live in the h of

might like to follow the exemple
of these chwms, so bore is pome useful
information :

PASSPORTS ARE ESSENTIAL

for everyone who is ing Wore tham &
wl:llr-eli:--End :n th&}?mtinant. These wan be
obtained through. any teavel agency, -or
direct from the o {ffies in West.
minster. No vigas are requived, and my
chioms can, if they wigh, oross the frontier,
into Helland without a viss—o50 L:n.% BE
they hove the pesspert with them. They
in the villages,
snd not the large towna, for they will

y L., Fleetwoay House,

o gt

" a

formwr. Thoere are any amount
. ok litthe eafes and inns in Bel-
- gium where food and accommo-
. chaion uwr}rchmh I* Anwbug
ebOroatung el tour cap
armanged if q'{.!m route of the
oM front line tremchos is fol-
lowed, snd my chwms will find
many evidonees of the War still
in exigtence. FPlans of the
battlefields can be obtaimed
cheaply in Ostend. Brugts is
an interesting town that aboldd
be visited, sud to vary the tHp,
the return journey to the cosst
should be made vie Hollamd.

GIPSIES AND GITANOE
interest Harry Swanick, of
Reading, who wants to Jomow

the difierence betwoeen them. There
8 po differcnce. ' Gitano ' 8 sinoply
the SBpawwh word for “ mpsy.” There
im estimated to ba  about B0000

ipgies in Burope, the majority of them
Eﬂ.‘?ﬂnﬁ in Hungary. Eut.almving to their
roving habite, no acourate census of tho
gipsies can hﬂmmmthhmtﬂliuwwd ”2_::{
many ' oans ing to the gipsies,
comes from their own w*:s:-gi “Rom."
Comm with other Furopean countries,
aod ia remawkably free Irom members
of the apmadic tribe, sltheugh you will
gtil find them in the less populated
dimtricts, and near rRoe-courses on 4RYs
when big events take place.

SMILE, BOYS, SMILE
at this joke which earnz s pocket knife for
Auvbrey Winters of 76, Seaforth Street,
Halifax, N.S.

Everylhing was ready, and the stage-
manager rubbed his hands in eager
anticipation, He took one swift look
round, and then nodded for the curtain
togo up. Butthe man whose duty it was
to atlend o this toek no notice.

‘“ Now then, wake up, you ! ** shonied
the manager hoarsely. *° Everything's
ready. Run up that curtaln.””

The man stamdimg near the curtain
apparatus seowled darkly.

“Ron up the ecurialn yoursell,’ he
replied keatedly. “*I'm a stage-hand
remember, not 2 blinkin® squirral ! **

And now s word about next week's

EUMPER BILL O FARE!

Of course, first on the lprr:ng;u-uaualnuma comes
an extra-special story of your old faveur-
itea Horry Wharton and Co. After maany
wooks of amazing adventures out in Log
Angeles, the chums of Greyiriars have
roturned to scheol. But further amasing
adventures are on the horizon, bove, as

| vou'l agree wheo you read :

** THE MASEED TERROR ! '*

next wesk's i Franl
Richarde. As mm% ::i'r YATR €0
many of my readers have been aslding
for it's up to all of vou fo trot round to
your newaagont’s at the earliest possble
mement and agk him to reserve you a
copy of next woeek's MAGNET.

ext comes another of
Bf. Sam's in which Dicky Nugent will
brong emiles, laoghs end then roam of
merriment from you when you meesd:

““A PREZZERT FRDM :
And, {0 complets ihis bumper dgsue
there will be another gripping instalment
of fsznous Carney Allan's dirt-track semial ;
“EPEEDWAY FALS1™
in which our daring yo Fpeadstar,
Jimmy Beresford, :lgzua-atnmEith farther
oxciting adyventures. 'This, together with
another * imio- the Office, Boys,”
ommplotes next wesk’s issue of peur
favourite paper, which, vou'll admit, wants
reoma  beating.
Cheerio till next week, them,

much cheaper accommodation in

YOUR EDITOR.

THE BEY [

)



HARRY WHARTON & C0.’S FINAL ADVENTURE IN THE FILM CITY OF HOLLYWOOD!
[froTe |

7

-

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
" The Only Way !

i OW many k's in aristovratic?”
H ‘Billy Bunter asked that
question.
Harry Wharton & Co.
were chatting on the piazza of Loag
Boarding-House at Hollywood in
the sunny morning, when Bunter pro-
pounded that poaer. .
At ten o'clock the schoolboy movie
actors were dus at the FPerfection
studic en the other side of Sunsct
Boulevard. .
Their stay in Hollywood was drawing
to & olose. ]
The big school film was approaching
its conclusion, and the chums of the
Remove were already discuss-
ing their return to England,
“home, and Greviriars.
They had had a rather more

exciting time in Califorma
than they had expected; but
upon the whole they agreed
that they had had a good
time, But they were not
sorry to think of Greyfriars
again. Cinema acting was
all very well in ite way, bub, as Bob
Cherry remarked, thoy would .FH’ home
in time for the ecricket. hat was
altractive, though, perhaps, they were
not very keen on grinding Latin with
Mr. Quelch in the ove Form-roon.

Billy Buunter sat at a little table near
the famous Five with a pen in his
hand, & blot on his nose, and a thought-
ful wrinkle in his fat brow.

Bunter was busy.

Apparently. he was in the throes of
composition. Several times he had

asked the other fellows to shut up—a
request which they cheerfully. dis-
regarded. Bunter had borrowed

Nugent's writingrpmi and Wharton's
fountain-pen, and was busy with both.
Ho seemed to need to borrow a little
orthography as well.
“How many which?"
Johnny Bull. ™
“K's,” said Bunter.
“In what?”

ejaculabed

“APEWIE

" Aristocratio.”

“"Oh, my hat!™

“One or two?" asked Bunter peev-
ighly, “I don't want any mistakes in
this advertisement.” _

"Well, I shouldn't. put any,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. There
are twa O's, if s will do.”

*"Oh, don't be an ass!” said Bunter.
“I know there's a K in the middle.
But is there a K at. the end?

“There's no K at all, fathoad.”

“Rot " said Bunter.

And giving up hope of assistance
from these ignorant fellows, Billy
turncd his wrinkled brow om his com-
position again.

“"YWhat on earth are you advertising

One more and final attemnpt does Myron
Polk make on the life of Harry Wharton.

But a kindly fate watches over the Grey-
friars schoolboy and snatches revenge
out of the fingers of Myron Polk when
death stares his wictim in the face!

for ¥ asked Harry, " Looking for a
job as fab man in & circus?”

- “0h, really, Wharton——"  Buntor

paused. “1s there « W in distin-
guished 7 :
“Ha, ha! Nol*

“Well, you don't know much about
EEE"iE ' remarked Bunter. “If you
think there isn't, very Likely there is. 1
say, you fellows, is figure spelt with an
F or a Ph1"”

“Oh, crumba!®

“Make it an F,” chuckled Bob
Chorry.

By this time the chums of the Re-
move were rather interested in Bunter’s
occupation. Why he was drawing up
an advertisernent was rather a mystery.
And what he had to describe gs aristo-
cratic and distinguished was more
mysterious still, ose adjectives did
not, so far ss an observer could see,
apply to  William George Bunter
himeeli,
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Another lively schoolboy adventure yarn featuring Harry Wharton & Go. By FRANK RIGHARDS,

“It's a double L in teiephone, ian'b
i7" asked Bunter.

“Ha, ha! Only one!”

“I'he onefulness is terrifie,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh. “The
twolulness would be preposterously
superflyous.’

Bunter sneered.

“It's about time vou fellows got back
to Graqfriurs, I think,” he remarked.

“You've fﬂrg’uttcn how to zpell the
gimplest worda. :

“Ha, ha, ha

“Blessed if I see anything to cacklo

[ !

at! Do shut up while I'm finishing
this 1™

Bunter  resumed his  iotellectual
labours.

Having compleled his task Bunter
turned his big spectacles omn
the chums of the Recmove,

laying down the fountain-pen,
*1 say, you fellows, I think
that's all right. ¥You've been

Jawing about going back to
Greyfriars in & week or
two——"'

“That's s0,” said Harry.
“Well, most likely T shan't

be going.”
“foo good to be true, old bean,”
said Bob, shaking his head.

“1 came out here with you fellows™
spid Bunter, “to act on the films. I've
beon left out. Set sside! Treated
rottenly ! Old Fish can’t sea my value.
Old Schootz can't ses it. Van Duck
can't see it. None so blind as those
who won't see, of course. So f{ar, no-
body in Hollywood has caught on to it
that I'mm cub out for a Valentino part.”

“The nohodyfulness is terrific.”

"Emryhnd;{ agreos that %md looks
count for a lot on tho Llms,” went on
Bunter. “ Well, I don't think thera's
much doubt who iz the best-looking
chap in this party.”

“There's no doubt who's the [attest
and fatheadedest,” remarked Johnuy

Bull.
"Look at that man, Polk,” said
the hand-

Bunter. “They call him
Tae Micxer Lisnany.—No. 1,107,

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



* LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY. WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

romest man  in Hellywood.,  And
ihey've scen me.” ; :
- _'i‘[ndest;:, thy name is Bunter,” zaid

Nugent. :

SWell, I don’t believe*in a lok of
lalse modesty,” said Bunter.
ara faets. A fellow knows when he's
good-lookinng.  What's  the - geod of
mmbugging about it i

“Oh, my hat!”

*Look at Mauly,” said Bunter, with
2 nod towards Lord Mauleverer, who
was reclining in lazy ease in a long
chair.’” “Mauly's a lord. But if any-
body gaw Mauly and me together,
which would he take for & lord—merely
on looks, I mean?* .

“Oh, gad!” murmured Lord Maule-

verer,
“In the Perfeetion Studie,” said-
Bunter. “I've been given no chance.

L got on for a time at Magic Films;
bt there was & misunderstanding, an
I turned them down. But if you fel-
lows think you're going to swank about
a5 movie actors, ‘Wh.ifﬂ I'm left out,
vou're mistaken—sea? I'm takin
matter into my own hands. If things
turn out as I expeet, I shan’t be com-
mng back to Groyfriara.
can kow-tow to old Quelchy, while I'm
bagging my twenty thousand dollars a
week 1n Hollywood. 1 expect to be
rolling in meoney shortly.”

“Then you'll be able to pay Cdot the
seventy dollars you owe him,” sug-
gested Bob Cherry. “ Not to mention
the eighteempence you owe mc,”

_ “Look at that!” =aid Bunter, hold-
ing up the paper he had composed
with such cfforts. "I think that will
work tho oracle. I want one of you
fellows to lend me a dollar to pay for
it, and one of you to walk down to the
Film Ledger ' Office to put it in. I
you lika to stand me a taxi, I'll go.”

The juniors looked at the agvertisc-
nicnk, It was worth looking at. In
Bunter’s sprawling hand and uncom-
mon spelling, it ran:

ENGATEMENT WANTED !

Yootk of distinioished and aristo=-
clhiratic apperance, konsidered wn-
nsually Iansem, cllegant phigger
nnd mellodious voyce, secks engaje-
rent ar  Film Aktor—Vallentino
part preferd, but able to fake on
anyihing, tragick or Romick. W. G.
Hunfer, Long Beach Boarding-
Howse, Hoollincood., Tellefone :
Hollppeaod 101019.

“What do you fellows think of that 1
demanded Bunter trimmphantly.
;Ha,“ Ehﬁ:} : lha I;:
yell of laughter that awoke ell the
echocs of Lmlf Beach Boarding-House
told what the fellows thought of it.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Smithy is Wrathy !

ILLY BUNTER blinked zt the
B chuins of the Eemaove,
He scemed surprised.,

Apparently, Bunter was un--

awgre of anything of a comic nature in
that advertisement, drawn up with so
much care. i

“1 say. vou fellows——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared
Five.

EHBI'I;_‘;'&.E-EE] if T sce anything to cackle
A fr—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, shut np!” roared Bunter. "1
suppose this 13 some more of your
heastly jealousy ! . ¥en don't want to go
back to Greyfriars and leave me cuthitig
& dash in the cinema swim£? .

“Ha, ha, hal®

the Famous

" Facts,

the -

You fellows .

Lecause

“You can cackle!” said Bunter.
“Wait till the answers cowe rolling in
to this advertisement| I expect to be
rung up #ll day long after this has
:fpcarg.d in the ‘Film Ledger. The

mg i3 to make oneself known. Put
your goods in the shop window—that's
the idea! Hit the eye—that's the
American idea! I don't think much of

" Americans, as a rule; but they know

all about publicity. I might stay in
thiz boarding-house for years, and
nobady would know that thers was a

him actor here better than Douglas
Fairbanks, and better-locking an
Valentino——"

“You might!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“¥You certamnly might, old bean !

“The mightfulness iz terrific I
-“Mot  merely  years!”  stuttered
Johnny Bull. “Centuries!”

" Ages and wons 1” chuckled Wharton.
. "Well, advertisement is the thing o
stop all that,” eaid Bunter. “I can't
expect Hollywood preducers to rush
after me when they don’t know I'm
here, can T? When they see this adver-
tisement they will know. That's all
that's needed—see i

“Oh crumbs I

“The guestion is, does this advertise.
ment  give enough details?” asked
Bunter. “I don’t mind listening to
advice from you fellows. You haven’t
much brains, I know; but out of tho
mouths of babes and sucklings, wyou
know. Think I ought to put in some-
thing shout my high coonections at
liome % Americans are fearful snobs,
and if they knew T was related to the
peerage it might make a lot of differ-
anoe,” .

“0Oh, gad!” said Lord Maunleverer
faintly.. ;

“Leok how they run after Mauly
¢ be's a lord,” argued DBunter.
“ Nothing else attractive about him, is
there? Not good-looking, and rather
at ass! Vou don't mind my mention-
ing it, Mauly i

“Nobt at all!” pasped Mauly. “Go
on, Bunter! It's a pleasure to hear you
talk 1™ ;

“Perhaps I could work in somethin
about my people being rich Wi aaiﬁ
Bunter. ~  Americans worship mMoney.
But the {rouble is, I've written out just
a dollar’s worth, Bub if you lellows

will lﬂ:nd_imn twa dollars instead of
cne—" ]
“I1s anvybody lending wvou one

doller " inguired Bob Cherry.
“Oh, really, Cherry—"

GET THIS NEW PAPER,

LLA A
_--\:--'ﬁ:

“Yon'd belter chuck that bosh away,
old {at man!” ssid Harry Wharton,
laughing. “It really wouldn't bring
you a rush of custom,”

B{!ﬂ ter sniffed. :

“Of course, you want to keep me in
the h’ankgrﬂhni” he said. “Y{Eﬂ don’t
want me to shine as a film star whilo
you're doing your second-rate stunts. I
knu; aﬂftha:h 1

“You fat chump—7m"

“You see, you fellows haven't any
sense !” said Bunter. *“You can't-sco
that you've got & genius among you.
Like entertaining an angel unawarcs,
you know ! )

“0h, my hat!”

“Well, who's lending me a dollari”
asked Bunter briskly. “That's the im-
portant point. I can't get this sdvert
in without paying for ik. You lending
me & dollar, ]iob%’

“How can T lend you a dellar when
I ~haven’t any contsi” asked Bob.
“Yow've just told me I haven't any
cents ™ ™ '

Bunter blinked.

Y Bense, you ass, not centz ! ho eaid.
“You haven't any sense, not ecents!
You're awfully dense, Bob! You really
are & silly idiot, old chap! Now lcnd
me & dollar—"* -

“I may be a silly idiot,” agreed Bob,
“but not such a silly idiot as that 1"

“Ha, he, ha |

“¥ou lending me a dollar, Tnky "

“The esteemed answer is in the r%m-
posterous negative ! replied the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

T"What about you, Franlr.;,' e

“Nothing about me!”  answered
Nugent cheerfully.

" Bull, old chap——* ;

“Bow-wow !” sgid Johnny Bull

“T say, you fellows, T don’t think vou
ought to grow mean and stingy like this
just because you're in America. I dare
eay it's eatching, but you onghtn’t to let
it grow on you," smdy Bunter., “I'm as
open-handed and generous as ever. I
say, Mauly—"

“Don't ™

“Eh? Don't what?”

“Don’t say! Don't say anythin'!
Shut up 1™

“You're geiting as mean as the other
fellows, Mauly! I suppose it’s in the
atmosphere here,” said Bunier, *1I say,
Fishy——""

“Forget it ! jeored Fisher T, Fish,

“I'm not going to ask yom to lend
me anything for notling, Fishy. 1
know you too well,” said Bunter, “But
if you lend me a dollar now, T'll pay
vou back two dollars for it next week.
What about that ™

“Bror-rerer 1 said Fisher T. Fish.

“¢ A dinner of herbs in hand is better
than a stalled ox in the bush,” as the
English proverh remarks,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bunter snorfoed,

* Where's 8mithy 7 I dare fay Smithy
will lend me something.”

“ Hallo. hallo, hallo, 8mithy 1™ roared
Bob Cherry, as the Bounder appeared
in ﬂllﬁ doorway. *“Herc's a chance for
you !

Vernon-Smith came out into the
piazza. There was a frown on his brow.

He came up to Eilly Bunter and
looked him all over, as 1f in search of
someathing. ;

“He hasn't got it on,” he said. 1
was certain he'd bagged it. Any of you
men seen my grey lounge jacket?”

There was a shaking of heads,

“Have you had it, Bunter?" de-
manded the Bounder,

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“You're always bagging a [ellow’s
clobber 1 growled ernon - Smith.

- ¥That jacket’s goniy, and noboedy in the
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The haitle of words ketween Buater and Vernon-Smith waged loud and long.
““Wo!* roared Buntar.
wasn't worth much—only half-a-dollar——"

Bounder acousingly.

house seems to know where it 15, If
you've got it, Bunter——" -
“If you think I'd hap a fellow's

jacket and sell it te an old clothes man,
Emithf--—-—”
“What #* roarcd the Dounder.

#1'd never think of such a thing, of

course,” said Bunter. “I never knew
wvou had a grey jacket. 1 didn’t see
you uppack it yesterday. As furldml-
ing with an ﬂldy clothes man, that’s not
in my line. T alwoys give away my dis-
carded wardrobe to the poor.”

- "“{reat pip!" gasped . Bob Cherry.

“Vou fat fraud, have yvou sold Bmithy's
jacket to an old clothes man?™

“I've just said I haven't, haven't 17
No old clothes man has been hers that
T know of. I didn't sce himm coming
up the back garden yesterday., In fact,

don’t suppose there are any old clothes
men in Hollywood,” said Bunter.

“ Yon—yori—ygu—-" gasped
Bounder.

“ Besides, a fellow must have some
money,” argued Bunter. “I'm Lept
short of money., You know that, Old
Fizh agreed to pay all our expences out
Mere, and he won't eten pay s small
hill T've ran up with A Cool. 1f

the

vou've lost that jacket, Smithy, you
pecdn't worry o looked rather
common in 1t 1"

“What [

“ 0 pourse, vou look rather common

anything ! said DBunter. " Don't
old chap; we can't all look
[ sav, old fellow, will you

im
"L\'L'JI-I'F}'. :
aristocratic.
tend me—"

“You've sold my jacket?” gazped
Vernon-Burith,

“Certainly not! I've nover even seen
it. Bosides, it never suited you, as I said.
If vou've lost it, very likelr it was &
hurglar took it. Or—or perhaps the
caf—="

LRELLEL -
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“TPhe cat ™ stuttered Sinithy.

“Ypns, That cat is a beast for pinch-
ing things,” =aid Bunter. " Mauly
lost a box of chocolates from his room
the other day, that he'd bﬁulg{ht to give
that movie girl, Leonora. o fancicd
that I had bagged them—as if I'd touch
a fellow's chocolates. I never koew he
had thems Mauly was done over that
box of choes, too—thero weren't half so
many in the box as they looked when
ou opened it, I told him it must have
imr:n the cat—didn’t I, Mauly?”

“Yaus!”  gasped . Lord
“You [at villain—"

“Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Vau've sold my jacket!" shrieked
Yernon-Smith.

“MNo!” roared DBunter.

guloveror.

*1 keep on

tn[ling you I haven't!  Desides, it
wasn't  worth  much—only  half-a-
dollar——-"

" “1 pgave threc guineas for it at
home " yelled Smithy. .

"“Then you-were done,” said DBunter.
“Desides, second-hend clothes don't
fetch much.  You know that, Buyin
and solling are very different inotters.

““Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the juniors.

But Vernon-S8mith did not laugh. He
was glaring at the Owl of the Remove
with u glare like a basilisk.

“Let the matter drop,” said Buunter.
“Thest discussions about money are
rather sordid, you knew. I want you lo
lend mo a dollar, Smithy. Not for long
—only until I get an advance on my
salary as leading netor for a film
company. L say—whodooooop !™

What happened during the ndéxt few
minutes, Bunter bardly -knew.

It scemed to him that he was mixed
up  with' several earthqualies and
eyclones .and hurricanes. - 3

“You mustn't kill -him, Smithy!"
yvalled Dob Charry.

a2

on felling you I haven’t I** *
ernon-Smith shook his fist ferociously. (Se¢e Chapler 2.)

“ You've sold my jackef ! *' shrieked the

“I'Il smash you !*" * Besides, it

" aly estecmed Smithy, the ludicrous
Coot will make a prepostercous fuss if
vou burst him on this elegant piazza!"
exclaimed Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

Smithy did cot heed.

Ho secmed bent on
William Creorge Dunter.

~ Dut the chums of the'Remove rushed
on him at last, and dragged him off.

“Enough's as good a3 a feast
chuckled Bob Cherry,

*Yarooooh ™

“T'Il smash him—"

* Yoooooop 1Y

“Time to got to the studio,” sald
Harry Wharton. “Come on.”

i

“ Yow-ow-0n-yow-ow |

Harry Wharton & Co. staried for the
Perfection studio, Smithy giving Buuter
a deadly glare as he went.

Bunter remaincd in a strewn stakte on
the piazza.

It was quite & long time before he
was pble to crawl away, gasping and
panting, and puffing, and blowing.

And he was still minus the nccossary
dollar for the advertisement that was
to bring him fame and fortune.

Trus, there were other garments
belonging to the Greviriars - fellows,
which the old-clothes man might have
purchazsed st halt-a-dollar a time. Bui
after the way Smithy bad broken out,
Bunter did not think of raising the wind
by that means & second time.  That
source of revenue was cut off. Bunter
still had the supply of English money
he had brought with him from home.
But a threepenny picce was nob
adequate. Fame and foriunc were at
his feet, and—for want of a_ miserable
dollar—they had to remain there!

Tae Macxer Losrany.—No. 1,107,
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- THE TEIRD CHAFTER.
Unpleasant for Polk !

R. 8CHOOTZ, +he director of
M Perfection l?iqtur _
He was sittng in the re-

volving chair, in his palatial

office in the Perfoction. studic on Sunset
Boulevard, Hollywoed. By ihe window
lounged the clegant.an Emdmﬁ‘l‘j
woll-dregsed figure of Myron Polk, the
Perfoction star. - -

The -hapdsomest man in Hollywood
was not looking amiable. And the
Pirféction director seemed rather un-
cortain’ and uncomfortable.

It was some time since Polk had ap-
péared in the studio. He had long been
under .the hands of the most e siva
beauty dootdrs in Loa Angeles. But all
their expensive skill nad not heen able
1o obliterato the scar left on his cheek,
by the shot that had beem fired so mye-
terionsly on the Perfection location ak
Jack-Rabbit. .

They had done much. But they could
not work miracles, Only a faint mark
wag loft. - Budb it waa there, and it was

eptible.  The hindsomest face 1o
Tollywood ‘was permanently ked.

That shot, the Greyiriers fellows were
certain had been firad at Whar-
;:ﬂh, by some of t,l:.E'I.E‘1F Emta?! _lﬁt?mca hmltt
egeing gang, in Myren Polk’'s pay.
hﬁ miszed Wharton, glanced from a
rook, and searred the cheek of the Per-
fection’ star. o it was exactly what he
deserved, wnd the Greifrmrs fellows,
E‘_;__‘I.anaﬁ, had no sympathy to waste on
1m., A .

The mark was slight, and could be
hidden. by make-up wheo the star ap-
peared bofore the cameras. Bub if it
had beop Bs prominent as the brand of

in, it mu]g hardly have enraged the
handsomest mwen in, H pod more,
His hatred of the schoolboy cinema star
had now become an obsession with Polk,
It pervaded his whole being, and
haunted his thoughts mght_mﬁ day.
Wounded vanity had started it, and the
disfigurement of his good looks.had been
the Gnishing touch.

Now, in the Perfection office, Mr.
Sohootz had brought up the subject of
Wharton. The movie director scemed
unaware that the subject was gall and
wormwaod 0 Myron Polk Mr. Schoots
wae going to talk business, and his
business-like, practical nature had little
understanding - the  sommitive,
passionate temperament of the hand-
sotriest, and most conceited man in
Hollywood. ~

But heé coughed rather uncomfortably.
The expression on Polk's face waa not

encouraging. : ;
“Youo sca——" said Mr. Schootz,
Polk, leabing elegantly by the

window, looked at him, with a glitter
in his dqﬂ? handsome eyes.
“Bpill #1"” he said, briefly.
Yl s, & . witter of
Polk,” said Mr. Schootz.
want to go off on your ear.”
Schootz coughed agan. ;
we'ro nearly at the end of that sohool
film. Hiram brought them kids from
their school in England to act in that
filmt, snd it's sure turning out & big
thibg. I guess it will get the film fans
where they live. But it's coming to a
nish now, and the boys will be going
home. Bit—"
““But———" eaid Polk, very quietly.
“#1 ain't ketn on parting with that kid
Wharton,” said the Perfection director.
“He's shown o lot of gift for the game.
Y guess I may get bim to freeze on to
Porfection, if I offer him a good thing,
‘Wea don’t wanf 'more than one schaol
film—it's & bit of a specnlation anyhow,
Tug Maioser Linany.—No. 1,107,

“You don"t
Mr.
here

coughed.

iness, -

though Fish thought it & first-class
stunt, and I agreé with him. Pot——"
“Get itont!™ " ;
“"Ham! Now you know' said Mr.
Schootz, in a topne of persuasive argu-
mentativeness, “that Wharton played
your part twice in the “Lord of the

Desert © film. He got_up o a sheikh, I

and looked the part fine. I ain’t saying
he’s as handsome-.a guy, as you are.
But- he's good-logking—and , make-up
means & lot ap the films. Helooked the
et all. rght. .. He' rides .that Arab
se as well as you do—" '
“Why not say better!”

“VWell, 1 ain't saying that,”? said Mr,

Bchoots, though. it was cléar that be

thought it. “ But he's game for stunts
that you think toc dangerous. I ain't
rubbing it in, Polk. You'va a right to
howl for safety firet, if you like. I ain't
denying that. But Wharton jumped the
torrent at Jack-Rabbit on that caruse.
He rode the critter down the Hairs
T::'i "a.t.h. You jibbed at it™

all
“Wall,” said Mer. Hchootz. ™1 ain't
rubbing it in, but fads is facts. Them
two stupts are the hig punches in the
icture, so far. I've planned some more,

ou won't want to take them on. There’s P8l

& jump over Devil's Gap in the

Santa -Monica hills.

honing for thati"
I-FHD i

“Well, that kid would -take it cn,
cheerful, he's got the pluck of a man in
fanm thousand. Now, vou ara soma
sheikh on the. filme, I know that. But

You won't be

—Jook here, Polk, let's got down to
brass tacks, That kid's the goods. I
don’'t wank 40 lose ‘him. What about

him taking vorr part in ths ‘Lord of
the Desert’ film, to a finish} We can
keep it dark, if you like. What he
loses in ‘ful:iiinitg, I'H: make up in
dollare. You keep the pretty scenes—
that's your strong holt. Tho kid does
the action scenés. Whati”

Mlyrun Polk breathed hard.

“1 reckoped thet ‘was coming,” he
said. “The boy butted into my part,
and he's made use of me to break into
the movies. He's been trying to mup-
plant me all along. I know that.”

“Now, you don’t want to talk
foolish,” zaid Mr. Schootz muﬂngg.
“The kid did nothing of the sort. Ha
took on thém stunts to oblige me, be-
cause you vefused, and I was gone on
them. ¥ou gave ic;ur permission, 1
reckon you figured he’d never get away
with it; but that's neither hera ‘nor
there.” He got home all right. He can
do it again. I want this *Lord of the
Deszert® film to be a real big noise.
Nobody can beat you In the pretty parts.
But I want the sioff with a punch in it
You can’t hand that out. The kid can
and will /90 that's thet!”

“Y rofuse.” . o

“Mow, be reasonable!”
AT sl vivh cibmagi i o 0K

can my contract, 'if yon like,
and go back te Pandora Films.~ They're
keen enough to gé¥ me hack, .EEElp the
kid, if you think he'can take my place,

“T ain't saying that, nor anything like
it. You're worth vour money to us.
Your face attracts all the flappers in the
Yew-nitod States. But—"

“It's the talk of Hollywood now that
the kid took my place in ome of the
sheikh stunts,” said Polk bitterly. “It's
been referred to in the papers. The boy

urged  Mr.

braggred right and left—"

"“He never said s word, as agreed. It
i gab ot T foss; Bug ol
f1'hm o got ou guess. But we
take: tﬁa—;’ e 1z .

Mr. Schoote sighed. - )

“Woell, if you- din't tsking it on, it
drops,” bhe- said. ¥ Mind, it would be a

¥ yagFaries.

‘it Harry

good thing for you, as well as Perlection
Pictures.. The jI'rin:l. in your part, would
get you a reputation for daredevil
ridin s ' :
“1 refusel” . = ..
“Thet does it,.then,” sighed Mr.
Schootz. “I don't see. your point, Polk,
sure den't: If you.come in you score
all along the line.  But if you ain't

taking sny, T'm done”.
Tha dirsctor, frowned, L
“That means finishing the pioture
without the big stunts I've worked omt,”

he said. “You ain'$ got the sand-fof
them, Polk. No good beating about the
bush--you sin’t. Facts is facts. But I
better let you know the alternatave.
You're your own master, So am 1! If
ou won't share the “Lord of the
rt " picture with the feller who can
help to make it a big muccess,. I shall got
Wharton into a new picture on the same
lines—I guess the * Boy Sheikh' will be
a telling title—and #t will knock the
film fmns. The * Boy Sheikh ’ |” rapeated
Mr. Bchootz. “¥Yep! That eure will
get them rubbering! I've offered you a
good offer, Polk, and vou sin't got mo
kick coming.” ;
The .Perfmtlnn etar's face waa quite

a, - ;
f&?au‘ra starring Wharton, then i he

BER1O.

“A boy_ sheikh ' part!” said Mr.
Schaotz. T puess he will get home with
it all right.? - - ;

" And I—" panted Polk. '

“Don't you worry: you'll always be
worth your figure ds a pretty man on the

ictures. I rﬁ;un'l: wanf-to pnr:tiwith you,

ut I'm sure going #ll ook with' a néw
icture to ster that kid.™ said. Mr,
gthﬂiﬂt-l emphatieslly. “Thera’s dollars

in it4! Heaps of dellars! I ain't m
business for:my Polk. Money
mokes the megro ge.” -
le-Fk’a ha P!-#rﬁ t:“rﬂmﬁhng. T
. . T'm ing busy. wi o
srenarin’ man  at a'.:lm_':-ﬂ,E sdded WMr.

Schoots. ~ “Wa'll work up soma rip-
snorting stunia foy the * Boy Sheikh!” I
ain't losing that kid! No, sir 1™ e

“That's enough sbout Wharton” said
Polk, with vivi hg& “1 dropped in to
tall you I shan’t be sble to act until
naxt weak——" ; -

“Take your own iime,” said Mr,
Schootz carelessly. * Any time maits you
will suit me if I ain't too busy.”

Tha Parfection star almost choked.
This waa not the kind of reply to which
he had been accustomed. His hatred of
the school who had out-done him,
and, as be believed, supplanted him, was
like & burning fire in ks breast now.

He crossed to the door, and left with-
out another word to the Perfection
director. T

Mr. Schootz ahru%ﬂad his plum
shoulders. Mgyron P had gone
“gn his ear,” ss he expressed it; buk
that ¢ut no ice-with Mr, Schootz. Bo
long as Myron Polk was the only
pebble on the beach Mr. Schoots had
tolerated, with uwnénding patience, his
airs and graces, his moods and his
1 t he 'had hot liked them.
Now that hé was “on” to a  better
thing, aa he considered, Mr. Schootz was
rather_pleased to be able to treat the
supercilious star in a somewhat off-hand
manner. There were plenty of men in
Hollywond who wounld have liked to take
Myron Polk down s peg or two, and Mr.
Rigg Schootz was one of them.

Polk's face was white with passiop as
he quitted the dircctor’s vffico. Mr. Van
Duck, the asgistant director, came up to
apeak to him, and stéred in surprise se
Polk psassed him.without a word, unsee-
ing. = Polk hurriad- away fowards the
door on the entrance, and as be reiched
Wharton & Co. came acrass the
Perfection lob, arriving at the studio
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for their morning’s work belore tha
oRinaras, 4 .

Polk's oyes Bashed at tho sight of the
-E-I.%Lﬁ.m of the Greyiriats Removo.
*That Harry Wharton, though he was
interestod in his work in the studio, waas
thinking with pleasure of his return to
Greyfriars, the star did not know, and
coild nover have balieved. That Whar-
ton would |t
that Mr. Schootz was g‘mnﬁ to make
would" have been incomprehensible to
Polk, to whom the movies were every-
thing, and Hollywood the Mecca of the
whnﬁa world. ) ]

In the Greyfriars junior he saw a rival
and supplanter, & cumning and astube

ard unscrupulous rival, to his distorted

mind.

Wharton, catching sight of the Fer-
fection star, drew aside to let him pass,
Ho was well aware of Polk's bitter
enmity; the narrow escapes he had had
were more than enough ~to enlighten
him. - But ha desired no trouble with
the jealous, touchy, passionate star.

But Pollk'’s fury was loo strong for
control. He turned on Wharton with
hiz eyes in a blaze. o

“8o you've gobt away with it, you
voutig cur '™ he said, between his fecth.
“¥ou've played your game cleverly.”

Wharton looked at him coldly.

“1 don't understand you, Mr. Polk"
he answered, “and I'd prefer you not
te spaak to me. Keep your distance,
mdpi”ll keep mine™

“You schemin young scoundrel—->»"

“That's en-:-ugp{u,’ interrupted Whar-
ton. “If vou can't keep a civil torguc
H'hu-t UP!”

Polk, beside himself, made & [urious
stride at Harry Wharlon, his clenched
hand raised for a blow.

At that moment Coker and Potter and
Gireene of the Fifth came in. er
butted in immediately. Wherton, as a
matter of fact, was guite able to take
care of himself; but Coker was the
fellow for butting in.

He laid his powerful grasp on Myron
Polk's shoulders, and spun him away
from the junior. :

¥ Lot that kid alone ! snapped Coker.

FPolk panted with rage.

“Tackle me if you want to tackle some-
bods,™ auggnutaﬁ Coker. “You did it
once, and I spoiled your jolly old beauty.
I'll zpoil it again with plersure.”

“Hers, stop that!” exclaimed Mr,
Yan Dua:'!-f'. hurrving to the spot. “"Now

an——" .
~ He jerked Coker of the Fifth away
from t]he. Perfection star. Polk, white
with rage, hurried out of the studie. He
threw himself into his purple auto and
dashed awny along thoe boulevard at a
reckless speed, as if in the wild rosh of
the car he could find some vent for the
rage that boiled in his veing,

Miea man!” grinned Bob Cherry.
* What's happenad to upset his jolly old
majosty this morning ™ )

“1 wish he'd keop olear of uvs™ maid
Harry. “ Why the cﬁckens can't he keep
his distance T - )

*And the ¢hums of the Remove went in
to their work with the cameras, and soon
forgot wbout Myron Polk.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Carter Gets Busy !

ORD MAULEVERER
i brightly. i
'Iﬁm gset was forming;, vnder
the direction of Mr. Van Duck,
for one oi the scenes in the school film,
whgn Leonora came slong from
Btairs. L
Mauly's gaze of respectiul admiration
dwelt on the movie girl.

smiled

S e S

have refused the bip offer
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Since he had learned that Leonoru
was cngaged to Mr. Peter Carter, the
Los Angeles detective, Mauly had felt,
for some time, that his ;'mmi life was
blighted. Subsequently, he hafl made
the intaresting dissovery thut it wasno't.

It had graduslly dawned upon his

noble mind thet, so far from fading
away like a broken flower, no was a8
well as ever, and quite cheery; and pos-
sibly it had even dawned upon him
that ha had been in love with the
" Lovaly Leonora " ohicfly in the realmes
of fancy. He still failed to zco what

onora =aw in Mr. Cartér; but he was
quite willing to beoliove that there was
something in that brisk, spry, and cute
FOung Iman.
_Leonora gave him o smile and & nod,
and stop, efl to speak.

“Bay, kid, you've just blown in?" she
asked,

I(Yms‘"‘

“Ind you spot my beau on the lot?”

Mauleverar started, Ho remein-

bered that he had zcon & young man
loafing on the lot, when he came to
the studio. PBut he had not noticed
that it was Mr. Carter. -

“I guess I got fGve minutes,” ex-
plained Leonora, “and I sure told him

Wesrranesennnssrsrsrnrnirrsnnarrsananrnnnanes i

One of this week's MacNET pen- 3
knives has been awarded to jﬂ&
London, of 4808, Clarke Street,
Monlreal, Quebec, Canada, for

the following amusing joke.

A big, sixty horsa-power aporta
car was fearing nlong the road,
when a * Baby " Austin dpraw
alongside. Tha owneer ol the
asporting car acoelerated. Thae
spasdomaeter roas to forty—filty—
gixty—and then to :wun:r m.p.h.y
but atill the Ausiin kepl alongeida.
At [ast the driver of ths *' Baby "
beckonad to his rival to stop,
which he did. *° 1| say,"" asid the
driver of ths Auvstin, " do you
happan to know anything about
these ocars 7 | can't get the bally
thing into top gear ! ™

Naamh

There's plenty more pocket-
knives waiting to won. Hope
to find your attempt in my next
letter bag. chum.
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ha could mosey along, befors he beat
it to Santa Monica. I guess—>"

Mr. Van Duck glared round.

“Hay, you Loonora, you here to chew
the rag? he -demended. “You
Mauleverer, you gone to sleep ™

“Really, ryou know—" murmuored
hia Iar&sﬂip.

“Keep your wool om, old hoss!”
answercd Miss La Riviero cheerily. " IE
you shout vou won't catch any fish.”

And with « wink to Mauleverer—
which made his lordship jump—
Leonore went onm her way.,  Lord
Mauloverer's gaze followed her till she
disappesred ; and he was woke up again
by another hoot from the assistant
dircetor.

“¥You, Mauleverer!™

“"Fht Yaas!"

“What tho thundor, you rubbering
around for " exolaimed Mr. Van Duck.
* Ain't you ever secn an  extra girl
hefore '

“Really, you know—-"

*Get busy!” spapped Mr. Van Duck.

Lord Mauleverer sighed and gof
busy. The sigh was a tribute to. the
“Lovely Leonora ; but as a2 matter of
fact his lordship quite forgot the movie
girl in the next five minutes. There
was no time for sentimental contempla-

tion when filming was goiog on in the

hands in his pockets, chewin

something again,

studio of the Perfection Picture
Jyndicate.
Outside, under a pep

lot, Mr, Carter waa

r-tree on  the
oafing with his
AN un-
lighted cigarette. He grinned cheerily
at the movie girl as she joined him.

“Say, Jane, I've got on to something
now,"” he remarked.
“Give 1t a name, Peter,” answered
Miss Jans Bunookson, who was Leonora
la Riviere on the films, )

“Y1 gucss I'm hitting Santa BMonica
to-day,” said Mr. Carter. “I ain't got
the goods on that guy Polk vet, 1
guess he's too cute for me. But I'm
sure after thom rum-runners. 1 ngm
Gomez, and T pot Blick Wilson; and 1
Euess Igotac ance ab the rest of tho
gang. hey cleaved off out of tha
Santa Monica hills; but they ain't gone
out of business,” My Carier grinned.
“There's sure heag hooch being
zmuggled into L. A., Jane. DBut from
what I got from them schoolboys, {
guass I got a line on the gaog.”

“And that means——" said Leoncra,

“Promotion, if I work the riffle,” said
Mr. Carter; “and that will mean no
mors movies for little Jane, and a wed-
ding, honey."

Leonora smiled,

“Veou gure talk s mouthful, DMetor,”
she remarked.

“But I ain't brought it off yet,” said
Mr. Carter. © “From what thom kids
got on to, the bootleggers was landiog -
the stuff in a motor-boat from =a
steamer that came into SBanta Monica
bay at night. Well, that's where I'in
coming in. Polk made things rather -
hot for me at hnadquartcm&gu fing thi:
wirez; but I guese my stotk has rose .
since I cinched Gomez and Blick., Awnd
if 1T get the rest of the gan% it's the
clepkhant's - hind leg, Jane. I'm going
to run a motor-hoat on the bay, and
Yook for them guys. And next time
they run hooch in to this coast, I gucsr
they will run right into & galoot abow
I:II,}F giwn. .

“You want to keep your eyes peoled,

:{J'. " Thon

I'etglr," aaid OTR ANXIONS

bootleggers pack guns”

Ml‘q é&ﬂ-ﬂ!‘ ]m E":'d-! o
“I guess 1 p &8 gun myscH, when

I'm looking for rOm-runners, Jane,” ha

said, “If there's shooting, that's all

tha r for me—I guess it will get

into tho papers. I surc ain't gquittin
till I'w'gﬂ the rest -of that II.‘:EII.E, anﬁ
fixed it on them. You won't see me
again for somo timé, Jane; but when
you do sce me I hope I'll have good
news. 1 seen a little flat on Sunect
Boulevard, Jane”

Leonora beamed.

“I guess I'll look at that flat while
vou're down to Santa, Poter,” shé said.
“DOnly be careful.”

“Thero sin’t &8 guy in the TUnited
States that I'm so carefol of as I am of
your Peteft, Jane,” eaid Mr. Carter
reassuringly. I sure think a lot of
that guy, and I'm going to see that ho
don’t come to any harm. Bay, have
you seen Polk this moraing !

Teonora shook her head.

“] spotted him getting into his
auto,” eaid Mr., Carter. “He sure
looked ns mad as a hornet. Ho don't

hido his f&ulinqls from the public, that:
guy don’t. He's got it in for that kid
Wﬁar-tnn, and I guess ho will sbart
sure am honing to
get the goods on him," said Mr. Carter,
with a eigh. "I that kid goes back 1o
England before Polk staris anything, I
lose the chanes, And mow I shall be a
week down -at Sants, and shan't be
able to keep tabs on him. I sure would
like to pot Folk and fix the ds on
him in- a way he couldn't wriggle out
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of [ Mr. Corter’'s sharp eyes

listencd. It would mean publicity,
ano—l pucss gvery reporter from Loa
to. Mew York would be on'to it—and
publicity’s jest as useful to me as to &
movie mun, Jane. Bui 1 got to give
Polk a miss now, while I'm ufter them
bootieggers down in the bay."”

Mr. Cnrier knitted his Brows. :

“I've warned the kid to be on his
guard,” he said, "“There ain't any
doubt in my mind that Polk put up &
guy to draw o bead on him at Jack-
Rabbit. And when 8lick Wilson
burgted the boarding-house the other
night ke wasn't after the gueste’ grips,
I reckon—he was after that kid. But
Polk's kept himself clear; it ain’t easy
to cinch him, If he starts anythio
while I'm dawn at the bay the kid wi
have to take his chance,
warned him, and he's no jay.”

“You are going out at mght in that
motor-boat, Peters’' asked Leconora.

“] sure ain't looking for bootleg
pmugglers in  the daylight, Jene”
answered Mr, Carter, laughing, “But
ou don't want to worry none. I guess
i'utﬂr knowe how to logk aiter Carter.
Bay, you want to get back already 1™

E&:rnnm was looking ot her wrisk
watch. "

“Sure; I'm wanted on the set,” sheo
snid. “I'm the headmaster’s daughter
jo the school film.”.

“0h, chucks!” said Mr. Carter.
*“Well, if this comes off all right you'll
be Mrs. Peter Carter, in that cute Little
flat, Jane, Chew on that.” _

Leonora gave her Peter a bright
gmile, and hurried back to the studio.
Mr. Carter turned towards the gate of
the Perfaction lot.

“Y gay, Mr. Carter—" :

“Yeh?” said Mr. Carter, staring at
the fat figuro and fatuous face of the
Owl of the Romove. . o

“1 say, I just epotted you,” said Billy

nter, blinkiog at Mr. Carter through

is big spactacles. “I say, I thought it
was awlfully clever of you, the way you
got that hurglsr the other day”

“Bho!" said Mr. Carter. )

#1 don't think much of Americans as
a rule—" went on Bunter.

“That's sure hard oan the United
States,” snid Mr. Carter gravely.
“That gets out, and there'll sure be
sobbing from the Atlantic coast to the
Pacific Slope.”

“Ehl jut I think you're awiully
clever,” said Bunter. " Wonderfully
clever detective, and all that!"

“¥en ain't much to look at, bu'l::#
but you've sure got a lot of judgment,
‘said Mr. Carter.

“And I was thinking—" went on
Bunter. .

“You were!” asked Mr. Carter.
“Shouldn’t have thought it. What do
you do with 1"

“Look here—"'

“I guess,”™ said Mr. Cartar, in the
same grave manner, “that I'd rather
look at something olsa. My evesight's
fairly strong; but I ain't putting too
hig & strain on it.”

I've been dizappointed about a re-
mittance from ngland,” explained
Bunter. "You know the rotten way
things are run in this country.”

“MNone better,” agreed Mr. Carter.
“Look at the way they let queer fat
apimals wander around loose on this
here boulevard, for instance.”

“Do they 1" said Bunter, missing the

int of Mr. Carter’'s observation, “I

are say—lot of fools, if you ask me,
Well, owing to the rotten way the post
offiee iz run in this fatheaded country,
I heven’t received my remittance. I'm
short—" '
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.going to work in  the
But I've .

“And fat,” remarked Mr. Carter.

“Bhort of money, I mean” seid
-‘Bunter testily. "1 was thinking that
you might lend me a dollar, Mr.
Carter ™

*You want to think again,” remarked
Mr. Carter pleasantly. “You'll sure
have to put in a whole hesp of think-
ing before you get the dollar.” )

“Of courye, I']l sguare,”” said Buoter.
“In fact, next wee il let you have
two dollars for it.” I don't expect an
Amoerican fo be anything but stingy, of
course.” .

Mr. Carter gazed at him.

It is not an easy matter to extract a .

dollar from a citizen of the TUnited
Btates, And Bunter certainly was not
: most  tactful
manner possible.

“Well, what about it 7 asked Bunter,
“Twb dollars mext week, That's a hun-
dred per cent., you know. That ought
to appeal to you, being an American,
and meanp.™ .

* Bub, you've sure spilled a bibful !

asped Mr. Carter. “Nope!l- I ain't
ending you a dollar. Nopae! But I'll
lend you a thick ear for your cheek.™

“Yaroogoh " roared Buopter, as Mr.

Carter made him that- unexpected and
unsought-for loan. “ Yow-ow-ow !

Mr. Carter strolled away down Sun-

set Boulevard. Dilly Buhter rubbed his
fat ear, and glared after him with a
glaro that almost cracked his spectacles.
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Billy Bunter was sorely tempted to rush
after Mr. Carter and fight the Battle
of Bunker's Hill over agsin, with even
more disastrous resulis to the Trans-
atlantic side. But on second thoughts
—proverbially the best—he decided to
treat tho fellow with contempt. He
had one thick ear. He did pot want
another to mateh. .

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Chance !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. re-
H tarned chesrfully to  Lon
Beach Boarding-House to Iuncg
after & morning's work in the
studio.

Billy Bunter met them with s fat face
that was pot cheerful,

That morniog Mr. Coot, the pro.
prietor of the boarding-house, had men-
tioned the bill of seventy dollars that
Bunter had accumulated. He had men-
tioned it with bitterness.

Buonter waa sick of the subject. . Those
continual references to money he re.
garded s sordid.

But Mr. Coot declined to lot the
matter drop. And he looked more than
doubtful wh
a week's time he would be in ample
funds. i

Bunter himeelf was a little doubtful,
for thossa ample funds depended upon
the insertion of hisz advertisement in the
Loa Angelea *Film Ledger.” Once the
Hollywood producers knew what s

: ly.
e,

an Buntor told him that in -

chance they were missing there was
little doubt that thera would be a rush
for Bunter. Publicity was the thing,
But publicity, like everything else in a
mercenary world, coet money. And
Bunter, as usual, hadn’t any money.
Fame and fortune were still at his £
and he was unabla to ﬁi{:k them up for
want of a mizerable dotlar. No wonder
Bunter frowned at the cheery faces of
the chums of the Remove.

“I say, you fellows—" ho hegan.

“Ghuck 1t 1"

“ About that dollar—"

“ Bow-wow ™

“You'ro detormined to kee
gelting %y chanep,” enid
terly. “You don't want to be put in
the ghade, Jealousy, as usual.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the juniors went into lunch.

After lunch Bunter joined them on
the piszza. " Bunter wes & sticker. By
sheor sistance he hoped to extract
that essential dollar. The constapt drop
of water wears away the larpest stone,

me from
unter hit-

the constant gnaw of Towser masticates
the toughest bone. Bo the Owl of the
Remeve h to wear down resistance,

In the loog rum, surely those beasts
would consider it worth & dollar merely
to shut him up.

To his =urprise Dunter found that
oe member of the party was willing
to give him a hearing, and to his
greater surprise that member was
Vernon-8mith. The Bounder had been
a perfect beast that morning over the
trifling matter of a three.-guines jacket
that Bunter had sold to an old-clothes
man for half-a-dollar. Now he seemed
quite genial.

“1 hear you're advertising, Bunter,”
e ol ch d Buater, h

‘Yes, o Ep,” Bal unter -
fully, “Lend me a dollar, ﬁmiggy.
You're not such a mean beast as theze
other boasts.” :

“Let's look at the ad.”

Bunter produced it

The Bounder read it with a serious

face. .
“This ought to knock ’em,” he re-
marked. “Anybody seeing this adver-

tizement would know at once that the
advertiser was a fellow a bit aut of the
common," '

“Ha, ha, ha 1*

“Blessed if I can =es anything to
cackle at, yon fellows,™ Jg‘runte-d Bunter,
“Bmithy’s quite right.”

“'The rightfulness is terrific.”

“1 2oy, Bmithy, old chap, I'll sguare
ont of the frst advance on my salary
gz & film aector,” said Bunter.

* Dona 1" mié the Bounder,

“And—and I say,” went on Bunter
Findi mithy in this unex-
. amenable mood, Bunter de-
cided to make tho most of it. Tt was
good pq!f% to make hay while the sun

o

shone. ré & long way from the
noewspaper offices here. ,Zyarld Ma &
taxi fare.”

* Forget it,” answered Smithy.

“ Well, look kere, you take in the
advertizement for me. You're a joll

m;l walker, SBmithy—athlotie, a.mi u.l:‘i

a IIFJ

Smithy grinned.

“Ti ;&nka }'clt:.ur advertisement in,” he
answered. “Fm going down to Los
Angeles this a!tumﬁun.ﬁ

unter beamed.

“1 eay, Bmithy, you're not half such
& benst as you Jook, old chap,” he said.

“Thanks! Leave it to me,” said
Vernon-8mith. “I'll see that vou get
an advertisement in the Los Angeles
paper.”

Vernon-Smith put the serawled paper
in his pocket, strolled out of the pinzzs,
and szuntered down to the boulevard.
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“ Put Wharton on my motor-boat and leave the rest fo me ! ** hissed Polk.
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** This time I shall not trust the thing {o other

hands—1 will make sure myself ! ** The Mexicans nodded understandingly. (Sec Chapler G.)

Thoe other fellows stared afler him,
gurprised. .

“Whnt on earth’s this game?"” said
Bob Cherry, “Smithy can’t be ass
enough to waste a dollar putting that
rot in the paper.”

Snort from Bunter. )

“Smithy's got somoe sense,” he said.
“ Ho's just as mean as you fellows; bub
he knows I shall be rolling 1n mone
when 1 get my chance. I dare say he's
thinking that he'll borrow money from
me. That would be like him."”

“Do you always express your grati-
tude for favours in that nice way, old
fat man 1" asked Bob.

“Pha  nicefulness of ‘ ﬂ“’f estocmod
Bunter's gratitude is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“¥ah 1" retorted Bunter.
And he rolled away. He was done
with thosa beastz now. "
“What's Smithy up to, you men?
naked Bob. )

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“ Pul iugH Bunter's leg somehow, 1
suppose. He's jolly well not. going to
put that idiotic advertisement in the

paper.’’ ; ;
“FHe's up to something,” opined

Johnny Bull. “He's frightfully ratty

about Bunter selling his clobber, and

he's taking it out of the fat idiot some-
bow. Serve him jolly well right!”

“Hear, hear !

And with that Harry Wharton & Co.
forgot the matter. But William George
Bunter did not forget.

Bunter was dreaming rosy dreams.

All was plain-sailing now. Hatherto,
he hadn't had his chance. Now he was
golng to get it. A chance, of course,
was all that he reeded. His good locks,
his many gifts, his distinguished and
arislocratic appearance, his fascinating

manners would do the rest. Fame and
fortune were at his fest, and he was
going to pick them up. Really, it was
worth a dollar—especially as 1t was
somebody else's dum

When Vernon-8mith came back in
tima for dinner that evening, Billy
Bunter met him with an cager guestion.

“Put it in. Smithy 7"

“The advertisement? Oh, yes ans-
werad the Bounder carelessly.

“Good! I shall be rung up te-
morrow,” said Bunter,

“T'm sure you will,”

“I'd better mention to Coot that I
expect rather & lot of calls oo the
phone,” remarked Bunter.

“¥Yon'd better,” agreed the Bounder.

“Did you bring me a copy of the
paper with the advertizement in it?"

H’b Ll

"WEII'I, you might have,” grunted

Bunter, * YWou're just as mean as the
Tost, Emithg! Meaner in fact.”

“Thanks,™ eaid the Bounder, un-
moved,

“T'll settle up that dollar next weck.
But if you think you're going to be
always borrowing money off me, fuat be-
cause you lent me a paltry dollar for
once, you'ra mistaken. I want that to
be guite clear,” said Bunter., * You may
a8 well understand that first as last,
Vernon-Smith.”

“Ain't he niee? said the Bounder,
as Bunter smffed and rolled oway.
“"Doesn't he make it & sheer pleasure to
do things for himf" '

“What have you done for him,
though " asked Bob Cherry, rather sus-
pu;:mnslf;

The DPounder laughed,

“"T'va put in an advertizement for
him,” he answered. .

“And yvou think he'll get answersi"

Y Eure of it '

And the Bounder of Greyfriars walked
away with his hands in hiz pocket,
whistliog.

'THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Desperate Measures !

HE purple auto ate up the miles.
E Myron Polk sat at the wheel

with & fixed stare uwader black,

knitted brows. From Holly-
wood he had followed the road for eome
miles, towsards Santa Monica, and then
struck off to the south. * Venice” and
its Coney Island sighta end sounds were
left on his right, as the purple car raced
on. The automobile was following =&
road in mght of the sea; to his rzﬁht«,
Polk had & wide view of the boundless
Pacifie, rolling away to infinity under
the westering sun. But the FPerfection
star glanced neither to right nor left.

The sun dipped in the distant sea,
and dusk deepened over the landscape.
Polk had left main #oads now, and was
foliowing & rough and lumpy lane, a
track unchanged since the old Jays
wnen Mexican vaquercs had ridden 1t
on their cow-ponies, herding tho droves
of cattle that fed on the ranges where
Hollywood pow stands. vow he
slackened speed under the trees that
lined the track, and deepened the
shadows of the way. He bhalted the
car at last, in sight of & wayside shack
that loomed up ‘n the gloom.

It was night now, and from the win-
dow of the shack, coversd by a ragged
curtein, o light gleamed from a smoky
oil-lamp.

Leaving his car, thoe Perfection star
strode across the rugged ground towards
the shack.

He struck on the door sharply.

Tae Muiexer Lispany.—No. 1,107,



to LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK !t_

Thera was the sound of a hurried
movement within, and the light was
wnstantly extinguished. g

Polk knockea apain, angrily.

Aftcr a delay, the door was opened &
few inches, and a dark, swarthy face
peered out into the dusk. ~ :

“Que ey estoi” muttercd a huosky
voice in Spanish, ;

“Don't you know me, you fool "

“The zenor Polk.?l il

The Mexican opened the door wide,
and Polk tramped into the ‘shack.
There was the seratch of a match on
leather tronsers, snd the lamp was re-
lighted., 'The door closed. . 2

E"nik logked round him, in the dimly
lighted shack, with disdain and dis-
gust. The room was dirty, mizcrabl
furnished; a satartling contrast to his
iuxurious bungalow on the hill above
Hollywood. ©Un a crazy table wero
bottles and glasses and cards.

hree men were in the room; the
Mexican who had admitted him, an-
uvther Mexican, and an American. All
three wera low-browed ruffians, the scum
of Los Angelesy, members of the liquor-
smuggling gang of which Gomez had

heen the leader., From such men as -

these, Polk had been accustomed to
obtaining his supplies of illegal spirits,
smuggled inte the country in defiance of
the prohibition laws, e prohibition
lawand his contemptuous disregard of it,
had brought him into touch with the
lawless gang, and they had proved tools
ready to his hand, when he drifted into
crima himself, -

The three bootleggers oyed Myron
Polk curiously -

“¥ou are welcome, senor,” zaid Diego
smoothly, “but what—"

“Carembo! I feared it was that
hombre, Carter,” said Ramon with a
grin.  “We have few visitors here,
s, :

“I guess Carter’s still combing the
Santa Monica hills,"” grinned the third
ruffian. *"He ain't wise to this shebang,
anyhow. Bul wé got to keep our ayes
peeled, Mr. Polk. They got (Gomes,
cnd they got Slick,” - -

Polk mede an impatient gesture.

“"Zomez was & bun Hn% ool, Slick
was a jay,” he sna ﬁeg. They asked
for what they got. But I'm standing by
the men whe cﬁd my work. I've put up
five thougand dollars for their lawyers,
and they'll get off easy. Money talks.”

“It sure does,” agreed Yuma Bill.
" You're square, Mr. Polk, But what's
the game’ ou ain't moseyed along
hiere for hooch T

“No,” sna Eed Polk, I want my
work done. 1t's got to be dome. I've
got reasons—pressing reasons—that I
necdn't explain to vou.. Every day ia
valuable now. The boy Wharton—="

The Mexicans eyed him, and Yuma
grinned, The Perfection ster's feud
agninst the party of echoolhoys aur-
prised and amusedethe rough gang, and
they were guite. willing to do any law-
less work that was prdﬁuc_ﬁva of _ﬂ}t;”ﬂrﬂ.
Kidnepping came as easily to the ruf-
lians as smugeling bootleg liquor,

“Them kids is back in Hollywood
now,” seid Yuma. *They ain't on the
location any more, Mr. Poll.
min't easy te get at in the town. Blick
Wilsom tried 1t on, and loock where he
13 now. That guy, Carter, ain’t no
slouch. Hearch mal” e

“They will bezon their guard, senor,
in the . hoarding-house,"” said: Bamon.

"* Likely enough, -that i:mua'a_-ia watched
hy the polices” He shrugged his
shouldera. ; ;

“There arc mdre ways than one™
snarled Polk. **The boy goes over o
tho Perfection studio every day.” ]

*But At the studio, in thé daytime, it
C Tue Macnrr Lismawy,—No. 1,107,

‘vain for the

They

is still lesa casy, semor,” =aid Diego
uneasily, L

“You will watch the studio in &
dlogsad car,” said Polk. ™ One afternoon,
towarda dusk, you will Eﬂt your chance.
A suddeén rush, taking them by surprise,
and the boy will be in the car and
hurried away at top speed.”

“Por todos los Santos!™ ejaculated
Ramon, SR

'The boldness of that scheme did not
seem  to appesl to the bootleggera.
They anged unquiet glances.

“A bold siroke is the.most succesaful
and easy way,” went an Polk., "“They
will be-taken utterly by surprise. The
car will be gone before there is a chance
of pursuit. It will vanish into the hills
with the boy. Tha coet matters nothing.
Put the boy on my motor-boat, in thae
cove at Santa Monica bay, and leave
the rest to me. This time I shall pot
trust the thing to other hands; I shall
make sure mysell,” He gritted hin
teeth.
A thonsand dollars you
suceeed—>=>"

There was a glistening of grecdy eyes

“You'ra sure talki now,” said

Yuma., “I guess you've epilled & big
mouthful, Mr, Polk."
"And get b at once,” went on
Bl Wy td) S dvaes b & of
value, I will tell you this, the boy is
cutting the ground from under my
foot, he is doing me harm in my pro-
feaston, he is dangerous to me, a
dangerous enemy, & dangerous and
cunning enemy. He has made use of
me, twisted me in his fingers, used me
to further his own designs.” FPolk's
ayes burned with hatred. My position
is threatened by that boy, I cannot
afford to lose time. It must be done,
and done at onco.”

1 guess we're ot your orders, Mr.
Polk,” said Yuma. *“Shucks! I puess
a thousand dollars ain’tdpicked off every
bush! 1 guess that kid won't be long
getting where you want him."" -

“8i, =i!” said Diego; and Ramon
nodded and grinned.

Ten rhinutes later, after carefully ar-

=

ecach if

-'mnﬂng all details, Myron Polk lelt tho

shack and returned to his ear.
-~ He drove back to Hollywood with a
set face -and satisfaetion gleaming in
his eyes.-

All his schemes had failed hitherto.
Fortunc had favoured the schoolboy
whom he was determined. to believe his

enemy and rivel. But this time, now
that he had taken the maiter in his own
hands, he was sure that he would not -

feil. The hired thugs had failed him
again and sgain, but he would not fail
Kithsalf. Once his enemy waz on the

. motor-boat, running out to soa, under

the stara——o .
" There was little risk, The waves cof
the Pacifiec would tell no tale of what
had happened out of sight of land. And
tha Perfection director would look in
oolboy star, whem he
wasa 'planning to feature on the films in
the place of Myron Polk. All unknow-
ing, Mr. 8Bchootz had signed the boy
film actor's death-warrant,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter in Demand ]

UZZZZE |
Tha  telephone-bell  buzzed
merrily in the hall of Long

Beach Boarding-Houso.
. Breakfast was over at that establish-

-fneyt, and the Greyiriars party wers in

the hpia:za a3 usual, before going ovet
to tne stuglge, © -
As the buzz of the telephone reached

“Got the boy there, that is alll .

them Billy Bunter sat up and took
notice,
¢ “For me, I expect,” he remarked.

Mp, Coot put his head out of the
doorway, - ,

. “Mr. Bunter wanted on the phone,'?
he said. 2 :

“Right-he "' chirruped Bunter,

He rose from his chair and hestowed
8 triumphant and patronising grin on
the Famous Five,

“Rather looks as if I'm getting an
answer to my advertizement, what?' he
chuckled, “I fancy I.shan't be long
booking an engagement. . You fellows
egn go back to tgreﬂriarﬂ without me.
I shall write ta the pater, telling him
I’m booked here at a big salary. As for
the H&aﬂ! you can tell him to go and
eat coke !

“¥ou have not booked the esteemed
‘engagement yet, my worthy and pre-
posterons Bunter,"” murmured Hurree
Jomszet Ram Ei:’ug‘h+

“looks as if it won't be long,
though,”” grinned Bunter. *“They
haven't lost much time ringing me.
The ad only came out this morning.”

“They're waiting on the phone, sir,”
said Mr. Coot, His manner was more
respectful than it had been of late. If
Bunter was booking engagements he
was good for his bill; and if he was
good for his bill, he was entitled to
raspect—Mr. Coot’s, at least, After all,
on his looks, Bunter might be wanted
for some comedy part, Mr., Cook
gueased, . Bz

“T'm coming,"” said Bunter, ‘I say,
you fellows, trot in with me. - I'd like
you to hear.”

“Oh, all right '’ yawned Bob Cherry.

‘he Famous Five went in with
Bunter. They wera a little curious on
the subject now.  That Bunter's re
markable advertisement could possibly
have brought the Hollywood producers
after him scemed very unlikety. Btill,
he was rung up very soon after the ap-
pearance of the advertisement in the
paper. That weas -certain. 8o they
went in with Bunter to hear what was
to be heard. There was & scoond re-
ceiver to tho telephone at Long Beach
Boarding-House, and Buntor picked vp
ona and pave Harry Wharton the other.

“Now, listen!™ he grinned.

Bunter squeaked into the trenemitter.

“Hallo! Bunter speaking.” .

“Good! This is Phenomenal Films,
Han Pedro Street, L.AY
L1 'YEHTH‘ ]

“Esan Rook, director, speaking.”
"o ahead I"

“T guaes I’ve zeen your advertizement
in the Los Angeles ‘ Film Ledger,” Mr,
Bunter,” came the nasal tones of Mr.
Rook. %I rockon Phenomenal Films
is the show you are looking for.”

“I'm willing to give.you a chanece,”
answered Bunter, .

& Eh?l'l " -

“But the fact is I'm so sought after
that I shall have to consider all offers
in rotation,” explained Buupter.

“ (Oh, my hat ¥ murmured Bob, |

If this was Bunter's way of locking
for a job ik did not seera to the juniors
that the job was likely to materialise.
Wharton rather expected Mr. Rook to
hang- up. To his great surprise, the
voice of the Pheromens] Films director
woent oo .

“1 gucss that's eo, Mr. Bunter! T'm
sure wise to that! But I hope you'll
give us a chance.”

“0h crambal’® murmured Wharton,
Bunter grinned ccstatically over the
ne. He really was not surprised
earn that a film director was eager {o
gecure & dyouth of great gifts, uncom.
mon good looks, of distinguished an
aristeeratio appearance, elegant fgure,
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and foscinating manners. Btill, 1t was  “I've seen your advertisement. in the “I guess that's so. But give t_h:a.
vory agrecabls to have the thing proved ¢Film Ledger,”-sir——" Crawjaw Studios s chance, sir! Jest

like this in the hearing of fellows who
were jealous of his good looks and his
abilities.

“Give us a look-in, Mr. Bunter,”
went on Mr. Hook. *"Let's see if wo
can come to business. Or !i)erhnps you'd
rather I callod persomally at your
bonrding house” o

“Oh eriker!" said Wharton involun-
tarily. Evidently William George
Bunter was !:-amei‘ rushed for, 45 he had
said that he would be.
 Butiter chortled, - ;

“Oh, I'l come ‘along!” he said.
“Lat's see—I've got rather a lot of en-
gagements to-day, | Perfection Films
want me in the morning, and I've pro-
mised Magic Films 3 look.-in. T've an
appointment ot the Fairbanks studio;
and I've got to sse n_l{ banker, too.
Look here, I could get along about ten.
That all rightt” - :

Being eought after, Bunter naturally
assumed his full importance. If Mr.
Rook was eager, Bunter wasn't going

10 Bppear eager. -
“You've eatd it,"" said Mr. Rook.
“I'Il sure wait in for you. You'll find

moc hore, Mr. Bunter.”
“Ten, then,” said Bunter carclessly.
And Bunter hung up. o
- He grinned round at the astonished
JURIOrS.
. 1 say, vou fellows, what do you
think of that?’ he demanded,
. ¢ Blessed if T know what to think of
it said Harry Wharton blankly.
“You seem to have hit the bullseyo,
old fat man'" : -+ . it :
Thido't I. tell wyou #0i” chuckled
Dunter. :

“You did. But blessed if I make it”

out 1" ;
- “My dear chap, what’s the good of
this eilly jealousy?” asked Bunter.
“Why not admit at ouce that you're not
in the samic street “with met? It's jolly
queer how jealousy blinds o fellow to
facts.™

" Fathead I - 3
-#f suppose you're going -to lend me
a taxi fare,” asked Bunter. “San Pedro
Btreet’ is i Los Angeles—a good way
from Hollywaod. I can't walk it, of
course. shall need only the fare
there. 1 ghall ask Rook for an advance
of my salary when I take the engage-
ment." :

“Hem ™

“If you're gfﬁng to be mean as well
as jealouns—" sneered Buntor.

‘;}Yau ‘put it so nicely!” chuckled

3 gay, Smithy!” The Bounder
lounged into the hall. and Bunter called

to him. *I say, Smithy, I've got an
engagemant, d mo a taxi fare, old
ﬂhﬂ.p-"

“Already ?” yawned the Bounder.
* Well, - why can't you take tho strect
eart Tl lend you s quarter.”

"Street cars may do for you fellows,”
sneered Bunter., “I'm in rather a dif-
ferent position—sought after by all the
Hollywood and Loz Angeles film diree-
tora. I decline to take a street car.”

“#8Huit yourself,” yawned the Bounder.

“Look here. if you wen't lend me
five dollarg——"

“Right=—1 won't "

“#lond ma the gquarter, then, you

Licast."

The Rounder laughed and tossed
Bunter a quarter. The fat junior waos
gbout te roll away, when the telephone-
ball rang again.

"That's for mme, expect,™
grinned Bunter, - _

And he picked up the receiver.

“Halla!. Is Mr. Bunter around?”

“Bunter speaking !" chuckled the Owl

of the Remove.

too, 1

“Ha, he, ha !” chuckled Bunter.

“I guess I'd like to see vou, sir. Pro-
Fessor Crawjaw spesking from the
E”‘“,&E'w Studios, L.A. When can I see
you? G

Bunter fairly chortled with triumph.

“You put me wise when you'll be in,
and I'll come along, gir,” said Profassor
Crawjaw. “I'm anxious to see you, sir.
The Crawjaw Btudios. are what you
want.,” I guess I"ll make that plain if

ou’'ll give mo an interview, sir. What {
You see me this morning—-"

“I'm jusk going out to keep an
appointment,” said Bunter. *¥ou can
come along  this afternoon, Mr.,

rawjaw, Make it three—no, make it
hali-past five.,” = Bunter wanted the
other fellows to be back from the Per-
fection Btudios wheon' the producer came
to see him. “ That soit yon 7"

“Yep!, Sure! Say, M:r. Bunler,
don’t you fiz up with any other guy till
you've seen me. What ("

“I'm taking offers in rotation,™ said
Bunter. *I shall consider the lot, and
then deecide. I'm rather overwhelmed
with offcrs at present.”

let me see you before you decide.” ..

“1 promise that!” gaid Bunter
cheerily.

And he hun uﬂ.

He favoured the sstonished juniors
with & triumphant grin and "rolled
away. DBunter had expected great
things, but, really, he had not quite
expacted this 55?11:1’5:313, there was
going to be a rush for Bunter, and the
rush was setting in early. A few
minutes later Bunter was on a street
car, rolling out of Hollywood into Los
Angeles to keep' hiz appointment with
Phenomenal Films, L

said Bob

“Well, my only hat]” :
Cherry, as the juniors went back to the

piazza, “What does this mean, you
e ?.'-: g HE
“Ask me  anothor!™ said Harr
Wharton. i

“It's a giddy mystery,” said Bob. *1
can't make it out.” Have you been play-
ing any tricks, Smithy 7" :

“Tricks1"” repeated the Dounder.

LT mean, did you wangle that advees
tisement of Bunter's somechow 7"

(Continued on next page.)
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B THIG WEEK'S STORY OF TOM MERRY-& CO. INTHE “GEM" IS REALLY GREAT!

the

idea [ gyawned

" What
Bounder,

And he rolled awary.

Beofore the junicrs went over to the
Perfection Studio at ten there were
several more rings on the boarding-
houso telephone. All of them were for
Buntor. Mr. Coot was kept guite busy.
When tha chums of the Remove went to
the studia Mr, Coot was still busy.

Evidently there was a rush for Bill
Bunter. ii wae inexplicable, thoug
possibly the Bounder, had he chosen,
could have explained it

L4

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Pecullar Interview !
BILLY BUNTER mopped & per-

spiring, fat brow. |
" 'The spring sunshine was warm
« in Loz Angeoles.

The “quarter " Smithy had lent him
had not guite landed Bunter at his
destination. He had had to change cars
snd he had hed to walk, but he found
bimself in San Pedro Street 'at last.
BBut when he inguired his way of
pasgers-by for Phenomenal Films, he
found few aware of the existence of
that Grm. Phenomenal Films did not
seem quite so well known as Perfection
Pictures or Magic Films, But a police-
man set hime going &t last, and Bunter
stopped before a tall building and
blinked up at it, baving learned that
the oflice of Phenomenal Films was on
the ninth story.

n & warm morning, after his exer-
tions aiready, the most atiractive cn-
ﬁ&gemant on the movies would hardly

ave tempted Bunter to ¢lamber up the
stairs to the ninth story., Fortunately,
thare was a Jift. n the hift—or
elevator, as it was called in the
ltanguage of the country—Bunter shot
up to the ninth fleor.

His surroundings dashed his high
hopes o little. 1 place ceemed &
block of offices, rather shabby offices
with rather shabby men going in an
out. Bunter had hitherto associated
films with lots of money, but he saw
no sign of lots of meney in this tower-
ing hive. 8till, he reflected that the
actual studio was probably at Holly-
wood, enly the ofice here in Los
.-"mgeha, though the office obviously was
not g0 palatial as Mr, Schootz's or
Barius Honk's. On & door was a brass
plate apnouncing that this was the offico
of Phenomenal %‘ilms, and Bunter rang
& hell, and the door was opened.

A fat and Borid gentleman, with s
shining bald head, gold-rimmed glasses,
and a big signet-ring on his finger,
grected him,

“Mr, Bunter, I puness?"

"That's right,” agreed Bunter. “1've
called to eee Mr. Rook.™

“You sea him,”™ said the fat and
Rorid gentleman, with an engagin
emile. *Please walk right int Gfﬂﬁ
to see you, Mr. Bunter! Take a seat!
I was rather expecting an older gentle-
man, but you can't in too early on
the pictores—can’t hegin too early!
Take time by the forelock—what? Boy
prodigy, and all that! 8it down ¥

Bunter eat down.

He blinked at Mr. Rook.

Phenomenal Films, to judge by Mr. ~

Rook’s general eppearance and the look
of his office, did not achieve pheng
menal succesa in the financial line.
There was a chipped old roll-top desk,
o filing cabinet, two chipped  and
cracked chairs, a squaro of scratched
Yinoleum, and. of course, a telephone.
An American business man had to have
& telephone. . J¥ Mr. Rook was going
THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No, 1,107,

to pay Bunter a handsome salary, it
roved that he was & generous and self-
-:g?mg gentleman, for he did not loock

a8 i

There was one

‘good point about Mr.
Isau Rook—evidently

he s&dmired

Bunter, and regarded him with immense

respect, and was exceedingly glad to
see him there. That, after sll, covered
a multitude of sins, Even if he was
not, as it appeared, one of the wealthicr
L.os Angeles producers, at least he knew
talent at the first glance.

“Breaking into the fGlms—what?™
said Mr. Rook genially. "I guess it's
rather o fortunate thing, sir, that you
%ﬂt into touch with me. Phenomenal
ilms ecan offer you exactly what you
are looking for.”

Bunter brightened. This was very
pleasant hearing, at all events, But, in
view of ths general shabbiness of the
place, the Owl of tha Rembve con-
sidered it judieious to give a hint on
the subject of salary. That was an
important matter. unter liked Hat-
tery, and he liked it, like pineapple, in
chunks, But ¢ash was indispensable,

“"You think me suitable?" said

Bunter, -

“No c%::esl:mu’ about that
Mr. Rook. " The moment l‘: saw you, I
saw that. The moment I heard your
voice on the phone, I knew it was the
voice for the talkies. Yes, sir. Leave
that to my judgment. If you've any
doubts on that subject, Mr. Bunter, dis-
miss them, No false diﬂ‘idanne; gir] 1
tell vou your value! I'know!"

Which was very ploasant to hear, and
quite different from the way Mr. Fish
anl?‘ ﬂlr. Schootz and” Mr.  Van Duck
talked,

" And the salary,” said Bunter—" 1—1I
suppose there's a pretty good salary "

“"For a pood man,” said Mr. Rook,
“the zalary is naturelly good. Beforae
you've been tested on the cameras I
can't say In}rﬂimf defimite. I may men-
tion, as & general principle in our firm,
that we sturt nobody under s hundred
dollars 8 week.”

"Good !" said Bunter, beaming.

" Everybody,” said Mr. Rook, "can’t
act for the ﬁma! It's o gift, and it
requires looks, Now, sir, you've the
looks! You don't mind my mentioning
it, T hope? I always speak frankly to
clienta.” Mr. Rook's Zli;nrp eves read
the pleased, fatuous grin on Bunter's
face, and he proceeded to lay it on &
little thicker, “J1 may say we never
engage & man who isn't good-looking
and of distinguished appeararce—we've
heaps to choose from, and we find it
rays. Good looks go far on the films;
a distinguished presence goes farther.
8o far as.that goes, you're the goods.
All that remaing is to see you act—and
I guess a fortnight’s training will see

gir,” said

you through, Yes, sir.”

“But—but the salary beginz at onca
—what?”  asked unter, rather
anxtously.

Mr. Rook smiled.

*We must not go too fast, sir—not
too fast! Phenomenal Films require at

least a fortnight's training, under their
oW ﬂrﬂfﬂ&-ﬂfg’lll instructors, to hbegin
with. If the client proves atizfactory,
tha salary begins then, on the spat, and
it may range from one lindred dollars
to five thousand, according to merit. In
your case, I gucsa I've no hesitation in
saying that you will give -satisfaction
from the word go, sir! I've been in the
maovias aver since there wera movies, sir,
and I know what's what and whe's who,
Take my word for that. Join Pheno-
mengl Filme, sir, and leave the rest to
uz. With your looks"—Mr. Rook
wotched Bunter again slify—* with your
bearing, your appearance, sic, success is

he could afford to pay himself one.

at your feet! Fairbanks has nothing on
your, sir—not a thing [”

Bunter nodded.

Ho knew all this; but it was quite
agrecable to hear it from Rook, all the
SR, :

Waiting for a fortnight for his salary
to begin was rather a blow. DBut, after
all, two weeks would goon pass, and then
tha dollars would roll in.” ~Besides, he
wasn't bound to close with Mr. Rook;
he had other offers, -

“MNow, sir,” resumed Mr. Rook, rub-
bing his plump hands, “when can you
start, sir? I want to epeo’ what you can
do. I may mention that' I've never
interviewed a client who interested me
mora. ‘I'm anxious to see you befbre
the camerzs, Name your time, sir.
To-day? To-morrow? You'd like to
phone an appointment, sir—what ¥
- “That’'s & good idea,” aesented
Bunter.

“We are entirely at your service,
gsir," said Mr, Rook. . He opened a
ledger on the roll-top desk. *Please
give me 'some particalars—iull name,
atdress, phone number, height, age,
weight, and so forth, and what special
kind of part you prefan"

“Well, I've often t]mugrht. I wos cut
out for a Valentino part,” zaid DBunter

mad&stllg.

Mpr, Hook sui:u_;:msse:i 8- guep.

" Exactly! ikt for 11" he said.
““As it happens, we have exactly that
part vacant—looking for a man with she
necessary faciel expressioni—hem—to
fitl it. Sir, you're the goods! In your
case, the feea will be pmactically
nominal. ™

“Tha fec!” repeated Bunter,

“¥es. The booking fee in Bve dollars.
That is charged ‘to all clients, as a
matter of form."”

““Booking fesl”

“And the fee for a courze of instrue-
tion extending over & fortnight is thirty
dollars—"

“*Thirty dollars?” T

“In arder to avoid uwnoecessary hook-
keeping," said Mr. Rook, “we make it
& rale to receive payments in advance,”™

Bunter blinked st him.

Something was wrong somewhere,

Bunter had come there for Mr. Rook’s

money, and it seemed that Mr. Book
wanted Bunter’s money. Lhe position
was difficult for both. Mr. Rook did

not look as if he had much money.

Bunter certainly hadn’t any—not even

his fare back to Bunset Boulevard.
“J—1 don't guite understand,” gasped

Bunter. ; i
“f guess I'm putting it ploin,” said
Mr. k.  ""Wo charge Hve dollars

hooking fee and thirty dollars for
instruction. We guarantee to turn you
out a finished film sctor, 2nd to find you
an engagement, if—if fitted to oct
befors tg}m cameras. In your case, there
is no doubt on the subject—nonal 1 will-
stake my professional reputation on
that, I may go so far as to say that
your first day’s salary will probably
cover all the fees you pay.”

Bunter brightened again.

“CThat's all riqht, then,” he said. “1
suppose you won't mind Imﬁﬁg the fees
over till I draw a salary? hen you
cen deduct—"

= A certain coldness became manifest in

Mr. Rook’s manner. DBut he was genial
again at onee,

““Thore would be no objection _to
that,” he said—""mnone whatever, except
for the firm's rules of business. . One
thing at & time, my good sir! I am not
empowered to vary the firm's rules, even
in the case of a client whose success is w
{oregone conclugion., You get me?™

Bunter “*got ™ him. ;

Ha had to pay Mr. Rook thirty-five

dollars bzfore he could burst on &



EVERY,
BATURDAY.

I

* What the thunder did you come here for, you young gink 7 *
we're running this offiee for the pleasure o

dazzled Hollywood as ithe latest and
greatest star In the film firmament.

Had Bunter been in possession of that
sum, undoubtedly he wonld have paid it

over. Burely it wos worth thirty-
five dollars to draw, after a fort-
night, & salarx .that started at =
hundred dollars and might run to fve
thousand! But Bunter hadn't the
dollars, There was the rub.

¥ ou see—"" he stammeread.

#Yoht"

“¥ haven't any money—"

“What #"'

oihg to carn on
nter.

“Except what I'm
the films,"” explained
“Geal”

“But I'll tell you what,” said Bunter.
“I'm prepared to pay double fees, if
you like, if you can arrange to leave
them over to deduct from my salary.”

Mr. Rool: showed no desire whatever
to close with that generous offer.
Possibly he had his doubts about the
salary!

His genial look froze to coldness.

“We are wasting time, I guess,” he
remarked. ' Phenomenal Films don't
run a studio for their health, My,

Bunter. ' But perhaps I can meet you in’

the matter. Your success being, in my
opinion, o foregone conclusion, I can
make a concession, and accept half the
bodking fee and one-third of the instruc-
tion foo. How does that suit you "
“Fine!” said Bunter. *Only—you
see, I haven't any money.” :
“Your friends, perhiaps—" hinted
Mr. Rook. ' _ ol
“They won't lehd me anything,” said
Bunter. “Thc?"rn iﬁ&inu& of my abili-
ties and good looks.” y
“ Jumping Moses!™ ejaculated Mr.
Rook inveluntarily. *I—I mean, I3-1
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blinked again.

see! Dut surely. my dear sir, you have
sOMe resourees ¥

“Nono at all” _ confessed” Bunter;
“only what 1'm going to make on the

pmtures.’_ .

““Arc r{uu speaking seriously V. de-
mandpd ©Mr, Rook, with all the pleasant
geniality wipqd out of his manner, ns if
it had been wiped off with a duster,

“Yes. You spe—""

Mr. Rook rose.

“Then what the thunder,” he eaid,
“did you mean by that adverlisement
that I saw in the paper at my hotel this
morning?  What the thunder did you
come here for, you young gink?"

“Eh? gasped Bunter.

“Do you figure that we're running
this office for the pleasure of talking to
e fat, silly, pesky, bone-headed chump
peked Mr, Rook,

Buntor blinked at him,

Tha changs in Mr. Rook’s manner and
mode of address quite took his breath
away. It was so sudden!

“You priceless mutt!” said Mr Rook.
“Pulling my leg, or what? Anrhow,
pit! Beat it, you pesky bonehead!"

“But I—I sar!” gasped Bunter. *As
—as I'm so certain to be 8 success on
the flms, with—with my looks, you
know—"

"“"With your looks,"” said Mr. Rook, in
a tone of cold ferocity, “you might get
a job at scaring the crows in a cornfeld,
You come here wasting my time, you
bonehoad—you  pesky jay Beat it
bafora 1 boot you (™

“But—but 1 say—" gasped the be-
wildered Bunter.

“(Zit]" roared Mr. Rook.

And Bunter, in u dazed and dizsy

{See Chapter 8.)

demanded Mr. Rook. Bunfer blinked. ** Do you Rgure that
f talking to a fat, silly, pesky, bone-headed chump ? >’ asked Mr. Rook. Bunier

frame of mind, tottered to tho door. Ile
did not understand. It wus hike a horrid
dream to him. Bub it was, at-least, -
clear that he was not going to book an
engagement witl Phenomena! Failms.
Mr, Esan Rook was not handing owi
meney ; he wanted money to be handed
to him! The thing was workiog  the
wrong way vound, somehow, DBunter
tottered from the office. In the doorway
his turned to blink back ot the angry
face of the Phenomienal Films man., -

“T—I—I say——"" he Lburbled,

Slam! )

Mr. Rook hurlad the door shut.
Bunter jumped back just in time to save
his fat little nose. :

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter.

The Owl t.a} t].tg R_Emm'ﬂ found himself
antside the building at last. Not having
had an advance on his salary, he had to
walk back to Hollywood. He rolled
dismally away like a fellow in a horrid
dream, What did it all mean? That
was a mystery to Bunter. But it secmed
to mean, at least, that it was not so easy
to become a movie star as Bunter had
supposed.” So much meaning, at least,
was clear in thab extraordinary mler-
view. The rest was wrapped in mystery.

Bunter rolled back to Sunset Doule.
vard, perspiring in. the sunshige, and.
in a dazed state of mind. Phenomenal
Films, he decided, must be some sort of
a swindle. But, after all, that was only
ono of his offars, Professor Crawjaw
was coming to seo him that afternoon,
and probably there had been a lot of
rings on the telephone in his absence.
Bunter fook comfort. One swallow
does not niske a summer. There was
stitl balm in Gilead.

(Continued on page 16.)
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Ewest are the Uses of Advertisement !

(3 ALLG, halle, hallo!™ -

- Boh Cherry, staring at the
f.os Angeles “TFilm Ledper,”
uttered that cjaceulation.

Harry Wharton. & Co. had Bnished

their morning’s work at the Perfection

studio, end returned té Long Beach
Boarding-House, Billy Bunter had not
yet  returned there, dand they rather
wondered what the fat junior was deing
in Los Angeles. 0

The chums of the Remove were sitbing
ir, the chairs on the piarzza, overlooking

the sunny garden, while thoy waited for

the lunch-gong.

Bob Cherry was glancing over the
newspaper and chuckling. The Los
Angeles “Film™ Ledger ™ was not o
Lumorous paper. of it was devoted
to film news and theofhér half to
peneral news, polibics, and advertise-
ments. But thero was unconscions

humour in its columns, as is nob uwocom-

monly the case in Transatlantic journals,
There was an sarticle which tescribed
how the eminent Mr. Hoover had led
the indignant movement against the
Ttestriction of Rubber Produstion in the
British Empire. There was another
articla, which deseribed how tho
eminent Mr, Hoover had sat on a com-
mittes for Restricting Cotton Froduc-
tion in the United Stales. i
Taken together, the. two nrticles
struek Bob  as  humorous, and - Le
chuckled over them cheerfully.
But he forgot tho eminent Mr
Hoover and his peeuliar mixture of
lofty moral indignation and sharp busi-
ness, as his eyes fell upon a paragraph
in the advertisament columns, ]
The name of W. & Bunter caught bis

8y, 3 -

“ Hallo, halio, halls, here's Bunter's
adl” ejaculated Bob. ]

“I hope they've altered the spélling,™
said Harry Wharton, with a laugh.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roorcd Bob. “Yon
bounder, Smithy—-"

“VWhat's the joke?' wawned the
Bounder. : -

“You've altered the whole thing—"

“You don't say so."

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Bob. “No
wonder Buonter got some phone calls in
snswer to this! Every swindler in Los
Angeles will bo after him now.”

“What the dickens——* said Johnny
Bull. .

“ Look!” roared Dob. n

Ha hold up the paper, and the juniors
read the advertisement. It had been
considerably changed since Bunter en-
trusted it to the hands of Vernon-Smith;
and npt only in the spelling. The
Bounder's unexpected willingness  to
obliga’ the fot aopd fatuous Owl was
cxplpined now, also the many phone
calls that had come for Bunter:

“Wealthy yonth requires instruction
in Olm scting. Iixpense no object.—
W. . Bunter, Long Beach Boearding-
Fouse, Hollywood., Phone Holly-
wood 101019." o,
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“ (GGreat pip!” ejaculated Johnny Bull,
“ Smithy, you asgz——" )

“It's rather a rag, Isn't it?" grinned
the Bounder. “Quite a5 amusing &s

- gelling a follow's clobber to an old

eclothes man!"™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's rather 2 shame!” said Harry,
laughing. “That fat idiot will bo

" hunted by all the rogues in Los Angeles

now. 1 suppose there are & hundred
places at least where they pretend to
teach people to act for the films and getb
feez out of them."

“Not less. than & -dozen, anvhow,"”
gaid the Bounder. “Bunter's had a
dozen phone calls.” .

“Poor ola Bunter! Blessed if I
could make out what those phone calls

meant!” chuckled Bob., 1 Lnow
now.,” _
“The  knowfuloess | is terrifie!”

chuckled Huarree Jamset Roam Singh.
“Tha esteemed Bunter will not book an
engagement with the honourable and
dizsgusting Phenomenal Films."

“Poor oid Bunter!” said Harry.
“Ho will come crawling back looking
gz if he's missed a meal ™ -

“He won't,’”” said the Bounder. “He

-will come crawling back iclling & string

of lies, and making ocut that he's on to

2 good thing!” :
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the janiors.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he

comes!" exclaimed Bob, and he shut up
the “Film Ledger,” and tossed 1t out

of mght. - :

Now that ther knew exactly what the
rush for Bunter meant, the juniors were
rather curiougp to hear what account
would” be given by the fat junior.

Bunter came torling up the garden.

He wae tired, he was perspiring, and
he was cress. Dut as he sighted the
juniors on the piazza, ho forced a grnin
to his fat face. He rolled up the stepa
and eollapsed into a chair.

“Well, what luck, old beani” asked

Boh

(13 ﬂ&!“

“Oh, my hat!”

The juniors chuckled, Billy Bunter
ave them s disdainful blink through

ia big spectacles.

“] say, you fellows, you can take my
word for it that I'm on to a good thoing !
T've =een that man Rook at ¢
Phenomenal Films office. He begged
me te sccept an  engagemeént, © and
pressed & week's salary oo me in
adrance.™

“Great pip!"

“However, I decided to take time
before closing with it," said Bunter.

“T'va other offers to consider.”

# Didn't you oven touch him for your
fare back?” asked the Bounder,

1 preferred to walk,"” explained
PRunter. “Lovely spring day, and I'm &

ood walker. Not a slacker, like you

llows. I say, you fellows, you shonld
gen the Phenomenal TFilms place!
Palatial! That isn't the word! I
makes the Perfection show look like o
tap-cont remnant. Vast  offices—im-
menss  studios. Must have cost o
million dollars te Rt up the place, I
should say. Rook offered to run me
back in his car, but I preferred to walk.
T thought I'd better not encourage him
too much, sou know, in cate I have to
turn him down."”

The juniors gazed at Bunter. ;

“You should sec £he place!” said
Bunter. "‘Magniﬁcent—;mpﬂsipgh——”

“Y guess I've seen iti” uckled
Fisher T. Fish. :

Bunter jum _

“Ji's a little hole of o place on Ban
Pedro Strest, That firm 13 & one-man
firm, and they haven't got & studio or
;.n;vt"niug, Lbut a dingy bLttle office.

That galoot Rook makes a living by
retending to train jays for the pictures.
o geta a fee out of them and then leta

them salide. Lots of & in that lino

%[ﬂhuﬂlﬁfﬂ& in Los!"” chuckled Fisher T.
ish.

“You—you--you're mizing him ap with
somebody else!” gas Bunter. “The
—the FPhenomenal Films place is—is
enormons— —"

“Forget il!" cackled Fishy.

I was offered,” =zaid Bunter, with
dignity, “a ealary beginning at =
hundrod dellars a weck——" '

“1 guess Phénomensl Filins would,
have to pawn the olice desk to raise
Gity dollars!” chortled Fishy,

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“I expected you fellows fto run it
down!"  aaid Bunter scorofully.
" Jealovsy, as usual. However, I've
turncd down IPPhenomenal Films, L
think I can do better elsewhere, 1
Eup?cuaﬁ there's been some calls for moe
while I've been gone?"

“Lots ! chuckled Bob Cherry, *Cool'a
made a list for you.”

*Oh, good!”

Al about as good as Phenomenal
Films!" chortled Bob,

“I'd better go in and speak to Coot.”
Dunter roze from his chair. "I've no
timo to listen to your paliry jealousy
and detraction.” :

Bunter rolled into the house, He was
tired, and he was cross; but he bright.
ened up when he received that lengthy
list of telephone calls from Mr, Coot.
Evidently things were moving,

Bunter rolled out again, with a paper

in his hand. - ;
“I say, you fellowa: There's been
ten calls for me,” he said. “T'm rather
lad I turned that fellow Rook down!
hundred dollars a week is no good to -
me. 1 may fix 1t up with Crawjaw this
afternoon. But I've got & lot to choose
from. Green with envy, ain't you?”
“The greenfulhes: is mot terrifio, my
esteemed idiotie Bunter.” . :
“YTou might have cx it," said
Bunter. “You try to keep me in the
background. But merit will out.”
1] : m? .]mt !:u .
“Talent will make its way. o will
zood looks. Rook remarked that I waa
specially suited {or Valentino parts.”
“What did ho chargo for that?”
asked Bob, R
“Yah! Co on being jealons; you've
got lots of cause!” said Bunter scorn-
fully. " Green with nnv{--ynh! Yellow
witﬁ jealousy—pah ! n & few days
yap'll be haspging round, trying fo
TOW Iy &n]lu,ra—tryinﬁ to get me to
tako notice of youl ut 1 shan't!
Wheh I'm in tha cinems swim, and
cutting & big dash at Hnllywno:i, I'in
not going to have you fellows sticking
on to me, simply because 1 knew you at
school. You can't expect it. Youm can
cackle 1™ added Bunter mntem&}uﬂn_al ;
“Thanks I gasped Bob. “We willl”
And they did.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
A Sndden Attack !

E. HIRAM K. FISH tapped
Harry Wharton on the
choolder, as the chums of the
quws; wers ai:u.;l:l%t Er :'Im?rn

the studio that atternaon. ork on the

final scenes of the school film had been
oing on hn;isklg, under the eye of Mr,
an Duck, an

the juniors had been
Lk very bumsy. wers trooping
E:E:? in a chﬁef"ﬁr crowd, when Mr. Ish
butted in. ‘The American gentleman
grinned at Wharton in & very amieable

MANNET, .
“You want to drap in at Schootz’s -
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office before you beat it. kid,” he said.
"hI:Ic’s surg got something to spill off his
chin.”

“Right1” eaid Harry cheerily. “I'll
come [ater, you fellows. Don’t wait.
'll follow on to the tea-shop, if you've
started.” _ :

And Wharton followed Mr. Fish tb
tha director’s office, while the rest of the
Co. left the studio, and walked across
tha boulevard to Long Beach Boarding-
House, .

A clozed motor-car was standing by
the side-walk, necar the entrance of
the Perfection “lot.” The chauffour
was reading a paper while he waited,
and he leoked over the top edge of that
paper very keenly as the little crowd of
schoothoys came away. - '

They gave ng h to the car or its
chauffeur, however. There was
generally more than one car wailting
outside the Perfection lot—many of the
film actors and actresses came 1D cars,
mﬁi Mr. Schootz and Mr. Fish always
did.

They crossed the wide boulevard, and
went into Long Beach Boarding-House;
and the chauffear ot the closed car
resumed reading his newspaper—or
affecting to do so. :

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton entered
Mr. Schootz’a office, in the Perfection
%gif]dillg. in company with Hiram K.

ish.

Mr. Bchootz greeted him with agree-
ahle smiles. The captain of the Remove
wondered what.was coming.

“Van Duck tells me you've becn dr:_:;
livering the goods all wvight, bub,
began Mr. S8chooi. : 3

“I'm glad of that,” =zaid Harry, with
a smile. :

“We'ra getting to the end of the
school film now,” said the director, 1
gubss it is going to maoke & big neise
when it's released.” :

“Y should smile!” said Mr, Fish.

“ hope s0," aizcnted Harry,

“ According to arrangement’ you go
back to England when this film i3
linished,”. said Mr, Schootz. “Now, I
nin't any objection to tho others hittin
the horizon as soon as they like. But.
guess I'm poing to maks you an offer to
stop.” : i ;
“Sure !” said Mr, Fith.

“But I couldn't stop,” said Harry.

“We got leave from our headmaster for-

but we havo to turn up ab
Barry,

this trip;
Greyiriars for the new terri..
Mr. Schootz, but—"" ]

“Now, don't you be in & hurry,” said
Mr. Schootz. “I'mi plannoing &
thing. You sure gob away with il
parts you played for Polk in the * Lord
of tho Desert.’  Polk ain't teking an
more, so far as that film's concerned.
I' can’t make what I wanted of it. He
jibs at my big scenes Thabt guy sure
sets a high value on his bonaz®

Wharton smiled.  He was not sur-
prised at Myron Polk objecting to soma
of tho big scenes planned by Mr.
Schootz, The director’s keenness for
realism on Lhe piétures somefimes car-
ried him rather far. -As Myron Polk had
ouly one neck, Wharton did not blame
him for tasking care of it.

" Mow, yvou've worked the riffle twice,
and you can work it again” said Mr.
Schootz. “I got some big scenes—a
lcap over the Devil'e Ga. in tho Sants
Monica hills—a topmast scene on &
schooner in the bay—lots of big stuff. I
want you I

“ PBut—" said Harry.

" Listen, vou! Name unjl figure in
rezson, and it's yours.  Publicity you'll
get for nothing! "This is a chance for
you to break right intc the movies, and
et known ell over the United States,
eod the rest of this little old world, too.

th'ﬁ'

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Sea? I want you! Perfection Pictures
wants you! You've got the ball at
your feet. I guess I wouldn't put it so
lain to a lad that hada't a sensible,
evel head; but you ain’t & conceited
geck like Polk. 1 tell you plain, Per-
fection Pictures wants yow, an' you'rs
oing to be billed as the Boy Sheikh.
51.‘&— that 7"

“It's a good offer, bub,” said Mr.
Fish, “I guess it lays over going back
to school, what? Greyiriars hasn't a
thing ‘on that.”

Harry Wharton smiled.

The offer was a flattering one, and a
tempting one; but he had ne idea at all
of accepting it. Indeed, i was not in
.h!a power .t-::p'dﬂ gr, His nnecle had
given permission for the United States
trip; but certainly he would not have
apptoved of his nernew taking up the
hectio earcer of a film actor for life.
Neither had Harry any desire to ex-
change Greylriars for Hollywood.

As an adventwie the Los Angeles
trip, and the work for the pictures had
been pleasant encugh l?ut. he was
looking forward to the return to Grey-
friars, to cricket on Little Side, to meet-
ing old friends in the old quad; to rags
in the Remove passage. He had liked
his work at the stud’ » and was glad he
had made a success of it; but he had
no desire whatever to settle down to the
prefession of a cinema actor.

“You're very kind, Mr. Schootz,” he
said; “but I've Igub to go back with the

other - fellows. couldn’t possibly stay
T,

- “Now, you want some hoss-zonse,”

sxid Mr. Schootz. “¥ou don't want to
chuck sway a good thing.”

“I know it's a good thing,” snid
Harry, “But I'm [or Greyfriars, Mr.
Schootz. I couldn’t leave echool if I
wanted to—and I don't want to.”

“¥Yoo don't wani to star on the pie-

- tures i said Mr. Schootz, 25 if he could

not PI;EHE‘;E his_nearﬂj_l

“Mo. It's all right as an experience,
but I shouldn't lik. I for kmﬁ,” said

arry.

" Great John James Brown!” =aid
dlr. Fish. “Bub, do you understand
that there's dollars in t—thousands of
dollara "

“A whole heap el dollars,” said Mr,
Schootz, “and publicity! Your photo
in every paper in the United States.
What 1#

Wharton smiled and shook his head.

For the next half-hour Harry Wharton
sat between two fires—Mr. Schootz on
one gide, My, Fish on the other. They
argued and persuadsd and finally they
last patience. Wharton was not to bo
moved. Finally Mr. Schootz told him
that he was a gink, and Mr. Fish added
that he was a geck. After which,
Wharton was allowel to rebire.

“Carry me home to die!” said Mr.

PFRICE
TWOPENCE. -l:r
“He sure will be pleased!™ led
Mr. Fish. = R,

“It was & big thing!” said Mr,
Schootz, with a sigh. I guess the
“ Boy Sheikh’ would have knocked the-
filmm fans right on the spot.. But there's,
nothing doing—and we got to make the
best aof Polk.” : ' “

Harry Wharton, leaving the two
directors in irritated discussion, went
along to the exit. Ho was sorry to dis-
appoint Mr. Schootz; but he had no idea
of changing his mind. He left the
studio, and walked down to the gate of
the Perfoction lot.

The closed car was still waiting thers,

As Wharton appeared on the lot the
car moved elong the road, and it was
JUE: opposite the gate as the junior came
ou

He crossed the side-walk to go round
the end of the car and walk across the
boulevard

As ha did zo the deor opencd and two
men leaped from the car.

Before Harry Wharton knew what was
happening two poirs of sinewy hands
wera laid on him, and he was struggling
in the grasp of two Mexicans,

_ The struggle was brief; ho was tossed
into the car like a bundle, and Ramon
and Diego scrambled in after him.

Lefore they were fairly in, the auto-
mobile was in maotion.

Diego reached te the door and
dragged it shut. Ramon threw himself
on the .schoolbpy in the bottom of the
Car, Erassmg a savage hand over his
nmyouth,

The car rushed away down Sunset
Boulevard.

The thing had passed so rapidly that
only seconds had been required; it was
doubtful whether anyona had obeerved
it. That interview with Mr. Schoots,
that had kept Wharton back after his
frionds had left, had given the kid-
nappers an opporfunity for which they
had hardly dared to hope. Wharton,
sprawling on the floor of the car,
5tru€g]ing and - panting, dazed by the
suddenness of the happening, realized
that he was in the handa of the kid-.
nappers, and resisted furiously. But his
registanca  was  useless apainst  the
sbrength of two powerful ruffians, and in
a few minntes the rushing car was out of
Hollywaod, specding away on the road
to Santa Monica—and Harry Wharton,
at. Jast; was & helpless prisoner in tho
hands of hiz enemies. :

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nol an Engagement !

“ BAY, vou fellows ™
H Billy Bunter was in o chair on
the 1azza of [Long Beach
Boarding-House when tﬁe juniors
came oul of the house, to go along to the
teashop.

{Cantinued on nexd page.)

Schootz, when he was
gone, with an angry

grunt. "Joavver soe
such o gink "
“Naver ! said Mr.
Figsh *“When ii
comes to sheer
durncd foolishness.

the whola world has| §
got to hand it to thai
kid 1"

“And that guy
Polk figuring that
the kid was trying to
root him out and a'!in';'_., | |
intoc hizs place!” R
grunted Mr. Schoctz. | R w1
“I wonder what Ju"u

will say to thisi”
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“Hallo, ballo, ballo!™ said Dol
Eﬂmrrﬂy cheerily, * Coming along to tea,
fatty 17

“I'm expecting & caller,” said Buntér.

“The estcemed and ludicrous Craw-
jaw?”  asked Hurres Jamset Ham

ingh, with a grin.

“Yez: he's dus now,” seid Buntor,
“You fellows can see him when he
comes, if you like. I'm t‘|,',r-:-in
him here, in the piazza, After he's gone
I'll take the lot of you to Las DPalmas
and stand you a really decent spread.
What? You nesdn't go to that small,
cheap teashop of yours.”

“Ha, ha, hal™ o

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at. Can't you fellows over get over this
rotten jealousy ¥ demanded Bunter.

“Let’s hang on and aeejﬂllg old Craw-
jaw,” chuckled the Bounder. ™ 'This 1n-
terview may be worth seeing,”

“ Yes, rather,” grinncd Nugent.,

“You see, I shall probably fix things
up with Crawjaw,” said Bunter. "1
shall require s snbstantial advance on
my salary. ¥ shall make & point of that.
Sol ah::?l' be in funds. Beei"

“Thé eeefulness 16 not terrific.”

“You follows ha#s lent me some amall
sums oceadionally ® said Bunter diadain-
fully. ™ Well, I shall sattle up all round.
I shall stand you a epread at Las
Palmas. Then vou can go and eat coke,
I'm not coming back to Greyfriars seith
you. You cmn got on there tho best you
can withéltit me”

“We might manage to survive!™ re-
marked Johnny Bull. '

“Wa'll wait and zee the jolly old in-

terview,” said Bob., T dare say Whar-
ton will be along by then. Hea's atnp?nd
for a jaw with Schootz. Hallo, hallo,
halle, is that Crawjaw ¥

A gtranpar was coming up the long

arden from the boulevard. The jypiors
ooked at him with interest.

He was a tall. bony man. in a shabbz
frock-coat, with rimless glassés porched
on & prominent bony nose.

Bunter sniffad.

“That's not Crawiaw!
Like an old clo’® man!
wealthy producer.™

The juniors chuckled. Considering the
altoration the Ponnder had made in
Bunter's adverticement—atill wnknown
to Bunter—his visitorz were more likely
to respmble old clo® men than wealthy
producers. . :

“Tion't go, vou fellowz,™ said Bunter
anxiously.  “Mv rallar can't he long
now. It's five-thirte.”

Bunter was vary anxiong for the
juniors to witness the interview. His
trinmph wonild have an added savour
with all these jealous and envious
follows witnessing it. .

The bony, shabby gentleman looked
round him, sighted the group in the
piazza, and camo op the ste

“Nr. Bunter?" he asked. surveying
the groun with sharp eyes behind the
rimless olassos. _

“¥ou're not Professor Crawjaw "
gzhod Bunter, bhiinking at him.

“Me card. gir!” said Professor Craw-
jaw, presenting it. “T'm happy to meet
3-pu;I.Hr. Bunter. Delighted. my dear
Bir. .

Buntor blinked at him. The gpeneral
shabhiness of the professor’s get-up re-
minded him rather unnleazantly of tha
shabby asnoet of Mr. Txan Ronk®s ofires
on San Pedro Strect. Undonbtedls thera
was & rush for Bunter; hut the Holly-
wood millianaires Md not seam to have
joined in .1t so far.

Me. Crawjaw took a chair without
waiting to he asked. He leaned towards
Nunter, exhaling an aroma of sniritnous
liquors a3 he did s0, The professor was
apnarently ong of the many citizens of

Tae Micoxer Lispany.—Nao. 1,107. .

Looks more

to sen

» plussed, but he ral

Crawjaw is a°

Los Angeles who helped bo support the
bootleg teafhc. Indeed, to judge 8
certain glasdiness in I;;J.n gaze. and &
slight uncertainty in his _:;:pvc:mentaf the
worthy professor had seemingly torti-
fied bimsalf for thia"inmrview with an

. allowanee of ° hoach.

- &

The juniprs looked gn with cheerful,
stpiling faces, Billy Bunter's face, how-
ever, was not 5o bright. He had a feel-
ing that something was wrong sgain,
somehow. -

“I saw ywour advertizement, Mr.
Bunter," said the professor. “1 guess
I am exactly the man you want to meet,
You're going into the Glms, what?”

*“That's it,” said Bunter.

“And you require instruction in film.
acting to begin with?" said the pro-
fessor.  “Quite so0, guite so!  Our
studios have turned out some of the
finest movie actors kpown to fame.
Pupila who have passed through our
course are now drawing huge salaries.
Qur instruction—""

“But T don't want any instruction,™
said Bunter, : d0

::Fh'?" i I-E! e v

've nothing to loa ou see,”

- Oh 1 ng rn, ¥

“I'm & finjshed film actor, if you come

to that,” said Bunter.
_ “Search me ! said Mr. Crawjaw, star-
ing at him.

* What I want,” explained Bunter, “is
an engagement! At a big salary!
That's important!™ '

Mr. Crawijaw ﬁil.-grgeca a littla non-
1ea,

“Quite ! he agreed. I puess I sea
your point! Wealthy as you are, yon
naturally desire to make the thing pay
financially. Well, sir, my studio guaran-
tﬂﬂsﬂthgt ﬁ three-months' course——"

u r————

“A threc-months' course will develop
vour—er—natura]l gifts. .. The
nominal. . We guarantee that all fees
are covered by the first-week's salary of
every pupil. We guarantee an eéngage-
ment. We take pupils on no other

tarms.” : 2 :
all right,” admitted Dunter.

“That's
“* Bryfe—"

. Merely a booking feo of two dollars
iz paid at the start,” oxplained the
professor, *then wo take you in hand.
Mot until we are satisfiad that you are
designed by Nature far film seting do
we aceent you definitely as a pupil amd
acerpt the romaining fees.™

“But I suppose you're fairly easy to-

sptisfv on that noint, sir?” remarked
Bob Cherry gravely.

The professor blinked at him.

"You shut up, Cherry " eaid Bunter.
"Tan't vou butk in. 1 say, Mr. Craw-
jaw. that's all werr well. but what I
actually want is an engagement, and
a bix salary. SBoe? I'm not paving
anvthing.” :

The profossor staried.

“You—you are not paying anything 1
he eiaculated. :

“Na. Yem see. T want to receive
money, not to hand it ovt? exnlained

Bunter. ' DGoesidos, haven't any
mﬂ“ﬁ?- ir - : ]
“You—vou haven't any money!"

“Not till I make it on the filins,"
said Punter. - 3

Professor Crawjaw sat and slared
at him. o juniors looked on with
inareasing interest. Thev did oot think
that" Professor Crawiaw  would

willing to postpone receiving his foes
F:I':l;ll unter had mada money on tho
ilima. ‘

“J--I fail to understand vyou, sir,”
gasped Mr, Crawjaw at last. *1 guess
vou've got me begt. I anderstood trom
your advertisement that you were
wealthy—""

#*That's right,"” said Buntar. "But 1

fea 18 pro
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happen to ba shart of moncy, My—my
remittances haven't arrived,” :

Mr. Crawjaw gave a snort. Being a
resident of Hollywood he was aware
that o cansiderﬂh{a portion of the popu-
lation of that town consisted of pérsons
whose remittances hadn't arrived.

“I want to make money—at once!"
Bunter further clucidsted. “With m
abilities and my looks I can do it. i
know that. I've had a lot of amswera
to my sdvertisement. I'm faking the
best offers. If you can offar me five
hundred dollars a week—'" . .

* Wha-a-at 1" -

“Well, say a couple of
huﬁm.” gaid Bunter, -

Search me!”

“1 couldnt take less,” said Bunter
firmly. “71 know my wvalue, I haven’t
come to Hollywood to make fortunes for
producers without getting anything for
myself. T'm no mug, I can tell you.”

Mr. Crawjaw rosa to his feet. He
swayed slightly, bub recovered himsoif,
The look in his eyes was most un-
pleasant &s he fixed them on Bunter.

T guess T want this clear,” he said.

huodzad, to

“You are not prepared to pay any
fees 1" '
uNo fear!"

“¥You have no money ?" ;

“Tons at home,” ssid Bunter. “ None
hera, at the present moment."*

“Then what,” said the prolcssor, in
2 deep voice, “what do you mean by
your gol-darnad dHvertisement? WWhat
do you mean by wasting a guy's time?
You dog-gonad, pesky, slab-sided, pie-
faced mutt; what's your game?"

“EH "
“You figure that I've walked a2 mile
and a half for the pleasure of seeing

your fat, flabby face and listening to
your squeaky voice?” demanded the
fossor,

“Look here—""

“Bome sort of a joke, what?" hooted
the profesavz. “‘Gesa! You reckon wou
can pull a guy's leg and make a fo
of him! You take me for a both! You
guess you can waste my time and get
away with itT You pesky, piefaced
Hnllywla.g——-——" . pod B

“I—I ea s unter,

“Take tﬁat!” &

“Yarooch!" roared DBunter, ha
took it. i

No doubt the professor had reason to
be exasperated. He had come there
to spoof 8 mug. He found that he was
expected to play the part of 2 mug
himself, and that so far from gotting
any dollars from this aspirant to the
films, the irant hedn’t any dollars

“be got. t disappointment, added

“ the effects of wood-aleohol, was too
much for Mr. Crawjaw’s temper. - He-
smote Bunter. and smoto him hard.

Bunter jum up roaring, to find
his collar in the grasp of the professor's
left hand. whils tﬁa professor’s right was

i3

busy in boxing his [at ears. Bunter
roared and struggled. ;
“Yaroooh ! elpl T eay, “wyon

[EE

fellows— Whm_it.lc;f: _

The juniors rushed to intervens, Mr,'
Crawjaw did not seem satisfied vet, but
Bunter had had enough. Half o dozen

hands grasped the ungri.prqfﬂmur nod
jerked him away from his victim.

“Yow-ow-ow-0w !"  roared DBunter.
“Beast! Wow "

“You pesky gink.” roared the pro.
fessar. -

“Encugh's as good a8 a [feast!”
chuckled Bob Cherry. " This way, Me.
Crawjaw ! . - -

[11 I I.IEEE—'_“

“Thiz way!” chortled the Bounder.

Professor Crawjaw was éscorted down
the garden, Eushed' out of the gate, and
left on the boulevard,
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As Harry Wharton came out of the gate two men leaped from the car. Before the junior could guife realise what was

happening, two pairs of sinewy hands were laid upon him, and he was st

The juniors returned to the piazza.

“I—I say, you [fellows"” gosped
Bunter. ““That—that man’s potty, I
think, I—F say, I—I haven't got an

cngagement, after all,"”

“Better come along to our small,
cheap teashop,” chuckled Boh Cherry.
“Lins Palmas is off.™

“Of courze, I've pot some more ap-
pointments,”” said Buntar, recovering a
fittle.  “It will be all right, you know,
To-morrow—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

“Oh, don't cackle I snapped Bunter.
“Tend me fifty dollars and I'Hl stand
vou that feed at Las Palmas. I'll settle
to-morrow—out of the advance of tha
galary of my first engagpement,”

“Ha, ha, hal®
“0Oh, rcally, you fellows! Lend
me i

“Good-bye, Bunter IV

The juniors started lor the beashop—
the small, cheap teashop, which was
Leneath DBunter's notice. - DBut  Las
Palmas-evidently was off, and a small,
cheap teashop was better than no tea-
shop—at tea-time., So William Georgo
DBunter, on iecond thoughts, followed
on,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
At Last !

ARRY WHARTON lay on the
H floor of the closed car, silent,
" breathless, exhausted. For long
minutes, while the ruffian Yuma

was driving out of Hollywood, Diego and
Bamon had held him in o savage grip,
a rough hand grasping his meouth, But
as goon as the ear turned into the
danta Monica hills, cut of the wavy of
traffie, out of hearing of a cry for help,
they proceeded, more at leisure, to bind

‘When dusk was descendin

{See Chapter 1)

his hands and feet and fasten a gag in
Ins mouth. Hias resistance availed
nothing, and he lay a prisoner, helpless
in the power of the kidnappers.

The car waa not a large one; their
feet rested on him as he lay on the
floor, pinning him down. They rolled
and smoked cigarettes, grinning down
at the schoolboy cccasionally, and mut-
tering in Bpanish. The car ran on for
miles and miles, and Wharton wondered
what could be its distant destination
unti] it occurred to him thak the ruffians
wera simply using up time till dark.
on the hills
the car glided back to the road, but
stopped belora reaching it—the motor
road from Hollywood to Santa Monica.
Famon dropped from the ear and ox-
changed a word with the driver.

“GFet him on the phone "and tell him
to be ready with the boat at twelve,”
said Yuma,

And Ramon nodded and disappeared.

The car glided into the hills again by
unimqalented paths. Diego remasined
with Wharton, smoking endless husk
cigarettes., Darkness thickened on the
Santa Monica Mountains,

Wharton had |heard the driver's
words, and he could guess who was tha
“him " to whom the Mexican was to
report. He did not need telling that
Myron Polk was behind this. Palk
was to be ready with a boat at mid-
night; unti}] then he was to remain in
the hands of the bootleggers, hidden in
the dark hills. Wharton understood
thoet muech, And what was to happen
when he was taken aboard the heat
with Myron Polk?

In the daylight, s0 long as it lasted,
the ear had not rested; a halted car
might have atirocted attention. Now

ruggling desperately in the grasp of two Mexicans.

that it was dark the car drew to & halk
on a lonely track, deep in the hills, and
Diogo and Yuma Bill descended and
loafed under the shadowy trees, chat-
ting and smoking. Wharton remained
alone, lying in the car.

IHis reflections were dark enough.

Muttered words came to him from the
two ruffians at intervala They did not
seem to care whether he heard or noth.
If he had not guessed already, he would
have learned mow what was intended.
Ha was to ba taken on the Perfection
star's motor-boat and run out to sea,
and then—— The talk of the ruffians
left little, if any, doubt, but it was
hard for the Greyfriars junior to realise
1t. That Myron Paolk had hired Gomes
and his gang for kidnapping, he knéw
already; but it was a darker erimo that
was intended now. The hours that
passcd slowly on leaden wings woere
terrible to Wharion. Agoin and again
he Etrugﬁled with hiz bonds, with tho
ag in his mouth, but unavailingly.
t seemed to him that centuries dragged
by as he lay in*the darkness, hearing
nothing but the songh of the wind in
the trees, and the mutterings of the
bootleggers. Thoso mutterings told
him, only too plainly, what was in-
tended, yot he could not believe it.

At long last Diego ontered the car
again, stumbled over Wharton, and sat
down. And Yuma toock the driver's
geat.  Without lights the ear plided
away in tho darkness of the night.

Wharton could see nothing, but the
smoother running of the car told him,
at last, that they wero on the motor-
road, and out of the hills. The car
?‘]iﬂﬁd swiftly on 4 road deeorted at that
ate hour.

Tae Macner Lisrary.—No, 1,107,
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It balted under a bunch of shadowy
trces by the roadside. Diego stepped
down, and through the opemrn door
Wharton heard the sound of the ses.

Ho was close by the const now. The
Mexican grasped him, and lifted him
from the ear, i

Wharton stared round him in tho
glimmering starlight. There was &
moon, but it was hidden by drifting
clouds,

But the light was clear enough for
Wharton to recognise his surroundings.
Ho kne# where he was—on the road
about & mile from Jack-Eabbit Canyon,
near the gully in the clifis that ran
down to the little cove—the place where
the rum-ruopers had been accustomed
to landing their cargoes of *hooch”
before Mr. Carter got on their tracks
end scared them to new haunts.

Yuma backed the car off the road and
left it hidden in the darkpess under the
trece, and joined his sssoviates. Whar-
ton’s feet were released now so that he
could walk, The ruifians took an arm
cach and forced she jumior along be-
tween them down the rugged path to
the gully.

Wharton stuwbled down the path.

With & grip on eithor arm he was
forced down the rooky way through the
gully to the beach. _

Tga tide was at Hood, "and the
FPacific washed into the guﬁy. As he
stopped on the last rim of rocks the
wide, starlit sea lay before him, the
black mass of the clifis belund. Far in
the distance aoross the corner of theo
bay lights twinkled from the town of
Santa Monica, From that direcéion
Wharton could guess Polk would arrive
in the motor-boat. L.

Hiz two compenions were listening,
but, so far, there wa# no sound.

Wharton locked at their faces—dim in
the stara. Thero was nothing but in-
difference in"their looks. An appeal to
them would have been futile, even had
he been able to speak.

Ho thought of his friends. They must
vo missed him long since—doubtless
were seatching for him. They might
have o to the police. But he had no
hopo 1in that. He was more than twenty
miles from Hollywood, and the car had
left mo trace to be followed. The kid-
napping had been so swift and sudden
that he doubted whether' it had been
observed at all. And even had it been
observed the car had darted away too
swiftly for pursnit. The hours that had
dlapsed since showed that the boot-
e s had nothing to fear.

arch,. undoubtedly, was being made
for him, but it was not likely to reach
thiz solitary spot on the beach so far
from the ?Im town, ‘Thoere was no

hope.
‘g?ha.t did they intend? Kidnapping
—detention in some solitary spot? %’n-
leza Myron Polk was out of his senses
he could ot mean worse than that, But
the muttered words of the bootleggers
had told & different tale.

Chug, chug, chug, chug!

“I guess that's him,” muttered Yuma.
‘é‘. ight gleamed from the sea.

Like 8 shadow & boat ran into the
shelf of rocks where the hootleggers
stood with their prisoner in the gloom.
Yuma uttered a shrill, prnfunged
whistle—a whistle from the sea
angwered. The shadow glided by the
lovel rock, the engine chupged into
silence, A man stood up and starcd
?ahm:e with ayes that burned in & white
AgE.

“You've got him?*

It was the voice of Myron Polk,
if"E‘ﬂ“ hﬂ:ﬁ-, hm in

“Put him aboard [
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The bootleggors, splashing into the
water, lited their prisoner into the
motor-hoat. Wharton fell, rolled, and
lay still. For a moment Myron Polk’s
white, bitter face, the scar glowing from
the paller of his chesk, bent over him.

“My turn—at last,” he said, in a hiss-
ing voice,

harton could not speak.

Polk muttered a few words to the
bootleggers, and they eplashed back
through the tide and tramped away up
the g-vull.{:l and vanished. Taking no
Eurther heed of the junior for the
naoment the Perfection star turned the
boat’s nose seaward, and the engine
chugged again.

From the dark line of the Santa
Monica Mountaina from the hills above
Hotlywood the moon sailed out of flescy
clouds, and shone down in silvery
radisnce on the ssa. Over the silvery
watars the motor-boat fled fast, chug-
ging and -:humin?, CARrrying the cap-
tein of the Greyfriare Remove out into
the lonely Pacific—to what?

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Missing 1
'

I “Bhut up, Buater!”

Dinner was over at Lon

Boach Boarding-House, a

a little anxions about Wharton, Aa he
had stayed behind in the studio to talk
to Mr. Schoots, and had only to cross
with the FPerlection director, there
seemed no causs for alarm, ﬁut_‘Eah
Cherry had gone across to the studio to
closed for the night, and returned.
And after some discussion it was de-
cided to ring up Mr. Bchootz st his
was with him., Mr. Bchootz’s surprised
reply was in the negative. Fisher T.
Fish thereupon rang up his popper at
tion, receiving tho same reply from Mr.
Hiram K. Fish. 8o far as the two
directors knew Wharton had left the
across to Long Beach.

“Something’s up,” said the Bounder
sententioualy.
estecmed opinion,” remarked Hurree
Jaumset Ram Singh. “But whati”

. In a worried group in the piszza the
anything could have happened to Whar-
ton in broad daylight on the open
boulevard secmed improbabls. But why
were in no mood for the conversational
fascinations of Billy Bunter just then.
They waved the Owl of the Removs

_“ﬁ:{a wouldn't clear off for anything
without letting us know, after what hap-

ened the other night,” said Frank
be anxious.™

“ Something's happened,” =aid Boh.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“0h, really, Bull! I dare say Whar-
ton's gone to the theatre,” said Bunter,
“XYou needn't worry about Wharton.”
the theatre without telling vs,” growled
Vernon-Smith. 8

“He jolly well might,” szid Bunter,

"‘What reason could he have, aes?”

“Woll, he bad a remittance from

od Bunter.

JAY, you fellows—"

the chums of the Remove were growing
the boulevard when he was through
soe if he was still there. He found it
bungalow, and ask whether Wharton
the Grand Hotel, to ask the samo ques-
studio apon after six o'clock, and gone

“The wupfulness is torrific, in my
juniors discussed the matter. That
had he not returned? The juniors
awa

tugent. “He would know wa should

“8hut up ! roared Johnny Bull.

“Yon fat ass! He wouldn't go off to
“1 think it's vers likely, myself.”

ifference does that

"What on earth
make ™

“Lota! He might have thought you
fellows would expect him to stand tickets

for the lot of you if he told you he was
EvIng.

=
“What?" yellad Bob Cherry.

“So, you see, it's jolly likely ha went

off without eaying a word,” explainad
Bunter, “In fact, it's just what I should
{fﬂl 'n&g?i:lf.;;
i i ) I
b Bu!lfn' somebody I*  growled
“(h

really, Bull—*

“For gbﬂjnusa' sake, ehut up, Bun-
ter I eaid Lord Mauleverer. “ You
fellows, we've got to do somethin’.
Somothin’s hapﬂmd to Wharton, and
that rotter Polk is at the back of it,
ﬂglﬂehaufhnfnm” ’

Uh, torget it 1” snidgFisher T. Fish.
" Might be she bootleg guys. But Polk’s
all right. I tell you, that galoot geta
fifty thousand dollers for a single
pieture——""*

:ﬂhmsu it, Fishy I*

I say, you fellows] I think——
Yaroooh 1" * Billy Bunter rubbed the
place where a boot had landed, and
raﬂmd from the discussion. '

What abcut that man Cartér 17 said

Nugent. “If we cculd get in touch with
hll’l l‘h ;
Bub'.fias gona out of town,” grunted
“Dogadl Might got him on the
Ph*??{% a-uggeut.e& Iﬂrd Ma;ﬂwewr.
w hkis n : el
the Bounder, TR SE Aeknad
#Ng.

::Then talk sense, fathead ¥

»“"¥aas " assented Lord Maulevarer
urbanely, “Ill try. dear man. Miss
La Riviere will know where to get him
on the phone; and I know Leomora’s

numEEer inIHnl w_l;ﬂoéffl”

% ravo |" erry cla his

lordship on the back = at‘nplt! Gét
nore on the phone, and ask her

where we can get Barl:er."

"“Yaas [*

Lord Mauleverer went into the house
and rang up the movie girl, ONOTA’S
volce answered him. after some delay.

" Mauleverer speakin’,” said his lord-
ship. “Borry to bother you, Miss La
Riviere—awi'ly sorry~—=" :
“8pill it, boy 1” said Miss La Riviere
crizply. '

“Wharton's not come in—""

:%arﬂli_n%‘ﬂ - 5

. a ihink somethin's happened to
him,” said Mauleverer. "}i'l;'spihsa on

nine now, and he seems to have loft the

:‘:ud:e:f alt_.‘:ai: hll:j i:_hi.mmtf. .I'I:-thin’sh been
Ben im, course, 1t ma 4 a
L"lght-; but—" . 4
" “But I guees it ain’t 1" said Leonora.

If you could tell us where to get Mr.
Carter——*

"I guess T'm phoning Peter, and I'll
put him wise,” said nora. “I've
his number at Sante, and ho's to take a
call from me at ten. I'll sure put him
wiga then. "

:*Thanka " gaid Lord Maulevarar, .

"You better beat it to the police
station,"” saii Leonora. “I guess soma-
thing has sure happened to that kid,
Pronto, boy.™

Lord Mauleverer hung up, and re. -
joined his friends.

“If Carter’s at Santa Monica, he
can't heip much,” he said. “Miss La
Riviere thinks we'd better go round to
the police; and I think she's right.”

There soemed nothing else to be done;
and the police station was accordingly
visited and information given. After
which, tha juniors returned to the
boarding-house, in the faint hupa that
Wharton might have come back in their

gence. But Wharton had not como
back. i

Their anxiety was decp and intense
now,
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“The worst of it iz that a fellow can
do nothing,"” said’ Frank Nugent miser-
ably. *“There's no clue—anything—"

“It'a that villain Polk 1 said Bob
between hiz testh.

“The Polkfulness is terrific. But what
has ha done with our estesmed and
ridiculous chum ?” zaid Hurree Jamset
Ham Singh.

It was a baffling mystery, Wharton
ssomed to have vanished into thin air
after Iea'rinﬁ; the studio. Thera waz not
a shadow of & clus to follow. At bed-
tima the juniors came in from a hope-
less ramble along Sunset Boulevard.
But they were not thinking of bed.

By il
BIG MEN

i w

When Coker & Co. came in from =&
theatre at a later hour they found the
juniors in & disma] group in the piazza,
Billy Bunter and Fisher 1. Fish had

8 to bed. But nc cther member of

o CGreyirigrs party was inclined for
sleep. Coker of the Fifth glared at the
Ramovites,

“You fags cupght fo be in bed!" ho
snapped. *“What the thump do you
mean by this?”

“0Oh, shut up, ass!"” pgrowled Bob
Cherry. -

“Anything up?" asked Polter of the
Fifth.

“Wharton hesn’t come in.”

“Cheezy young =ss!™ said Coker.
“Btaying ovt late like this—"

" SBomething’s happened to him, fat-
head I

“"Gone for a walk Ferhnps," sug-
gested Greene of the Fifth.

‘;_{dint 1" Bob was too worried to be
polite.

“Look here, you cheeky fags—"
said Coker.

“Fathead "

“ Look here——" roared Coker.

“Don’'t wake up all the boarding-
hounze, old chap,” said Potter,

(Continudd on nexd page.)
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THE FINAL!

A summary of the personalities who are due at Wembley on Saturday,
April 27th, to battle for possession of the most coveted of all football
trophies—the Football Association Challenge Cup.

OLTON WANDERERS and
B Portzmoutlh will thiz season

fight the last round for the

. most coveted of all football

trophies—the Football Association Chal-

lengas Cup. OF courss, we all call it

the Engl:zh Cup, but just for omce I
have given it the real title,

The presence of Bolton Wanderers in
the Final tie does not cause anvbody to
raiso an ecyelid. In recent years they
have made a hebit of getting thers,
and if somebody doesn’t weich these
Trotters they will make a monopoly
of the business of Cup-winning. Twice
they have won since Final tics were
played st Wembley, and supporters of
the Wanderers are confident that on the
twenty-seventh they will complete the
Wemblay hat-trick.

Proud Pompey!

But Portsmouth will be there to stop
them, if at all possible. Frankly, very
few peoplo expected Portsmouth to be
in the Final tie at all. In the first
place, they have never been anywhere
near it before. - In the second place,
they bave shown very indifferent form
in their League games this season. Can
anybody tell me why a club should lose
League matches one after the other,
and then when they switch over to Cup-
ties Ehey should %ecp uwp o winning
sequence? Isn't i funny?

Portsmouth are the big surprise of
the season—the jack-in-a-box of the

football world. And it should not be.

taken for granted that the Cup has
already been labelled with Belton as its
destination. In the Semi-Final popular
opinton was to the effect that Ports-
mouth hadnt a chance againgt the re-
pnowned Aston Yilla; but the lads from
Pompey pulled through, Their battle-
ery 13 " Victory,” the word which is

JIMMY SEDDON, skipper of Bolten

Wanderers—a great Qup-fighting team, |

written on that famous ship which now
lies in Portsmouth Harbour,
I can certeinly see these Portsmouth

fellows fighting every inch of the way. |

I remember not long ago seeing them
in & Leaguo match at Highbury
sgainst the Arsenal. Their centre-
forward, a boy named Weddle, bumped
his head hard a%;imt an opponent, and
cut it open. "He had & couple of
stitches put in the wound, and came
back to the field with a huge bandage
round his head. A few mmutes later
Michel, their right half-back, also re-
celved a bad head wound, but he copied
Weddle's example—went off the field for
& couple of minutes and came back with
a bandage round hie head which was
quickly stained with blood. 1 tell wou
that story to suggest the fighting spirit
of which the Pompey club 1s s0 proud.

Though the motto in a Cup Final—
and in every football game—must be
“All for the team!” the pereonalities
of the tcam provide a big point of
interast.

The Big Five!

If it iz an advantage to have been
at Wembley before, the men of Bolton
certainly have that advantage, for no
fewer than five regular members of
their team have slrgady two Cup-
winners' medals. When you think that
there 13 only one player in modern
football who has tﬁree Cup-winners'
medals—Clem Stephenson, of Hudders-
field—you will realize the possibility of
tho Trotters being unique. Faney, if
Bolton win they will have five men with
three winners’ medals.

These five—and to a very large extent
they are the big men of the team—are
Goalkeeper Pym; Haworth, the right-
back; Seddon snd Muttall, half-backs:
and Butler, the outside-right. One
other Bolton player of the present time
i3 unlucky not to have two medals
This 13 left-back Finney, who helped
them to win the coveted trophy in 1923,
but was unable to play, owing to injury,
in 1826,

From the International standpoint,
toe, Bolton Wanderers certainly have
the pull. In their present team they
have five men who have all played for
England, including the whnﬁle of the
three half-backs—Eean, Seddon,
Nuttall, :

The other Internationals are Pym and
Butler, :

By a strange coincidence, while all
the Bolton hali-backs are English, all
the TPortsmouth middle men are
Scottish-born. Mellwaine, the centre-
helf, and Thackeray, the left-half, have
not long been away from their native

and

;.IAﬂH EMITH, Forismouth's captaln,
and Inside-right.

cnunﬁsi. and Portsmouth are the only
English elub for which they have
played. Nichol, however, previously

played for Gillingham,

It is rather a strange mixture, this
Portsmouth team. If Irvine is included
as inside-left—and he is the first choice,
if fit—it ia made up of fiva Hootsmen,
three Englishmen, two Irishmen, and
one Welshman.

The Schemer ol the Side!l

The Welshman is the h:i],;g ?Ierac_-nality
of the side, even thou e iz the
tiniest player of the lot. This is Freddy
Cook, the outsideleft. He iz a wee
mite of a felloaw, but he can dash round

g players, and he wae the merr
minstrel of th%part.y in the Semi-Fin
against Aston Villa,

The captain of the Portsmouth tezm
iz Jack Bmith, tho inside-right. He
used to be at South Shields, joining
Portamouth soon after Mr. Jack Tinn,
the present manager of Portsmouth,
left Bouth Bhielde with a “single”
ticket to the South.” 8mith 15 the
schemer of the side, and it should not
be allowed to pass unnoticed that con
tha two occasions when  Belton
Wanderers have won the Cup they have
had a schemer named Smith in the
forward line. '

All Bolten's Scots are in the forward
line—thres of them—and by another of
those curious coincidences which crop
up, the Wanderers' outside-left is
named Cook. He came from Dundee
recently, and, like Cook of Portsmouth,
i5 tha midget of the team.

The captain of tha Bolton team is
Jimmy Seddon, he of what opponcnts
call the telescopie legs. There is no
getting awey from Seddon’s legs any-
where down the middle of the field,
according to one ayor who has
appeared against him.

S0 there wou Jbhava_a quick summary
of the personalities. How will the game
go? 1 cannot tell you definitely The
odds are on Bolton ; but David has slain
Goliasth at this gamo of football before
;13-;, and may do it again—at Wembley

a ,&3‘_.
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“Who's waking up ell the boarding-
bouset” S -

“You are—and most of Hollywood,
tool, Let's go to M yawned Potter.
And he went, and Greene followed him.

Colkier glared at the juniors;
their distressed faces mollified him. He
spoke quite kindly.

“It's ell right, you kids! Wharton’s
gone to the pictures or something.
You'd better go to bed.” °

"'Du:nmj’ In v

“What §* Co

“Chump I”

Horaca Coker snorted; and followed
Potter and Greenc, i

Lights wero out ino the boarding-
hotzo now. Mr. Coot came to the door,
blinked at the juniors, an
leaving them up. Staying up, no doubt,
wa3 o

. think of sleep. Midnight passed—and
every minute was bitter with anxiety to
the chums of the Remove, as the long,
long nighl dragged by. :

THE FﬂURTEEHTH_ CHAPTER.
Gelting the Goods !

HUG, chug, chug! :
‘ Harry Wharton panted, as
the gag was drawn from hia
moath, FPor a moment the Per-

foction star had bent over him.

Chug, chug, chug!

The noise of tﬁg engine filled Whaz-
ton's ears. Ik scemed desfening, i the
silence of tho.night on the Pacific.

Polk, aa he steered seaward, looked
st him, his eyes blazing, Wharton sat
up Iimp{lf, is. arms aching in their
bonds. His face was pale and sct, but
there was no fear in it, -

At last1” Polk's bitter voice cama
to him through the chugging of the
engine. “You dog! . At last!"-

"You rotter 1" came back Wharton's
voice, now that he cqu]t;._ i aLlr.t ;What
13 yOUur game, you gur at do you
mean b}'gthia?"y ?

Polk laughed,

“Look " ho said. “We're dropping
the coast—we're heading ount into the
open scal We're alone here—you and
I! I sha!l be guite alone when I run
back to Bante L?nnim. B

“You can't mean—"

" You'll see!”

The Perfection star laughed again.

“You've played your game cunmingly,
boy! You've sure been cute—as cute as
any man three times your vears ! You'vo
cut the ground under my feet! You've
been olover ! But you've gob to the end
of“ynur ropel™ -

fou fool I answered Wharton con-
temptuously. *I've done nothing of the
kind ! I took o: your movie etunta

becauso you wero afraid! You were 2
coward then, and you're a eoward now !
Unloose my hands, you cur; and I'll
tako care of myself!”

“Likely !  Palk made a gesturo
towards the wide dark blue of the
Pacific. “You finish there! You go
over the side with your hands tied—as
soon as we're far enough away from
land to make sure that vou'll never he
washed up by the sca. You get me, you
scheming young scoundrel? This is thoe
finish for you |

The boat ochugged on.

- Moonlight lay on the sea, in a sheet
of silver. The Pacific was calm as a
pond, Far away loomed the hills on
the Californian coast. Back from the
eza camo the echoing of the engine’s
throbbing. It seemed to Wharton's ears,
that the echo came back with a strange
clearness, like the throb of another
enginc on the sea. Polk did not rotice
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want, to bed, .

tt—he noticed nothing—he was in &
state of strange excibement, and Whar-
ton, catching the burning glitter in his
oyes, wondered if the man was in his
right senses. That & sane man could

% conlemplate so terrible &8 crime, for so

slight a° cause, seemed impossible.

. Wounded vanity—professional jealousy

—unreasonable suspicion and distrust—
could these drive & nan to such o deed?
Polk’s foverish excitem®nt was, perhaps,
vory near to insanity, just then.

“Schootz will not be starring you as
the film sheikh ! said Polk, with bitter
banter. *That was the game? You
will not make a fortune in the movies
at my expense, bov! Schootz will have
to look a long time for his new star!™

] haw.-:E- slteddy refused Mr. Schootz's

offer-——
littla use; but they could not -

Br—— . -

IPolk laughed with moeking unbelief.

“You fool! cexclaimed Yharton.
“You mad fool! I'm booked to return
to England the week after next. I shall
never sca Hollywood again! I don't
care two straws for the films!” .

B0 you've come down to lying, to
gave your life?™ grinned the Perfection
star. “I reckoned you would weaken
at the fnish.”

FiI m‘l ﬂu__._._..'1 .
“Keep it up!" Polk chuckled. " Beg
for your life, you ¢ur! That's why I've

M susagrassrsnnnnnnarasneasiissidsssiinnnnn ™ |

_Here's another Greylriors
limerick which earns for its author
a useful leather pocket-wallet.

A dashing Sixth-Former named
wynno,
Went out on his bike Tor a apin ;
But a pig on the atray
Got right into his way

And ﬂwr’nn& hit the road with
his chin I

L. Hampson, of 116, Wigston
Lane, Aylestone, Leicester, is now
the happy possessor of a good
g'unht:r pocket wallet, Why don't

QU have a shot at winning one
of these useful prizes ?
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taken off your gag—te hear you beg and
cringe. Keop 1t up.”

“You will not hear me beg,™ said
Harry, scornfully. “You will not see
mo cringe, you cowardly rotter. Y'wva
told you the truth.”

A mocking laugh answered him.

Wharton was silent.

Polk did not "believe him—did not
dream for one moment of believing
him, He drove the motor-boat an to
the open sea, hiz eyes fized on the
boundless expanse of water,

Chug, chug, chug!

It was murder that the man intended
—Wharton knew that now. Hatred and
rancour had unhinged his mind, or very
nearly unhinged it. The man was
hardly responsible for what he was
doing. 15 face was white, and an
unnatural fire burned in his eyes, his
hands wersa trembling with excitement,
arid his low chuckle was more like that
of n madman, than 2 sane man.

Chug, chug, chug!

VWharton raised his head to look back
on the sea. Burely that stemdy throb-
bing was not merely an acho | -

A dark shape loomed on the silver
gor, nstern, . sl

Wharton's heart bounded.

It was not merely an echo. Polk, in
his mad excitement, hoard nothing, oh-
served nothing. Rut the Greyfriars
junior knew now that another motor-

oat was on the sea—in pursuit,

The motor-beat raced on.

The Californian coast had dmp&:;d to
a hazy blur in the moonlight. und
the throbbing boat rolled the vast
FPasific,

“Why don't you speakt” Polk's voice
cama agnin at last. “You dog! Why
don't you begi®

harton snswered him, quietly.

“Can’t you understand that you're
mistaken, you fool? I tell you, I'm
going back to England—I've refuscd
the part Mr. Schootz offered me—I've
no idea ot all of ‘mcting for the films,
and if I had, I shouldn't dream of
ousting another fellow——-"

P&lﬁ: laughed.

S Think of somethi batter than
that 1* he taunted, ° ne
.“You mad fool I answered Harry.

The boat rushed on, Suddenly Polk
shut off the engine.

“We're far encugh out!” he said.
(4] Hnw__._:}

Chug, chug, chug! )

He hbud shut off the ongige, and
elooped over the bound schoolboy. But
from the sea came tho steady throbbing
of an engine, and even the excited Per-
fection star realised now that it was not
an echo. It would have to be now or
nevar! With a hissing intake of
breath, he scized hold of %.‘i’hnrmh, and
hoisted him &t arm’s length above his
head. Maniacal rage seemed to have
lent the man stmn;ﬁ.

Fe) HE].['I'IH

Wharton put all his strength into that
shout,

" Hilence " hissed Polk.

Chug, chug chug!

Under FPolk’s startled, scared eves,
tho dark shape rushed up out of the
moonlight, With an osth Polk dropped
Wharton into the boat again, ond
gazed about him defiantly.

The engine shut off, and in the
sudden silence came a sharp voice. A
man was standing up in the other boat,
nnd the modnlight glinted on the barrel
of an automatic, ;

“Heands up, you skunk!”

“Carter!” yelled Wharton. * Help!"

“1 guess I'mn on hand, bub,” drawled
Mr. Carter. “You Polk, you put up
vour hands, pronto.”

With a ringing curse, the Perfection
star whipped s revolver from his hip

pockct. i
“I've warced you!™ roared Mr.
Carter. " You locoed gink—" Thao

roar of the automatic succeeded, just
in time as the maddened stor rased
his revolver to fira. '

There was s scrcam from Polk, as he
dropped headlong inte the bottom of the
boat, the revolver flying from his hand.

“1 guess you howled for it!" rapped
out Peter Carter, as he ran in cﬁnsa,
and hooked on.

Wharton panted breathiessly.

There was a groan from Polk. The
lean Los Angeles detectivo. leaped
aboard, ‘

“Bay, bub, I reckon you're glad to

"see & guy about my size, what? he

grinned.

“Thank Heaven you came " panted
Wharton. *That mad fool—" i

“I gucss I'm wise to hiz game,” Mr.
Carter grinmed. “I was looking for
rum runners, bub, but Jane phoned me
up this cvening end told me wvou was
missing, and when 1 spot Polk's
maocor-boat, I sure tumbied.” Heo bent
over the groaning star. “You sure
howled for what you've got, Polk—Dut
let up on it, you ain't a dead man yet !
I guess that bullet is in vour arm—
you're worth a lot of dead guys, you
aurcly are. Say, vou reckon a ab
has got the goods on you at Ir.s-t‘fg;

Mr. Curter cut through Wharton's
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Myron Polk walked over to Harry Wharton. There was a deep flush on the face of the ** handsomest man in Hollywood,*

** I'm sorry, Wharton,” he said awkwardly.

* I*ve sure been a fool—the world’s

- Harry, and he shook the other’s uninjured hand warmily.

bonds, and the junior rose and stretched
his eramped limbs. He looked at Polk,
who lay, white as chalk, groalhing.

“He's not—not—" he faltered.

Me. Carter laughed.

“ Huo's surely not, bub,” he answered.
*1I guess the prizon deotor will fix him
to rights. Bub, I've pot the goods on
that guy at last—eaught him fairly in
the act' The superintendent sure won't
tell me to take o holiday sgain, when
I talk about Polk? Vou figure I've got
the poods on him, what?"

h:. Carter was fairly bubbling with
salisfaction.

“Getting the goods”™ on Myron Polk

was the triumphk of Peter Carter’s
Cargen,

" Yo n:»f.-rt&in]g have,”™ said Wharton,
with » smile, “and you've saved my
lifa, Mr. Carter.”

“Bure!™ * assented Mr.  Carter,
cheerily.

*1 don't know how to thank you—"

“Taken as read!™ answered Mr.
Carter, crisply. ™1 guess I'll tie him
up, and we'll be getting back to Santa.
Quit howling, Polk—don't I keep on
telling you you ain’t hurti”

Polk groaned, and then relapsed into
pilence. Under the moonlight, the
motor-boat  rushed shoreward—
‘Wharton’s face bright, and Mr.
Carter grinning with glee. At long
last, after so many failures, Mr. Carter
‘huad - ‘ got the goods' on Myron Polk,
and like the ancient classical gentleman,
ha was like to strike the stars with his
sublime hesd,

[EES g ey

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER,
; Good-bye to Hollywood |
1 H ALLO, halle, halle?™
“Wharton [
Cherry.

“What—" :
roared Bob
A car had stopped at the gate of

Long Beach Boarding-House, in the
El‘stﬂghmm-&r of the sunrise over Holly-
WO,

It had been a sleepless
Harry Wharton's chums.
stop at tho %;a.ta they ran down tho
gur en, in the hopa that it was news.
t was Harry Wharton who stepped
from the cer.

The juniors surrounded him.

night for
As the car

il whamn_n_rl

“Bafe and sound—"

“My esteemed and - ridiculous
chum—"

“ But what——™" -

Harry Wharton langhed.

“FPm all right,” he said. *“Safe as
houses—no damage done! What I
want most of all is some sleep. And
goma grub.”

As his chums lad him into the beord-

ing-house Wharton gave a brief
accegunt of what had happened. Mr,
Coot bad turned out, and he met the

returned junior with a stare as he camo

in. Mr. Coot was not pleased with .
these irregular proceedingz in  his
boarding-housa. Towever, he eorted

out & meal for the junior, and left him
to it; and over the meal—of which he
was in need—Wharten gave some more
details of his night's adventures.
“That man Carter’s some guyl” said

the Bounder,

“¥ape"” gaid Lord Maulaverer
thoughtfully.> “There's somethin’ in
that chap, you men. I couldn't help
wonderin’' what Leonora sow in  him,
ou know; bat thero must be somethin’
in him, whati"

“Quite a lot," said Harry, with a
smile. “He's saved my life—and he'’s
got Polk. Now to bed.”

And all the chums of the Remove
were glad enough to get to bed at last.

They wero very late down in  the
marning.

In fact, breakfast and lunch were the

prize boab ! **  ** All serene ! ** smiled

same meal, fo all the parly oxcept
Fisher T. Fish, and Billy Buunter, and
Coker & Co.

“I say, you fellows,” Bunter greeted
themm when they came down to lunch;
“of all the slackers—-"

"Halle, halle, hallo, old fat bean!”
Dob Cherry greeted the Owl of the
Bemove with a terrific whack on the
shoulder. *“Wharton's back.”

“Yaroocooh !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I told you he was sll right, you silly
as31” snorted Bunter. “ But never mind
Wharton. I've got something moro
mportant to speak about. I've seen
that advertisement of mine in the
‘Film Ledger "—

“Ha, ha, ha "

“They got it all wrong, somchow,’!
said Bunter. “I've Leen rung up all
the morning by o lot of ropucs and
spoofers—— ' ; -

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“1 want you to lend me a Jdollar for
sanother advertisement, Wharton., ~ Ha
the least you can do, after giving me
an anxious night—" :

Harry Wharton chuckled.

“1 can guess exactly how anxious
you've been, fatty. ut here's the
dollar, Now shut upl™

“T'll. take this advertisement to the
office myself,” said Bunter, with a sus-
picious blink at the Bounder. “1
shan't trust you again, Smithy." - .

And after linch Bunter rolled down
to tho office of the Los Angecles “ Film
Ledger,” and it was done; afier which
Bunter waited complaeently for the
Hollywood producers to rush for him.
He waited—with less and less com-

placency as the days clapsed, -
’ﬂm Jollywaod producers did not
FLEEM.

{Continued on page Z1.)
Tee Maaser Lmrspy.—No. 1,107,
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.. The Level Crossing !
IMMY BERESFORD was not
alonc—of that he was surc—and
the tension of the moments that
ensucd was well-nigh uncndurable.

Ho felt keyed up to the highest pitch,
and his perves were acutely on edge.
The only sound of which he was die-
tinctly conscious was the hammering of
his own heart against his ribs, but an
unerring instinck told him that he was
1in danger.

Hisz eves had not yot become accus-
tomed to the darkness that had followed
the failure of the lights, which hoe no
longer imagined to be acoidental.
Moreover, the windows of the bed-room
were zcrocned by rich velvet curtains,
g0 that the ploom was intentified.

Jimmy euddenly eprang back and
tore these curtains aside,
and as he did so he saw the
dim fgures of three men n
glouched caps.

The men were vague and
indistinct, but he ¢lasced
them as ruffians of the
kind who could be hirod for
any grim work at a fair
price, and he was not long
in doubt as to the part the
intended to play, for with
ona accord they rushed him.

Jimnmy side-stepped quickly, and the
first man blundered past him into tho
window-hangings, The sccond changed
his course and made for the youngster
with arm upraised.  But, before that
arm conld descend, Jimmy swung his
right into action.

he blow clipped the. roguo on the
point of the jaw, and he finished up in
i heap. * The third man fared even
worse, for as he tried to closo he was
inet by u 8ving rush on the part of the
youngstor.

Dashing for the door, Jimmy caught
the rmffinn with his lowoered heed and
butted bim half-way acrose the room.
Jimmy's bid for eteape was not to he
g0 ocastly elfected, however, for all at
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once the door wus flung open from
the other side.

{On the threshold stood tho man in the
white coat, whom Jiminy had taken for
hie father's male nurse.

The door came into violent contact
with Jimmy's forchead, and the shock

gent him stapgering backward. Before
the youngster could recover himself his
assatlants were upon him apgain, and
with the advent of the man in the white
eoat the odds were four-to-one.

Jimmy fought with desperate fury,
and for-the moment he had the advan-
taga of his adversaries because they
hampered one ‘another. The man in the
white ctat was' knocked reeling by a
jab from the woungster’s elbow, while
another collapsed under a six-inch jolt
io tho solar plexus ard lay grozning.

Semi-conscious in the back of a runaway
car that roars down a steep hill at the
foot of which is the main railway track . . .
the thunder of an approaching express
. ..it would seem tE

Beresford’s number i1s up, until—

Out of the corner of his eye Jinmy
saw two othera in the room, two others
whom he had not proviously noticed.
They played no part in the fierce melee,
but Jurked close to the wall, watch-
ing, and in the instant of pglimpsing
them  Jimmy fancied that one of them
looked like Dtto. .

He fought the more furiously, but
his enemics clung to his tall igure like
leechas, c]awin% and tearing at him, and
gtriving to pull him down. The ruffian
who had been floored still lay groaning
under-fool, but the man in the white
coat was hovering near by, and in tho
writhing, scrambling struggle, Jimmy
realised that e had pulle a.eie-ngth of
lead piping out of hia jacket, end was
waiting his chance.

That chance came at last, for Jimmy,

at young Jimmy

SPEEDWAY PALS!

S By A. CARNEY ALLAN.

"r?'..; {Infroduction on nexf puge.)

tripping over the body of the man on
the floor, went down on his knees,  The
two who clung to him fell with him,
ond lost | their hold. PBefore Jimmy
could reach his feet the man in tho
white cogt swung tho lead-piping with
all his force.

Tha cowardly blew might have
brained Jimmy had it not been for the
fact that he was wearing a cap. As it
was, ho zank urlder the stunning impact.

Jimmy was nobt unconscious, but
there was an ugly throbbing in his head
and his limbs scemed to have lost afl
power. As from afar ho heard voices,
and ho was dimly aware of being lifted
ﬁ and carried from the dark room.

en, for n while, the youngstor's senses
scemed to. desert him, and when Ins
mind drifted back to a state of stupeficd

semi-consciousnesa he dis-
covered that ho was lying
on_his back under the stars.
© This_ realisation dawned
on _him vaﬁr_ucl . As
vaguely, be realised that he
had bheen laid down onp the
geavel drive outside the
garage which was attached
to the house.
- The gates of the garage
: hatd been opened, and Otta's
car was standing inside with its side-
lamps shinihg., Onee more Jimmy heard
voices, and in a dazed way he grasped
frapmontary eentences.  Thoy wers
volces that seemed remote to him, but
one of them might have been the volco
of Otto.

Whot was it saying?  Something
about the car,-  the cream car with tho

reen wings, which Jimmy had driven
rom tha North. .

Get him in here——  The exprees
from the South—due in a few minutes—
It'll lpok like anm aceident——"

Agaio Jimmy was lifted, this time
into the back of the car. e offered
ng resistance, for though he wus not
senseless hiz vitality waz at ita lowest
¢bb. The blow on the head had left him
weak and listless, and in his stupor he
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did not care very much what happenaed
40 him, He was-concerned, mamdy with
-a throbbing senzation that made bhim
.closp his oyes.

he car was wheeled out of the
garage and along the drive to the road,
Jimmy being but faintly aware of what
was going on. ‘Towarda the left this
road bent round in the direction of the
station, but towards the right it sloped
away in a straight, steep descent.

It was towarde the right that Jimmy's
captors turned the car, before pul]iu?‘
on the hgndbrake to bring it to a -
still. - The car had not been started up,
but had been pushed to that spot by
the united cofforts of the men, and now
these men procceded to make hasty
preparations for the scheme that was
evidently afoot.

Jimmy lay motionless in the back of
the vehicla, unabla to grasp what was
happening. e felt sick and 1ll, and
was incapable of movement. When he
tried to opon hizs eyes the pain in his
head became intolerable, so [flﬂ. kept his
lids closed.

Bomeone muet have peered in at him,
for all at once a voice drow attention
to him. ;
“He's still ‘out,’” the voice saud.

“Small wonder, considerin’ the way 1
hit him. But something else iz goin’ to
hit him, something that'll put him

‘fout’ for all time—"" :

“Look | another voice interrupted,
the voica that sounded like Oito’s
“Ism't that a light down there? Yes
and you can see smoke. Quick, all of
youl Shove that car forward !™

The automobile began to move down
the hill, and on the long, steep descent
it rapidly gathered speed. Jimmy felt
i1t sway slightly, and the motion of it
Iulled him. He wanted to lie where he
wias and let consciousmess slip away
fromt him altogothor.

But the pain in his hcad seemed to
“he intensified, and as the car joltegd over
u series of bumps there was a stabbing
ernsation in b his eyes. Painfully he
managed to raise himself into a sitting
posture, thinking the ache might be lesa
violent if he was upright.

At the same moment Jimmy's lida

. Rickered open, and for the first time
he grasped the fact that he was alone
in. the ¢ar. Thero was no one behind
the steering-wheel, yet the wehicls was
careering ﬁwgiuﬂ at & speed of moro
than thirty miles an hour on its ewn
. Inomentum.

The shock of this discovery pariially
cleared the mists from Jimmy'a brain,
but his real awakening came when ha
-recognised the streteh of rosd on which
the car was travelling, and saw & blot
of lurid smoke against the darknezs
down below Lim,

At tho foot of the hill was a pair of
lovel-crossing gates, and between them
lay the metals of the main line to the
north, The lurid blot of #smoke came
{rom the cngine funnel of an express
train, and the train was hurtling
towards the crossing.

Jimmy rose to his [eet unsteadily,
and dragged himself over into the
front seat, collapsing behind the stcer-
ing-wheel. He waz still faint .and
dizzy, but donger had gquickemed his
senges, and he had the prescnee of mind
le step on the brake,

It was slack underfoot, and, with a
dread suspicion growing on him, Jimm
mado a gmh for the handbrake, t
was a8 ineffectual as the pedal had
heen, and he knew then that both
brakes had been disconnected.

. Meanwhile, the car was racing down
the hill towards tho level-cromsing gates,
and it was clear that one of two things
must happen. Either the car would be
hurled aside by the express, or she

would erash through the pgates and
;rqck herself against the coaches of the

aln. g

Jimmy turned hiz attention on the
steering, thinking to switch the car off
the road and plunge through the hedge.
It was a desperate resolve, and thero
was a ditch that would rni}ahlz.' wreck
the tourer, but he wuuii stand moro
chance of escaping with his life than in

& smash which would @ invelve the
e
might have known that his h

captors had jammed the steering, but
not until he tried to turn the wheel
did he realise this.

‘Jizamy was now almost upon the
lovel-crossing. He had a vivid im-
pression of the train, the beld front of
the gigantic engine, the helching,
flame-tinged smoke, a man leaning from
the swaywng cab, and starfing back in
palo horror, the long line of coaches,
and, with ihe impression,” a deafening

under of wheels.

Then Jimmy ened the near-side
door and jumped. It was his only huga,
and he lu;tngf. ened the odds in his
favour by finging himszelf at the thick
hedge by the roadside. The youngster
struck tha foliage end dived through,
landing on a ploughed field with an
impact that knocked the breath out of
his body.

In the same instant Jimmy saw the
touring-car smash through the gates on
to the line, and she was bumping over
tha metals when the engine of the
express hit her. There was a terrifie,
shattering collision, and the car was
thrown off the track, &nishing up in &
heap of twisted wreckape. &N CAMS
a sereaming of wheels as the train's
Westinghouse air-brakes were applied.

Jimmy stood up. He weas brnised and
cshaken, but the thickness of the hedge
had broken hiz fall, and, except that
the throbbing in his head was more
acute than ever, he felt little the
worse, Then the driver, fireman, and
afficiales came running towards him.

His first impulse might have been io
announce the whole ugly truth, but he
thought of his father and the conse-

uences of such a revelation reaching
the ears of a man s0 ill as he was,
paralysed by a siroke and alrcady at
death’s door, When the men from the
train reached him Jimmy had prepared
an answer for their excited questiona

“Tho brakes of tha car were out of
order,” he told them, I had to

Jimmy assured the officials that there

b o
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was no need for micdical attenvion, 4s
he was uninjured, and they accepted his
weord for it, merely -taking particulars
for the report ‘that _'w_muld"ﬁ-a sent in to
the hoad office. Jimmy thon made his
way up the hill towards home, and the
train moved on, with the passengers
peerl;ncf_ out of the COrrizge  windows,
In vertently, Jimmy. walked in the
of the hodge, and he was glad
| did so, for when he was still
a little way from the gates of the house
¢ saw two men come from tho drive.
The youngster pushed through the
foliage and crouched behind tha hedge.
The two men were walking down the
hill at a round pace, and as they
approached the gpot whers he had con-
cealed himself Jimmy recognised them.
One was Otto and the other was “ Me.

Brown."
T shadow them, taking aparallel
course on the hlindgaide?:i the
bedge. He guessed that they had
separated from the men they hed
omployed for their nefarious purpose,
and were making their way downhill to
find out what had actually happened,

Jlmr.gﬁ"a surmise was correct, for at
the attered crossing-gates  they
stopped to inspect the wreckage of the
car, Jimmy stopped, {oo, crouching
Just within carshot.

He heard Brown laugh,

“It made encugh mess of the tourer,”
the lvan man said. “I wonder what
your precious cousin looks like? Hao
must have been killed instanteneously.”

shadow
that he

e ——y

Face to Face! -

IHE two swung by, and when they
passed Jimmy began to

* Instantaneously,” Otto  repeated
slowly, wi.t.h & slight inclination of the
head. Then he shivered. “Gead,

Brown, what a death when you como
to think of it!"

Brown looked at him.

“ Getting. squeamish, Otto?’ he in-
quired, with an ugly httle leer. * Why,
i,:nung J Beresford couldn't have
inown & thing about it! You forget
that he was unconscious when we
ushed the car-on.its way. Anvhow,
e couldn’t have felt much when the
express hit him. It would bhe all over
in a flash., It was too dark to see very
cl&uﬂl{,’. but you know what the impact
sounded like, and you've only got to
look st the wreckaga to realise that it
was & quick death. !

“Well, he's better oot of it satd
Otto. “If anything happened to my
uncle I'd come into Beresford Motors as
next-of-kin now." P

“ Unless Jim.u;ﬁ

Beresford has given

Jimmy Beresford, o cheerful, athlelic youngseler, You away to a old man,™ put in
g fthe WT“;:{ iﬂfﬂ Héf#jl"g’"g,_thﬂ %ﬁf Brown. .

ors, BT, Emﬂ th confinering  “Naot him,"” was the rejoinder. “Ha

e o Ty omet gave me away to Robertson, the old

fo an encounter with his eoisin Offa, Jonmy i¢ Man's manager, and, as you know,

told by hig irate father that he will either hare to Robertson ‘fired’ me on his own

authority., Bubt in the letter that he

fake a position in the works or fend for Rimself.
Jimmy decides to do the Intter, mdr}aﬂmei 6:;
Ron's expert mechanical knowledge, turns lo
dirt-track racing, winning several thrilling races
af the Elesenhom Speadiway. Tt ie soon evident
the! Folson Molors, Beresford's unscrupulous
rivals, in whose em fo:.ru " Tornado ** Roesiter
the m m;gt;ﬂam

i f

mafmtmd'-,wiﬂﬁupai '

wrobe to me Robertson mentioned that
conficmation of the dismissal woul
come later, when my esteemed une
was well enough ‘to know the facts.
He's in o bad way, Brown."

“ And when your ‘csteemed ' nncle js

Tidtle plana of Ron's invendion. well enough to know the faels,” Brown
They are stolen Gordon Beresfords house : 0 - : Z

M.-Mf mmummigsm Volson's, and it iz ondy “E"ftﬁi what ~ about  Robertson
thiratgh Jimmy's pluck and resource that thay arg  thEn! W
recovered. The youngsler makes the discovery - ' I'll bo the first to sce the old man,

that, besids being in league twoith Beresford’s snid Otto significantly, “and Il make
rival, his Uy cousin Otto is ready for eny things hot for Robertzon. T'Il tell tha
ety L9210 o, 0 e ons Bt old Sop that Rkertoon 35 out o gain
g iy fuher manes 12 snpo after o control of Beresford Motors now that

succegrful day af the speedicayy, Jimmy receives @
wesgRge uwrging him fo relurn Rome Al omies.
Al the Rowsga, he hurrieg o &is falher's room,
D8 0 durigans o foy Y. T
F{ 0 n,
Jimmy knows thal there are olkers in the room
toith Rim S _ ’
AN read o)

r’ Jimmy iz dead. I'll aecuse him
of forging an inctiminating letter to
make the case look black against me.
Brown, you don't know what my uncle
thinks of mg. I'm & little_tin god in
his eycs, and by the time I've finished
Tre MacNer Ligeany.—No. 1,107.
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ARE YOUR buums READING THIS THRILLING DIRT-TRACK SERIAL?

he'll  kick. Robertson
managership.”

Brown had ceased to listen to Obto's
confident words. Ho was staring st the
wrockgge of the car, and suddenly
stooped: to pick up something. It was
a gauntlet, such as the ones uséd by
ciders on the dirt tracks.

“This is ghat comes of changing out
of spesdway togs in a car,” Brown
said. “It belongs to & mutual friend of
purs—Raossiter.” And he lavghed.

. Otto laughed with him. But as he
regarded  the smiashed automobilo his
aaﬁuw face became sgrious again.

“ Brown,” he muttered ' & soice
that held a note of anxiety, "1 suppose
—1 suppose Jimmy was Lilled? _['ve
heard of miraculous escapes. We talk
as if he wecre gone, but you - pever
know."'

“Wheo o car's crumpled as that one

out of the

is,” the othor man scoffed, it doesn't -

Eu.va much reom for-doubt. But, look”
0
oot far sway. “If
surp, ask the-fellow in there. You ean
casily tell bim that it was your car,
and that vour cousin had- taken & run
in it
Otto sent a furtive glanca in  the
direction of the signal-cabin, and he
. wis on the point of taking & ste
towards it when Jimmy stepped throug
‘the hedge.
*"Here'a ha
fuietly. .
. Brown and Otto spun round, and fof
the instant they must have imagincod
that they saw a ghost for their :
blanched. . Obto’s hand  went ‘to  his

your answer!” eaid

throat,- as. if his collar had suddenly.

grown .too bght for him.
“¥ou!” he man to whisper.
“Yes" Jimmy

going to find out.  You've spoken a
whole' 1ot dboubt dad not being in a 6t
state to-hear the truth for many a long
day. = Well, you're ‘right, bub there's
one thing I can do.” .
Jimmy moved forward, and Otto re-
treated hurriedly as he discerned the
- glint in_ the youngster's eye. But
rvetreat did aot save him, for Jimmy
sprang at him and hit out straight.

The punch took Otto full in the faca J

and scul him steggering backwards into
.the hedge on the other side of the rosd.
As he fell, Jimmy turned on Brown.
Brown tried to defend himself by
throwing up one arm, but Jimmy
struck it down with his left and swung
his right to the lean man’s jaw. There
was & sharp thud es the blow connected,
and Brown tumbled into the ditch by
the roadside. . ;
Jimmy left the two of them where
they had 4allen, Otto propping himself
on cne. elbow_and wiping blood from
his mouth with the back of his hand,
Brown grovelling in the ditch and try-
ing to collect his witse. From the shat-
tered level-crossing gates the youngster
amade his way along by the railway line
to, the station, where he awaited the
next traia.’ : .
. Home -time later Jimmy arrived back

at the “digs” which he shared with b

Ron Connblly. He found Ron prepar-
ing for bed, "bit bed was forgotten
when ‘Jimtoy related what had  hap-

pened, | . ;
“Great Seott!” said Ron. " Things

can’t go on like this, Jimmy. You've

got to go to the police—you've simply

gob tol They're out te kill yom, Otto th

and the Voléon pa

la1*
“1 know that ‘E‘-':fl enpugh,” Jimmy .
*But what the dickens can.:

answered, :
I dot You telk of going ii._htha-pu!:m,

imted to a signal-box that stood -
) :ou want to malke-

d him: . 8afe and
pretty sound, as you and Brown sare .

“with a natural streak of rockless

“T've just had word that

Ron, but I can't. 1'm tied, and Otto
and the. Volson people know it. Dor't
you see? - I've. got dad to consider,
and’ Otto is kke & son to him.
paid for his education, shoved him into
the firm, gave him all sorts of chances.
That's why Otko is to he zo thoroughly
despised for the dirty, treacherous game
fie's plaring. But, at the same time
dafd couldn’t stand up to the shock if
the truth were madé known to him,
not in his presont coundition, anyhow.™

“Couldn't you call in the police with-

cuk }nt;in; ur father know anything
about it7” Ron suggested. ' After all
be’s away in & secluded nursing home.

True,” sgid Jimmy. *But think of
the stir it would cause if I made & caso
egainst Otto and the Volson people.
Ne, Ron, no. There would be too much
chance of it reaching dad's ears, We've
got to wait.”

There was & silence, and then Jimmy
spoke again.

“By the way, Ron,” he asked,
“you've taken out & patent for your
invention all right, haven't yout” -

“Hure!™ was the answer. - *There's
no need to worry about the invention
any: longer, for it's saleguarded now.
It's you we've got to worry about.”

Jimmy thuug t of that moment when
the express had Hung the crumpled
touring-car out of its path. Yes, the
firbure hald unknown dangers For him.
Night and day thers would be s feeling
of Eusiﬂnﬂﬂ,' and every dark cofner
would

whose day of reckoni
be! Hiz own, n:i Otto's, \Fggan's. snd

Brown'a?

——————

Broadside Beresford !

IME had passed, and Jimoiy
Boresford, advancing step by
stop, was well on the road to
being famous as a speed demon.

He was no longer the novice who
had ' ridden in the club competitions,
With & natural bent for the dirttrack,
daring,
ha had dashed on from triumph +to
triumph, and elready the “fans™ were
h@ginniﬁg‘ to hail him a: " Broadside

immy. , ) .
" 1t had not all been plain eailing for
the youngster. ' There had been times
when he had been defeated, times
when He had crashed in attempting tco
much on the. bends; but such set-backs
had only fired him with fresh resolu-
tion, and he had made yp for them
with subsequent successes, = | ]

He whs now “one of the boys,' with
his own special contingent of admirers
who waited at the exit of the pits and
clamoured for his autograph, or cheered
him when he raced lus speed-iron first
across the finishing line.

Jimmy's speed-troni was not the old
“twin ¥ on which be had started as a
noviep. It was a late-model Beresford,
supplied to him by Glendale Richards,
and special ada.énml:l for track work,
a machine he had purchased with’ the
money he had managed fo save from
15 EIII]]IEEE._ L .

The premises of Glendale Richards
saw & good deal of Jimmy, as his bike
was often there for tuning and repairs,
But one Baturday afternoon Jimmy
called at the motor agents on a matier
that did not oconcarn his speed-iron.

" He found Ron Conoolly at work on
of & track racer.

news, Ron,' =zaid Jimmy.
dad iz fit to
ve. the nursing home. It's suggested
t he. should po to the S3outh Coast

e fa

old = threat, until the day of .

would it |

Specdwny, . whr
) edway, . whera -
a'lﬁndr

for a month or two, and I'm going %o
got him from the sanatorinm after to-
ay's mecting at the Elsenham Patk

ad Speedway. Could you fix me up with
& car?"'

_Il'l

*Sure, Jimmy was the answer.
“Listen! You go om to the speedway,
and I'll be down with & ear later.

Ezxpect me sbout five o'clock.” .

immny sgresd, and with 8 cheery “so
ﬂ;}gt" ha guflned on his heol. Eut

OT L] i EOong man Ol
dalled hom ek, v I

Y Jimmy,” he cried, " you're entering
the handicap to-day, and_ you'll be

riding against men who are better than
any youve met before. To-day's race
is_a big event for you, Jimmy, and it
will bring you a whole lot nearer the
' championship if you win.”

Jimmy nodded. -

o championship 1” he mused.

“ Rosaiter’s still top of the tree, and his
records for half a dozen tracks have
never yet bean broken. By gad, Ron—
that's my ambition, to knock the Elsen-
ham Park record to blazes on a Beres-
ford speed-iron, to beat the time that
Rosziter made with bis Volson * Twin.’
And Ron, here's another ambition of
mine. I want to meet Hossiter mn a
mateh-race and lick him, so that tha
Volson people will have to alter the
wording of their advertisement, where
they sey that the champion recommends
this bike. The future champion is going
to recommend a Bercsford.”

The two youngsters laughed, and then
Ron spoke again:

“Jimmy,” he said, “do you remem-
ber seeing Den Stevenson riding ageinst
Rossiter 10 a_match-race?. ell, Ste-

venson's-in the handicep to-day, and
if you both get through gnur heats you
may bo up against each other in the
final. Btevenson was never in Resmber's
class, but K would be jolly good to know
t-i_::.t he can't bold a candle fo0 you
el 2

Mot long afterwards i

! 3 pﬁt— in
rance at the

Heénham Park
tho stands were
crammedl " Wwith spectators,
E.nd the programme of events already
Sy it evens
‘he third event on the “bill of fare ”
_was Heat One of the handicap, and with
special interest Ji watc Ben
Bpt;'enmn ride: to victory, qualifying for
the first semi-Bnal together with the
rider who had geained second place.

The second hent was run, and the two
leaders of this likewise qualified for the
first “semi.” In the third heat,” firet
and second man were eligible for the
second semi-final, the winners of the
fourth heat being matehed with them
in that event. :

Jimmy %ugliﬂeﬂ by gaining sccond
place in the fourth heat. Then came
the first semi-final, and again with
gpecial intorest Jimmy saw Stevenson
crosa the Mhishing-line with a léad of
several lengths, thus gualif¥ing for the
final. Tho second man, rrimer by
name, was also translerred to that event.

In the fourth heat Jimmy shared the
honours with “Sonny® Melville, &

cungster who had leapt into the lime-
ight in very much the same style as
himself. ' :

These four, then, were moved for-
ward to compete in the final—Ben Ste-
venson &nd Lorrimer, both with a
handicap of three geconds, Jimmy
Bereaford and Sonny Melville, with
four and five respectively.

(Don't mizs next week's gripping in-
staiment, which tells how Jiodmy Beres-
ford, our plucky woung speed-merchant,
fares in this gruelling race.)
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“FAREWELL TO THE FILMS" "

(Cantinued from pege 23.)

Buntor's advertisement—as amaﬂdﬁl -

by Smithy—hed brought him a lot of
answers. But the second owve, earefully

inserted by himself, brought none!
It was pﬂrpl-:!:tmg Lo %tmtcr But
the last scenes of the

there it was.

Meanwhile,
groat school film were shot, and . the
task of the Greyfriars Ehn actors drew
fo a close.

A fow days before the date fizxed for
their departure from Hollywaood, Mr.
Schootz came to zce Wharton—to talk
turkey tu him, a3 ho expwssed it, Mr.
Schostz had given wp his idea of book-
g Wharton far a boy sheikh part now.
Heo did not want to Jose his own sheikh
in addition. No doubt he severely econ-
demned the conduet of Myron Folk.
But business was business,

Y ¥ou see, bub? said Mr., Schootz,
“Palk’s a big noise! He's the goods!
Perfection wants him! He's some
seallywag! - He sure is thal, and a few
aover! But he's the goods in the movie
husiness! You get me? What's the
Li}ﬂ-ﬂ of him io me if }ws tucked away

for ten years in the pen? What? Yau
get my poing?

don't ecare two straws  about
Polk,” aoswered Harry guietly, ghics |

shall never see him again, and that's
pood enough for me,. 1 eertainly don't

_THE HAGHET LIBRARY.

':.'.. ant I.n hang an I':EH:. f-::n h;a hm]—aml
l:,nu can get him off you're .weloome.
]’i hr- ~only too glad to drep the whole

"H‘.l.‘ Bchootz was greatly relieved.
“Boy, youwve sulo apﬂted a big
mouthful,”-he said,
- Myron Polk waxs out on bail before
the juniors left Hollywood. How the
matter was **fized ™ the rfriars
follows neither hkpew ner oa : but
they realised that eoney must have
“talked,” with considerable emphasis.
But they gave no thought o Pelk., The
day before they lelf, there was a wed-
ding to which the whole parly were
invited; and Lord Mauleverer, a litde
to his su 31‘1&13_ foumd that he was guita
mevry and bright when Jane Buookson,
otherwise Leonora la Riviere, became
Mrz, Pcler Carter,
The next morning Harry Wharvion &

Co, quitted Long Beach ‘Beoarding-
Houze,
“Where's DBunter? raarcd Bab

Cherey, when the juniors and te 1Efth-
Formers and-their baggage were. on the
point of starting. “Buuwier! Buniy!
Bunt ™
Bunter came ont of the house at last.
"‘1' BAY, }ﬂlt*l’ﬂllﬁﬂ-—ﬁ"
“Roll in, fathead!”

*1 say, I'm coming back wwath you™
saicdd Bunter. “I've had somsc ratlmr
good offers Frow - the film pe{qﬂi, -----

“3h, my kat'”
“But m not going to stay here and

, PRICE

 TWOPENGE. 1
ﬂ;;;: ;1__. _::Tlﬂ pah, said Bunter,
shaking hm head,. I'll -come home
with you. . :

Angd he did!

Waiting sfor the frain to start at Los
Angelos  Station, whilst Bunter - was
blinking rpond anxiocusly for the candy-
boy, Harry Wharton ::n.ugh t of an
nnexpected fm’:ﬂ: Myron Polk, with his
arm in & slisg, came up to -ﬂm train.
Thew: was a- fush on the face of
thie handsmmest man in Hollyweod.

“T'mv sorry, Wharton,” he said
awkwardly. . IL've sure been a fool—
the world’s prize boob! Apnd—and &
m'tl;,wa.g, toa! I'm sorrv. I—I guess
tt'a guu to be & lesson to me, I'm
OLEY, 12

“'All sererl-uﬂ” said Ha.rry, with a
hitle effort. “8Bchootz saye tho whole
thing will blow over when I'm gone.
I'm glad!”

ol hesitatingly leld ouf his injured
hand. 'There was no doibt that the
Perlection sktar véalised hig folly, and
was in a very chastened mood.

‘Harry Wharton shook hands with
him, and the train rolled out of Lo.
Angeles,

THE EXTI.

(Xow Took onut for ancther grand lonn

~etory of Harry Wharton & Co. in next
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ITH "THIS WEEK'S SCREAMINGLY FUNNY STORY OF JACK JOLLY & €0.! 1

14 " PISTOLS OR SWORDS—OR PEA-SHOOTERS? YOU'LL BE TICKLED ¥0 DEATH

- A DueL

1

“ OMING along to the skeol
armery, Lickham " asked Dr.

the mm:m,m__wﬁum
3

Birchemalil,

headmaster of St. SBam

morning lessons one day. :

*The skool armery ¥’ asked Mr, Lick-

ham, in surprise. " Wkatever do you
want to go there fori™

The Head grunted.

“I don't want to go at all; unfor-
chunitly I've got to do o, to choose H..nw.
weppons for my approaching duel with
that rotter Froggay.”

“0h orikey, of corse! I'd forgotten !”
grinmad the master of the Fourth.
"Very well, sir. Tl come, with
plezzure.” ;

Tha two skollerly jentlemen trotted
off to the skool armery.

Faur grinning juniors followed.
Needless to say, they wersa our heroes,
Jack Jolly & Co. of the Fourth. -

Jack Jolly. & Co. had a speeial interaest
in the duel that had beon arranged
hetween* the Head and Monsure
Froggay, the Fremch master. And
knowing what an awful eowherd their
headmaster was, they were anxious to
find out what kind of a amﬁ%na he, a3
the challenged party, would decide on.

Grimning all over their diles, our
heroes tramped into the armery in the
wake of the two peddagogs, and
watehad with prate interest as  Dr.
Birchemall detached a cupple of swords
from the wall. .

Tha Head cggsamined these useful-
looking weapons rather gloomily.

“Dashed if I like the look of these
butter-slicers I he remarked. ™ How-
ever, it may be that I have a natcheral
ieenins in swordsmanship, so I'l1 try my
hand. Grab hold of this one, Licky,
ﬁ:n_.......ﬂa_: have n cut at man___“_ n»_.:_m”._.;.._h

“0Oh, great pip!™ eggsclaimed Mr.
Lickham, -in_alarm. ~* mgr here, sir,
much as I'd like to do i, I'm afraid it's
impossibul for me to hold & sword at
preezent.  I've sprained my ankle, you
See 1M

" 2o much the better for me !™ retorted
the Head kallously. “Here you are!
Now, Lickham: on guard 1™

And he rushed in to the attack like a
bull at a zate.

Mr. Lickham pave ong well of ferror,
and leaped out of the way., The result
was that Dr. Birchemall rushed blindly
on until the point of hizs sword met the
wall. For an instant the blade bent
‘dubbla ; then the weppon shot up in the
air, to descend agonin and land on Dr.
Birehemall’s nose with a foreo that
made him sit down suddenly, roaring.

“Yarooooo |

“Ha, ha, ha!® roared Jack Jolly &

, after

Co., dubbled up with larfter at tho.

commical site,
Tee Magwer Lismany,.—No. 1,107,

the Head, rubbing b
orgin as he roze to his feet agnin, ™1
think alter that eggsperience,

“Grooooo! Oh, by dose!” moaned

i8 tnjured nasal

h ickliam,
I'll] leave swords seveerly slone.”

« "3a I chauld think, sir ! grunted Me.

Lickham. “And I mite add that if you
eggspect mo to act as your target,
u've made a grate mistake. If T siay
ere, it'sa going to be on the distinet
ﬂzmnhwfumaﬂ that you practisz on your
oW, :

“Oh, all right, then, bust you!”
sniffed the Head. “ Now, what other
woppona mite  prove  suitable, I
wonder 7

Mr. Lickham prinned slightly. MNow
that there was no risk to himself, he felt
in the mood for making one or two =uj-
jestions. f

“Well, what about the pike? That's
& fine Old Englizh woppon.” he said
brightly. :

Dr. Birchemall looked dewbious, but
reached for a heéavy piké which adorned
the wall. The wait of it almost over-
whelmed him, but he manfully lifted it
shoulder-high. Unforchunitly, at that
moment, he felt compelled to rub his
nose again, That rub was fatal. The
wait of the pike was too grate for his
remaining hand, and it dropped out of
his grasp and erashed on to his feet with
a sickaning thud.

Cirash !

“Woaoooooop ! shricked the Head.
?Eﬂnm about the armery like a dane-
ing Dorvish,

“Hurt yourself, sir 7 asked Mr. Lick-
ham simperthetickally.

“Of ecorza T've huort mwzelf, wou
dummy ¥ hooted Dr. Birchemall.
“That rotten pike landed deand on my
pet corn, Lickham! Groool Take the

thing away before T am tempted to hash

vou on the napper with it 1* .

Mr. Lickham hastily ohoved hi=
master’s voica, while Jack Jolly & Co.
farely held their sides with mitrth. The
Head a3 a dusllist struck them as the
funniest sight they had seen for a long
tirne,

Jack Jolly wiped the tears of merry-
ﬁnﬂw from his fizz, and oddressed the

opd.

“1f T mite make o =ujjestion, sip——-*"

he began.

Ir. Birchemall nodded encurridg.
Fm?.

“Coff it up, Jolly—or, as the wulgar

wonld put 14, pray proceed.”

“What ahout those bhattle-axes up
thera?
make eggsellent weppons for  duelling
purpusses, sir 7" asked the kaptin of the
Fourth, with owllike gravvity.

T"Hem ! Well, we can but try ! gsaid
the Head, with a parstly attempt at a
zmila.

As s matter of fact, the very thought
of a dusl with battle-axes filled Dr.
Birchemall with horror: But he didn’t
feel like admitling that before meer
juniors, & he axzxzepted the battle-axe

Don’t you think thew  wonld

i DETH
&Wm DicKy NUGENT .

They have had some sensations at St. Sam’s, but never
one to nﬂ:ﬁm that which involves Dr. Birchemall and
Monsieur Froggay in a duel to the death!

which Jack Jolly handed B, with a
grate show of interest.” ;

“Quite a bandy-little article, T sup-
pose,” he mermered patronisingly. 1
take it that dne raizes it over oune's head
and endevvourz to knock out one's
cu\m,uzmn?x

Just s0 1" grinned Jack Jolly,
“8omething like this, I suppose?™
said the Hoad. .

He swung the danjerous weppon up in
the mir,; with the intenshun of striking
a feerce and warlike pttitude. What he
sbruck, however, was something quite
different from that—as a matter of fack,
he struck the middle of hiz bald pate
resounding thwack with ths bott end of
the axe!l

With an aggernized yell, Dr. Birche-
mall collapsed once more, 1o the accom-

animent of an historical roar of lacfter

rom Jack Jolly & C6 and Mr. Lickham.

“0Oh, my giddy aunt! If you're mot

the funniest turn I saw in my life, sir!"

cried Mr. Lickham,

“You'd earn a zmall fortune on the
boakds, sir " gergled Merry, asszisting
the Head to his feet again. :

“Groooo! How dara you, you dis-
respeetive raskals[” groaned Dr. Birche-
mall. “TIf T felt up to it, I'd wade in
and mop up the floor with you! Ger-
rout of my ..ﬂ:___q.H T'mi going back to the
safoly of studsy 1# :

*Bu H..“._,__w: haven's ' decided what
weppons you will duel with yet, air,

ointed out Mr. Lick-

A,

“Haven't I
aneerad the Head.
“That's all you know."

“Then what the
dickens i3 it to beli"
gsasked Mr. Lickham
blankly. .

T will tall yon, My
vizzit to this place to-
day has convirced ma
that the Weppona
generally uged n duala
are much foo barbarons
to be vsed By o sivel-
lised skoolmaster,™ saigd
Me. Birehemall
gravoly. “T shall
therefore  decline  to
fight Monsnre Froggay
with swords, pistols, or
anything of that
natcher. Nevertheless,
I shall axxept his chal-
lenge, on condition that
the duel is fouzht with
pea-shooters.™

" P-p-pea - shoatdrs 1™
sbuttered the Hend's
listeners.

“Epgsactly 1" said
the Head, beginning to
grin & little a8 ho
thought over the
matter.  “The pea-
shooter is a weppon far
more in keeping with

- J

‘olhap,

W — g PP

my dignity a* o skoller and a m_...“.wmﬂ.
sional jentleman than anything in this
LTmery.” :
*Oh, crikey (¥ .
7 My mind is made up, anyway,” said
the Head. “1I fight Monsure with pea-
shooters, or with nothing. S0 that
scttles that 1"
“Well, if you say pea-shooters,
pea-shooters it 131" said Mr. Lickham.
"As I am to be vour second, sir, I will
go and inform Monsure 'rroggay of rour
decision st onee.” -
“Right-ho, Licky! And tell him,
with my compliments, te prepare him-
self for the licking of his life 1 said the
Head, baring his teeth in a groal smile,
Mr. Liekham wvanished on his errand,
and Dr. Birchemall and Jack Jolly &
Co, then buzzed off to their respective le.

I ;
ATCHERALLY, Monsure
Froggay wasn™t et all pleased

when ha herd the  Head's
decision. During hia long and
advenchercus carcer as & skoolmaster

Er. Birchamall anzk:- Monsure —ﬁ..nnﬂn%. wara marched fsn paces away from each

Then, amida deth-like silence, Mr, Lickham raieed his mortar-board, * Are
you both: péady te begin this duel to the deth 7 M said the master of the Fourth.

ZThen gol!ll

the Freneh master had fought with
maany weppons.. Dut. never once had he
descended so low as a pea-shooter.

However, tha Head, being the
challenged party, could choose whatever
weppong he chose, so Froggay:did not
argew the toss sbont it. But he feli
decidedly uneezy about it after Mr.
Lickham had left.

His gloomy thoughts wers interrupted
by a kick on the door, and in response
to hia invitation Jack Jeolly & Co.
walked in. .

Mongure Froggay eyed them in sur-
prize.

““"Mays ongfongs! Vat s ze mat
taire ¥ ha hmwm.m,_. :

“Don't be alarmed. We haven't como
te xag you, sir, or anything like that”
said - Jack Jolly reassuringly, “As a
mafter of fact, what we've come about
13 this duel you're having with the
Head.” . :

Monsure Froggay farely bristled,

" Zat rottaire 1" he eggsclaimed. “ He
insist on Gghking viz ze shooter of zc
pea”

“Ha, ha! Eggsactly 1” chuckled Jack
Jolly, “That’s where we come in, von
see, Monsure. The Head thinks he can
mop up the floor with you when it comes
to a dus] with pea-shooters.”

“"Helas! T fear zat is right. Of
shooting ze lectle pea I know nozzing,”
said Monsure Froggzay, shaking his head
=loomily.,

“Never mind, sir. Don't d aro,”
said the kaptin of the m_n...wﬁmwm. con-
solingly. “We'ro going to help vou in
thia desprit eMETgeney.”

“You "elp mot

__..—.m_.ﬂr a._—._UH ¥ H_.._u_nmnmﬁn—.__

" You zes, Monsuro, we're all eggs-

perts with the pea-shooter, What we

nam.&r:a#ngﬁ u_mm-mraar.u.m mu._;"
d.,_.m.:r knowing, is it, you chapa? :
o No fear!™ grinned the rest of the
o,

“Bo if only you'll allow us to give

vou a thorough traning during the
| neckst day or two, wa may be able to
r_.__u_&m. you into shape in time for the
duel,” eggsplained Jack Jolly. “Then
you'll be able to meet the Head on lovel
terms, and give him the shock of his

natcheral, Bavyy?®
“Mong dew!” aried
the French roaster, his
eyes beginning te shine
eggsitedly. on aink
I can become ze eggs-
pert 1n zo shoot of ze

a in time [
mmlq: or zo

* Absolootly  certain
of it," replied the
kaptin of the Faourth
confiddently. “You

leave it to us, sir. Wo'll
see ‘you righted,” won't
we fellows "

: at-ho 1" eorussed
the Co,

“Mong dew! ZFen 1
am paved! Bay bient
Say magniffick 1" cried
Monsure Froggay,
dencing & French nativ
dance round the study
in_- his  eggsitement,
“ Bring ma a shootar of
zo pea, may onglongs,
and wve vill begin our
lesson at vance—if not
sooner 1™

Buring the neckst few
deys Jock Jolly & Co.
spent all their apare
time training the
¥French master in the
art of pea-shootership.
Monsure Froggay
proved an apt pupil—
30 much so, in [act, that

=i

he rappidly became almost as egpipert
aa Jack Jolly. himself, who was an
acknollidged master of the weppon, :

At last, the morning of the grate duel
dawned, and nearly all the Skool flocked
down to the Bixth Faorm green, whero
the battle was to be fought.

Dr. Birchemall and Monsure Froggay
were marched ten paces away from each
other and given their weppowns.’ Then,
amid & deth-like sitence, Mr. Lickham
raised his mortar-board. :

“Are w.w,u# both ready to hegin this
duel to the deth i ha asled.

Monsure Froggay nodded, and Db
Birchemall, with a confident grin-on his
dile, signiffied that he was reedy to
begin the slawter. - e m

“Then go!” yelled Mr, Lickham.

The duellists lifted their pea-shooters
t¢ their mouths and fired, and a .__.nm:_.u.u
hail of peas began to fl¥ across the Sixth
IForm green.

_Everybody, with the possibul eggsep-
tion of Jack Jolly & Co., fully antissi-
patod that the French master would go
under immea ._.&u_m..

But he didn't! .

To the surprise of the specktators, and
the diemay and shagrin of Dr, Birche-
mall himself, Froggay stood his ground
and didn't yield an inch. But more im-
portant still, he used his pesa-shooter
with such ekill and swiftness that the
Head found himself peppered with peas
ot the rate of about o duzzen a sccond.

Thera wae an eggscited roar.

" Good old Froggay 1™

" Go it, Monaure |™ :

Tha Hesd tried despritly to turn the
tide in his faver. But lack of traning
told against bim, end he found that he
souldn’t get going at all, )

“Yooooop! Look here, Lickham, this
isn't faro! hoe roared, jumping. and
dodging about all over the placa. “ What
ehout calling half-time 7 .

“*This iz & ducl to the deth!” was Mr.

.Lickham's stern answer.

"Yarooooo! Lemme alone!™ yelled

‘the Head f[eendishly. “I'm not up to

my wsual form this morning! Let's
postpone it! CGrooool” .

The specktators farcly roered as they
saw how the battle war going.

“Give him beans, Monsure '™

" Boek it into him 17

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Monsure Froggay had turned out a
ecredit to hia traners. He was shooting
like & vettoran at the game, and Jacl:
Jolly & Co. yelled themselves horee zs
they watched. : :

nddenly the Head threw down his
pea-shooter, with & jesture of despare.

“"Yaroooo! This ia too thick! I'm
off I* ha yelled, and with that he turned
tail and bolted for dear life. The roar
of larfter that followed him could he
hoerd for miles away. - ;

" Honnaire is sattizfed [¥ amm laimad
Monsure Froggay, _um.nn_mnm.. ali ovor hia
dile. " Ze willan is vankwishad [

* Hear, hear "

“Good old Monmure [*

* Threa cheers for the winner
Jack Jolly.

And the cheers ware piven right
hartily.

Thus ended the grate fewd between
Dr. Birchemall and Monsure Froggay.
And as the Head, nashing his teeth,
listened to the cheers in the sollitude of
his study, he conldn’t help fetling that
from his point of view the affair had
not been a suxxosal

THE ERD,

(Next week's Maoxer will confain the
firat atory of another amusing seriex of
St Sam's gorns, enidcdied;: "“A
PREZZENT FROM THE SEY!”
Don't miss this BIG LAUVGH whalever
wou do, ehuma.)
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