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Warder : Aren't you asleep yet?
Ex-burglar: No!
night !

No. 57

it seems so funny to be lyin’ in bed in the middle of the

W ootball 1o 1ax Low, Sans Souci, St. David’s Read, Llandudno, North Wales.)

JOKE COUPON.
Stick on pestoard and send with yeur favourite
jose to the JOKE EDITOR.
11/3/33

IN THE DARK.
POLICEMAN (spotting Tommy in « Jeakidden field) :
Hi, sonmy, do you see what it says on hut notice ?
Tommy : Sorry, sir, I can’t read in vhe g ime, T
was educated at a night school.
(Fountain pen to BERNARD Braxssix, 3u, Spring Hill,
¢ hasetown, Nr. Walsall, Staffs.)

HIS MATE.
CHARLIE THE C(RACKSMAN: Liston, Bill ! Who's
that ?
Bmr: Nobody
CuarLIE : W ell  there’s gup

ON HIS UPPERS.
A thrifty old Seotsman named Shield
Found a pair of old spats in a field.
*Tis said that he went
To a cobbling gent.
And said “ Pknse have Lhm well soled and
heeled.

(Fo®ntain pen le Gorpox WesTLAKE, 6, Sutton. Read,
Heston, Hounslow).

BACK CHAT.
Jom: Where he you going, Jarge ?
Jaree: I bain't goin’ nowhere !
o : 'Course you be !

somebedy with him ! 3

(Fountatn pen to Jom
Harowick, 15, Lee's
Buildings, Hollingwood,
Chesterfield.)

A SHORTAGE.
Op GENT (at the Zoo) :

Is that a man-cating lion ?
Fep-vr Keeesr: Yes,

sir, but we're shert of men

this week, so all he gets is
beef !

(Fountain pen to J. ORR,
28, Harlesden Rd., Wil-
lesden  Green, London,
N.W.10.)

NOT TIDE DOWN.
JoaxNy : Jimomy, do

{ou Eknow why swans have

ng necks ?

Jomey : To keep them

from drowning at high
tide, of course !

(Fountain pen to Cuarres , Boy:
Owexs, 22, Bishopton to look!
Road, Bwrwoad, Smeth-
wick.) Birkdale, Southport.)

Very Fat Gent (sitting opposite small boy in
railway carriage:) What are you staring at, my
boy?

Please, sir, there isn’t anywhere else (Fountain

(Foothall to J. K. WiNTERBOTTOM, 2, Abbey Gardens,

No I bain’t ! T
!

m

(Fountain pen to KexseTa

BaTrew, 17, York Build-
ings,Timbrel Strect, Trow-
bridge, Wilts.)

SEA-SICKNESS.

Teacrer: Tommy,
what do you know about
the Dead Fea.

Tommy : Please, sir, T
didn’t even know it had
been il !

(Pountain pen to James

Burrows, “ Hildene,”
ames Lane, Prescot,
Lancs.)

THE ROOT OF IT.
Teacrer : What is the
r process in nature
that eanses rain ?
Bey : Father’s corns,
sir !
pen to TAN

Kmiaxe Kmoo, 57,
Cairnhill Road, -Singa-
pore, 8.8.)
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THE MONOCLED MANHUNTER VERSUS THE COMRADES OF
CRIME. A Breathless Complete Detective Drama Played Out Against the
Dizzy Background of The King of Clocks.

I's a Falcon Swift Yarn, Chums—So
It’s Bound to Keep You Thrilled!

“ 700D luck, Boss ! shid Chick Conway.
“ Thanks, laddie,” replied Faleon Swift, the celebrated
sporting sleuth, * But luck won’t serve me in this
fight. The victory will go to the more skilful man.”

The match promised to be a brilliant one ; for Dr. Krane
Zitlov, the champion of Europe, had challenged Falcon
Swilt, the sporting detective, to a duel with foils at the Big
Hall of the Central Fencing Academy.

To the general public it was merely an interesting
fencing contest ; but Falcon Swift knew that it was
to be nothing less than a duel to the death! For
the Monocled Manhunter had recently discovered
Dr. Zitlov's grim secret. At the moment he had
insufficient evidence to warrant an arrest; and
Zitlov knew this. It had been a brilliant move on
Zitlov's part to challenge Falcon Swift to.an
apparently friendly fencing match.

For Dr. Krane Zitlov was actually the leader, the

All the characters in the stories printed in this paper are fictitious.

The nmames do not
refer to any living Dperson or persons.
No. 575.—March 11, 1933,

OUT EVERY SATURDAY.
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Team to

Still Time to Complete Your Team of
Miniature 'Zat Cards and Exchange it for

The Great New Game~"Zat !
Everybody is Playing this Exciting Cricket
Game with the 44 Test Cricketers’ Portraits
and Rule Card sent Post Free for Eleven
Different Miniature B.M. ’Zat Cards. Three
More Cards FREE Next Week. Send Your

’ZAT DEPT., Boys’ Magazine,
196, Gray’s Inn Road, London, W.C.1.

brain of the Comrades of Crime—the most ruthless,
Reaion ok oskaala 4

in Europe.

Zitlov was aiming to kill Falcon Swift by *“ accident ” ;

and the sporting slenth was well aware of his danger.

Like the great s?ortsumn he was, however, he had
d the chall vith enthusi

P wit
an expert with the foils, and he had ample

steel past;, and beyond Falcon Swiit. For a fraction
of a second the champion was completely at Faleon |
Swift's mercy. :
Pale to the lips, Zitlov waited for this thrust, but
Falcon Swift laughed lightly, and he refrained from

in his own prowess.

The two combatants faced each other calmly,
beth of thém attired in the usual fencing kit. They
were wearing no protective masks, however, although
the points of their keen-bladed weapons were pro-
tected by the regulation buttons.

Dr. Zitlov was & heavily built man, but nimble
for all that ; his face was dark, with his sleek, black
hair brushed straight back from his forehead. A man
about forty-five, he had the &) ce of a university
professor.” Hig eyes, piercing black, were full of
mackery as fo gazed into the ecalm, immobil

for he was  yging his blade. The next moment Zitlov had
4, and the were back in their

- original positions.
Chick Conway was watching breathlessly. He

scarcely paid any attention to the muwrmurs of
applause which had gone up. He knew that his
beloved Boss had just spared Zitlov; and Chick
gloated inwardly. As he had known from the start,
Falcon Swift was Zitloy's master.

Falcon Swift himself did not doubt that the button
on Zitlov’s sword was a fake. It had been genuine
enough when examined ; but the detective believed
that his enemy bhad made a substitution. At the

vk i, .

countenence of his adversary. Faleon Swift, monocle
in eye, imperturbable, returned look for look.

“So!” said Dr. Zitlov softly., *“We meet in
mortal combat, Mr. Swift.”

*‘ May the better man win,” said Falcon Swift
politely.

** The better man, my friend, will win ! retorted
the other. “You enjoy, I believe, some reputation
as an athlete, as an exponent of various sports.
But you were rash, indeed, to accept my chellenge.”

* Yet rashness has never been one of my failings,”
said Faleon Swift calmly.

They parted, saluted each other and took up the
on-guard pesition. Falecon Swift commenced warily,
resolving to wait—to letZitlov, the champion, open
the play. Thus the detective would have an oppor-
tunity of measuring his opponent’s power.

There were some preliminary passes from the firs
engagement in the lines of tierce, each man playi
for an opening. Neither of them would give ground
nor betray haste. During one moment, Zitlov’s blade
would slither along Falcon Swift's with a ceaseless
tremor; the eyes of the two men would meet, and
with knees bent Zitlov would crouch, like an animal
making ready for a spring.

Suddenly, "there was & change. Like lightning
Zitlov disengaged ; he darted umder Falcon Swift's
guard, then over it, back and under again, finally
stretehing out in the lunge. His double feint was
completed ; he straightened his arm to drive home
the botte.

Falcon Swift laughed. With ‘a flying point he
cleared Zitlov's blade out of the line of his body.
There was the sound of ringing metal as the weapons
met. Now Zitlov stood at his full streteh, half of his

1] Zitlov gained his opportunity—
the point of his sword would deliver its death thrust.
Zitlov was not aware of Falcon Swift's brilliance
he appeared to think that the detective had clumsily
failed to take advantage of his superior position.
Now he pressed . Imperturbable as ever, Faleon
Swift turned aside a vicious thrust with a close parry.
While in the act of encircling Zitlov's blade, he
attempted, by pressure, to carry the weapon out of
his hand. But by skilful work, Zitlov avoided the
isaster.
Suddenly, Falcon Swift attacked, driving the other
hard. If ie had been determined to take Zitlov's
life, he could have made short work of him. But he
only desired to frustrate the master-crook’s evil
design.
& Faleon Swift’s attack lured Zitlov on. TIn another
moment the arch-crook was making a riposte ; his
blade twisted round the sporting sleuth’s, and went
slithering wickedly at the detective.

Like a flash, Falcon Swift carried the blade off by
encircling it, and again the detective exerted pressure
in order to disarm his adversary. But Zitlov laughed
with contempt, and with a quick lunge he disengaged,
his point snaked upwards at Faleon Swift's throat,
And the Monocled Manhunter knew that if the thrust
reached home it would be his deatb. Deitly he
parried, and only in the nick of time did he save
himself,

In that moment the detective saw his chance.
Zitlov’s point was held low as he watched his
opponent ; 80 low that his arm was uncovered, and
Falcon 'Swift’s peint was in line with it.

In a flash of lightning-like action, the Monocled
Manhunter straightened his elbow, nis blade shot



Laughs Galore Next Week With Hundred Per Cent. Percy. )

out in a brilliant stroke, and the buttoned point struck
Zitlov’s sword-arm.

Zitlov’s blade went spinning, and Falcon Swift
stood back, a smile on his lips. The contest was over.
Zitlov was disarmed and at Falcon Swift’s mercy.

“Fool ! ”’ snarled Zitlov, as Falcon Swift came
near. “You escape me now—but I will get you—
and that soon!”

They. scarcely moticed the applause. All those
people who had been looking on were still under the
impression that the contest had been purely friendly ;
and there was much enthusiasm.

Even while the Sporting Sleuth was dressing, Dr.
Zitloy was at the teleph The ‘hief of

strects, four men, apparently respectable citizens,
followed. They were X20 and three other expert
gunmen of the Comrades of Crime.

Arriving at their chambers, Falcon Swift and
Chick entered the consulting room. On the instant.
the Monocled Manhunter burst into grim, determined
action.

“ 8it here, Chick—quick ! >’ he commanded, hastily
removing his jacket and donning his dressing-gown.

He indicated a chair, and Chick sat down,
wondering. Falcon Swift himself took a seat at his
desk ; and at the same moment he touched a button.
There was a click and something almost invisible shot

the Comrades of Crime was pale with alafm ; for he
had not failed to notice the grim, mocking light in
Falcon Swift's eyes.

““Yes ? ” he said, as a voice sounded over the wire,
“You are ready, X202

“ What are your orders, Chief ? * came the reply—
and both were speaking in a little-known Slavonic
dialect.

“Take three Comrades with you,” commanded
Dr. Krane Zitlov. * Wait for Falcon Swift and his
boy. Follow them to their rooms. CGet them both.
You understand ? Get them !

‘When Falcon Swift, perfectly immaculate, left the

Fencing Academy with Chick Conway, he was grimly
amused.

“A singularly interesting enemy, Chick,” com-
mented the M led . “ Heisd ined

T from the other side of the desk.

“ Boss ! whispered Chick. “ You don’t think—"

“ No, I don’t think—I know,”’ interrupted Falcon
Swift. ‘ Four men were following us, Chick, and they
mean mischief. Well, we are ready for them.”

Even as he spoke the” door burst open. X20 and
his three companions strode smartly in ; black masks,
entirely covoring their faces, had been pulled down
like blinds from their hats. Each man held a gleaming,
silenced automatic.

“ Let ’em have it !’ snapped X20.

Thud-thud ! Thud-thud [ Thud-thud! A wicked
fusillade of bullets sped unerringly towards Talcon
Swift and Chick—before either of them could draw

GUARDED BY GLASS.—‘Let 'em have itl"” i
rapped the leader, and the crooks loosed
a fusillade. But the bullets struck a
great sheet of unsplinterable glass and

ricochetted off in all directions. H

their own p But an thing happened
The bullets struck against something invisible, and
they ricoch d off in all di i to the utter
consternation of the crooks. From where they stood
it was impossible to detect the great sheet of invisible,

1i ble glass which stood between them

to take my life—before I can obtain the necessary
evidence to expose him.”
““Are you sure he is the head of the Comrades of
Crime, boss ? ** asked Chick. * I mean, he’s a famous
ientist on the Conti His rep ion is good.”
“All such master-criminals are men of high repute
—until they are found out,” retorted Falcon Swift.
“ Make no mistake, laddie ; either I get Zitlov, or he
0

gets B
As the famous pair walked through the West End

and their intended victims. It had risen automatically
from the desk, at Falcon Swift’s touch.

“ You are very kind, my friends!” said Falcon
Swift urbanely. 1 am obliged to you for walking
80 neatly into the trap ! ”

Click! He touched another button, and, to the

of the masked men, a stecl net of fine mesh
dropped over them from above. In a moment they
were floundering on the floom. The net automatically
beeamo tight, and the capture was complete
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The Chair Of Secrets.

HE screen of invisible glass dr back into
its hidden receptacle, and Faleon Swift moved
briskly across the consulting room. He was

taking no chances with the Comrades of Crime, ﬂmd
his ﬁ.rst action was to pick up an object which luukad
handkerchief over his

of vapour lueeed round the heads of the
onee, P

Falcon Swift. waited for a few minutes, until the

handcuffs were snapped on thewn-tnofthem
 What's the next thmg, boss ?** asked Clmk

““Are you to ring Yard 17
W ‘?n!eon Swift. “ But be&te
1 hand these men over ta the police, I bave a mind
to try a little experiment—with Mr. Raynor's
invention.””

When the prisoners came to their senses, a few
minutes later, two of them were sitting side by side
on a lounge, and Chick Conway, gun in hand, was
watching over them.

Anot:

clamped to kh chair front.

‘more
1; glowed, making a most ve acle.
The man who was inpn'aum-iinzehn-, now fully

i and the mask removed his face,
looked pale with fright.

T!w other men, m ipne of thelr monxﬁcnum‘iz

pllgh& of their eﬂmnde

Let me explain,” said Falcon Swift smoothly.
A gemlemm of brilliant, scientific skill has invented
what he calls a Thoughﬁ Reading Chair.” Any man
who sits in the chair m{ records his
thoughts upon a hidden steel tape. 1t is an adapta-
non of tha Blntmerphem syswnp:

ned man turned deuth]y pale.

BdulYuuh-ymmekme"’ gri
a forelgn nccent “ My thoughts, they cannot be
hn‘.;’We shall see,’’ said the Sporting Sleuth impertur-

Hs touched the switch again, and the vermilion
became more brilliant. A faint, vibrant bum
the great detective’s consulting room. The

man in the chair, with beads of perspiration standing
out upon his forehead, sat rigid. It was obvious that
he was striving hard to control his thoughts—-to
make hm wind a bleak. The other men watched

their expressi qi of their
inward alarm.

“ You will understand that this is just an es
ment,” said Falcon Swift. “ The inventor of the 53::
requested ma to instal it in my room, believing that
I might use it to read thoughts of myuclsfle
But I much prefer to read the thoughts of crooks. B

He said no more, but sat down, facing his prisoners.

BOYS' MAGAZINE.
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He, held;g\xn,lndtbotwoabwthswﬂched
mlenﬂy over the crooks. The tension inereased. It
beceme well-nigh unbearable as the minutes ticked
awa?

Ftve minutes .

. fiftee:
e mo go 4 :.lmcst u:rm\med the
mn:n in ths bi:—r‘h‘ 'This is torture !

St - Rerfal

of
Faleon Swift, as he preased the

c}nn e
Mgh lmd the valves died out. “ My friend, you
have been tricked. This chair is a mere fake.. Your

tho hum‘e mb worth reading, sinee you are on your
gu:g. mhmptn of your companion, here,
might ba mte

He turned abrupt! on the man who was sitting
in the comfortal chair, With a swift,
g:werful heave, .the detective yanked him out, and

carefully ordered Chick Conway to keep the fcllow
at bay. Then the Monocled Manhunter touched the
padded back of &mxmdnmmmagf!ts“m.g

opisn the cavity that was revealed glaamrd A mass of
intricate king easy-
chair was the teal “* thought-reader 1
Swift touched a switch, and, instantly, part of the
was set m motion. A voeice, thick and

ummtuml
* Paul must be mmful with his thoughts,” said
the mechanical voice. “ If he thinks of the big

mss@mg m t‘he Chaefc Hesdqnmten, it will be fatal
Delson Square . . . Paul must vet think
, that. mfel‘n&l chair

dead by

. curse
ot o 1 this boy and the gun I'd make a hreak

for it .
“ No, no!" sereamed the man whe had lately

mmd the chair. ** This is black magic! You
The Chief will get you for this——

* Unless I get the Chief first ! snapped Falcon
Swift, as he switched off the apparatus. tiend’s
invention appears to be extraordinarily efficient.”

The detective went to tHe telephone.

“ Keep these mexi covered, Chick,” he commanded,
“ If either of them makes the shghtest meove, shoot.”

A moment later Faleon Swiit was through to
Scot‘hnd Yard, asking for a large contingent of the

ying Squad—and such a request from Falcon Swift
wu never re

Half-an-hour I.M:er when the four members of the
Comrades of Crime were safe behind prison bars, a
scientific raid, with Faleon Swift in full command,
was carried out on No. 29, Delson Square.

A cordon was flung round the house; the Flying
Squad men attacked strongly. In that respectable-
looking house a full meeting of the Comrades of
Crime was in progress. A desperate fight devel
there was much shooting, and many of the FI

men were wounded. Two were killed. Fal }mn
Swift himself came near to death when the erooks
turned the muzzle of a machine-gun in his dircetion.

In the midst of all the excitement an astonishing

figure made a burst for liberty—a man attired from
bead to foot in glaumnﬁ metal. It was Dr. Krane
Zitlov himself, and bullets spattering against
his armour, be ‘made a rush from the house, leapt into
one of the police cars, and drove off.

But, thanks to Falcon Swift's brilliant activities,
a full dozen of the Comrades of Crime were rounded
up, and most of them proved to be badly wanted
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men—bandits of the worst type, some of them
murderers.

Only a few days after the police-court proceedings
the prisoners were put on trial in » special session of
the Old Bailey. The whole affair, of course, had
created a d ion in the

papers.

Sixteen men, all told, were tried. They were

“ Zone Commanders * of the Confederation, and their
arrest meant that the whole organisation was wrecked.
led gangs of bandits in all

Eight of them were found
Four

They were men who h:
parts of the country.
guilty of murder and sentenced to death.

HE raid was timed to the minute, and executed

with brilliant generalship. The many police,

who were on duty in and about the House of
Commons, were taken so completely by surprise
that the mischief was done almost before they
realised the meaning of it.

Thud-thud ! Thud-thud ! Ruthlessly, relentlessly,
the Comrades of Crime forced their way into the
House. Every man was clad in gleaming, shimmering
armour, just as Dr. Zitlov himself had been when he
had escaped earlier. The heads of the crooks were
encased in armour, t0o, and the glass of their visors

was bullet-proof. They made a startling picture
as they materialised out of the mist and forced
their way through the Lobby and into the
Chamber.

Police, commissionaires, and others were running
about, shouting, sounding the alarm. Coolly,
deliberately, the Comrades of Crime marched
on, their ‘automatic pistols thudding grimly,

CHAOS IN THE COMMONS —Without hesitation Falcon Swift hoisted him-
self over the barrier and leaped from the Strangers’ Gallery of the House
ommons on to the armour-clad crooks.

Others were sent to penal servitude for ten years;

dropping men who made the slightest attempt at

he remainder received lesser
_Faleon Swift was in court, for he was required to
give evidence, After the sentences, notice of appeal
was given, and some days later the appeal was heard—
and dismissed.

Then, owing to the great stir the case had cqused,
it was announced that Sir Alfred Mansell, the i{ome
Secretary, would make a statement in the House of
Commons.

Falcon Swift made a point of being in the Strangers’
Gallery that evening, for the Sporting Sleuth had a
shrewd suspicion that there might be sensational
developments.

Just how right Falcon Swift was was proved by the
fact that Zitlov himself, with a dozen picked members
of the Comrades of Crime, waited in the neighbour-
hood of Westminster. Mist, rolling in from the river,
masked the movements of the crooks.

“We are ready ?” asked Zitlov grimly.
nearing the time.”

“We but await your orders, Chief,” said one of
the others.

“It is well,” said Zitlov sharply. “We go!
To-night the Comrades of Crime will show the world
that they are the masters!”

“It is

At the very moment when the crooks forced their
way into the Chamber, Sir Alfred Mansell, the Home
Secretary, was addressing the House.

“I have given this matter most careful cen-
sideration,” he was saying, in tones of the utmost
gravity, “ The eight men who are under sentence
of death must hang. There is no justification what-
ever for granting a reprieve ¢

He broke off as a commotion sounded. Members
turned their heads, scandalised. Then shouts arose,
for the armoured crooks were marching in, a startling,
terrifying body.

“ Keep your seats, everybody ! ” commanded the
leader of the intruders. “All who resist will be
shot.”

¢ Zitlov ! ” muttered Falcon Swift.

He had recognised the voice at the first word.
The Comrades of Crime, marching straight across
the floor of the House, surrounded the amazed Home
Secretary.

Falcon Swift acted with characteristic coolness and
speed, bowever. Without besitation he hoisted his
athletic figure over the barrier, and dropped like &
stone from the Strangers’ Gallery—right upon the
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Above are some feathér signs of the Hidstatu
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« shoulders of two of the crooks.. His object was to
create a diversion, so that the Home Secretary would
have a chamco of escape. At any second help wounld
arrive.

“You!” hissed a voice in Falecon Swift’s ear, as
the detective leapt to his feet.

Hoe found himself staring through the glass visor
of one of the helmets, straight into the eyes of Dr.
Krane Zitlov. And it was at.that second that every
light in the House snapped out.

Crash ! Something struck Falcon Swift bard on
the back of his head, and he pitched forward, uncon-
scious.  Pandemonium Members were
shouting loudly, police of were forcing their
way in.

Swisﬁ-swmmooaashl In various parts of t.he
loded with e
The fumes zpmnd in all directions. Peo;lle on
every side; poliee officers, crowding through the
doorwsv. were met by the gas wave.and beaten
back. Comrades of Crime, protected by their
helmets, were unaffected. They worked coally,
deliberately.

It seemed an age before the framtic engineers
succeeded in restoring the lights. As a matter of
fact, only a few minutes had elapsed The scene,
now reveu.led was staggering. M.P.'s were strewn,
unconscious, in every part of the Chamber. The
Home Secretary had vanished—and go had Falcon
Swift. Not a sign of the ctocks remained.




Cheers, Chaps !

The hue and cry which followed was the most
sensational on record. Flying Squad officers came
tearing across from Scotland Yard, near by; the
Houses of Parliament were surrounded ; the River
Police became active. But no matter where the
search spread, the crooks were lost. They had
vanished as though into thin air.

Little did the police realise that the Comrades of
Crime were on the premises—-actually within the
great clock tower of Big Ben itself !

For many days Dr. Zitlov had had his spies at
work, and he knew every inch of the ground—every
stairway, every room. And while the police combed
London, the daring criminals carried on with. their
audacious plan.

* * * *

HEN Falcon Swift came to his senses he found
himself in darkness. He soon had his wits about

him, and he was relieved to find that his limbs

had not been bound. No doubt the enemy had taken
it for granted that he would be unconscious for
a considerable time longer. But the celebrated
Monocled Manhunter was in perfect condition, and
was capable of quickly recovering from hard knocks.

Although he had been deprived of his automatic,
he found that he still possessed his electric torch ;
and, switching this on, he made the discovery that
he was in a small, bare room. It was quite empty,
and the door was securely locked.

While he was stil! wondering, the deep booming
notes of a great bell reverberated through the apart-
ment. In a flash Falcon Swift knew the truth. He
was actually within the great Clock Tower of
Big Ben'!

As a matter of fact, he was high up in the Tower,
in an empty room immediately beneath a small room
which contained the gas and electricity meters.

Since there was no exit by means of the door,
Falcon Swift gave his full attention to the narrow,
slit-like windows. He succeeded in opening one,
and found himself gazing down into a sea of murk
and mist. He could hear the dull rumble of traffic
as it passed over Westminster Bridge, but he could
see nothing, owing to the mist. Overhead glowed
the illuminated dial of the great clock.

The detective took a big chance. Firmly gripping
the ornamental stonework, he wormed his way
upwards. Foot by foot he mounted until, at 'ength,
he was actually clinging to the clock facks.f Big Ben.

But the light from the interior served him ill—for
it enabled the enemy to detect his movements. Two
men were perched just outside the belfry—within
which was housed Big-Ben itself—an enormous bell
weighing thirteen-and-a-half tons. Here, too, were
the quarter-bells.

Suddenly, a looped rope came hissing out of the
upper darkness. It curled itself round Falcon Swift’s
neck, and only in the nick of time did he fling a hand
up, so that his throat was protected. The next
moment the rope became taut, and the detective
was rapidly hoisted upwards, across the face of the
clock to the wide balcony.

‘“ Swift !’ muttered one of the crooks. * We
advised the Chief to kill him out of hand! He’s
dangerous. We'd better take him straight to the
Chief and let him get rid of the dog at once !’

At that very moment Dr. Zitlov himself was
standing in the great Clock Room. Some of his
gangsters werg about him, and in the corners were
three or four bound and gagged men. These were
officials who had been taken by surprise, and rendered
helpless.

The Clock Room was a wonderful apartment, with
the massive, intricate machinery of the great clock,
occupying the centre of the great space. There were
enormous cogs, wheels and festoons of machinery.

Johnny Gee and Co. Back Next Saturday. 9

Tied securely, with his back to a part of this
machinery, was Sir Alfred Mansell. The unfortunate
Cabinet Minister was pale to the lips, but his
expression was one of grim stubbornness.

“ It is your only chance, Sir Alfred !’’ Dr. Zitlov
was saying. ‘“ Either you sign this paper, authorising
the immediate release of the sixteen prisoners, or

TAKING THE BIG DROP.—A beam of
light suddenly shone down the shaft.

Promptly Falcon Swift dropped from the
weight into the dark depths below.

there will be another Gunpowder Plot at Westmindter
—and one which will startle the entire world.”

“ You are mad ! ”’ said the Home Secretary tensely.
“ Never will I sign a reprieve for members of your
murderous gang. I have my duty to the country to
remember: 2

¢ Is it better for these men to go free, or for half
the members of the House of Commons to die ?**
broke in Zitlov evilly. “ But I will not press you
unduly, Sir Alfred. I will give you time to think
this matter over.”’

He turned, chuckling with fiendish delight, and
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and hundreds of innocent peog]e die with you,’
gloated Dr. Krane Zitlow. * Should you chan
your mind you have but to call out, and the weight
will be stopped. - Swinging abave you is Mr. Falcon
Swift. Rather a nice touch that, eh ? The wald’s
groatest detective—watching, helpless.”

The Clockwork Torture.
ICK-TOCK | Tick-tock ! The great clock ticked
solemnly and slowly ; and Falcon Swift, at the
end of the pendulum, swung ly to

s.ugl_' fro.

e M St M s it

p as ’s pesition
seemed, he had wracked his brains for some means of
etting free. And he had made a startling discovery.
ing {o the bulk of his bedy, attached to the
pendulum, his back when he exerted himself, seraped
against the steel cables of the weights. Ordimarily,
there was ample clearance—but Falcon Swift's bulk
made all the difference,

Just at this point there was a frayed part of the
steel cable, jagged and treacherous. ]g\my time
as the detective swung to and fro he could feel the
tug and tear of the jagged section. Careless of any

ssible hurt to himself, he forced his bound arms

kwards to their furthest extent.

To and fro—to and fro! The pendulum swung
relentlessly—and every time it carvied the Sporting
Sleuth past the cable his bonds were weakened more
and more. Already the great detective’s wrists were
lacerated and bleeding. But he set his teeth and he
persisted. At last, exerting all his tremendous
strength, he made a great effort. With a soft snap
the ropes broke.

Down slithered Falcon Swift. At last his feet
rested upon the weight itself, and near him, in the

spoke to his men in a Slav tongue. Before they
could earry out his orders one of the doors opened,
and Faicon Swift was foreed in, his hands bound
behind him, a gun at his 5

“ What is this ? ** snarled Zitlov,

Ho was quickly told of the circumstances of
Faleon Swift’s escape..

“ You have made a grave mistake, Mr. Swift !’
said Zitlov, leering into the Monocled Manhunter’s
calm, immobile face. “ So you thought to escape,

, he could hear heavy breathing.
“ What—what is happening ?” came a hoarse

whisper.
“Keep your voice low, Sir Alfred!” muttered
Falcon Swift. Tt is L”

“Good Heavens!”

“The weights are very close together—and the
enemy will be asking for your final answer at any
second,” continued Faleon Swift. * Now is the
moment for action.”

He had been deprived of his torch, but he produced

yes? Well, I will give you a little

He gave further orders, and a great trap-door
was opened. Yawning beneath was the black shaft
in which hung the pendulum of the clock, and the
giant weights. Falcon Swift was securely bound to
the thick rod of the pendulum, and then allowed to
slide down. The * bob *’ on the pendulum, weighing
foyr hundredweights, checked him, and then he
swung relentlessly to and fro as the pendulum
operated.

Some of the crooks had wound one of the weights
nearly to the t in such a position that
Sir Alfred Mansell could be sat upon it, and bound
helplessly to the steel eable.

“ What is the meani
nonsense ? ”* panted the Home Secretary.

“ Lot me explain,” said Zitlov, malignantly.
“ There are three weights in this shaft, two great
weights and a smaller one. Attached to the second
great weight is sufficient high explosive to blow
Big Ben and this Clock Tower into a million fragments
—and partially to destroy the Houses of Parliament
themselves. A modern Gunpowder Plot, eh? Tt
will take fifteen minutes for the second weight to
meet the one on which you are perched. When they
come opposite to one another, the fuse of the
exglosive will be automatically ignited.”

You—you demon ! ** panted the Home Sccretary.

“ Either you agree to sign that paper, or you die—

of all this sensational

an lighter and flicked the wheel
A tiny flame leapt into life. Falcon Swift saw that he
was stand:g, not upon the weight itself, but upon
the great infernal machine which had been attached
to the weight. A big metal strip projected outwards
—and this, the detective knew, was so designed that
it would foul the other weight at the erucial moment,

It was only the work of a moment for the Monceled
Manhunter to bend down and to detach the fateful
deviee.

He leaned across, grasped the other cable, and
lowered himself. With deft fingers he unfastenéed
the Home Secretary’s bonds.

“Thank Heaven!” panted Sir Alfred. “Mr.
Swift, you are truly wonderful! But what next?
What can we do— 1"

He broke off, for at that moment a light gleamed
down from above, A trap-door was being opened.
Without a word, Falcon Swift dropped.

Thud ! The detective was famihar with the shaft
of Big Ben, and he knew that a number of great wool
cushions lay at the base of the shaft! He struck
them softly, and, like a rabbit going to carth, he
dived far beneath the cushions, so that he was
completely concealed. G

> thousand curses ! ”” said a veice from above.
“Swift has gone ! Quick, men! Lights—lights!”

It was Dr. Zitlov, and he was mad with rage.

(Continued on page 12.)
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Hoss sense ! That's what Mustang Morgan's
sot ; mothing else but—— Excuse me for
relapsing into the Wild West vernacular, chaps, but
1 have just been re-reading next week’s great, new,
long complete yarn, featuring
Mustang Morgan !

Thrills---you'll find them packed tight in this
rip-scorching epic of the open spaces: Fine literature,
100, in the description of Taos, the flaming frontier-
town of Kit Carson’s days—now the resort of wealth
and sport, The biggest kick of all you'tl get out of
meeting Mustang Morgan himself.” No milk-and-
wa hero this-—he’s as wild as ten tigers, for he
rides a Lkiller trail to avenge his dead father. But
vou'll like him with his uncanny control over horses.
Then there’s Satan, King of the Wild West horse band,
and Comanche Kate and Cmsar. Cewmsar is a two-
year-old colt—just a lightning flick quicker than the
wind-swift Satan. A winner of races—and an
avenger of men! Lastly, these’s Quinton Lusk,
crime boss, and Mustang Morgan's sworn enemy.
The clash of personalities between these two will
keep you tense and thrilled all through this grand
yarn of -the Rio Grande.

Those 'ZAT Games !

*ZAT teams are simply pouring in to be exchanged
for "ZAT games. Regular readers know all about
the scheme; but for the benefit of new readers,
T'll repeat it. All you have to do is to collect eleven
different "ZAT cards depicting English Test Players—

M\‘ DEAR CHUMS,
A

three of which are given each week inside every copy -

of the Mag. To get rid of duplicates you 2"“ swop
them with your chums. Then send your 'ZAT team
to "ZAT Department, 196, Gray’s Inn Road, London,

On Saturday You’'ll Meet

/q MUSTANG MORGAN'!

This Great Bronco Buster appears for the
first time. And there is Falcon Swift;
The Boys of St. Giddy’s; Hundred per
Cent. Percy; The Miracle Boys; The
Master of Masks and a Free Gift of
THREE MORE 'ZAT CARDS.

and I'll exchange your small cards for a Set of 44
Super-sepia Enlarged Test Portrait Cards with which
you can play the Mag.’s exciting new game 'ZAT.
Special Note.—Don’t forget to enclose your full name

and address with your Miniature 'ZAT Teams. One

or two readers have omitted to do so. Will they send
them in right away and I'll forward their *ZAT Games?

Another Three *ZAT Card Portraits will be irserted
in every copy of next week’s number. And they’re
backed up with a dandy story programme. 1've
already told you about Mustang Morgan.

Another: star attraction is the mext exploit of
The Iron Spider. This strange and fascinating
contrivance was introduced to you this week with
Square Crook Connolley, Well, next week the Mag.'s
famous detective, Falcon Swiit, takes a hand in

The Quest of the Iron Spider.

You'll enjoy this high-powered sleuth and erook
tale, hingeing, as it does, on that weird invention, the
Iron Spider.

Boys who like school yarns will welcome the
Boys of St. Giddy’s again next week. Their latest
amusing exploits are chronicled under the title

’Scuse Our Sculls !

Yes, it’s a tale of the sunlit river, of picnics, tuck
raids and rivals of the rowlocks. Saturday week is
Boat Race day, and the Joyous Juniors decide to get
right ahead practising for their own boat race with
Tommy Rhodes & Co. of Earlswood, and the
Champions of the Rudd—Asheton.

You'll meet also Admiral Thresher—a bluff, hearty
old seadog who is on secret work for the Admiralty.
International crooks want the admiral's secret,
however, and when the boat race mad Removites
get mixed up in the trouble theres excitement in

lenty. Catchpole and his crazy inventions are also
well to the fore in this.

Football is still well represented in the B.M. by
the Football Family and their Crater of Spectres.

The Footbaill Raiders
are Zorro’s latest terrible allies in his efforts to
destroy Lord Welbam and his Miracle Boys. Nothing
less than huge crustaceans, who are set to bore
through on to the pitch from the underworld below.
But the Scientist Peer outwits the plotter once more,
thanks to Ajax and the rest. -

For laughs galore you must not miss the doings of
Hundred Per Cent Percy who made his bow some
time ago. Next week the latest Big Business stunt
of J. Bertillon Bogg, Percy's boss, sends the stuttering
salesman to U.S.A. A few adventures he has
en passant make this one of the funniest tales we have
had in Boys’ Magazine.

See you mext week, when T hope to"have more
news for you.
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THE BANDITS OF BIG BEN

Countinued jram page 10.)
Lights ﬂ&shed down into the shaft, and then it was
seen that the fuse of the sxplosive Ead been rendered
useless.

““ This is Swift’s doing l * gritted thluv savage!y
“But he has pot escaped irom me
you for rgottm the wool cushions at the bottom of ehe
shaft ¥~ Swift thinks to trick me by concealing
himself—but the fool has rendered himself helpless,
for there is no outlet down there, and the sides of th

are smooth, and he cannot climb. The weights
are far above him. He is tra 55

It seemed only toa true. Fal on Swift had averted
the great disaster, but the Home Secretary was still

tﬁt hands of the Comrades of Crime.  For the
rzrooks, swarming down the other cable, easily secured
him. A ro; as passed round his shoulder, and he
was hauled up into the Clock Room.

Zitloy was beside himself with baffled fury.

“ Bwift is helpless—I will deal with hun ‘after T
hate dealt with you, Sir A]fred !” he grated. “Bind
him to these cogs, men!™

Str Alf‘red recoiled in horror. * You—you den’t

“Ah' You turn pale, yes ? " leered the master-
crook. “I don’t vmndet. Sir Alfred! I said that
you would have another chance—and I will prove
as good as word 1"

But his new plan was that of a fiend incarnate.
Under his directions, the Home Seczetm-{ was lashed
to some of the giant -cogs of the great, clockwerk

machinery. The clock itself was still in operation,
ticking 1y, solemnly, the warks were moving
with relentless regulari

L2 Roughly, you will have five mmutes in which
to make your decision,” said Zitlov. “ You are tied
to the cogs, Sir Alfred ; as the clock ticks, so these
cogs move, their teeth engaging. You will be drawn
into the machinery, slowly, cruelly. As soon as
you consent to grant the pardon of the men who are
under sentence, then I wxﬁ have the clock stopped—
and you will be released i .

UT again Fulcnn Smft proved l;hat he was the
cleverer man.
True, there ‘was no way of climbing the shaft ;
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Something bard and rownd was rammed into
Zitlov’s bwk. The master crook gulped, his hands
shot upwards.

o You were ill advised, Dr. Zitlov, in leaving me
until later,” said Falcon Swift moekingly. “ Unless
your men obey my orders, I will fire—I will drop
you as you stand !~ Tell them to free Sir Alired.”

““ Release him—release him!™ shricked Zitlov.
“ This mad fool wiil kill me ! Release him, I say ! "
Now that the tables were turned, Zitlov revealed
himself as the blustering coward he was. With his
own life in peril, he had no courage left. His men
sprang to obey his commands, and Siz Alfred Mansell
was quickly freed, and mxl} in the nick of time. For
within another few seconds he would have been drawn
mexnmbly into the eruel works of the great clock.
Alfred, you must help me!™ said Faleon
Swih, calmly. * Get the guns belonging to theso
men. Collect them all.”
Gun after gun was handed over. Sir Atfred,
flushed with —excitement, acted with wonderful

the
stood aside, and just as quickly he took one of rbe
guns. from Sir Alfred.

“ Now, Dr. Zitlov,” said Faleon Swift coolly. “T
can ‘tell you quite ecan dl;-uow——that when I
was behind you I was unarmes

“W‘hatl“ gasped Zitlov.

“ What you thought to be a pistol was nothing
more harmful than the end of my fountain pen,”
continued Falcon Swift urbanely. * But this weapon
in my hand is not a fountain pen. Stand just where
you are, my friend ! If there is any g\mplay now
you and your men will come off hadly.”

At that moment a door crashed open, and police
and Flying Squad men came pouring in, The game
was up.

* TRes ® *
8 it turned out afterwards, there had been a
grim battle in the lower chambers of the Clock
Tower. The crooks had been discovered, and
although they put up a desperate fight, the officers
oflthelurwommmphf o S
t was a tr or Falecon Swift, for the
gnm crlmma.lb]gonfademtm was smashed up for all

but when Falcon Swift had dm he had not done
so thoughtlessly. For, with him, he took not only
the ropes which had bound him to the

but the ropes which had secured Sir Alfred )Imseﬂ

And there was nobody more expert in the use of the
lasso than Falcon Swift ! Making his loop with care,
he made throw after throw—hurling the rope ﬂdpwtl.fds
into the darkness, At last, success rewarded his
efforts. The r cailed round ome of the
weights, and took a firm hold. The athletic sle h
swarmed up the rope with the agility of a monkey.
Up up he went—until, at last, he felt the wmghb
itself beneath his hands.

Then he swarmed up the steel cable. Higher and
higher he went, and when be reached the top he
was able to grasp at the inner part of the trap-door
which he had previously seen. Inch by inch he
forced it open.

“ One minute more, Sir Al!rev. ' came Zitlov's
voice. * What is your answer ?”

*“ Do your worst ! came Sir Alfred’s foreed, but
contemptuous tones.

Falcon Swirt, realising, with horrnr the Home
Secrctary's position, was filled wit at

d Dr. Krane Zitlov went to the gallows with
many of his underlings.

Look out next lul: for Must Morgan,
Hli t'lo sll‘llt

new “ B Mag " aker.
West, and his devil-
horse cnmr he makes the sur fiy.
THE BOGUS ADMIRAL '
(Continued from page 36.)
The sky was now brightening. Carefully, Bob

Rostern bronght the big Hondurian submarine to rest
close alongside the injured Cleopatra. ““‘And now

we'll get the guns in working order and proceed to
give n.n account of ourselves,” Duncan declared,

= ‘\Yo need for that, I think,” Bab smd pointing
shoreward. * There’sawhite flag onits way already.”

** Bring the Admiral on deck then and we'll discuss
our terms,”’. Duncan said, grimly. * Full repairs to
Cleopatra. Renewal of stores and cargo. Immunity
from arrest or interference in Hom%\umn waters,
Immediate return of Bob’s amphibian !

A.d.mu's.l Vertigo’s fm-f ‘was green, but he recognised

the great man's courage: With a smhlen spring the

detective was through the trap-door. Before Zitloy

could turn, Falcon Swift was at his back.

- “Hands up!” rapped out the Monooled Man-
unter.

ble. Twice before he spoke.
A Senor, it shall be done as you say: all of it,”’ he
gasped at length.
There's stiil plenty of time lo collect a_team of 'ZAT

cards, chaps. Send them to the Editer at once
and win the xrén same of 'ZAT.



BOYS’ MAGAZINE.

THE BOY MILLIONAIRE
BIG-FIGHT PROMOTER!

The Hefty Ref.
ECTOR,” said Hoppy Travers, pausing with
his spoon poised over the morning egg, ““ do
you know anything about starting a fight ?

8 \lm(m" a fight, sir 2"’ The queer q\lcstmn
am\uml to occasion the invaluable valet no surprise.

“Why, sir, I should imagine that a fight could be
started in quite a number of ways. I, myself, once
started quite a pretty battle by inadv ertently eating
anavvy's bread and cheese. Forhmatel y, be imagined
his friend to be the culprit, and.

“Don’t tell me a bedtime story,” begzed Hoppy.
“What I meant was—do you know anything about
starting a boxing match ?

“ Promoting a prizefight, sir 2"’

“Have it that way if you like,” said Hoppy
impatiently. * The thing is, I've discovered a new
heavyweight—an absolute world-beater, Hector—
and 1 want to put him up against Mike Mahaffey.”

Such extraordinary notions were not uncommon
with Hoppy Travers, the boy millionaire, and on this
occasion, at least, his notion was not nearly so
freakish as it seeme

Thc dnv before, when motormg through the little

e village of T he had seen what
he had at first taken to be an e\ceptmnally savage
Rugger game in progress. On closer inspection, it had
turned out to be a visiting football team, having a hot
argument.with a local referee.

The ref. had won that argument with ease. Singlo-
handed, he had licked all eleven of those beefy ball-
booters, while Hoppy looked on and applauded in
amazed admiration.

Mike Mahaffey, the world-champion, was at that
time touring England, and it had maddened Hoppy

13

The Funniest Boxing Tale Ever—featuring Hoppy
Travers and Battling Bullson.

///////
__
///_//////:

THE
HAUNTED
PUGILIST !

Battling Bullson
and Hoppy Leapt Out
of their Chairs at Sight
of that Unearthly Face.

to see the way the Irish-American was knocking the
bottom out of British boxing. Here at last, he had
realised with a thrill, was a Briton who could knock
spots off Mike Mahaffey.

On making inquiries, he discovered that the hefty
ref. was a_pigkeeper by profession and was known
as Bill Bullson. Hoppy had had a long talk with the
pugnacious pigkeeper, who had agreed to be trained,
at the boy millionaire’s expense, for a mecting with
Mabhaffey.

“1 greatly doubt, Ell", * said Hector Soames, when
he henrd all this, “whether you will be able to
persuade the champion to meet a newcomer.”

“ Oh, yes, I will,” Hoppy retorted, confidently.
“TIl offer him a million dollar purse. That'll fetch
him—and he won’t win it, anyway.”

During the next two days Hoppy, by his customary
high-speed methods, had a Surrey cottage fixed up as
training quarters, and he and Soames wero cxnmmmg
the fixings of the improvised gymnasiumm when
“ Battling * Bullson, as Hoppy had decided to call
him, arrive

He was a large man, six feet high and about three
feet wide. Ho ha nds like hams and a faco like
a slab of rock, and he was not much good at talking.
Pmudly Hoppy introduced him to Soames.

Happy to meet you,” beamed the valet.

“ Oy /™ said Bullson.

“ Splendid weather we're having,”

“Oy ! said_Bullson.

o I trust you had a pleasant journey,” said Soames.

Oy ! said Bullson,

Thon, seeming to feel that he had done enough
talking for one day, he stripped off his jacket, crossed
to the punch-ball and gave it what looked like a play-

ful pat.

said Soames.
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Bonk ! The ball left its moorings and shot across
the gym. with the speed of a bullet. It struck Hector
forcibly on the nose, and the valet turned a complete
somersault be(ore he landed on terra again.

‘“Ha, yup ! said Hoppy, as the ball
mbounded nnd lut him in the ear.

“ He’s got a punch, Hecmr," he murmured, when
his head had stop singing.

“He, oexdadly loes bossess a_bunch, sir,” agreed
Heemr. l:u! noso tenderly.

‘em, t00,” y added. “ Got
a jaw lﬂnenrock Hector. Youwatch me hit him.”

He stood on a box to get at smiting level with the
stolid Bullson’s jaw, and swung a ty punch at it.

Now, Bill Bullson was quite wl.“l‘% to let anybody
punch his jaw in a friendly spmt e wouldn’t have
moved an inch if a desire to sneeze hadn’t
swunghuheud back. As it was, Hoppy's fist missed
by the merest fraction, and, under the impetus of his
mighty swing, Hoppy flew off the box like a bird. He
landed in a corner, on his left ear.

“You idiot ! he howled, when He could speak.
“You should stand still when you see me do that sort
of thin,

;“?yhl ; said Bullson. S

ith an tient snort, py orde: ector
he ﬁ :f ullson

to put on t! oves. He wanted to see how B
shaped with them.

, sir 77’ The valet looked as if he were
gmn,g to have some kind of fit. “Doe sir! T'b

sorry, sir, bud I couldn’t dreab ob it | ”*
“ Ob, all right,” snapped Hoppy, crossly
have to wait till the sparring turn up. ‘In
he memtmm T'll give him a turn w:th the medicine
And he d the sphere at Bullson.
It was a n’ll to do. Battling Bullson mxgh'.
have tle alow in the bmm, but he
ued hfh in the arm. ball came hnck
w:th the force of a thunderbolt, nnd it took Hoppy
in the wind.
He said “Oof /"—and then he didn’t take any
further interest in his surroundings for q\ute a long

time,
The Man-Killer,

ITH a first-rate trainer and a bunch of the
tou hest ex-pugs in England, the training
ill the Battler was soon in full
Hoppy was able to fix up the match with mey
with ridiculous ease, for the champion hadn’t had a
million dollar purse for a long, long time. And he
no fear whatever of losing his title to this count;
bumpkin, who bad never yet fought in a ring. It
‘was not until after the agreement N signed—
Hoppy signing for Bullson, who couldn’t write—
that Mike and his manager began to have doubts.
For now Hoppy invited prominent sportsmen and
sporting writers to see the Battler at work, and the
public began to hear wonderful things about Bullson.
The writers went into hysterics about his trip-
hammer punch, his lightning speed, and his cast-iron

jaw.

“Splendid 1™ chortled Hoppy, surrounded by
newspapers and dev ouring them eagerly. * This
is getting the public interested. We’H h&\'e to hire
the biggest in London, Bullson.”

“Oy I said Bullson, and having finished work, he
put on his hat and went out for one of the quiet

strolls which were his daily habit.

He chose, as usual, an unfrequented lane, and he
had not gone far when a tough-looking individual
“?ﬁd out of the hedge and stood in his path.

f a mo,” said t t, in a voice as nasty
as his looks.  You got any money, matey ? ’Cause
if so—’'and it over. An’if you makes any fuss, you
gets a sock on the jaw, see 1
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Bullson didn’t even trouble to say “oy.”
simply handed the to person what lookcd
like a'slight shove in the dhest and that worthy flew

wards in a beautiful are. He crashed to the
ground and lay very still. At that moment & car,
which had come unnoticed from round a bend just
ahead, drew up beside him.
“What’s this? What have you done to this
man ?” exclaimed the stout man who elimbed out
of the vehicle. He glared at Bullson accusingly, as
did the huge, dark fellow who remained behind the
wheel. Then he bent to the fallen, motionless figure,
his hand feeling at the heart.
““ This is a matter lor the police,” he said grimly.
““The man’s dead !

For once in his life Battling Bullson’s brain worked

swiftly. Dead—and he had no witnesses to prove

that the man had threatened him. Bullson saw
himself facing a stern judge ; saw himself being led
to a scaffold.

“Goo 1™ exclaimed the ex -pigkeeper, and in one
wonderful leap he was over the hedge and streaking
like a greyhound for home. “

The Fearful Face.

HAT’S the trouble, Battler ?** Hoppy asked

t!mt evening, as they sat listening to the

irelese. He had noticed the queer, scared

ook on tbe big fellow’s face, and the way he started

at every

As a matter of fact the Battler was expecting every

moment that tall figures in blus would appear in the

doorway, armed with p. warmnt {for his arrest, but he
did not tell Hoppy his

It was a minate hhsr that a wild shrick, almost

in his ear, made Bn% leap from his chair. It had

come from Bullson, who was peinting to the uncur-

}:amed window with: a look of ghastly fear upon his

ace.

There, pressed against the glass, and gluwmg with

an uneartglly, greenish radiance, was a face. There

was no neck nor body ; just that dreadful, glowing
Even as Hoppy looked, it disappeared, and

Bullson became a quivering, terrified heap of

humanity in the chair.

“**E've coom back ! he was muttermg hoarsely.

“'E’ve coom back to haunt Oi !

Then Hoppy was through the door, flashing a
torch in the darkness. He saw noboedy. And what
was more, in the flower bed, where anyone ldoking
in at the wmduw must hme stood, there was not a
single footprin

i Wuh~what s it mean 7" muttored Hoppy, as he
came indoors. But Bullson refused to say a word.

During the ensuing week Bullson saw that ghastly
face, the face of the man he knocked down, four
times, and it had a devastating effect on his nerve.
He could neither eat nor sleep, nor would he tell his
secret.

“This is awful,” groaned Hoppy. ““Only three
days to, the ﬁght and he looks a wreck. We're
licked !

H.ector Soames could only nod gloomily, and wish
that he hadn’t backed the Battler for a fiver.

* * * T ]

HE Central Stadium was crowded on the big

night, but Hopfaw knew that the moe-pm wou.]d.u'

pay a tenth part of tho huge purse Mal
was to get if he won. And Hoppy was very muc
afraid thnt he would win, for though the Battler,
having seen no more faces in the last three da;
had reua}inured a httle of lus nerve, he was still not
the Batt!

From his ide seat Hoppy heard the referee
introduce the two men It did not strike him that
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somehow Mahaffey managed to keep his face away
from the Battler until the ref. had stepped back.

Then the two big fellows came face to face—and
Battling Bullson nearly fell down. His eyes popped
and his guard dropped. For Mahaffey was the man
who had been at the wheel of the car—one of the men
who could give him away to the police.

Bullson gave one gasp, and then there came a
terrific crack as Muhnﬂey s left, swung with all the
skill and at his with
the Battler's unguarded jaw. With a crash that
shook the building, about two hundredweight of pig-
keeper hit the floor, and from the crowd rose a great
gasp of dismay.

The Professional Spook.
OPPY shut his eyes as the ref. stood over the
prone body of Bullson, but he opemed them
again when he heard his voice break off at
“ three.”

Battling Bullson of the cast-iron jaw, was not

knocked out. But he wished, as he came to his feet,

In the third round the crowd began to mutter,
in the fourth it started to hiss and boo ; but still the
farce went on, with Mahaffey piling up the points
and Bullsor miserably pulling lus punches.

As the rinth round—the last but one—com-
menced, Hoppy, who saw his million dollars as good
as thrown away, could stand it no longer. With a
heart too full for words he got up and went to
Bullson’s dressing-room. At any rate, he promised
nimself, he would bave something to say to the
Battler after the fight.

But Hoppy forgot all that as the sound of a voice
raised in anger came from Mahaffey’s dressing-room,
next door.

“I tell you I wants another hundred quid..now !
Otherwise, I goes straight out an’ shows meself to
Baﬂlmg Bullson. An’ as soon as he knows that I
ain’t dead—he'll knock Mike into the middle of next
Wednesday !’

“You wouldn’t do that, Steve ?”’ came another
voice, pleadingly.

With twitching ears Hoppy listened, and he heard

the champion’s jaw.

CHIN-CHIN TO THE CHAMP.—Bullson seemed to flicker, and his fist connected with
Mahaffey burst through the ‘ropes as
been shot from & gun

though he had

that he had been, For he knew that his only hope of
keeping his dreadful secret was to buy Mahaffey’s

silence by letting him win,

enough, in the next two minutes, to give him the
outline of the cunning scheme by which he was even
now bemg swmdled out of a mnllmn dollars.

Hoppy Travers watched in
as that first round continued. He saw Mahaffey rush
in again and again, flinging a fusillade of blows; and
though it was like hitting a brick wall, it was scoring

clsitacall ts iy Ang Bullsem nstec of gotting
is own mighty g\mch into action, just flipped and
flapped and dabl

“What's up with yout ” yelped Hoppy, at the
end of the round.  “ Why don’t you hit him ?

Poor Bullson nnswered not a word, as he slowly

ose, at the sound of tae gong, to do the same tlung
s.ll over again,

It w: e next room, who
had engmeered it S pale ﬁung 5 “ho had paid Steve
to threaten Bullson, take a punch, and sham dead
as the waiting car came up. It was he who had
lowered Steve, with his face smeared with phosphorus,
from the roof, in order that the ghost” at the
window ghould leave no footprints.

He had broken the Battler’s nerve and forced him
to se]] the fight—and now he was being blackmailed
by his own confederate.

Wxth a yell of rage Hoppy rushed into the room
upon the two startled men. Hoppy wasn’t very big,
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but in that moment he had the strength of fury,
and when he seized the tough-looking Steve’s ear in
a vice-like grip, Steve didn’t stop to argue.

Hoppy dragged him, howling, into the hall. Amid

exehnmtmns of surprise from all sides he lugged him
the ringside, just before the gong went for the
La.st round.

Battling Bullson gave une look—and one awful,
long-drawn howl. Had not clutched his
ankle and hung on like un legth, he would have
been over the ropes and flying ou of the building.

“He's not a ghost ! i{oppy yelped fmntmlly.
b You dldn kill him, Buﬂerl It was a fake

Bullson
pull himself together as the ;zong sounded,

He stood very still as Mike Mahafiey, looking
somewhat scared, eircled cautiously. Then suddenk
he seemed to ﬂlcker. and something connected wit]
Mabhaffey’s jaw.

It was Bullson’s first punch—and his last. Mike
Mahafiey went through the ropes as though he had
been shot from a gun, and ten seconds later, amid
thunderous roars from the crowd, the referee was
holding Battling Bullson’s hand aloft.

But in the morning came sensation number two.
For Bill Bullson, despite Hoppy’s almost tearful
entreaties, packed bag and went back to his pigs
at Todin-le-hole. Boxing, he said, in the longest
speech he had ever been known to make, was too much
for his nerves.

A.ndto

Hundred Por l:mt Pen:y. the mnnt, go-getting
) in an i
liﬂl. “The Rash

yarn next week. I.mu: for_the
Cash Dash.”

No. 575
THE IRON SPIDER (< ﬂﬂtmutd from page 20.)
h as he read the

wit] i
anmmdmg story of the Hatton Garden robbery.

How he had been tricked! What an innocent
dupe ! And now he had to bear the consequences of
the crook’s crime.

E Connolley groaned, his brain swimming
with helpless terror.

Then as he \mlly
stock of his position, his face grew hard.
up with clenched fists, :

“Prince of crooks !’ he muttered low. * Right;
I'll get you, even if I have to turn crook myself.
Your path has not been straight, not straight enough
to turn in, You're bound to come back to-the
Underworld, to the world of crime. There I'll find
you. You've made me a crook, but I shall be known
as a square crook.’”’

And in the days to come it so proved to be. A new,
strange, mysterious crook came to the Underworld.
Frightening was the Iron Spider, until men came to
know him. But curiously, the stories that went
round with bated breath about the Iron Spider were
not stories such as to make men shudder.

So the legend grew in tho Underwerld. Men went
in fear of the Iron prder, but not of the man within.
Another nickname for the personality within the
Iron Spider came into being, a.nd 1t stuck. They
‘called him ““ Square Crook Connolle;

D nt miss next week’s nam(us yam of the Iren
pider, chaps. It's the greatest yarn ever, In
vml:h Falgon Swift :mn on the lrlll ol the Square

became calmer and took
He stood
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THE CROOK WITH SIX LEGS!

That’s the Iron Spider—the Most Amazing

Mechanical "Tec Trickster of Modern Times.

The Crib Cracker.

HEY say advertisement is good for trade. But

Flash Harry didn’t need publicity in his business.

He was an expert safe cracker. He dressed in

evening clothes at night, even when he was on a job,
and they fitted his lithe, tigerish figuro well.

To-night he was on the biggest job he had ever
%ml]td. He had prepared for it for months, and he
hoped to retire after this.

It was a Hatton Garden job. In Hatton Giardens,
just off Holborn, are the offices of some of the higgest
diamond merchants in the world. Cracksmen, as a
rule, leave them severely alone. There are traps
there for the unwary.

Flash Harry knew all about that. He had broken
into the topmost storey of Seligjohn’s, the diamond
merchants, and was at present busy cracking the
safe.. How he had broken into that high office was

a wonder. He proposed to make his getaway in
exactly the same fashion. But it was going to be
his last job.

The massive safe presented few difficulties to Flash
Harry. He worked with “soup ”—that is nitro-
glycerine, a high-powered explosive—and piled
blankets against the safe to deaden the sound.

Soon it came, a dull, muffled explosion, and the
heavy door of the safe sagged open as he removed
the blankets.

lash Harry was under no illusions, however. He
knew that there were concealed burglar alarms in
the diamond merchant’s upper room, and that he
had probably set one or more of them off.

In this he was quite right. Under the carpet was
set an ingenious, electrical device, and by i

The Blinding Beam from the Sleuth’s Torch Limned the Ugly
Shape of a Giant Iron Spider, Twin Lights Glaring Back with
a Purple Ray—the Eyes of the Thing!

B i i

too well did he know it. Strain showed in his face
now under the black domino mask he wore ; his jaw
muscles were twitching as he reached a hand into
the safe. Yet- he remained cool and worked
methodically. For it was Flash Harry’s boast that
he had never been put out of his stride by the threat
of danger. P

His teeth showed in a white line under his trim
moustache as he drew a chamois leather bag from the
safe, and with slender, white fingers opened it.

Glinting eyes through the mask slits stared at a
number of stones, steel-blue in colour, heavy
diamonds, rich, glinting.

“Worth a quarter of a million if a penny,” he
breathed.

Then suddenly he froze. His sixth sense told him
the window was being opened stealthily. Scotland
Yard had caught him, red-handed.

Flash Harry moved. In a split second the chamois
leather bag with its quarter of a million pounds of
jewels was gone, and from his hip, like a dully
glinting snake, a revolver jumped up to his hand.
He whirled round, firing ; his swiftness was lightning-

ike.
The three Scotland Yard detectives at the half-
raised window were fairly taken by surprise. The
detective in charge switched on the blinding light of
his flashlamp, hoping to dazzle and confuse the quarry
while they got in the room and rushed him.

Flash Harry let them have four fast ones all
around the flashlamy en, ing on the
dazzling light, he put it out with a crashing bullet.

“ Confound him, he’s slick ! Get him !’ shouted

ho'd R bled i

on it inadvertently, he had set an alarm buzzing in
the office of a night-watchman down below. The
watchman, roused from sleep, had already 'phoned
up the police, and Flying Squad cars from Scotland
Yard were quickly converging on the scene. In this
way, and others, London is guarded by night.
Flash Harry had yet to make his getaway. Only

0 as they d in the room.

Police surrounded the building, and they reckoned
they were sure of their quarry. But there was some
confusion in the dark while the Scotland Yard men
found cover behind the furniture. Precious seconds
were wasted.

At last another officer’s blinding torch flashed on.

It lit the Iron Spider. A sight so fearsome that for
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a moment the detectives gasped. There it was
erouched on the carpet in the middle of the room,
limned in the blinding beam of the torch. The ugly
shape of the giant spider, with twin lights glaring

back with a purple ray that changed tored. The eyes
of the thing !

The Scotland Yard men were no fools, but for a
moment or two they were taken aback, and an eerie
chill erept down their spines.

_Too late, they recognised the thing as a monstrous
ptece of mechanism. The crook was inside. He was
operating the machinery. The legs, like great steel
.:grmgs, stretched out on the carpet, got a grip, and

s

"' Look out ! ” cried one of the 'tecs.

Bullets blazed at it. They took no effect,
ippaently, but merely flattened out agairst that
protective metal casing. The Seotland Yard man who
had cried out threw himself in front of the window as
the Iron Spider leapt.

He felt the ecrushing weight of the metal body
against his chest as he was knocked aside. The
Spider crouched on the window sill a second or two,
a monstrous horrid sight, its steel claws scrunching
in the woodwork,

The police below saw it as it commenced to climb
sheer up the wall to the roof. They saw it next
hanging as if on a strand, and moving steadily up
as is the fashion of a spider. Then it was clambering
on the roof,

Instantly the police became active. Whistles
shrilled and motor-cars dashed out into Holborn.
Other detectives of the Flying Squad clambered up
the ladder, intent on gaining the roof.

Here was a new form of criminal. But Scotland
Yard was not to be deterred. To the police sleuths
it was just another man hunt—as yet. And once on
the track they were not easily shaken off.

The senior detective in charge was the first to gain
the roof. He and others coming behind saw the
ungainly, iron spider moving over the sloping roofs
of a famous Holborn store, and they flashed down
signals to the police to surround the front.

fAB tﬁle Scotland Ealge mén ruﬁhed over the roof
- aiter their quarry, the Detective- ector in charge
bent with a flaghlamp. -

“He’ll not escape. See here, those mechanical
claws have left marks in the slates !’ he exclaimed
to his immediate subordinate. ‘‘If we don’t get him
now, we'll be able to trail him down.”

But the Iron Spider escaped across the street. He
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went over on the heavy cables and telegraph
lines, with the baffled police watching below
He was t in sight over the rocfs of Shoe
Lane, but he dropped down into one of the
many back aileys, and disappeared.

The police were forced to wait until merning
before they could follow up the track. Then
they found that the Iron Spider had descended
throngh a manhole into one of the old passages
of the Fleet. The tunnel led down to the
Thames river; therefore the police consoled
themselves that they had a definite clue and
were well on the track.

The Square Crook.

IG BEN was chiming out the hour of three
o’clock In- the morning ower darkened
London. The hour when human energies

seem at their weakest, and Life is at its ebb.

Ralph Connolly sighed as he leant over the
Embankment staring at some coloured sky-
signs still winking and spinning, and the dark
waters' of the Thames In which they were
reflected.

“ I reckon the world owes me a living,” he
muttered grimly. ’

There were taut lines about his young jaw.
Lips, nostrils, brown eyes and high brow were
all cast in the mould cf a dreamer. Wavy
chestnut hair and a slim, athletic body com-
pleted the pieture of this sensitive youth.

He had chosen in life the profession of inven-
tor, and somehow he had.failed. Many clever

devices had come from his fertile brain, but he

had always been robbed of the fruits of his toil.
Unscrupulous people had tricked him and
stolen his ideas. He was not worldly or shrewd
enough to look after his business interests,

Now as a young man he felt himself at the
end of his tether. Indeed, he might have been
starving, save for his friend, Professor Silver.

The boy’s fine eyes softened as he thought
how the white-haired Professor had taken him
up, had given him food, lodging, materials to
keep on with his inventions, and had left him
alone with his sole delight, his work.

The young man turned from the Embank-
ment suddenly as he heard the whirr of tyred
wheels coming up to the kerb, and a voice—the
Professor’s—calling : “ Here, Ralph; come
q'l].'iclﬂy ! - B .

Professor Filver was leaning out from the
taxi-cab that had drawn up at the curb. The
young inventor crossed over to him eagerly,

“ Well, sir, did you give it a& trial ? What
did you think of it ? ”” he asked, his tone tense
with anxiety.

Ay
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Professor Silver allowed his lips to

] t In a slight,
enigmatical smile.

Ho made a striking figure in
dress clothes and opera cloak, with his white hair,
dark moustache and eyes so stramgely in contrast.
Eyes that seemed to search uneasily around amiust
the dark shadows,

“Get in lad,” he said in a low tone, “‘and I'll tell
you about it.”’

The young inventor clambered into the seat beside
the professor, and the taxi-cab drove swiftly away.
For a time Professor Silver would say neothing in the
darkness 6f the interior in reply to the boy’s eager
questions. He kept looking behind through the rear
window of the taxi, and in his eyes lurked fear.

“ Your invention has been tried out,”” he said
rousing from his abstraction '
abruptly. “ It is wonderful, my
lad. I think it is just what I

e,
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. THE HIGH-WIRE SPIDER.— :
the
| . across the street on the tele-: -

: graph wires,
l .  gazed up at him impotently.
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require for my exploration mission. But here we

are,’’

_ They alighted from the taxi near the wharves
in the East End.

" There are & few more trials and experimenis I
wish to make,”’ the white-haired Professor said

hurriedly as he led the lad through various dark
alleyways, and so through a door into a dank, riverside

cellar. “ I brought your invention here for secrecy.’” .

Ralph Connolley looked around as a gas jet was
it. There was his invention lying on the stone
floor of the great, bare cellar. Opened, it looked like
nothing so much as a great, padded jewel case, save

—

"

Iron Spider moved : [

while the police :

for the various levers and parts of the mechanism that protruded
i from the satin stuffing.
' two parts, like a split lobster, save to say that it was the invention
| Professor Silver had commissioned the young man to perfect for him
—it was the Iron Spider. :

As they surveyed it, Professor Silver for the first time that evening
appearcd to become enthusiastic over the marvellous mass of

Impossible to describe it as it lay there,in

g 1 mechanism,
': NS “My dear lad, my experiments have proved it a complete success,”
| ‘ he cried. *‘ You have done splendidly. I am anxious now to reach
| the Great Abyss in the heart of the Abyssinia Mountams, which 1
| ropose to explore with this Iron Spider. Encased in it I shall be
il owered down into the very depths of the great, pit, where according
i to my theory, pre-historic monsters still exist. But they will be unable
Fo *  to harm me. Is it not a wonderful idea ? ”’

The young inventor gazed at the learned Professor with respect
and awe as he expatiated on his mission of exploration into the pit
of the monsters.

He did not notice that frequently the Professor paused and seemed
to be listening acutely ; that his bold, dark eyes often went fearfully
to the door of the riverside cellar.

- ‘“ There is only one test I have not made,” Professor Silver said at
last, * and that is the underwater test.

I brought the Iron Spider

down here to the riverside to make the experiments in secret ; but

I confess T am a little scared of it. It is a perfect means of locomotion.
— but can a man really travel in 1t under water 7 "’
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a moment the detectives gasped. There it was
crouched on the carpet in the middle of the room,
limned in the blinding beam of the torch. The ugly
shape of the giant spider, with twin lights glaring
back with a purple ray that changed to red. The eyes
of the thing!

The Scotland Yard men were no fools, but for a
moment or two they were taken aback, and an eerie
chill crept down their spines.

_Too late, they ised the thing as a
picee of mechanism. The crook was inside. He was
operating the machinery. The legs, like great steel
ngrmgs, stretched out on the carpet, got a grip, and
then— v

“ Look out ! ™ cried one of the 'tecs.

Bullets blazed at it. They took no effect,
ippasently, but merely fattened out against that
protective metal casing. The Seotland Yard man who
had eried out threw himself in front of the window as
the Iron Spider leapt.

Ho felt the crushing weight of the metal body
against his chest as he was knocked aside. The
Spider erouched on the window sill a second .or two,
a monstrous horrid sight, its steel claws scrunching
in the woodwork.

The police below saw it as it commenced to climb
sheer up the wall to the roof. They saw it next
hanging as if on a strand, and moving steadily up
ag is the fashion of a spider. Then it was clambering
on_the roof,

Instantly the police became active. Whistles
shrilled and motor-cars dashed out into Holborn.
Other detectives of the Flying Squad clambered up
the ladder, intent on gaining the roof.

Here was a new form of criminal. But Scotland
Yard was not to be deterred. To the police sleuths
it was just another man hunt—as yet. And once on
the track they were not easily shaken off.

The senior detective in charge was the first to gain
the roof. He and others coming behind saw the
ungainly, iron s?ider moving over the sloping roofs
of a famous Holborn store, and they flashed down
signals to the police to surround the front.

As the Scotland Yard mén rushed over the roof
after their q , the Detective-Inspector in charge
bent with a“g:xlmp. =

“He'll not escape. See here, those mechanical
claws have left marks in the slates ! he exclaimed
to his immediate subordinate. “If we don’t get him
now, we'll be able to trail him down.”

But the Tron Spider escaped across the street. He

went over on the heavy cables and telegraph
lines, with the baffled police watching below
He was t in sight over the roofs of Shoe
Lane, but he dropped down into ene of the
many back aileys, and disappeared.

The police were forced to wait until morning
before they could follow up the track. Then
they found that the Iron Spider had descended
throngh a manhole into one of the old passages
of the Fleet. The tunnel led down to the

mes river ; thercfore the police consoled
themselves that they had a definite clue and
were well on the track.

The Square Crook.

IG BEN was chiming out the hour of three
o'clock in- the morning over darkened
London. The hour when human energics

seem at their weakest, and Life is at its ¢bb.

Ralph Connolly sighed as he leant over the
Embankment staring at some coloured sky-
signs still winking and spinning, and the dark
waters’ of the Thames in which they were
reflected.

1 reckon the world owes me a living,” he
muttered grimly.

There were taut lines about his young jaw.
Lips, nostrils, brown eyes and high brow were
alf cast in the mould of & dreamer. Wavy
chestnut hair and a slim, athletic body com-
pleted the gictm’e of this sensitive youth.

He had chosen in life the profession of inven-
tor, and somehow he had.failed. Many clever
devices had come from his fertile brain, but he
had always been robbed of the fruits of his toil.
Unscrupulous people had tiricked him and
stolen his ideas. He was not worldly or shrewd
enough to look after his business interests,

Now as a young man he felt himself at the
end of his tether. Indeed, he might have been
starving, save for his friend, Professor Silver,

The boy’s fine eyes softened as he thought
how the white-haired Professor had taken him
up, had given him food, lodging, materials to
keep on with his inventions, and had left him
alone with his sole delight, his work.

The young man turned from the Embank-
ment suddenly as he heard the whirr of tyred
wheels coming up to the kerb, and a voice—the
Professor’s—calling : “ Here, Ralph; come
quickly !

Professor Silver was leaning out from the
taxi-cab that had drawn up at the curb, The
young inventor crossed over to him eagerly.

% V%’ell, gir, did you give it & trial 7 What
did you think of it ? ”* he asked, his tone tense
with anxiety.
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’
Professor Silver allowed his lips to part in a slight, require for my exploration mission. But here we
enigmatical smile. He made & striking figure in  are,”
dress clothes and o) cloak, with his white hair, They alighted from the taxi mear the wharves
=3 dark he and eyes so mgely in contrast. in the East End.
Eyes that scemed to search uneasily around amiust ‘“ There are & fow more trials and experimenis I
, S| the dark shadows, wish to make,” the white-haired Professor said

“Get in lad,” he said in a low tone, “and I'll tell
you about it.”

The young inventor clambered into the seat besido
the professor, and the taxi-cab drove swiftly away.
For a time Professor Silver would say nothing in the
darkness 6f the interior in reply to the boy’s eager
questions. He kept looking behind through the rear

hurriedly as he led the lad through various dark
alleyways, and so through a door into a danl, riverside
cellar. * I brought your invention here for secrecy.”
. Ralph Connolley looked around as a gas jet was
lit. There was his invention lying on the stone
floor of the great, bare cellar. Opened, it looked like
nothing so much es a great, padded jewel case, save

window of the taxi, and in his eyes lurked fear.
*“ Your invention has been tried out,” he said
rousing from hi i x

his abstraction
abruptly. ¥ is wonderful, my
lad. I think it is just what I

L

‘L‘ll

i THE HIGH-WIRE SPIDER.— :
i Slowly the Iron Spider moved
i across the street on the tele-
: graph wires, while the police

gazed up at him impotently.

for the various levers and parts of the mechanism that protruded

from the satin stuffing. Impossible to describe it as it lay there, in
two parts, like a split lobster, save to say that it was the invention
Professor Silver had commissioned the young man to perfect for him
—it was the Iron Spider. .

As they surveyed it, Professor Silver for the first time that evening
appeared to become enthusiastic over the marvellous mass o
mechanism.

My dear lad, my experiments have proved it a complete success,”
he cried.” *“ You have done eplendidly. I am anxious now to reach
the Great Abyss in the heart of the Abyssinia Mountains, which I

ropose to explore with this Iron Spider. Encased in it I shall be
E:wered down into the very depths of the great, pit, where according
to my theory, pre-historic monsters still exist. But they will be unable
to harm me. Is it not a wonderful idea ?

The youn% inventor gazed at the learned Professor with respect
and awe as he expatiated on his mission of exploration into the pit
of the monsters.

He did not notice that frequently the Professor paused and seemed
to be listening acutely ; that his bold, dark eyes often went fearfully
to the door of the riverside cellar.

“ There is only one test I have not made,” Professor Silver said at
last, ** and that is the underwater test. I brought the Iron Spider
down here to the riverside to make the experiments in secret ; but
T confess T am a little scared of it. It is a perfect means of locomotion.
but can a man really travel in it under water ? ™
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“ Yes, indeed,” said the young mvemor eagerly.
“ He can trav ol in Fer[ect, safety in twenty feet of
water. See, I will demonstrate to you myself,
Professor.”

And the young inventor proceeded to get into the
padded metal case which, when closed up, resembled
nothing so much as a monstrous iron sﬁlder.

Ho Jaid down in the right hand part, the pneumanc
cushions of which were moulded to a man’s figure.
To his hands were the controls which operated the
iron spider’s steol spring legs, and at his mouth was
& tube arrangement, which could be fitted over his
head, and through which oxygen could be supplied
from a container, while the Iron Spider was under
water.

“ Let me help you, my dear boy !

For the first time a gleam of positive cunning leapt
into the dark, reckless eyes of Professor Silver as
he stepped forward. Base emotions—fear, savager;
fleeted across his face as he looked again towards
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Portraits. Had Yours Yet? If
Not—or if you want Two packs of
these Grand Test Cricket Cards
Send Your Eleven to
’ZAT DEPT., Boys’ Magazine,

196, Gray’s Inn Road, London, W.C.1.

the door of the underground cellar. But the young
inventor did not see this startling change in . the
learned * Professor” Silver.

The man in evening dress bent over the mechanism.
It simply folded over on hinges, like a gigantic, metal
case. But what Ralph Connolley did not know as
he heard the click of it shumng. was that his patron,
the so-called Professor, had had fitted to it a new
self-locking spring, which would have defied the
efforts of the most expert locksmith for hours to break

pon

As it clicked shut the young man was a prisoner
within his own invention. He could never escape
without outside help. The man in evening S8
stepped back.

* There you are, my lad,” he said in a changed
voice, a voice in which a sneer was palpable. I
guess you're all wrapped up, ready for the police.”

Vithin the contrivance Ralph Connolley started.
Something warned him, like an electric shock tingling
through every nerve in his body.

He got hastily to his feet.  What do youmean ? "
he demanded sharply, and fear rang in his voice as

dpressed the release catch inside the Iron Spider,

found it unresponsive. The metal casing failed
o

The “ Professor” bowed, and looked at his victim,
with the imps of wicked torment dancing in his eyes.

Rn](fh Connolley stood before him like some half-
garbed monster for a pantomime or carmvnl He
stood on his own feet, for the metal casing of the
Iron Spider encased him only to his thighs. The
lower portion was suglphed by a silver shell which
at present stood on the floor of t,he cellar, Tt had
what is known as an ‘ interrupted *’ screw thread—
that is to say, the thread was cut in three or four
places, to fit into the other gut of the casing like a
plug. A single turn engaged the screw in a second.
So that in almost & second the man inside the Iron
Spider might have the use of his feet and rice versa.
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Also there were spring metal trap-holes through
which tne arms could be thrust. Thus the Iron
Spider had the use of legs and arms when he needed
them. But in other respects Ralph Connolley was
as much a prisoner as if he had been put in a
strait jacket.

“ What—what d’you mean ? ”* he demanded again
with a dread misgiving pumping panic through him.

For reply Professor Silver plucked at his imposing
and dxgmﬁed silver hair, whipped it away, revealing
that it was a wig.

With the action he bowed again mockingly and
held towards his victim a copy of the early edition
of a morning newspaper, stlll damp from the press.

“ That will enlighten you,” the man said mockingly.
Again his eyes roved restlessly, flickering with fear
towards the door of the cellar. ““I am airaid I shall
not be able to take your invention into the depths of
Darkest Africa to i
of the pit. Nor can I spare the time to explnm
newspaper will tell you all, my young friend.”

“ Wait ! ” cried Ralph Connolley hoarsely as the
bogus Professor darted towards the door. He inter-
posed his cumbersome body between, with arms

hed through the t

“The koy,” s otted ci;spemce!y
if you ve fitted a new locl

** Oh, the key,” the crook said coolly ; “ that I'm
going to throw into the river. The polwe will have
to force you open if they want you, for the spring
lock is well-nigh unbreakable. I should try to elude
the police for as long as you can, my young friend.
How long depends upon your natural resource and
ingenuity.”

With davmmg horror and understanding, the young
inventor in the cumbersome Iron Spider’s suit made
a desperate spring upon the man who had so vilely
betrayed his trust and confidence. But the crook
easily eluded him and reached the door of the cellar.

“Wait! Who are you, then ?” cried the young
man hoarsely.

The “ Professor” turned mockingly on the
threshold. “Iam a prmce of crooks, as you'll see if
you read that paper,” he said suavely. “ But, my
friend, your invention has one defect. The claws
leave a trail os they grip. Consequently the police
are on tha cmck of the Iron Spider.

“And they’ll get—me ? ** gasped Ralph Connolley,
almost realmg in horror. Then, in a transport of
anger, he crie .

£ Llstenﬂrook! I swear the po]ice won't take
me, but I'll get you as sure as we're standing here.
And T warn you—you'll unlock this yourself and set
me free. That Iswear. If you do away with the key,
T'll kill you with my own hands.”

Something in his shaking earnestness made the
crook change expression.

“If you can esenpe the police, you're cle\er,” he
said quietly. “And I'll watch out for you.’

The inventor in the Iron Spider made a sudden
rush at him. With a mocking laugh the crook dis-
appeared, slamming the door of the cellar. The
eerie echoes in the cellar and the patter of his running
footsteps were the only sounds, while the young
inventor in his grotesque iron suit stood with clenched
hands. The full realisation of his fearful position
was beginning to dawn on him.

Some inner voice told him the madness of pursuing.
Already he was beginning fo realise he was a branded
man; in worse case than any ordmn!'y p:mah or
outeast from society. He was “ wanted.”

Wanted—for what ?

He sat down on an empty cask and opened the
newspaper. It was there in big black headlines, the
burglarious exploit of the Iron Spider. Young Ralph

Continued on page 16.) -
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lot loose ! Tragedy ! Even death itsclf scemed

to be personified in the strange, intoxicating,
sickly sweet scent of the perfumed envelope Billy
Trent held in his hand.

Ten minutes the stranger had told him to wait
when he gave Billy that letter. Already a suﬂmg
foreboding of il T d the little pag
the Tmperial Theatre. And as the stranger had
hurried off something had fallen from his pocket.
It was the size and shape of a visiting card, but it
was made of plated steel and eng
on it was an arithmetical fmolxon 3ze

Below this was inscribed : To be juuml in London
on the front of the age, cvery JaJ, link-ups.

With a laugh, Billy Trent tried to throw off the
fearful presentiment that held him in its grip: At
the same time he realised that the ten minutes were
up, and having tapped at the door was bidden to
enter. He handed the letter to the ambassador, who
told him to wait. It was while this happened that
che great ape Johnnn, the star attraction of the

began ional walk on a tight-
mpa round the well uf the theatre.

It reached the a.mbnssudors box, smﬁed loudly,
got the scent of the
out a terrible, hairy arm, lifted the Ambassudor from
the box. Next moment Johann had slid to the stage
and vanished with his burden.

Instantly there was prmdemumum. Billy was
taken to the manager’s office. He found there a
detective, the manager and a lithe, dapper man n the

DARK forces of evil were at work! Crime was

most exquisitely
cut evening dress
ho had ever seen.
He wore 2 monocle
andgaped through
this at Billy.

“This is Mr.
Brame Sentence,”
said the manager, *The biggest she,rdxuldu in this
theatre. Now tell us what happe:

Billy told his story and showud the steel visiting
cord. He was dismissed and returned home. But
he had not been back long when Mr. Sentence called.

“Well, my boy, we are going to have a heart to
heart talk.”

No longer was it the squeaking, futile voice of the
Mr. Sentence of the theatre, but the crisp, decisive
accents of a man of action. Ouce sgain Billy told
his story.

“ Now listen, my boy,” said Mr. Sentence. ‘' You
are sacked from the theatre for I want you to take
service with me. But I' warn you that you will walk
into danger—immense, incalculable danger. We
work under cover, against & power “L\th has not
been measured, and we hunt but one man.’

“Who is he, sir 7 asked Billy.

“1 don’t know. He is called One over
that Society of Seven who uso the steel visiting
cards, and among whom he is the Master of Masks.”

Next day Billy received a letter from Mr. Sentence,
telling him to go o the Hotel Magnifique in Paris,
Billy went by aeroplune but was followed all the

©w
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way. His 'plane was shot down and his pilot killed
but Billy managed to get clear and continue his
journey by train.

Almost as soon as he reached the hotel a letter was
handed to him. It contained one of those sinister,
steel visiting cards on which was inscribed

1,
Partout.
One over Seven! And his address was “every-
where.” -
Billy’s jaw suddenly set: “Show the gentleman
up at once,” he said.

One Over Seven.

HROBBING minutes passed in the quiet and
Tluxu_rious bedroom, and Billy’s heart pulsed to

their throb as he waited for the dreaded One
over Seven. Here, he thought, might be the end of
his adventurings with Mr. Sentence—before they had
really started.

There was a tap at the door. It was the great
moment. The door opened and a man walked into
the room. As the door closed behind him Billy
heard an obsequious' voice say: “Merci bien, mon-
sieur.” One over Seven was evidently a generous
tipper.

Billy looked at him. He saw a face which gave
him _the instant impression of a dead and lifeless
mask, a face which he knew was not the face of
One over Seven. /

It was deathly white, and so smooth that not a
line nor a wrinkle showed anywhere on it, so that it
was devoid of all personality. The mouth was
curiously twisted, the lips reddened and thickened,
and behind them were great teeth, broken and black
here and there, hideous, liko the fangs of a beast.
The right side of the face was swollen just below the
cheekbone into an immense, hard lurap, which pro-
jected ‘horribly. The eyes were strangely pale, an
indefinite colour which was almost no colour at all,
and they glinted from beneath heavy brows like
those of an albino. The head was utferly hairless,
and so cunning was the make-up that Billy, though
he was close to the man, could not distinguisn where
the join ran between the real head of One over Seven
and the covering which concealed his hair.

One over Seven spoke. He had a clear, shrill
voice, that piped sliggtly.

I see you are admiring my make-up, young man.
I claim no credit for it myself. I was taught the
art by the cleverest make-up man in the world. He
could turn a giant into a hunchback dwarf, a hand-
some film hero into a thing too awful to look at.
Observe myself. . . " evil grin revealed the
jagged, hideous teeth.

“What do you want ?" asked Billy, He was
amazed at his own calmness of tone, and One over
Seven was also obviously surprised.

“You're xvn'ot afraid "' he asked. “ After your

journey, too.

Billy shrugged his shoulders. “ Why should I
be? I've had time, since I arrived here, to take
precautions for my safety.”

The strange eyes glinted evilly. One over Seven
looked right and left sharply, and Billy realised that
what he had intended as a flimsy protection for
himself was taken as threat

“Is this a trap 1" hissed One over Seven, his
hand moving towards his pocket. Then it relaxed
and fell away. He smiled. *Perhaps. We shall
see. Perhaps I, too, can lay traps.” He spoke a
little more loudly. * This—for the information of
anybody who is listening. The Ambassador of
Lithkrania is in my hands. He dies within half-an-
hour of my death.” Those have been my orders.”
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Billy nearly chuckled to himself as he heard this ;
but he kept a straight face and looked at the evil
thing before him.

One over Seven went on. * And now, my boy, 1
want, as the newspaper interviewers say in America,
you to tell me about yourself. Why are you in this ?
A page from a London theatre. Eh ?”

Billy wondered how the interview would end. He
had nothing to tell One over Seven, nothing at all,
but he calculated that if he told nothing he would die.

He was thinking these things when One over Seven
moved a pace nearer to him. As this step was taken
there came to Billy’s nostrils the unmistakable,
cloying perfume which bad been used to attract the

reat ape, Johann, to the kidnapping of the Lith-
anian Ambassador. It sickened Billy. He knew
he would never forget it.

One over Seven was staring at him . . . staring.
He said, sharply : “ Turn your face to the light, boy.
Quickly.”

Billy obeyed. He felt that he had to do so. One
over Seven’s gaze was now so concentrated and
intense that Billy knew disobedience would be visited
by swift retribution. The dreadful face was near to
his own, the colourless eyes staring . . . staring. . . .

Billy heard One over Seven’s breath go sharply
through the mass of jagged, blackened teeth. Ther
the man stepped back from him, and asked a
question in a quiet calth voice.

“ Where were you born ?

* London, I think,” said Billy, who saw no reason
for refusing to reply.

. What was your father's occupation ? "

Billy hesitated. He did not know. He had lost
his father and mother at so early an age that he did
1ot remember them. He told One over Seven this.

“I'see. And you've lived in London with those
Ttalians, Paolo and Maria Mantani, eh ? For a long
time ? 77 St

There was some menace in the voice, and Billy,
thinking swiftly, lied almost on impulse.

“No. Only for two years. The people T lived
with before died in an influenza epidemic, and I had
to move.” As he spoke, he had the sure knowledge
that urless he could convince One over Seven of this,
Paolo and Maria would be subjected to question,
perhaps threats, probably danger.

He embroidered the swiftly d story. “Ag
a matter of fact, I lived with a Belgian refugee and
his wife. I had been in Belgium before then with
them. They brought me over. They were old people
and their name was Francard.”

“ Where did they live * One over Seven’s voice
held a snarl.

Billy thought if he told him, he would be able to
verify that the Francards had never existed, and
that would bring him back on to Paolo and Maria.

“Is all this important to you ? ” he asked. “I'm
tired of answerirg your questions and I'm not going
to answer any more,”

One over Seven was stepping closer when there
was a tap on the door and the valet de chambre
entered. * A telegram for monsieur,” he said.

Billy took the telegram and met the eyes of One
over Seven. They showed plainly that they intended
to read that telegram, if possible.

“ Wait a moment or two,” Billy said to the vale
de chambre. * There may be an answer.”

He tore the telegram open and read :

roceed 15 rue Salent, rue Lepic, Montmartre.

Meet there Jules Debar. Listen to what he has to

say dnd remember. If Debar has left, find him if

possible. Important.  Advise night visit. Tread
carefullu.

SENTENCE.
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He looked up from reading this and heard a little
cry. The @alet de chambre was standing,’ his arms
flung aloft. In the hand of One over Seven was a
beavy pistol.

He said to Billy: “This man is a respectable
French citizen. Probably the father of a family.
You would not wish to see him killed hecause you
refused to let mo read that telegram, eh 77

Billy stood with the wire in his hand, wondering
why he, too, had not been threatened. "The valet’s
cheeks were very pale, and he was shaking badly.
Death stared him in the face. Billy slowly crumpled
the telegram into a tiny ball, pressing it as tightly
88 he could. Then he said: “Here you are.”

GIVING 'EM THE SLIP.— —Billy

suddenly wriggled ~from

gunman’s grasp and leaped for

the balustrade. A bullet whistied

past his head as he went sliding
swiftly down.

He tossed.it through the air. Deftly, One over
Seven caught it with his free hand. That was all
right. But smoething the telegram out was another

matter. Two hands were needed. He moved the
hme ball of paper towards his gun-hand and started
ing to pick at it with his finger and thumb.
en he looked up. I shall take it away with
me,” he said, looking at Billy.

And, in that moment, the one chance on which
Billy had counted materialised. The desperate valet
hurled himself at One over Seven, and Billy came in
after him like a terrier,

There. was gunshot. A bullet plugged the floor.
One over Seven writhed, dropping the gun on which
the valet had fastened a grip made fierce by des-

peration. The valet went staggering back, still
holdmg the gun, under a terrific punch, Billy was
plucked from his hold as a ripe apple: might be
picked from a stalk.

The door opened—slammed . . . the Key elicked.

“ Murderer!” the valet cried. “I shall cateh
him.” He brandished the gun, a very bold man now
that danger had

Billy grinned : *“I'll bet you won't, but you can
lr%{ I’ve got what I wanted.”

o opened his hand to disclose the little rolled
up ball olh"(pnper which had broken One over Seven's
burnt it before the fascinated eyes of

the valet who, for the moment, lw.l forgotten all
his anger.

The Mad Singer.

‘HAT night Billy went to 15 rue Salent. It was,
as the telegram told him, in the neighbourhood
of the rue Lepic off the Boulevard de Clichy,

away up in Mnncma.rtre He went at about ten
o’'clock, when B tre was not yet wak d for
the night, and he stood for a moment or two cutside

the Moulin Rouge and gazed about him.
He ‘looked up ehe rue Lepic. It was wide and
dark nnd tree-lmed, seeming to yawn away into an
ble maw of which made him

shudder.

Billy went down the
ruo Lepic,eand ke struck
into some twisted ways
beyond it, dark and

noisome turnings, where
his footfallsechoed eerily.

At last he reached the
rue Salent. It was a
narrow gap, diving in
darkness between two
rows of those tall and
completely shuttered
houses which are typical
of that part of Paris.
On a wall corner a lamp
shed a fitful, uncertain
light.

Billy slid into this cut,
going along by the wall,
He wondered what Mr,
Sentence was doing, and
why he was despatched
on theso missions.

It took him a little
while to locate No. 15,
for, the doars the
houses were so dark, and
be had to us his electrie
torch. several times be-
fore he was successful,
The door of No. 15 was
wide open.

Billy hesitated, peer-
ing inside. He saw only
darkness. He called

* Is anybody thero 1" His voice held astrange, quick
catech. Nobody answered him. He stepped inside.

There was & room immediately inside, and he
tried its door. The door opened. The room beyond
was lighted, and a man was gitting at its table, He
was playing patience with'a greas; of cards,
and he was the most horrible ereature Billy had ever
seen. ~He.probably weighed twenty stone. He sat,
a vast mass of obesity, huddied down in a spec mlly
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wide chair. His hairless head gleamed with per-
spiration, and he had a pink patch over one eye.

He took no notice of Billy. He was watching his
cards. “Pardon, monsieur,” Billy said. Still the man
did not look round. Billy then realised he was
stone deaf. He walked into the room.

The man became aware of his presence and stood
up with a quick, strange, unhuman ery, and revealed
himself as not more than five feet in height, so that
he rolled on his feet like an awful sort of barrel that
had life and two short, thick legs. Billy realised
something else. He was dumb as well as deaf.

Billy smiled at him. The tiny sunken eyes sur-
veyed the boy with deep suspicion, and when he
put his hand in his pocket, one ot the thick hands
slid towards a monstrous hip and the flat knife that
lay there. But Billy produced nothing more danger-
ous than a pocket-book and on one of its pages he
wrote : Jules Debar, 8'il vous plait !

The tiny eyes lighted. A’ thick finger stabbed
upwards, towards the ceiling. . Then three fingers
were held up. Billy did not know whether this
meant Room No. 8 or the third floor, so he wrote
another question and a thick finger indicated the word
floor on his page.  Billy smiled his thanks and began
to ascend a narrow staircase.

As he took its first turn, two men slid in from the
street. The deaf mute was back at his. cards, and
he never saw the bludgeon which, striking the back
of his head, felled him forward against the table,
senseless. The two men went up the stairs treading
like cats.

Meanwhile Billy had come to the third floor of the
strange and awful dark house. It was absolutely
silent, and his fears mounted as he trod higher. On
the top landing—he had had to use his torch all
the way—there were three rooms, and from behind
the door of one of these rooms came a man’s voice
singing.  Billy thought this man might tell him
where Debar could be found, even if he were not
Debar, so he tapped on the door.

The singing ceased. The room was silent. Suddenly
the door was whipped open and the muzzle of a long
revolver was thrust against Billy's chest. Behind
the revolver was a wild-eyed and haggard man clad
only in a shirt—open at the neck—and a pair of
trousers hitched about his waist by a belt.,

“If you're from The Seven . . .” he began.

“I'm not,” said Billy. Thinking it safe, he added :
“I'm from Mr. Sentence.”

Debar—for Billy knew this must be the man he
sought—Ilooked him over and then laughed. * Come
in,” he said. “I'm Debar. I asked them to see
me. See?! I wrote a clever letter—only a day or
so ago. See ? I said send somebody. I can tell
you something. . . .”” He passed his hand vaguely
through his hair. “ But sit down.”

Billy seated himself on a chair in the barely
furnished room, and as he did so the two men who
had knocked out the fat concierge, arrived at the
door and settled down to listen.

Debar was going on. “Years . .. hunted. See?
Because I knew the secret. Hunted . . . death at
my heels. See? A little farm near Caen. Burnt,
nearly killed myself. Marseilles. Nearly killed in
the Old Port. Here . .. over the river . . . rue St
Jacques., Tired of it now. No more. You listen.”

e suddenly began to sing again. Questioning this
hunted man would be futile, Billy decided. Debar
ceased to sing as suddenly as he had started, and
he roared with laughter.

“Karl was cunning. You know Karl.
Wertzheim. In Brussels, snug and safe. Yes. ...
Clever.  Friend of mine so I didn’t go near him,
didn’t draw them on him. Good man, Karl. Nice

Karl
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little house, too. You call on him when you're there.
Say you’re my friend. Thirty-three rue Galon. You
go. Fine fellow. He knows all about . ..”

Debar’s voice sank and he looked round. He
added, in a hoarse whisper: “All about the Rat
Trap. And...TheRat.” Debar chuckled and rubbed
his hands together. * Like a rat in a trap, he us
to say. Just that. Like a rat in a trap.”

Billy’s brain had repegted again and again the
name and address of Karl Wertzheim, until it could
not forget it. Now he asked: * What is the Rat
Trap ?

Debar’s eyes opened wide. “You don’t know ?
Why it's . . .”

The door of the room was flung wide open and
the two men stepped in. They were both well-
dressed, quiet men. One of them held a pistol in
his_hand. Its muzzle was encased in a curious
cylinder.

He lifted this gun and Billy heard three plops,
as though three champagne corks had been swiftly
extracted from three bottles. Jules Debar uttered
a little cry and slid from his chair to the floor.

Debar, in those last moments, had a return of
sanity. His eyes were quite clear as they looked up
at Billy. He tried to speak.

“Toll him ., , . Stahn . . . Stahn . . .” He
could not complete that, whatever it might have been.
He suddenly shouted : * Snow and dark trees, and
great mountains . , . See ? Schloss . ., .” His
head fell back.

The gunman said to his companion: “ Take him
away.” He flicked his hand towards Billy as he spoke,
and he walked across to Debar’s bed.

The other man dragged Billy out to the landing.
He kept his hand on the boy’s shoulder, and he
pulled a gun as they walked.

“ Go_ quietly,” he said, in English tinged with a
slight foreign accent, ““ and you won't be hurt. We
want you .. . badly . ..”

They descended the first flight of stairs. The rest
went zig-zagging downwards into the pit below, and,
seeing them, Billy thought of something which only
a boy can properly accomplish without risk.

He suddenly wriggled from the man’s grip and
leapt on to the steep balustrade. This was worn to
satin smoothness by countless hands over many
years. Even as the man cried out, Billy went sliding
downwards like a plummet.

The gun boomed over his head. In the darkness
the bullet missed. Billy landed on his feet on the
lower landing, leapt to the next balustrade and went
sliding down that.

He reached the street before his captor had arrived
at the first landing, and he fled for his life, telling
himself he had to reach Brussels without delay, to
see Karl Wertzheim before the two men who killed
Debar reached him.

He had about fifty pounds all told. Flying was
quickest, but he had to get to Le Bourget, and the
telephone would be at work; the French airport
would be watched.

He ran through the rue Lepic, found a taxi and
was driven to the railwny station. There was no train
to Brussels that night. He asked feverish questions
of the inquiry clerk, and was directed to a big car
hire agency.

But that visit to the station had been a mistake.
They had guessed ho would go either to railway
station or airport, and they had split—the two men—
one travelling to Le Bourget as fast as he could and
the other to the station. The man who had come
to the station was on Billy’s heels when he rode to
hire his car.

After much bargaining, he sccured a big Delage,
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fast and powerful, with a closed body. Tt roared
away from the gates of Paris and struck north-east,
heading for the frontierand Belgium and Brussels.

And after it came another car, just as fast, just as
powerful. It carried three men, and each man was
armed.

Pursuit.
HEY had not travelled far before Billy realised
they were followed. Ho told his driver this,
g him to hold on. The driver gave his big
machine full throttle and smashed away down the
straight, tree-lined roads at seventy.

But the machine behind held them, They came
into a village. To Billy’s dismay his man put on his
brakes and said : I go no further. Iam a peaceful
citizen. I demand no adven-
1 shall see the gendarme
He got down, and Billy
was nbmn, to do the same when
an idea came to him,

“ Do me a favour,” he said.
“ When you pulled up I ran
away. Is that eclear?” He
slipped a hundred-franc note
into the man’s hand.

“All right,” said the driver
after a momentary- pause, and
Billy slipped into the shadows.

He was just in time. The
other car thundered into the
straight, saw the stationary
machine, and pulled up with
a seream of brakes. Two men
got out and approached the
driver.

“ Whero's that boy ? one
of them demanded roughly.

The driver visibly stiffened.
He resented the aggressien in
the man’s tone.

‘* The little boy. Oh, he ran
away. Where . . .? Palice, he
said. And my hire not paid.
Pouf! I wait for the police.
I’ll police him when he comes
back with them.”

His questioner turned and
spoke to the two inside the
car. “ We've got to hit
Brussels, and quick. We'vo
ditched  the kid, anyhow.
C’mon.” He spoke coarse
English. He bdll(”(‘\l into the
car, and as it started forward
the driver of the hired machine

He dropped the cans end had Billy in a flash.

““ Well, if you don't beat everythmg, kld E(\Id the

man who ke coarse English. Jum; our
carrier way back there, eh ¥ Smart I cal xt s

number of the tall, narrow cans, in which the

French keep their petrol, were brought out of the car

and a man began to fill up the hx% tank. The

o

{ollomng machine was now lmrly ‘ze, and the
e dd

fellow
@ There’s & tar coming,”

~ et L dMaybe ith

saw Billy run from the shadows
and leap like a cat to the back
carrier of the moving machine,
which thundered on out of

CAUGHT ON THE CARRIER.—At sight of Billy the man gave a
yell and dived forward. |
too stiff and cramped to move swiftly.

a flash he had the boy, who was

sight—Brussels bound.

After about a quarter-of-an-hour’s riding Billy
began to understand that he would never keep his
hold of the carrier until they reached Brussels.

However, he clung for all he was waorth, his fingers
numbed and aching, his body cramped.

Suddenly the quick even drum of the powerful
exhaust below him was broken. It began to splutter.
They were, beyond all doubt, running out of petral.
As Billy thought this, the car came to a standstill.

Thero was the clatter of t Billy realised his

_ danger too late. A man came round the end of the
car to the petral tank and o saw Billy, perched
above that receptacle. The boy was limned in the
light from the headlamps of an approaching car.

‘The man yelled as the boy slipped off the carrier.

pull up; maybe it won’t. Whatever it does, you'll
Ikeep quiet and be good., My friends and me have all
got guns and if you want to condemn the people in
that car to death, you shout. That’s all.”

The overtaking car was obviously going to stop,
and stop it A man got out.. He wore plus
fours and a check cap, and he giggled.

“T say,” he said—and as he spoke, Billy saw he
was alone—*“can I be of any help 17
The man was Mr. Brame Sentence, and he did not

. once glance at. Billy as he approached them,

At last the Secret ‘Service man ‘has appeared! Single-
can, he  heip . Billy? Can they get ciear

Lank out for amazing atlventures in next
week's thriil-filled incidents.

ed
together?
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THE MARCH OF THE.WEED MEN

3 (Continued from page 33.)

For pandemonium reigned. Theré came the shouts
and shrieks of the ‘servants; the crsshing of glass
and the splintering of woodwork. The Weed Men,
guided by the crooks, were sweeping through the
house like a tornado, plundering, robbing, carrying
all before them.

“One fact soon became noticeable, The Weed Men,
completely guided by the wills of the crooks at first,
were now assuming an independence ; they were not
obeying the orders of: Killer Grogan and his men so
readily. Furthermore, they were looking more and
more human—and in that very process, they became
& thousandfold more horrifying. For as they grew
less like weeds, and more like Men, they increased
in height, their trunk-like legs attained a new freedom,
their arms were less like tree branches, and more like
animal tentacles,

There are dozens of the hideous monstrosities—an
army. They were marching in unison, and having
swept through Melford Lodge, they took to the main
road, increasing their speed, loping along purposefully.

“The town—the town ! cried Ton; orror.
“Don’t you understand, Hugh? They're making
for the town—and they'll kill everybody they meet !

“By Jingo!” panted Hugh. “The footpath,
Tony old man! If we take the footpath, we can
reach the town first, and give the warning.”

Wild with excitement, the two boys sped off. Fleet
of -foot they raced along a well-known footpath—a
short cut to-the town. When they arrived in the
quaint, old-fashioned High Street, they found the
street lamps already gleaming, and people were going
about their business, totally uncenscious of the menace
which was even then threatening the community.

“The Weed Men—the Weed Men ! ” shouted Hugh
andTony, as they ran through the Hi%zx Street. * The
Weed Men are coming ! Run, everybody—run ! *

The boys were halted by a number of men who
ran across the road and seized them.

“ What's wrong, young ’unt” asked’ one man
sharply.  What are you talking about ?

“The Weed Men are coming—they.are marching
on the town!” shouted Tony. * Get the women
and children indoors——"

“ Look ! yelled Hugh, pointing.

Shouts of consternation arose, for, at that moment,
the Army of Weed Men were entering the town, and
the sight of those monstrous figures, in the light of
the strect lamps, was terrifying beyond measure.
Shrieks were already going up, and. people were
running, panic-stricken in every direction. But,
thanks to the boys’ warning, most of the inbabitants
were enabled to get clear of the main road in time.

“Crash—spliiiter—crash 1 ~Utged on by the crooks,
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the monsters went through the High Street, smashing
the shop windows, and plundering to right and to
léft. But even Killer Red Grogan and bis men were
frightened now; the Weed Men were getting out
of their control. The vile creatures, in fact, were
running amok. °

k- k- k ! Bapg—bang—bang ! Some
of the bolder men, armed with rifles and shot-guns,
were Yutting up an intensive fight. But they might
as well have attempted to stop the march of a fleet
of army tanks. The bullets and the shot had no
effect whatever against the monsters.

Nick the Pole was hit, however, and he fell
screaming to the ground, to be trampled underfoot
by the ing Weed Men. E and half-
dead, he was dragged aside. Janson was the next
to fall, and, screaming with fear, he surrendered.

Killer Red Grogan, left in sole command of the
Weed Men army knew—now that it was too late—
that he had embarked upon a hopeless enterprise.,

The excitement increased ; men with great stakes
charged to the attack, only to be beaten aside. The
Weed Men, possessing the strength of giants, swept
their opponents aside, injuring many and wreaking
dreadful havoc.

As it was, Dr. Charlton appeared on the scene—
and the scientist-explorer, knowing the exact nature
of the peril, had come preparcd.

¢ Stand aside, everybody ! ” he shouted urgently.

Snap! He switched on & blinding orange-coloured
ray from a clumsy looking machine he was carrying.
That ray was not dangerous to human life, but it
was death to weeds. In the Amazon wilds, Dr.
Charlton had seen creepers and festoons of weeds
shrivel and die under the magic of that ray.

“ They're falling—they’re shrivelling up!”

went
up the ery. * Hurrah

It was true. As the orange-coloured ray struck
the Weed Men, so they shrank, they shrivelled and
fell writhing to the ground, every atom of life
destroyed.

So it was left to Dr. Grant Charlton to kill the
monstrous creatures which he, himself, had created.
When that grim work was accomplished, he burned
the Klissani-Kla seeds which remained in his
possession, and he destroyed, in the same flames,
the last remaining drop of the ** Human Life Elixir,”
the secret of which had been given to him by Yiklk,
the Indian witch doctor. of the Amazon.

One excellent result came from the startling
adventure. Killer Red Grogan, Janson, and Nick
the Pole were captured by the police, and received
a just sentence for their crimes.

Johnny Gee & Co., the cheery herces of St. Giddy's,
return next week in a ripping school yarn. One long
chuckle from beginning to end, chaps.
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THE TIN-CAN TROJANS IN
THE STADIUM OF SPECTRES.

The Football Wizards,
LICK-click-click.! Thé® tumstiles were going
merrily as the people from: Welham Town poured,
into the newly, transformed Crater—the: strong-

hold of Welham' Wanderers, the most. amazing
football club in England.

For this team. of schoolboys, consisting actually of
the twolve adopted sons.of Lord Welham,. the eccen-~
trie seientist-peer, had been making football history.
The ‘ Miracle Boys " had battled their way success-
fully through to the sixth round. of the English. Cup
Competition; and to-day they, were drawn to play
against Portstown, one of the greatest teams of the
south. It would be a m)rade, indeed, should the
boys survive the gruelling ordeal of this cup-tie. If
they did win, !hey would earn the right to play in
the semi-final

One fact in Lh(lr favour was.that they were playing
at home—in their own povel stadium. This was &
natural rock formation in. the: Derbyshire Hills,
situated, in: fact, on the: estate. of Welham Priors,
Lord Welham’s famous country;seat.

So great had the fame of the boys beeome that tens
of thousands of people were coming out to the Crater
to-day, to witness this titanic struggle. Lord Welbam
had insisted upon his “ sons.”’ doing: all the work. of.
the arena, and sinco their last: ecnpgtie- game the
Tin-Can Trojans bad transformed: the Crater.

They had improved the terracing, and railings had
been. erected, tumstxles fixed; and- now that natural
arena was looking like a.perfoctly equipped stadium.
There was no. grand-stand—there: had: been no time
to erect such a luxury—but there was ample
accommodation for a crowd of. fifty thousand.

The boys had proved themselves to be footballers

Eerie Thrills as Well as Dizzy Football in
the Grand Yarn Bek

low.

While the Referee Signalled the Kick-off for the
Cup-Tie, Three of the Wanderers” Star Players
were Fighting For Life in !he Mysury Cellars
below the: Craf

DEHIEH0EE000E0ERAREEEEE

of such outstanding brilliance that football' fans
from all parts: ofi the country wanted: to see them.
No longer did people-loak-on the Trojans as & joke:

There had been strange: and' weird’ happenings at
the Crater, of late—but the publie did'not know that
far beneath the playing pitch there existed' a great
cavern. This had actually been created, scores of
years ago, by the. fall: of a gigantic meteorite. The
Very: crater itself had been originally. formed by that
hurtling body-from Outer Space. Professor Mortimer
Zorro, thé famous archmologist, had been working in
the district for years; but only Lord Welham and
his boys knew that Zorro was really the: leader of a
desperate- gang of crooks,, and: that: be: controlled
various monstrous creatures which had remained
dormant in. the meteorite sinee its fall. Zorro, by
scientific methods, had *“ hatched ” these uuearlhly
monsters, and was using:them in his crooked work.

While the erowds poured into. the-foothall stadium
Professor. Zorro stood. far belows, in: the secret cavern.
In the flickering light of stxange flares, Zorro; with his
gaunt, lean frame, his loasely hanging arms, and his
scraggy neck, looked more like some grotesque inseet
than a human being. Round obout hinx stood half-a~
dozen men clothed in tight-fitting grey, with bird:like
masks, which gave them the-appearance of pessessing
enormous beaks.

“You have. your orders!™ Zorro was: saying.
“ There. is. big money in the stadium to-day—and
it shall be ours. Go! Act at the right moment, and
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repor., fo me later. Ihave other work to do—for I am
determined that the boys shall be beaten this day.”

The Grey Men drifted away without a word. This
place was their headquarters, and they could well
understand Zorro's concern. The more famous the
Crater became, the greater the risk of discovery—for
Zorro. To-day he was determined to get rid of the
boys.

* . * * *
JAX, the Mighty, was having a last word with
his team.
“ Portstown are a mighty hot team, brothers,”
he was saying. “If we keep cool we shall win our
way through to the semi-final. It’s going to be a hard
game, but we're in tip-top form, and we ought to win.”

“ We're going to win ! ” said Argus, the brilliant
centre-forward.

¢ Rather ! ” chorused the others.

They were fine, well-set-up youngsters, these boys.
There was some exouse, indeed, for Lord Welham’s
fad in naming them after mythological Greek heroes.
In their footer togs, with their clean, muscular limbs,
they looked like veritable gods.

It was within five minutes of the kick-off, and
Portstown were in another part of the log-building,
which served as a dressing-room for both teams.
Suddenly the door opened, and Themis, the reserve
“ Miracle Boy,” came in. He was looking wildly
excited and anxious.

“Ajax! Ajax ! he exclaimed breathlessl
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quickly, he hooked his leg round Zorro’s, and with
a sharp tug he had the Professor flat on his back.

““On him ! ”* yelled Ajax. .

In a flash, Argus and Eos had piled on top of
Zorro. With one grab, Ajax got possession of the
gun, and flung it far away, across the cavern.

“You young fools ! ”” snarled Zorro. * This mad-
ness will do you no good.”

“You tricked us, Professor,” said Ajax con-
temptuously, “ by means of Themis—one of our own
friends.”

“ And do you know why ? * gloated Zorro, almost
beside himself. I will tell you! Themis is my own
son—my own flesh and blood !

Ajax, Eos and Argus were horrified, for they had
never guessed at that relationship.

“ It's true—it’s true ! ”” muttered Themis. * Zorro
But I could not help myself, Ajax.

is my father,
His power over me.

“I understand,” said Ajax grimly. * Well, we’ll
see to it, in future, that he cannot ‘control’ you.
You owe nothing to him—he abandoned you as a
baby, and our own Chief is your legal guardian.”

Zorro’s rage had deprived him of his hold over
Themis; and the boy, pale-faced, was now full of
eagerness.

“ This way ! he panted. “I'll show you what
to do with the Professor. He had a prison'rendy
planned for you—and you shall put him into it.”

He quickly led the way across the cavern to a deep

y.

“ What is it 2’ asked Ajax. He was not only the
captain of the team, but the manager and the
recognised leader.

“ You'd better come and have a look at the rocks,
just behind the hut, here,” said Themis. * There's
an opening—a great gap—and there might be a
terrible fall of rock. Thousands of people are on
either side, and. if anything happened——""

“ All right, Il come,” said Ajax, giving a quick,
significant glance at Fos and Argus.

They seemed to understand, for they went straight
out with their leader. Themis accompanied them.
Ajax knew only too well that Themis was, in some
way, influenced by Zorro—and he was deeply sus-
picious, now, of a trick.

The four boys were unobserved as they made their
way behind the log structure and climbed the rugged
rocks. No terracing been made here, for the
rocks were far too huge and cumbersome.

* There !’ said Themis, pointing to a great gap.
* That wasn’t here this morning, was it ? It looks
like a subsidence to me. Don't you think we'd better
go in and explore ?

“* An excellent idea ! » said a grim, mocking voice,

The boys swung round—and there, facing ther,
with an automatic pistol in his grasp, was Professor
Mortimer Zorro.

The Cup-tie Sensation.

“ INSIDE ! ” hissed Zorro ominously. “ Make an
outery, and I will shoot. is gun is silent, and
no attention will be attracted. Quick! Do as

Torder!” .

There was no help for it. Ajax gave a glance at
Argus and Eos, and they plunged into the cavity
which appeared to be the entrance of a tunnel.

They stumbled on, Zorro behind them. The boys
were filled with anxiety, for it was within a few
minutes of the kick-off, and the team had no reserves
other than Themis.

Having gone down a twisting, narrow tunnel,
which sloped steeply, they presently came into the
great cavern which they had previously entered,
from a different direction.

Abruptly, Ajax went into action. Back-stepping

kind of cell, the front of which was guarded
by a great barred door.

* No, no ! sereamed Zorro.

But Themis flung back the bolts, and threw the
barred door wide open. Instantly, from the black
interior of the cavity came a number of great,
fluttering creatures. They were pale, mysterious,
jelly-like objects, transparent and ghostly. Yet they
had something of the shape of bats ; they were armed
with wicked claws and venomous fangs. :

“ The bats—the transparent bats !’ gasped Ajax,
fighting madly.

The things. were attacking him and his com-
panions. They knew, in a moment, that these
horrors were freshly hatched Space Monsters. The
boys had seen others—a hundred times larger. These
young bats, undoubtedly, had but lately been
hatcehed from the egg stage.

The Space Monsters did not attack Zorro, but
confined their activities to the boys. With a snarl
of triumph, the crook-professor fling the boys into
the cell-like cavity. Clang ! The barred door closed,
and the bolts were shot.

The boys were prisoners.
triumphed !

Professor Zorro had
* * ® * *

UTSIDE, in the March sunshine, the great
crowds were growing impatient. It was time
for the kick-off, and the teams were on the

field ; the referee and the linesmen were ready. But
three members of the home team were missing !
There had been a frantic search, but Ajax, the
captain, and Argus and Eos were missing.

“I will give them five minutes,” said the referee,
looking at his watch. “ Ajax is the captain, and he
knows the time. If he and the other two men are
not here within five minutes, the game starts.”

“But we cant play with only eight men ! pro-
tested Perseus, aghast.

The referee looked up at the packed terraces of
the Crater. He looked upon a veritable sea of faces.
The great crowds were shouting and cheering
i i —failing to 1 the reason for the

delay.
“ We must start,” said the referee grimly. “I
.
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is only fair to the Portstown players: They are here
on time—ready ‘waiting;. lﬁ | you have only eiglit
men, it is your own misfortune
The five minutes shpped awa3
no sign ofi Ajax, Argus:or Eos.
one reserve player was mmnng, too.
roars of protests, and great shouts-of excite-
ment;, the: referee ordered the teams to line up; he
blew his whistle for the.start. Thus the great cup-tie
began—with Portstown at full strength, and Welham
‘Wanderers fielding only eight men.
The Portstown players were none too pleased ;

Still there was
ven. Themis,, the

29
Zorro was standing. - He. was watehing the game,
and gloating.. With: him: stood Themis—{or: Zorro
believed that the boy was still completely under his
control. Quite suddenly, however, something had
seemed to snap- within: Phemis's brain. His loyalty
to his ““brothers’” was greater tham Zorro's will-
pow

¥ That's the third goal against. those: infernal
boys ! ** purred Zorro.. *Do-younnderstand, Themis,
my son:? They have: lost | Their reputatiom is: in
tatters:!: They will sink into the oblivion from which
they emerged.

Trans-
At

FOILED BY THE FUMES.—The

parent. Bats shot ‘up from the rocks.

the same 1t the

great clouds af smoke spread and the bats
were blotted out of sight.

ml the captain, indeed, had suggested: a further

They wero. sportemen, these First Leaguo
foutbulkn and they did not want. to take any unfair
advantage over their youthful opponents. But.the
referee remained firm.

A breathless silence fell! upon the vast. multitude
as the game began in-carnest. PHosperus had’ gono
into goal, with Hesperus acting:as pivot. Nike and
Dike were in their own positions of outside-left. and
outgide-right respectively.  Perseus took the: centre-
forward position—although he usually played'inside-
right. The boys were unablo to settlo down.
Without Ajax, m. fact, the team. was utterly dis-
organised.

The result was inevitable.

Within a minute, Portstown, slicing clean through
the Miracle: Boys' defence, Tad opened' the scoring.

groan went up from the local supporters. The
teams lined up: again; from the: kick-off, the ball
went soaring out to the wing ; it was centred smartly,
the Portstown forwards were away. Boreas and
Eurus battled hard] but it was’ uso?c:s. Again the
defence was pierced, and again Portstown scored.

Two goals within two minutes:!

And within a:rock ecavity, on that” part of the
terracing which was not ocenpied by the crowds,

.

““ Tt is not. yet. too/late ! ** said Themis in a strange,
strained voice:

Zorro swung Tound—but he was too. late. For
Themis, no longer controlled by the scientist-crook’s
will, had picked up & great chunk of hard rock.
With tremendous force he Brought it"down upon the
side of Zorro’s liead, and without a gro-u‘ the Pro-
fessor sank to the rocky floor-of the: tunnel.

Themis, who had' been the unconscious cause of
trapping his comrades, had. turned: the tables.

'Fhe Miracle Boys Win Through.
ALF-TIME!. The Trojans; three: goals down,
were, at this period, a benten: side; Nothing
short of'a miracle now could: rob Portstown of
their triumph—and their right to play in the semi-
finals:

Throughout the Crater, the: Trojans’ supporters
were making loud protests. They declared that the
game was unfair. With only 91516 men; liow could
the Miracle Boys hope to show what. they could
really do ?

Tied to the railings, all the \\"\y round _the. feld,
were of’ giant, wero
standing ready—for they had plummd to signalise a
victory for the Miracle Boys with a cannonade of
explosions. But it now appeared that those
triumphant maroons woilld never he fired.

The brief interval was over. The teams were
lining up again. . . . Suddenly a shout went up; a
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great, exultant shout. Three figures were running on
to the field, a giant of a youth in the lead. Ajax
the Mighty himself! Behind him came Argus and
Eos.

““ Hurrah !

“ They’ve come—they’ve come ! ™

The ciesnng was tumultuous. The other players
swarmed round Ajax, asking him what had happened,
where they had been.

“ There’s no time for explanations now,” rephed
Ajax grimly. “We're three goals down—and we've
got to make good! I'm relying on you to play as
you've never played before !

“We'll do our best!”
breathlessl,

The gune "had not been in progress a minute before
Ajax, as if to set the example, trapi the ball and
streaked through. Ajax saw his chance, and, like
a streak of greased lightning, he defeated opponent
after opponent, running hard, He steadied himself,

Slam ! The leather left his foot, it soared goal-
:aﬁds{’and it flashed past the custodian like a cannon-

all ! L}

promised Perseus

“ Well played, Ajax !”

Two minutes later, Argus, the centre-forward,
added another goal. ~With machine-like precision,
the Miracle Boys moved to the attack, controlling
the ball in their own inimitable way. From the wing
came the leather. With a jump Argus was upon it.
He took a shot, low and curling, a winner all the way.

“ Goal !

The miracle was happening ! W'xth only a few
minutes of the second half gone, the Trojans had
already netted twice. Portstown, previously so
supremely confident, becamed rag Instead of
concentrating upon attack, they packed their defence
—tactics that were cf no avail against the wizard-like
skill of the Miracle Boys.

In the cavern, meanwhile, Zorro recovered con-
sciousness, to find himself in the cell with the barred

He did not remain a prisoner long, however, for
the Grey Men returned, full of triumph. They
raided the main paybox, after the other money-
takers had handed in their heavy bags of silver and
bundles of notes. The crooks, in fact, had stolen
the entire takings, which amounted to some thousands
of pounds. Ordinarily, Zorro would not have gone
after such a prize; but he was out to harass the
Miracle Boys in every possible way.

Zorro, upon his release, was like a madman. The
boys had escaped him—he had lost his power over
Themis—and the Trojans were now winning.
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“The bats—the gnmt bats ! " he almost screamed.

“ Release them.

““ But, master ! B panted one of the Grey Men.
¥ Pcople will see ; they will know the secret of the
crater.”

“Let them know !” snarled Zorro. “The bats
will spread such terror and panic that hundreds of
Eeople will be trampled to death. The game will

o stopped. And those infernal boys will be dis-
credited and ruined. Release the bats, Isay!”

Not daring to disobey, the Grey Men went off to
attend to the grim work.

* * * * *
OAL!”
It was Argus again—Argus with one of his
delightful first-time shots. How the cmwds
cheered ! For the valiant boys, ﬁghtmg gamely, had
drawn level. The score stood—3-3!

Only ﬁve minutes to go. Ajax, playing the gnme
of his life his team i yre ‘rom
one of }us forward passes Perseus now had the leather.
Unselfishly, he looked round, but Argus was marked
by two of the Portstown defenders. Perseus leapt
onwards.

“ Bhoot—shoot !’ screamed the crowds.

Perseus shot. Valiantly the Portstown goalie
dived at the hurtling leather. He punched out, but
Argus’s head was ready, and back came the ball—
back into the net.

“ Goal! Hurrah!”

Never had there been such a tumult. The Miracle
Boys were leading. Dozens of supporters ignited the
fuses of the great maroons.

At that very moment the great Transparent Bats
ghot upwards from the rocks—to cast terror and
panic upon the throng. But the panic never
developed.

For as the Transparent Bats, looking grotesque
and weird, soared aloft, so the great maroons burst,
the repors being like the explosions of artillery.
Great clouds of smoke spread. And in all that
excitement the Terror Bats were not even seen;
they were smothered by the smoke. The bats them-
selves, frightened, were flying into the upper air.

nd Professor Mortimer Zorro cursed helplessly.
The game was won, and the disaster was averted by
the crowds themselves—all unconsciously.

The Miracle Boys were in the semi-finals.

Still the Miracle Boys carry on their winning way!
Another thrilling yarn of these dazzling go-ahead
Football Orphans next week, chaps.
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WHEN THE BROWN WEED
CAME TO LFFE. .

Mystery Seeds from the Amazon.

R. GRANT CHARLTON uitered a: hoarse ery
as ho stood: in the open dourway of the great
hothouse:

“Tmpossible ! He exclaimed’ incredulously.

‘“ What is it, dad 7

“ Please:!' Let's look 1"

Hugh and' Tony- Charlton, sturdy youngsters of
fifteen and sixteen, who had‘accompanied their father
to the great, glass forcing-lionse in- the Lrounds of
Melford Lodge, pressed’ eagerly against the famous
scientist-explorer in their endeavour to gain
admittance:

“Take it easy, lad said Dr. Charlton; quickly
recovering himself. * Good Heavens! I expected
something sensational—but this extraordinary growth
is almost beyond belief. That weird old Indian witch
doctor certainly-knew what lie- was talking about ! ”

“ I wish we knew what youw were: talking about,
Dad,” said Tony:

“Come inside, and I will explain,” replied’ Dr.

Charlton.
. They entered and closed'tlie door: The temperatire
inaide the great glass-House was somewliera up in: the
hundreds—a moist heat: whicl: alimost exactly dupli-
cated the conditions of the Amazon: forest, iiom
which region Dr. Charlton had recertly returned.

Thrill-Crammed Complete Yarn Telling of an
Amazing Scientific Experiment.

Mounted on those: Grotesque
Living Growths, Killer Red

Grogean and His Bandits Rode

Qut to Pillage and Destroy.

{ojofojuiojojoizloiafolojuieia ufuiogolo]
“There !’ he said} pointing. *“\Vhat

do you think of that, boys ?

They stared in wonder. The hothouse was a place
of marvellous. tropical. plants, many; of which: bore
great; exotic blossoms. But the thing he indicated
Was o towering growth of brownish-green weed which
rose. from: the.suil, unsupported, to-a. height of vine
or ten feet. The boys had: never seen anything like
it beiore—neither, for that matter, had thcir father.
The weed,. if weed: it was, loeked. like a fungoid
growth, mushroom-like in its thickness. There was
a great central stem, or trunlg reaching upwards
from. two. smailen stems, which bad thie grotesque
appeirance of logs.

Numbers: of these strange growtns, forming a
double row, stretched the length of the hothouse,
for all the world. like a company of weird soldi

“ But what are they, Dad 2" asked Hugh, staring.
“ They’re not. trees; or.even bushes; They look more
like great toadstools, without the heads.”

Dr. Charlton was gingerly fingering: one: of the

sowths; to his astonishment the brownish-greer
@bstance was as tough as leather, with som
of the elasticity of hard rubber.

“This.is not & fungoid: growth, my: boys, but an
amazing plant, which thrives only, in-certain distriets
of’ the Amazon,” said Dr. Charltom: ‘It is known
asthe Klissoni-Kla plant, and it is'said by the Indians
to contain fantastio properties. A number of seeds
were given tome by an old witch doctor named Yikk.

2
ing
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He told me that if the seeds were planted in a certain
temperature, the plants would grow to an enormous
size within a few days. Upon my word ! He was
right—for 1 only pl.vmtod thes:- seeds three days ago,
and look at the result !

“ Are the plants of any use, Dad 7’ agked Tony.

“They might be,” said Dr. Charlton, a strange
light coming “into his eyes. “I have made up my
mind to try an experiment—an amaeing, ‘revolu-
tionary experiment.”

“Listen ! " said Hugh suddenly.
rustling noise ?”

He was staring intently down the great hothouse,
but Tony was examining one of the weeds, and his
father was preoccupied,

“It's nothing,” said the latter impatiently.
“Possibly the growth of the Klissani-Kla plants. If
you watch, I daresay you will actually sce them
increase in size.”

But he was wrong. For he and his sons were rot
alone.

Three men lurked in a corner of the great forcing-
house, Tropical ferns, of enormous size and luxurious
growth, effectively screened them from view.

Little did Dr. Charlton realise, as he moved about,
that he was kept constantly covered by the muzzle
of a wicked-looking automatic pistol. For the men
behind the ferns were crooks of the most desperate
character—Killer Red Grogan, the bandit, and his
murderous  assistants, Janson and Nick the Pole.
The night before these men had broken into the local
bank at Melford Marley—the town, a mile distant.
With their loot the crooks had fled—but, instead of
making a cldan getaway, they bad broken into the
grounds of Melford Lodge, and had sought refuge in

the great hothouse, where they bad lain low.

Through the screen of ferns the daring criminals
could see everything that was going on—whilst they
themselves remained effectually hidden. Dr. Charlton
had taken from his pocket a small hypodermic
syringe and a little glass phial. Very carefully, he
charged the instrument with the liquid from the little
bottle.

“ What are you going to do, Dad ? " asked Tony
curiously.

His father turned a pair of eager eyes upon him.

“1 am about to try a little experiment, my boy,”
he said softly. “ For many months I bave worked
on this remarkable serum. The secret of it was
given to,me by Yikk, the Indian witch doctor. The
literal translation of the Indian name is * Human Life
Elixir,” The weird old witch-doctor assured me
that this serum, when injected into plants of certain
tvpes, mpxd‘ produced startling changes in those

ants.

L VN hot sort of c}mnges dad t” asked Hugh
uneasily. “I don’t quite like the sound of it. It—
it seems so uncanny.’’

“ I must confess, boys, that I really do not know,”
replied Dr. Charlton, “for this serum is new to
science. Howeyer, there can be no harm in making
an_experiment.”

He took the hypodermic syri and, with a
swift movement of the plunger, he mleoted the
needle into one of the grotesque Klissani-Kla plants.
And the plant, from its very root upwards, seered to
shudder and quiver.

“What'’s that

The' Horror of the Hothouse.
REAT Scott! Did—did you notice anything,
Dad ?” asked Tony breathlessly.
“ Strange ! ' muttered the scientist. * Yes,
Tony, I did notice something. But it may have been
a mere spasm caused by the pressure 1 applied.
But he stared almost fascinatedly at the Klissani-
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Kla plant. Nothing happened, however. But Dr.
Charlton carefully laid the hypodermic syringe aside,
together with the little phial of serum.

“It is well nigh incredible,” he said, looking up
and down the great hothouse. * Yesterday there
was nothing. To-day—there are these gigantic
growths, neither wee({ nor fungus, but something
between the two. I am beginning to think that
that old witch doctor of the Amazon was something
of a magician. Well, we can do nothing further now.
Th)s evening, perhaps, we will come back—and see

there is any further development.”

They left the hothouse, Dr. Charlton closing’and
locking the door after him. For two or three minutes
there was a tense silence ; then at last one of the
hidden crooks spoke. .

‘Gosh ! > be muttered. “I'm glad the old boy
explained these blamed weeds ! So that’s why they
grew 5o quickly during the night ¢ ”

Ve're quite safe, Janson,” murmured Killer
Grogan, with a chuckle. * You heard what the old
fossil said ? They’re not coming back until to-night."”

““ Pity there’s nothing to eat in this hole,” said
Janson grufily.

The three crooks paid no further attention to the
great weeds. They made therselves more comfort-
able, and Nick the Pole, at least, fell into a sleep.
The others, behind the screen oi ferns, felt lazily
comfortable, too, for the temperature within the hot-
house was conducive to slumber. So the hours

passed.
Swish-swish—swish-swish !
“Gosh! What's that?" . whispered - Janson

nervously. * There’s something moving out there,

“Don’t be a fool,” retorted dle I\jller. “The
door hasn’t been unlocked, an

He broke off with a sharp gasp, for at that moment
he had parted the ferns, and was taking a look into
the main body of the hothouse. What he saw caused
his shifty eyes to bulge, and the colour to flee from
his evil face.

The giant weed which Dr. Charlton had treated
with the ‘ Human Life Elixir” was writhing,
fantastically, going into all manner of contortions,
as though imbued with some devilish life. Nick the
Pole was awake by now, and he and his companions,
parting the ferns, stared in terror.

Before any of them could make any other comment,
an astounding thing hap ened. With a tremendous
wrenching and tearing, the great weed jerked itself

ree of the ground, coming up completely by the
! It staggered into the wide pathway, and
stood there like something alive, swaying, its roots

. slithering on the stonework.

Incredibly enough, the great weed had now taken
on the vague

It mwl\red for ten or twi el‘«e feet nnd
“limbs " were like great legs: two
eprouting branches, which came out of the trunk,
were waving uncertainly to and fro, and the sprouting
growths at the ends of the branches were not unlike
great fingers, Perched at the top was a bulbous
shape, and it seemed to the terrified crooks that a
vague thing, like a caricature of a human head, was
forming.

“ Run—run ! ” screamed Nick the Pole.

He was panic-stricken—as, indeed, were his

For that f ic weed had taken
on a life of its own; it was a thing of unutterable
horror. A Weed Man !

As the crooks moved from behind the screen of
ferns, the giant weed slithered forward, its move-
ments not unlike those of a great animal. There was
no escape. The men would have to pass the mon-
strosity if they were to escape from the forcing-house
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Thud—thud—thud !

Killer Red Grogan had pulled out a heavy, auto-
matic pistol, fitted with a silencer., He fired again
and again, and the bullets thudded harmlessly into
the fibrous trunk of the Weed Man.

¢ Back—back 1"’ panted Grogan hoarsely.

He was talking to his companions, but it was the
Weed Man which obeyed. It halted and then it
shifted backwards. The three men watched with
sudden wonder—with relief, For that thing, that
vile weed growth, was heeding—was obeying !

Red Grogan was no coward, and now that he had
recovered his scattered wits, he moved forward.

“Back ! ” he commanded sternly. **Move away
from me, you infernal monster !

It was his tone, rather than his words, which had
the effect. The Weed Man did not hesitate, it shrank
away, slithering on the stones, backing as com-
manded.

“Tt obeys—it obeys! " gloated Red Grogan.

As he spoke the words an idea came to him—as
fantastic and as grotesque as anything that had yet
happened. With burning eyes, Red Grogan seized Dr.
Charlton’s hypodermic syringe. He charged it
from the phial, and with an evil chuckle, he injected
another of the great weeds. He went from plant to
plant, injecting them all.

“ Have you gone mad ? "’ panted Janson in horror.

“ No ! ” gloated Killer Grogan. “ But these things
are slaves in our hands—and here we have a small
army of them—ready to do our bidding!”

The Might of the Weed Men.

'RASH—bang—crash !
G,“ Dad! What can that be ?”.asked Hugh
Chariton, in wonder. - e
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He and Tony were just setting out from the house
in the dusk of the evening to visit the hothouse again.
“ It's very strange,” said Dr, Charlton, frowning.
“That was the cracking of glass—and the sounds
came from the hothouse itself ! What on earth can

it mean ?
* Look ! ” shouted Tony suddenly. * Oh, Dad!”
They all stood stock still on the garden pathway ;
Dr. Grant Charlton turned pale and haggard at
what he saw. <
Streaming from the great hothouse came a number
of fantastie shaj ang rehed on the ‘ shoulders *
of the second, third and fourth were three cvil-looking

THE GHOUL OF THE GLASSHOUSE.
Dr. Charlton and the boys halted in
orror. r from the hothouse burst
a fantastic weed-like shape that yet
resembied a human being.

men ! ‘It was evident to Dr. Charlton, in that first
glance, that the three men were directing and guiding
the “army.”

And what an army ! Living weeds, each one of
them towering twelve to fifteen feet into the air—
horrible growtgha. bearing the shape of human beings,
with long waving arms and us heads, in
which glowed bleary, glassy looking eyes ! :

“Run, boys—run!" panted Dr. Charlton.

“But, Dad! What—what are they ! asked

Hugh.

“The weeds—the weeds!” replied his father,
hoarsely, *“They have come to hfe. It is 3
Yikk told me—only I was fool enough to disbelieve
his story.. Run, boys, run!” :

Eventhen, it was too late.! The Weed M
marching upon them, and they came with
speed. slithering, sliding, swaying, and ro
sight, in the twilight, was terrifying beyond

In a moment, Dr. Charlton and his sons w
taken ; they were sei by the tentacle-like arms
of the monsters. With an incredibly powerful swing
they were flung high into the air.

Mercifully, they all tumbled into a great tangle o
bushes, and they.came off with seratches and bruises.
The two boys, finding their feet in a flower-bed lost,
sight of their father. And they could only stare
towards the house. Ay -

(Continued on page 26.)
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THE ? SHIP !

The Storm.
CI LEOPATRA, chameleon ship of the Seven Seas,

wwas cornered at last. Lying in a small, natural

harbour on the South American Coast, thousands
of miles from the scene of their last exploit,  leopatra’s
captain and crew had hoped to take on still another
fresh disguise in which to continue operations. But
at dawn, the exit from the harbour was quite suddenly
blocked by the lean, long grev. shape of a big sub-
marine. There were guns directed toward (leopatra’s
decks—and the submarine flew the flag of Honduria,
a State world famous for its penury.

“It is the blood money they are sceking,” Captain
Duncan .declared, bitterly. * Ever since those
European (‘o\ernmente put a price on Clcopa{ma
capture, we've been a floating Ishmael ship.’

A boat was pulling away from the side of the big
submarine. In its stern sat a stout, pompous officer
covered with gold braid.

“ We haven't a dog’s chance !’ the elder of the
two Rostern Biothers whispered, disgustedly. *It's
a good job Bob isn't here. He and the amphibian
represent our sole remaining hope.”

Less than twelve hours ago, Bob Rostern had
been sent away in the amphibian flying machine
that Cleopatra carried. There were certain stores
that were urgently ibi
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Grand Complete Sea Tale Telling of the

Ship of 100 Disguises.

7 (0~ D =
S

How the Captain of the Tramp

Ship “Cleopatra” Became an

Admiral —and Top Dog in a
Treasure Hunt.

CECOEO0E00E0EEEEAEER

Duncan gx'unted “Who the blazes are you,
anyway ?’

The Hondurian officer swelled visibly, “T am ze
Admiral Vertigo—ze President of ze State!” he
announced, striking his chest.

“ Vertigo, eh 7> Duncan’s tone was disgusted.
“Well, if. you think there’s going to be any irons
used, you're wrong ! **

Anxiously he glanced skyward, hoping that the
arrival of Bob Kostern and the amphibian might
somehow create a- diversion in Cleopatra’s favour.
But the skies were black with stormclouds that
threatened to break any minute.

“It is ze flying machine for which we look is,
eh ?”’ the Hond Admiral
‘¢ Zis machine, sefior, came down into ze sea laxst
night, many miles frem ’ere but quite close to ze
submarine.” 8o now ze machine is ours and ze pilof
is prisoner.”

Duncan’s face grew grim and white.

“ Ze boat awaits !’ Vertigo was shouting now to
make himself heard; thoroughly alarmed at the
rapidity with which the storm was developing. The
submarine was blotted from view, lost in the greyness
that was blackening every moment.

Captain Duncan saw a chance and took it. * Go to
blazes!” he yelled and stepped forward a pace,
hitting Vertigo on the jaw with all his might. The
pompous Admiral crumpled like a burst balloon.

With a cheer Cleopatra’s crew jumped to the attaclk.
The clashing of weapons, and the shouting of the

the .
represented the best and quickest way of obtaining

them.

The submarine’s boat touched. Pompously the
fat officer mounted the ladder. His podgy hand was
waved towards Cleopatra’s waiting crew—he spoke
in broken English. * Ze pigs will go over ze side—
one by one. Upon ze submarine, irons for ze arms

“and ze legs are awaiting !
“You seem mighty sure of yourself ! Captain

s mingled with the shrieking of the gale
and the sullen hiss of the foam-covered, boiling
waves

The Hondurians made a poor show in spite of
their drawn cutlasses. Resistance was the last thing
they had anticipated. They went down beneath
the rushing feet and fists of Cleopatra’s crew, and in
lees than ten minutes every single man of them was
a prisoner.

A\ Taks tham. below:—and clay-ehn, totropat- e
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them a dose of their own medicine 5 *” Dunean ordered,
bawling to make himself heard. * Then get up the
anchor—full speed ahead before the storm passes !’

Cl ra seemed to rise to the waves much better
'when the anchor was up and the engines at full speed.
Slowly at first, she fought her * way seawards.
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had suddenly rippled the sea’s surface. She broke
water along her entire gigantic length a moment later,
and lay there glistening in the sun. The hatchway
of the conning tower opened.

Upon Cleopatra’s bndge, Captain Duncan stood
erect in all the glory of the Hondurian Admiral’s

inky heavens. The sea was
an inferno that buffeted Cleopatra as though she were
& cork, Of the submarine there was now neither
sight nor sound.

Toward evening the storm subsided. Leaving the
bridge in charge of the Second Officer, Captain
Duncan went below for a spell, taking the elder
Rostem with him for a council of war.

“T'm turning the ship right Tound immediately
dubus;;inlb he said, when the door was el

shook the forked ligh
eut, and slashed trom the

locked.
“ But—but the submarine?’ Rostern’s voice
betra: alarm as well as bewilderment.
“H the submarine is still whem we left her—as I

uniform. His chest and stomach Frolrudod
unnaturally by means of two effectively placed
cushions. A string of flags hung from Cleopatra’s
masts, men in Hondurian naval uniforms moved
smartly about,the deck.

“ They’re coming !>’ Rostern’s voice was a hoarse
whisper of excitement. A boat of the collapsible
ype woa being lowered gently to the smooth water.

A cheer, instantly stifled, rose unbidden to the
throat of Captain Duncan as he saw the familiar
figure of Bob Rostern assisted over the side.

The submarine's boat pusted off and moved
towards Cleopatra with steady, even strokes. * Pass
the word for the men to be ready, n warned,
and cast his eve to whero half a dozen of his crew

“ people will to see
Eﬂ-': There was a twinkle in (_aptnm Dunean’s eye.
We've got a Hondurian flag in the Store Locker, I

** Good Lord !** Rostern said, as an inkling of the
scheme dawned upon him,

““Through their glasses, the submarine officers
will see me standing on the PErilge in Admiral

Vertigo’s outfit—and fen to one they’ll jump to the
conclusion that the Admiral has captured the ship,”
an eontinued. ‘“And then we’ll signal for the
risoner—Bob—to he sent aboard under escort !
ey’ll be surprised—but there’s quite a good chance
that they’ll obey !

The Battle at Sea.
AWN heralded a perfect day. The coastline
:}]cho‘wed up like a distant haze, rapidly growing
rer.
A yell from the look-out man heralded action.
A away, the p of the

hidden from the sight of the submarine,
Tkese men were all picked swimmers, with weapons
between their teeth, ready to plunge overboard and
tackle 'the submarine’s boat at the frst sign of
hesitation.

Nearer came the submarine’s koat. Dun-an eould
see the surprise and the dawning bope upon Bob
FRostern’s face. Only ore hundred yards separated

THE SWIMMING S8QUAD.—The Hondurians,

surprised at the suddenness of the attack,

were unable to stop the swimmers, who

seized the ‘.t" the boat and over-
ur

Bob from his friends, when, suddenly, a hoarse shout
went up from one of the oarsmen. A hand clutched
the arm of the officer in command of the boat.
Excited Hondurian voices carried across the waters.
“Up and at ’em ! Duncan ordered, tersely, and
the swimmers leaped over the side instantly.
S\mnltaneously, Cleopatm 's engines woke to
uwr = and thrown into tempomry conman:m,

were he
oaxsman at sixes and sevens, when the swimmers
reached Qlwm. The attackers seized the boat upon
ite starboard side—and overturned it with ease.
In a few seconds, the Hondurians were swimming for
life, weighed down with heavy uniforms, weapons
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abandoned. One of the swimmers grabbed Bob
Rostern’s armpits and struck out strongly in the
direction of Cleopatra.

It was all over in less than ten minutes. Bob was
dragged aboard Cleopatra—the swimmers, amidst
the frenzied cheering of their colleagues were also
hoisted to the deck. Then the vessel ran for her life
—and not before time. Slow as the submarine’s crew
might be, they were in action at last. A shell
sereamed over Cleopatra’s funnels and plunged into
the sea thirty yards away.

The- qucwedmg minutes were hectic. The man at
the wheel, obeying Duncan’s orders implicitly, threw
the ship first this wav, then that way. Shells
sereamed overhead and pitched all around. But the
wvessel did not succeed in increasing her distance from
the piwsuing submarine by so much as & yard.

Thé shells were coming closer now—the submarine’s
gunnety oflicr was getting the measure of ( copatra’s
tactics, hit the chameleon ship
just. above S i e holing her badly. A
second of equal calibre carried away the funnels.

“Torpedo astern,” the look-out yelled, suddenly,
and as ( leopatra swung viciously upon a fresh course;
the great tin death-fish tore past, not two yards away.
Then a third shell went home—below the water-line
this time, so that instantly all available hands had
to be rushed to the pumps.

Abruptly, Duncan took charge of the wheel.
“ Qur last throw,”” he commented, as Rostern looked
at him inquiringly. He rang down to the engine-room
for three-quarter speed, and held a fixed course,
until the gap between (leopatra and the submarine
had lessened considerably. Then he called urgently
for full speod, and hurled (leopatra’s nose straight at
the glistening steel back of the underseas monster.

“We'll ram her,” he gritted and held his breath as
the boat responding nobly, leaped forward -to
vengeance.

Duncan had gauged the courage of the Hondurian
officers excelle..uy, Before the menace of ‘Cleoputra’s
sharp hows, they lost their nerve and screamed out
orders to submerge.

Duncan took Cleopatra straight out to sea, the

BOYS’' MAGAZINE.

No 578
“Found out anything,” Bob inquwed as the
Cnptmn returnd

o0od deal,”” Duncan said, and wiped his hands.
"The submarine was headed for our bay of refuge
long before your ’plane was seen, Bob. Admiral
Vertigo has a cache of money and valuables hidden
near the bay only a mile or two inland—hidden in &
place known only to himself and two of his chief
officers. Popularity and position, in Honduria, are
usuzally of short and uncertain duration—hence the
idea ol having one’s—er—savings hidden away.”

* Good Lord,” Bob Duncan said, startled. *So
that was it !

In the hour preceding dawn, Cleopatra limped back
into the Bay. With engines silent, she drifted
towards the shore for the last half-mile. Then,.
suddenly, Bob Rostern clutched Captain Duncan’s -
shoulder. * She’s there,”” he hissed. £ C losoinshnre.'}

“I saw her two minutes back, laddie,”” Duncan
said, and altered the ship’s course sl h(lv * Nobw:
much of a lonL out aboard her or they’d Kave spotted
us long ago.”

Drifting clouds obscured  thie “moon. ~ Steadily,
Cleopatra- moved to the sheltered-side of the hay,
dropping anchor very qmeny “whien she, lay -in_he
shadow of an overhanging ¢ n hiour (odawn,”
Duncan * whispered (o Bob. "\’\'e IOy omg boatd
that submarine, Bob.”

Terise, breathless sllen(e hung over the hip” u
weapons were_handed. out to the assemblod crew.
Only three men were left behind—all ‘of. them
wounde«l in the previous day’s fighting. -

iverything in silence. First the look-out men—
if we can get them without noise, then we'll take the
rest of the ship section by section,” Duncan decided.
“He turned to Bob. *Try to find the control room,
Bob, and hold it for us if you can,” he direeted

The moon had dipped for the last time : }he yughb
was pitilessly black. With weapons between their
teeth, (leopatra’s men swam. steadily to where the
great steel fish lay glistening. They climbed aboard.

Five minutes PBSSG(\ To Bob Rostern thev scemed
an age as he lored ‘the ship

pumps cl and g under the d
efforts of those who strove to keep back the inrushing
waters.

- The submarine reappeared—but she was quite two

* miles distant. Her guns spoke afresh, but now the
shells were well wide.

_The Surprise Attack.

'O lighten the ship and help keep her aflout, most.
of the cargo had to be jettisoned. The feelings
of Duncan and Bob Rostern as they saw their

miscellaneous stores and supplies dropped overboard,
were murderous. W lthouh these stores they had no:
means of disgui hip- means of
her—no means of supportu\g her:
“ There's only one posslbla chance for us,” Duncan
said, when the ship was riding a little easier. * We
must go back to the hiding place we've just left—
and human nature being what it is, that will be the
last place anyone will think of lookmg for us. I'm
going to give orders to the navigating officer to turn
back once darkness falls.
interview Admiral Vertigo.”
Neither of the Rostern brothers accompanied
Duncan on his visit to the Admiral. Duncan’s
hods of drawing i were offective, but
far from nice.

g

And’ then, I'm gowg to

every” secmul‘ Then quite suddenlv u.e slkvn(s was
finall; 1 by a thin, high-pitchied yell of fear
from below. Swittly, p&ndemomum Lroke loose.

“ Keep together, mon. Don’t scatter,” Duncan’s
powerful voice was the rallying signal for (lopctra’s
crew. Foot by foot, they fought their way from
stem to stern of the underwater boat.

From the shore, fresh shouts came. rlme were
shots, too, mcreasmg to a reguldr volley:
Duncan summed up the situation. The surpxumg\
weak resistance aboard the submarine was a’bv‘iausly
that of a skeleton crow—the main crew had landed,
probably in search of Vertigo’s treasure.

_A last rush. d the. d: ders were over

Thoy went- down, to be seized and trussed—hhose

of fthem who remained conscious—by
sailors.* Then, swiftly, Duncan led the y back
to the deck—just in time to meet a horde of swimmers
“from "the shore.  As the Hondurians tried: to climb
the steel sides, they were hurled back into the water,
Bob Rostern; alone in the - control- -room, was
working despgrately to get the submarine:to move,
“Anything moving, Bol b2 **Duncan’s face framed
the dporway of the control-room.
“Yes. "Us,”” Bob said, i wietly, and almost as he

' spoku the submarine begari:to glide, quietly, slowly,

(Continued on page 12.)
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