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A SHOCK FOR THE SPEED COP—
{Continucd from page 14.)

on his bike and carrying in one hand his gleaming

autornatic.

The youngster was almost on the iron gate at the
end of the drive by then. He was no more than
a few feet from it when suddenly he braked.

As be did so he reached out a hand and grabbed
one of the bars of the gate; then; driving on, he
slammed it after him.

It was all done in & twinkling—a move that took
the Cowled Man utterly by rise. He had been
close on the Paramount's tail, and as the gate

banged shut between them he )erlud on his brakes -

in vain. Skidding on the loose surface of the drive,
he hit the bars almost at top speed.

Beyond the gate Rip drew and, lifting his bike
on to her d.n!::l hn'f:ed bt:llt’ towards the drive.
As he did so he saw the crumpled ruin of the Cowled
Man’s machine—and the Cowled Man himself,
huddled near-by.

Thrusting against the gate, forced it back a
trifle, then
on his knees beside the fallen erook.

He lay face-downward, with ome leg twisted
grotesquely under bim. He was unconscious and
-hd not stir as Rip snapped the manacles about his

The lurid glow of the flames from the house
pmjrod upon them—Rip and the man on whom he
80 neatly turned the tables—and suddenly,
even as he adjusted the ha.ndcuﬁs. the youngster
thought of one who lay helpless in the midst of that
inferno,

Rannigan !
till now.

Was it too late to save him ? Rip, straightening,
half-turned towards the house, then checked as he
saw that his prisoner’s cowl had become disarranged
and allowed a gllmpso of a thick, bull neck.

Into the motor-cop’s eves a light of ineredulity
dawned, and then all at once he drew the prostrate
crook over on to his back and snatched off his mask.

The man on whom Rip stared was his senior by
several years—a big, powerful individual of the

Rip had forgotten his very existence

Rip
through to the drive and dropped
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bulldog type, with features that were of a harsh,
brutal mould.

Just balf-an-hour later, O'Farrell put through
a ’phme call to his chief from the local police-station.
That high d hold-up man you sent me out
for, sir,” he said. * I've got him here, all nicely
wrapped up. Would you book a roomy cell for
him, and—] on s minute, sitr—wduld you ’l“::
i for the shock of your life ?
Eowled is—Rdnmigan.”

Look Out for a Great Yarn of Napoleon, the
Y ulshtr.mnw

Football For Boys

ERE are some of the Stars and Interna-
tionals who are writing on Feothall for
Boys(commencing in the August 29 issue)in the

ATHLETIC NEWS

} the great sports paper that teaches you how

to play :—

E. TAYLOR (England and Everton), on
goalkeening, g

A. E. KNIGHT (England and Corinthians’
Captain), on full-back play.

JAS, M'MULLAN (Scotland and Man-
chester City), on wing half-back play.
J. GIBSON (Scotland and Aston Villa),

_ on centre hali-back play.
4 CLEM STEPHENSON (England and ¢
Huddersfield Tn), on inside-forward play, €
E.VIZARD (Wales and Bolton Wanderers),
on outside-forward play.
IVAN SHARPE (English Amateur Inter-
national), on tips and tactics.

Price TWOPENCE.

anannd

Every Monday.

—_——GREAT RECORD BARGAIN! ==
THE NEW 1927 IMPROVED MODEL OF THE FAMOUS

“MONARCH’ o=iuxe CAMERA

Fitted with m‘ uzmum LEHS Reflex View-
finder, SPring Lever Shutter, Guard, and absolutely
GUARANTEED TO TAKE
! PERFECT large PHOTOS.

g
SALE PRICE

Q) si== 33 x2}i0s %0

aupp]ud‘!;:lumnlﬁr;e with Best
m_', gﬁ lity Plate, velopmg &

nting OUTFIT, and easy
Post 3d. jnstroetions for use. Send
P.0. 2/ for

Developed- and m‘mt»d photo, and

| think it as good as if taken with a

Camera which cost £3." Sale Cata-

| ue 1,000 Big Bargains. Post Free.

E LEEDS ARGAIN CO.
(iM). 31, Kendal Lane, Leed!

BLUSHING.—Guaranteed Caure, 6s. 6d.—CHEMIST, 17,
Bloomsbury Maneions, London.

500 FOREIGN STAMPS, 6d.; 2 000 1/6—CRANWELL,
202, Hermon Hill, London, E.18

> STAMMERING CURED or no an:p" Particulars free.
—B. HUGHES, 7, Southampton-row, London,

HEICHT INCREASED.—Health Improved.

particujars, GIRVAN SYSTEM, Dept. B.M.,
green d, London, N.4.

Write for
17, Stroud-

50-Shot PEA PISTOL

Automatic Ha Action,

Heavy Model, k Finish, Com-
plete with Good Supply of

Ammunition. As llluztntai 2’6

Part Postage 3d

zssmt. heavy model, as above, 2/3.
7 Shet, light model, 1/6.
8 Shet, heavy li.:xﬂlel 143,

Postage on each 3d. extri. Foreign & Colomal, %d.

A. HERBERTS, (Dept. B B), 27, Adys Read,

Peckham, L S.E.15.

ating

extra.

100 DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE —Send for Yd.
approvals—COX, 135, Cambridgeroad, Seven Kings.

EXPLOSIVE CICGARETTES, Bombe, Itchykoo, Sneezing.
70 samples, 2s.—HUGHES, 368 Dadle.\, road, Bitmingham.

TEN_ JAPAN, Borneo, Armenia, Honduras
Grenada, Chili, Reunion; altogether &4 dificrent,
HOLLOWAY, 28, He\bnru-ﬂma Liverpool.

ACTIVE AGENTS wanted to =ell Private Christmas
Cards. Experitnce not eseential. Highest commission,
Valmable prizee. Free Sample Book. Choice selection.—
Apply DENTON & CO., Dept. D.17, Accrington.

SENSATIONAL STAMP PARCEL POST FREE! 210
fine and magnificent Stamps, including 10 fine unused
Colonials, all beautiful sleked copies, and a further fine
200 Stampe, containing & free set of 50 all different War

(train),
5d.—

and Armistice Stamps. Just send a postcard reque etm

%wrld-hmmn -\p¥mul Sheet.—LISBURN & 'I(
D, London-road iverpool.



SeprEMBER 10, 1927. BOYS' MAGAZINE. 3

(With which is wncorporated PALS.)

Jt's Like The Unfolding of a Thrilling Screen Drama, Chaps—This Tale
of the Circus Daredevil’s Landing on a Mystic Isle Set Like
a Jewel in the Blue of the Pacific Ocean.

DON DUVALLS
(UNDERWATER

-

AU,

A SOUTH SEAS AND CIRCUS STORY
THAT MAKES RED-HOT READING. DON,
THE  DARE-DEVIL CIRCUS DIVER,
MAKES A DREAD DISCOYERY ON AN
ENCHANTED CORAL ISLE.

England’s youth as he leant over the rails watching
the passing panorama of Papua’s shores by moonlight.

An erotic, erratic, ecstatic scene of beauty.

The sea was a welter of dancing light, through
which the white ship on which Don’s circus was
being transported to England ploughed her way
steadily, hugging the shore. A man came out of
the shadows amidships, treading softly in his white
canvas shoes, and he approached Don at the rails
in time to hear the boy’s murmured words,

“ Sure is wonderful,” bhe agreed, folding his arms
on the rails and clamping steadily at the chewing-gum
in his mouth, *‘‘ But don’t you go for to land there,
Don. Tt's just a hotbed of danger to white folks."

The speaker was ** Spoff,” the umuingly funny
clown attached to Don Duvall's Gigantic Circus and
Menagerie. Spofl was not in his varicoloured clown’s
costume now, nor was his face painted white. With
the result that he presented himself as a rather
slight, wizened-faced and extremely serious man of
aLout forty. Such was Spoff, who had made kings
and emperors laugh by his antics, But, apart from
the fact that in private life he was rather a miserable
man, he was also a shrewd Yankee. That steel-wire
frame of his had knocked about the world, and Spofl
knew what he was talking about.

And, since he was a true friend of his young
circus master, Don Duvall listened with respect.

Yet the scene was strangely alluring. Native
cities of brown, thatched houses, standing on stilts
in the water, seemed to float past bathed in golden
moonlight. Here and there were the brown master

s—pieturesque little vessels bobbing in the surf,

e
W }\s‘k\\\

And behind it all was a crash of reckless beauty ;
The Terror m Lu Wang. the moonlight filtering through palm branches and
- Y word! It's wonderful, isn't it 1" interlaced lianas on green moss, scattered with white

Do Duvall, the boy eircus-owner, breathed  staiflowers. Everywhere amidst the looping palms
the words softly. Glowing pinkly with were flowers; flowers hung in clusters, flame trees
healthy and dressed all in cool, white linen, with a shed scarlet petals, and hibiscus blazoned around the
wide panama hat, he presented an ideal picture of nipa-thatched houses.
41l the characters in the uorftel pffnllqd in this Mp:rr :::‘g!r::'tmoua: the names do
. not refer to an v erson .
No. 288.—Scptember 10, 1927, . " Lok OUT EVERY SATURDAY.
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Don sighed as he straightened himself at the rails.

“Tt's all like a dream,” he said regrotfully.

“ Sure—an evil dream,” Spoff replied, chewing
assidiously, He flung out- a-gaunt hand. * There
it is, Don. And it’s crowded with white folk, with
Bpaniards and Portu, Chinks. It seems
civilised. The white folk grow rice and cocoanut
plantations and their womenfolk hold dances and
play tennis, They live in white bungalows, and
male ice-cream and cool drinks from patent freezers.
But they're ridden by malaria and a queer loneliness
and hunger for home, And behind there’s always
the jungle—the real Papuan L le, seething with
danger, swarming with cannibals. land is old.—
old as time, boy—and strange, things happen there.”

Don laughed s little shortly. The clown, with
his jarring American accent, his wizened face, seemed
to put a new complexion on the wondrous beauty
of these Bouth Seas. =

“8till, T wouldn’t mind landing,” the young
circus owner said rather protestingly. .

“Don't you, bo’,” advised the Yankee, chewing
hard and stretching himself. Then, seeing that Don

MIDNIGHT MICK OF MAMMON'S HOTEL
—THE FUNNIEST PAGE BOY IN THE
THEATRICAL NIGHT LIFE OF LONDON

—APPEARS NEXT WEEK.

was still far from convinced, Spoff suddenly dropped
his detached air ; ‘he leant on the rail, and his voice
suddenly became shrill; earnest.

“ Say, whatcha wanna land for ? The white com-
munity ain’t big enough for a circus like us to play
to. Besides, I thought you were homeward bound,
to do that diving stunt of yours.”

It was true. The big white ship was now sailing
for England. Don Duvall’s Circus had had a very
successful tour in Australia, during which time the
boy daredevil had put on a new aquatic turn of his
own. He had spent some months in the South Seas,
taking a special training course from brown Kanakas,
native divers and swimmers, and he had trained
himself to manceuvre in the water like a young otter.
He had always been a proficient swimmer, but out
here he had learnt the finer points of the game, His
roung body was trained to the last ounce, and he
%nad evolved for himself a circus “ turn* in which
he did tacular diving and swimming stunts in
a huge g tank. It had taken them by storm in
Australia, and the advance bookings from England
were colossal.

And now, when they had scarcely started on their
homeward journey, Don was hinting of landing on
this island off the shores of Papua !

At least, if he had not hinted at it in so many
words, his attitude expressed his desire. Beeing that
he was still silent, Spoff, the clown, leant nearer

** Bay, if you must land, don’t land on that particular
island,” he urged. ‘It flies th’ stars and stripes, but
that joint don’t rael;f b’long to Amurrica. The Big Boss
is Lu Wang, and he’s a sinister devil. He’s got all the
planters in his clutches, and if they dare——"

Spoft stopped short suddenly, and as Don followed
his gaze out to sea the boy drew a deep breath.

Only a few hundred yards astern was a boat, a
native proa, its brown sail unfurled to the night
breeze. Yet a man was rowing strenuously, while
another, a splendid bearded fellow, clad only in
white trousers and shirt, balanced on his naked feet
near the tip-tilte:l prow, a rifle levelled at his shoulder.

Twice the rifle cracked as the boat danced through
the lit sea,
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“ Why—what's he firing at?" éxclaimed Don”
* It almost looks as if he's aiming at us ! :

And then he checked and stared down. He saw’
the gleam.of white arms, a mass of floating hair, like',
seaweed, and a swimmer came to the surface, arms;
upstretched. e

Don, gripping the rails, saw that' he was a mere
boy, scarcely as old as himself, =

Another shot rang out, and Don, his eyes narrowed
and teeth gritted, stared at the man on the prea
from whose gun that spurt of saffron flame had come,

“ Cowardly,” he gritted. ‘

“Yep—but he got him,” put in the laeconig
circus clown, pointing. Don looked back. The bog
who had been shot was now struggling in the wasl
of the vessel. His eyes, like drowning stars, seemed
to dart a desperate appeal to Don, and then he
disappeared under the dancing, moonlit water.

“Good heavens, he’s drowning ! muttered the
Circus Daredevil aghast. He kicked off his white
canvas shoes, flung aside his hat and jacket, and,
disregarding Spoff's yell of frantic alarm, leapt .
lightly to the rail-top, poised and dived headlong
into the sea.

The circus clown yelled once more, an alarim to the
ship, But scarcely had the echoes of those fateful
words, “A man overboard,” died away on the
velvety night than Spoff himseli was leaping wide
from the swaying rail, :

Faithful friend that he was, he went after Don.
He knew the dangers of that fairy bay. It was
infested with hanunerhead sharks, who lurked in the
coral depths, waiting hungrily for prey at this time of
the year. !

Spoff, whose clowning actions had made vast
audiences shake with merriment, carried a jewelled-
handled Javanese knife at his belt. He had fought
a shark once before in his lifetime, and he could de
8o again, if need be, he told himself, ihP

He came up to see the ship’s lights streaming
away like a jewelled finger pointing a path through
the seas. His ery of ulm-mgwd called others to the
deck, but though Spoff yelled once more, he guessed
that he was out of carshot. He could not tell ‘at,
that distance whether they had seen him or not.-
He turned, looking round in the moonlit bay for Don.

The Circus Daredevil, however, had not come up
to the surface, for he knew that he would easily be
spotted, and he thought that he might possibly be
shot at by the bearded man in white who balanced
on_the proa.

Don swam, or rather glided with swift, effortless
ease under the phosphorescent waters.

gone under, and & vein quivered in his temple as he

made for it. Ewvery moment seemed an mon of time «~

during which he
the sharks.
desperately.

Something stung him madl
expelled the breath that he held so tight behind his
set lips. Whipping out his knife, he turned like an
eel to see a vast gelatinous lumgrﬂoating away. Noj
not a shark, but a jellyfish! The blood seemed to
recede from his bursting brain in his relief, and he
struck desperately forward again under the water,

Ah ! what was that ?

He dived down deep, deep, like a fish going to the
depths. He ‘had “ seen that matted hair, and
struggling white form once again in the weirdly-lit
underseas. The boy was smmking. Don cleaved
through the still water after him and grabbed his hair, .

How he struggled then, tredding water—tread
upward with his burden ! The s boy ms.de%
resistance, but Don felt as though a had: been lit -
inside his chest, and in his bursting brain a little imp

ictured the other boy sinking to
Would he be in time, he asked himself

g0 that he almo-et

He had-«i
marked down the spot where the wounded boy had.-
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seemsed to be dancing, yelling madly to him to let
go his burden and save himself.

That temptation he thrust from him with a

_fierceness only equalled by his struggles to save both
himself and the other boy. IEach of us holds his
life & sacred trust, but Don knew that if he should
lay down his in trying to save this other he would
not be betraying that trust.

And at length with his burden he came to the
surface. Gasping and tossing the fair hair from his
face, he looked around him. Nothing was in sight
gave the shore of waving palm trees. The native
E'oa. with its vindictive, armed man, had vanished.

on’s eyes followed the white trail of foam left by
the ship carrying his circus, and saw it a caingorm
Dl‘tl.n_y lights in the far distance. And there were

Signor Antonio, the ring moster, was in coinmand
when Don was absent. In s broken Italian he
frantically ordered the captain to put the shin about
for the shore, The captain shrugged and went to
his wheelhouse. That was what he had meant to
do, anyvhow. But he had thought that Signor Antonio
had been trying to tell him something else.

And so precious minutes were wasted what time
Don was forging ahead for the shore. The island
was farther away than it had seemed, and as half.
an hour fengthened into an hour the boy was still
striking through the moonshine, aimlessly it seemed
to him. His limbs had become leaden, and after
every stroke they tried to drag him under, He did
not know whether the boy on his back was drowned
or not, yvet still he persisted.

THE SINISTER ORCHIDS.—Overcome by the awful stench of the jungle flowers, Don

lost control of the cance. It drifted

vicious giant orchids. Togo

the elephant,

and suddenly he was sucked up by the

came crashing through the Jungle,

trumpeting madly,

the blobbing yellow lights on the island, seeming to
beckon to him.

Spofi t He did not know that the circus clown
had entered the sea after him. Certainly there
was no sign of man to be seen.

Don made up his mind to strike out for those
island lights with his burden. Taking a lifesaver's
ip of the strange boy, he struck out, swimmi
Ef,ne‘::diiy. nil(mt-ly.lze il
If only he had had the omniscience to paddle

ietly about in those flashing waters—to wait for

e ship which even then had discovered the loss
of its young owner and of Spoffi—ifrom what mad

il and horror might Don have been saved ! But
Egndid not know. It is not given to us to foretell.

Those aboard the ship were discussing with deep
consternation the thing that had happened. How
had Don gone overboard? And Spoff ? Signor
Antonio, tﬁe ring master, gesticulated and raved
wildly at the Captain of the ship, while the black
musicians of the negro band and the strong man and
others stood around in dumbfounded apprehension
at the catastrophe.

It was the sight of a shark’s fins ever and anon
that spurred him on. Surely he bore a charmed
life that night, or the sharks were blind, for each
tune he saw one its great tail curved away from him.
Don shut his eyes, and struck out, counting his
strokes. Nor would he open those aching, throbbing
eyes again to see the horrors o* the sea. Minutes
internunable dragged away while he scemed to be
crawling through heavy sand with that load on his
back. And then actually his knees touched something,
and he gasped and opened his eyes. No; he was not
sinking to the bottom : he was being washed in
the surf that rolled on the coral spattered beach,
and there was a long wharf jutting on the beach,
sagging at its posts and in need of repair.

e had landed at something like civilisation.

But near the wharf, tugging at its mooring line,
was a native proa ; empty, yet it served to remind
Don of the bearded man with the rifle. Summonin
all his remaining strergth, he lifted the boy, an
staggered up the beach. It was a good jot he was
in shape, he told himself—a good job.

His sorely taxed brain ceascd functioning with
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startling suddenness, It was as though a wviolin
twa to hideous music had snapped its strings
in protest. The awful dinning in Don’s ears stopped,
angr the dancing specks of lL.ght through which he
saw everything became swamped by blackness.
With his burden he pitched face forward on the
green moss and lay there still, unconscious.

What Happened Afterwards.

HE night seemed to shiver suddenly, as if, warm,
alpitant itself, it were horrified at those two
ﬁfelesa things on the green moss. The eternal
diapason of the sea washing on the beach, seemed
to take a warning note in its soft splash, A man
struggled from out of that surf whose linen was torn
in tatters down one side to show blood welling afresh
from the flesh. He cursed with a show of teeth
as he stared at the gaping wound in his side.

“ Curge the sharks—curse ’em ! " he ground out.

With the Javanese fish knife, which he still held
in his right hand, he ripped off a long strip from his
shirt rmg bound it Bightl{ round his body to staunch
the flow of blood. All his actions spoke of hurry.
Indeed, Spoff the clown, was half demented. He
had fought like a wriggling eel, knife in hand, against
a shark that had attacked him. He had plu%ged
that shark clean through the right eye with the long
knife, and as the brute shot away in the agony of
blindness, Spoff had seen its mate cleaving through
the sea. A long swell in the sea just then lifted
Spoff, and he had trudged madly down it and so
escaped. But Spoff was not young enough to thrive
on that brand of adventure. Not unnaturally he
was upset as he st led .out of the sea.

He was mad—mad clean through, because he had
seen Don with his burden ahead of him, swimming
steadily and as if unwearied. Why didn't the boy
stop ? Why wasn't he exhausted, {a asked himself
unreasoningly.

Spoff was consumed with anxiety about Don.
He wanted to warn him, for the clown had his own
secret knowledge of this wondrous “isle of Luvano.
He had been there before. And his mind repd the
riddle of the drowning boy  whom Don had rescued.
'The stark, simple truth was that he was a pearl
thief, emploiwf by the notorious Chinaman, Lu

ang, for his enrichment. The boy dived in
someone else’s waters, stole the pearls and took them
to Lu Wang. To-night he had been caught and,
naturally, the enraged owner of that particular
fishery had gone out hunting for him with a

Spoff did not think that such a creature’s life was
worth saving. But he was anxious about Don, for
the Circus D vil was tumbling into even more
troubled waters than those from which he had just
emerged.,

Spoff cut,himself a bamboo eane.
old-a hand to move an inch on that island without
& cane. -Hurrying forward, he searched around, for
he knew that Don had béen near to collapse as he
was himself. And then, bursting into the clearing,
he saw the two bo d he saw something else
that caused him to rush forward with a ery of terror,

A snake was wriggling swiftly towards the two

rone figures, coiling and uncoiling its black, slender
{;ngth with sinuous ease. ;

Even as it stiffened, rearing up its head to strike
at Don, the clown came up. And he slashed with
the accuracy and force of desperation at that
diamond-shaped head. The black snake leapt in
the air, curling its seven feet round the bamboo in
its death agony, its head half-torn from its body.
As it dropped, Spoff slashed again and again at it,
glaring down into its basilisk eyes—slashed until the
snake was a pulpy mass of horror.

“Phew ! he breathed, resting on the bending

He was too
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bamboo. An army of ants that had been swarming
over Don and the strange boy made hastily for the
mass on the ground. Spoff, the clown, pawed at
the ground with his stick, looking uncertainly at
the two boys, and then away. He could not think.
His nerves were all unstrung,

There seemed to him a brooding threat in the air,
He thrust away the warning that dinned and stormed
at his brain. Warning ¢ Bah! Nothing was wrong
now. He had found the lads.

Making up his mind, he strode a few paces and
slashed down a coconut from a nearby tree. -This
he eracked and carefully broke, to preserve the white
milk inside. He was bending down beside Don
with the coconut in his hands, when again a storm
of doubt and apprehension assailed him, He looked
round furtively.

He did not notice that the other boy—the strange
boy—had his eyes open and was stering at him
dumbly.

Spoff laid down the coconut. He could not stand
it. This island was a place of—ghosts. No, not
ghosts. Tt contained a living horror. Lu Wan% :

The gaunt, sgarely built man, in his naked feet,
crashed through the blossoms of the flame trees
and the fretwork bronze of the palms, locking for—
what ? He pressed the hand that held the bamboo
cane to his side where the teeth of the shark had
left marks that throbbed red-hot.
little mad perhaps.

And then he saw him. Lu Wang, the Chinaman !

Spoff halted dead in his tracks in the shadow of
a palm. He had been right then. That devil was
there. :

Spoff had once worked, as surely no convict ever
worked in the stone quarries; for this Chink. He
had slaved from the early morning till ke dropped
at night and lay on the stone to sleep. 'Then en
again till another night brought surcease. Toiling
in the silver mines for Lu Wang, the Chink !

He had escaped at last, his soul seared by that
period of slavery. He never-talked of it: But nor
did he ever forget. He shook now with the passion
of his hate as he glared at the dignified Ln Wang,
walking in the moonlight.

Lu Wang's hands were folded in the sleeves of
his robes, and he wore the cap of a mandarin. He
was fat and gross, with a hanging jowl, and his
eyebrows wereé sinister black bars. His slit eyes were
never seen, for he wore dark, horn-rimmed spectacles,

And this was the spider of evil who had woven

" his dark web over the fair isle of Luvano!

His head and shoulders appeared through the
magic casement of the palms, not more than a score
of yards from where Spoft crouched. On a sudden,
mad impulse the tragic clown lsid the Javanese
fish-knife flat in the palm of his right hand, and
tried to still the shaking of that hand. = Ordinarily
he was a civilised, hypersensitive man. He would
not have loosed a shot in the dark, or stabbed in
the back—he would never have killed. But to-night
he was bewitched. He was rabid with hate.

He was not an,expert knife-thrower. The thin,
shining blade tumbled rather than flew through the
air, but the throw had proper h, and in ite
downward fall it stabbed into the Chinaman’s leg
half-way to its haft. :

Lu Wang lost his dignity.- Sereaming in wild
pain, he phicked and tore at the knife, and in answer
to his agonised cries a score of coolies in white cotton
:;‘ld _broad-'grimmed hats bobbed theit %ay towards

m_through the nipa-grass like giant mushrooms.

Spoff did a foolish thing. In ic he stampeded
from his hiding-place, straight Eto the arms of @
couple of yellow men with eyes that seemed like
gashes. They fell on him, each wielding a kris, and

He was just a

R
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yelling to the others. Flame seemed to touch Spoff
in a dozen places as the awful knives cut him, and
though he struggled madly it was of no avail. He
was the vortex of a struggling heap of yellow men
now and, mouthing inarticulately, they bore him to
their master.
‘ Lu Wang, livid with pain, was making great
efforts to recover his stoicism. His mouth slashed
-in a grin beneath his dark spectacles as he peered
at his nssailant, now brought before him.

“ Well, welly funny,” he just whispered in pidgin

. English. He had i Spoff, and his repressed
rage was staggering. “ You come alonga me, all
same feel mo' betta. You likee see my gardlen.
You likee big flowehs, eh ? "

Bpoft stared at him, every drop of colour drained
from his face. For he knew and understood what
the Chinaman meant. Suddenly his reason seemed
to fall away from him in screaming agony and,
laughing hysterically, wildly, he collapsed in the
arms of those who held him.

Don Takes A Hand.

ON opened his eyes to find the isle of Luvano
glowing like a giant emerald in the hot white
sunshine of the tropic morn.

- The sun, flamning down, was subdued to a softer
light by the palms under which Don sat. A sun-
tanned boy with only a loincloth for garment was
bending over him-with a coconut gourd in which
was some liquor slightly fermented. Don's whole
body glowed softly, for he had been massaged with
some fragrant oil.

He sat up, his brain coming at once to a sharp
focus.

“Hallo! What were you doing in the water ?
Why did they shoot 1" he asked, as one who

" instantly recalls a dream on waking.

The youth quite simply opened the palms of his

hands, and in each were huge, lovely pearls, theie
satin-white sheen gleaming with some mystic,
irresistible allure—that strange allure that has made
men fight and work and shed blood all through the
ages to possess them.

“ Me steal from Ricardo,” the boy said in halting
English. * That's why he shoot me."”

Don sat up, shocked—a His very poise was
elequent of ?\is indignation. He had been through
all this to save a thief ! But the strange boy’s eyes
were level and grave as they gazed into his own.

“Me no want,”” he said with a little despairing
gesture. * Ricardo good to me, yet I steal. Lu Wang

make me.” He shook his head slowly. ‘I want to
die—anythi But Lu Wang, he can make me do."”
Don gro for understanding. And illumination

was partly given to him, This boy was in the power
of the Chinese lord. He was held as a fly in the
spider’s web. Don had sufficient intuition to see
that.

Whilst he was pondering it there came a crash of
foots! , and as the curtains of the palm trees were

arted he looked up to see the faces he knew well

ignor Antonio and the ship’s captain, all in white,
were in the forefront of a score of friendly faces, all
belonging to members of the circus troupe. There
were exclamations of hearty greeting on seeing Don,
and he found his hand shaken until it was almost
wrung off. :

Don explained,Th answer to the shower of questions,
“Why, I went in for this chap who was drowning.
The ship was making off at the rate of knots, so I

ulled for the shore. Lucky you found me, though.
Il"hia island is not as healthy as it looks by all accounts.”

“ But where ees Spoff ! "’ put in Signor Antonio.
*“ He go in ze water after you, n’cest pas t "

Don’s face was blank in amaze.

“Spofi! Where's old Spoff then ! he asked
anxiously. *‘ Haven’t seen him. You don’t mean to

DISCOVERED IN THE ACT.—Don turned, in his hand
the kn'fe with which he had been slashing at the roots

of the sinister, blood-sucking orchids.
seemed to run through him.
Wang the Chinese master demon.

An _electric shock
For he was facing Lu
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say the dear old chump came 1 aiter me ¥ Why, the
crass idiot, the—but where ie he ! "’ he demanded,
anxiety swiftly rising.

That was & question no one ed able to supply
with a satisfactory answer, And hearts beat fast, for
it was a horrid thing to think of dear old Spofif gone
to the sharks. But amidst the babble the strange
box fluckod timidly at Don’s sleeve.
his

s he so big ? ** he asked, lifting both his arms and

brows. “He make walk so 1" He tried to
imitate the shambling gait of the famous clown.
And as Don nodded he said with that simple direct
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Followed the troupe of Shetland ponies, then the
cream white horses. The negro band came afier-
wards, carrying their instruments in haize cases.

hey were all in their scarlet black uniforms
and peaked oog; and the ormers were in circus
regaha; for N wan to attract attention;
he had specially ordered that a full dress procession
was to make its way to the European colony on the
isle of Luvano.

As the procession commenced to streamn off, Don
n;ai&Led eagerly. He was waiting for the African

that savoured of the fatalistic g

* Lu Wang get him, He throw knife at Lu Wang,
s0 Lu \\'mgnyhomﬂwiorhimmmhrmmd
death in House of a Thonsand Dreams. Lu Wang
take him away.”

This was formidable.

For a few tense moments during which all the
circus troupe seemed robbed of speech, Don st
against a sickening sense of fear. Then fev y he
commenced to question this strange white boy who

English as though it were a tongue that was

alien to him. 2
e youth :;;])hmod. He had been lying, unabie
to move, scarcely to breathe, yet he had seen all
Stark terror crept into his accents as he spoke of Lu
Wang. But when his tale was finished, Don’s jaw
was futting queerly, and his eyes were like blue steel.

“ It's—it’s me for Lu Wang,” he said slowly, with
a hesitance born of sickening fear, and an awfu
sense of futility, Then he braced himself. -~ Look
here. The circue is pla.y'in&:n this island to-night
I've got an idea—just an idea . ."”

He stopped short, thinking abstractedly A
moment before he had put a swift question to this
strange white boy. But the youth, with much
vehement shak.iniof his head, declared that he could
not take Don to the lair of the mysterious and sinister
Chinese lord, that place called *“The House of a
Thousand Dreams,” which Don now believed to be
a place of horror.

Obviously the boy did not tell the truth  And Don
did not blame him. Indeed, he felt a spark of pity
for the youth’s awful fear. It was like a cruel lash,

i and cutting through all his manifest desire
to aid these new-found friends.

Don had determined to make use of the white
boy nevertheless. He learned that his name was
Btaller—a queer name.

The circus troupe, silent in deference to their
young master’s abstracted worry, followed him as he
walked determiinedly down towards the bay. A
flock of paraqueets scattered in fright from the trees
at thewr approach, but Don, stumbling out into the
blinding sunshine, scarcely spared a glance for the
gaily coloured birds. His mind was all on his balf-
formed scheme, and his eyes were on the white
l*li? in the bay which contained his travelling circus.

“We'll disembark,” he smid quietly *‘We're
giving a circus performance to-night that’s going
to surprise ‘em on this island, Get a move on.”

It was not often that the Circus Daredevil gave
orders in that peremptory tone. He was more like a
pal than a yo master to the employees of the
eireus, who num more than a hundred And
therefore they put a jerk into their work, knowing
that he must, indeed, be distracted.

It was not long before the ship had edged in through
the corai reef t the ba, and coming as
far as she dared in-shore a sgeemlly constructed
gangway was let down into the blue waters.

Don watched abstractedly as the cages containing
the hons, tigers, pumas and other animals of the
wilds were carefully wheeled down the gangway
.to the beach that danced ip the heat haze

- had an

phants, who came last in the procession. The
young Circus Daredevil knew every animal and bird
in his eircus by namne, and in spite of the fact tha
;h:lﬂhyed severa] expert zoological assistants and

i trainers, all his leisure was spent in the
menagerie, and he found that his own personality
A i attraction for these cmm
wi He was ionately fond of i
and they reci rocatfec! his liking.
bird or animal in the circus that did not respond to
his low, queerly hypnotic voice.

And yet Don was only human, and in spite of the
many performing dogs, and the Shetland ponies,
and the seals, all of whom had a claim upon him, he
had one favourite. And it was a heavy old African
elephant who went by the name of Tt?go.

:FO had been born and bred in the African forest,
a wild and at one time a ferocious and primitive
mammal. But by somne means Don had tamed Togo,
so that the old fellow did tricks even for the ring-
master, whom secretly he detested,

But Don he loved. The elephant had submitted
to have his great grey chest emblazened with a gilt
erown, and with the words * Duvall’'s Royal Cireus,”
He stood on gaily painted tubs, and caught flags in
his trunk, he counted up to a score by scratchi
his great hoofs on a slate—all this he did because
Don stood = in th;i;gn;‘:dd the great ;lturquee tent
ever t watc! €ncol hi:n,

Ngwmgc he came down the mmtgay in the fore-
wront of the twelve gigantic hants Togo raised
his trunk. waving it m:ﬂi trumpeting in a
voice that was queerly for so tremendous an
animal—trumpeting an eager welcome to his boy
master,

Don smiled a welcome, He had to in spite of his
worry, for he loved the great beast. It was his habit
to talk to old Togo, to tell him his thoughts, and the
animal always seemed to

Don sei To§o‘a trunk, and twirled it playfully.

“1’ll walk with you, old chap,” he murmured, and
he nodded to the scarlet-col native mahout who
sat in the howdah of one of the mammoth beasts
behind, A

Don and Togo walked apart in the procession that
wound its way along the golden beach, %

“Togo, old fellow we've got to attract attention
to-night,” he murmured. * We're playing a full
circus to a little community of white people on a
South Sea island, but we’re going to Bllay for all we're
worth, For we want to attract the attention of
on.;lllns,n—a h(a]hin&man e o il oy

e el nt’s tiny eyes gleamed intelligen
as t-hougbage understood, and hg.e lowered his massive
head in a stately nod. -

*1 daresay there are many Chinks on this island,”
Don Pursueg “ But we've to look out for one
w¥ho is evil-—one who means Understand, old
fellow t ..,t.b e s

ain the elephant’s great head went up.and down
;stﬁ shambled through the hdt}ung.':'i':eu oubtful
whether he understood. Don did not think so for a
moment, but somehow there was always a gueer
ecomfort in eommuning with the jous brute.

““1f he comes to the circus to-night—watch out 1 2
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Don went on. “I've got something that I think'll
attract him—a stunt. I'm going to put Staller on
the bill. ‘Staller of the South Seas, the island
diver,” I'm going to call him. And I rather think
that this Chinese devil wants to get hold of Staller.
For he’s useful ; he knows how to find pearls!”
In which musing the boy circus owner manifested
an almost uncanny prescience. For Wu Wa
the Chinaman, valued the strange white boy. It
had been for him that he had waited whilst he strolled
amidst the nipa-grass with such stately serenity . . .
when Spoff had thrown the knife at him. Lu Wang
valued Staller, the boy diver, and he valued pearls,
He had a greed that amounted to a mania for the
sheeny white: jewels caressing his palms, And
Staller knew how to get them for him. Don Duvall
was setting the right bait to his trap, but he did not
guess how the cunning prey was to close the vicious
- teeth of the trap upon himself, .
L] * * * *

TH E sun flamed down from a sky of cloudless
blue upon the huge marquee tent of Don Duvall’s

_ Gigantie Circus and Menagerie and Hippodrome
of Stupendous Wonders, set on the yellow sands near
the green fronds of the coconut paims that dropped
listlessly in the still air.

Came the sounds of tent pegs being driven in, the
roar of the animals of the wilds. Don sat on a camp
stool, staring out "across the sparkling blue waters,
his brain combating the enervating air that was so
heavy with heat, and rich with the honeyed fragrance
of the pawpaw flowers,

Don was a showman always, a master manipulator
of the most wonderful circus in Europe !

He was dictating to his sign-painter, who was
busy with bills and flaring posters that should, in
reality, have appeared on the hoardings in the West
End of London,

Underneath the coloured picture of Don diving
into a glass tank in which were his trained seals,
the words originally had been :

DON DUVALL,
Tae Boy WoNDER,
In His Amazine Aquaric TUrN,
See the Sea Lions. See the Marvellous Breath-taking
3R I]))ives of the Aenlc;l Acrobat.
ut, now, Don was getting his sign-painter to add
these words : SR <y
e Assisted by

STALLER OF THE SoUuTh SEAs,
THE DiviNg DemoN,

The sign-painter was working swiftly at his job.
Against the jade-green cliffs of the jungle the new
poster was being tacked on every tree. Don was
planning just as though he expected to fill his huge
marquee tent with the twenty thousand spectators
it would hold in London.

He got up at last. “That’s enough,” he said
quietly, and he strolled to Togo, his favourite
elephant. Just then Don was a v worried
goungsber. Spoff ! Poor old Spoff! What had

ecome of him ! The question dinned insistently in
Don’s brain,
* " L]
HE night came, soft and velvety; globes of
T stars burned low on the horizon above a sea of
rippling phosphorescence, and the great marquee
of Duvall’s Circus was enveloped in that starshine.

Beating on the intoxicating allure of the soft
night, like the mad tom-toms of suvages preparing
for war, sounded the jazz music of the famous negro
band. The Isle of Luvano seemed deserted. Palm
sabres shimmered like golden spears, but no one
walked either in the golden light of the bea¢h rior
did anyone lurk in the black shadows of the jungle.
For White, Black, Spaniard and Chinese, to a man,
the community of the Isle of Luvano was crammed
under the tent tops of Duvall’s Circus.

The audience was in a furore of excitement, its
appetite whetted by the turns that had gone before.
But now was to come the principal tit-bit of the
entertainment, Don Duvall’'s Amazing Aquatic Turn.

The circus ring was ready grepured for Don’s
aj rance. In the centre of the ring was a great
glass tank, green with water from the Pacific ; and
in its depths, crouched on coral rocks, were the six
trained seals, their black skins reflecting a sinister,
sardonic gleam from the clusters of electric lights
that blazed overhead.

Suddenly the negro band, from crescendo, dropped
to a soft, crooning note. There came furious hand-
clapping from the audience. .

Don, in his circus garb, had stepped out on a
tight-rope high above amidst the tent tops. As he
ran lightly along the thin rope, his infectious, merry
smile flashed round amongst the audience. How
they cheered as a seal followed him along that rope,
croaking frantically for help !

But Don had trained the seal, and each time it
seemed to fall from its perilous perch he tossed a
piece of fish to it, so that in eatching the tit-bit the
seal righted its balance. 1t was a wonderful piece

- kills.
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of judgment on Don’s part, and the audience clap;
madly as at last the seal floundered and tel]—-ct.rm};g
into the glass tank.

Don tossed down coloured balls, The seals, with
their whiskéred noses, juggled with them as Don
performed hand-throws on the tight-rope. So
concentrated was he on his task that, naturally, he
had no time to search amon the audience ; and,
therefore, he did not particularly notice the heavy
jowled Chinaman in mwm robes whose eyes were
protected by dark, -rimmed glastgs and who
zat in one of the front seats, staring, staring. . . .

The aundience was so spellbound by Don'’s per-
formance that they had completely forgotten the
fact that he was advertised to a r in conjunction
with * SBtaller of the South Seas, Diving Demon.”

But the Chinaman had not forgotten.

He was enraged—cheated. Lu Wang, Chinese
lm'd"of the Isle of Luvano, did not like his schemes
to “gang agley.” He had i
circus to get the boy,

personality ; but none recognised him as Lu Wang,
the sinister, almost legendary figure who hnkead.ﬁ
the ju;ﬁle. weaving his web of wickedness over this
o glared basilisk fury behind their shielding

oyes in i€l :
bhc:xemles as Don, amidst uproarious applause,
ran ‘il the tight-rope and dmappeuetl amidst

gn “d mt?:e the - tho]". tank,
@ moun uicl to swaying
and gvod azur down into the water.

snout, . » until at last it
come, a crash of handc ing as even
Duvall’s circus had seldom

to
Don
Lu Wang stayed still and motionless, his fury
t: ing all bounds as curtains fell down from
each side to veil the boy in the tank.
cunning told him that in some way he was being
tricked of his prey.

Don, climbing out of the tank, dripping wet,
droprod to the sawdust floor of the circus ring and

ightly into the wings as the curtains fell on
either side of the tank. They used curtains in
Duvall’s Circus, just as on a stage, when they found
it necessary ; and as the tank was being removed,
Don found a long snout thrust into his arms and,
looking up, he saw the ponderous bulk of Togo in
the wings.

Togo's eyes gleamed viciously, and he jerked up
his head as though he would thrust his short ivory
tusks into an enemy’s hide. A queer, weak trum-
peting came from him, and Don, knowing the faithful
animal, understood at once that he was upset.

“ Why, Togo, old boy, what's the matter ?* he
asked, with a sudden swift flare of fear,

The elephant, not being human, could not answer,
But it jerked its head, and its trunk pointed almost
in a straight line. Don could not make it out.

* Never mind, old boy,” he said, thinking all at
once that he understood. For Togo was accustomed
to enter the ring, after Don’s turn, with Spoff, the
clown, and the two performed various nc ical
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laughter, But Spoff was not here to-night. And
the elephant was missing him, that was what Don
thought. Patting the faithful monster, he led Togo
away.

St.{ll Spoffi was a wonderful “draw”™ to the
audience, and, in fact, the cireus performance lacked
a great deal of its attraction without his magnetic
Emnnlity. Don was thinking this as he went to

is private caravan—the only earavan that travelled
overseas. It was luxuriously appointed, and it
served the young circus owner as an office as well
as a living-quarter. .

He was sitting at his desk ndently when
there came a sharp rat-tat on the knocker of
the caravan door. Don went to it, to find himself
confronted by a figure that sent a quick thrill of
fear and anger quivering through his whole being,

For it was a Chinaman !

His face was like carved ivory above the robe of
black silk which fell to his red-slippered feet. Lu

W !

:[ﬁxehna,“ intoned the \_Chi:na.umn. his  face
expressionless, his spectacles like twin black moons ;
* you want conjuler for circlus—velly good conjuler.
Me, Sing Sah Fu, the chinaboy who makeo blirds
and dweams and allee same fings nice, You watch,'

He stepped inside the caravan, and Don somehow
felt power to resist. The man claimed to be a
conjurer, Was he Lu Wang, the regal highborn
Celestial who held this isle in his clutches ? 1f so,
there was an uncanny power about him., Dignity
and cunning graced him. He spoke as if each word
were carefully chosen to convey emphasis.

Suddenly in his hand appeared a long mahogany
wand. ‘' You watch,” he h

He waved the wand, and to his amazement,
saw Chinamen in native masks dancing inside the
caravan, & weird, mad dance. It ped, and he
saw fires in which dragons curled and hissed. Then
he saw ul woods and streams with red-
lacquered bridges thrown across them, Chinese

dreaming
Suddenly it was all gone, and the goggled China-

man was f him, bowing in his robes.
“You give Sing Sah Fu job as conjuler '™ he
ed.
Don’s every instinct reared in warning. 1t was a
trap—some kind of trap. A frenzy of thoughts

assailed him, but out of the chaos of his mind he
heard himself speaking as if in someone else’s voice:

“We want a good turn. Go on at once and try
your hand.”

The Chinaman howed again and turned away.
Don told himself that he was wise, that he must
keep this evil, mahogany-faced Oriental in sight.
What sinister witcheraft had the fellow wused to
make him see those illusions? He was Lu Fang,
and he must be watched.

As Don followed the slow, dignified tread of the
Chinaman to the circus wings there came a mad
trumpeting from nearby. It came from Togo, now
0] up to one of the animal cages. The elephant
struggled madly to get free and, as his Indian keeper
came up and thrashed him with a cane, he only
inereased his trumpeting. He had sensed the presence
of an enemy, and nothing would quiet him.

Don should have been by that mad
trumpeting. But the boy Circus Daredevil was
curiously vacant. His mind was in a daze. As if
in a dream, he heard the Chinaman speaking to
Signor Antonio, the ringmaster, arranging for his
turn to be produced the next on the bill. Don was
©

tricks that generally sent the audience into fits of

Ited, and he mechanically gave answers

(Continued on page 15.)
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BULLETS AND BOMBS.—They're Like Flies to Rip O’Farrell, the Flying
Squad Policeman—BUT WHAT DID THIS EXPLOSION EXPOSE ?

RIP'S ONE OF THE BOYS
WHEN IT COMES TO
THRILLS—

High Speed Hold-Up.

HE Chief of the Horse-Power
Police, that swift-moving
branch of the world’s smart-

est service, the recently-formed
motor-cycle detachment of the
Flying Squad, leaned back in his
swivel chair and drummed his
fingers on the edge of his desk.

* You've heard of ‘ The Cowleld
Man,’ " he said to the red-haired,
stalwart youngster who stood
before him. * The modern high-
wayman, who packs an automatice,
rides o Super-Eight bike and plies
a brisk trade on the main roads
from South London.”

Rip O'Farrell, star turn of
the motor-cycle detachment,
nodded in answer.

“T've heard of him, Chief. The high-speed hold-up
man who preys on City business magnates homeward
bound in their Rolls-Royce and Daimler phantoms.
The papers say he’s slick enough to extract the gold
filling from a Jew's tooth.”

* He certainly has got away with a lot of stuff in the
last month or two, and compliments aren't flying in
our direction because of his successes.” The Chief
frowned. * He's so devilishly elusive. We'll hear
of him on a lonely stretch of the Eastbourne Road
one day-—the Brighton road the next—and so on.
Holding up a car here and a car there, till the local
police and the Flying Squad detachments sent out
after him are in a regular tangle. We've tried to
anticipate him and lay traps—all to no avail. The
luck’s always with him, steering him clear of those
traps.”

He looked at Rip.

{_A SHOCK

AFOR THE

—BUT HE DIDN'T EXPECT
TO FIND A CERTAIN
FELLOW A THUG.

* Since he’s beaten us all along
the line,” he went on, ** we're play-
ing our last card. You're our last
card, O'Farrell, and T'm convinced
that if there's one man in the
Force who can lay ‘The Cowled
Rider' by the heels—that one is
you."” <

Rip flushed.
Mr.' he murmured.

*1 know you will,” said the
Chief. ** But listen. You won't act
entirely alone. I've come to believe
that a bunch of men are too con-
spicuous where this Cowled Rider is
concerned, but it's advisable to
have two. Rannigan socems a
likely companion for you. I've had
a word with him already, and
though he is really your senior, I've
it clear to him that he's to
take his orders from you in this
‘articular case. Yousee, I'm giving
«on a chance of big promotion,
()’ Farrell, because I think you've
earned it.*

He noddad in indication that
the interviow was over, and,
Rip turned towards the door of
the office. As he opened it and stepped through
he came face to face with a burly figure in the uni-
form of the detachment.

Rip grinned at him in recognition, for this was
Rannigan, the man who was to act with him.

He was the youngster's senior by several years—
a big, powerful individual of the bulldog type, with
features that were of a harsh, brutal mould. Never

“Tll do my best,

saluting smartly,

pleasing, those features were the more formidable
now by reason of an expression that was savagely
resentful.

Said Rip:

“ Well, Rannigan, you and I are in for a big-game
hunt. How about getting down to brass tacks right
away 1’

Rannigan surveyed him with eyes that were mere
glittering pin-points.
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: corner round which the fdgitive had disw -
Wit

‘You can go -to Jerico, O'Farrell,”” he snarled.
 The Chief can say what he likes, but I'm not going
to take orders from a kid like you. I've got my

of action mapped out—jyou can think of one
or yourself—and we'll see who The Cowled
on'my own,” And with

3 had always seemed to nurse a feeling of
hateed oo s e T
not looked for this attitude in the man. It was an

He yard
kept their motor-bikes, and selected his own
Paramount Super-Eight. He regarded it in the light
of a ** pet,” and appraisingly he ran his eye over the
monstrous machine, with its great cy$dors. :;‘B
highllz g)::l'ished, fish-tailed exhaust pipe its wide

Ho sat astride it ants drawing a number ;l
newspaper cut/ from his pocket, began to study
gllam, Hgﬁy dealt with the exploits of The Cowled

ider.

“ He h#isn’t touched the Eastbourne road lately,”
Rip muttered after a while. * The Easbourne road
—there’s a lonely stretch beyond East Grinstead. 1
wonder .. . .*

A moment later Rip had kicked the starter and the
hike was throbbing beneath him. As he slipped in
the gear switch and dropped the clutch it surged
forward with a roar.

For’ Rip, astride the Paramount Super-Eight, a
veritable king of the road, the journey to Kast
Grinstead was soon accomplished—once he had left
the busy streets of the London suburbs belind him.

The zhsk streteh of country was Rip's chosen
“beat.” -At the southern end of the tract he turned
about and patrolled slowly back, and he had scarcely
covered a distance of hﬁ-n-mile or so when a big,
closed-in ear swung round & bend into view.

The chauffeur at the wheel jammed on the brakes
atﬂsot ip's uniform, and as the car came to a

ill a white-faced, elderly man secrambled out.

“I have been robbed,” he said tremulously.
“Robbed at the point of a gun.” Then, angrily:
“ What are the police of this countryupto... 1"

Rip cut in on him with a sharp question, and
fragmentarily he received the whole story. A cowled
man mounted on a motor-cycle and armed with an
automatic had suddenly emerged from a side-turni
and, relieving his victim of everything of value,
sped off no:fiward along the road. :

The youngster waited to hear no more and,

ing away, left the cowled rider’s vietim fuming
in the middle of the road. For a mile Rip raced on
—* full out,” for he knew that the high 1 hold-up
man acted swiftly and, contenting %uuaell with the
proceeds of half-a-dozen robberies, vanished before
the authorities could be summoned to the scene.

To-night he was reckoning with Rip O'Farrell and
the Paramount Super-Eight. . >

A mile along the road Ri round a wide
wm,nndn!!;gdid 80 hommap Bi:‘:?ghtofnmotor-
cyelist a couple of hundred yards ahead of him. A
cowled figure moving slowly along the highway.

The bandit caught the powerful note of the
Paramount almost at once, and Rip saw him crane
round in the saddle. An instant later the thief had
switehed open the throttle and, with his bike roaring
challengingly, was swinging out of sight into a
side-turning. j

Rip struck across country, thereby cutting off the
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The ground was broken and thickly dot

clumps of gorse, but with the skill of a born trick-

rider, Rip covered it, and & minute later he was

ﬁglht l:f t%:]by- him, and h along it,
t -below him, and he saw, i )

the cog}ed man. Rip was mm now—

tho\Th!%b barely.

the cowled rider raced level. £y

Driving recklessly Rip tried to-cut across his pa
andwfhor?a him to ::tandnt.ﬂl, In;; the bandit was a
ma or him in the handling of a bike. Braking
ali.%fltly he turned in, and swept past the Paramount’s
tai

Rip went after him, jerking open the throttle to
the himit, and unfalteringly the Paramount answered.
Tﬁr were over the sixty mark, but even so the
cowled man craned round in the saddle and in that
E:ment Rip saw the gleam of an automatic in his

- The crook levelled it at the youngster's front-tyre,
but even as his finger curled on the trigger Rip flung
up his own gun and let fly.

The automatic spun from the cowled man’s hand,
and all at once blood was streaming down his fingers,
where the youx;‘g cop’s bullet had torn the skin, A
moment later Rip was level with the fugitive and
covering him steadily. :

* Get off your perch, Big Boy,” he commanded.
“The game's up ! -

The crook braked, and gradually came to a stand-
still. -~ Rip, pulliag up alongside, felt for the pair of
steel “ bracelets " II:B always carried, then, dis-
mounting, lifted the Paramount on to her stand.

It was difficult to keep his prisoner covered at
the same time. The wavered only a fraction,
but it was sufficient for the desperate personality
which that black enshrouding cowl concealed, for
suddenly he slid !:ishhand back to tbe\boul-kil. and
snatc] from it a heavy spanner. Next instant
he had flung it at Ri w‘gh all his force.

The missile struck the youngster full on the temple,
taking him unawares, and with a moan he sank to

the
The Trail.

LOWLY consciousness dawned upon Rip
O'Farrell, and gradually he recalled all that
had ore the heavy spanner had

knocked him senseless. He sat up then, to find

his Paramount Super-Eight still erect on her stand.
He scrambled to his feet, and as he did so he was
aware of something in the palm of his hand. Glancing

/ down he saw that it was a scrap of , which
he thad

must have been placed there whi lain un.
conscious. -

There was a m scrawled on it.

Saw everything and am on his track. Will leave

an easy trail. follow.

Rip pocketed the of Rﬁ%‘

scrap to

examine the ground near by. first thing he
saw was & b nfitth

adge—Rannigan’'s—and a
way from it he found a pen-knife.

i d his bike from the stand, mounted and
kicked the starter. A moment Iater he was travelling
slowlg along the road, following little personal effects
which he knew, to be Rannigan’s. :

The trail led him into yet another side-turning,

did not falter. Without an instant's '



Sparkling Thrills of the Boxing Ring, on Saturday, Boys! 13

along which he rode for a mile. At the end of that
mile he found himself turning in towards a great
iron gate hanging open on rusty hinges. On the
other side of the gateway lay Rannigan’s cap.

Rip dismounted in the shadow of a lofty wall and
slipped forward on foot towards the gateway. Warily
he glanced through, and, at the far end of a woeed-
grown drive, he saw a great rambling house, obviously
untenanted.

The light was failing, and in the gathering dusk

the place looked sinister and eerie, so that Rip had °

difficulty in repressing a shiver. On the fringe
of the shiubhery he paused to listen, but no sound
broke the stillness. Steeling himself, he ran noise-
lessly across to a shattered ground-floor window.
He opened it cautiously and slipped through into
utter darkness. As his eyes grew somewhat accus-
tomed to that darkness he saw an open door giving
on to a dim, spacious hallway.
He was empty-handed, for when he had recovered

A A

RIP'S FUNERAL PYRE.—Building up a pile

of rubbisv, the crook emptied a petrol tin

over it and struck a match. A moment
later the flames were leaping high.

from that blow he had found his gun was
missing, but fearlessly he went towards the
door and stepped across the threshold.

As he did so something dropped over his
head and shoulders with a suddenness that
took him completely by surprise.

1t was a rope which, tautening, pinioned
his arms to his sides. He struggled, but in valin, for
he heard the scuffling of his unseen assailant’s feet,
and with lightning rapidity the rope was wound
about his body.

He had had no chance to defend himself, and now
he was entirely at the mercy of his enemy. And all
at once the latter landed a cowardly blow full on
the youngster's jaw.

Rip fell, and by the time he had shaken off the
offects of that cruel punch his bonds had been made

secure.

Dimly he made out the figure of the cowled man,
ptanding above him, and presently he heard his
sinister, muffled voice.

“I'm glad you came,” he sneered. “A bullet
seemed too easy for you, and at the same time I
couldn't see how I was going to carry you here
myself. It might interest you to know 1 was on
the look-out for you, and watched your every
movement from the moment you showed up at the
gate. By the way,"” he addmg: ‘““ you left your bike
out there. I guess I'll bring it inside for fear it

rouses the curiosity of some prying ®ountry cop
Y;:u and I can do without interruption for a little
while.”

He went out into the night air, and when he
reappeared he was wheeling Rip's Super-Eight.
He pushed it into the hallway, then let it fall with
a crash to the bare floorboards. .

The cowled man turned on his captive then, and
with a sudden show of viciousness kicked the young-
ster in the ribs.

* 8o the Flying Squad put their ‘“‘ star ” man on
me, eh 1" he snarled. ‘‘ Well, here's their “ star "
man all neatly trussed and due for a cremation.
Cremation, I said, O‘Farrell, for I reckon the country-
side could do without this old house. The yokels
think it's haunted ; I know it's a rendezvous for
rats and vermin; and the owner—whoever he may
be—would never seli it in a century of Sundays.’

With superb coolness Rip grinned up at his
diabolical captor.

“A rendezvous for rats and vermin,” he mused.
“ You must be in your element here."”

Behind the slits in the cowl the crook's eyes
glinte 1 savagely, and again he kicked viciously at
the youngster.

*“You can grin now,” he ground out fiendishly.
“ But pretty soon I'll be outside, listening to your
screams.”

He turned on his heel and, lighting an electric
torch, made his way into the rooms which led off
the -hall, busying himself in each of them ; and
presently, from these rooms, lazy wraiths of smoke
came drifting.

By then the cowled man was at the front door of
the house, building up a pile of rubbish mainly
composed of broken sticks of furniture. This done,
he filled an empty oil-tin with petrol from the tank
of Rip's Paramount Super-Ei%ht and sprinkled the
spirit lavishly over the heap of debris,

He struck a match, and a moment later flames
were leaping high from the pile. With a diabolical
gleam in his eyes the cowled man turned from it.
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THE CROOK CRASHES.—It all happened In

a twinkling, and the Cowled Man was taken

utterly by surprise. Skidding on the loose

surface of the drive he hit the gates at
3 top speed.

“ This old place will kindle in no time,” he said
exultantly. “It'll be a warm death for you,
O’Farrell.”

An instant later he had slipped into a room on
the right—a room from which ruddy smoke was
already billowing. Rip heard him fling up the sash
of a window, and then there was silence.

Silence, but for the crackling of the flames,

Rannigan.

HE hallway was no longer in darkness, for
through the open doors of the rooms leading
off it raging flames cast an eerie, fitful glow.
Moreover, the pile which the cowled man had
kindled at the front entrance of the house was
blazing furiously.
The dry floor-boards and the equally-dry panelli
.of the door had already caught fire, and Rip couxig
feel the heat of the flames on his face and hands.
But, t;houﬁh he no longer grinned, not a ery escaped
his lips, is fiendish murderer, watching the inferno
from the outside, would wait in vain for any sign
of cowardice on Rip O'Farrell’s part.
Yet the youngster was far from resigned to the
ghastly fate which had been planned for him, and
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while the flames raged and spread across the floor-
boards—from the rooms and from the front door—
he struggled desperately with his bonds.

His struggles were of no avail, and at last he sank
back, exhausted by his efforts and half-suffocated
by the smoke. And as he lay there the greedy
flames came licking about his feet.

The bonds about his ankles parted all at once,
eaten through, and with that he struggled up. His
clothes were smouldering, but he was scarcely aware
of the fact as he cast off his bonds entirely and ran
from door to door of the rooms.

He saw no loophole of escape in any of them.
Each one was a raging mass of flame—a barrier of
fire in which he must perish ere ever he could reach
a window,

There was a staircase at the back of the hall,
but already the flames from one of the rooms had
reached it and it had kindled up into a blazing mass
in the space of minutes.

His only chance was the front door, for the flames
there seemed less impenetrable. Unhesitatingly he
Jaunched himself into the heart of those flames.

They coiled about him greedily, igniting his
clothes, scorching his hands and face ; but he gained
the front door and hurled himself at its blazing
panels like a solid ram.

He heard the door strain on its hinges, but it did
not give and, half-choked and badly burned, he was
forced to ger back to the centre of the hall, as
yet untow .

He stood there ringed by fire, hemmed in on all
sides, and eoughing painfully amidst the dense
smoke ; and as he stood there a downward glance
drew his attention to his Paramount Super-Eight.

A gleam of inspiration came into Rip's eyes, and
swiftly he stoo to the bike. The flames had not
reached it and there was still some petrol in the
tank—enough to carty him through.

He lifted the bike and flung himself astride the
saddle. A moment later, as he kicked the starter,
the powerful engine was roaring out a challenge to
the raging inferno.

Rip streaked forward. Straight for the writhing
mass of flame in front of him he drove, and straight
for the blazing front door. The angry tongues
coiled about him again, and the smoke swallowed
him, but they had no time to wreak their deadly
work on man or machine, for the Paramount’s

ine was screaming in low gear.

here was a smashing shock that jarred every
bone in Rip’s body—a momentary check—and then
the machine was surging ferward again, hurling
before her & mass of flaming, splintered woodwork.

The front door had stood against the impact of
Rip’s semi-exhausted body, but, almost eaten
through by fire, it could not resist the onslaught of
the monstrous bike.

Amid a shower of sparks and a swirling cloud of
smoke the Paramount Super-Eight roaved out on to
the drive, and as he came clear of the inferno the
first object that Rip saw was the figure of the
Cowled Man.

The crook was standing beside the motor-bike on
which he carried out his daring robberies, and as he
caught sight of the youngster he reached swiftly for
his hip.

The speeding motor-cop drove straight on without
& pause, and he was level with the Cowled Man before
the latter had drawn his gun. An instant later, Rip
was swinging round a bend in the drive.

Purposely he pla the part of a fugitive, and
the Cowled Man did not hesitate to take up the
chase, In a brief backward glance Rip saw the
crook turn the corner at reckless s&eedlj mounted

(Continued on page 2.)
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confirming what the strange Chinaman said. He
scarcely knew what he was doing.

As if in a dream he saw the Chinaman walk
sedately into the ring, equipped only with that black
ebony wand. Yet at once he riveted the attention
of the audience. He held them enwrapped, tense.

He commenced to talk, in his native Chinese
tongue, to wave the wand gently in the air.

And then Don wondered if the audience saw what
.he saw. A cool, green paradise of a garden. Ferns
from delicate dwarf lace to giant tree ferns, flowering
vines covering pergolas and archways, flume treocs
.dripping scarlet petals, clunps of crimson and white
hibiscus made beauty. A stream wandered in and
out, and over it were red laquered bridges flung like
a jewelled bow over lotus pools. %aho sinister
Chinaman in the horn-rimmed glasses stood amidst
a wonderful fairy garden.

Out of that dream garden there suddenly a; red
giant flowers, They were orchids, Death orchids, a
‘carnivorous vampire denizen of the tropic jungle.
Vivid in colouring they waved gently to and fro
mudst the dream garden. Yet everyone in the
audience sat tense, and their nostrils were assailed
by a most torrible putrid smell, like the smell of
decaying flesh,

Don was conscious of it, conscious of a terrible
oppressiveness, He wanted to step in, to stop this
‘sinister witcheraft. But he was held powerless, his
limbs as if paralysed.

And then he saw a pig run into the circus ring.
And from his lips was forced an exclamation of
horror, For intuitively he scemed to know what
was coming. The pig ran straight to the sinister
Chihaman, who pointed. And instantly the animal
scurried towards the waving line of vampire flowers,

The black throat of one of the orchids opened,
and the pig was sucked into it, whilst all the other
flowers seemed to strain greedily towards it. The
iant petals of the orchid curled like paper in flame,

olding the pig in a trap which muffled and stupefied
the beast.

The flower shook with the beast’s struggles, and
then was still. Sickened, horrified, trembling, the
.audienze saw the orchid open again. Gorged, it
allowed the pig to fall, drained of life and blood and
substance, shrunken to a dirty, white mass.

Don, in disgust and horror, struggled against the
trance that was on him. He turned, as if with a
.violent effort, and he saw Staller, the strange white
boy, standing by his side. Stallor, with a deathly
‘white fare, a vacant look in his eyes, staring straight

at the Chinaman.
Don gripped him. “You know him ? " he said

.Don seized the dazed and still h
.the arm.

DON DUVALL'S
UNDER-
WATER
CIRCUS -

(Continued from page 10)

grgetl:tly. .
onk-—speak !
pBui; the boy only shook his head and,
casting off Don’s restraining arm, he
commenced to walk steadily, slowly, into
the circus ring. Straight for the China-

2 man he walked while Don desperately
fought against the terrifying paralysis that was on
him. Suddenly it was as if bonds had burst from
around him. His will had conquered, and aflame with
rage, he drew from his hip pocket a revolver which
he hdd lately taken to carrying with him.

The Chinaman, smiling beneath frow:;'i:g brows,
was pointing towards the orchid which sucked
in the pig, and the boy was walking towards 1t. Don,
his heart beating madly, levelled the revolver and
pulled the tri again and again.

The six racketing shots shattered the circus arena,
and Don, with a feeling that he must rub his eyes,
saw the wondrous tropical garden suddenly vanish.
All that remained was an enormous flame-coloured
orchid in & pot in the centre of the arena, broken,
drooping, yet its stems still quivering with ghastly
life. - But Don knew as he ran-into the ring that he
had broken the spell by shattering that flower of
terror, :

The strange boy stood before the orchid, palpitating
in every limb. ut the Chinaman, with a. ilisk
glare of hate at Don, had gone. He was scrambling

hat's Lu Wang, isn't it.
o

-amongst the audience, pushing his way with drawn

scimitar towards the exit beforc.anyone could stop
him. And, indeed, no one tried. For he was an
object of terror in his awful rage.

Don, his revolver empty, was likewise powerless
to stop that figure of evil. How he wished he had
saved one cartridge, for he would not have hesitated
to shoot under the circumstances, But the Chinaman
had disappeared even before he reached Staller.
notised boy by
For it had all been hypnotism—that
garden. All save that solitary pork-fed orchid which
was only too horribly real.

“ Listen,” Don urged,. seizing the trembling and
almost collapsing boy by the shoulders. **That’s
Lu Wang, and I want you to lead me to his lair.
You've got to, you understand ? At once. 1'll take
no denial.”

He exercised all his will-power to counteract that
of the Chinese, and in a measure he was successful,
for the varant look passed somewhat from the boy's
face, and he nodded.

“1t is a place of death and danger,” he whispered.
** But come."” .

- *® * L L
HEY went out into the starlit night, and plunged
into the jungle. Don scarcely saw the wondrous
beauty of that island by night, he scarcely knew
where thoy were treading. Hours it seomed to him
they walked, and all the time Don's heart was
hammering a tune of fear.

(Continued on page 36.)
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Your Editor’'s News.

GRAND “ALL NEW HEROES " NUMBER NEXT
WEEK, CHUMS. DON'T MISS THE FIGHTING
EMPEROR IN THE BIG CLASH-OF-THRILLS

YARN.

ON, ON NAPOLEON'!

Y DEAR CHUMS,
I think, if you were to take the concensus
of opinion on the most famous man in history,
the general vote wonld be for Napoleon Bonaparte.

You must remember that *‘ the Little Emperor ™’
was not only a t soldier, but a statesman as
s B , he made many of the greatest
constitutional laws by which the Republic of France
is governed to-day.

* Napoleon stalked through that turbulent period
of history, & majestic and amazing figure of Romance.
True, he met his Waterloo, but it is a psychological
fact that all real ius overreaches itself. All really

t men ride for a fall. Napoleon, even at the
end, when he faced death on the island of St. Helena,
was the supreme egotist. He believed in himself.
Until the end, he was astounded and dazed that so
ﬂmﬁ & man as himself should, like Humpty Dumpty,

ve had * such a great fall.”

It needs that supreme and colossal self-coneeit to
help & man to the greatest heights. We, who are
more self-contained and evenly balanced, know that
they are dangerous, dizzy heights, and that the fall
is almost inevitable. Yet we admire the man who
can elimb to these peaks.

An.dogerhaps. chums, there is in some of you the
?rk genius that will enable you to climb high.

ith it, your old editor maintains, there must go
a mtl«:.m amwntl;:f seli-conceit. If you have brsinsf
you have a right to entertain a geod opinion o
yourself, chaps. And you will go far.

But here is the point. Such & superman was
Napoleon that of a he surrounded himself
with men of dash and fire and brilliance. Young
men, most of them. They helped him to z
Perhaps at times they pitied their Emperor tﬂt he
was so wild and erratic a genius, but they were
brilliant themselves and they clustered round the
most brilliant star in the whole of the intellectnal
firmament of that time. They loved him—Napoleon,
Emperor of France !

Such & one was Captain Lef. » & dashing young
cavalry officer attached to the Emperor’s nnel,
Captain Lefarge was a typical young French officer—
fiery, courageous to :Yszgme, and a fine soldier.
You will hear of him in the great long yarn of
fighting thrills that appears next week—

! ©On, On Napoleon !

Believe me, chums, it is a ripping tale of a splendid
and picturesque period, and so vivid is every
*

JOKE COUPON.
Stick on posteard and send
with Your favourite joke to
address on Joke Page,.

Boys' Magazine. 10/9/21.

Introducing Captain Lefarge, the Most Dashing

Cavalry Officer in Napoleon's Army.

incident that you will almost i you are meeting

the little Emperor himself and that you are fighting

side by side with the brave and dashing youn,

tt::;mlry officer who is the hero of this new series o
oe.

It is by way of being a Surprise Thrill Number
of the Mag. next weckr.lg I ca.l::ptel! you, lads, there
is a host of good stories for youw, and all of them
introduce new heroes. Another new character you
will meet is

Lightning Larry, the T.T. Motor-cycling
Champion.

Now this month the Amateur Motor-cycling
Tourist Trophy races take place at their usual venue
—the Isle of Man. T dare say a good many of you
have soenbtho:; races and Imvg been thrilled to the
marrow by courageous deeds of the youn,
British speedmen who take part in them. Lo

I can tell you, chaps, it needs no ordinary coiirage
to hurtle at more tgun sixty miles an hgur along

hairpin track—competing all the while against
throbbing, eager machines—diving headlong down
precipitous, rocky paths—all for the honour and
glory of Sport. Some folks would say it was madness ;
but, if you saw it, you would cheer wildly, you
would feel the blood course hotly in your veins,
you would almost shed tears of admiration for the
fine and plucky manhood that by some perverse
streak of nature has sacrificed itself in these mad
ll.:ulllir}?hle causes since the time * when knights were
Old,

8o don’t forget to look out for Larry Lightning
in the Amateur T.T. motor-cycle races n)e:xt \'i-aek.

And, just by way of causing some riotous, laughter-
provoking fun after all the thrills we have got for
you next week, we have pleasure in introducing to
you the most comical, quaint and resourceful page-hoy
that was ever born—

Midnight Mick of Mammeon's Hotel.

Micky is some streak of lightning, believe me—a
high-speed quivering live-mre.mnfn his gorgeous
choeolate-brown uniform, studded with gold buttons,
he's a familiar and popular figare in the most
marvellous and luxurious hotel in the world—the
hotel that never closes, made of silver and gold and
shining lights and flowers. And, my word, don't
some queer things ha'p'gn to Midnight Mick, the
page-bay of Mammon’s Hotel.

And, te round up a rattling programme, 1 have a
stirring and dramatic boxing story for you, intro-
ducing Lightning Jimmy Carew, the boy boxing
wonder, whose punch kills. A yarn of uneanny
power this.

Just tell one or two of your chums about our
packed programme of red-hot thrillers, won't you ?

Your sineere friend,
THE EPITOR:
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NEW CHUMS FOR YOU, CHAPS!

The Cable Laying Kids.

In The South Seas With Sharks. | Dive For Dear Life.

Hurricane to the Rescue.

T was plump Not-A-Bean Carboys who started the

I thing ; for it was Not-A-Bean—so called because

of his continual state of hard-upness—who found
the telescope on the shore.

“Hullo,” the rotund youngster exclaimed, * I
wonder how this got here ? ™

** Never mind wondering.” Harry Hardman—
better known as *‘ Hurricane ” Hardman, on account
of a certain quickness with his fists—grinned.
“ Let's have a squint if it's any good."”

“Dat’s de idea,” chimed in a broad Cockney
voice. *‘ What abaht 'avin’ a glance at dat boat out
dere ? "’

“Bkin " Roberts pointed across the dancing sea.
Some little distance outside Banarvon Bay a peculiar-
looking ship was at anchor.

A mile away stood the City Lads' Camp, from
which the three chums had strolled this glorious
summer's afternoon, never dreaming of the
astonishing adventures in store for them.

Hurricane Hardman got the telescope to his eye,
and a sudden exclamation escaKed him.

‘“ Boys, she is a queer ship. And there's something
queer going on aboard her. They're fighting about
something.”

Clearly across the sea came the staccato bark of a
revoiver. Not-A-Bean and Skin were almost dancing
with excitement by this time. But Hurricane kept
the glass fixed to his eye.

He could see half-a-dozen men against the deck
rail of the ship, kept there by the menacing revolvers
of four other men. Stretched full length on the deck
was a uniformed figure that Hurricane saw was
either an officer or the captain.

A Salt Sea Tale, Sure to Tickle Your Taste.
“

Came again the bark of a revolver, and Hurricane
saw another man topple to the deck and lie still.

** Come on, we're looking into this !

Scarce waiting for his chums, Hurricane raced
down to the water’s edge and plunged in. Next
instant he was swimming with a fast overarm stroke
for a small motor-boat which was anchored in the
bay. Even as he threw a leg over the boat’s edge,
Not-A-Bean and Skin reached it.

In a trice the three had tumbled aboard, and
Hurricane started the engine as Not-A-Bean pulled
up anchor. The motor-boat swung round in a
foaming rush. Straight for the mysterious ship
Hurricane set its nose, and as the racing boat
skimmed on the chums could see the details of the
mutiny.

‘*“ They've cleared the deck, and they're getting
under way.” Hurricane, tense at the boat wheel,
fed the engine ‘““gas”™ as he spoke. *‘But we'll
reach 'em in time. Dive for the rail as I swing the
boat alongside and get aboard.”

It was a daring plan. But without hesitation the
chums acted on it. As Hurricane swung the motor-
boat broadside on to the ship, Not-A-Bean and Skin
dived for the deck rail and Hurricane followed.

Next instant all three were scrambling to their
feet aboard the bigger craft.

“ Well, you young rats. What's the game 7 "

Hurricane glanced up at the evil-faced man who
confronted him. Across the brow of the fellow’s
right eye was a livid bruise, and as he stood there
staring at Hurricane his teeth were bared in a snarl,
His right hand held an automatic, loosely.

“Just what 1 was wondering,” said Hurricane
coolly. *I thought—-"

Hurricane's sentence was never completed. Like
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A Chink’s Cunning.

lightning he threw himself across the deck, diving
low for the man’s ankles. A bullet plonghed into
the deck between Hurricane’s feet, and then he was
across the other, pinnin him down to the deck.

“Now,” Hurricane demanded. ‘° What’s going
on on this boat ? 1 reckon 2 |

“ Look out, Hurricane!”

Hurricane Hardman swung raund at the warning
yell. Coming straight for him across the deck was
the ugliest Chinaman he had ever thought to see.
He had padded soitly to within three feet of Hurricane,
and the long, curved knife in his hand was already
raised to strike when the lad swung round.

With lightning-like rapidity Hurricane rolled over
and over across the deck. The knife came down,
missing him by inches, and before the Chinaman
could recover Hurricane launched himself. His fist

took the Chinaman in a smashing uppercut to the
point that shot him clean across the -
“Put your hands up, the three of you. No

fooling, or we’ll drill you cold !

Facing the chums were four men, and each held
a levelled rev uhﬂ;;h b o =

‘“ Put your ha up, boys,” Hurricane si
to Nnt-A?an and Bk?n. " We're licked.”

“That is wvelly, velly sensible of you.” In a
purring, sibilant whisper came the Chinaman’s
voice. *' Now take them below. I will deal with the
estimable English boys later,”

A Narrow Escape.

. H, dear!” muttered Not-A-Bean qman.
gively. ““ Why did I go and loock ugh
that spy-glass ?

The three chums were sitting in a small cabin. A

see-saw motion told that the ship was

travelling swiftly away from Banarvon Bay,

Hurricane Hardman grinned. He seemed to be
the only one of the trio who was un at the
position into which the tel had led them.

““What are you worrying about ?* he said. ‘I
reckon we're in for an exciting trip. We'll wait for
th];u chap to come round, and then we'll know what’s
what.”

Hurricane nodded at the figure of a tall, broad- .

shouldered man who lay in a bunk in the cabin,
The stranger was breathing stertorously, and his
face w;:glmstly pale. But, even as Hurricane spoke,
he op his eyes, Colour came back to his cheeks,

He gripped the bunk edge and hoisted himself
into a sitting position, staring in astonishment at
the three lads.

"“Who are you ? ” he asked.

In a few curt sentences Hurricane explained how
they had come to be aboard, and the man’s face
became anxious. '

* Boys,” he said gravely, * you don’t know what
you've done. 1'm Captain of this ship. 1t’s the cable
ship, Baretia. The men have mutinied and stolen
the ship. That Chink, Wu Bing’s at the bottom of
it all. 1 was a fool to sign him on this voyage for—"

The Captain broke off, The door had opened to
admit the Chinaman and three other men,

“8o you have recovered your senses? P’laps
now inu will aglee to sail the sghip to my orders 7 "

Behind the Chinaman'’s almond eyes was a baleful
threat. But the captain seemed unafraid. His lips
closed in an obstinate line,

* Listen, Captain Brandon,” the Chinamaw’s voice
cut hike a knife through the cabin. *‘1 will give you
five minutes to decidc. If you do not aglee then, I

g The Shark Surprise. i
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ALL NEW HEROCES WILL MAKE THEIR BOW.

shall chop off one finger of each of these estimable ’}

boys’ hands. Then, if you still do not aglee, 1 will

chop off the rest of their fingers, and then g
“You fiend!” Captain Brandon eried ilﬂﬂ-!‘ﬂﬂl?‘.

“T°1 sail the ship, but if you harm these boys I'll

kill you.”

The Chinaman bowed. &

““1 thought you would aglee. These intelfeling

dogs shall come with us, they will prove useful.”

* & * L *

FOR two days the Baretia had ploughed her way
across the sea. The chums l:ua.tf been kept to the
cabin, but apart fromn the close confinement they
had suffered little. Hurricane was puzzled,

“ Boys,” he said, on the
second day at sea, ‘' this
Chink’s got something up
his EIEBWEGWitrh regard to us, else OND
he wouldn’t look after us like this, N
He’s a yellow dog if ever " SRR

A slight sound drew Hurricane’s gaze to N \ N
the cabin door. It had o?enad silently, "-::x A
and framed in it was Wu Sing. His “}\“:‘{ RNV
almond eyes had narrowed to mere sits U L0NAS
and his face was revolting in its ugliness.

““So the estimable English boy t'inks 1
am a yellow dog, eh ? We will see.” * An
antomatic glinted from under the wide
cleeve of “%u Sing’s coat., ‘' Follow me
on deck, and no tlicks, or I shoot.”

On~e in the open, the chums gazed
about in surprise., Captain Brandon, brisk
and alert, was giving orders as though
there had been no trouble on the ship, and
men were hurrying to and fro to obey.

““ Boys,” the Captain called the chums
across as they reached deck. *'1've com.
promised with Wu Bing. I've agreed to
gail the ship to anywhere, providing he
lets me get on with the ship’s real work
first. This is a cable repair ship, and my
job is to locate a faulty cable that's at
the sea bottom, haul it up and repair it.”

Captain Brandon lowered his voice,

“ And after we've done the job we'll
have a shot at Wu Sing. He’s not getting
away with it if I can help it. Now, watch
out, we're grappling for the cable—""
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A Boy Faces the Beyond.

A sudden yell from the bow end of the ship sent
the Captain at a run along the deck.

“They’ve hooked the cable,” he said to Hurricane.
who was running with him. *“ Now you'll see
gsomething.™

Clustered round the ship side were half-a-dozen
men, and all were staring down into the sea, Just as
the newcomers reached them a yell of amazement
went up. For, as the cable-lifting apparatus got to
work, a huge body broke the surface of the sea. Tt
was a gigantic whale, entangled in the thin cable
which had been lifted from the sea bottom.

Instantly Captain Brandon dived forward.

* Look out,"” he velled, ‘‘ that monster’s still alive,
He'll smash the ship’s side in if we’re not careful.
Cut the eable, quick as you can.”

A siream of water shot into the air from the t
beast's .“ blow hole,”” and as the cable slack&ne&m
about ite body, the whale's tail came round in a
smashing impaet that shook the ship.

Madly the Captain and crew hacked at the cable,
and then relief shot into Captain Brandon’s face as
the cable parted. The whale, now fully recovered,
ﬁi}veda final furious smash with its tail and then

ived.

The narrow asmt:ge had shaken all on board ship,
but now that the danger was over Captain Brandon
took eommand.

" We'll have to steam about five miles now before
we dare grapple for the cable again,” he explained to
Hurricane. *“* When we pick it up we'll splice in
another length. Then if we get a chance we’ll signal
to the shore that this Chink has stolen the Elp.
Look out, here's Wu Sing.”

The Chinaman, with his peculiar cat-like tread, was
approaching, and without another word Captain

randon turned aside. Wu Sing surveyed Hurricane
over his yellow face.

“You English dogs will have to
work with the crew. BSavee?"

TERROR.—It seemed that the seaweed was alive with
waving tentacles. They came writhing for Hurricane. Then the youngster’s
axe swept down in smashing blow after blow.

AL
The Bay of mm

The Chinaman pointed to a huge tank whi h stood
on the deck at the bow end of the ship.

““The cable is in there coiled ready to dlop into the
sea, It will be voul duty to stand here and dilect it
over those wheels to the ship’s side.”

Hurricane nodded. The strange apparatus
interested him, and he was by no means averse to
lending a hand with the cable laying. In a few
moments he had seen that when the cable came out
of the huge tauk it would have to be guided carefully
over the wheels and pulleys until it reached the ship's
side, Then, as the vessel steamed slowly forward,
the weight of the cable would carry it down into the
sea over the stern.

A sudden bustle about the tank roused Hurricane.
The crew were about to lay the cable. Captain
Brandon gave an order, and the youngster jumped
forward to his place by the tank. Bo interested was
he that he did not see Wu Sing pad softly up behind
him.

Slowly the thin cable came out of the tank and
Hurricane guided it over the wheels. 1t began to
drop into the sea as the ship steamed forward. And
then it happened.

Wu Sing gave a sudden leap, seized the cable and
swung it in a loop over Hurricane’s body. In an
instant Hurricane was faced with a horrible death.
The thin cable, with its three-ton strain, would eut
him in two. For a long, tense moment Hurricane
knew fear. The cable began to tighten slowly about
his body.

Almost simultaneously Not-A-Bean and Skin
dashed forward. Not-A-Bean leaped to the apparatus
that paid out the cable and it whilst Skin,
m‘d.in&fur the cable to slacken, wrenched it quickly
from Hurricane's body.

Hurricane, pale and shaken from the narrowness of
his escape, swung round towards Wu Sing. But the
Chinaman, with a baffled rage in his eyes, padded
swiftly along the deck. |

That same night the chums stood leaning over the
deck rail of the Baretia. An hour ago the cable had
been repaired and with it had gone the last chance
of rescue. Wu Sing had watched carefully that
neither Captain Brandon mor Hurricane had been
able to signal to the shore depot that all was not

ight with the ship.
t remained now to see what lay behind Wu Sing’s
theft of the Baretia.

“* Kid.” The tall, thin man who had first accosted
Hurricane on the Baretia loomed up out of the
darkness. ‘“ You're wanted in the Captain’s cabin,
Come on.” :

Sight of Wu Sing and Captain Brandon greeted
the youngster as he entered.

“ Listen,” the Chinaman stared malevolently at
Hurricane. ‘‘ You have intelfeled in what does not
concern you, so you must take the consequences.
The clew have agleed to leave evelything to me
because I can make them velly lich.”

Greed and excitement shone in Wu Sing's almond
eyes. With a gesture he produced a faded and torn
piece of parchment, and with one talon-like finger
pointed down. .

“Therey” he said, “lies a fortune. The ship
Scarentio foundered in that bay with all hands
There is gver one wmillion pounds’ worth of salvage
in that bay. The Scarentio was never found. But,
one time, when I worked on the cable ship Berdina,
when we lifted up the cable there came up what was
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left of a man’s coat, a captain’s coat. In a waterproof
wallet was this chart. No one saw it but me,”

The Chinaman leered across at Hurricane.

** 1 say nothing but I know that I have found the
Searentio. 1t lies in the Bay of Death, the home of
the devil fish and the man-eating shark. And you
shall dive for the Scarentio in the bay."”

The ghastly villainy of the Chink sent Hurricane
berserk with anger, and he made as though to throw
himself across the table at Wu Sing, but the sudden
appearance of a revolver sent him back in his chair.

Turning to the door, the Chingman gave one
baleful glance at the lad, and was gone.

For a moment there was silence in the small
cabin, Then Captain Brandon spoke.

* Boys,” he said, and the anxiety in his tone was
unmistakable, “I am
afraid you arc in a very
bad position. This China-
man is undoubtedly boss.
We haven't a friend on
board now that he’s won
the crew over. But "—
he held out a huge hand
impulsively—*“‘we’ll stick
together, eh? And if
the worst comes to the
worst—I'll sink the ship
and send Wu Sing and
the whole lot of ’em to
the bottom.”

One by one the chums
shook hands with the
Cagf.nin.

I've heard tales of
this Bay of Death,” the
Captain went on. *‘It's
reputed to be full of
devil-fish and man-eating
sharks, The African
natives won’t go in it.
If you three lads dive
there you're going into

at the cabin wall. There was a sharp metallic click,
and a small panel slid aside, disclosing a cavity.
From it Captain Brandon took a number of small
sticks, to which were attached long fuses,

“ Boys,"” he said, turning to the chums, ‘ here is
a powerful explosive. You're going to have a fighting
chance in the Bay of Death. Once you get down,
keep lotting one of these go. You'll scare the sharks
and devil-fich for a time at least. Now, cut off, and
remember 1'll be about, watching for a chance to
get that durned Chink.”

Outside on deck, with the explosives secreted in
Hurricane’z pocket, the chums discussed the position.

“8'trewth, 'ow’m I going to dive in this "ere
outfit ? " Skin wanted to know. “I can't swim a
blinking inch. ‘Sides, wot’s a devil fish ? **

“ Octopus,” said Hurricane briefly. * But it's
no use worrying. Come on, let's turn in."”

Quickly Hurricane led the way to their cabin, and
;: silence I'-’Ihe three {urned into their b“nk::he Fo;l;

time Hurricane lay there, staring up at the cabi
rott;f. Tkza he dropped off to sleep.

Half an hour later a yell that throa to rend
the cabin sent Hurricane tumbling from his bunk.
Not A-Bean, screaming that an octogaus had %dt a
grip on his nose, was writhing on the cabin floor,
with Skin, who had caught the full force of Not-A-
Bean's fist, vainly endeavouring to pin the fat boy

SURPRISING THE NATIVES.—Hurricane discovered that a mob of savages

dire .?eriL Now look
h“l:.mmg % e e had attack?rd the Baretia. Butt;sithev saw him a swift change came over
Captai ﬁnmrede"“-m“y the scene. The blacks fell upon their faces

in a worshipping attitude.

down, under the impression that he was a twelve-foot
man-eating shark.

Fighting the Devil-fish.
= E'RE here, boys.”
Captain Brandon stood beside the chums
on the deck of the Baretia. Towering up
before them were huge, rugged mountains covered
with thick jungle growth.

The cable ship lay in a small bay. With a born
navigator’s skill, the Captain had threaded his way
through a line of ja, rocks that fronted the bay,
and now the Baretia lay at anchor.

No sign of life came from the jungle growth, but
suddenly a black, triangular fin broke the surface
of the water. Instantly the chums were at the deck
side, peering down at an enormous shark. The
monster swung over until the white of its body
showed through the water. The chums, staring
aghast, saw a great mouth of teeth, and then with a
splash the shark had disappeared.

“ Velly intelesting.” The four turned at sound
of Wu Sing’s voice. * You see thoe gleat fish t Velly
soon you go down. Now, come,”

The Chinaman at Hurricane's sleeve, and
for & moment the thought madly of crashing his
fist into the yellow face. A look from Captain
Brandon stayed him. .

A few yards from where the Baretia lay at anchor,
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men were getting the diving-boat ready, and in less
than a minute Hurricane was donning a diving-suit.

Very soon Hurricane was goi ownr imte the
green water, the leaden boots sending him swiftly to
the bottom. For a few moments, unused to the
tremendous pressure, he was in danger of losing his
balance, hut quickly he regained contrel,

He found himself staring at a great forest of
seaweed, and amongst it was a sight that sent all
thought of danger from Hurricane’s brain. Fer,
half buried in that mass of weed, was a ship.

€arefully, Hurricane picked his way along the bed
of the bay, growing gradually more and more used
to the diving-suit. Reaching the seaweed, he forced
+ his way through, and seon he was standing on the

deck of the .lmien ship. And then, even as Hurricane
worked his way forward, a sickening horror swept
over him. Two great saucer-like eyes were staring
full at him from the undersea forest |

For a moment Hurricane was paralysed with fear.
A waving tentaele writhed forward and swept across
the glass of his diving-helmet. In another instant
the tentacle would have tightened round the lad’s
neck, but like lightning Hurrieane's axe swept down,
and the tentacle
through.

Madly then Hurricane fought to control bis brain,

for it seemed that the seaweed was alive with waving
tentaeles, One curled round the rail of the Scarentio,
and then Hurricane felt another grip his left arm in
a viee-like grip.

He felt himself heing ﬁrm‘luaﬂy drawn towards the
saucer eyes, and of a sudden an idea flashed into his
brain. Relaxing slightly, he allowed himself to be
drawn forward. Then, in one tremendeus blow, he
buried the axe full between the eyes of the devil-fish.
The tentacles relaxed suddenly, there was a frantic
t‘;lhrashing of the seaweed, and the thing fell back,

ead.

For a few moments Hurricane swayed on his feets
almost overcome with exhaustion. Then he felt
himself being drawn swiftly up through the water.
Breaking the surfaece, he saw the reason.

Fully & score of huge negroes in three great canoes
- were in the bay, Close by the diving-boat was the
Baretia, with Wu Sing and the crew clustered at the
deck rails. The Chinaman was shouting frantically.
Hurricane could see his lips moving, but the diving-
helmet made the words inaudible.

Swiftly Hurricane reviewed the position. The
negroes were huddled back in the diving-boat as far
away as possible from the strange animal they had
drawn out of the sea. And as Hurricane began to
unscrew the helmet they hroke into a frightened
chatter. .

Quickly Hurricane worked at ti# helmet, for an
idea had flashed into his brain. The huge negroes
gﬁght. be the means of saving the Baretia from Wu

ing.

Even as he removed the helmet, Wu Sing’s voice
came to Hurricane's ears: ‘* Frighten them away.
They think you are a god.”

Ome look at the cowering negroes showed that the
Chinaman was right. As soon as Hurricane had
removed the helmet they fell face down before him in
the canoces. Hurricane addressed himself to the nearest

black and pointed first to himself and then to the -

¢owering negroes, and after to the jungle-clad shore,
Instantly the blacks were yelling furiously. The
strange lﬁ(!d wanted to go with them, Before Wa
Sing could grasp what was happening, the canoces
were making for the shore with Hurricane aboard. -
A few minutes later he was face to face with a hige
negro who was - obviously- chiefnof the tribe, -and

relaxed suddenly, severed right

. mind the Scarentio.

Hurricane listened patiently whilst the blacks
explained that they had brought the strange god
from the bottow of the sea. That was sufficient to
impress the chief, and he stared with awe at Hurrieane,
Then, when the blacks told how Wu Sing bad shot
one of the tribe, the chiei’s face was terrible to look
uporn.

At this juncture Hurrieane decided to imypress
the chief with his powers. Fumbling in the diving-
suit, he reached one of the explosive sticks. It was
& moment’s work to adjust the fuse and plaee it
beneath a gigantic tfee. Then, motioning the
watching tribe to get to a safe distance, Hurricane
set light to the long fuse.

Even as Hurricane reached the safety mark, the
stick exploded. The great tree crashed down,
Instantly the chief was bowing low before Hurricane.
The youngster saw clearly that he was master of the
crowd.

Quickly he explained his desire.

By signs he showed the chief that he wanted to
take the Burctin. There was to be no bloodshed,
unless Wu Sing put up a fight. The chiefl gave |
muttered command, and a tom-tom rumbled out.
Like lightning the tribe, numbering about forty
warriors, leaped to obey the war drum.

Spears and assegais appeared like magic. Half-a-
dozen canoes were launched, and with the chief and
Hurricane in the lead, swept across the bay to the
Baretia,

Hurricane, standing in the chief’s hoat, assured
the crew that no harm would come to them unless
they resisted the blacks. The answer was a revolver-
shot from Wu Sing. And, then, before Hurricane
could move, a spear flashed through the air.

It took the Chinaman full in the throat, knocking
him back against the deck rail. There for a moment
he swayed in his death agonies. Then, with a scream,
he slid through the rail into the Bay of Death.

A white-bellied monster flashed up through the
water almost hefore Wu Sing reached the surface;
there was a swirl of foam, and the Chink was gone,

The mutinecrs surrendered completely then.
Obeying Hurrieane’s orders, the blacks tumbled
aboard, where Captain Brandon tock command,
The leaders of the mutiny were guickly hound and
‘imprisened below deck. Then, as the blacks, waving
their spears at the strange figure of Hurri ane, who
had again donned his diving-helmet, turned back to
the shore, the Baretia got under way.

" “ Boys,” said Captain Brandon as they threaded
their way through the maze of rocks and reached the
open sea, ‘ we've got out of this scrape. Never
T'll report on her whereabeuts
at the first port and leave her to the salvage
companies. The cable company will want 16 know
where I am. L've got my job of repairing the cables
to attend to. And." the Captain looked at the
chums, ** I shall want some new crew. Good wages,
good ‘grub, and plenty of excitement. atb
about it 77

Hurricane grinned and looked at Not-A-Bean and
kin.

“Are you on ? "

“ Not 'arf,” said Skin. Count me in.
it, Not-A-Bean 1 ”’

The fat youngster looked from his grinning chums
to the Captain.

“All right,” he said, rubbing his nose reflectively,
“I'm one of the crew. But—no more octopuses ! ¥

Wot abart
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THE REASON!
A gentleman found a boy standin,

beside an

overturned hayeart. He said: ** It will take some
time to put this mess right. Come into the house
and have something to eot, and then I will give you
‘& hand.”

The boy demurred, saying his father would not
like it. However, eventually he accepted the
invitation and made a hearty meal. Whereupon the
gentleman said : ;

“ Why did you think your father would object 1 "
“ Please, sir,” replied the boy, * because father's
under the hay!”
(Fountain pen to Miss P. TupBALL,

Woodhouse,
Stag’'s Head, S. Molton.)

A PAINFUL JOKE.

An Englishman held his hand in front of a brick
"wall and asked an Irishman to hit it. Pat hit with
all his might, but the Englishrnan drew his hand

‘away, and Pat bruised his gst against the wall.

Soon he went back to Ireland, and, meeting a
friend, he decided to try the joko on him. There
‘was no wall in sight, so he put his hand in front of
his nose.

‘* Hit that,” he said. The other punched at it, and
Pat drew it away. He never tried that joke again.
(Fountain pen to HORACE
GRANVILLE JEFFERIS, 4,
Half Moon Street, Portsea,
Hants,)

PAINSTAKING.

TeacHer: You have
spelt “ apartment " with
“two “‘p’s.”

ScHOLAR (willing to
oblige) : T'm sorry, miss,
Which “p " shall T take
 out?

(Fountain pen to 8. W.
GrivFiTas, 73, Tangier
Road, Copnor, Ports-
mouth.)

FLATTERINGQ!
FarMER (to Bishop):
Are you a curate ?
Bisnor (modestly) : Well,
'T was once. ;
Farmer (sympathelic-
ally) : Drink, I suppose !

- Willesden, N.W.10.)

MAGAZINE.

Hotel Manager: Why don't you take the
boots downstairs to clean ‘em?

(Fountain pen to W. Boots: | can’'t—the chap behind the door
Laxpry, 31, Felizstowe is hanging on to the laces.
Road, Kensal Rise, (Football to T. Steel, 24, Bouverie Road W.,
Folliestone.)

No. 288

Workman (to
mate who has just
fallen off building):
Crikey, you've got
four sides of that 'ouse
to fall orf an' you
must go an' fall on my
pie.
(Foothall to J. Shirkey,
34, Bloomgate, Lanark,
Scotland.)

A TACTLESS QUESTION.

Mr, and Mrs. Bailey were entertaining friends.

“1 think [ shall get a car this year,” said Mr.
Bailey during a lull in the conversation. *‘ I haven’t
decided what make, but it’s no use buying a cheap
one. I suppose I could get a serviceable little affair
for six hundred or so!”

While the company were gasping at the careless
mention of such a sum, the host's youngest son
remarked :

*“ And will that funny little man with the black
whiskers call every week like he did when you bought
me the bike, Dad t "

(Fountain Pen to W. BrancuarD, 4, DBeresford

Terrace, Upper Belle Vue, Moor Green, Cowes.)

HIS ACCOMPLISHMENT.

Bobbie's report from school was a very bad one.
His father was commenting on it with feeling. * You
ought to be ashamed of yourself,’” he said. ** See what
a lot of prizes your sister has got, and you haven't
even earned a certificate ! ™

** Oh, 1 got a certificate once, Dad,"” replied Bobbie,

“Indeed ; what for, I should like to know ™"

“ For being born," was the laconic reply.
(Fountain pen to Crive STEVENsSON, 150, Court Oak

: Road, Harbourne, Bir-
= mingham.)

SOME ANIMILE.

Cimrcus Man  (hunting
runaway elephant) : Have
you seen a strange animal
round about here ?

Farmer Gires : Oi have,
There's been an injur-
rubber bull eating my
carrots wid 'is tail.
(Fountain pen to s Oy

Carleton Road, Tufnell

Park, N.7.)

senders of
all jokes printed on

age. Send in
your favourite joke to:
Joke Editor, “ Boys'
Magazine,” 146, Fetter-
lane, London, E.C.4.
Coupon on Page
16 must accompany
every joke submitted.
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The Gayest Adventurer that Ever Appeared in the Boys’
A Tonic Tale of the Dandy Cowboy Bucking Against a Bold
Wild West Bandit.

Once Again!
Mag.

TE DANDY COWBOY

TRAILS THE

72 FOSNND

Bern Somes
-

The English Rancher and his Boys of the Bar Eight Ranch Round Up a

Thorough Paced

In the Nick of Time.

AWN came with startling suddenness in a glare
of white, blinding sunlight. One moment
everything appeared enwrapt in a grey mist,

elusive, ghostly and fantastical, and the next was
fiung into bold relief in the scorching rays of the
early-morning sun.

Rex Remington, owner of the Bar Eight Ranech,
drew Firefiend, his sweating foam-covered horse, to

a welcome halt and sat gazing intently ahead to

where, at the base of a great wall of red rock that
rose sheer for three hundred feet, a continuing dust
cloud followed a black dot, moving slowly north.

Through the long hours of the might the Dandy
Cowboy had hung grimly on to the trail of that
black dot, which he knew to be the most cunning
and ruthless outlaw it had ever been his lot to con:e
\1}) against. He was known throughout the length
of the Pecos Valtey as the Mystery Rider.
“ For the past &ix or seven weeks the masked
Mystery Rider had spread a reign of terror throughout
the Valley, though Rex, strange as it may seem,
had not, until the previous night, set eyes on the
outlaw,

He had been returning to the Bar Eight-aftor paying
a visit to town, when, upon nearing the ranch, he
had seen the masked figure emerge from ameong the
shadows of the ranch-house and, mounting & horse,
ride silently away. Rex had determined to follow
and, not even stopping to ascertain the reason for
the Mystery Rider’s visit to .the ranch, headed
westward toward the mountains in pursuit. The

Rascal.

darkness had made tracking difficult; and now,
with the coming of daylight, he discovered that at
least three miles separated him from his quarry.

The Dandy Cowboy leaned forward in his saddle
and patted the slcek, glistening neck of his beautiful
black eolt. * Firefiend, old boy,” he drawled, ** we'll
get a move on now and meet up with our friend
over yonder.” Rex spoke lightly, but there was a
look in his eves and a tenacity of purpose ahout the
set- of his mouth that boded ill for the Mystery
Rider should he succeed in overtaking him.

He urged Firefiend forward, and the horse settled
into an easy, swinging stride, running at an amazing

ace. 2
While he was yet a mile from the wall Rex
observed the outlaw disappear into a narrow cleft,
He put Firefiend to a faster pace and shortiy gained
the opening.

The tortuous windings of the gorge hid the
mysterious outlaw from the cow king’s vision, but
Rex knew his man would not be far away.

The young rancher urged Firefiend even faster,
all-impatient to end the chase.

Racing between two gigantic boulders, he swept
round a narrow bend and then suddenly swerved.
But he was unable to avoid the rope that snaked
out from the side of the gorge. The neose dropped
neatly over his head, pinning his arms to his sides
and the next moment he was jerked violently from
the saddle. * He hit the ground with a craghing force
that jarred every bone in his body and, rolling
sideways, struck his head sharply against a protruding
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piece of rock. Then his senses left him and he
tlippod into a world of darkness.
- - - - -

E Dandy Cowhoy returned to consciousness
to discover the Mystery Rider peering at him
with eyes that glittered balefully through the

eye-slits in his mask.

Rex was in a tight corner. Balanced precariously
at the top of a short, steep slope that dropped away
to a sheer hundred-foot precipice was a boulder
of rock, and to this the Dandy Cowboy was bound
80 that he was utterly and completely at the outlaw’s
mercy

“1'm powertul glad yuh've collected yuhr senses,”
said the outlaw. * I'm jest itchin’ to tell yuh how
yuh're goin' to die.” He chuckled softly. *“1I aim
ter roll thet boulder down the slope, and as it rolls
it's purty certain it'll break every bofie in yuhr
body ! ™

lfyhe expected Rex to show signs of fear, he was
disnpm:ntad. The Dandy Cowboy’s lips were curved
ina isive si.ile.

Muttering to himself, the outlaw stepped behind
the boulder and, placing his shoulder against it,
commenced to heave it over the drop.

The rock moved slightly ; the outlaw redoubled
his efforts and the bouvlder moved again. 1t seemed
that it must go rolling down toward the precipice,
carrying its human burden with it. But at that
tense moment the death-like silence was shattered
by the crash and hoom of ex}:lotlin g volts.

The Mystery Rider leaped back from the rock and
whirled about, to see a number of im-faced
cowboys racing down on him. It was the LEight
outfit.

Only for a moment did the Mystery Rider hesitate ;
then, springing sideways, he into the shelter
of a jumble of rocks and vanished from sight
followed by a vicious fusillade.

Jack Jakers, the foreman, and *“ Tinv > MePherson,
who were leading the group, ra.ed -toward the
Dandy Cowboy and, with a few quick slashes of
their keen-bladed knives, severed his honds.

" Thanks, boys,” drawled Rex, fli king a speck
of a rope from his chaps. “ You were only just
about in time.

“ We saw yuh start after him last night,” Jakers
explained. I was crossin’ to th’ corrals when I
saw vuh, so we jest saddled up an’ canie along.”

* Half-an-hour later the Bar Eight punchers, havi
failed to find the trail of the Mystery Rider, returnﬁ
to their horses and headed for the ranch.

Shots in the Night.

HE door of the Bar Eight bunkhouse opened to
admit the tubby figure of Bud Malone, the fat
member of the Bar Eight outfit.

“ Say, Dos=," he announred, “ I've kinda got an
idea that that durned polecat. the Mystery Rider, is

rowlin’ round th’ herd. We ain’t seen nothin’ of
im, but they's restless some.”
5 “ Have you scouted round for him ?" queried
ex.,

“Yep, but T reckon hels takin’ a heap of care
not to show hisself.”

The Dandy Cowboy rose to his feet and addressed
hiz two companions, who, together with himself,
were the sole occupants of the bunkhouse ; of the
other punchers, some were ing the herd, three
miles to the south, while the others were enjoying
one of their infrequent visits to town.

“ Bud, you stay here and keep on the look out,”
he sail. *Jack and I will ride over and have a
look round. 1f he is there, he's there only for one -
thing, =nd that is to stampede the herd.”

Rex crossed to the door, while Jack Jakers reached
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for his cartridge-belt, suspended from a peg above
his bunk.

As the Dandy Cowboy stood framed in the lighted
doorway, gazing out over the moonlit plain, the
brooding quiet of the night was broken by the sharp
report of a rifle. A bullet thudded into the wall of
the bunkhouse clnse to Rex s head.

But the Dandy Cowboy's keen eyes had located
the streak of flame that accompanied it. 1€ came
from a clump of trees that crowned a small knoll
some distance away.

Whipping out his guns. and calling to Jack Jakers
to extinguish the lamp as he did so, Rex leaped
into the shadows beyond the doorway and, followed
by Jack Jakers and Bud Malone, went ing
swiftly across the plain, heading for the knoll.

No shots greeted them as they entered the trees—
nothing but an ominous silence.

The Dandy Cowboy fismounted ancd, bidding the
others wmt, went cautiously forward on foot. He
crept toward the spot from whenee he had observed
the spurt of flame from the rifle of the hidden
marksman.

Jack Jakers and Bud Malone awaited Rex's return
with impatience.

Three minutes, which to them seemed more like
three hours, passed, then the tall form of the Danly
Cowhoy loomed up before them.

“He's not there,” said Rex. *“ He must have
seen us coming and slipped away. But it's impos-ible
for him to have gone far: we'll seareh and find his
trail. You, Bud, can ride straight across to -the
west gide of the trees, Jack can ride north, and I
will ride to the south side. If you see him, or pick
up his trail, whistle.”

The three riders departed in their respestive
directions, Rex skirting the edge of the trees, but
taking great care to keep wel! within the shadows.

He had almost reached the end of the knoll when
a picreing - whistle sounded from the direction in
which Jack Jakers had ridden. Immediately, he
wheeled Firefiend and raced to the spot from w{onco
the sound had come.

Bud Malone reached the foreman ahead of Rex,
and when the yo rancher rode up be found the
two cowboys knu:ﬁmg on the ground carefully
scrutinising the tracks of a single horse. The tracks
went north.

The Dandy Cowboy's gaze swept the plain, but
there was no sign of Efe—e\‘eryt»hing was silent and

still.

ol - he's ridden into an arroyo,” said Jack
Jakers. * He's not runnin’ any risks of makin'
hisself a target.”

Rex examined the tracks and then turned to the
foreman. * Jack, you wait here,” he said. * Bud
can ride back to the ranch and fetch Deroc, then
you can follow the trail from here. I'm going to

Ihxlwmgintothnmddlaand.'ithnworﬁo!

farewell, turned Firefiend’s head in the direction of
ﬂretownam‘lramtlinlw:zi i a5

The Dandy Cowboy e a speed at the
endofhnlf-!ﬁ-hmnmhod-tow?

He tied his horse to a rail of the town corral and
was about_ to cross the open space to the sheriff's
ce when he saw, standing in the shadows of the
bank, a saddled horse. tly his suspicions
were aroused.

rear of the building.
There he found a window which was, or rather
bad been, protected by iron bars; these now lay

g
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on the ground, having in some way been forcibly
removed.

A faint sound coming from the interior spurred .

%ex to action. Climbing through the window, he
w the Mystery Rider kneeling beforo the safe with
+& small lamp to afford him the necessary illumination.
By esome peculiar sixth sense the outlaw must
have become aware of his presence, for he leaped
210 his feet and spun round with a muttered cath.
‘or & split second they stood staring at each other,
i the outlaw moved. With a flick of his foot
e overturned the lamp, plunging the room into
; and, simultaneously, the thunderous
of his shooter seemed to rock the very walls.
Rex ducked swiftly. Ere the Mystery Rider could
fire again, the Dandy Cowboy was upon him.
Panting and straining, they reeled across the
floor locked in close embrace. Vainly the outlaw
tried to turn his weapon into Rex’s side, and failing
in this b t his knee up with a vicious jerk in
the pit of the Dandy Cowboy’s stomach. Rex
%::&ad with pain, his hold relaxed, and he staggered
against the steel grill.
The outlaw laughed savagely and raised his gun;
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light of which he stared at Rex's opponent who
was rising slowly to his feet.

“ By tﬁnmderl“ he exclaimed. * The Mystery
Rider ! " )

T hat o th groat-horned tond did

“ What th —how th'
git in here ? " he asked, yuh

Keeping the outlaw covered with his revolver,
Rex swiftly acquainted the sheriffi with the reason
for his presente in the bank.

When he had fi d, Rex gheathed his guns,
while the sheriff stepped close to the Mystery Rider.
He was about to remove his mask when to their
ears came the pounding of hoofs,

The occupants of the room turned and, through
the crowded doorway, espied & band of masked and
mounted men flourishing drawn gums.

Quick to take advan of the surprise which
the advent of the masked horsemen had created, ]
Mystery Rider snatohed the sherifi’s gun from its
holster and trained it upon his captors.

“Stick em up I"" ho snapped. “An’ keep 'em up I”

There was nothing for it but to obey, and hands
shot ceilingwards with alacrity. A

THE BOULDER'S .BURDEN.—It seemed that the boulder must go over that fearful

precipice ag the masked outlaw pushed,

But at that tense moment the silence was

shattered by the crash and boom of exploding colts. -T_he Bar Eight Dutfit had arrived.

bat, before he had time to press the
?aoe. The Mystery Rider went crashing across the
room, his gun clattering noisily to the floor.

Suddenly, from the street, came shouts and the
spound of runming footsteps. Men were coming,
attracted by the shots. :

A loud hammering shook the door.

“Open in th' name o’ th' law or, by heck, Pll
let daylight through yuh !'* roared a bull-like voice.
g«:_mognised the voice as that of ‘the sheriff, Bill

evin. |

Keeping one eye on the outlaw, Rex crossed to
the door and drew the bolts. A in the
lock and next moment the sheriff, wed by the

bank ma r and a number of citizens, entered.
The sheriff carried' a lantern held  aloft, by the

kiﬁlor, Rex,
himself together, punched him f in the

“ Line up against the wall an’ drop yuhr gun-belts,
but don’t let yuhr fingers stray too far from the
buckles or yuh'll be digestin’ lead,” he said.

His eommand obeyed, he backed warily te the
door and, leaping across the threshold, slammed the

T,

door,

* By thunder !’ roared Bill Nevin. ** The skullkin®
coyote’ll git away.”

snatched up his gun-belt from the floor and,

springing across the room, flung open the door and
darted into the street.

Everywhere excitement reigned. Men ran hither-
and thither, some shouting, others firing their guns,

while a number ran fer their horses in readiness to

form @ 'posse forithe immediate and inevitable

pursuit of the outlaws. .
Rex grahbed the arm of a man who was mumning
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THE BLACK-MANED AVENGER.—Firefiend
reared with a scream of pain—and before
the Masked Mystery Rider could fire again

his forehoofs crashed down. The fellow
went catapulting backwards.

past him. * Which way did that bunch of outlaws
go " he snapped.

“They're headed east, pard; but th' Mystery
Rider ain’t with 'em none—he's fannin’ th’' ﬁme
west toward th' mountains.”

The Dandy Cowboy turned to Bill Nevin, who had
followed him from the building.

“ Bill, get two posses,” he said. *“ You can
after the bunch with one, and 1 will head the other
after the Mystery Rider.”

Five minutes later, Rex, at the head of a posse
of some twenty men, swept out of town in hot
pursuit of the outlaw.

Exactly an hour after the posse that pursued the
Mystery Rider had left town, a lone horseman raced
at incredible speed over a sandy scrub-covered plain,
heading due west. The horseman was Rex Reming-
ton, who, having outdistanced the others, once again
found himself alone on the trail of the Mystery Rider.

The End of the Trail.

HE Dandy Cowboy swung down from his saddle

and moved cautiously forward toward a tangle

of bushes and undergrowth that grew close to
the wall of the canyon he was traversing.

For two days Rex had hung grimly on to the trail
of the Mystery Rider. Through forest and i
canyon and gulch, it had led him; until now ﬁe
was nearing the mysterious outlaw’s lair.

Silently as a panther Rex had covered some thirty
yards when suddenly he emerged into a small box-
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canyon. Boulders abounded in profusion, appearing
grotesque in the dim twilight, while from near-by
came the sound of running water.

Night was rapidly approaching and the Dandy
Cowboy was looking for a suitable spot to pitch camp.

After a_few moments’ meditation, he decided to -
return for Firefiend and camp in the canyon.

He turned, and was about to re-enter the niche -
when out from behind a large boulder close to which
he had been standing there stepped a sinister masked
man with gun upraised. Without a sound the figure
sprang upon the unsuspecting young rancher and
brought the clubbed weapon crashing down upon -
his head with stunning force.

Rex returned to his senses to find himself lying,
bound hand and foot, in a small cave that gave °
on to a rocky ledge overlooking the yawning gulf
of a mighty eanyon. He was conscious ‘of a great -
thirst that was accentuated by the fierce rays of
the sun that beat in upon him.

Rex lay back and closed his eyes, only to open
them a moment later to find the outlaw gazing down
at him with a malignant stare.

“ 8o you've come round, eh "’ he said. * Good,
now I can inform yuh as to exactly how yuh're
goin’ to die. I'm goin’ to shoot. yuh to death, bit
by bit—shoot yuh to pieces.”

Bending forward, he smashed his fist full in the
Dandy Cowboy's face.

The blow drew blood, but Rex maintained his .
scornful silence, and with an oath his captor stepped
out on to the ledge and drew his revolver.

“Yuh're goin’ to get a taste of what’s comin’ to
yuh right now.” His voice was thick with passion
as he slowly increased his pressure upon the trigger.
Rex braced himself to receive the searing red-hot
pain that in another second would stab him.

But the outlaw was not destined to pull the trigger,
for at that moment there came a clatter of hoofs and
from out of a mear-by hollow there dashed a great,
black horse whose bared teeth, outstretched neck and
dilated eyes told plainly of the rage that possessed
him. The horse was Firefiend.

The Mystery Rider whirled from Rex, his gun
belching flame.

Firefiend reared up with a scream of rage and pain,
but ere the outlaw could loose a second shot the huge
animal came crashing down, his forefeet smashing
against the outlaw’s chest, sending him catapulting
backwards. .

The Mystery Rider screamed with fear as he

red back, right to the very brink of the canyon.
Madly he fought to retain his balance, but failed,
and plunged backwards into space,

One last despairing cry floated upward and then
came silence, deep and unbroken save for the ring of
Firefiend's iron-shod hoofs on the rocky ledge as he
sidled, snorting, toward the cave.

Rex shuddered, despite himself, at the outlaw's
sudden and terrible death. Then, after a moment,
he commenced struggling with his bonds.

By rubbing tho cords that bound his wrists against
the rowels of his spurs he quickly freed his hands,
and in another moment, with one stroke of his knife,
had severed the cords about his ankles and was free,
He briskly rubbed his cramped limbs to restore the
circulation and then led Firefiend back to the hollow,

Having done this, he then packed the Mystery Rider's
belongings on to the dead man’s horse and, saddli
Firefiend, mounted and, leading the other animal,
rode through the hollow and started on the back
trail to the Pecos Valley, which, thanks to Fire-
fiend’s resourcefulness, had been freed of the menace
of the Mystery Rider for ever.

in Gear for a Thrilli Long Moter-C T.
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SACRED APES IN BLACK AFRICA HOLD OUR PALS PRISONER!

URCULANE! That was the magic substance
that took James Brent, Esq., Man about Town,
to the Dark Continent.

Velasquez, the Big Boss of the Underworld, plotted
to use Hurculane for his own crooked ends—for by
its aid a man’s strength was increased a hundrediold.
He schemed to compel a black boxer, Sambo Mauley,
to take the wonder-drug and, in a meteoric flight to
the top of the boxing tree, earn Velasquez a fortune.

But Jimmy Brent knew, and together with Dick
Challenger and Sir Martin Anton, Bart., went out
to Africa where the mysterious plant, Hurculane,
grew in abundanee. Sambo became chief of a tribe,
and at their head he made war on Velasquez, but the
Big Boss was more cunning than he, for by means of
white man’s magic, he captured the natives’ imagina-
tion and forced them to take Sambo’s friends prisoner.

Sambo, disguised as a witch doctor, entered the
devil but in which they were kept.

He managed to get them away by swamping the
camp fires with sand—only to find that they were
pursued by the sacred apes, who roamed abroad only
in complete darkness,

Escape.
ITH hideous animal snarls a bunch of the
jungle apes clawed and grabbed at the strange
barrier that had risen as if by magic between
the big game cricketers and themselves.

That rope netting hangi between the" trees
seomed to be made of steel. The apes slashed in
blows upon it that wonld have caved in the side of
an ox, yet they had no effect whetever upon the
protecting net.

““ How ever did you come across this netting 1"
whispered Jimmy Brent to SBambo 'midst the hubbub
that raged like an electric storm around them. The
coloured cricketer grinned.

‘* Me come alonga big feller explorer,” he lained.
*“He find dis place and do apes. So de ole feller
make dis net to protect himself. Berry fine, t00.”

“1 should say it is fine,” breathed Jimmy in
thankfulness as twenty-five stone of awful bone and
muscle hurled itself snarling against the net.

*Bhoot for the eyes,” Sambo had said. And
Jimmy raised his rifle, took careful aim and pulled
the trigger. This was big game hunting, indeed. It
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was the biggest and strangest game that Jinmy bad
ever seen.

The roar of the report frightened the ape not at
all, but the flash of flame that came for a moment
from the rifie did. Their snarls changed to shrill,
horrid screams as they retreated a moment, but
the light had been toe swift and too small to in-
timidate them much. They came on again with a
slow, deliberate crawl that was horribly suggestive,

But once within a few yards of the net they sprang
on it with the ferocity and force of a projectile
launched from a hu%?

gun,
Sambo took from his pocket a matehhox, grouped

“three or four of the precious matches together,

and struck them. The retreated, s reaming
anew at the.sudden light they hated. Sambo flun,
the tiny flare from him as the flame commenc
to ebb.

** Pity we ain’t got someof dem fireworks ob Mister

uez,” he remarked grimly, “ We sure would
send apes squealing for Mamma ! ”

Jimmy laughed, then suddenly the laugh choked
off on his lips, and his blood seemed to congeal in his
veina. He had hali-turned, only to find himself
staring at two red glowing lights. He was huniér

to know that they belonged to some ferocious
creature.

“ Look,” he whispered.

As if urged by an impulse of self-preservation all
the big game cricketers turned to stare at those
animal eyes. They moved nearer, and the friends
glimpsed a striped form, paws moving with swift,
stealthy grace. Then a horrid snarl broke out on
the night air, and they all scattered &s the great
beast launched its great, catlike body at them.

Jimuny Brent, with his rifle loose at his shoulder,
Enﬂd o trigger, and ‘the weapon kicked viciously,
ocking him backwards. That and the roar of

the gun confused him so that he did not know what
had happened, though he was conscious of a body
thudding the ground near-by him. Then be saw the
a pawing the ground in its death agonies, and
e sent another shot into it.
*“ Phew ! " he exclaimed, his brow glistening.
There were enemies both in and outside the
mysterious Hidden City in the heart of the jungle.
“Can’t we make a fire?” whispered Jimmy.
“That would drive them away, ch ?” He stared
down at the still quivering figure of the jungle beast,
and shuddered. .
“1 don’t scarcely reckon dere's any wood,”

" Sambo said laconically,

He spoke only the truth, The ground was bare



A shower of spears came whizzing down
from the sky. Floating over in a balloon
was—Jimmy Brent.

and hard and sunbaked, holding no nig‘n of vegetation
of any sort. Whereas in the jungle they had only
to stretch out their hands to gather in brush and
twigs in as great amount as they desired, here on
this plateau amidst the ruins of the city they were
destitute of what had become a vital necessity.
Fuel! The trees to which the netting was attached
might yield branches, it was true, but even to
approach those trees was a hazard fraught with
danger.

The apes were untiring in their efforts to claw
down the rope netting, and it seemed that in the
end they must succeed. The rope that once had been
so stout was now slightly rotted through many
forest rains, and a gaping hole with broken strands
of rope presently rewarded the efforts of one of the
largest and most ferocious of the apes.

No more shots came from the rifles of the big
game cricketers, for their ammunition was gone.
Jimmy Brent had one nn:mnt cartridge remaining
in his two bore rifle, and t he was saving for an
emergency.

“ We'd better man the posts, as it were,”” muttered
Sir Mark Anton, and six or seven of the big game
cricketers crowded to the gaping hole in the net,
their rifles clubbed in their hands,

They hit with all their strength at the awful
snarling beasts just discernible in the faint starlight.
The wooden stocks of their rifles crashed inst
bone that was like iron, and the effect was ghastly,
unnerving ; for the beasts appeared to take the
blows as they would slaps from a tiny hand. Their

_horrid curved and yellow teeth snapped and bit
at the flailing rifle butts, and in many cases they
managed to grip them and pull them from their
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owners' grasp. It was not many seconds before the
big game cricketers beat a hasty, snarling retreat
The onslaught was too great, too formidable.

“We've got to get out of this,” Jimmy repeated
desperately ; »* we can’t hold on until daylight.”

Secarcely had the words left his mouth when his
whole body tensened, and he stared with a fast
beating heart. Another creature of the wilds was
emerging from the crumbling buildings of the
Hidden City. What it was Jimmy did not know,
he could not see; for there was a ghastly darkness
here under the trees.

But he saw the glowing eyes of the beast, and
his nostrils were assailed by an awful animal stench.
He threw up his rifle to his shoulder. ‘His last shot !

The red glowing eyes seemed to leap at him,
looming before his vision like something grotesquely
out of focus in a screen drama. His finger was
curled round the trigger, and it tensened. Came a
racketing shot, swiftly succeeded by an awful
_roar that shook the hot, still night, and then Jimmy,
through a red blurr, saw an immense catlike form
grovelling along the ground, evidently grievously
woundoed. His second bag! Yet the brute was not
hors de combat by any means, Jimmy had a blurred
vision of terrible, curved talons, a creased and spitting
brute face, and he saw the immense striped body
flattened to the ground, wriggling under the net !

Instantly the former man-about-town was gripped
by a wild, uncontrollable iipulse,

The immense c¢reature of the wilds had found its
avenue of escape, and was through. It was wounded
and at bay, and it was probably as dangerous as it
had ever been in all its savage existence. As though
catapulted, its great, striped body was launched from
the ground at the nearest ape who threatened it,
and with a single flick of its paw it raked the stomach
of the mighty beast, found it in its weakest spot.

The ape's death snarl was horrific, Like some
giant, prehistoric man, it lifted its tremendous arms,
and with the blood spurting from its wound it slowly
sank to the ground in a paroxyism of snarling pain.
Meanwhile 1ts attacker was slinking off, its own
bloodcurdling snarls quivering on the night.

It was an immense and awesome jungle drama.
The other apes were staring as if transfixed at their
dying companion. Save when these apes fought one
against “the other, which often happened, none of
them was ever known to die. They were too mighty
in the jungle. The tiny brains of the others could
not cope with this frightening phenomenon. They
stared in terror.

Not so Jimmy Brent. He had taken the oppor-
tunity that offered—and a mad, wild risk it carried
with it.

For he had dived under the netting even as the
snarling puma had done, and swiftly, with his rifle
gripped by its barrel, he ran wraithlike over the
plateau. In a few seconds he was in the hot shadows,
in safety. For as the dying ape finally crashed to
the ground, its immense fellows fell upon it like
carrion birds and tore the unfortunate brute limb
from limb, snarling and quarrelling horribly over the

il. L
l!ptl,t. was a ghastly sight, and the big-game cricketers
behind the net felt that they wanted to be sick. Yet
the distraction had provided Jimmy Brent with an
opportunity to escape.

*Shure and begorrah, an’ he'll be after finding
some way out of this rotten hole,. will Jimmy,"”
declared Micky Dolan, the huge and genial Irishman
with such a show of confidence that all doubts in
Jimmy were laid to rest at once.

“ He'll have to put a jerk into it then,” was the
gloomy opinion of Sir Mark Anton. *‘ Once these
brutes have finished their little repast . . , ught”



Don’t Miss Midnight Mick, Lads. He’s a Pal You’ll Like. 29

And he turned his head away, not liking the sight
of the apes’ meal.

As for Jimmy, it scarcely need be said that he did
not wait to see the primeval destruction of the dead
ape. The snarls and screams of the q ing and
feasting brutes came to his ears like the music to a

ightmare. He hurried on.

had not the ghost of a plan in his mind. All
ho.kl:-xlow was that he had to help the others, and
y.

Stumbling this way and that, he ran on. His
stomach was turning now with the fear that he felt.
While he had been with the others he had been of
stout courage, for one can but die. And a death at
the savage, lustful apes in the heart of dark
Africa ‘was at any rate a clean death. But now he
felt that he carried the lives of his companions in his
h':;gs, and he must see to it that he did not betray
t

Running blindly on, it seemed suddenly to Jimmy
that the ground opened in a yawning cgum at his
feet. He stumbled and pitc! headlong, sliding
down what seemed to be the chalky side of a deep pit.
He gave up then, thinking that he must crash to

came back like a straggling fugitive of some hope
lessly beaten army. Bitter, agonising memory, I$
was dawn, and he had been lying here like a fool,
sleeping or unconscious, whilst his pals . ., .

Jimmy choked, and tried to stop thinking.

He rolled over, the prey of a terrible sense of
futility and despair. Hard o be a stoic just then
be realised that he had taken his friends out here
Africa, had gambled with their lives, and lost.

And then all at once he opened his eyes wide, and
stared, gripping the loose stone near him in his torn
and bruised hands, Was he dreaming ¢! What did
he see? Burely it was not true.

A balloon !

An aeronautical balloon, its huge gashag intact
and waving gently in the tiny breeze of early da
Jimmy was astonished out of his senses for a E
half minute. * Whassamarrer withme ? »* he grow!
“B’gosh, am I going dotty 1”

He erawled on his stomach towards the amaging

THEIR BACKS TO THE WALL.—Encouraged by 8ambo's shouts they prepared to fight
to the death, as the apes came shambling upon them.

death. Hurtling, bumping and turning over as he
slid down, Jimmy closed his eyes. A great rock hit
his temple, and darkness spread before him like the
spreading of a great inky pool.
He was still at last, with small boulders and rocks
iled all around him—still and unconscious in the
ttom of a great pit. And there, only a few yards
away, bobbing gently in the almost motionless night
air, was a great globular shape. The gods grinned on
UimmE Brent, once man-about-town in London’s
West End. He was probably one of the luckiest men
living, though he would not have acknowledged that
.jl‘!“t then as he lay unconscious in the pit depths.
ut always when things were dark, Fate tock him by
the arm and led him round a corner to where the light
gleamed. ;
Jimmy opened his eyes as the first faint light of
dawn sifted through dark sky. He closed ‘his
eyes quickly again, knowing horrid pain, Memory

aj ition, quickening his pace as it still remained
before his eyes. A balloon, moored by ropes to the
rocky pit bottom, complete with basket, sand ballast,
and guy ropes. Surely good fortune had transcended
all bounds in bestowing this gift upon lucky Jimmy
Brent.

Jimmy checked suddenly. Hanging half over the
basket he saw something, the white skeleton of aman |

Then he understood.

He had heard Bambo tell of another man, a famous
explorer and scientist, who had voyaged into

own to discover the Hidden City. He had taken

a #mall party of four with him, and all the mem
had straggled back to civilisation save hi A
Sambo Mauley, the negro, had been one of that party,

~gnd he was the only remaining member alive to-day,
““That was how he hiad come to know of the Hidden
* City and the Hureulane. That was how he had known

(Continued on page 36.)
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Gripping New Yarn of the
Mightiest Mystery—Space !

Like a hurtling
meteor of the
ﬂjgllt lk!v “IU
Solar Rover
flashes to Venus

Specially Written for our Chums by
EDwWY SEARLES BROOKS.

_ The Thunderous Opening.
LASHING through space on the Solar Rover—
F a marvellous machine invented by Professor
Drewe—a band of schoolboys landed on the
planet Venus,

They found it peopled by a nation of strange
winged Leings, ruled by Hudson Jeff, a Yankee who
had landed on the White Planet ten years before in
a projectile.

Count Popandos, & crooked schemer, turned
Hudson Jeff against the adventurers, and he shut
them out of his eity—Venusville—just as the terrible
Venusian night descended.

. In so doing ho invited tragedy ! Attracted by the
lights of the Solar Rover, dreadful, nameless monsters
came out of the darkness, giant buildings toppled
under the onslaught. It s d the city was doomed
—but by moving out over the deserted plain that
surrounded the city, the Rover lured the monsters
away, .

In the confusion Barry fell overboard and, hiding
in a cave, discovered Count Popandos. When the
dawn came and the monsters fled, the schoolboy
took the Count, who seemed to be insane, back to

the Ruver
crookedness, the adventurers put

Spite his p
him into a comfortable bed and ministered to his
wants. They little knew ! The rascally Count was
onll;pﬂt ing to be insane while he hatched fresh
villainy.

The Sign in the Sky.

UUNT ALEXIS POPANDOS was looking wholly

, evil as he allowed himself to fall back once more

- on the pillow. w.

*Yes, 1 shall mrpnso them all—very soon ! " he
repeated tensely. ““ But not yet! No! This time
1 shall make sure—and so 1 shall wait !

And while be lay in bed there, gloating over the
success of his trick, there was a good deal of bustle
- on the Solar Rover's decks, Barry Drewe and his
chums were not in evidence, however. For all the
boys had gone down to their state-rooms, and were
fast asleep by now. They hadn’t had a wink of sleep
~ all night, and they were feeling exhausted—now
“that the safety of the daylight come.

.- And Sir Bags and Professor Drewe and Mr.
Mannering were rather glad. 1t was a relief to them
to have the boys out cnlg the way for the time being.

For there was a great deal to be done. Sleep for them

was not to be thought of yet.

“ We must make a thorough examination of the
ship, and ascertain what damage has been done,”
Professor Drewe was saying, his voice filled with
anxiety and concern. *‘I am afraid she has suffered
a t shock—but until and bolt has
bunm‘:nminod we clnnotal::ryceruphir?ll to her con-
dition v will indeed be an appalling catastrophe

if it proves that she is strained to such an extent
that we cannot venture again into Outer Space.”

* Well, Prof, there’s no need to be pessimistic,”
said Bir Bags cheerily. * Even if one or two plates
are strained and bent, we may be able to repair them.
Let’s hope for the best.”

* What about Zefl ? " put in Mr. Mannering. * We
shall have to adopt some plan, you know. Zeff is
bound to turn up sooner or later——"

“Yes, of course,” interrup
Drewe with a frown. *‘We must be prepared for
Hudson Zeff! I do not think the man is a rascal,
but he is undoubtedly a fanatic.”

*“Yes, and he's still got those men of ours,”
growled " night, before the darkness
came, he collared the Rover, and kidnapped some
members of the crew. If he comes near this shi
again, we'll make it quite clear to him that we'll
stand no more of his nonsense. His idea was to send
Popandos into Outer Space, and to keep all the rest
of us on Venus. Well, after one night on Venus, I
rather fancy I should profer good old Piccadilly—even

itis ‘up*1™

*“Idon’t think Zeff meant us any harm,” said Mr.
Mannering thoughtfully. “In my opinion he is
ahghtly crazy——""

‘Beg pardon, sir!"” interrupted ome of the
engineers, coming up and saluting. *“The other
members of the crew are just coming along—with
that queer, misshapen fellow.”
~ “Good glory ! " said Bags. “So Zeff is putting
in an yL" g
They hurried to the rail, and they beheld Hudson
Zefl in the distance, his deformed figure looking

ue and fantastic. The missing members of the
Fover's crew were with him. And all round flew the
Venusians, as a kind of escort.

Professor Drewe gave some orders, and within a
minute the rail of lﬁ: Rover was guarded all round,
by men with rifles.

** Just a minute, Mr. Zeff ! ™" sang out Bags. ** After
:‘fbat happened yesterday, we are none too certain

you— "

“It's all right, folks—I've brought back your
men,” said Hudson Zeff, coming to a halt about
twenty yards away from the Rover. ‘‘ What fool
ﬁamoa were you up to during the night ¢ Do you

now that you nearly brought disaster upon my
city 1

" If we did do so, it was entirely unintentional !
said ' Professor Drewe coldly. “And we cannot
forget, Mr. Zeff, that you attempted to hold us all
against our wills, and to seize our ship.”

“ Forget it ! "’ said Hudson Zeff. “I guess I was
too hasty. Just one of my fits, gentlemen ! You are
guests here, and 1 want to put things right. You
must have had a bad night, by what I can see, and
if you'll all come along to the White House——""

“ Nothing doing!"™ interrupted Bags. *“ We're
staying here, Mr. Thanks all the same, but we
don’t trust yon We feel a lot safer on our own
leck.”

A shadow came across Zefl's face.

ted Professor Roxley
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“T'm sorry we can't get together,” he said. "I
didn’t mean you any harm, a: ”

“He suddenly broke off, and glanced at a number
of the Venusians, who were making curious sounds,
and looking up into the sky. Zeff turned, and stared
into the sky, too,

There was nothing particularly startling to see.
The great disc of the sun had come frem behind an
immense cloudbank, and its'burning rays had already
made the plates of the Rover uncomfortably hot.
But the air was clear, and the only indication of
anything unusual was a strange lurid glare in one
section of the horizon. It sent flickering shafts of
light, right up to the zenith—as though an enormous
fire was burning, hundreds of miles away.

“ What is that gl&re, Mr. Zeff ? " asked Professor
Drewe, almost excitedly.

“That 1" said Hudson Zeff. ‘‘ Nothi
commonplace phenomenon of this planet. T
notice—it means nothing.”

5ok
e no

THE ELEMENTS INTERVENE. — Count
Popandos was about to fire into the heart
of 8ir Bags when the Solar Rover heeled
over. The unexpected lurch sent the
rascally count tumbling into the controls,
They moved and . . . . the starship

dropped like a stone.

“But why are your Venusians looking so alarmed?”
asked Bags keenly.

““They are stra nd they excite themselves
over trifles,” replied Zeff. *‘ What are yourbghns.
gentlemen ? Your nhipla;_bpeara to be disabled 7 1
guess she’s out of commission, eh "

“We do not know yet,” replied the Professor,
coming to himself with a start. “‘ But before long
we shall make tests—we shall go into the upper air,
and undergo some exhaustive trials.”

“For my own sake, I hope that your ship is
disabled beyond all ir—but for your own sakes
I h she is still airworthy,” said Hudson Zeff
fran‘;:]l’;. “ You see, gentlemen, I am candid. T want
you to remain on Venus, but you are determined
to go back to earth. Well, let us hope that this test
wﬂf?iocide your fate.” Then he turned and went back
the way he had come followed by his Venusians,

' As he went a puff of hot wind came from across

the sea. It was a curious wind—just a single burst
of hot air, as though a blast furnace had sent forth a
belching gust. And then it had passed, and the
atmosphere was normal again.

The Boy Magician Next Week.

The Great Wind.

IR CLARENCE BAGSHOTT

scratched his chin.

“ Rather rummy, the way Zeff went off, with
all his Venusians,” he said, as he stood against the
rail. “* What do you make of it, Jerry 1"

Mr. Mannering shr his shoulders.

‘“ How should I knew ? *’ he said. *‘‘ There is no
accounting for what Hudson Zeff does—or 8115, Why
bother about him ¥ Our greatest anxiety, just now,
is to discover whethor the Rover is airworth, or not,
At least, Zoff was frank—but he knew better than te
attack us.”

Over half-an-hour had passed, and the airship’s
engineers, and the other members of the crew, were
overside, examining the plates, testing the trac
and so forth. Professor Drewe was with them,

Sir Bags and Mr. Mannering bad the de:k almost
to themselves.

One or two other bursts of hot air had come—just
puffs of wind, apparently emanating from nowhere.
But they did not take much notice, for the: were all
filled with concern regarding their ship. Neither had
they seen a gleam of sudden excitement in Hudson
Zefl's oyes—as turned to go. But that gleam
had been there—and it had meant something.

At last Professor Drewe came hurrying up the
ladder, and he was streaming with perspiration,
There was a light of hopefulness in his expression.

“1 believe she will fly, Clarence ! ” he said excitedly,

31

frowned, and

“ What is more satisfactory, I believe she is still
capable of withstanding the enormous forces of
Outer Space.”

‘““Are we going to have a trial now ? " asked

“At once ! " replied the Professor. But first we
shall make exhaustive tests at a height of about
twenty thousand feet. Before venturing into the

atmosphere of the greater heights, I want
to test every control.”

“ Well, T must say it's a scheme I heartily approve
of,” observed Bags. ‘‘ We don’t want any leaks in
the old tub, do we ? " :

“ The tiniest crevice might bring disaster to us,’
said the Professor, nodding. * During our journey
back to earth—or to Mars, as the case may be—we
shall be travelling in the atmosphereless hlank of
Outer Space for days. And it is imperative that
manufactured oxygen—our false stmoni:hnro. a8
were-—should be kept within the vessel.’
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“Then let's make these tests, by all means,” said
Bags heartily. *“‘ By the way, Prof, have you any
idea what those puffs of hot wind meant We've
had two or three of them.”

“They are truly extraordinary,” declared the
Professor. ‘‘ But then, many things on Venus are
extraordinary. Zeff has assured us that the glare in
the sky means nothing, and i

“That glare has gone—long ago,” put in Mr.
Mannering.

“To be sure ! ” agreed the Professor. * But I have
been so busy that I did not notice. Very unfortunate
—very tragic, indeed. 1 had hoped to make careful
observations.”

He went off to the control-room, and everybody
else waited anxiously. All the members of the crew
came on board, and at last the Rover tilted slightly,
and then rose from the ground. Up she went—
hiqher and higher.

“ Well, she's capable of flying, anyhow,’
Bags. ‘ That’s something to be thankful for.”

'.ﬁney went u]i)intro the control-room, and -they
found Professor Drew looking very relieved.

“The damage is less than I had feared,” he
declared. “ We are in the air, Clarence! And I
find that the ship answers her controls as perfectly
as ever. I intend to go straight up until we are in
the rarefied regions. Then, perhaps, we shall be
able to——"

He broke off, as the Rover gave a strange, unex-
pected lurch. Bags and Jerry were sent slithering
across the control-room, and the Professor onlv
saved himself by clutching at the levers.

eaid

“ Great Scott ! " gasped Mr. Mannering. * What
was that ? "
“Heaven knows!" gsaid the Professor. ‘‘ My

levers were quite steady

“Whoa ! Here we go again ! "’ velled Bags. * By
the Lord Harry! What the deuce——"

He broke off, clutching at an{thing he could lay
hands on. For the airship was tilting up, and rolling
at the same time. One of the officers came s! i
in through the doorway.

“The wind, sir!™ he gasped. “It's the wind !
We're in a cyclone, or something ! ™

* Great heavens ! ”* shouted the Professor. * Look
at the indicator! We are rising at an ap&alling
speed—and yet I have shut off the power ! e are
caught in this wind—and we are going straight
upwards ! "

managed to get out on deck, and he clung
to the rail, staring down at the Venusian ground.
The Rover was already between twenty-five and
thirty thousand feet high, and Venusville was looking
like a toy eity, far, far below. But there was some-
thing else that Sir Bags noticed, too.

In the sky, all round, clouds had appeared—and
they were the most extraordinary clouds that Bags

ever seen. They were like whirling wreaths of
ur, fashioned into cone-shaped spirals,
d then there came a change.

Wind appeared again—hot, suffocati wind.
And this time it beat directly downwards ! nft wasn’t
like any wind that Bags had ever experienced on
earth. It did not come horizontally—but down-
wards, from the upper skies !

And it beat down with such force that Bags was
almost flattened to the deck. Only by clutching
at the rail did he remain in a standing position.
Down came the wind, with devastating, unbelievable
fome. And the Rover was forced down and down—
rolling helplessly, heeling over, and tipping this wa;
andr:;iat. So forceful was this wind 511;38 all eonl:royl
was completely gone. The airship was at the utter
mercy of the Venusian elements !

And yet the appearances had been so deceptive,
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for there was not the slightest sign of a hurricane
in the look of the sky. There had been nothing to
give the adventurers warning of what was to come.

And now the Rover was struggling like a crippled
thing, shooting upwards one minute, and then golng
driven down the next.

And Bags clenched his teeth as he remembered
one thing. Hudson Zeff had noticed that sign in
the sky—and that sign had protended this deadly
wind ! And Zeff had said nothing—knowing, in
his heart, that the adventurers were to go forth into
the heavens.

The Great Fight,

ARRY DREW sat up, dazed and bewildered.
“What the—— How tho—— Oh, my
g‘t;zdaneas ! he gasped. ‘ What's happening ? "

* ness knows ! "' panted Don Masters.

“ There's something absolutely wrong ! ™ said the
Hon. Freddie, with a gulp. “ I mean to say, the
merry ship is tossing about like a rowing boat in a
channel storm ! The good old dreamless is positively
interrupted !

The chums of Study One picked themselves up
rather dazedly. They had suddenly been flung out
of their beds, and they were bruised and bewildered.
It was the same in the other staterooms. Freeman,
Hardy & Willis—the celebrated Firm—did not even
trouble to dress themselves. They reeled out of their
stateroom in their pyjamas, and no sooner were they
on deck than they went slithering across to the rail.

“ Get back, boys!" came a roar from Sir Dags.

* You'll be overboard in a tick, if you stay out here !
We're liable to capsize at any minute ! "

“ Capsize ! " “Barry Drew. *‘But we're
thousands and thousands and thousands of feet up
in the air !

“Yes, and we shall be upside down before you
know where ycu are!” shouted Bags. It’s the
wind—and we don't know where ®t’s coming from
next. We seem to be in a sort of vortex—“’%oops !
Here we go again—down—down ! "

And Solar Rover went downwards with a
horrid sort of shudder, which ran through her entire
bulk. She was being forced down by the enormous
strength of the great wind, which came perpendicu-
larly down from the upper heights.

And now there was a new sensation.

For the Rover was spinning—round and_ round.
It was as though she had become a top, and was
gathering speed. Everybody on. deck eclutched
madly at anything they could hold. And suddenly
the Rover, with a shuddering lurch, came out of
the spin, and went shooting downwards at an acute
angle. And then, just as a ruptly. she shot off, and
went flying upwards, her decks tilting acutely.

And all this time the controls were stationary.
By all rights, the Rover should have remained motion-
less in the air, hovering. But that wind had got hold
of her, and nothing could be done. The Professor
had already tried to.descend, but this only made
matters worse,

And the strange part of it all was, the sun was still
shining. This was merely a wind storm—a terrific
hurricane of opposing winds, They came from all
sides—from below, and from above. The
adventurers were stunned and battered by the force
of that hot cyclone.

Once, indeed, the Rover nearly went completely
over, till she was almost upside down. It seemed
that all hope was lost, and more than one fellow on
deck belioved that he was about to be sent to eternity,
But at the last moment the Rover swung back, and
assumed an even keel again.

¥ Look ! ” panted Freeman, pointing.
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In the far distance, right on the horizon, they
could just see a glimpse of Venusville.
of miles away now—and_it was gradually vanishing.

The Rover was getting out over that vast Venusian®

ocean, although there was no accounting for this.
Ft_u‘, according to the vessel's controls, she should
still have been practically over that city. She was

being forced out over the sea, and the speed of that

wind must have been ineredible.
For ten long dreadful minutes it persisted, and the

Rover was in danger every few seconds or so. But

s0 stoutly was she built, so perfect was her balance,
that she weathered the storm with success. There
came a final outburst, in which the vessel was sent
downwards with horrifying force—the wind beating
with terrifie violence against her decks. And then
she seemed to go into a long glide, out of that storm
centre.

“Phew ! That's better ! " panted Bags.
do you make of it, Professor 1"

He was in the control-room now, and Professor
Drew was clutching at his levers.

“I am at a total loss,” he confessed. * 1 would
never have believed that such winds were possible—
either on earth, or any other

lanet ! We have travelled
undreds of miles, Clarence—
many hundreds of miles auring
theso last few minutes. This
wind has carried us along like
a mere leaf in a gale.”

“ What

It was tens
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The Solar Réver was in the grip of this great
and the force of it was so stupendous that nothi
but disaster would have come had attempted |
to check their progress. 'The Professor’s ether;
motors woiuld undoubtedly have been strained to
such an extent that they w have collapsed.

The only thing to do was 40 wait until they had
got out of the centre of * extraordinary wind
storm. : *ax

Popandos Aets.

ITH a quick , Count Po os darted
away from the door of his cabin, and flung
himself on the bed. He had been listening

m mlir::t}"as—-ﬁi:i woll ‘ovu half an hour, in
at e could hear footsteps appproaching.
He sprawled there, flat on his back, with his legs
in a distorted attitude, with his arms outstretched
loosely—and with his mouth agape, and his eyes
wide open. His eyes were staring—staring un-
seeingly.
During that last hour, Count Popandos had been
in a state of utter terror. The cabin door was locked,

A PERILOUS PLUNGE.—Z-r-r-r-r-r-h. It was a curious sogging sound accompanied by a
terrific shock. The Solar Rover had crashed into the weed. And every moment she went
deeper and deeper.

“Yes, and old Zeff knew that we should catch

it, too ! " said Bags hotly. * The infernal blighter !

He knew this wind was coming—that glare in the.

sky was a sign of it.”

“ Good gracious ! T believe you are right ! " said
the Professor, with a start, °*‘ That was why the
Venusians were looking so alarmed—that was why
they were so unoasy ! These winds are periodic,
no doubt. And Zeff believed, in all Probabihlg', that
we should be sent to utter destruction. He did not
even give us a warning ! "

“ Well, we're still in the air, and we’ll have a very
intoresting chat with Mr. Zeff when we get back,”
said Sir grimly.

* But yet the storm is not over ! said Professor
Drew. * There may be a second vortex for us to

through—an additional storm centre. We
cannot tell yet, Bags. We are travelling at an
enormous , even now—for the wind seems to
have settled itself down like an ordinary earth wind.”

They went out on deck, and they found the Rover
shooting across that t dead sea—at a height of
many thousands of feet. And when the Professor
tried to call a halt, he found it impossible to do so.

and he had been unable to get out. He had been
flung from one side of the little room to the other.
He had thought, twenty times, that his last moment
had come. But now the.Rover was steadier, and he
had decided to ‘act He knew that the vessel had

" through some sort of storm, and he was also
aware that she was at a great height in the air. But
all these thoughts left his mind now. For the second
was rapidly approaching when he would find it
necessary t0 come into action.

A key turned in the lock, and somebody entered.
As a matter of fact, the man was a steward, one of
Professor Roxley Drewe’s most trusted employees.
He was bearing a tray, for he had brought the
‘* patient ”’ a specially prepared meal.

Never for a second did the Professor, or any of
his companions, believe that Count Popandos was
bluffing. They thought that he had gone out of his
mind, owing t0 his experiences in the Venusian night.

. They believed him to be like a child—an object of

pity rather than.an object of suspicion. . 5

And the steward camé'to a halt just inside
eabin, and a gasp sounded from him. For one glance
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_ at Count Popandos had filled him with alarm and

dread. z
Truly, the Count presented a very startling

- man set his tray down, and hurried over
towards the bed. There lsw Count, sprawling,
his eyes wide open, his w attitude hﬁrotaq\m.
In that dramatic second, the steward eved the
Count was dead. Perhaps he had had a fit—perhaps
he had been killed during the Rover's appalling toss.
ing. At all events, he was unconscious, and harmless.

ﬁ'hestewudbentmthabod——ﬁghtmtbo
prostrate figure of the Count.

And then—the Greek acted.

With a swiit, deadly movement, his arms came up,
and his fingers clutched at the throat of the stew
The next second the unfortunate man was swung
right over—clean across the bed, and the Count
was on the top of him! Tighter closed the fingers
on the 's windpipe until the man went limp,

P dos darted across the room, and he closed
the r and locked it. Then he turned, with his
back to the panels. His face was flushed, and his
eyes were terrible to see. On the bed lay the steward
—unconscious.

* Yes, it succeeded beyond all my hopes ! ” mut-
tered the Greek. ‘‘The rest will be simple! But
1 must be careful—very careful! There must be
no hitch this time !

There was an insane look in his eyes. Perhaps
he had, really, taken leave of his senses, At all
events, he was a dangerous man—an evil force.
But in his madness he was cunning. There was
something dreadfully deliberate about his next
movements,

Working rapidly, he proceeded to tear all the
clothing from the steward. The man had been
wearing a uniform, similar to all the other stewards
on board. Ruthlessly, the Count dragged the man’s
su’t off, and then he proceeded to don it himself.

In less than five minutes, he stood there, wearing
the stoward's attire—and as both men were of about
the same build there was nothing unusual in his
appearance. The clothing fitted huim well.

o Count was about to move across to the door
again when another thought struck him.

*“The man may recover his infernal senses !’ he

muttered. “I cannot take any chances. I must
be certain ! "

He rip) off one of the sheets, and tore it into
strips. hen he bound the steward cruelly, and

gagged him.

** An inspiration—a real inspiration ! ” murmured
Popandos tensely.

Those strips of torn sheet had given him a new
idean. Deftly, he arranged one of the strips into a
bandage, and wound it round his head—and round
his face. And that great bandage served the purpose
of a disguise,

And who would take any notice * After the recent
tossing end spinning of the Rover no members of
the crew would suspect anything if they saw this
steward going about with his head bandaged. It
would be assumed, at once, that he had been injured
in the battle with the wind.

And so Count Popandos crept out—his mind
crazed, his heart full of black villainy.

The Hold-Up.
“JT'S weed!"” said Hardy wonderingly. * Sea-
weed, you chaps!"”
** But whoever saw seaweed like this?”
said Wiliis, aghast. *‘ Oh, my goodness! Look at

it —like a tremendous forest ! ™
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Many of the Castleton fellows were at the rail,
staring downwards, The Rover was still at a great
height, but the atmosphere was so clear that the
boys could see the ocean, far below. But now they
could see something else, too.

As far as the eye could see, in every direction,
there was the sca—the strange Venusian dead sea.
Every trace of land had gone. But there, below
them, stretching out for miles and miles on all sides,
was a great island of seaweed.

It was not ordinary seaweed—but great tangled
masses of slimy vegetation, dark green in colour, and
with roots and tendrils which seemed to be as thick
as tree trunks.

“Why don't we a bit lower 7" demanded
Freeman. ‘‘We can't see very well at this height.
And there’s something rummy about this weed, you
chaps. I want to get a closer look at it ! ™

‘* Better go and ask the Professor to descend ! "™
said Hardy, with a frm.

* Yes, by jiggery, 1 will ! ** said Freeman promptly.

He went into the lounge, and as he did so a steward
appenred—a man with a great bandage right across
his face.

“Hallo ! " said Freeman.
been in the wars ! ™

The steward glanced round, and he nodded briefly,

““Yes ! "' he muttered, and passed on.

Freeman came to a sudden halt, and a light
of icion leapt into his eyes.

‘“Hi, you fellows ! he shoutel.
Popandos ! "

e Count gave a snarl of fury. He had not
expected to be recognised so promptly—he had not
reckoned upon Freeman's excellent eyesight.

He did not make the mistake of turning on the
boy. Instead, he made one leap towards the control-
room, and sped up the stairs. As he did so, he drow
arevolver. He was glad that that revolver had been
in the steward’s pocket ! It made his tesk easy now,

He could hear a commotion in his rear, caused
by the boys—but he took no notice. In two strides
he was in the control-room, and now he discarded
that bandage. He no needed it. He had
reached the control-room—his objective !

And in that wondrous apartment he found Pro-
fessor Drewe, Bir Clarence Bagshott, and Jerry
Mannering.

“ Now, gentlemen—you will obey my orders, or
die ! " shouted Count Alexis Popandos, his voice
rising into a scream of triumph.

“ What the——" Bags.

“Up with your 1" thundered Popandos.

Bags one grab for his own revolver, and his
hand reached his hip pocket.

Crack ! A bullet tore through his sleeve, and the
Count’s voice ripped across the control-room.

“Up with your hands!" he repeated. * Fool!
Do you want me to shoot you down as you stand 1 2%

There was no help for it. Sir Bags, gritting his
teeth, was compelled to raise his hands above his
head. Mr. Mannering and the Professor had already
obeyed that deadly order. They could do nothing
else. And Count Popandos had leapt at the controls,
and was standing there—one hand against the levers,
the other holding his revolver, with the barrel
pointed at the startled trio.

“1 fooled you micely, didn't 11" went on the
Count, laughing mockingly. “ You thought I was
mad—and perhaps I am mad ! Who can tell ? But
I am not s0 mad as you think ! I can control this
ship—and do as I like with her! And you are my
prisonors—you are my slaves ! Refuse to obey my
orders, and death will follow on the second ! ™'

“You seem to have

“Quick! It's
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“Good heavens!” panted Professor Drewe.
* What do you intend, you madman ? What do
you hope to gain by this insane act ? ™

““1t 18 not what I hopé to gain—it is what I have
gained !’ retorted Count Pcpandos. “1 am i
command of the Rover, and if you have any sense left
you will realise that fact !’ .

“ But you eannot expect to remain in command ! "
shouted the Professor. * You cannot keep us at bay
like this for ever, Popandos ! Sooner or later, you
must give in, and sooner or later. 2

. Enough !'” snarled the Count. “I am playing
with you—I am amusing myself now! Within a
very few minutes, I am going to shoot you—I am
going to kill all three of you! And do you think
the members of the crew will disobey my orders ?
Do you think those boys will dare to oppose me ?

“Yes, we will!” shouted Freeman, from the
doorway. ;

Bags was hoping that Popandos would relax his
vigilance for a moment—that he would glance
towards the doorwsy. But Popandos did not do so.
He kept his attention fixed upon those three men.

“Go!” he shouted. “ You boys—go! If you
do not do so, I will shoot this instant |

“You had better go, boys!” panted Professor

we. . We do not want any bloodshed !

“It's only bluff!” said Bags contemptuously.
““ He's got us here, at the point of his revolver, but
he needn’t think we're scared of him ! "

“No ? " shouted Count Popandos, his voice rising
with maniacal fury. *Then I will show you, my
friend ! You shall be the first to die ! You shall be

_my first vietim !

He swung his revolver round, and his finger
trembled on the trigger. And then, at that second,
the wind came again—with a greater fury than ever.

Into the Weed.

THE Solar Rover rocked as if in mortal agony.

Even as Count Popandos was about to fire—as

he was about to send a bullet into Sir Bags’ heart

the Rover tipped right up, until her stern was pointing
directly downwards, It was a terrible movement,
a violent, devastating lurch, And round the vessel's
plates the wind could be heard, howling with a
demoniac fury. £

Muech happened in that fateful second, too.

Popandos was not prepared for the sudden catas-
trophe. He lost his balance, and fell against the
controls. And as he did so one of the levers went
right over, and the Rover dropped with such terrifie
suddenness that the sensation was sickening. Every-
body in the Rover felt a deadly feeling at the pit of
their stomachs. The Rover was dropping—dropping
like a stone.

Anud Bags, in spite of the motion, went reeling

across the control-room, and he grappled’ with .

Popandos, Jerry Manupering was with him, and,
between them, they had the Greek down, and the
held him there. Afterwards, they could never tell
how they did it, for it was practically impossible to
keep any balance, or to breathe.

FProfessor Drewe, in that same second, had been .

flung over, and was knocked almost senseless. He
only had sufficient strength to half-raise himself on
one efbow, and to point. <
“The levers ! " he croaked. * The levers! Bags
~—Bags ! It will mean death unless—unless 2
Twirling with that same top-like momentum, the

Rover was hurtling downwards to destruction. Not -

only the wind had got hold of her now, but the
ether-motors were no longer functioning. The
Rover was dropping like a solid piece of metal,
gathering speed with every yard. She was like a
glittering meteor, falling from the skies.

" mortal agony.

“The levers ! shouted Barry Drewe frantically.

“1 can get there ! gasped Freeman.

He was nearest, and although it was impossible
to walk, or to erawl, the leader of the Firm gave a
sort of rolling motion, and went pitching over towards
the controls. More by chance than anything else, he
seized the right lever, and his weight fell upon it, and
had instantaneous effect. .

For the Rover seemed to steady herself, and that
downward plunge was stayed. But sh&shad gathered
such momentum that it was doubtful, even now, if
disaster could be avoided. She seemed to have got
out of that wind vortex. It had been a sudden gust,
probably a final spasm of the recent storin. At all
events, it was over, and the Rover was now in still
air again. s .

She was hurtling downwards still, although her
speed was diminishing with every second. But
could she pull up in time ?

Drunkenly, the Professor pulled himself to his teet,
and he went staggering across to the controls,
Freoman was doing his best, but he did not know how
to act. The Professor did, and his one ohject, now,
was to send the Rover forward—to send her shooting
in & great glide, so that she would rise again.

But he was just too late.

He saved the vessel from destruction, but he did
not save her from striking the dense weed which now
covered the whole ocean below.

Zurrrrrrh |

It was a curious, zogging sound, accompanied by &
terrific shock. Even as the Rover was about to skim
forward, and to recover herself, she touched the weed.
For twenty or thirty yarde she tore along over the top
of the stuff, and Professor Drewe was in a state of
From above, that weed had seemed
to be_as hard and solid as a forest. But in actual fact,
the weed was sodden and soft—a spongy mass of
waterlogged vegetation. ! i

And the Solar Rover went driving into this tangle,
deeper and deeper, until her bows were completely
buried. And then she came to a standstill—held
there. Her ether-motors were at full power, and by
rights she should have been shooting upwards into
the sky. But that weed had gained a firm grip now,
and was holding her down. She was caught in the
grip of it, listing over to starboard, her bows choked
with the deadly stuff.

But at all events, she was still, and she was un- -
harmed.

“ Are we safe ? ' gasped Freeman incredulously.

‘“My boy—my boy!” panted the Professor.
“You have saved us all—your prompt action was
miraculous |

“What about yours, sir ?'' returned JFreeman,
“ It was you who saved us. I thought we were all
going to be dashed to death !’

“ We are tangled in this weed—held by it ! " said
the Professor, looking through the thick glass of the
control-room. ‘‘ Good heavens! This is the most
amazing thing that has happened to us on this most
amazing planet ! ™

They had no thoughts for Count Alexis Popandos
then—or for any of their minor injuries. They could
only stare out upon that weed, and rrgarvel at it.
It was green and slimy, and was massed in enormous
quantities. Here and there were pools of water,
with scum swirling on the surface.

And as they watched they became aware of
something which filléd them with a new dread.
Slowly, relentlessly, the Solar Rover was being
dragged down into that weed—deeper and deeper !

The Cruel Grasp of Nature is Reaching Out for the
Adventurers Who Have Bravcd So Many Perits. s
ANl Lost? Staggering Long Instalment Next Week.
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DON DUVALL’S UNDERWATER CIRCU3
; (Continued from page 15), %
At last they came to a broad river, shining under

the starlight. : e -

*MThere is a boat there,”” droned the boy. : ““ Go
along the river until you see the orchids, and then
pub on a diving-suit that you will find: in'the boat,
and go under. And in the house of-glass you will
see the orchids of death. I attended them, watering
and heating their roots. Now, if you kill . , . I may
be free.”

With which statement he turned abruptly away and
stumbled amongst-the forest growth.

Don looked after him hesitatingly a moment, and
then decided to take his advice. He got in the smail
canoe, and - commenced to paddle : through - the
starshine. % :

And then all at, once he rounded a bend in the
river and.saw the death orchids. :

1t was as though "he had suddenly stepped into
somp carnal house. The smell of the dreadiul tropic

rowths assailed his trils, making him - sick

instantly. : r
Overcome by the stench of the jungle flowers he

108t control of the cance. It.drifted. .. Don wanted

to cry out. . He saw that he was géing near the bank,
near those hideous death traps— . ik

And then suddenly he was sucked up by one of the
vicious giant orchids, & Uncanny fear throttled his
courage.  He could scarce struggle. The giant
veins coiled' like hideous serpents around. his limbs,
and in a paroxysm of.terror he screnmed again and
again, i

Through the jungle there came a tremendous
craghing and trumpeting. ~And Don’s
eppeared. 1t was_Togo, the elephant.

Some

intuition had caused the faithful beast to broak free. :
from its tethering rope and to follow the boy into .
the jungle. And now he came smashing through the .

wvicious growth of orghids, trumpeting madly. =
. Reaching Don, he laid about him madly with his
trunk, reducing the. yellow and “scarlet. balleon
flowers to a mass of wreckage in a few seconds. Don
was free,; on the ground, sickened by the nauseating
fumes, His stomach turning.

Yot he managed. to recover himself sufficiently
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to reach up for the trunk of the faithful elephant and
caress it. : * : '

“*Togo, old fellow,” he half whispered. * Our
work’s not done yot. I'm going down'there, - See-
this diving-suit. 1'm going down under water,” .

And then, with scarcely a splash, he had gone 4
under the river. v : 4

Down, down into the shining depths, until all at - Y,
once he saw it, glittering huge, thick with the roots
of tho devil flowers. The strange underwater
greenhouse. -

As_he had suspected he would; Don found an
entranse by a series of airtight chambers. And at
last he came into the greenhouse itself, ornately
furnished in Chinese fashion, fetid with the awful
smell of the orchids, which blooméd in profusion -
even in thatr underwater den. : s

Don saw a long Chinese knife lying handy, and’
picked it up: He commenced to hack like ‘a man.
possessed, until suddenly he heard a sound——

He turned, in liis hand the knife with whieh he-had . ©
been slashing at’ the roots of the sinister, blood- ;&
sucking orchids. = An electric shock seemed 4o run [
through him, for he was facing Lu Wang, the Chinese
master-demon, . - i K DR,

The Chink, weilding a terribly, long: krés, mado.a .. -
rush at Don, and in a momént they were fighting,t: - '
back and forth, back and forth. it R

Don all at once saw his chance and made a lusge,» "
and the Chinaman step%ed back swiftly to avoid it + 1% <
The result. was dreadful. For he had gone too near
one of the giant death orchids which instantly sucked
him greedily into its awful face. = = " .

Don turned away, sickened, from the Chinaman’s
struggles and screams. .He would have helped if he
could. But it was impossible. He was too late. The'.:
life blood was already being sucked from. Lu Wang - -
the Chinaman’s body. Nemesis had overtaken him,

paRs * * * * :

There is littdle more except piness to tell of S
that strange episode. Don reached the surface safely
again to find that the mysterious Chinaman'’s house B
was no longer hidden and guarded by the waving
death orchids. And in the house he found—S8poff |

They returned, glad that they were alive, with
Togo to thp eircus.

THE BIG GAME CRICKETERS —
(Gontinued- from page 28.)
of the rope netting whichthe scientist-had erected as
a proteetion against-the apes; .
And new Jimmpy-had-come into this inheritance |
Jimmy's face twisted curiously as he stared at'the
balloon, and his ‘eyes held a very bleak'look. Too
late ! - What an-irenic jest !" He had found it too
late, for long before now his friends had surely passed
into the grip of the apes!

EANWHILE, what of Sambo and the others
held prisoner in the Hidden City by the
8 Apes 1 :

Dawn peeped through the foliage of the trees, and,
marvellous to rélate, they were still alive. The apes
bad disappeared.

During the day, he had crept up info the trees
and, with his knife, he had carefully cut partially
through the cords that held the rope-netting up.
Then he waited in tense anxiety.

Darkness drifted down on the jungle. And with
it eame the apes once again, stealthy, silent, sinister.

. Sambo as the apes struggled in the entanglement of

In a great bulk they approached nearer and nearer
to the netting that guarded the big-game crickefers.
They had evidently put their tiny animal brains
btﬁether and” had detemmined by a-joint effort.to »
pull that netting down. . . . And it came down on ~ v..¢
t.oEu of them, as Sambo had anticipated. T &
‘ Run—run for your lives, by Golly!” ro};@d

the net. ._

But they did not get far. Barely to_the edge of

-, the plateau, down which SBambo had ho to

scramble with his companions when the apes were

on them. With their backs to the wall, encouraged e
' by Sambo’s shouts, they prepared tp fight to the ;
death as the shambling apes came on them.

And then. came succour in a startling form,
A shower of spears came whizzing down from the
skky—poisoned native *spears, aimed with deadly
accuracy. Sambo, staring up through the fain¢
starlight, gave a great shout.

For it was Jimmy Brent. Jimmy floating over the
edge of the plateau in a balloon ! .

Exciting developments Next Week, chaps.
Watch out!

Printed and Published by ALLIED NRWSPAPERS LrD., at their Registered omeﬁ Withy Grove, Manchester, Sole

Agents for Australasia :” MEssrs. GORDON & GoToH (AUSTRALASIA), LTD. Bole
Messes. THE AMERICAN NEws Co., LT

-NEws AGENCY, L1D.

A\gents for South Africa: CENTRA|
D,, for Toronbto, Winnipeg, Vancouver, Montreal, Qtt-'a",

8t. John, Halifax, Hamilton.



