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2 BOYS’

1st Crook : wﬁn make of car, Bill?
2nd Crook : Foreign.
1st Crook : Be patriotic, steal British !
(Football to J. Brooxs, 186, St. Albans Road, Seven
Kings, Iiford, E.)
0080885000 0EEE0E0000B0E0EERARAE
A LONG JOB.
JoINER (to his new apprentice) : Well, Willie, have

you sharpened all the toois ?
WiLLie : Yes, all but the saw.

got all the gaps out of it ?
(Fountain pen to Cuarves Leese, “Heathfield,” The

Heath, Sandbach, Cheshire.)

I haven't quite

- COURAGEOUS.
“ We are doing ﬁ(txrr:ilel an hour,” said the driver
to his compani " you game for another ten ? ™
“ Yes,"” : ied, swallowing another mouthful of
dust. “I'm full of grit!™
(Fountain pen to T. E. Cramr, The King's School,
.Grantham.)

- BROTHERHOOD
Teaceer: If I saw & boy beating a donkey, and
stopped him, what virtue should I be showing ?
BERTIE : sir !

(Fountain pen fo J. Warr, 16, Cragside Walk, Kirk-
stall, Leeds.)

SOME MORE.

Smarrt Toumisr: You
teke all kinds of rubbish
mn that old car of yours,
don’t you ?

VIiLLAGE CARTER:
That’s right, sir. Jump in,
jump in.

(Fountain pen to CAREY
Moraax, Liethryd, Bank
Road, Pontyberem, Llan-
elly.)

THE DEAD CENTRE.
AMERICAN (to willage
yokel) : Bay, boy, can you
tell me the * dead *’ centre
of this hole ?
YoxErL: Aye zur, the
cemetery. Boy

MAGAZINE.

: Threepennorth of Castor Oil.

Footbalis and Fountain
Pens awarded to senders
of jokes on this page.
Send your favourite joke
on p.c., with coupon
below, to the Editor,
* Boys' Magazine,'' 196,
Gray’s Inn Rd., London,
Ww.Cc.1.

NOT WANTED.

Toxy: Could I change my name just for to-
morrow ?

Moruer : But why ! Tony is a very nice name.

Toxy : It is, but daddy said he would give me
some slipper to-morrow as sure as my name is Tony.
(Fountain pen to Jack OrrER, 28, South Crescent,

Duckmanton, near Chesterfield.)
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] JOKE COUPON, H
Stick on pesteard and send with your faveurite
Joke to the JOKE EDITOR.
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QUITE SAFE.

A gentleman travelling north in a train worried
the Tynesider guard by asking at every stetion
whether his trunk was safe. At last Geordie got
tired so he said :

** Hinney, if ye'd been born an elephant, instead
of an ass, ye'd hev had your trunk wi' ye aal the
time.”

(Founiain pen fo James Watsox, “Nesla,” Whaggs

Lane, Whickkam, Newcastle-on-Tyne.)

NOT A HEN.
DiNeEr : Waiter, what's the matter with this egg ?
Warrer : I eouldn’t say, sir, I only laid the table,
(Fountain pen to TEoMAs Huee Wirriams, Haljod
Alun, Mold, Flintshire.)

A LIFER.

OLp GesT (to Convict) :
And what sort of man
will yon be when you
come out ?

Coxvicr :
one.
(Fountain pen to R.BEavis,

Glasshouse Lane,Countess

Weir, Exeter, Devon.)

A very old

CRAMPED.
OLp SarT: Yes,
guv'nor, I was ship-

wrecked, and lived for a
week on a tin of salmon.

LisTexer: By Jove!
not mueh room for you to
move about.

(Fountain pen (o FRANK Chemist : The t
Cransisg, 14, Methuen No fear!
Street, Barrow-in-Fur-
ress.)

Boy :

(Foothall to M. WaITIXGTOYX, 21, Play Green
Way, Bellingham, London.)

kind, I (Founiein pen to JoEN

It's for father. Haywarn, Down Farm,
Chelmark, Salisbury,
Wilts.)
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(With which is incorporated “ r’als.”)

Gigantic Thrills!
Excitement and
Drama — Sky High!

A Yarn that will Stagger you,
Chums ! A Titanic Tale of Terrific
Exploits, in the Clouds, featuring
that Glamorous Adverturer..the
Skywayman and a Sinister Sky
Crook’s Startling Plot !

o —
—

—_—=

—

The Meteor Machine.

LONE monoplane came diving out of a swirl

of cloud and, in a graceful spiral, circled the
Air Liner droning its way across the English
Channel.

Marshal Hawke, Skywayman and gentleman of the
nir, and his inssparable chum, Jim Webster, were
combing the night skies in search of adventure.
But there was no hostile intent in The Skywayman's
dive on to the course of the Air Freighter.

As he leaned from the cockpit of The Silverstreak
the outlaw’s admiring gaze was studying Britain's
latest challengo for the commmercial supremacy of the
nir.

Through the porthole windows of the cabin,
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No. 525 1952,

nrit 9
April 2,
-

CTHE SKYWAYMAN!

' \l With Silverstreak |
| His Wonder ’Planc |

jud Jim Webster.

anxious faces peered towards the hurtling monoplane,
The appearance of The Silverstreak in the night skios
invariably heralded some dramatic quest.
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Jim Webster chuckled. * Those ginks are scared
that we're after their wallets, sir.”

“ Haven't they learnt yet that The Skywayman
isn’t a common pickpocket ? " snapped Marshal
Hawke. The master hand on the control stick
moved back a trifle and a touch on the rudder bar
sent the wonder ’plane into & climbing turn towards
the English coast.

Then suddenly into that scene swept swift and
R vagns gk dhipt he silver bo

eapt across the silver bows
- :ﬂgmhemivu a ﬂickg:ing flash of flame. .. .

Then the uneanny mystery menace had gone,
leaving an impression of incredible speed. A wave
of di air smashed inst the atartled faces
of the skyriders, flinging the quivering monoplane
into a dizzy spin. : g :

The Skywayman fought with stick rudder to
right the plunging 'plane. Slowly it straightened,
slender tongues of bluish flame leaping from the
exhausts,

“ Thunder,” Jim gasped, * what do you make of
that, sir *

Again the startling menace that filled the night
silenced him. His breath caught in his throat in a
gasp of alarm and horror. A thunderous roar beat
agaiust his eardrums, a vivid sheet of flame suddenly
lit the dark vault of the sky. Above the turmol
came the shrill scream of the Air Liner's engines as
if in & death ery. Then they died into silence.

“By heaven, Jim. Look. .. .”

The youngster's quick gaze followed the direction
of the outlaw’s pointing finger, and he saw the grim
shambles of all that wae left of the Air Liner, shattered
planes and twisted spars and a flaming cabin spinning
down into the sea.

It was uncanny. The Air Freighter had been ri
::-ed‘,:';luGﬁT:db so‘;ne invisible foree, as if it had

n pulveri y dynamite.

The skyriders stared in silence at the tragedy. It
had happened with such inexplicable swiftness that
lhl'xmwem struggling with a sense of unreality.

Skywayman's grim voice broke the silence,
his were dark with anger.

“ We're going to find out what lies behind this
devil’s work, Jum."”

Down swung the mono's silver nose in a dive#to
where the scattered wreckage floated on the waters.
If anyone had survived that ghastly smash, he would
be in need of aid.

Jim stood by with the silken ladder a#they searched
for survivors. But other help was now on the way.
The throb of turbines drew the boy’'s gaze to where
a dest: r came hurtling to the scene of the disaster.

The S| yman hesitated. He was reluctant to
without some clue #s to what lay behind this das y
outrage. He dropped nearer to the charred cabin
tossing on the waters and switched on the helicopters.

“Try to find the pilot's log book, Jim,” he ordered.
“ It may help us.”

The dropped the silken ladder from the
hovering machine and slid down the slender 3
The next moment he was balancing himself on tge
swaying wreckage of the pilot’s cockpit. He
elambered over the smashed bucket seats and then
his hands groped over the instrument board with
its cubby holes.  As he had hoped he found at last
the log k in one of those recesses.

“ Good lad,” the outlaw muttered, as Jim climbed
back into the cockpit, and with a roar of its mighty
mﬁ'ﬂ:, the monoplane rose up into the night.
. t's the last entry in that log book 7

““Passed over Folkestone, 9-25 p.m. Visibility good.”
Jim bent nearer, with difficulty deciphering the
blurred wordin;‘z. “Course : Twenty degrees. South
west. . . ."
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The Skywayman nodded, his eyes resting on the
The needle flickered as the monoplane

yawed on to its new course. .

¢ That comﬁmn bearing is the only clue we ha
Jim,” The Skywayman yelled above the roar
the engine. ‘““It’s a frail clue, but it may prove to
be a valuable one. Thethingtlntcnd_lodthmg
the Air Liner was travelli .mm‘ tely on
same course. If we follow t irection it took we
may get to grips with the fiends behind it."”

The outlaw opened the throttle toits fullest extent.
With a throaty roar The Silverstreak flashed through
the night shadows on its vengeancc quest.

Red Garth.

“QPOTTED anything Jim ? " There was a note of
impatience m the Skywayman's voice. He was
fretting to get busy.

im craned over the cockpit at a perilous
searching the darkened landscape two thousand feet
below.

* Drop lower, sir,” he yelled.

The boy’s attention had been caught by a queer
violet light that flickered fitfully in (hoydllglu
below. As the skyriders dived closer they saw that
the light with its queer radiance shone through the
upper casements o? a gamnt desolate stone house.

With sudden resolve, the Sk yman decided to
land. The roar of the engine ding?:to a mufiled throb
as he throttled back and cut in the silencers. Swerving
away from the silent house he landed smoothly on the
paddock hidden behind the shrubberies.

* Looks promising, Jim,"” the Skywayman laughed,
as he sprang from the cockpit and stocd watchi
the flickering violet light stabbing the darkness
overhead. * That's the of high power dynamos.
We'll find out what those gadgatl are doing in an
apparently peaceful house . , .

His voice snapped off, silenced by Jim's warning
hiss. A shadow stirred in the weed-grown path as a
strange figure moved quickly from the darkness of the
shrubberies.

* Put 'em up,” challenged.a guttural voice, “T've
got the right kinda medicine for spies in this gun."

The man holding a Colt levelled in lus hand
surveyed the intruders. He was garbed in a gueer
suit of padded rubber and a crash helmet with
ear-phone attach t tuated his ~ Robot
ap) ce. is chest hung a box respirator with
a dangling hood and flexible mouthpiece,

The Skywayman stiffened, his fighti spirit
rearing in revolt at the t. t ofmrreml.:lsﬁloﬂy
he raised his hands as if in token of defeat. But the
wide gauntlet of the silver glove hid the revolver his
crooked fingers had lifted from his belt.

A twist of his wrist and he fired. The bullet from
the silenced weapon tore a erimson groove along his
adve! s wrist. With a snarl the ruffian ped
the Colt. Jim flung himself full length at the fellow's
legs and the outlaw chuckled grimly as the man
crashed on to the turf,

2% lad,” the Skywayman breathed. * Hold
R A

The plue roungster hung on like a %
But thep ruﬁkzn}nmggemd to ;;?a feet opening his mouth
to let loose a yell of alarm, But his ¢ry died in his
throat as the Skywayman's bunched knuckles crashed
against his jaw. He went down like a ninepin and lay
in a huddled heap.

The Skywayman te::sec: as, through the darkness,

came a rapeous impatient voice,

“ Jake . . . come quickly . .."” . R

That call eame from the house. In the shadowed
porchway the advesturers could discern the dim
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outline of a man, garbed in the same strange faghion
a8 the ruffian lying unconscious on the turf.

The Skywayman hesitated and then with a low
laugh he cupped hi8 hands about his mouth,

* Coming,” he called imitating the guttural tones
of his unconscious attacker. * We'll fool him, Jim.
Quick | Get into that padded suit. It-will disguise

you sufficiently well for you to get into the house.
1 I'll be at hand to butt in if

Find out all you can.
there’s trouble.”

\
T, \f

o

Jim donned the padded suit the outlaw had
gtripped from the unconscious ruffian. The man was
small and lightly built and the strange garb was not
too unwieldy for the lad. v

* (ood luck, son.'

Drawing the crash helmet over his tousled head,
the boy walked boldly to the waiting figure in the

porchway, There was a moment of suspense as the
stranger greeted him. ..

* Get a move on,” he jerked. he Boss sent me
to find you. He's fair got the jumps to-night, and
now he's refuelled he's anxious to get away."

The man scarcely glanced at the boy’s shadowed
face beneath the helmet. Jim drew a breath of relief
a8 the stranger turned and led the way up a gloomy
stairway, talking as he climbed. ;

“ That crash over the Channel scared the Boss,

Ly

ON THE TURNTABLE OF TERFNOR |--Red
Gerth picked Jim up in his arms and
placed him against the great metal bufier.

1t’s bound to mean trouble. Did you spot any air-
craft nosing around when you were keeping guard ?
I thought I heard an engine.”

Jim shook his head. He dare not speak.
guide seemed satisfied.

The man threw open a metal door. The next
moment Jim found himself in a long, steel-walled
room, brilliant with the wviolet glow of mercury
vapour lamps, clustered in the ceiling.

Swiftly the boy’s eyes took in the astonishing scene.
A group of men, in black, gleaming helmets and suita
of padded rubber, were grouped at the foot of a
short, steel ladder. Tt rested against a great husk of
ateel into which, through a door in the curved side,
the men were climbing. It was like a monstrous shell,
n streamlined, menacing thing with a pointed nose
and a eluster of black cylinders protruding from the
flat, circular stern.

Jim stared in amaze at two huge, hydraulic buffers
whose extremities pressed against steel flanges
curving from each side of the steel shell.

A man crouching over the switchboard of the

But his
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bedded in the tal floor,

throbbing dynamos e
swung over a lever,

With a throb of hidden machinery the huge
buffers were slowly foreed back compressing the
coiled springs behind them.

There was much that puzzled Jim. But the pu
of the steel shell with the powerful pistons behind
it suddenly became clear. The pistons were part of a
powerful,; ching machine that was being primed
to hurl the steel hulk into space.

“ Get up that ladder, Jake. Am T to wait here all
night for 1" A raucous voice brough#Jim back
to the isation of his peril. 3

Coolly the boy moved towards the steel ladder.

'mmt‘s hesitation would prove fatal. The man
who had fi those impatient words at him had
turned from the long ebony switchboard, and Jim
caught a glimpee of dark, mereiless eyes regarding
him.

“ Phew ! what a nasty cove,” he thought. “ Who
18 he, I wonder ! His face seems familiar.”

He clambered into the steel shell and dropped
on to the metal floor. In that darkened hold he
was safer from detection than in the brighﬂ{{ lit
launching chamber. But he was anxious. ow
could he keep in touch with The Skywayman ?

“ Looks as if I'll have to play a lone hand,” Jim
murmured. *° Until somethmg turns up.”

Came the clang ol the closing door as the heavy
jowled leader of the mystery gang dropped down
into the hold.

* Hold tight," he rasped. **The timing apparatus

Yinmet . ..
The crooks were clinging to rubber straps fastened

" to the ourved wall, their bodies braced against the
Ra.dded metal. The husk of steel quiv: and Jim
eard the roar of the freed pistons as they flung the

shell forward. Through a porthele window the boy
caught a fleeting glimpse of the metal doors of the
launching chamber swing back into place behind the
projectile,

- He understood now the purpose of the padded
mnity that helped to deaden tne terrifie vibration.
When the air was exhausted in the projectile no
dounbt the oxygen respirators strapped to each man’s
chést came into operation.

Jim lurched against the leader of the gang and he
averted his face as the man snapped out an impre-
eation. The crook was concentrating on a switch-

« board, watching the flickering needle of a speedo-
meter. When it wavered back from. -the three-
hundred-mile-an-hour mark, the erook moved a
lever on the wire-clustered switchboard. The
projectile quivered with the explosion of one of the
power cylinders in' the stern and the shell leapt
forward with quickened speed.

Jim strained his ears, listening with difficulty to
the muflled conversation that drifted in his direction.

“ Bad business, Boss—that emash over the
Channel,” one of the gang was saying. “‘It may
mean trouble . . ."”

It was no fault of mine,”” broke in the leader.
“The air liner awung across our course and it was

“impossible to avoid the erash. But we esca
unnseathed and I am not likely to be called upon to
explain that it was a regrettable accident . . . Let
the fools try to catch Red Garth. Whilst to-night
they search London for me, we shoot across Con-
tinents with our gains . . .”

Red Garth ! Jim'’s mouth tightened. Garth’s
criminal coups had completely baffled the police.
To-night Jim realised how the super-crook had gained
his reputation for invulnerability. He had staked
everything on the incredible speed which his scientific
genius had achieved by means of the mechanical
deviees Jim had seen to-night.
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* Jingo, what a scoop if 1 can lay Red Garth by
the heels ! " Jim thought, with guickening pulses.

Guardedly, he was edging closer to a wireless
transmitter, clamped to the curved wall. Ii only
he eould wireless the compass course of the projectile
to The Skywayman !

Now he was leaning with apparent carelessness
against the table, his swaying body masking the
instrument that was his only chanee of bringing the
masked outlaw to his aid.

Behind his back his hand groped for the trans-
mitting key. His eyes were fixed on the compass
beside Red Garth, and when his fingers clenched
over the ebony knob, he ravped out the code signal
éh(ﬁ;ts the masked outlaw would recognise as an urgent

The seream of the wind, lashing against the steel
walls, drowned the buzz of the instrument. Jim's
spirits rose as he succeeded at last in sending the
compass bearing flashing out across the night.

Then swift disaster came. The ing ‘ijectile
suddenly accelerated as the dull m of another
exploding detonator came from beyond the steel wall.

'00 late Jim grabbed at the rubber strap. He was
flung off his balance, and, as fate would have it, fell
sprawling across the irstrument hoard. For a
moment the rays of the overhead lamp lit the boy’s
upturned face. Red Garth glared down at him with
incredulous eyes. Then with an angry yell he snatched
the helmet irom the youngster’s bead.

“ By heck—a spy ! ** he yelled.

Jim ducked beneath a t hand that grabbed
at his shoulder, His ahoms braced against the
metal wall, he faced the yelling crooks. i

Red Garth came on like a whirlwind but Jim's
bunched knuckles smashed against the erook’s chin,
straightening him surprisingly. He swayed back on
his heels, roaring with rage.

* Get him, you fools. Are you airaid of a kid 7"

A surge of helmetted figures closed in on the
youngster,

He went down fighting, but a blow from a spanner
crashed against his temple. As he sank into un-
consciousness, Jim hoped that bhis >OS would
Lring The Skyway man to his aid.

“Silverstreak '’ to The Rescue.

IM opened his eyes, the blood throbbing at his
J temples “like the beat' of hammers, He found

himself lying against the wall of a steel-lined
chamber, similar to the room of purple shadows
where first he had seen Red Garth.

As the mists cleared from his eyes, he saw the
Aying shell looming above him, on a giant turn-table.
The same hydraulic buffers and dynamos and switch-
boards were visible.

It was clear that Red Garth had & number of
secret launching chambers concealed in isolated
houses.

From the drive below came the throb of high-
powered ears, which Jim guessed wete part of ked
Garth’s speed organisation.

He heard the crook’s impatient voice as he
superintended the unloading of the metal shell.

** Blazes, can’t you get a move on,’” Red Garth
snapped as he leaned against the ladder leading up
to the hold. * You've got to be in Berlin with the
stufi before dawn.”

Jim whistled softly, He was beginning to under-
stand the workings of Red Garth and his gang. No
doubt that ““stuff ”” had been looted irom strong
rooms in London, but a few hours before. Ard before
the alarm had been raised Garth and his were
?n the outskirts of Berlin planning to dispese of their
oot.
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Fira braced his muscles, vainly striving to loosen
the knotted cords binding his wrists and ankles.
If only The Skywayman would come. In hissupreme
belief in Marshal Hawke’s courage and resource,
Jim did not doubt that the outlaw would find a way
to rescue him and smash Garth’s criminal power.

CRIPPLING THE COMET.—The Sky-
wayman dived the silver monoplane
with wires screaming towards the
steel shell, his twin machine-guns
belching lead at the powar cylinders.

Bat, suddenly, the boy’s lips tensed with the grim
realisation that The Skywayman would have to
come quickly if he were to escape from this death
trap. For Red Garth was leaning against the door he
bad closed behind the departing crooks.

“And now to deal with you, iny young whelp."

Garth swaggered to where the boy lay helpless
against the wall and jabbed his heavy boot into the
lad’s side.

“Who sent you to spy on me ?
truth or it will be the worse for you."
“You go to blazes,"" Jim flung back defiantly.

“You young fool,”” Garth snarled. “I'll find a
way to loosen your tongue.”

He bent snd lifted the boy in his arms and flung
him on to the metal turn-table.

Crossing to the switchboard the crook threw over
a lever, and there came the whirr of machinery as
the circular launching platiorm revolved away from
pneumatic buffers.

Red Garth eclambered up on to the platform and
dragged the boy against the great, wmetal flange of
the buffer,

** No doubt in your prying you have seen somothing
of the pawer of my launching apparatus,’” Red Garth
taunted. ** If I loose the power of that buffer, it will
certaindy smash every bone in your body before it

Out with the

That is the alternative if
how you learnt my

burls you into eternity.
you refuse to tell me
secrots.””

Jim met the crook’s eyes steadily.
nothing from me,” he gritted,
Red Garth shrugged his shoulders,

“ You'll learn

He stepped

down to the switchboard and as he pressed a switch
the dynamos burst into a strident song of death,

Jim’s hands clenched as he steeled himself for the
torture that was to come. His gaze rested on Red
Garth with horrible fascination. He saw his hand
move towards the lever that would loose the piston
pressed against his rigid body.

It was not entirely the desire to prolong the lad's
torture that made Red Garth's movements so cruelly
slow. His eyes were fixed on Jim's pallid face, hoping
to see signs of his nerve cracking. For though he
hurled hun to eternity and silenced his dangerous
tongue, he would never know how Jim had got on
to his tracks.

But he saw no signs of flinching on the lad's pale,
set face.



8 : ' BOYS' MAGAZINE.

Garth’s gannt hand tightened over the lever, and
Jim closed hiz eves with a prayer that death might
be mercifully swift.

He felt the cold sweat at his temples. Every nerve
in his body was tense with torturing suspense.  The
great metal flange behind him quivered. . . .

Then suddenly above the throb of the dynamos
rose the deepening roar of an acreplane engine.
Like a meteor, a silver shape flashed above the glass
roof. Then, with helicopters thrashing, The Silver-
streak poised there,

Crash ! With a hefty smash of his flying boot the
Skywayman broke his way through the glass panels.

Red Garth swung round with a defiant laugh and
wrenched back the lever. The Skywayman dashed
down the quivering ladder and whipped his arm
about Jim’s bound { gure. With a supreme effort the
outlaw swung him eclear of the giant buffer that
emashed forward with a vicious whine.

“ Thank heaven 1 was in time, Jim.
S 08 and came &t once. . .."”"

Jim grinned weakly as The Bkywayman's re-
assuring voice seemed to come from far away. The
outlaw swung the boy up the ladder and lifted him
through the jagged skyhght. ¥

Down in the metal l}mmching chamber the baffled
Red Garth. whi Eed out & revolver. There came a
flash, but The g ywayman laughed defiantly as the
bullet whined close to his leather-clad head. In the
half-light he was an elusive target.

He swung back into The Silverstreak and dropped
Jim into the rear cockpit. Then with a roar ihe
monoplane shot into the skies.

I got your

- RE the jackals stirring, Jim ? "’
The Skywayman's voice came through the
darkness as he crouched beneath the trees on
the wooded slope where for many hours the
adventurers had intently watched Red Garth's lair.

The super crook was scared and, much as The
Skywayman was tempted to force the fght, he was
waiting for Red Garth to make the next move. - So
he had waited for daylight to fade, convinced that
with the coming of night Red Garth and bis gang
would steal fronl their lair. And it was in his natural
fighting element, the air, that. the masked outlaw
wanted to meet Red Garth in a duel to the death.

“ There’s something deing,” chuckled Jim. * See
those lights 1’

From the narrow windows of the desolate house,
came the familiar gleam of purple light, and faintly
the throb of machinery drifted to the watchers’ ears.

** Quick, Jim, we've no time to lose.”

The Skywayman straightened up and he raced
towards the waiting Silversfreak. As Jim ran at his
heels he glanced over his shoulder and saw the metal
doors of the launching chamber slowly opening.

The outlaw clambered into the cockpit with Jim
close behind him.

A roar of the powerful engine and they were tearing
into the night, the wind slashing against their tense
faces.

It was a matter of split seconds if Garth and his
gang were to be trapped. For the first time in his
lawless ecareer, Marshal Hawke was up sagainst
colossal s against which even the flashing
Silversireak was comparatively useless,

Skimming the trees he zoomed towards the gaunt
house,

“ Here they come ! yelled Jim.

With wires screaming as if in some defiant war ery
The Skywayman div the silver monopiane. Be-
neath him the steel husk from the giant catapult
flashed through the night.

There was only one way to check the projectile
that was flashing the crooks to safoty.
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The outlaw’s eyes flashed- along the gun sights.
There came the chatter of the twin machi
as he splayed a rain of lead at the eluster of
cylinders at the rear of the giant shell.

The silver nose of the plunging monoplane swept
within inches of the bright husk, that sped past in
a flash, seemingly too swift even for the bullets from
The Skywayman’s guns.

_The Silverstreak flattened out of its dizzy dive and
Jim groaned as he caught a fleeting glimpse of the
steel shell as the moonlight touched its sleek shining
outline,

It seemed to have escaped unseathed, but suddenly
the outlaw’s triumphant yell rose above the roaring
engine,

“ We've crippled them, Jim. 1 must have done
some damage to the power tubes.”

He was craning excitedly over the cockpit watching
that steel shape that now yawed erratically, its
speed checked.

But it righted itself and suddenly gathered some
of its former speed as again it shot away into the
darkness. Faintly came the dull boom of a detonating
eylinder, telling the adventurers that some of the
;-g,:lilnders had escaped damage from the fusillade of
L .

“A pity,” the outlaw jerked laconically. *I
hoped to have winged the brute. But at least we've
erippled her sufficiently to keep her in sight,” -

l{)le followed the grey blue shape streaking through
the night. DBut even with its lesscned speed, it
retained its lead. The mosked adventurer crammed
on every atcm of power to keep pace . . .

He moved restlessly in the wind-swept cockpit
as the chase went on. There was the risk that Red
Garth and his gang might elude them in the darkness.
Although it was crippled, his prejectile was flying
through the shadows at a gootf two hundred miles
an hour.

“ How long can we hold out, sir ? " Jim muttered,
his eyes anxiously watching the petrol gauge.

“ Another ten minutes at this pace,” The Skyway-
man snapped.  “ Weé've got to force the fight, Jim.”

There was a light of battle in the outlaw’s eyes
as he dived closer to the hurtling shell. He had
emptied every drum of ammunition he had against
the power cylinders and now he must resort to more
drastic measures,

“ We've got to stop him, Jim,”” the cutlaw gritted.
“TI've a hunch that he's making for seme mountain
lair where we may never find him. Take over the
controls, I'm gomng to drop on to the shell. T'll
find a way to make Red Garth land.”

It was a desperate resolve, characteristic of the
outlaw’s love of red-hot adventure,

He swung over the cockpit, balancing himself
on the quivering wing, the two-hundred-miles-an-
hour gale tearing at his body as he chng to a strut.

“ Drop lower, Jim!” the outlaw yelled. " It's
our last chance.”

Jim tried not to think of the peril awaiting his
beloved boss out there in the darkness. He sent the
plunging monoplane into 2 screaming dive and
skilfully flattened out above the metal shell.

Coolly The Skywayman judged his distance and
then flung himseli into space. The blue-grey shape
hurtling beneath seemed to rush up to meet him, and
then there were horrible moments of suspense as his
rigid hands slithered over the slippery curved roof.

He hung on grimly, his wits working with flashlight
speed for all his peril.

Through the plate-glass skylight he could see the
startled crocks staring up at him, their faces like
pale masilks }En the ddatkened i}.\llterior. =

With lightning decision he smashed an opening
in the glass with the butt of his gun and mcgessly
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orashed his way through: He dropped lightly on
his feet, his gun flashing as he faced the circle of
orooks.

“ Guess you'd better land this sardine tin of yours,
Garth,” he laughed mockingly. ** Or I'll riddle you
with lead."”

The erook’'s eyes spat venom, but that menacing
silver-clad figure braced against the wall was master
of the situation. With a shrug of his shoulders Red
Garth's hand went towards the control board.

“Curse you ! he muttered. * You win ...

He stopped abruptly, his voice catching in his
throat. And The Skywayman felt an intuitive
warning of danger as he saw Red Garth's furtive
eyes look beyond him. Too late he swung round to
face the burly figure of the erook who had sprung
from the doorway of the hold.

A steel-like arm whipped about the outlaw's
‘throat. He went down fighting gamely, but the rest
of the gang were on him like a pack of wolves.

“ Hold him,” Red Garth roared. * We'll silence

the interfering fool . . "

y

A ounning gleam leapt into his eyes as through
the smashed skylight there came a blood-red glow.
He peered down through the observation window,
and some hundred feet below he saw the wide flaming
eorater of Vesuvius,

“You crippled my machine,” he snarled, turning
towards the Skywayman. “ But it has power enough
to carry you, my interfering friend, to the ecrater
where cortain death awaits you, when you drop into

’

the flaming lava . . .

9

The Skywayman met his eyes contemptuously.

“ Maybe this isn't the last round, Garth.” ut
with a mocking laugh the crook turned away and
rapped out orders to the waiting crooks.

There was a rush to the door that swung open
in the curved side of the machine that, robbed of its
power, was now lurching into a death dive.

Red Garth made a final adjustment of the controls
as the crooks leapt into space, tugging at the rip
cords on their chests to open the parachutes that
would land them safely,

Garth was the last to leap from the doomed shell,
and from the doorway The Skywayman, struggling
vainly to break his bonds, heard the crook’s last
taunting words :

“You fool, Marshal Hawke, to think you could
break Red Garth."

the
Those

ITH increasing anxiety Jim watched
erooks deserting the plunging shell.

bellying parachutes were the firdt warning
that the outlaw’s daring coup had failed.

CAUGHT IN CROOK'S CLOTHING !—With

an angry yell Red Garth sSnatched the

helmet from the youngster's head. “ By
heck—a spy 1"

He sent the silver machine close to the steel busk
that was now spinning into its death dive. And he
gave a husky cry of alarm as he had a fleeting glimpse
through the shattered skylight, of the Skywayman
writhing helplessly on the floor. s

Only too clearly Jim grasped the grim significance
of the horrible death trap Red Garth had laid. In a
fow moments the diving shell would disappear into
the flaming crater towards which the crook's last
adjustmont of the controls was directing it.

Something must be done. That thought drummed
in Jim’s brain like the beat of hammers. And suddenly
he saw a desperate chance, but how slender that
chmnce was he scarcely dared to think as he dived
The Silverstreak.

He leant over the cockpit and coneentrated on the
blunt rudder above the curved back of the diving
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shell. Ii only he could swing that rudder without
wrenching it from its socket he might divert the
helpless projectile.

He shook his head to elear his brain of the fumea
that swept up from the mighty crater as he dived
a0 mear that it seemed that the flames rose up to
engulf him.

Setfing his teeth he swung the aeroplane into a
aide-glip, across the pit. The diving shell loomed up
before Lim and he yanked up the ’plane’s silver nose,
0 that its wheels whipped against the rudder.,

Jim straightened and brushed the smoke fumes
from his eyes, his heart torn with suspense as he bent
over the cockpit,

The rudder was buckled and for a dreadful moment
Jim told bimself that he had failed. The steel shell
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plunged on, the blood-red glow of the death pit
gleaming on its polished surface.

And then after what seemed an eternity, the
smashing wind caught the twisted rudder and slowly"
the steel nose swung round. The machine slid over
the very lip of the crater and glided into the valley
below.

A few minutes later The Silverstreak
smoothly beside the shell.

Jim gave a i;ell of relief as, plunging through
the splintered skylight, he dragged out a very angry,
but unscathed, Skywayman, The outlaw straightened
his cramped limbs as the severed cords fell away,

“Thanks to you, Jim; I'm still full of fight.”
He gripped the lad’s hand in gratitude. “ And now
we'll make Red Garth and his gang pay for this,
They can't be far away .. ."”

Jim laughed as he pointed to where the swaying
headlights of a fast-driven car came furiously along
the white road.

* Reckon that's the

landed

lice who will save us the

trouble of collecting Red Garth and his bright

beauties,”’” he chuckled. “T wirelessed police head-

quarters when I Jonded that if they were slick they

would arrive in time to capture Red Garth and his
"

gang.
r‘.ﬁg(}ood lad,” The Skywaymaf laughed. * Reckon
the last round is yours, Jim.”

Lock out next week for the greatest tale of
Falcon Swift, sporting sleuth, ever .
Telling of a baffling of the etcynal snows.
And grand Wonder ook  Explerers and
Adventurers given away.
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WASHINGTON HAYSEED—THE BLACK COON SLEUTH! HERE AGAIN IN
A CREEPY FUN TALE OF SPOOKS, SPECTRES, SKULLS AND—SURPRISES!

No. 2 of a Great New Series of Excruciating Fun Tales.
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On the Scent.

R. SPLURGE, of the firm of Hoppleweed,
Splurge, and Hnw, estate agents, rubbed lnm
]mnnh gleefully in antic ipation of new business

and said “ Show the gentleman in.”  Whereat the
clerk ushered into the office a dusky person,
ornamented with a buge white monstache that stuck
out some inches on either side of his face.

* Pray sit down, sir,” said Mr. Splurge politely.
* You are lool s.uu, for a house, no doubt—or a little
furnishod flat. 1 have several ideal 2

To Mr. Splurge's surprise the dark gent suddenly
grabbed his white whiskers and tore them from his
face.

“ Washington Hayseed, the private defective ! ™
he announced, flinging Bomethmg that looked like
asmall placard on to Mr, Splurge’s desk. * Dere's ma
card, Mayseed an’ Buskit is do greatest defective
org’nisation in do country. Criminals tracked down
singly or in bundles, an’ delivered to your own door
in a plain van—stolen property lm-ated——shndowmg
done by de day, week, or hour—estimstes free.”

Mr. Splurge opened his mouth to speak, but before
he could untter & word Washington Hayseed was off
8, in.

e Hayseed an’ Buskit is specialists in disguise,” he

Y. IN A BOWLER

AT
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Yarn ! 365 Laughs —and One Extra ’Cos
It's Leap Year!

TAME °'TECS SOLVE PROFESSOR
ALLBUNK'S SECRET.

said finally, © as you see f'yourself! If Ah hadn't
mnk”nn ma disguise you'd never have recognised
me !

“Of course T wouldn't,” answered Mr. Splurge,
getting a word in et Jast, **I'd never have recognised
you, lunyhow I've never seen you in my life before."

“ Say ! Ah never thought a' dat!"

“ However,” Mr. Splurge went on, anxious to get
rid of W. nqhmﬂtnn, “I've no use for a detectivé just
now, but I'll file your card for future reference.
Thank you for calling.”

e S'ail right, sah. Ah’'m jest runnin’ round drv( n'
a bit a' advertisin’ to-day, L-m any time you's in
trmﬂ le jest call up Hay: seed an' Buskit. Good day,
sah.’

Washington was reaching for the door handle when
the door suddenly flew open and struck the great
detective an unpleasant thwack on the olfactory
organ,

“Ow! Minose!" gaid Washington, but the
ﬂglst.ere(l gentleman who rushed into the office ignored

im,

Straight up to Splurge’s desk he went and flung
down a bundle of keys.

“There are the keys of ‘ Homeleigh," Brierwood
Road. I'm not going near the place again. It's
haunted ! All through the night wo can hear shrieks



12 - BOYS' MAGAZINE.

and groans and semebody yelling ‘ You're killing
me !’ and we can’t find a trace of where the sounds
are coming from. It's horrible't”

“My dear Mr. Mussle,” said Splurge, trying to
goothe the agitated gent. ‘It must be a delusion
surely. The late Professor Allbunk lived there for
years, and he never complained ! "

“ Maybe he didn’t ! said Mr. Mussle. * But he
must have been a bit eracked to have all those skulls
and plaster heads lying about all over the place 1™

“ Professor Allbunk, deceased,” said /Mr. Splurge
wi’h reverence, * was a
Mr. Mussle, when I let you that house furnished, I
pointed out that you weré under no obligation to
keep things as they were.”

“1 tell you the place ig haunted, and I'm clearing
out ! In fact, I have cleared out ! There's the keys
—all except the one for the back door, which I'm
keeping so that we ecan get our luggage out to-
morrow ! "

“ But——"" Mr. Splurge did not get a chance to
say anything, for with this first word the agitated
Mr. Mussle had left the office, slamming the door
behind him.

THE SPOOKS' DOWNFALL.
—With a resounding bunmp
the two ghosts collided and
fell in a heap cn the ground.

Washington Haysced was still in the room. The
heated eonversation had interested him so much
that he had entirely forgotten his injured organ.
He stepped back to Splurge’s desk eagerly.

“Say! Ah'm jest de guy dat can heip you!
Hayseed an’ Buskit can lay ghosts quicker’n a hen

can lay eggs!”

“QGhosts! Pah! Piffle! Anyhow, this s none of
your business ! Please go, before I have you forcibly
ejected !

Washington Hayseed looked at him in astonishment.
At last he said, slowly : * Shuha—if a guy laks to
have a gang of no-class ghosts hangin’ around his
place, s’pose it ain’t none a’ ma business,” And with
these remarks Washington left the office and rcjoined
hig companion Tim Buskit, waiting outgide the
building.

phrenologist—but anyhow,

* No. 526

Washington explained what bad happened to his
young “ assistant,” who registered an expression of
profound thought. - o et

“1 smell dirty work,” he said darkly. *“Why
should that estate agent bloke get all hot and bothered
when you offered to help 7 Do you know the address
of the house 7 =

“ Homeleigh, Brierwood Road, de guy said.”

“ Right. Washington Hayseed, we're going there
to-night ! :

The Haunied House.

LEAK, desolate, and to-night beaten by a driving
rain and a high wind that moaned ahout its
eaves like the sobbing of departed spirits, that

rambling, ugly old dwelling called Homeleigh seemed
a fitting place for the eerie reputation the perturbed
Mr. Mussle had given it.

Washington Hayseed shuddered involuntarily as
he and Tim m}uo]uh(’d through the mnd of the carriage
drive which led up to it. ;

“*Tim, ah ‘got a prohibition we oughta cut out
ghost hunt'n.  Ah jest calls to mind de words a’
ma ole pop, way hack in Tennessee. He sez to me,
' Washing’n, don’t you never have nuth’'n to do
with them no-account super-national beans.” Ah—""

But Tim Buskit wasn't listening. ~He had vanished,
Washington Hayseed looked around anxiously.
There wasn't a door or a window open anywhere,
and yet Tim had disappeared completely | |

... " Now see yar, vou cowardly nigger,” Washington

Aold himself, ** if Tim ain’t yar, it stands to common
savvy dat somehow or
other he’s gotten into

. de house without let'n
vou know. You must
got_into de house, too,
any fool ean see dat 1"

He turned his atten-
tion to the upper
windows of the house,
as there was manifestly
no obvious way _of
entry on the ground
level.  He grasped a
sturdy drain pipe that
ran up the wall and

- proceeded to climb up
it, .

He serambled to the
level of an upper win-

' dow, and preliminary
to trying its fastenings,
peered into the dark-
ness of the room within.

Tim and Washington rushad down the stairs Had not horror at what
and collared the ‘ spectres.”

he saw frozen his grip
to the drain-pipe, .
Washington would inevitably have fallen,

Staring back at him, with ghastly, empty sockets
was a human skull. Its two rows of grinning teeth
parted as he looked, and the lower jaw mowed as
though it were speaking, .

A half-choked gurgle escaped from \Va“\hing‘ton’a
lips and in a fraction of a second he found himself
on the ground again with a very foggy notion as
to how he got there,

* J-j-jest you behave, you legs,” he admonished
his trembling knees. “’T'weren’t nuth’n, really!
Only & man’s head—’ceptin’ it’d got no meat on it !

Not until his rolling eyes lit on a new object of
interest did the vision of that grinning death’s-head
fade from his mind—and then only temporarily., |

One of the lower windows was wide open! But
a few moments before it had been securely fastened.
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Now it gaped invitingly for him to enter. With an
effort, Washington drove himself towards the open
window, and falteringly, climbed in.

He stumbled against a chair in the pitch blackness
of the room inside. The sudden contact startled
him so much that he staggered.

A hand touched his neck—a clammy hand, cold
@83 death itself.

Washington’s epiglottis vibrated to a shriek that
was stone dumb. Like his body, his voice was
petrified with terror,

And then: *“Shush! Washy, it’s me,” said the
voice of Tim Buskit. Washington heaved a sigh
of relief like the hissing of a burst tyre.

“8-say ! You nearly scared de life outen me.
How'd you get'n here "’

“8Sh——! Don't talk so loud.”
Tim cautioned in a whisper. “ 1 came
in through a side door. You'd never
find it uniess you knew. It's all
overgrown with ivy and creepers,
But I saw somebody go in that way
and followed. If 1'd come back to
tell you, I'd never have located that
door again, so I just slipped in-right
away and opened this window.”

Buddenly a blood-curdling shriek
echoed through the house. 1t trailed
off into a half-throttled screech, and
A& muffled voice cried: * Don’t!
Don’t ! You're killing me ! Oh——!""
—then a dull thud as of a body
falling to the floor.

“Come on, Washy. That noise
came from the room across the hall 1 *’

With the last dregs of his nerve
oozing out of his boot-soles, Wazhing-
ton turned his back on the open
window and followed young Tim
a8 he opened the door of the rocm and
crept stealthily into the hall.

They crossed the hall, and Tim
grasped the handle of the door which
led into the room from which those
eerie cries had undoubtedly issued
v he pushed the door open and leapt in,
Washington Hayseed close on his heels.

The roomn was empty of human beings.

“This is weitd,” said Tim flashing his lamp found
the room. . * There's no one here. I could swear
those shmieks came from this room !

Washingten was backing towards the door appre-
hensively.

“ Reckon Ah lak dat other room best. Dat open
window gave you a kinder more comiy feel'n at
your hack.”

At the threshold Washington pansed and peered
into the hall preparatory to leading the way across
it. Cas=ually, his eyes turned upwards towards the
top of o staircase leading to the upper ,P“ﬂ of the
house. Tim saw something there hold Washington's
gaze rigid. Tim sprang to his side and followed his
gtare, and then, in spite of himself, Tim's own back
hair bristled.

On the landing above their heads stood a tall,
white-robed figure. But it wasn't its tallness, nor
yeot its white robes that gave it that indescribably
unearthly appearance. It was its head. Its head
was a skull, glaring down at them with sightless eyes
that yet seemed to see.

Blowly the spectre raised its arm and pointed
towards the door,

“Go!" said a sepulchral voice.
may !

The fizure turned slowly and passed on into the
shadows.

“ Go while you

. CATS.

“I'm going after it,” Tim said. “Come on!"
Washington groaned, but he followed. Step by
mcx. they walked slowly up the creaking stairs.

1l of a sudden Tim felt Washy clawing at his arm,
and turning, followed his mutely pointing finger
down into the hall they had just left. -

Another white-robed phantom was gliding slowly
across the hall into the very room they had just left,
Somehow there was a genial air about this ghost. Not
until the spectre had disappeared from view did it
strike Tim what it was.

GRUESOME GREETING FOR
WASBSHINGTON. — Washing-
ton scrambled up a drain-
pipe to an upper window.
Staring at him, from the
room beyond, with ghastly
empty sockets, wWas a
human skull.

*“1 say, Washy, did you see ?
bowler hat on ! ™

“Shuha! B-b-but Ah reckon it was a speritual
bowler hat. De spooks must wear somethin' on
deir heads to keep 'em warm in winter ! ”

“ Anyhow,” answered Tim. *“It doesn’t seem
quite appropriate to me. You follow that one. I'm
carrying on after the other fellow.”

When Washington reached the bottom of the
stairs he looked around him, fearfully. He rallied
the last dregs of courage that remained in him and
made slowly towards the room into which the last
spoctre had disappeared.

po}‘l.e entered, with a pounding heart. To his relief
the room was empty. '

Washington made a half-hearted examination of
the room, for he was anxious to rejoin his companion.
As he was so engaged a sudden faint clicking noise
startled him.

A piercing seream suddenly echoed in his very
Washington leapt into the air with fright.

That ghost had a
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“Don't! Donuv: Youre killing me! Oh——1”

Thud ! The sounds seemed to come from the very
air about him—yet the room was empty ! Washington
was out of that room and rushing up the stairs in
less time than it takes to think.

“Tim! Tim! Where are you "

Professor Allbunk’s Secret.

P the stairs, along the landing, his one thought
to regain his chum’'s comforting presence,
Washington Hayseed dashed. He eame to a

door, tore it open and rushed in. Only then did he
stop, and panting, look around him. But it was
too dark to see. He thrust forth a hand and groped
around to get his bearings. :

He touched a face—cold, hard, corpse-like.
Washington jumped back as though he had touched
something red-hot. With trembling hands he groped
in his pockets for a box of matches.

He struck a mateh and made an investi-
gation of the room. There was a large cupboard
let into one of the inner walls. He turned the key.
At the same moment the match in his hand blew out.

Something fell against him. A body! Unmis-
takably this time! Washington jum away with
a half-strangled cry of horror. The body struck the
floor with a thud. Washington stifled an instinct to
bolt, and feverishly groped for another match.

By its light he saw a human form lying on the,

floor. It ‘was swathed in a white sheet—and as
Washington looked, the form wriggled.
lashed round with a stout rope.

“Gurgle-glug ! ” announced the * body."”

Washington knelt down and untied the ropes, and
‘in another second the * body ™ sprang to its feet,
tore the gag from its mouth. It was none other than
Tim_Buskit, .

“How'd you get
Washington.

“PDunro, quite. When I left you I found my way
to this room and came in. Just as I entered somebody
grabbed. me from behind, gagged me, threw that
sheet over me and had me trussed up before I could
so much as yell. I never expected anything solid
‘to attack me !—Hello ! What's the matter ? "

Washington was staring fixedly into the cupboard
from whic%‘n Tim’s trussed form had just fallen.

“ Look ! " was all he said.

Tim was getting used to surprises, but this. one
was entirely unlooked for. At the back of the eup-
board, in letters of flame, was the sign :

Whosoever has had the resource to seek thus far

i# worthy to know the secret of Professor Allbunk. It

lies hidden behind this panel. Depress the loose

board two feet froin the door and it shall be revealed.

Tim whistled. “Corks! We've struck buried
treasure or something now ! Two feet from the door,
it rays—the eupboard-door, I suppose.”

He found the BPOG indicated with the aid of his
electric-toreh. Before he could press the loose board,
however, his quick ears detected a faint ereak on the
stairs outside. Like a shot, he sprang to his feet,
(‘?ened the door of the rocom and peered out.

ashington followed him.

They crept out on to the landing and peered over
the banisters.

The ecrie spoctacle of the gkull-headed ghost
walking down the stairs met their eyes. As they
looked, the other ghost, in the bowler, eme from
a door downstaire. It looked as though they would
collide sooner or later. Or would they simply pass
through each other as phantoms are reputed to do ?

The answer came swiftly—and with a i
bump. The skull-headed ghost gave a shout of
astonishment as they collided and his head toppled

in dis yar state ?” said

It was *

No. 526

off and rolled on the floor. The bowler-hatted
lost his balance entirely and gave further evi
of his dressy tastes by revealing spats on his feet.

All this Washington and Tim saw from the upper
landing. Then, with a wi , they rushed down
the stairs and collared the two * spectres.”

“Bwitch on the light!” yelled Tim.

Washington grabbed his man and dragged him
around in his search for the electric light switeh.
He found it at last, and the next instant the hall of
the * haunted house » was flooded with light.

Then the two spectres ceased to struggle and
passively allowed the sheets to be drawn from over
their heads. One of the men was Splurge, the estate
agent, and the other was Mr. Mussle, the tenant.

“ 8o it’s you, you old swindler ! ** said Mr. Mussle
to Splurge. ** I half guessed that haunted business
was a fake—but I’ve never scen you wander about
in this get-up before ! ™

“ No,” said Mr. Splurge, looking sheepish. * I've
never done this before. I relied on the gramophone
to frighten you away.”

“ Gramophone ! " echoed the three others in one
voice.

“Yes. I had an electrie gramophone fitted under
the boards when the workmen came to repair the
floor a fortnight ago. That’s the thing that keeps
shrieking amf shouting ‘Dont! Don’t!  You're
killing me{® It's set to go off at a certain hour
every .night and repeat itself at intervals.”

“** Half » minute,” Tim Buskit butted in. * What's

“all this about.”

“#Well,” mumbled Sphurge. ** Professor. Allbunk
is said to have been & [l;mr ad régards méney. His

solicitor had good reasonsfof thinking he lad hidden

. a'small fortune somewhere in the house. Unfortu-

nately I had already let the house to Mussle here,
before I knew of this.” :

Mr. Mussle gulped. “1 heard this about old
Allbunk from somebody else after 1 left your office
—and that’s why I eame back—to look for it myself 1"

“And I suppose you were already here !’ Tim
asked Splurge. ‘

“Yes. s

“ 8o it must have been you who grabbed me and
tied me up ? **said Tim to Splurge. :

- Yos——i was getting desperate——-" e 4

“What about Professor Allbunk’s treasure ? !
interrupted Timn,

Mr. Splurge made a hopeless gesture.
scarchéd the place. I ean’t find any trace.”

Washington and Tim gazed at each other, e

“C’'morn boys, we'll jest lead you to dat dere
treasure."

They followed Washington and Tim up the stairs,
nearly fallimg over themselves in their anxiety to
get there.

Tim Buskit found the loose board again, pressed
it and a panel slid back in the eupboard, revealing a
large trunk behind. Gleefully Splurge and Mussle
dragged it forth and forced open the loek.

Within the trunk was a box, within that another,
and so on. :

“This must ba the last one!’ said Splurge, his
trembling hands holding & case no bigger than a
cigar box. =

It was. Inside was a single sheet of paper, upon
which the following was written :

This is Professor Allbunk’s secret. Always use
“SNUFFO” for coughs, colds, chills, and influenza.
It has kept me fit and well all my life. Surely health
is the greatest treasure any one could have /

Hoppy Travers, Boy Millionaire, comes back on

Saturday, chums. 't miss Hoppy Travers®

bull fight, and that free gift hook, Explorers and
Adveniurers is a wow!

. l'VO_
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TERRORLAND

Another Absorbing Complete
Tale of the Garden of Ghouls
—Land of Mysteries !

!

Things That Crawled.

slither-slither— lag o ap-dap !

AP -tap-
Out of en uneasy dream, Harry Tracey
auddenly awoke. He could see nothing, for it
was pitch dark in that seeret chamber. Neer bim
he could lear the regular breathing of his father,
Japtain Tracey, of the British ‘Hecret Service; he
could hear the snoring of ** Bottles” Glass, the
oung Cockney mechanie ; he could hear the wheezy
reathing of I'rofessor Warren Kingswood. All were
soundd asleep,

Yet, outside, the sun was shining over the Harz
Mountaing, and with the blue sky overhead, the grim
estate of Uount Sylvanus von Stelth did not seem
sinister or terrible. " It was only at night-time that
this land took on its cloak of horror.

Many of those horrors were deliberately manu-
factured by the confederation of desperate crooks
which had appropriated this estate, surrounded by a
vast medigval wall, over which no man could clitb.

Harry Tracey, the boy pilot, accompanied by
Bottles, had accidentally ecrashed into Terrorland
whilst on a long flight.  They had rescued Professor
Kingswood; and, later, Harry’s father had come to
the rescue—only to fall into the hands of the erooks,

Now, these four were pitting their wits against the
enemy. They had found a secret passage within the
ancient wall—a passage which was not even known
to the criminals. And so they had been able to lie
low, and to make spectacular raids upon the enemy:.

They always slept during the daylight hours, for
night-titne was their working period. And sometimnes
they dresmned of escaping-—of getting clear away.
But every road for milea around was watched and
barred by secret ngents of the criminal organisation.

inTHe CRIM
SPIDER'S

THE GIANT SPIDERS! The
Latest Horror of Terrorland. How
Harry Tracey and Bottles Turn it
to Advantage when they Penetrate
to the Wonderful Control Chamber
of the Supreme Unknown..Told

Below.
% o r— s r—
No; they had to fight their battle against their

relentless enemies unaided.

Tap-lap-tap—slither-slither 1 The strange noise
that had interrupted his slumbers sounded again,
Without disturbing the others, Harry threw his rug
from him, and rose to his feet. There was a low,
arched doorway leading into this-secret chamber,
and, beyond, some stone steps. They led downwards
into the passage which ran inside the great wall—
with ecunningly concealed doors, invisible from the
outside, at intervals.

Reaching the top of the steps, Harry listened again,
He felt himself breaking out into & cold sweat. Some-
thing seemed to tell him that there was a dreadful
significance in that tapping. Experience had taught
him that this Terrorland was full of horrible surprises,

Stither-slither—shuffle-shufiie | 1t came distinetly
this time—an eerie sound. Harry was hali inclined
to turn back, in order to awaken his father., But he
hesitated. There might be seme simple explanation
of that sound, and then he would look foolish. Far
better to investigate first.

He descended the steps, and now he was in the
passage—and he could see, Here and there, st
intervals, there were tiny spyholes through the solid
stonework, and these spjholes admitted just enough
light to provide the passage with a faint, intangible
twilight,
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Harry felt his heart thump. For he eould swear
that he could see, on the floor of the ge, BOme
distance away, some black, shapeless things—which
crawled ! He blinked, and shook himself. He was
getting imaginative! Yet he could not get rid of
that sense of unreasoning horror.

Tap-tap-tap I—slither-slither /| The sound was
maddening—for it was so soft that even now Harry
was half-inclined to think that his ears were deceiving
him. He set his jaw, and moved forward.

Something clutched at his ankle—something soft,
caressing. He looked down, breathing hard. He
could see his legs distinetly in the gloom, but there
was absolutely nothing there to account for that

SK IDDI NG B
TO DESTRUC-
TION—T h e
men  jumped
clear, as the W™
lorries
skidded help-
lessly down
the slope and
crashed
through the
iron fence on
the cliff edge.

light totich. And now, to his ears, came the shuffling
sound once more, continuous, baflling. It was closer,
ton, and when he looked down the passage he saw
that those crawling Things were comiog nearer and
nearer !

He bent down, and his fingers eame in contact
with a thin, sticky thread which stretched like elastic
as he touched it. So that was the explanation of the
caressing touch ! He took a step forward, and found
himself entangled in more of those strange threads.
So great was the resistance that he half-tripped, and
the next moment he sprawled over.

Then, suddenly, the erawling Things made a rush ;
they came at him out of the gloom, whipping for-
wards, and then backwards just as quickly.

Harry was a brave yvoungster, and ready to tackle
any ordinary danger. But he saw, in the gloom, that
the monstrous Things about him were—spiders !
Spiders vile, of ineredible gize ! And now, in a flash,
he knew what those sticky threads were. Web ! The
borror of the sitnation almost overpowered bhim,

With a rush, the giant spiders attacked him ; they
ran across him., and the next moment he was

No. 526

struggling frantically in an awiul, entangling mesh .
of web which rendered bhim helpless,

The House of Horror.

HE giant spiders enclosed Harry in a net of
webbing from which there was no escape.
with a cunning which was almost unbelievable,
they attached their web cables to him, and now he
found himself being drawn along the passage.

“Dad—Dad ! " he managed to gasp. “ Help!”

There were seven or eight of those great spiders—
each one measuring seventeen or eighteen inches
from tip to tip, By their united efforts they were
able to drag their prisoner along—and, to his horror,
Harry realised that he was being taken to the lair
of these creatures, and when he got there . . .

All the horrors which he had encountered in
Terrorland faded into insignificance in comparigon
to this latest adventure. Yet he found time to taink,
He knew that these vile monstrositiies had been
specially bred—and no doubt trained—by the
criminals.

But how had they got into the passage ?

Harry was soon to discover ! In spite of his help-
less condition, he was still able to look about him and,
by twisting his head, Harry could see that the passage
was now clear of the spiders. Yet he was still being
dragged along. Now he perceived what was
happening ; there was a jagged hole, low in the
stone wall of the passage—and he was being slowly
but surely pulled into it.

The explanation ecame to him. Ths

recent flood had seeped through inio -
this secret passage in places—and
Harry was now being dragged throvgh
wet slime. And the waters, no doubt,
\ had weakened the stone wall, causing
} a part of it to collapse, In this way the
giant spiders had escaped, but, owing
to the flood, they had not found any-
thing to eat. So now the dread
creatures had ventured into the passage,
hunting for food. And they had found
—Harry !

Inch by inch he was drawn through
that jagged hole—and now his head
was within the spider’s lair. There
was more light here; he could see a
metal grille, or grating, high up in
one of the walls. The place was a sort
of cellar, and festooned in the corners,
and aeross the roof were thick masses of web, 50
entangled, so monstrous, that Harry shuddered again.

Jnto this cellar—this Hole of Horror—Harry
Tracey was being inexorably dragged.

= ARRY ! " said Captain Tracey, in a low, sharp
voice,

He had awsakened suddenly: he did not
know it, but Harry's despairing call. 1_11tvred far
away in the passage, had faintly reached his ears. He
sat up now, and whipping his eigarette lighter from
his pocket, he snapped the calch. 'Ijhv litile flame
glowed, and the next moment Captain Travers was
on his feet.

“'Ullo! Anything wreng, sir ? "’ asked Bottles
sleepily, sitting up, and blinking at the light.

“I don't know, young ‘un,” replied Captain
Tracey. ‘* Harry has gone. I've warned him against
venturing on solitary expeditions——" :

*“ Master ’Arry wouldn't do anythink like that,”
interrupted Bottles. *“’E give his word, didn’t he ?
Somethink must 'ave ’appened—or he wouldn't have
gorn.”
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Armed with an electrie torch—which they could
- freely use during the daylight hours—they went
down the steps into the passage, without disturbing
Professor Kingswood.

“ Btrike me pink1” ejaculated Bottles suddenly.
* Look 'ere, sir ! What’s this 1"

Something glistened in the torehlight, and Captain
Tracey gulped when he felt it.  He saw more of those
strange, glistening strands; he saw, too, marks of
disturbance in the dust of the floor, -

* Either I'm crazy, Bottles, or this is spiders’ web,”
said Captain Tracey grimly. * Good heavens ! Is it
possible that Harry- =

He could nor allow his thoughts to carry on, With
fear clutching at his heart, he ran along the passage,
the beam from the torch playing along the floor.

“Look, sir!” ejaculated Bottles suddenly, as
they came to a slimy part of the passage.

They saw a pair of feet sticking out of a jagged hole
in the wall, and even as they looked, the feet were
slowly disappearing.

“It's Harry ! ‘Thev've got him ! " almost choked
Captain  Tracey. * Bottles, for Heaven's sake!
Quick ! ™

They raced forward, seized Harry's feet, and pulled.
There was some resistance, at figst, and then, sud-
denly, Harry came through—and his father and
Boftles were horrified when they saw the entangling
meshes of web which held the boy in a trap.

They pulled him clear, and the loose stones woere
hastily wedged into position—so that the hole was
blocked up.

Not until Harry was completely released from those
vile webs did Captain Tracey breathe freely.
Later, when they had recovered, Captain

Tracey was looKing eager, * Perhaps we
can make use of this discovery,” he said.
“ Those spiders are terrible things. There
might be & way——yes! 1f we arrange
one of the rugs as a Kkind of trap, after

removing the stones——"'

THE WEB OF DOOM.—The giant spiders enciosed Harry
in a net of webbing from which there was no escape,

and slowly dragged him to their lair,

“ You—you moan ? " Harry paused, thrilied.
“ I don't quite know what I mean, son,,’ whispered
his father. * But I can see big possibilities! "

The Secret Control-room.
T was a calm, windless night, with heavy clouds
overhead—elouds which, in the distance, merged
with the mountain peaks, Everything was guiet
in Terrorland.

In one of the topmost rooms of the castle, a room
in which there were no ordinary windows, soft lighta
glowed., Two men sat at complicated instrument
boards, studded with namberless, glowing radio
valves.

The men wore earphones, and occasionally they
turned dials, and various distant stations were tuned
in. This room, in fact, was the control-room of the
organisation. Here it was possible to get into
instant touch with agents in all the capitals of Europe,

The door opened and a silent figure entered—a
figure dressed entirely in rich purple. He was the
Supreme Unknown—the all-powerful chief.

“ The reports,” he said briefly. One of the others
removed his earphones, and handed some slips of
paper to the leader.

" Good—good I came  the approving @ voice,
“ Success in Paris—a bank-raid, netting us-a million

francs. A great jewel robbery in London. What's
this ¥ Four lorry-loads of new materials arriving in

the early morning ! About time '™

The Supreme Unknown's voice had a note of
annoyance.  He was reminded of those English
boys and of Captain Tracey. They had done
enormous damage, and many other loads of machinery
would be needed before the organisation was again
running with its old smoothness.

* What of the fugitives "' asked the purple-clad
figure suddenly.

“ It is an absolute mystery, Chief,”
man.
cstale,

said the other
“ Our guards have searched every inch of tha
We cannot discover their hiding pes Yol

it is certain that they have not got away.”

“It is eertain that my men are fools ! snapped
the Supreme Unknown. * These accursed Britishers
harass us continuallv—and two of them are mere
boys ! How can they live without food ¥ What of
all’ our precautions—our traps—our 2

He broke off suddenly, for something, which

(Continued on page 32.)
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Y DEAR CHUMS,
M I have so much to chat with you about this
week, my masters, that nothing less than
these centre pages of the old Mag. would do to blazon
the great news to all my readers. You'll see, when
you get your fascinating volumes of

Explorers and Adventurers,

that your old Editor has not exaggerated. It is
simply crammed with fascinating facts and dazzling
illustrations of the deeds of the supermen who “ put
the world on the map ** during the last two thousand
years, It will tell you all about the experiences
of the hardy mariners, geographists, seientists and
explorers who fought Nature with the gloves off to
gamn her secrets !

And, in addition, vou will enjoy Six Glamorous
Thrill Tales in the Mag. 1tself.

The Trail of Frozen Death!

18 one of the finest detective yarns I have ever
secured for you, chaps. 1 hung breathless on every
word as 1 read i1it. The famous secret service man
who created the Monocled Manhunter has given us
a yarms that you will remember for many moons
after you read it. Perhaps the inspiration for it
came to him when he hunself was tracking a terrible
criminal band in the Arctic regions not many weeks
ago—but I am not allowed to give away the workings
of the British Secret Bervice, chums—so I must
refrain from conjecture. The yarn describes Falcon
Swift's gigantie battle of wits in polar snows against
Black Galpin, erime monster of the Northlands. The
Northern Star, an airship aboard which a gallant

RS |
Y

‘ A "
A
Write to The Editor,

BOYS' MAGAZINE.

200, Gray's Inn-road, London, W.C.1.

band of explorers journeyed to the Pole, disappears
in baffling circumstances. Crooks are at work-—and
the Sporting "Tec is given the task of bringing them
to book and finding the missing explorers, " How
could he guess the terrible magnitude of the task ?
With him and Chick you will be flung into a
maelstrom of intrigue, cunning, and terrific thrills,
as you read this powerful mystery thriller. You
will read of the deadly rivalry of Black Galpin,
Malpas, the plotter, and Stromvord, the gigantic and
terrible hali-breed Eskimo! You will traverse the
bitter polar wastes and you will see the wonders of
the Pyramid of Iee! In the

Fangs of Dr. Fendish

the seene shifts from the North to the steamy
mystery lands of Africa. Leopard men, witch doctors
and a startling surprise denouement are special
features of this gripping complete, Don’t miss it.

Fools’' Day Frolics at St. Giddy's

i8 one of the funniest yarns we have had in our
great school-tale series,. Tommy Rhodes & Co. of
larlswood waken a hornets’ nest when they jape
the Remove at St. Giddy's on April the First. Johnny
Gee & Co.'s counter jape ends in strange fashion,
ond drama stalks amid the laughter. Snowhall, the
darky Removiteywill keep you roaring with laughter
with his First of April jokes and wheezes! Who is
top-dog at Merivale in the end ?

The Courage of Cornet Ciermont

brings back a tried and true Mayg. favourite in Captain
Leiarge, the dashing first sabreur of Napoleon's
army ! To the accompaniment of the thunder of
gung, battle and heroism, Andre Leferge pulls off
another daring and spectacular coup—and proves
that Cornet Clermont 1s a true soldier of France.

=

The Boy Millionaire’s Bulifight !

is another chortling tale of Hoppy Travers—and the
next e:fluit of Nick Chance, Guillotine Gambler,
will hold you spellbound,

See you next week, pals,

YOUR EDITOR.

Another Spanking Free Wonder Book, “
Story Number.

You'll be Thrilled
by

THE
BLIZZARD

BANDITS!

Falcon Swaft h!il
Archic,
Detective Tale
Chums !

FOOLS’
DAY
FROLICS
at St.Giddy's.

Seboer” wnd Fun
Tale on Saturday.

Thrills and Drama
in the African
Jungle—

THE FANGS

OF DR.

FIVE FREE

-
cO

in connection with
the Great Oder on

o
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STORY ATTRACTIONS

The Chief's address:
1et, C.ay's Innroad Lendon, W.C.1.

All. BRAVES,
We'll start with a code message this week,
from one of our Brayes. 1t's in the Chiel's
Own Private Code. =

CHMTQ WTTKQSSE, OHNDNAST EKMJT,
DSGYW YKRT RS HTNK QKSI CHMTQO SQ
SEHTK EEKMJTO, NWWKTOO, YTOYMT
OSKJL, 49 XKSLMWTACT KSD, JTVTKYTL
KSNW, HGYY, LSKRO. NAL SEHTK

YTNUGTRKO MA EHNE ESDA DMYY DTYCSITW
MAES HMO EEMJT. US NAW CNYY SA HMI.
This week’s prize-winning letter is printed below.
A special B ). fountain pen has been sent on to the
writer, NorMAN BENxET, Langham Farm, Cousley
Wood, Wadhurst, Sussex.
Dear Cmer, ' .

I am writing to thank vou for the spiffing badge
and code hook you sent me. I am sending you
another of my ideas. To make a good shield, first
of all procure a piece of three-ply wood and make
it to the shape required, then bore four holes near
the centre and slip strings through. Clean the
front with sand-paper and paint different patterns.
More prize-winners next time. Make your letters
as mteresting as possible for the prizes, and send
them to the address above.

Decode the pass-word given and head your lettler

. with it.

Of course, most Red Indians don’t use shields.
They are apt to be more trouble than they are worth,
because they will get in the way when trailing
through woods, and also they make it more difficult
to hide in a small space from the enemy. They have
their uses, however.

Another way to make them is to get a couple of
five-foot canes or thin branches of ash or other
flexible wood, and, tying them top and bottom,

ad them out in the middle with another stick
two feet long. Then weave willow twigs, quarter-
inch thick, criss-cross over the 'F‘hule Burfﬂmttlig
it forms an impregnable shield. The twigs mus
woven close, cl:f course. The ends ecan be bound
where they cross the frame. This is the type of
shield used by the savages of Africa.

The Red Indian, however, concenirates on weapons

ers and Adventurers,” Given Away Inside Next Week’
Read of the Good Things in Store—Below !

This week's passweord:
ETXTT
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Stunning All-Thrill

of attack—the bow and arrow, the romahawk, and
the knife. The tomahawk is a throwing weapon,
and is never used for chopping wood, or anything
like that. The knife, too, is used for throwing. Any
jack-knife is a good thrower. Use the large blade,
and to throw hold the tip of the blade between the
thumb and the longest (middle) finger. The point
of the first finger is placed against the spot where the
blade joins the haft. Try throwing first at a wooden
floor, or a board on the ground. However long the
throw, the knife should not somersault more than
once before striking. When you can get the pomnt
in the floor every time, try throwing at tree-trunks
six feet away, gradually getting farther and farther
till you have good judgment as to the amount of
turn to give the knife with the first finger. And don't
forget—the jack-knife, thrown this way, 18 as
dangerous a weapon as that of the Redskin, so e
careful, ' .

More hints in our next pow-wow. Let's have
some more hints from Braves who want to win
prizes. Good hunting, THE CHIEF.

JOIN THE B.M. REDSKIN LEAGUE

Send Membership Form, Three Coupons and Stamped

ﬁ:‘dussed Enulégl to THE CHIEF, B .M. LEAGUE, 196,

Gray's Inn Read, London, W.C.1, A Ripping Badge and
Code Book are sent Free to Every Member.

B.M. LEAGUE MEMBERSHIP FORM

(name) enclose

three coupons and stamped addressed envelope

for membership of above. I am of British
birth and promise to adhere to tenets and

objects. (2/4/32)
-il---'Ir-ill!if-‘--!!!--ll--'---i-i-H--lIl---------|+-|--!-II-JJ.rr-l-l--r!---'l-‘l'**"‘ ﬁ
BOYS' MAGAZINE LEACUE
COUPON.

Boys' Magazine, 2/4/32.
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THE FAT BOY OF THE REMOVE
FFE:'.]?I'S THE SCHOOL AT HIS

THANKS TO THE PILFERED |
GORGON MASK WHICH HOLDS
MESMERIC POWERS.

Slocu

M- Hypnorist

% =

(=i

FATTY- -FUNNIER THAN

Nothing to Gain it !

EVER '-IN
LIMELIGHT THIS WEEK. With the Aid of the
Hypnotic Mask he Makes Life at St. Giddy’s One
Long Glorious Feast of Stolen Tuck..and Even
Compels the Irate Catty to do his Will! But
Jasper Grant and Professor Scrymgour Want
that Mask ! And the Sinister Pair will Stop at

THE

guadrangle.
one’ of the
Jahnny Gee's eye, and he gave a gasp.

" That's one of Mist's sccret signs.
He's following some blithering trail

A gueer chalk mark on
wall buttresses caught

or other. Kimmon ! "’

Johnny Gee & Co. hurried onward.
They spotted Mist at last, crawling
along on hands and knees, blinking

at the ground through a huge
magnifying glass,
Suddenly Mist dived round a

The Mesmeric Mask—Stolen,

[5T ! Where's that duffer Mist ? »
i It was tea-time and Johnny Gee & Co.
were  anxiously seeking Marmaduke Mist,
their absent-minded Form-fellow, who had forgotten
to turn up in Hall for * ditchwater and doorsteps.'”
Neither had he materialised in his study since lessons.

Marmaduke Mist was a very keen amateur
detective, but he was so forgetful that ho had to
weep & notebook to remind him of ordinary matters,
such as the times for lessons, and bed. Mist's note-
book was the raterial embodiment of his mind.

“ Where can that seatter-brained josser have got
to ! snorted Dick Bannister wrathfully. * We must
find Miat, to try and get the truth out of him about
that Terror mystery.”

“ Rather! Mist! Where are you?"

The chums of Study No, 4 descended into the

corner, and they hurried after him.

There was a ladder reared against an upper window

ond just as Mist came round the corner, with the

temovites close on his heels, a strange, burly-looking

man in rough clothes entered the window from the
top of the landder !

Mist's vacant visage took on a wild, excited look.
He broke into a loping run, and went straight up
that ladder like a monkey up a tree.

“8top !’ he yelled, grabbing the legs of the
intruder, as that worthy once more appeared at the
window, feet foremost. * You burgling villain! I've
followed your trail, and—Yaroooooogh !

A large, clammy wet cloth swung round in the
man's hand, catching Mist in the face, and at the
same time a wave of water from an upturned pail
swamped over the schoolboy sleuth, am{ flowed into
the study beyond, through the window.

“ Oh, my giddy punt !’ cjaculated Johony Gee.
“ Mist has nabbed the window-cleaner !’
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Crash ! Mist, in a semi-inverted position, poked
one waving leg through the window. There was a
fearful smashing of glass, and the peil dropped to
the ground with a clatter.

* Oh, scissors I gurgled Dick Bannister. “ Won’t
Catty be pleased when he finds his window busted.
He—Gug-g-g-great pip !

Dicku%woke off abruptly. For a feee had
appeared at the window—a hideous face, with
awful eyes that gleamed with a strange green
light !

* The Terror !’ muttered Tony Graham, in a
strangled voice.

Mist, perched half on the window-sill and half
on the ladder, blinked at the apparition in a state
of gasping wonder., There was a how! from the
window-cleaner and the ladder came lirching
outwards from the wall, with Mist and the
window-cleaner elutehed in each other's
arms at the top! The face at the window
vanished as suddenly and mysteriously as
it had appeared,

Bonk ! Mist and the window-cleaner
fortunately landed in the upper branches
of a tree and hung there, whilst the ladder
crashed to the ground.
= ".Ha.. ha, ha 1" yelled Hooper of the Remave.

Mist’s up a tree again ! Find it cold up there,
old scout ¥

The lower branch on which Mist and the
window-cleaner eventually foimd thomselves
gave way. They fell, like a couple of Sir Isaac
Newton's apples,

Mist jumped up in a trice and grabbed the
window-cleaner's Jarge cloth, still wringing wet,
and the ladder. He meant to lose no time in
getting on the trail of the Terror.

Mist ranged the ladder against Mr. Catter
mole’s study window and fairly bolted up it. At
the same time as Mist arrived at the top, a face
appeared at the window. It was Mr. Caitermole,
the cross-grained Housemaster.

But Mist did not reeognise Mr. Cattermole. He
barled the wet rag at the * Terror”—and there
was a smothered howl from the luckless Honsemaster
as it enveloped his face,

““Yerrrooococh !0 Crash ! Mist dived in at the
window, grabbing Mr. Cattermole in one of his famous
ju-jiteu tackles.

“Come on!" gasped Johnny Gee. “ We must
rescue Caity before Mist busts his ribs, or backbone,
or something ! 3

The juniors dashad upstairs to the Honsemaster's
study. They flung open the door, and saw Catty,
Iying sprawled in & pool of water. Mist was on top
of him. By some unhappy meens, Catty’s head had
got jammed inside the window-cleaner's pail, and
irom beneath that all-enveloping helmet came a
stream of weird, gurgling roises.

** Mist—you duffer—give over ! gasped Johnny
Gee, * Don’t you see it isn’t the Terror at all, but
Catty you've caught ! ™

The ehums of the Remove yanked the luckless Mr.
Cattermole to his feet, and by dint of much exertion
~—most_painful to Mr. Cattermole—they dragged
the pail off his head.

* Grooooogh! Yeh! 1 have been—iwcow-wow /—
grossly assaulted !”” roared the Housemaster, wildly.
**Mist ! Obstreperous young rascal A

* Mist made a —ha, ha /—mistake, sir ! *’ gasped
Johnny Gee, ** He thought you were the Terror——""

“Bah! Ridiculous! Owp/ Utterly absurd!"
snorted Catty, dragging the adhesive folds of his
clammy gown from around his legs. ** Good heavens |
Who has been meddling with my desk ? "’

fatt A\
DIRTY

woRK
CLEANER.—-At sight of the apparition
at the window, the cleaner gave a

SCARES THE

howl, and the ladder Ilurched out
wards with Mist and the cleaner
clutched in each other's arms.

- Johnny Gee & Co. blinked blankly ar Catty's
desk, wherein the papers had been ruthlessly turned
over and mixed up. *“Some unscerupulons boy bas
been here, for the purpose of looking at the examina-
tion papers that I intend setting the Remove
to-morrow !’ choked Mr. Catterniole. * He shall
be flogged. Grooooogh ! Mist, you will take five
hundred lines ! ™’

* Ye-es, sir,”’ said Mist, with many blinks. *I
will make a note of it.”’

Mist and the ehums of the Remove departed and
went along to Study No. 4.

“ Now look here, Mist,”’ eaid Johnny, turning
a serious face to his absent-minded Form fellow.
** We want to get to the bottom of this Terror business,
That awful-looking fiend has been prowling about
the neighbourhood, and we know that it has some
terrible, uncanny power in its eyes that can hypnotise.
people. Both you and I have had a taster of that.”

From the House on the Hill between St. Giddy's
and Merivale had come that supernatural form
called the Terror, with diabolical eyes that held
within their depths the power of hypnotism.

Johnny Gee & Co. and Mist had met with the Terror,
and had proved that it was no ghost—that it was
flesh and blood.
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Like the fabled Gorgon, that turned into stone ali
who gazed vpon its face, o had the Terror from the
House on the Hill the power to petrify those upon
whom it bent the baleful green light of ita eyes.

The chums of Study No. 4 knew of these things,
and they were certain that Jasper Grant, who owned
the House on the Hill, knew more of the Terror than Le
cared to divulge,

“There are heaps of things we want to know,
Mist, and you've got to stir up the slush in your
noddle, and try and remember !’ said Johnny Gee,
grimly. *° What have you done with the notes that
vou made of your discoveries at the House on the
Hill 3!

“ 1’1o afraid T have mislaid them, Gee, and really,
1 cannot think where they can be,’ said Mist, sadly.

Johnuy gave a anort. I know jolly well whet's
happened 1o them ! They've been pinched by
Professor Serymgour—your precious Mind and
Memory tutor.”

Suddenly the faces of Johnny Gee & Co. blanched.
From the study next door a loud piercing yell broke
suddenly on their ears,

“ Begad | Somethin’ happenin’ in Mist’s study,
old chappies!” exclaimed Lord Reggie Pelham-
Smith, jatuning his monocle agitatedly into his eye,

Johnny Gee led a rush to the door. As they gained
the passage, the door of the end study came violently
o{nan‘ and a weird, terrifying form came out—a
short, squat form clad in a flowing black robe, its face
ghostly to behold.

“The Terror again!' yelled Dick Bannister,
jumping back in alarm. “ Don’t let it get its eyes
on you, for goodness' sake, or—Oh, jeminy ! "'

The fearsome form was running, and another figure
come dashing out of Mist's study, waving the poker
in a state of wild excitement. Jobnny Gee & Co.
almoet dropped in their astonishment.

“ Gug-g-great pip ! " gurgled Johnny Gee. * Pro-
fessor Nerymgour—that  cunning old rotter—here
again! Oh—my hat 1"

Johnuy gave a gasp of horror. For the Terror
had turned those baleful eyes full upon the Professor.
Ho fell agninst a cupboard—rigid.

A crowd of juniors had gathered, and they stared
fearfully towards the spot where the evil-eyed
prowler had dissppeared, They did not hear the
deep, gasping chuckle that sounded from the alcove
wherein that gruesome form had darted !

“ He, he, he ! That's scared em properly !
blessed mask works beautifully.”

A pair of fat, grubby hands eame from under the
folds of the black robe, and removed the hideous
mask that covered the “ Terror’s " face. The podgy

P 1 save you at least TWO
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features of I'atty Slocum of the Remove were
revealed |

Samuel Arbuthnot Slocunt slipped off the robe,
rolled it round the mask, and tucked the bundle thus
formed under his jacket. Then he scuttled onward
to his own study and, flopping his rotund body into
the armchair, he kicked up his legs and chortled,

Hiding in the Merivale Wood, Fatty had overheard
Professor Scrymgour gloating over a phrcel that.
he had taken from Mormadule Mist, The parcel had
contained this ugly mask, attached by thin wires
to e strange electrical apparatus that could be carried
in the wearer’s pocket. =By simply turning a rheostat
dial, the green rays from the eyes of the Gorgon Mask
would hypnotise any who came within range.

And Fatty intended putting that mask to its
fullest use at St. Giddy’s !

Meanwhile, Johnny Gee & Co. were gazing at
Professor Serymgour on the landing in breathless
horror.

“ Golly, golly ! said Snowball, rubbing his black,
woolly head. ** What can we do wid de po’ ole coon
now, Massa Johnny ? k

The Remove captain’s look became very. grim,
and his eyes gleamed,

He vividly remembered the time when he, too, had
come under the influence of those paralytic eyes ; he
had been brought back to normal by his tie-pin
sticking inadvertently in his chest. And he knew
it needed but the prodding of an ordinary common
or garden pin into Professor Serymgour’s person, to
restore him at once to normal !

“By Jove!” gaid the captain of the Remown.
* Here's a good chance to see if hie's got your missing
notes on him, Mist |

Johnny Gee and Dick Bannister ran through the
Professor’s pockets and Johnny gave a gleeful
exclamation as he discovered a small book.

* Here they are! Good egg! That's bowled old
Serymgour out ! Now we'll bring him round.”

Johnny Gee bent down and, extracting a pin from
his waistcoat, jabbed it two or three times into the

Professor. With a gasping gurgle, the Pro. came
back to “ life.”
“Yah! Qooooeh!™ he spluttered. “ You little

rascals—where am 1 7"

At St. Giddy's, sir,” said Johnny Cee severely.
“ Let this be a lesson to you not to come here again.
You're barred—and you can think yourself jolly
lucky we didn’t put the police on you!”

“(lerrovcovogh /"' Professor Serymgour serambled
to his feet. He shook a furious fist at the jupiors,
and gurgling with impotent wrath, made his way,
with guite undignified haste out of the school.

The Fat Hypnotist at Work.
“T'M hungry!”
Thus Fatty Slocum. It was tea.time at St.
Giddy’s and Fatty was, as usual, in an im-
pecunious condition. A gleam came to his eyes and
a fat chuckle left his lips as he remembered that'
Fothergill & C'o., the dandies of the Upper Fourth,
had laid in huge supplies from the tuck-shop this
afternoon, in preparation for a tea-party. Fatty
tucked the Gorgon Mask and black robe under his
jacket and hied him off to the Upper Fourth passage.

He peeped through the keyhole of Fothergill's
study. The knuts were at home, in all their gorgeous
array, and Fatty's mouth watered as he saw the
piles of tuck laid out on the table,

*Haw ! These pork pies are wippin’, don’cher-
know !’ Clarence Vance was saying, = ** Pass the
teapot, Weggie, deah boy—0Ow ! Bub-b-h-baiJove "

Clarence broke off with a jolt as the door came
open, and the fearsome form of the Terror appeared.
The knuts all emtted queer sounds of fright. But



Don’t Miss Explorers and Adventurers Next Week, Boys: 23

ere they could move, those awful green rays bored
into them, and they seemed to freeze where they sat !

“He, he, he!”™ ecackled Fatty, in soft tones.
. That’s fixed those blessed tailor’'s dummies!™

The Terror scooped up the tuck and made off with
,it to hide it in an upper box-room. Then he stalked
from study to study, emptying cupboards of all
their tuck ! By the time his rounds were completed,

Fatty had filled several trunks and boxea with
luscious edibles.

Snugly ensconced in his tuck treasure-house, he

been stuffing steadily for half-an-hour when
the heavy tramp of footsteps sounded on the beck
stairs.

“ He's up here, right enough!” The voice was
that of George Cadman, the bully of the Remove.
5 on—I'll wring that thieving young rotter's
neck.”
Fatty Slocum tremlled. The avengers were coming!
Swiftly, his brain acted. He thrust himself into the
black robe, put on the Gorgon Mask, crouched down
behind a stack of cases and waited, with thumping
heart.

Crash: The door was kicked open uncere-
moniously, and half-a-dozen wrathful-looking juniors
strode in. Cadman, who was in the lead, glared
round the room in a terrific manner.

“8locum’s heen feeding in here!™ he hissed.
“ Where is the little blighter ¥ I—1'll—Oh !

Cadman broke off with a gasp. The other fellows,
too, stared in horror-stricken amazement az a hideous
face arose from behind the boxes by the wall. Tis

them, and they went, shambliing stecpisiuy, from
the box-room.

Slocum then got busy ! He cléared away a!l traces
of his feed, and then wrapped up the Gorgon Mask
in the black robe, and scurried downstairs,

Having hidden the Terror outfit in his study, Fatty
went along to the common-room.

“ Hallo! Here’s Blocum ! ™ grinned Dick Ban-
nister. * You burgling bounder, Fatty, Cadman and
a whole crowd of chaps are thirsting for vour hilood !

“Ob, rats on Cadman !” said Fatty, in an airy
manner, * I'll soon settle with that rotter when I
see him.”

“ Well, here’s your chance, Fatiy!"” chuekled
Johnny Gee,

The common-room door opened, and Cadman & Co.
came in. The rest of the fellows expected Fatty
to scuttle away snd howl for mercy, but instead he
greeted Cadman with a truly fierce look,

*“ Well, Cadman, I hope you've come to apologise
to ma 1™ he demanded in a loud voice,

“ Yes, Slocum,” was the reply in humble tones,
* We're very sorry for the things we've said about
vou—Ow  Fatty tweaked Cadman’s nose with the
utmost deliberation. The bully writhed, but made
no effort to retaliate.

“T've a good mind to give you a licking. Cadman,

MUSICAL MOMENTS WITH CATTY.—-Mr. Cattermole’'s feet worked overtime on the

pedals ot the harmonium as he warbled blithely to the
None of the Remove guessed that Fatty Slocum had mesmerised the

instrument.

strains of that croupy

Housemaster.

green, glittering eves foenssed themselves on the
spellbound Removites, Cadman and his companions
were eompletely hypnotised !

“ Listen to my commands, and disobey me at your
peril | * said the Terror. * You will all attend in
the common-room in ten minutes’ time, and will
go on your knees to Sammy Slocum and beg his

ardon for the things vou have been saying about
iim ! You will do all he says—understand t

The hypnotised jumiors shuddered, and mumbled
that they understood. The Terror then dismissed

but I'Mf lét you off with a eaution this time ! " said
Fatty, magnanimously. * Hop ofl, ali of you.”

-Cadman & Co. walked meekly {rom the common-
room.

Johnny Gee's boyish brow was wrink'ed in per-

ptexity. He looked hard at Fatty Slocum, who had
assumed an unwonted pose of power, and was
smirking glibly,

There was another surprise in store for St. Giddy's,
when the bell rang for call-over, the places of Fother-
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gill, Heppelthwaite, Royce and Vane in Big Hall
remained vacant.

Wellesley & Co. were dispatched to find the
ahsentees, and after a long interval reappeared,
dragging the petrified Upper Fourth knuts with
them.

¢ Good heavens!” cried the Head.
the matter with them, Wellesley !
appear to have gone into a trance !**

“ We found them just like this in their studies,
sir,” said the captain of 8t. Giddy’s.

“1'IL see to them, sir ! " Johnny Gee said, climbing
omr the platform, and before the Head could say him
nay, started operations with a pin.
< Jab ! Jab! Jab!

“ Ow-wow-wow ! Haw! Yah!™

The dandies awoke to life and biinked about them,
rubbing the spots where Johnny Gee had used the
pin, They then told of the visit they had received
from the Terror.

“ Goodness gracious !" eried the Head. * Surely
that fiend is not still abroad in the school ¥ T must
consult the police at once.”

The school dismissed after call-over, and soon
afterwards P.C. Dooley and a fellow-constable
arrived from Merivale, to search for the Terror.

Johnny Gee & Co.sgathered in Study No. 4 just
betore bed-time, to discuss the mystery,

“It’s a jolly rummy atfair altogether!'’ said
Johnny grimly. *The Terror as we knew it was
a murderous ercature, and certainly not a practical
joker, like this one seems to be. I shouldn't be
surprised if the joker doesn’t return to-night. What
about fixing a booby-trap for him, at the top of the
stairs t 7’

“ Good wheeze, Johnny 1"

When all were in bed, and the school was quiet,
ths chums of the Remove arose and pulled out the
matervials for the booby trap from under their beds,

The booby-trap was fixed up, and Johnny Gee & Co.
returned to bed.

They did not hear the muffled chuckle that sounded
from Fatty Slocum’s bed. He had a little jaunt of
his own to accomplish that night, and now he would
be able to take a different route, and avoid the booby
trap.

Dioom ! 1t was the first stroke of midnight, echoing
over the sleeping school.  Fatty Slocum stirred from
his warm bed. He listened and then spoke eautiously :

* You chaps awake ? '

There was no reply. The rest of the Remnove had
dropped off to sleep, relying on the alarm bell fixed
to the booby trap to waken them should any night
prowler venture-into St. Gaddy’a.

Fatty arose, slipped on some clothes, and crept

“ What is
They—they
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trom the slumbering dermitory. He made his way
along the dark, deserted corridors. Mr. Cattermole’s
bedroom at last ! The sound of the Housemaster's
snoring pulsated through the gloom,

Fatty chuckled and slipped into the room. He

used to don the black cloak and mask that he

ad fetched from his study, then snapped on an
electric. pocket toreh, focussing its bright beam on
Mr. Cattermole.

Fatty gave Mr. Cattermole a poke, and Catty sat
up in bed, blinking in the lizht of the ket torch.
Ere the Honsemaster could cry out, Fatty Slocum
switched on the 'fluence,

“Oooooocooogh ! ' Mr. Cattermole was under -
Fatty’s hypnotic gpell in a trice !

“ Listen, Mr. Cattermole!’” hissed Fatty in
sepulchral tones. “ To-morrow morning, you'll burn
the exam. papers you've prepared, and cancel lessons
altogether for the Remove. Furthermore, you'll
bring the old harmonium from the Musie Room into
the Form Room and sing us some comic songs instead
of giving us ewot, Now you can go to sleep.”

Mr. Cattermole fell back in bed with a low sigh,
and within a very few moments was asleep again.
Fatty crept from the Housemaster's study, chuckling
behind the Gorgon Mask,

“ He, he, he! We're going to have some fun in
class, instead of a rotten exem. I'd beiter get back
to bed, and—Oh, gug-g-g-good lor’ !

Creeping towards him along the corridor was a
tall, burly man, whose face was fiendish to behold.

“Yah ! Hellup ! Thicves ! Murder ! Yaroovogh !”
bellowed Fatty, and turning towards the stairs he
ran for his life.

Fatty had not the presence of mind to switch on
the 'fluence and ro petrify his unknown assailant.
He flew up the stairs, with his pursuer close on his
Leels, and it was not until they had got half-way
that the catestrophe happened. .

Crash ! Bang! Swoooosh ! Clang ! Clang !

“Yaroocgh ! Yah! What the—"

The booby trap had beensprung ! The alarum bell
was ringing stridently. The steircloth, with the rods
removed, simply rolled downward, and both Fatty
and his unknown pursuer lost the run of their feet.

I'rom the corridors above came the noise of opening
doors, and Johnny Gee & Co. came from the Remove
dormitory, armed with ericket stumps.

They stood aghast on the landing when they saw
the Terror wallowing in the soot and water with a
man, whom they recognised in spite of the soot that
smothered him,

* Jasper Grant ! ™

.
eried Johnny CGee.
“ Yarooogh ! ™

came a bellowing howl from the

Terror. * Rescue, Remove! Fire! Murder!
Wow ! ™

“ That— that’s Sloeum’s voice ! " ejaculated Tony
Graham. * But oy

Ho was interrupted by a louder howl from Slocum
as Jasper Grant scized him in his powerful arms and
dragged him along the corridor. Johnny Gee & Co.
dashed after them, but Grant’s hand went to his hip
pocket, and he whipped out a wicked-looking revolver.

Crack ! Crack! Two shots rang out and the
Removites drew back as they heard the builets
splintering the woodwork of the staircase around
them.

“ Back ! " snarled Grant, passionately. * I'll shoot
you like dogs if you dare come an inch further !

Slocum’s terrified yells rang out through the
House. The Gorgon Mask and the electrical apparatus
was snatched from him, and Jasper Grant fled into
the darkness of the Hall.

Johnny Gee & Co. leaped down the stairs.  But
when they reached the Hall and switched on the
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Iiﬂn. Jasper Grant's burly figure had vanished into
t ight.

Johnny Gee returned to the Hall where Dr. Holroyd
and most of the masters had gathered, with Fatty
Slocum in their midst, and explained the reason for
the booby trap. Then all eyes turned on Fatty, who
was whimpering with fear,

“ Qoooogh ! Lemme go, sir! I only pinched the
Gorgon Mask for a joke! Wow-wow!/ D-D-Don’t
lick me ! Oiv-ow | ™

“ Miserable youth ! " thundered the Head. * What
does this mean ¥ The Gorgon Mask ! Explain,
Slocum, this instant ! '

Trembling like a fat jelly, Fatty Sloeum told how
he had stolen the Gorgon Mask, and played the Terror!

“Good heavens!” eried Dr. Holroyd in horror.
** Blocum—ioolish, unserupulous boy! I will see
you in the morning. Boys, return to bed, and let
there be no more disturbances.”

The boys of 8t. Giddy's returned to bed, but it
was long ere they slept. Fatty Slocum lay in bed
groaning, and when he did get to sleep, he had
awful dreams of the wrath in store on the morrow !

Music by the Mesmerised Housemaster.

> HAT'S the matter with Catty 7™
It was at the breakfast-table at St. Giddy's
next moming that the question was first
asked. Mr. Ernest James Cattermole seemed to
be in a dreamy, far-away condition that contrasted
very noticeably with his usual sharp, hawk-like
demeanonr.

The Removites hads all been dreading the exam.,
but now they filed into the form.room with feelings
of high hope.

Mr. Cattermole appeared in the Remove form-
room, dragging along the ancient, wheezy harmonium
that had been lying in the school music-room for
rears |

* Well, boys,” said Mr. Cattermole, blinking rather
vacantly at the class. ** Lessons will be cancelled
entirely this morning-—and instead of the examina-

tion, I am going to sing you a few songs.
Hum ! ™

Catty cleared his throat, pumped vigorously at
the la-iry bellows of the barmonium, blinked a.tythe
music, and then his voiee burst forth melodiously.

“ I'm Henery the Eighth, I am ! " warbled Catty in
dulcet tanes. * Henery the Eighth I am, I am 1™

The Remove simply shrieked. Nothing quite
like this had ever happened before at St. Giddy's—
not even at a school concert. *‘ Henery the Eighth,”

Ah!

TRAPPED IN THE TOMB.—
Suddenly a shout rang out,
and those schoolboy
‘corpses '’ sprang to life as
the joyous juniors hurled
themselves 0.1 Jasper Grant.

eame to a gasping conclusion, and the Rem_oro
applauded loudly whilst Catty took his s cond wlnt_l_

Mr. Cattermole sorted out his sclection of comic
songs, and Started on another. ;

** Builed Beef and Carrots | ™" sang Mr. Cattermaole,
spiritedly, and the Remove took up the chorus,
shouting out that classic ditty at the tops of their
voices.

Faity Slocum sat at his desk and quaked. He
seeme] to shrink visibly as the {orm-.rcom door
opened and Dr. Holroyd stepped in. His venerable
face was the picture of shocked amazement.

“ Mr. Cattermole—sir! Are yoi mad, to make
such an exhibition of yourself ? ** cried the Head.

Catty blinked rather owlishly at the Head and
would have continued with his next song, but Dr.
Holroyd clapped down the lid of the harnmonium
with a very peremptory bang, and s wt dragged
Catty from the chair. The Hea ol at Mr. Catter-
mole, who stood sheepishly in front of the class,
and then his eyes fixed on Fatty Slocum.

“Ta this another of your preposterops jokes,
Slocum ? - Have you mesmerised Mr. Cattermole ?
Ah, I sce by your looks, S8locum, that you are guilty !
Follow me to my study at once ! Mr. Cattermole ¥—
the Head turned to the dazed Houscmaster and took
him gently by the arm—* Come with me, my dear
sir. You have been made the victim of a dangerous
joke.”

Dr. Holroyd stalked away, leading Mr. Cattermole.
Fatty followed the Head in fear and trembling.

Johnny Gee & Co. gathered in Study No. 4 for tea
that day. They were not feeling quite so amused,
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now. DMr. Cattermolo had made a rapid recovery,
and had becn ™ taking it out *’ of the Remove this
niterncon.

“Still, it was a prime joke while it lasted,” said
the Hon. Bob Vernon. * Fancy Slocum having the
neck to pinch that mask, and work off the Terror
stunt here! That rascal Jasper Grant has got it
back again now. Any news of him, Johnny 1"

The Remove captain shook his head, but suddenly a
bright gleamn came into his eyes.

“ Listen, chaps | Supposing we get into the House
on the Hill ourselves ¥ We may be able to find out
something. We have Mist’s notes, you know, with
elues showing a secret way into the place.”

** Right-ho. We're with you, Johnny.”

The ehums of the Remove finished their tea,
Johany slipped Mist’s decoded notes into his pocket,
and they set forth, '

They turned off from the Merivale Lane, and took
the bridle-path that brought them to the large
spinney at the bottom of the hill: Johnny Gee paused
now and then to consult Mist’s notes. The trail led
to the old well at the other-side of the spinney.
Johnny Gee found that “bricks were missing at
intervals down the side of the well, thus affording
hand and foot held to a elimber.

One after another, the juniors climbed down into
the darlk, neisome interior of the well. Johnny flashed
Lis pooket-torch on Mist’s notebook.

 According to Mist, there's an opening down here

somewhere—Ahl ! Here it is—half bunged up with
rubbish.  Careful how you go—apd mind your top
knots 1"

The tunnel ended in a flight of stone steps, that
led upwards in spiral fashion, At the top two narrow
tunnels forked oft at sharp angles.

“ Straight on ! " said Johnny Gee.

The tunnel ended abruptly, but above them a
stone slab was let into the roof, Johnny pushed upon
it. There was a sudden click, and the slab rotated
downwards, leaving a black, open cavity above.

Tense and breathless, the Removites scrambled
throngh the aperture, Johnny Gee switched on his
torchlight, :

They found themselves in a low, square-shaped
vault. Ranged round the stone walls the shapes of a
number of cofling, loomed weirdly. The Remove
captain drew a deep breath. v

** Don’t you see, chaps 2 We're in the old mauso-
leum in the grounds of the House on the Hill—a
burial place of the dead. Dr. Marsden lies in one
of these coffins,”

Johnny broke off with a gasp of alarm. The sound
of a footstep broke on their ears.
mausoleum wall was sliding outwards, and a form
appeared

“ Quick !
coffins ! 7

The light of a lantern flashed through the black
interior of the mausoleum, revealing the tall figure
of J{mper Grant, his face obscured by that hideous
roask,

Grant halted hefore one of the stone coffins, and
from the lips of the mask came low, hissed mutterings.
Then the lid of the coffin began to rise slowly up-
wards, and a white figure arose from its'depths.. Tho
trembling juniors recognised Dr. Marsden, the scien-
tifie recluse of the House on the Hill.

“ Well, Maraden,”” broke out Grant in a harsh,
grating voice, *“this is the fast time that you and
I will speak together. *“Too much is known about
me, thanks to a pack of interfering schoolboys 1" he
went on. ** But the truth will never be known—that
your death was a sham affair. With the help of
your green ray [ shall be able to goet people in my
power, just a3 1 have held you under the spell of

" hissed Johnny. < “ Hide behind theso

A section of the .
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your own invention for nearly two months! I kept
you alive because it was necessary to have you make
the special cells that are used in the apparatus. You
have now made sufficient for my purpose. It iz no
longer necessary to keep you alive, I have come
back now to take the things from these coflins, and
to bid you good-bye for ever.”

CGrant opened the coffins, and took out papers,
bits of apparatus and various small boxes. Then
-suddenly, Grant started, and the green light flashed
from the lens-orbs of his mask,

A snarl burst from him as he saw Johnny_Gee & Co,
crouched in the shadows. The green, glowing rays
swept from one to another of the juniors, holding
them powerless in their paralytic spell |

Jasper Grant lifted them, one by one, in his powerful
arms, and thrust them savagely into the empty coffins.

“ et back into your own coffin, Marsden!”
snarled Girant. * You will have company inyour final
hours—you and these interfering young whelps shall
perish together!"

With a mocking laugh, Grant left the mausoleum,
leaving the 1.'\.12[1 Etiil burning on lheaﬁoor.

%

HE lamp in the mausoleum flickered - fitfully,
T casting strange ehadowa through the interior
of the death-vault.

All of a sudden, Johnny Gee realised, as in a dream,
that the slab of stone in the floor was moving upward,

A tousled head popped up, and a pair of eyeglasses
glimmered in the lamplight in the mausoleumn. 1t
was Marmaduke Mist !

Mist blinked at Johnny Gee & Co,, lying like corpses
in the coffins. . .

He pulled cut a pin. Then he went from one to
another, jabbing “at his Formfellows. Jobrny
Gee & Co. felt the fresh, quickened blood surging
through their veins.

The harmless letting of blood by means of pricks
with a pin brought baclk Dr. Marsden to normal,
although it was a slower process, for he had been
long under the paralytic spell. sk

**Thank you, boys—how can I express my grati-
tude ? ** he said in husky tones. * You have heard,
no doubt, all that Grant said to me? My brain is
dulled—it will be days before I fully recover——""

“We know everything, sir!” said Johnny CGee.
“ Now, what abcut leying a trap for Jasper Grant,
when he comes back to collect the thinga? We'll
get back into the coffins ag though we were still
mummies,  Then, as 1 say the word, go for him
baldheaded !

They had not long to wait ere Jasper Grant
returned, carrying a large case. He had removed
the Gorgon Mask, which was packed in the case.
He pulled the lamp across, opened the case, and was
about to pack the papers and articles of seientifie
apparatus into it, when suddenly a shout rang out,
and those schoolboy “ corpses’ sprang to Lfe.

Crash ! Jasper Grant swung round with a snarling
oath. But too late to cope with that massed attack
of lusty juniors | Jolumy Gee & Co. bore him to the
ground, and after s desperate struggle, they held
him prisoner. -

The Joyous Juniors departed from the House on
the Hill in triumaph, taking their prisoners and trophies
with them to the police station.

1t was late ere Johnny Gee & Co. and Mist returned
to St. Giddy's, but they had a wonderful story to
tell the Head, and to their schoolfellows afterwards.
Mist was acelaimed a great man, worthy of Sherloek”
Holmes himself, despite his unfortunate habit of
absent-mindedness,

The next greand tale of the Joyous Juniors tells
of their chortling doings on All Fools Day. Look
out for this splendid tale of St. Giddy's next week.
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NICK CHANCE—GUILLOTINE GAMBLER !
A Glamorous Tale of The Phantom of the French Revolution—a Human Enigma
that Steals the Guillotine’s Prey.

By JOHN HUNTER, Master of Mystery and Imagination.

HE blood-stained hand of terror lay heavy over

France.

The mob, ground down for centuries, had at
last turmed like a wounded monster at bay and was
busy trampling the lilies of the most despotic
monarchy the world has ever known. The gleaming
knife of Madame La Guillotine rose and fell, rose and
fell—as into her dreadful maw the flower of France
walked, head erect, a careless jest on the lip.

And then, when the Terror seemed to have reached
its blackest hue, a white ray of hope illumined the
night. - A name was whispered, the name of one
careless dare-devil who snatched her prey from the
very steps of the guillotine—the Black Phantom.

The Vicomte de Belceaux was among those
rescued, but he refused to go to England till he had
found where his son, the Marquis de Saint Gervain,
wag imprisoned. His son had not been executed
beeause he and his father alone knew the hiding-
place of the famous Belceaux emeralds—and
Robespierre and his colleagues were not above
cupidity. J

A spy found the old man in his hiding place, and
tried to torture from him the secret. But the torture
killed the Vicomte, and the spy died horribly.

During the search that followed for the Marquis

the saving of other aristoerats by the Phantom went
on apace.

While rescuing the som of an aristocrat Nick
learned that the Marquis de Gervain was & prisoner
in the Luxembourg. 4

Next evening, while strolling along the quay, Nick

saw a man about to be hanged on the mast of a
barge.

He saved the seaman Arcot, and, with his help
entered into service in the Luxembourg. Cassin, the
governor of the gaol, was warned by his cousin Areot
that Nick was the Black Phantom.

Nick found out where the Marquis de St. Gervain
was imprisoned. During the night, dressed as the
Black Phantom, he freed the Marquis.

As they reached the prison yard, men appeared
with torches and attacked them, while Cassin, in the
rear, cried ** Take him ! Take the Black Phantom 1™

The Black Phantom Captfured.

YERVAIN was weak and shaking. Before the
days of the Revolution he would have had that
gate open ina trice, and he and Nick might have

stood the slimmest chanee of escape. But now the
man was only a shadow of his former self. Even his
proud spirit had been almost broken by his privations,
and high terror filled him as the torch bearers rushed
forward yelling savagely.

Somewhere in the background away from Diek’s
sword, dancing grotesquely in his excitement, was
Cassin, yelling: * Take them alive. Take them
alive.””

That this might involve the slaying of several of
the attackers was of no consequence whatsoever to
Cassin, for he was taking good care not to be among
those attackers.
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Gervain sobbed : * 1 cannot fit the key,
Monsienr. 1 am desolated. My hands
ghake so . .."" He clung to the gate handle,
nearly felling,

Nick leapt forward, beat aside a cutlass
and ran its bearer through.

The rush checked, hesitated. The
notoriety of The Black Phantom was
widespread. There was death in his long,
slim blade that danced in the torchlight.

Nick panted desperately. ‘‘ Try again,
Monseigneur. Try ! For your life !”

Gervain set his teeth. It chanced that
the light of one of the torches shone fairly
on the great square lock, so that he saw
the keyhole plamly and had not to feel
for it with palsied hands,

He got the key against it, juggled with
it, and felt it slide home.

“1 ha' done it ! ”" he gasped. And as he
said this they rushed again.

Nick beat at them, stabbing, cutting,
fencing. The ring of faces was close to his,
teeth gleaming in the light, breath panting
jerkily, with hoarse cries punctuating the
strokes,

The gate swung inwards slightly.

Nick moved with fury and drove back
the wave of attack momentarily—just
sufficiently long to enable him to turn, to
thrust Gervain through the widening
opening of the gate.

And as they came at him again, he
slammed the gate, turned the key and
whipped it from the keyhole,

He knew that the only hope for the
enieebled Gervain, and for the brave hoy .
who was assisting him, was for somebody -(U‘fe‘
to guard the gate until they were safe from .
all pursuit,

Niek held up the key. His voice rang loudly.

“Come and take it ! ™ he taunted. ** Who tries
first 1"

Outside, irom beyond the gate, he heard the voice
of Gervain, high and despairing.

“1 mnst go back to help him! I cannot leave
him to die for me !

Nick was glad to hear this. The spirit of Gervain
was not yvet dead. In freedom it would revive. The
voice protested still, but grew fainter. The boy had
his instructions and was taking his charge to security.

And Cassin, apprehensive as to what might befall
when Robespierre and St. Just knew their most
valuable prisoner had escaped, urged his bandogs on
to another fierce rush.

As they came Nick hurled the key far over their
heads into the darkness of the courtyard, so that
now, unless great luek befell them in searching for
it with torches, it eould not be found until daylight.

On this Cassin shrieked madly., He was locked in
his own prison. His rage was stupendous. He would
have Nick's heart. He swore it.

And the rush eame at Nick. Steel clashed on steel
and rang and rang again. A man sobbed and died.
A cutlass smote sideways at Nick. Ho reeled as its
heavy blade struck flatwise on the side of his head.

The ring of faces, the lurching torch flames, the
dancing Cassin all swung wildly before his dazed
vision. He parried a thrust that would have killed
Lim, and slew the thruster,

Then a man, diving low, got both arms round his
legs and heaved. Nick went back against the gate.
His sword arm was clasped 'in two arms, cuddled
hard and rendered useless.

NICK, THE GIANT
= K I L EE R—Nick
Cassin

& = 2w stooped as
- /& came in, grasped
= him by the collar

and his leather belt,

and raised the giant

it arm's length
above his head.

He went croundwards, still ighting._ With his free
hand he elipped a man’s jaw and broke it. Somebody
struck him in the side with a musket butt.

With dead and injured men about him, they had
Nick at last. And even they, brutalised though they
were, could not withholid a coertain moeed of admiration
from the man who had held the gate against such
odds.

They dragged Nick to the dungeon Gervain had
occupied, and there he made one request.  He wanted
elothesz to which he was accustomed—the silks and
the satins of his caste.

This Cassin agreed to, for Cassin, like all Parisians,
had a high sense of the dramatie, and when the
Black Phantom appeared before the tribunal, Cassin
did not wish to show him as a gaping country lad.

That, surely, would make all Paris laugh—that a
country lad had tricked the Triumvirate for so long.
But a silk clad exquisite was another matter. The
twisted Parisian humour would not see a jest in
that. And the scorn of Paris is a powerful thing.

Then Cassin prepared to break the news to the most
Excellent Citizen Pobespierre.

Meanwhile the little lad, knowing every hole and
burrow in Paris, contrived to guide Gervain through
the streets absolutely unseen. Being already in-
structed by Nick, he knew exactly how to get into
the house of the blind miser, and long before daylight,
Gervain was lying on a comfortable couch of rugs
under the miser’s attie roof, with food and wine
such as he had not known for many days.

Ho knew that he must lie ‘there until such times
as the boy visited him to take him out for short
exervise,

~
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Arcot’s Reward.

ARIS flamed with the news. It stirred even the
heat-dazed populace.
The Black Phantom was taken !

Tt was printed in the newspapers, with appropriate
woodents of the unspeakable villain himself. 1t fled
from lip to lip in the cafés and on the pavements, in
the Bois and the rookeries of St. Antoine.

The Black Phantom was taken !

Paris chattered of it, seethed with the news., He
was to appear before Fouquier Tinville. He would
be given the * honour ™ of a trial. Such a trial!

They would fight for places. All the fantastics
who seemed to have found birth in the Revolutien
would struggle with sans ewlottes and tricoteuses for a
seat at the trial. The Palais Royale bubbled with it,
its arcades rang with talk of it—save those three
locked and barred shops wherein Egalité had lived
and from which Eyalité, the Father of the Revolution,
had gone forth to the death his own child had decreed.

But Arcot was not finding life too easy. He was
a seaman, and he had treacherously betrayed a seaman
to his death ; for the captain of the barge and his
two men had justice on their side when they fried
Arcot, even though their methods were open to
question.

Therefore, the quays and all shipping places were
closed to Arcot. He could not earn his daily bread.
He dared not go near places where scamen gathered,
else a knife had ended his black carcer.

Arcot wanted his reward. He saw Cassin,

Cassin was busy at the Luxembourg. Arcot was
shown into his room, and he said to Cassin: “ Well,
cousin, the thing went well.” He rubbed his hands.

Cassin didn’t like the sound of that phrase—the
thing went well. . Tt was the opposite of that famous
phrase of the Revolution—" La Guillotine ne va
pas mal.” And Cassin felt rather dangerously near
the shadow of the guillotine just then.

He said to Arcot: * Listen, cousin.
time to talk now; but there are
difficulties. Robespierre . . . You
understand "'

have no

Arcot said nothing. He did not
understand. He knew that Cassin
was a seoundrel, and he began to feel
a strange sinking at the pit of his
stomach.

Cassin leaned forward.
ace. We must talk—
you and L Now
where are you stay-
ing? Hein? L’Au-
berge de Peré Jules in
the rue Croissonniere?
1 know it. There 1
shall meet you to-
night.”

Arcot listened with
a wooden face. None
of this vague talk
really meant any-
thing at all, but it
was quite impressive.

Cassin procceded :
“T am hemmed
about. That 1 shail
explain to you to-
night. Do you take a
private room there
and leave instructions
with the host that
the stranger who asks
for you is to be shown

“ Let me

THE CROOKED HERCULES KILLS.—Cassin's
Arcot’s throat and held there.

into the room without question.
o'elock. Yes1”
Cassin grinned expectantly into Arcot’s wooden

face.

Say at nine

* *-* But,..” began Arcot.

Cassin made a gesture of impatience, even despair,
* Imbecile that you are ! Do I not tell you events are
difficult ¥  To-night at nine. And all may be
straightened u{:."

He tapped the side of his nose and looked cunning,

Arcot drew a deep breath and shuffled his feet
for a moment.

* All right,” he gaid at last.
shall be as you say.”

He went off, and Cassin sat’ and thought for a
while. His talk with Robespierre had been more than
disturbing. The Incorruptible could be an alarming
person when he chose—and he had chosen while
chatting with Cassin.

Now, if it came to the ears of Robespierre or St;
Just that Cassin and Arcot had laid a trap to catch
the Black Phantom, those two terrible people might
immediately guess that Gervain had been used as the
bait for that trap. That would never do.

Their secret prisoner’s safety risked that Cassin
might gain ten thousand francs !

Cassin was all asweat as he thought of it. It would
never do for them to learn that., He had told
Robespierre that The Black Phantom had reached the
prisoner and had been surprised by his, Cassin’
constant watchfulness and cleverness. That he
managed to get Gervain away was desolating
but Cassin had got him all right. Trust Cassin !

Robespierre had heard this with a face of stone,
and then had told Cassin what he thought. What he
thought hurt Cassin very much.

“T'll meet you. It

great hand bit deep into
Arcot strove with both hands to tear away
that awful erin

w
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Maantime, Cassin waited for his ten thousand francs,
Robespierre had promised him the reward after the
trial and conviction—when the identity of The Black
Phantom was establigshed in law.

While Cassin thought these things, Rol
tallked to St. Just, and if Cassin could have heard
what they said every hair on his head would have
stood on end,

That day sped by. The night came. Arcot waitod
for Cassin at U'Auberge de Pére Jules in the rue
Croissonniere, Cassin came at last, Before d
hia eloak, he pulled the eurtains across the window.

* It is not good, cousin,” he said, * for me to be
tobespierre has his suspicions.”

Arcot grimted. He indicated the wine-bottle, and
Cassin poured himself out a glass and seated himself
at the tahle.

* Now,” he said, “in this matter, cousin, there
are dbffielties.  Robespierre is furious about the
eseape of Gervain, He cares more for that than for
the taking of The Black Phantom, forsooth, though
why—T don’t know."”

“That doesn’'t affect the reward,” said Arcot.
* Look here, Cassin. Paris cannot hold me. 1 must
leave it."”

“ Go to-night,” said Cassin, eagerly. “ I will send
the reward on. T will draw it in your name.”

Arcot’s eyes narrowed. * You will draw it ? Has
my name been given to Robespierre ¥ Eh ! Answer
me that. Whose name appears in all the ne s
as the captor of The Black Phantom ? About whom
does everybody talk *  The so-clever Cassin. Do
you think that once you had that money in your
hands I should see a single sou of it ? Know yourself
as well as I know you, Cassin, and think again.”

Cassin tried to speak, but the torrent of Arcot’s
accusation swept on, silenging him,

' It’s useless,” he snarled. “ I can see that. You
will never mention me. Therefore, I shall go to
Robespierre and tell him that it was I, and I alone,
who discovered who The Black Phantom was.”

“ The guillotine ! "* panted Cassin. * You fool. If
Robespierre thinks there was a trap, and that trap
was baited with Gervain, and Gervain was lost to

SO,
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him thereby, wa both shall sneeze into the little
basket.” 4

Arcot laughed. *“ Don't try to tell me that petty
lie, Cassin. I don't believe it. You keep me in the
dark for your own advancement. *Say nothing of
Arcot, Oh, no. Then I draw all the reward.” That's
you, Cassin,”

He leaned across the table, his foxy face alight
with malignancy,

¢ But it won't go, Cassin. It goes badly. See?
To Robespierre I shall tell the truth; and then we
shall see.”

His face was within an inch of Cassin’s.
was staring straight into his eyes.

“ You mean that, cousin !’ panted Cassin.
o *“Yeos. Every word ..."”

And Cassin’s great hand slipped up under Arecot’s
chin, eut deep into Arcot's throat and stayed there.

Areot, silenced, strove with both hands to tear
away that awiul grip. He kicked his chair away.
The table lurched under his writhing,

Cassin, sitting still, his face right against Arcot’s,
langhed into Arcot’s starting eyes, langhed as he saw
Arcot’s lolling tongue.

““ Mean it ! "’ he répeated, in a terrible whisper.

Arcot heard the whisper and the laughter as though
it rolled amid distant hills and grew fainter as he
listoned.

Cassin did not move, He sat very still, his right
hand still gripping, his left hand resting on the table.

And gradually Arcot ceased tostruggle. Gradually
he lay limply ncross the table, his face a ghastly sight ;
and still Cassin’s grip persisted . . . still . . . persisted
and held . ., . for a long time, -

The landlord, downstairs, saw his cloaked and
cock-hatted vieitor emerge from the stairway, still
covering his face completely.

In his disguised voice the cloaked man said : *“ The
Citizen Arcot is busy over aome papers I have left him.
He does not wish to be disturbed for at least an hour.”

The cloaked man stepped out to the fetid darkness
and vanished.

And above, Arcot sprawled across the table and
did not move. He had found all his reward.

Awaiting Trial.

ICK was once again in the Souriciire—the
strongest prison in Paris. Now there was little
hope for his escape, and he knew it. He was

guarded night and day, even though other prisoners
shared the dreaded hole with him.

These other prisoners were different from those
whom he had seen when last Le lay in the dungeon.
Gone were the aristocrats. The Terror had either
killed them eor driven them overseas, and now it
fed on lesser fry.

Now The Terror slew The People. Now, instead
of silk-clad aristocrats, proud beauties in lace and
satins, one saw arraigued before Fougieur Tinville
humble folk—working people of all kinds. The
Terror killed for the sake of killing. Tt killed itself,

To these humble folk, Nick was an objeet of intense
interest. He stood for something which had definitely
passed away—for Versailles, for Le Roi Soleil, for
that fantastic incredible period when everything was
grotesque, when expenditure did not matter, when
the people poured out sweat and blood that a
privi eged class might live as no other privileged class
in all the world has ever lived.

To those poor econdemned creatures buddling in
the Mousetrap, Nick was the last of the aristos.
They called him that. It was the name by which he
became known throughout all the prison,

The Last of the Arisios,

They seemed in no hurry to try him, and Niek
wondered & little at this until suddenly he realised

Cassin
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that Robespierre and St. Just were probably scouring
Paris for Gervain. He hoped that the little boy had
the ci-devant Marquis securely hidden away.
Nick had been there two days when the door of
the dungeon opened and a man was thrust inside.
Cassin! Nick almost eried the name aloud.
Instead, he lifted his quizzing-glass and looked
. Cassin over from head to foot slowly and insolently.
Cessin was not a nice sight. He had evidently
made a fight of it when they arrested him, for his face
was puffed and bleeding, his front teeth were loosened.
Cassin was in front of Nick. * I'm here,” he panted.
* They've just taken me. Robespierre’s order. Me.
Who eaptured you. That’s my reward. Where are
the ten thousand francs ? And the charge against
me ! Conduct subversive to the interests of The Peaple.
That can mean anything. It means the guillotine for
me."” .
He flung his arms wide in a gesture of despair. He
was turning away, when suddenly rage surged
through him and he flung himself round once more,
~“Through you,” he screamed. “ Through you and
Arcot. Had I not listened to him I would sfill have
been at the Luxembourg, It is through you ., ."”
He hurled himself at Nick, The prisoners shouted
with excitement. The armed guard who always
watched throngh the grille in the door to see that
Nick did not effect a miraculous escape, started to
unlock the door.
As Cassin came in, Niek stooped. All in the
dungeon expected to see the slim, silk-clad figure
whirled away before the rush of the giant,

Instead, Nick stepped to one side and one hand
closed on Cassin’s collar. The other seized the
leathern belt he wore about his waist.

A man shriecked with amazement. Cassin was
being picked up—the giant Cassin, writhing im-
potently.

He went above Nick's head to arm’s length, and as
the guard came blundering in, Nick pitched him at
the guard’s feet.

“ He belongs to you, I think,” he soid, suavely,
taking out a snuff-box and tapping its lid. ** Here,
he is only a lodger—but your guest, I understand.”

Cassin managed to scramble to his feet. He glared
at Nick, but made no effort to come near him. One
encounter with those white hands of steel strength
was enough for Cassin. "He retreated to a far corner
and erouched there mumbling.

That day passed and the night, and the following
morning an officer and a squad of soldiers presented
themselves at the dungeon door. Nick was led out
and placed in a closed chaise, which rattled off
through the streeis of Paris. :

He was in a great building, and standing at a rail
—the prisoner. He saw the Triumvirate. He saw a
soa of faces rising tier on tier about him. The place
was a babel of voices.

The trial of The Black Phantom was about to
begin.

Nick Chance, the Elusive Phantem of the French

Revelution, .aptured at last. Den't miss the

great trial sceme in tl;:.s gripping tale next weel,
ums.
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IN THE CRIME SPIDER'S WEB
(Continued from page 17.)

descended from the ceiling, attracted his attention.
T]ht‘ next second he staggered back with a cry of
alarm.

He did not see the skylight above—he did not even
notice that it was propped open. What he did see was
a hideous spider, with legs writhing, which was
dropping on a string-like web. Only in the nick of
time did the Supreme Unknown dodge—or the spider
would have fallen upon him,

He ran for the door, and his hoarse ery caused the
other two men to look round. . They were in time to
see two other spiders descending, Panic seized them,
and they raced for the door, shouting with horror,
and they slammed it after them.

Thud ! A rope dropped from that skylight and
Captain Tracey slid to the floor. His first move was
to grab one of the heavy chairs and jam it hard against
the door. That would keep the enemy out for several
minutes, at least,

Then Le turned his attention to the wireless instru-
ments, He paid no attention to the spiders, For,
if luek was with him, he would soon be in communica-
tion with the outside world.

He knew that he only had a few minutes in which
to work, On the battlements, Harry and Bottles had
wedged the door which gave on to the roof. In this
way they hoped to prevent the erooks from getting
up—ior it was certain that the hooded men, knowing
of those spiders, would go to the roof to discover the
explanation of the creatures’ entry.

Zurrrr-zipp! One of the spiders suddenly fell,
and there was a blinding flash of blue flame. Instantly,
all of the radio valves became black.

Captain Tracey uttered an exclamation of chagrin.
The spider, in falling, had fouled some vital wires
of the plant, and had put the instruments out of
action ! 3

Captain Tracey saw the notes which the Supreme
Tnknown had left, He read them rapidly—and his
oyes glowed, Vaguely, in the distance, he heard the
shouting of men—but, as yet, nobody had attempted
to get back into the control room.

With lightning speed, Captain Tracey removed
the chair from the door, and he swarmed up the
rope, svoiding one of the horrible spiders. He
i‘rguched the roof, and Harry and Bottles dashed at
0111,

“ They're bursting through, Dad ! ** panted Harry.

“ Come ! hissed his father.

They ran along the battlements, and just as the
door gave way, and men poured out upon the roof,
the three dodged through a narrow opening in the
stone wall of the castle, closing it after them.

. The crooks saw nothing suspicious ; they reached

the skylight, and, staring down nto the control
room, they saw the spiders. But nothing more, It
was another of those baffling mysteries which had
lately troubled these desperate men.

Within the secret passage Captain Tracey briefly
explained what had happened.

** Another time, perhaps, we may be able to get
into communication with the outside world,"” ho
went on. *° At least, our adventure was not futile.
1 have made one important discovery.”

* What's that, Dad ? " asked Harry eagerly.

“ Four lorry loads of new materials are on their
way to the castle,” replied Captain Tracey. “ By
hook or by crook we must prevent them from

arriving."
Over The Abyss.

“ I DONT get the 'ang of it, Master 'Arry,” said
Bottles wonderingly,
“ 1t's simple enough," replied Harry, his eyes
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glowing. “ We've destroyed the crooks’ private
mint ; we've wrecked the plant where they manu-
facture their forged beanknotes, and we’'ve done other
things, too, Until new machinery arrives, all those
crooked enterprises are at a standstill,”

* There is only one road by which they can come,”
eaid his father slowly. **There is one section of the
road where it dips steeply, and on one side there is &
terrible chasm——""

“Wait a minute, Dad,” panted Harry.
got an idea."”

*

“Tve

® ® * ®
HEY emerged from the secret passage in the
wall far from the castle, carrying the necessary
supplies for the task they contemplated. The
blackness of the night helped them. Even if the
guards were out—as was almost certain—they were
not in any great danger.

With the silence of shadows, not daring to exchange
o word, even in whispers, they padded across the
country, leaving the great wall far behind, until at
last they came to the place they sought. s

It was a long stretch of the mountain road. It
dip{)sd steeply here, and the surface was smooth
and well made. ‘At the bottom of the dip, on,_t:he
near gide of the road, there was a strong iron fencé—
and boyond that fence a black abyss, with eruel rocks
hundreds of feet below.

Harry and Bottles and Captain Tracey selected
various sections of that strip of road that dipped
towards the abyss—and then they set to work.

At last, within an hour of dawn, the work was
accomplished, and the three daring conspirators,
weary, their hands blistered, gathered together in
the shelter of the neighbouring rocks,

They scrambled up the rocks, and gained a position
high above the road. At a moment’s notice they
could retreat into the cover of some fir trees behind
them. And from this point of vantage they could
look down upon that stretch of road.

The lorries came—four of them—enormous six-
wheelers of the most modern type, all of them heavily
laden with greet packing-cases.

The first lorry suddenly slewed slightly, and the
silent watchers heard the startled shout of the men
in the eab. The next moment the great vehicle was
skidding helplessly ; the alarmed shouts changed to
yells of terror.

The second lorry commenced skidding—then the
third, and the fourth !

Crash ! The first lorry, skidding broadside, went
hurtling into the iren fence—and the fence vanished,
Over went the lorry, to be immediately followed by
the other three.

And then—crash-cvash-crash-craslh ! It was like a
succession of explosions, dim and vague, The great
lorries had gone hurtling down to the bottom of the
abyss, to be smashed to utter wreckage, with all
their loads,

“ Well, that's that ! said Harry quietly.
we got back, Dad ! "’

And like shadows they slid through the night,
reached the great wall, and entered the secret passage.

And the erooks, when they came to examine that
stretch of road, found that it was coated, for a distance
of several hundred yards, with a film of axle-grease !

With all his scores of men, with all his vast
organisation, the Supreme Unknown could not win
a single trick against that valiant little band which
had sworn to wage war to the bitter end.

“ Time

Ancther mighty tale of Terrorland, booked for
the Mag. Look for the title In the Crime
Spider’'s Web, The creepiest tale in this series yet.
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The Garage H.Q.

i H, heip ! I thought something would have to
go wrong !

Bill Spencer left the steering-wheel and
flung open the “ engine hatch ” with a jerk that
nearly upset the boat. A moment before, the big
eight-cylinder Rolls-Royce ex-car engine had been
purring softly under full power, driving the speedboat
across the gentle Channel swell at sixty knots. Now,
after a splutter and a eough, the engine had stopped
and the boat lay motionless.

* Well, better to-day than to-morrow,” said Tom,
his younger and more philosophie brother. To-
morrow morning the great race started—the race
across the Channel, for which the brothers had
entered this gigantic boat. It started early in the
morning, and Bill had suggested a final run this
evening, to make sure all was well.

They had built the boat themselves, and put in it
an_engine from a fifteen-year-old car, that ran as
well now as the day it left the works. It took a lot
of petrol—but they had heaps of exhilarating fun
out of swooping silently across the Channel’s waves—
for the engine was perfeetly silent, like a well-bred ear.

“Sounded like the ecarburettor,” Tom said.
* Better have it off quick, too, or it’ll be dark before
we get back.”

It took them upwards of half-an-hour to get the
carburettor off, cleaned and replaced. The trouble
was located as a drop of water in the jet; but by
the time they had the job done to their fancy, it
was dark, and they had to replace it by feel. They
had not thought to bring lights on this short trip
from their home in Dover.

With the light wind and the flowing tide, they
had, they knew, drifted a long way by now, up-
channel, towards Deal. And then, just as Bill was
about to swing the starting-handle and get the
engine going again, they realised that they could not
see the shore lights nor the lighthouses, and that
several fog-signals were bieating in the distance.
They were enveloped in mist.

Grand Surprise Tale of Two Speed-

boat Boys’ Strange Adventures in

an Attempt on the Cross Channel
Record !

“What ou ‘earth are we going to do now ?"
inquired Tom. * I've no idea, even, what direction
England lies in. T believe it's over there,” he added,
pointing towards France.

“Na, itls .. hega.n Bill ; then h‘tnplur-(l. Another
sound had come to his ears; a motor-hoat was
approaching them fast. Even as they stared about,
a vague shape swished by four fathoms nwuy—thuy
eould just make out the one occupant of the eraft.

“That’s Boland—the only chap that might be
able to lick us to-morrow,” said Tom. * He seems
to know the way somewhere. Let’s follow.”

Bill swung the engine-handle, and in a moment
they had given chase. As their fust boat sped on,
they made out the shape of the other boat ahead.

Throttle wide open, they sped in its wake. They
were overtaking it slowly, Billl saw with satisfaoction.
They shouted. howling in unison till the driver
turned. They waved, hoping to make him under-
stand their difficulty.

Boland took no notice of them. Instead, he
heaved something over the back of his boat. Sur-
prised, the hrothers pressed on, till Bill saw in their
path what the man had thrown overboard. Some-
thing small and round, like a foothsall, And with
sudden fear at his heart he threw the wheel over,
chining the boat till she almost capsized. Then he

had throttled down to stop near the thing. Tom
leaned over and stared at it.
“@Gosh! It’s metal! And those spikes . . . do

you think it’'s.. . . ?”

“We’ll see ! ** said Bill grimly. He started up the
engine, and when they were well away he raised a
spanner, took careful aim, and threw it.

Cr-a-a-ash ! The mist was split by the sudden
explosion and a gout of flame. The water leapt and
rocked after the recedmg boat, and the brothers
stared at each other, horrified !

“Itwas! A mine...and he dropped it forus!™

“He wants us out of the race!"” Bill said.
“ Though the prize-money doesn’t seem to me worth

(Continued on page 35.)
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THE RACING CROOK
(Continued from . page 33).

killing for. He'll think he's done for us! Come
on . . . we'll follow, and find out what his is!™
He threw open the throttle, and the t leapt

forward again, following where the swirling foam
showed them the other boat’s trail. They moved
fast, yet like wraiths of the night, for their engine
would give no warning whatever of their approach.

Through the swirling mists lights became visible.

“Land ! " said Bill. * Thoso are the lights of a
garage—the ‘moons’ they have on top of the
pumps. See the word petrof across the light ! He
closed tho throttle completely. ‘‘ Now whereabouts
is there a garage so near the shore aa this 7
~ “Bt. Margaret’s Bay ! ” Tom whispered promptly.
“The road’s a hundred yards back from the sea
wall, and the lights are facing the sea—that proves
the garage is on the other side of the road.”

“*You know my methods . . ."” grinned Bill,

quoting from the immortal Sherlock. * Stout fella !
Well, where will that other boat be ¢ **
. They peered ahead as their boat giided on under
ita owh weight. Then they saw the sea wall, with
the tide running high against it ; and on it, silhouetted
against the dark sky, a man. He was talking to
someone in the shadow of the wall—obviously the
man in the boat.

As they drew in, they heard the muttering of
voices. Clearly, they had not heen seen. And by
skilful use of the rudder, Bill managed to mancuvre
the gliding boat to the other side of a groin that ran
.up to the wall, not three years from where the man
stood.

Now they counld make out words.

“I met those Spencer kids, an’ got rid of ‘sm,”
Boland was ssying. “ Now I can be sure there'll be
no one near when I reach France to-morrow. You
heard the bang ¢

*“ Yeah, I heard,” said the other. ‘° We shall read
in the papers to-morrow that another of those war
mines has turned up again. Better wait hero for the
signal—hoss’s servin’ juice to someone.”

The two boys scarcely dared to breathe. There
was no doubt, now, that Boland Lad tried to put
them out of the race. And the mention of *the

e e e " e "

boss "'—it looked as though a gang were at work,
just to win a race ! The boys were mystified.

'+ A moment later, while the man watched the

, there came the sound of a car bei
driven away. Almost immediately, one of the petro
lights went out. “ O.K.,” said the man. * Come

on.” And the two of them moved off. The boat
was obviously tethered.
“ Gosh ! " Bill breathed. “ What next, Tom 1

Tom, who had spent many an hour fishing along
this lonely streteh of coast, waa the guide. * Across
the field,” he said.

They made their way across the field, keepi.n§ low
and in the shadows. The men all went into a little
hut beside the garage buildings. -

* No one on guard, it scems,” said Bill. They crept
up among the pumps till they could peer through the
glass of the single window. The hut was fitted as &
bedroom for the garage mechanic, and the two men
sat on the bed. There was mo sign of the Boss
previously mentioned.

Boland was talking. The boys knew he was the
mechanic at this garage ; but as they listened they
were surprised to hear, from the mouth of the man in
greasy overalls, the cultured voice of an educated

man. ‘

“ Well, you know all the arrangements ? ** he said
to the other—a man dressed in well-fitting clothes.
“You'll go to Gris Nez, in France, by the first boat
in the morning. You take up your residence as a
holidaymaker at the Hotel Royale. I drop the stone
when I win the race, beside the finishing-buoy ; and
then later, you take a swim, and pick it up. All
clear ? *

“Yes,” said the other.
trouble, doesn’t it ?”’

“ Not for the Bedlington Diamond. Ever since
we pinched it, three days ago, the cops have been
watching every exit from the country like hawks.
We've done a lot of work from here, but this is the
last job; we're closing down when it's done. I
wouldn't have called it worth blowing up those kids
just to make sure no one was near enough to see me
drop the stone—but they were the Boss’s orders.”

In his astonishment, Bill gasped ; and his breath,
spreading a film of vapour over the cold window glass,

'au"a""

“ But it seems a lot of
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was his undoing. Thi

came pelting out. Py . e
- Billpgr‘:ll;ged Tom and pushed him’away.” “T'll
‘stay and keep Jem occupied,” he hissed.> *“ You find
'a, 'phone, and fetch the police.” % .~ 2

. Tom was off like a"shot. He skirted the petrol
pumps silently, to the other side of the garage.

A ew,%,;tu'ds ;iownw.f?ln::lat ﬂ:,;t &go:_'-td ghe' ga:ag_s,
he gaw a bungalo,with telephone wires running to it.
'T%rough t-ﬁe"uhgfjriagl‘ed’!\)vihddw‘ he “could see‘a
man sitting before a typewriter. An author probably.

He knocked at the door, and the use of the telephone

a8 nted by the man at the typewriter—
3 g oqﬁing”f low in horn-rimmed spectacles.
bt ¥ wad ushered into a side room, and the door was
“ closed on him, . Wit

- “Police—quick ! he said into the receiver in an

.

- the connection made, then said : * That the po‘llice,
. ‘ Folkestone ¢ I want... ="
_g#o - A large hand was whipped over his mouth, and an
“arm liké st6el ‘held his arms. = As he dropped the
= receiver, the hespectacled % writer ” went on into the
¢ ' mouthpiece : *
Y will you get him * My name is Smith.
And while the policeman wént on his errand, the
‘man thrust a handk®&réhief into Tom's mouth, still
holding his arm8§ firmly. Then he“took. up' the
receiver, and jvhen the inufcctor came,” gave him
o~ particulars of a*dog‘lie said Ir¢*had- lost.
.+'  That {one, he slafimed down' the receiver and
" carried- Tom bodily out,“across the road, and to the
Bt by thedaragess -

1

~“Here's “one_of

TR

those Spencer kids,” said  the
captor of- Tom.-* *“ I was t§ping out final instructions
for you two, when he asked to use my ’phone, and
called thé pelice’= Hullo—=—"" His eyes lighted on
Bill,*¢ho had béen eapturéd and now stod bound in
% 50 you ‘got the othér orié ! ™

7>+ . - The Race.

Br.LL, a pretty pair,” remarked the harmless-

=fooking, bespectacled man: ** Boland, you

gledt your job.”. * 1 et

m sorry,” quavered Boland, and his veice

his fear of the other. *I couldn’t . . .

fu ricedibe sorry: " snarled the Boss. ** You
% mine, and-probably have all the const-

rds about cour ‘ears, and you bungle your job.
ﬂl'.g lucky ‘we're cléaring out to-night ! " -
Boland subsidéd, and the Boss turned to the two

_.‘..'n_;_%}- i

t ‘*N g

A

i, said. * The fuge will be set to start the petrol pumps
blazingiat exactly:thefsame hour as the race starts—
ten a.m."and these two will be herp!™ -

Thehlarm clock hanging to the bedrail said 1 a.m.,

"when the crooks wenttout. The two boys were left
, there, and gapgged firmly. """ v .
'."Hours They struggled more and more

‘limbs became more cramped., . The
tvay on the little clock—and at eight-
Bilidwbke from a dazed sleep to find that he
could®slidd" his hands up and down a little on the
chaif Btk to which they were tied.
o 'Ih‘j'dp:spemtion he ‘worked, wrenching and tugging,
¢y andtat last he had a free hand. He was about to
i tear the other hand loose—then he sank quiet—the
i 'Bogs and his accompliee entered the room.

f §“ They're still safe,” said the Boss.

! “ Boland

wilkbe getting ready for the race now. The fuse is
i set f6r-ten—come on, we've got to clear things up,
. and @6t the rest of the stuff into the car.”

'ui-ge_nt whisper. "He waited aimoment, till he heard

. . to speak to the inspector, please, e

boys, néw bound.-=These two can ‘stay here,” he -
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men in the room saw it, and
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They went out, and as soon as -they were gone
BilFtore his hands free. In a moment he had himself
and Tom free of the bonds and gags. :

They stole to_the .window, and looked out. The
two men were just climhinidown through a man-hole.
It was the top of one of the huge tanks that fed the

petrol-pumps from underground. ‘This :one was

:obviously disused, and was an admirable hiding-

. fell into the bottom of thé brothers’ boat. = H

. had got hold of a sergeant of Gendarmes,

place. ; ek

Then Bill grinned as he noticed the car, with engine
already ranning. : L E

*“ Here's where_their bright ideas are .going to
serve us a turn,’”’ he said. . He _went out of the hut,
Tom on his heels. * When-I. give the word,” he
whispered, :‘*.you shove that cover down.”. .

He climbe(fr quietly into the car, pushed in the
gear, then yelled: *“Now!” And .as.the cover
slammed down, he sent the car leaping” forward till
one of ‘its front. wheels, with half-a-ton of engine
over-it, held the cover down. - v W e

£ We can't stop to find the fuse,” he said, * but
they’ll be safe down there. Come on—back to the
boat ! ot gt : sy -

The boat was where they had left it.  Bolind had

. taken away his own in the dark, so it had not been
-seen. It started up at the first flick of thethandle,

then they were away toward Dover. .. -:‘;,—

The tanks were nearly empty, and when thoy went
to-the great petrol float that had been anchored in
the middle of the harbour for the use of competitors,
the rest were lined up to start. - The ‘gun went as
Bill was screwing back the cap of the tank—then
they were away, a hundred yards behind the rest. -

But slowly and surely they overhauled them, till,
a mile out from Cap Gris Nez, they and sBoland
were the only two in the race. s

It would be a close finish, Bill saw. “Boland had

« recognised them, and his hate-filled face was"turned
. back to them, while he eoaxed every ounce of.

out of his speeial marine engine. But it ha@n’t the
speed of the Rolls-Royee, and he knew it." -
His only chance, now, was to try and make a

, gateway after he had dropped the stone. And with

bare yards separating them from the finishing buoy,
Bill and Tom gave him their wake. +  ° a
Next moment they were round the buoy—winners !
And turning in triumph, Bill saw Bolind’s hand go
into his pocket, to come out and reach over the
water, with a white bundle in it ! A
The Diamond ! In a moment Bill had flung himself
on to the side of the boat, tipping it while he whipped
the wheel round. The stern threw itself argund the
nose, till she.was facing the other way—then she
stormed forward to run alongside Boland’s boat even

- as he dropped the packet. . o . Z

The man gave a yell of-rageas the littlé bundle
e tried
to turn about and steer out to sea again—Zhut Bill
was in his path, ard he was forced to steer inshore,
He would not risk a smash. -

Bill “rode his fail ” ‘till the boat ran aground.
And in a moment Boland was surrounded, and Bil)
The man
was taken in charge, and, at Bill's dietation, a m:
flashed over the cables to the police at Dover, telli
of the two crooks who, probably, were still roasting
in the oven-heat of the undergroind tank., The
fire had, in fact, passed over their heads, and they,
along with Boland and the * holiday-maker at the
Hotel Royale, lived to pay a stiff penalty for their
misdeeds. B o :
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