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Customer (who has sent for the manager): Oh, | have a serious complaint.

Manager : Sir, this is a restaurant—not a nursing-home !
(Football to W. Rusnron, 42, Furnival Street, Crewe, Cheshire.)

A BARGAIN !

CusTOMER (lo pawnbroker) : How much is this coat
worth ?

PawNBROEER : About four shillings !

CustomeRr : Good, I'll have it then, it was marked
30 shillings outeide.
(Fountain pen to R. Baremax, 9, Amhurst Road,

Hackney, B.8.)

JOKE COUPEON,

Stick on pestcard and send with your favourite
joke to the JOKE EDITOR. S

35/3(33.  }

Laensnsnsnarannias §

WINDY.

serceanNt: Hello, beauty, where have you blown
from ?

Recrore . Came i with
the last deaft, sir!
(Founiuin pen lo-—-

5. REY=orps, 7, New:

castle Ave., Blackpoal.)

ELEATING.

Crerk : How did you
get on with the bess about
& rise ?

Orrce Bovy: Oh, he
was like a lamb ! He just
said baa !

(Fountain pen to T:omas
Frxprer, 9, Hegh Séreet,
Smallthorne, Stoke-on-
Trent, Staffs.)

A GOOD SEAT.

" How do you like our
show, Bob ? "

“ Well, zur, if I warn’t
sittin’ down ['d feel like
I was wastin® time.” you have?
(Foundain pen (o Ewmsest 2

Bobby: Ten!

Colchester; Essex.) S.E.18.)

Uncie : How many fingers have you, Bobby?
Unmncle : Well, if four were missing, what would

" Bobby : No more music lessons !
Coares, 10, Chape! St., (Football to A. J. Cookg, b6, Griffin Road, Plumstead,

SPARE.

Joek dashed into the shop where he had recently
purchased a bieyele.

“It’s about the bike, mon,” he said.

‘“ Hasn’t it arrived yet 7 asked the shopkeeper.

“TIt has,” snid Joek. *“ But where’s that free
wheel you spoke about
(Pountain pen to H. Granam, 20, Heathbourne Road,

Stacksteads, Bacup, Lancashire).

THE CULPRIT.

Junee (sharply): Are you the defendant in the
case ?

Mirp-EvED PrisoNEr: No, sir, I have a lawyer
to do all the defending. I'm only the man who stole
the goods !

_ (Fountain pern to Hexwy Davies, 4, Hendon Street,

Kemptown, Brighton).

SCENT.
You want twopennyworth of some-
thing, but you've forgotten
what it is ?

Boy: Yes; but you’ll
find the smell in the bottle!
(FPountain pen to L. R.

Errmer, Seuwth FRoad,
Haywards Heath, Sussex.)

THE BARE IDEA.

Teacnsr: Now, Johnny,
ean you tell me what a
skeleton is ?

Jomnny : Yes, sir!
Bones with the boy rubbed
off !

(FPountain. pen to JAMES

Lowe, 6, George Street,

Hindley, near Wigan).

CHEMIST :

BOXED.

GexT. @ bair is
falling out. Could you
give me something to
keep it in ?

Bamssr : Yes, here’s a
cigar box !

(Fountain. pen to EDGAR
Crrrr, Tanhay, Golant,
Par, Cornwail).
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OUR GRAND BOAT | | NEW THRILLS! WAITE HOT DRAMA AND A
RACE SPECIAL. You'll | | BAFFLING MYSTERY IN THIS GRIPPING YARN.
Enjoy Every Yarn in this
Splendid Number, Chaps.

A Stiﬁ Test. il.--I....-..ll--llIﬂl.l...--l'l.l-....'ﬁ:' Blue ha‘d his ot metho(]s .“_pibh

H i s the Cambridge crew.
* A LL right, you men—get 3 Falcon Swift, the Mag.s ! i umbil%ﬂn in life was to
Ef\?;e ! f{::?ggioggcéﬁlﬂ : Monocled Manhunter, : :lt]rokflpsamb;idgei;o victory for
, ] H e third year succession,
bridge siroke. : Solves the Secret of the £ .3 inowing Chick's ability as
To a rowing enthusiast E Cambndge Stroke. # a waterman—the lad had been
it was a stirring ecene. s & brought up on the lower reaches
The banks were crowded = T sesnas smenensn® Of the Thames and knew the
with Cambridge men, amongst river’s every mood —the famous

whom was Falcon Swift, a famous Old Blue. Out Blue had persuaded Falcon Swift to send Chick up
on the sparkling river two, long, slender racing shells  to Cambridge. In this, his Freshman’s year, the lad

were jockeying into position. had been selected for the honour of steering the
Bill Nye leant forward and spoke in a low tone to  Light Blues in the boat race.
Chick Conway, his coxswain. The triple rowing t was the last day of the Trial Eights on the

All the characters in the stories printed in this paper are fictitious. The names do mnot
refer to any living person or persons.
No. 577.—March 25, 1933, OUT EVERY SATURDAY,
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sheltered waters of the "W Thames, On the
morrow they were i Putney for the fort-
night,’aminingweru:e ionship course before

e race.

At the pistol bark the two crews went away with
a quick, e?e&n rush that sent the shells leaping from
under them like living things.

No. 2 boat, differently coached, was keeping up
splendidly. BSide by side they awept down river in a
gruelling race.

Chick leaned forward. The post signalising the
last mile flashed by, and mow the strain wu t.e i
enormously. Both crews were ro
main. The flashing oars were pullmg.
thirty-six strokes to the minute, and cpeedmaluzg

A quarter of a mile from the boathouse Bih Nye's
crew flashed ahead. Finishing splendidly, they won
the trial by three lengths.

The big, fair-haired stroke seemed far from his
usual conti dent, cheery self, however, as he came out
of the showers and spoke to Chick.

*“ Look here, is your boss coming back to Coll. with

_you ?* he asked in a low voice.
Why, yes,” answered Chick wonderingly.

As an undergraduate Chick had to * keep term,”
that is spend a certain number of mights in his
College, and Falcon Swift was driving the youngster
back to his rooms at Cambridge that afternoon.

“1 want to see him,” said Bill Nye urgently.
‘S'Wguld guaekhm t.omeaiix‘;;amﬁle()ld&mnof

t us to-night ! It's really ent.”

Ch.lg; conse.:lﬁd But he wondered urxgmghﬁly at
the reason. And Falcon Swift, queerly enough, had
little to say on the matter when he was informed of it.

The Radio Mystery.

HERE was an unwonted sparkle in Falcon
Bwift's eyes, however, as they passed through
the great wrought-iron gateway. Rousing

memories came back to him of this, his old college at
Cambridge.

The 0%:! Court_of St. Agnus College, Chw!mdga,
is typical of the University m its monastic
It was almost deserted row, shimmering in moon-

ﬁmrng at

No. 577
p-upo-l.we'nhnvo mmu.-mmﬂ

"Guod thnt‘nwhnt!wanted,"mﬂlhe(kmbrﬂgs
rowing dtnlm, lcrvuﬂy

His rooms were in a cloistered, old-world house
overlooking che college, The study into which the
detective and Chick were shown had an_air of
scholarly seclusion. There was a usion of books,
chemistry shelves filled with bottles, and a
chemieal-stained sink near the window. A somewhat
incongruous note was struck by a large and ornate
wireless receiving set on the table,

Falcon Swiit and Chick hid themselves in a
board concealed by a curtain, and they had
dicta; with them.

Not long after they had concealed themselves Bill
N s manservant knocked on the door and announced

. Rufus Kernahan.”

H came across the roem with hand outstretched.
“Ah, how d'you do, Mr. Nye ! Too goodofyonto
see me. Hi honoured, I assure you.

The Cambridge stroke ignored the hand. He
leant ngmmt the mantelpiece, pale, cold, and im-

Kemubnm short, fat, and sallow, wﬁhmﬂy
blaek rna,glm of hair and a hooked nose. He con-
veyed a mtmcﬂy unpleasant pieture to the clean-cut

row
hn.t. do you want with me, Mr. Kernahan 1!

beukeddn'ecy “Is it about the boat race?
Because Camhndgu will win ; I can tell that.”

Mr. Kernahar smiled genﬂy 2 we could
fix thmy." be said, making a suggestive gesture
towards the mmlem

Bill Nye started, his face paled.

“ Never! You scoundrel 1*’ he cried. He stepped
threateningly towards the rascally bookmaker.

Kernahan leaped back, his hand reaching for the
electric lightswimh.mdp]mmummiu kness.
Instantly Swi from his place of
concealment, his powerful torch switched on.

Then Kernahan did a He had made
nn:nhast.lnublemthe andmwtm.ha

light, backed by the numerous archwa; loi
and the towering spire of the college i Almost—
but not quite deserted. For Bill Nye came rushing
over to the detective and assistant.

“ He's due to turn up at my ropoms any moment
now,” he exclaimed ; * the ecoundrel !

Falcon Swift’s monecle glimmered in the moonlight

s he screwed it in.

“ You have not told us,” he said quietly, “but I
believe the visitor you refer to is Rufus Kernahan,
the big bookmaker.” The detective turned to Chick.

*“ This erook is laying two to one against Cambridge
all over the place. gory generous odds, eh ! Every
Cambridge man has been snapping up those odds.

“ And if Cambridge lose—— ? " queried Chick.

* Our friend, Kernahan, will scoop in a fortune,”
said Swift grimly. He t.umed to Bill Nye. *“ You
ssy he's coming to see ¥ this bookmaker who
ruined your younger brot.het 1

Bill Nye flushed. It was true his yo
had betted heavily and lost huge sums to E raaeal]y
bookmaker while at Cambridge. So sériousl,
depleted the family fortunes, indeed, that 111 Nye
himself was said to be doing some private work in
chemistry and physies, to keep him at the "Va.rmty.

“I1i he thinks he'll buy me over to betray the
crew. " he breathed indignantl -.

Falcon Swift permitted hu:nself a shght smile.

“He’s got another guess coming if he tries that,”
he snapped. * Listen. I'll hide in your rooms with
a recording dictaphome. If he makes any such

strength that d amazing, he lifted the wireless
set in his arms and burled it at the window.

Or-ash ! It shattered the window with a sound
like an explosion, and dropped in the court outside, -
but no erash of its fall was heard.

The truth was that, down in that darkened court,
one of Kernahan's accomplices was waiting to receive
it, and he dashed away with the mysterious wireless
set and disappeared.

A strangled yall——hka a wild ery of terror—had
burst from Bill Nye's lips as he witnessed the act.
He seemed ?m But Faleon Swift and
Chick made a oombmed rush at the bookmaker and
ll:-;:lwam them the two sleuths quickly secured .

“He's mad, I think, but we’ll have him o rrested
for this—"" Falcon Swift e]a.c\ﬂated
Then he looked at Bill Nye, E:Em
famous Cambridge rowing Blue was
lips. He trembled. His eyes were shadowed wlt.h a
wild, ungovernable terror and remorse.
“ You—you hound ! he choked, s over
the bookmﬁ’:er with fists clenched. oy
Rufus Kernahan, in the grasp of the two detectives,
. He locked dishevelled, but gloatingly
triumphant.
lr.%: muhabﬂ del.wﬂ?fd to ‘t:nrlho destmnﬁm,
”)l !l’ ““ A1l I.n‘l;ii Ilipl
ficantly there.
Fdoon Swift took affairs in ha.m:l
tlmpolloa and make a charge,”’ he said brusquely.

* We'll call -



Amazing Developments in the

But Bill Nye quickly interposed. Terror and chill
dread rang in his voice.

“ No, no; let him go! I won’t make a charge—I
can't ! "’

Rufus Kernahan shook himself free and spoke
slowly and impressively; the words purred from
his mouth with a terrible, deadly venom.

“ If you'd done n.nything, I should have let every-
thing go, Mr. Nye. I'm in this deep. You under-
stand 7’

No answer, he shrugged, and turning, went out
of the room, while Bill Nye sank into a chair and
buried his face in his hands. The sporting detective
stood over him.

* You yielded to a moment of weakness in
letting him go,” he said, quietly. ‘Mr. Nye,
won’t you tell me about it, all about the

A RADIO RIDDLE.—Falcon i

Swift stepped from the cup- }

board, his torch flashing. :

Wonderingly he saw the i

bookmaker seize the wire- |

less set and -hurl it out of i
the window,

secret that
Kernahan ie
holding over
your head? ”

There was a pause, then the rowing man said in an

agitated voice. “ I—I can’t. IfI told you it would
release forces that would turn London into a place
of fear—into a charnel house.’”

The detective and Chick looked at one another,
baffled. What lay behind the mystery of the stolen
wireless set ?

Playing Straight.

HICK never forgot the next few days on the
Putney to Mortlake course. It seemed that the
Cambridge crew, who had displayed such

splendid dash and speed on the sheltered waters
of the Cam, were utterly unable to.struggle with
tidal conditions on the Championship course; were
going all to pieces.

Of course it was not so. Chick knew what was
wrong, and he was deeply dismayed and troubled.

For one thing they had a new coach. He was a
famous old Cambridge Blue, but he followed the crew
in the launch on the first day and through the mega-
phone poured a eontinuous stream of criticism on
their luckless heads.

* Terrible, terrible ! * he cried. ** Your style is all

Master of Masks Next Week. 5

wrong. You're not getting into it correctly. Yon
don't go forward all the way—and you’ve got a bad
check in the boat.”

And Bill kept silent. Whereas he should have
stopped the shell there and then in midstream and
explained ; asked to show what they could do under
his system.

They were a light crew, beautifully balanced, and
there were three old Blues in the boat besides Bill
Nye. But their style was not orthodox.

3 There is but one good stroke, and that is the old
English one,” said the coach sententiously. “ Body
forward all the way, shoulders back faster ihan the

slide, weight on the blades when they dip—it’s the
only stroke for the tide water."

Bill Nye should have {:ut him right gently, yet
firmly. But he gave in listlessly, though his eyes were
haunted.

As aresult the Cambridge crew proceeded to unlearn
all it had learned. And therein lay tragedy. At the
end of the first week the men were listless, worn out
and rowed to death. Confidence was smashed.

In desperation Chick at last 'phoned up Faleon
Swift to inform him of the turn events were taking.
I'he Monocled Manhunter had been trying to traec
down Rufus Kernahan, but he had found that
gentleman strangely elusive.

The Monocled Manhunter came down to Pubnefr,
‘and saw the crew as they skied the shell. He scarcely
knew them. They moved without energy, withoub
ambition. But Bill Nye looked the worst of the lot ;
his face was pale and drawn, almost ghastly.

* Good heavens ! *’ the Sporting Detective exclaimed
when he had got Chick away. ‘‘ What is the matter?”

“ It’s the new training,”’ the young cox said
succinetly. * They’ve been rowing twenty miles a
day, bawled at ulf the time by the coach because
they can’t get the new stroke. But that's not the
worst of it,”’ he added. ** 1t’s poor Bill Nye. They
sense the change in him. They know he's in trouble
—and it’s got them all worn down to shadows."
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Falcon Swift, as an old Blue, knew that queer
things can happen to a rowing crew during intensive
training. They can go off form, and it is hard to
the trouble. The detectivesought out.the Cambridge
stroke in the boathouse.

“ Look here, Bill Nye,”” he said directly in.a low
tone. ““ You're not selling the crew to Kernahan
excusge my being blunt—are you 1’

The fair giant looked up haggardly ; but he looked
Faleon Swift straight in the face,

“ No,” he said quietly, passionately. * What
I'vedone, I—1"ve done all for the best. Look here,”
he added on a sudden inrpulse ; “ T'm going to speak
to the men, and ‘perhaps—after the race—you'll
understand.”’

He gathered the crew round him in the boathouse,

* Look here, men; I'm going to stick to my old
methods,”” he said briefly. * I—I thought T might
be wrong. ‘But'the coach is wrong, and I:am right.”

They -stared at him.

“* You mean we're going back to the old:style, row
the way we used to 1™

“Yes,” said Bill Nye. “ T1'll speak to the «coach,
explain my theories. Yourest a bit—then we'll show
'em. We're going to have the courage of our con-
victions, and row all .out to win,”

Such a cheer went up then in the boathouse as
might have been heard a mile away. The spirit of
the rowing men seemed to soar from that moment.
For Bill Nye waswith them again.

There was a trial that afternoon over the course
from Putney to Mortlake, and it was in somewhat
choppy water. But it astounded the watchers and
confounded all critics. For suddenly Cambridge
had got back their dash and verve. Ther timing
mystified the coaches, for they dropped when by all
the laws.of watermanghip they should have guickened.
But they shot the two bridges in perfect style, and
finished the eourse in under twenty minutes.

After the trial Faleon Swift took his young assistant
apart.

* Bill Nye's playing a straight deal, of course—
according to'his lights,’’ he said. ** But he’s juggling

‘with immense forces that may be beyond his control.
And to-night, laddie, T've an idea we may come to
the crux of the matter.”

The Night Marauder.

T was ten o'clock, and Bill Nye, the Cambridge
stroke, sat in his room alone, distrait and restless ;
watching and waiting, listening and starting at

every sound.

While at Putney the Cambridge crew were staying
st the Raleigh Club, which was a rambling old ‘house,
abutting on the river mear the towing path. Bill
Nye occupied one of the topmost rooms, and to-ni
he waa: ing a wisitar who would possibly arrive
without anmouncement -snd ‘in the most uncon-
ventional manner.

Unknown to him, there were -others also expecting
the same visitor,

Up on the great flat roof Falcon Bwift, the Monoeled
M ter, .crouched ‘with Chick Conway, hi
a-sistant. They werescanning the sky as'they waited
behind a chimney stadk. 1t was a fairly light might,
but there were low, scudding, fleecy clouds.

There was a drone ; it did not swell to much more
than @ muffled roar.

“Ah! Here it ecomes, Chick !’ exclaimed Falcon

Swif,
presently there n;&bumd from out of the elouds
ﬂdmppe lower over the roof, became

But,
& helicapter.
almost stationary.

Falcon Swift thad received a ryport from the Air
Ministry that e unlicensed ‘machine ‘of this type

hin *

—

No. 577
had been observed. And to him it formed a very
strong clue. g =

* Look, Chick!" he wexclaimed in & low tone;

“ a rope ladder !’ :

From the cockpit of the helicopter it was lowered,
and & man commenced clambe: down. He was
shert and squat, garbed in tight-fitting, ‘black air-
man's ;garb, and there was & great hump on this
back ; something he carried strapped there.

He alighted on the roof with a lithe, catlike jump,
and a length of ‘the rope ladder dropped at his feet,
as the helicopter tifted mto the elouds.

The marauder picked it up, and as he hastened
across the roof, Falcon Swift and Chick caught sight
of his face. It was Rufus Kernahan.

He affixed ‘the hooks of the short rope ladder
securcly to the edge of the roof above the Cambridge
stroke’s window and commenced to clamber down.

At his stealthy tap in the window, Bill Nye within
‘the room started violently. Then, crossing toit, he

raised the eash, and the marauder clambered into

‘the room,
Above, on the rtoof, Falecon Bwift turned his
gleaming monocle on his young assistant. * We will

use the rope ladder.our friend has so kindly provided,” .
““Tt is necessary to listen-in to this |

he ‘said grimly.
eonversation.”
Inside the room, Rufus Kernahan was enarling :

A fine time you're giving me! I've got to come .
‘this way to see you, owing to the narks laying for

me—Faleon Swift in pparticular, hang him !>

“Did you bring the—the box 7 demanded Bill
Nye tensely, breathlessly.

It was dark in the room, sawve for the light from o
glowing electric heater, which cast @ red, unnatural

‘radiance.

“Ah, but you haven't jgone according to the
contract, Mr. Nye,” he said eunningly.

“1 have,” ecried the rowing Blue hotly. “I put
ithe crew -off their stroke by giving in to these new
methods ; that’s what 1 agreed to do.”

The black-garbed figure took a chair and folded
his arms ; he was grim, and there was something of
desperation in his own manner.

*‘Aye, and 1 thought that would be enough,” he
said harshly. “1 thought the erew would go ragged,
and it woilld look naturul, their losing.”

“ And now you've got to hand over that box,”
said ‘the Cambridge man, doggedly, desperately.

“ And if I-don’t ? . . .” sneered the other.

“TI'l 'tell the police—Falcon Bwift ; 1'll make a
clean ‘breast of it all,” cried Bill Nye wildly. .

The scheming bookmaker stood up. He unbuckled
the pack from his back, and set it on the table. It
‘was the wireless set.

“1 believe you would,” he said in 'a eonvineed,
disgusted ‘tone, “I can.only hope Cambridge lese.
Well, ‘the police -are watching for me, and I can’t
try anything desperate. Here's your box, Mr. Nye,
according to the arrangement we made. I said I'd
deliver to-night if youput the erew out for a week.”

Bill Nye sprang to his feet with a great-exclamation
of relief.

He strode over to 'the wireless get and laid his
hand on a ‘kneb. And it was then it happened.
Neither Faleon Swift nor (Chick, who were watching
from ‘the window, eould see properly. They wcould
not make it out. In the dim, uneertain light it
seemed that the fagade of the wireless set -opened
like the door of & cupboard, and from it.emerged &
wild flurry of movement, like a grey bubble of smoke
that burst and was gone.

A wild, strangled cry of fear burst from Bill Nye's
lips, and he staggered baclk.

“You—you fiend!” he gasped. *Close ithe
door . . .iquickly .. . . the window [ ”
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From the man in the black aviator’s garb came a
m mocking laugh. He deliberately opened the
. but, before disappearing, he thrust his head

“That will keep you oeccupied, Mr. Nye,” he

. *“And if you row like a man inspired in the

race on Saturday—well, I shall be very much
rised !

. Then he was gone. Out in the corridor he swiftly
rid himself of the betraying black leathers of a flyer,
and, donning a cap, Mr. Rufus Kernahan walked
coolly out of the Raleigh Club and disapmred.

Meanwhile, Falcon Swift and Chick swiftl
entered the room via the window. They found Biﬁ
Nye in a state of stupor, completely overcome. He
seemed unconscious of their presence in the room,
and to questions, even shakings, remained mute and
insensible.

Falcon Swift, however, had something to do. He
took up the supposed wireless receiving set. It was
llmply an empty box of polished wood.

“I'm going to make a thorough examination of
this, and also get on the track of
our friend, Kernahan,” he mid-—--—x

iskly. * You, Chick, watch :
after Bill Nye. I'm afraid his 0
bonour’s at stake—and a yreat -
deal more. But we must keep it
dark for his sake, and he's the

ey

THE THREAT OF DEATH. :
“If you will not tell :
me, then—this!" Bill Nye :
hurled something at the i
cabin wall. There was :
an ear-splitting explosion, :
and water commenced
rushing in. i

wransanean

resnsanean

only man who can stroke Cam-
bridge to victory in the boat

- :Sum. boss; I get you,” said
Chick swiftly ; and on that under-
standing t famous Sporting

Detective left them together.

HICK was on the
telephone the
next day to the

detective's flat in

Moon Street,
and he had important
news.

“Bill Nye's come to :
life, boss,” he said in a suppressed tone of excitement.
“ But he’s acting stranger than ever. He's cleared the
whole crew out of the Raleigh (lub premises ; says
it isn't suitable for them. We're to be guests of the
Leander Club, and to use their boathouse. But Bill
5{3'5 ataying in the old premises, alone. He's cleared

the servants out-- everybody."

“It’s as I thought,” Falcon Swift’s voice came
fmvely over the wire, * Listen, laddie, this is what

want you to do.”

He gave his instructions in swift, low tones. They
were simple and concise, but they did not enlighten
the mystified young sleuth,

* Righto, boss. I'll set about it at once.”

That evening at ten o'clock the figure of a vo
down-and-outer, in cheap suit and cloth cap, :\1:1‘5
with a grimed face, might have been seen slouching
in the vicitity of the Raleigh Club.

Lights blazed from every window and from the

Don’t Miss Next Week's Dazzling Footer Yarn.
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hallway. ~ There cértainlv is something queer,”
muttered the ill-kempt youth as he approached up
the steps to the massive doorway, and knocked.

There were sounds of tootsteps, and Bill Nye, the
famous Cambridge stroke. himself answered the door.
He looked haggard and ill, with wild burning e;
that stared suspiciously at the ill-dressed youngster.

“'Ning, sir. I've just come up from the country
looking for work.” said Chick—for it was he—in a
feignog voice. “I'm an honest lad ;: been working
on a farm.”

Bill Nye stared. Into his clean-cut face leapt a
queer look. “ You've been working on a farm ? " he
repeated slowly. “ And you want a job 1

* Yessir.” ¥

After further questions, somewhat to his surprise,
the famous rowing-man told him to come in. “ You'll
get twenty-five shillings and all found ; I'm wanting
a sort of handy man to do odd jobs,” Bill Nye was
saying in a strained voice.

ﬁ.ﬁ \‘ ?
. g

But the detective's young assistant scarcely heard
him. He was staring around with a queer sense of
shock. All the linoleum and rugs had been taken
up, and the floors were bare. The doors of the rooms
were all wide open, and the electric lights were on
in every room. Even the stair carpet was gone.
What did it all mean ?

Chick had to confess to a chill feeling of fear and
dread as he followed the famous rowing-man up the
bare stairs. The fear of the unknown was on him,
and it seemed to communicate itself to him from the
once self-contained, dependable Bill Nye.

He showed the disguised young detective into a
room, devoid of all furniture save for a bedstead.

“1 shan't want you to work before to-morrow ;
then there might be—a big job to do. You see, I'm

tting this place ready for the Cambridge crew.
?"ll have it ready for them to come in to-morrow—I
hope.”



was talking at random, feverishly. Yet it was
tthlthuuumnmnndl.ndmhﬂ

Itgmre(}hicka ] zunk. thﬁwmwrmgh
thiz house ?
“Yessir,”

He answered.
But he looked a little seared, for the
idge Blue did not prees the point. As he went
out and closed the door, Chick distinctly heard the
key turned in the lock. The young detective did mot
like it at-all. There was something very much wrong,
something eerie, uncanny mbeout this house.
Thehomhsdnnehmheretoplsyhnwt
however, s0 he took off his boots, ing them
heavily to the floor. Thnhpgntmthe i, making
BV ‘!l:tﬁ;.l T Cllmkamunc.hadﬂn
‘ery ca
door, ryHu l'yiwp —; wildly. Something
u!gadhnn:ovaltandlntenformmeauundmihe
, but mone came. He moved towards the door
lpm,hmhnﬂy
There was a trausom above, that is a pane of glass,
whuhﬂmlghtfmthohﬂnysbomma
Gh gbt a ohair and climbed mp,
"gg'hnthsupauud ne he searcely knew, but the
t that met his sent a hrill
e eyes sen fiery running
Out on the under the brilliant of the
l:ndmgltooddlliya,nlhotgun-s:nmhnds.
the stairway h:lstnn-d.

Stealthily, step by step, as though hunting some
furtive foe, he approached the stairs and went down
them one by one. But Chick could see

The young detective got down from the clnn'. his
heart beating painfully. He had got to find out. He
extracted from his pocket a skeleton key. With a
soft eclick the lock turned, and in a moment Chick
wasahdmgoutmtothahgbudhaﬂuy

Boftly he erept down the stairs after Bill Nye, and
now he had his revolver in his hand. He came down
into the lower hall, The famous Cambridge

had vanished.

8 Chick gave a wild start. Like a crash
in his ea: ecame the sound of a shet.

He located the direction, and tuming,
for the servants’ hall. Down the stone steps nmle
gas jet flared, then through the kitchen and darkness.
A crawling terrible dark. 'With it was b
boy’s nostrils a smell of burning flesh and hair that
nauseated him, made his senses recl with .some
unnemeable horror. There was a dull, red fire in the

:
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On the floor of the bonﬂwum suddenly appennd

owing head, shapeless and grotesque, but unmis-
bly 8 human head. And it seemed to roll at the

lnd‘a feet!

Chick Con could stand no more. His nerve
broke at the sight. And th no sound issned
from his lips, he turned and ran from the boathouse
as fast o6 his trembling limbs would carry nim.

Five minutes later he was in a convenient telephone

booth, and. in commumecation with the Sporting

Detectrva
*“ Come quickly, boss,” he cried in a shaken voice.
* There’s terrible in the boathouse,
fearful.”
. 0w -« » @
IGHT, laddie ;" Falcon Swift breathed as he
trod eautiously towards the bodathouse by his
oung assistant’s gide. He'had come
his ear in answer to that urgent
** Just hold on to nerve, and I think-we shall
an explanation l.hinhtaimninamixmu."
They end Chick's

»hthoyaﬂvnmed however, there came an
startling rition before them. ‘Quite
some of the tloorboards of the boathouse were
back, and from the deep cavity thus revealed there
nhwtlyemergm:laﬂgumnhdmuhhml

overalls and gro cowl, covering the
head. It was a sight wwtﬂnmtmgims

At a sound from Faleon 8Swift the cowled figure
q:mrowndmddenlymbhamdnﬂnght.

“Bill Nye,"” said Faleon Bwiit quictly, “thr
gn;;t]al\q).oldclmp

I Nye—for the cowled figure was he—reeled
and would have fallen had not the detective and his
essistant rushed to his assistance and him in a
chair.. They removed his mask, he sat there
slowly recovering, bis pale ashen face stricken with

“All right now 1" asked the Sporting Detective

gunt at last.
ill Nye made.a gesture of despair. *“'We'll have
to tell the polmo." mm
" 'But don” I; burst out Chick.
t was—"’
. Ra.ts." said Faleon Swift succinctly.

The sleuth stared. “1I thought had
mhled,h%hiok.“ said Faicon Swift, " Our § friend
Bill Nye here is by way of being a-scientist of some
distinction, and to eke out his private income he
accepted a commission from the Russian Government
to discover a remedy for tho terrible bubonic plague.
Helmsheenupmmtmqm—mu.“

Chick gave a real start. “And—the rats escaped?™
hoqmrudmml!mrmt

back to the start,” said Faleon Swift
quhtly friend ‘here, somewhat injudiciously,
the iinfested rats in & box resembling a
omew:‘ ltl::mdlyuiudph.dh'hnld tn-i
ing of the
box—and hoped wfmueBillNgownllthnhonn-
by threatening to rel the rats.

“The utter scoundrel ! breathed Chick.

“All this time be has held Bill Nyo torn with
torment,” went on the detective. ‘“‘As a eompromise
with his honour our friend here agreed partially
to let down the crew in training,on the
thnthepth&thabumi‘yshionﬁem
BﬂlNynﬁbughthowﬂdwllthemmd

then, and as we have seen he was right.
hltnqht,xmhnm‘ﬁhﬂmbtxuamngnd'“

Anqunbahe—-bnlmndthenu?“atphded




More Free 'ZAT Cards Next Week. )

The Monotled Manhunter nodded, polishing his
monocle the while. * You can reason out the rest,
for yourself, Chick. Desperate, and determined to
recapture the rats, Bill Nye here cleared out the rest
of the erew from the house. T, of course, took away
the box and examined it, ard having made inquiries,

HORROR IN THE BOATHOUSE.—Chick i
started back, cold terror gripping him. @
On the floor had appeared a glowing head,
shapeless and grotesque, seeming to roll

at his feet. H

I began to see light.
to be a lad up from a farm.’

The detective paused quizzically.

* But rats run to earth,” he went on. *“ Bill Nye
knew that, and he set traps down here in-the boat-
house. When you came in here and saw the rolling,
lighted head, 1t was gimply our friend coming up
from under the floorboard with his mask on.”

“T see,” said Chick again. * But Kernahan—the
utter secoundrel—to do it ! I suppose he wanted to
get B’ill Nye in such a state he’d muff it in the boat
race.’ .

“ Exactly,” nodded the Sporting Detective.

The Cambridge rowing stroke looked up. *I've

I sent you round pretending'

caught all but three of them—I had metal tags on
80 1 recognise them,” he said heavily. “1'll get the
ot:hcr?' yet—and I'll row to win to-morrow—row to
win

Faleon Swift laid a kindly hand on his shoulder.

“ My poor friend,” he said gently. *“Don’t you
realise Kernahan dare not release
those rats—he dare not! He
bluffed you last night. The rats he
let loose were perfectly harmless,
others that he had substituted.
We've traced Kernahan to a boat-
house at Mortlake—just beyond
the finishing-point of the boat race.
He's got the rats with him, and
I'm informing the police, so that
we shall round him up to-night.”

Bill Nye started up, and on his
clean-cut face was depicted a riot
of emotions. Amazement, un-
belief—then suddenly his eyes
blazed. Judgment was unbalanced,
common sense was fled to fear. In
a flash he whipped out a revolver,
and jerked it up at Falcon Swift
and his assistant.

“ No, don’t move!”, ho cried
harshly. * Put your hands up. I'm
gorry, Mr. Swift—I've got to get
them back from Kernahan at onece.
Put your hands up, or I'll have to
shoot ! ™

The detective saw that he was
beyond all reason, and he slowly
lifted his hands, an example which
Chick copied.

Muttering feverish'y, the Cam-
bridge stroke seized some rope and
bound their arms behind them He
was in haste to get away, yet he
trussed them securely—too securely
for Faleon Swift's liking. Then he
made them step into the cavity and,
having bound their ankles together,
covered them over with the floor-
boards.

“ I'lIl be coming back, Mr. Swift,
to release you,” he cried huskily.
** But I must get hold of Kernahan
before anything happens—I must ! "’

And with something between a groan and a sob
he darted away into the night, leaving Falcon Swift
and Chick in the evil-smelling darkness.

The Houseboat.

ILL NYE reached Mortlake at dead of night,
and found it easy enough to secure a boat, in
which he rowed out upon the dark, whispering

river. He soon marked out Kernahan's boathouse.
A blaze of lights from its ports denoted that the
bookmaker was holding high revelry.

The desperate rowing-man climbed aboard
stealthily, and tiptoed for the cabin.

Within, Rufus Kernahan sat at the head of a table
with a few of his choice cronies. He was just raising
his glass, about to make a toast. * Here's to our big
win to-morrow when Cambridge lose the—"

The door suddenly opened, and a vibrant figure
glid inside, closing it quickly. There was a gun in
Bill Nye's hand, and his handsome face was distorted
with utter desperation.

“ Hands up, all 8f you ! he gritted from between
his teeth. * That’s right. Now I want Kernahan—
alone. The rest of you can go. Get away quickly.
Kernahan and I have business, deadly business.”

>,
i
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As the three fear-stricken cronies of the bookmaker
fled from the cabin, Bill Nye advanced to the table.
And there was no mistaking the deadly earncstness
either i his tone or look.

“Kernahan, I want what you have and

ickly. You;vehg.ot them here. “;here | S -

“ Su ven” won't te
N S

“ Then—this ! ” ‘With the words Bill Nye whipped
something from his pocket and hurled it against the
side of ‘the ecabin. was a harsh, ear-splitting
explosion that seemed to shatter the cabin in smoke
and lurid flame. Then the water commenced rushing
in, for the boathouse cabin was below waterline.

Backing to the door, Bill Nye held the revolver
threateni while the water gurgled and splashed
up around the knees of the two anen.

“Where are they, quick ?_If you want to save
yourself from drowning like a rat . . ."”

Palsied with fear, the bookmaker pointed to a box.
Bill Nye ed over to it, and a swift investigation
satisfied him the rats were within.

*Go "—he pointed—"* while there’s still time to
save your miserable life.”

Making horrid sounds of fear, the bookmaker
struggled out of the flooded cabin, and was just in
time to phinge off the deck and swim frantically out
of distance before the boathouse went under, leaving
a swirling c..ater to mark its wa ve.

Bill Nye had done what he belie to be the best.
He had gone down with the -sinking boathouse in
his frantic desire to make an end of the plague-
infested rata.

A Great Race.
“ IZREE at last, Chick !’ gasped Faleon Swift.
Though they knew the trick of the thing,
they had struggled for hours with their
before they could gat free. Now it was broad day-
light, .and the "Varsity boat race was twelve o'clock
that day. =

“Come on, Chick; we've got to find out what's
happened,” gritted the deteective, and he dashed out
of the boathouse with his young assistant in his wake.

As they hastened into the open air, they were
greeted by anxious members of the crew and
Cambridge rowing suthorities.

“Bill Nye's all right,” said Faleon Swift as he
climibed into the Hispano, which had been waiting
outside the boathouse allmight ; ‘‘I'm just going to
get him. He'llstroke the Cambridge.crew to victory
to-day, den't worry.”

He was hoping for the best. Without.giving time
for further argument, he drove away—to Mo e.

There he found = -very wve inspector of police,
who had news for him. sinking houssboat, had
been observed, of course, the previous night, and the
police had detained Kernahan and his cronies pending
an investigation. The bookmaker’s story was that
the houscboat ‘had ‘sunk by accident, and he said
nothing about Bill Nye,

The time for the start of the boat race was fast
approaching, and Faleon Bwift sent Chiek back by
car to Putney to get-ready for the boat race whilo
he went to conduet his investigations ‘at the k
houseboat. ‘The young boy h ‘could make no
answer to the anxious questions of the crew in the
boathouse. He hurried into the dressing-reoms and
got into Towing vest and sherts, his heart as heavy
as lead. He knew that Bill Nye could not turn up.
The Cambridge stroke was at the bottom of the river.
They would have to row a substifate.

‘Chick knew this, for Faleon Swift had gone to the
police station and interviewed the cowering Kernahan,
and he had soon got the story out of him,

-stroke for

No. 577

=

Suddenly he tmed gmngl ‘the door opened, and an
audible gasp escaped is lips.

“You 1" he shouted. -

For Bill Nye stood there, in rowing shorts and vest,
smiling grimly. But as Chick advanced gladly with
outstretched hand, he got ashock that left him dazed
for minutes afterwards.

“Why, boss! "

It was the cleverest disguise he had ever seen,
and only he could have penetrated it. It was
Falcon Swift, the Sporting Sleuth, standing there.

“ Hush,” whispered the detective with a grip on
his arm.  “ Not a word. I'm going to row in
Bill Nye's place. I've studied his theories, and—
well, it's just something you and I can do for him,
eh—take the Cambridge boat to wvictory, laddie !’

* T—I think he'd like to feel Cambridge had won,"?
g v daze to the sleuth, h

t mna to ung , however,,
'Ihedqumdmdammt . with the Oxford
ition—the Dark Blues won, and chose
the more sheltered Surrey side— the carrying of the
'long racing shells down to the river; the jockeying
for position on the smooth water.

Falcon Swift leant forward and spoke ot last,
ing to give instructions to his cox.
tell you exactly why I'm doing this, laddie,”
he said in-a low t voice. 1 wes eoming here
to tell Cambridge that Bill Nye was dead—couldn’t

preten
“ I'll

‘Bo Bill Nye's alive after all'?2
‘exclaimed the -astonished Chick.

“ Can't make it out,” said Falcon ‘Bwift grimly.
“But T'm getting to that sunken houseboat as soon
‘a8 possible—and this is the quickest way, now that
the roads are choked. Besides, after all that's
hsgpomd, I want to see Cambridge win.”’

t last the signal was given. m the Umpire's
launch ecame in ringing tones the question :

**Are you ready 1"

In an instant t&umgambndgalﬁMIhwng
thing—the experts said theirs was better racing
start. It leapt forward, hung, and then went on

agam,

Then Chick began to hurl abuse at man after man.
F;ur lwuky , 8ix was rushing hishalide. But
the plue cox was steadying them. They
st,raightemdygx?gm the first dozenn:%.rokes and the
feel of the leaping shell told Falcon Bwift that the

was rowing as one man—in perfoct rhythm.

“ You're altogether now ! eried Chick sharply.
“* Hold that—h:hc: il.lie Steady au-“the

They were at mile, slicing past towing path,
crowded with frantically cheering spectators. m
called for a quickening.

Cambridge responded beautifully. Faleon Swift
could see the stern of the Oxford shell, with the

~ coxswain yelling, and then for a moment the stroke.

How they rowed ! Beautifully, all together.

= “Bteady all'!” cried Chick again, as he saw
Oxford slicing ahead. Falcon Swift had dropped his
stroke from thirty-six to thirty-four to the minute.

Hammersmith Bridge ahead. And round that
bridge the water swirls, and then rushes out in
currents. The experts had said there was bound to
be “a popple,” and there -was—ragged, uneasy
water that might swamp & racing shell that was not
p}:iood Ikmife-like, with every blade pulling in perfect
x .

* One—two—three—four !’ shouted Chick. “For
the love of Mike, quit rushing your slide, No. .5.
Are you ready ? Now /™

(Continued on page 12.)
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YOUR EDITOR’S PAGE

200,

Y DEAR CHUMS, :
Three rousing cheers! One for Ericus the
Briton, another for The Gay Musketeers, and
an extra loud one for
Tails-Up Drake —Sky Scorpion!

You'll meet them all in next week’s Red Hot
number of the Old Mag. And pnce you've met ’em,
well—I feel it in my bones that you'll want a lot more
of their adventures in the woeks to come. The well-
known writers who have created them specially for
the Red Wonder Mag., as some of my chums call
the B.M., have given of their best. Thrills that you
have never read before are crammed into the doings
of these great, new adventurers.

Perhaps the most thrilling of all is Squadron
Leader Drake, or Tails-Up, as his pals call him,
This reckless, devil-may-care Ace of the Airways,
with his sun-tanned, speed-lined, yet always laughing
face, will grip your imaginations, hold you spell-
bound as he hurtles through the clouds in his Hawker
Hart ’plane with its super-charged Rolls Royce
Kestrel engine. Behind him in the cockpit sits
Bonehead Murphy, his droll Irish observer—a fellow
you'll immediately take to your hearts. The first
yarn of their exploits tells how Phillip Garson, a
rascally film-producer, comes to the flying ground.
The R.A.F. are assisting him to make a film of
England’s flyers. But this is not Garson’s real
motive for® getting behind the scenes in Drake's
camp. Actually the man is a terrible menace. If he
is allowed to mature his plans dark forces of evil and
terror will be unleashed. But Tails-Up suspects—
and with only the help of Bonehead he sets himself
the dangerous task of unmasking the plotter and his
myrmidons. After that it is all thrills—thrills in the
air and on the ground. Now get ready to meet
Drake and Bonchead in the first complete yarn of
this grand new series of flying ysrns next week.

To meet: Ericus the Briton in the flesh you'd have
to go back nearly two thousand years to the days when
Rome was the hub of the civilised world. Ericus,
captured by the Roman legions and brought from
his native land to the land of the Casars, graduates
from slavery to the ranks of the gladiators. He is
also

King of the Chariots.

You couldn’t beat the ancient Britons at chariot

driving, and Ericus is a veritable demon with the

Special Story Attrac-
tions in Next Week's
Great New Favourites
Number, including—
TAILS-UP DRAKE—
SKY SCORPION!
(Great New Tale
Series featuring an
Ace of the Clouds).
KING OF THE
CHARIOTS
(introducing Ericus
the Briton—a gladia-
tor of Ancient Rome).
CASTLE SINISTER
(featuring the Gay
Musketeers), Thrills of
Football, Fun at Sea,
and many other

CGRAY'S INN ROAD, =
LONDON, W.C.1. surprisss,
“ribbons.” His popularity with the populace,

however, puts him in dreadful danger. For there are
those who are jealous, desperately envious of the
handsome young Briton. And among them is none
other than Nero himself. A friend of Ericus, another
Briton, is to be sold as a slave in the Forum. Ericus
decides to buy his freedom, And in this Nero sees a
way of ridding himself once and for all of the gladiator
he dislikes. Of the treachery and intrigue that
engulf Ericus, the exciting scenes in the arena and
the Forum of glittering Rome, you will read in the
tense, double-length yarn introducing this great new
hero next week.

And the Gay Musketoers ? Yet another period,
another country, are the setting of their gallant
exploits. Tony Dale, Launcelot. 8t. John, and Troddles
are English musketeers in the service of Charles the
Becond. Their King sends them on a secret mission to

Castle Sinister
in Picardy. There, in that gloomy, mysterious old pile,
they encounter dangers that even their adventurous
lives have not hitherto given them. You'll be
thrilled by their exploits, but best of all you'll like
the Gay Musketeers themselves.

For the laugh of your lives turn to the latest story
of the Crew of the Happy Haddock, which appears
under the title

Sink the Ole Lugger!

Yes, chaps, the good ship Happy Haddock actually
goes to bed on the bottom of the briny next week.
But, fortunately for us all, not for good. Pip invents
a new salvage apparatus, and thinking that raising
sunken wrecks is more profitable than carrying cargoes
to the four corners of the globe, Captain Keelson
tries it out. The results are as amusing as they are
unexpected. You'll get far more enjoyment out of
reading of their adventures than the comical crew
did from experiencing them !

Another three sepia 'Zat cards will be given next
week. When you have collected a team of eleven
different cricketers, send it to 'Zat Dept., 196, Gray's
Inn Road, London, W.C.1, and a magnificent set of
forty-four enlarged Test Players Snapshots will be
returned to you post free. With these you can play
the popular new Boys' Mag. game of "Zat.

More news next week.

Your sincere friend, THE EDITOR.
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When the righthook to the rjlawr

Lays his man upon the
Says the Boxer...........

Shonph B g

: | like best of all
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THE LIGHTNING BLUES
(Continued from page 10.)

fhat was the signal to quicken, and mirsculously
the stroke quickened up to thirty-six. They went
ander the bridge like some skimming javelin thrown
from the hand of a giant—both crews making it in
record time.

Faleon Bwift barked a few words at Chick. And
the cox nodded. The plan was that they should
quicken again as they went past the Stork training
ship, Swift reckoned that his men would just have
got their second wind.

* Bteady all,”” cried the young cox. “ Be ready
to quicken—now ! "’

T{Le result was electrifying. How the ecadets
aboard the Stork training ship cheered as the Light
Blues flashed by.

Past Chiswick Ayot they sliced, oars biting, pulling,
feathering back.

“ Now then. Six good omes! Ome! Twol
Three! Four! Tive! 8Six!1 Oh, well rowed!
Hold it—hold it ! Keep it up ! ™

They were doing thirty-eight a minute,

* How far ! signalled Falcon Swift’s lips at last.

*“ Going past Duke's Meadows,” eried Chick.
*Another mile.”

“ Tell ‘em to reach out & bit ! >

The crew responded nobly. But it was not until
the shadow of Barnes Bridge fell upon the Cambridge
shell that Taleon Swift really asked for it.

" Tell "em—quicken !

Chick m\ddegu He barked at the men—hurled
abuse at them. But suddenly it changed to a great
shout, for with shoulders and thighs going into the
pull, the Cambridge crew were rowing from thirty-
five, thirty-six, thirty-seven and up to forty ; Faleon
Swift stroking them grandly.

No. 577
* Oh, well done ! Hold it. Well rowed ! * shouted
Chiek. !

There was a tumultuous roar of cheering from the
spectators. Oxford were going all out to keep their
lead. But Falcon Swift’s heart leapt as he saw, out
of the corner of his eye, the pointed stern, the
struggling, swaying bodies of the exhausted Oxford
men. Twenty yards to And every man in the

_ go.
Cambridge crew pulling like a Hercules.
* Come on—oh,

“ We've passed ! ™ eried Chick.
come onm !’

In & moment all Falcon Swift could see of that
Oxford shell was its bow, hanging on, beaten but
indomitable, There came the bang of a gun and the
eight Cambridze men les go their oars and twmbled
forward, ¥ i with their hearts and heads
burning to the din that raged on the bank.

Some of them did not know which was first at the
post. But when the colours of Cambridge ran up
two or three seconds after the pistol cracked, one or
two of the crew managed to smile with tired triumph.

Not Falcon Swift, however. He was thinking now
of Bill Nye—Bil! Nye who had win the race
with his theories, and would have stroked the crew
to victory il he had been present.

A police launch was ing out towards the
Cambridge shell, TFaleon Swift stood up unsteadily
and climbed aboard the launch.

* Quick ! Have you got the diving helmet ? >’ he
cried.

There was no time to don & complete diving suit.
He put on the helmet, and grasping another with its
life line, he went down under the water.

In the cabin of the houseboat he found Bill Nye,
and strange to relate, he was alive. An air pocket
had formed in the eabin, air which even the inrush
of water could not expel. And in this the Cambridge
stroke stood, his head sbove water, breathing the
last of the fetid, used-up air.

Falcon Swift came just in the mick of time. He
got the helmet on Bill Nye and had him up as quickly
as possible. He was rushed away to hospital.

He woke in the morning, fit and well, to find
himself famous. For the newspapers were full of the
accounts of how he had stroked Cambridge to victory.
Needless to say Falcon Swift would not let him reveal
the truth. He had to take the credit.

As for Kernahan, he got out of the country. While
Bill Nye's discovery of a serum against the bubonioe
plague in time brought him fame and fortune.

! Coming with a roar next week, chaps,
a stupendous yarn of War in the Air, featuring a
ripping mew bunch of Dare-devil Flying Aces.
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THE GREATEST YARN OF MYSTERY AND INTRIGUE, OF SPIES,
KINGS AND THE SECRET SERVICE EVER PENNED.

Seven.

And the Rat! Caught like a

= HE Rat Trap!
& Just that! Like a rat in a

®rat in a trap!

trap!” The words babbled from the lips of
the demented Jules Debar. * Wertzheim knows all
about the Rat . ., .”

From the shadows reached the Hand of Death,
and Debar was no more. And Billy Trent was left
with a mystery, the mystery of the Rat Trap and
its strange prisoner.

Many more times Billy was destined to hear those
strange words. Always they were associated with
danger. What was the Rat Trap? Who was the
Ratt What terrible mystery lay behind his being
held a prisoner “like a rat in a trap ” ? :

On one never-to-be-forgotten night, when the
Ambassador of Lithkrania was kidnapped from the
theatre where Billy was employed, the boy had been
plunged into the maelstrom of mystery and unknown
things.

Trying to solve the riddle of the Rat Trap was
Mr. Brame Sentence, who had taken Billy on as his
assistant. Under the vacuous, futile exterior of a
dandy, Mr. Sentence concealed the keen, decisive
brain of the smartest agent of the DBritish Secret
Service,

“ Behind it all are immense, incaleulable forces—
forces organised by the greatest erook confederation
ever known,” he told Billy in his lazy tones. ‘“And
we hunt one man only.” &

“Who is he ?” asked Billy.
“The Master of Masks,” replied Mr. Sentence

Everybody’s Reading This
Gigantic New Story of the

Mysterious
By JOHN HUNTER.

N

One Over

quietly. * Known
to his myrmidons
as One Over
SUF“;{'
oliowin u

the clue giveg
him by Jules
Debar, Billy
travelled to Hamburg in search of Wertzheim. When
he reached the man’s house he found that his enemies
were there before him and were trying to get at
Wertzheim. But the wily German escaped out of &
window into a boat at the back of his house.

Hot on his heels went his assailants. And close
behind them followed Billy. Out into the Ober
Hafen, one of Hamburg's greatest docks, rowed

ursuers and pursued. . Wertzheim ' kept ahead,

owever, and so sought the protection of the dock
workers.

Billy decided to go after him, and noting his
direction rowed with all his might. A cry made
him look up, and, doing so the sharp prow of a
great ship crushed his little boat like an eggshell.

Strange Allies.

ILLY went down and down, but as he sank he
began to strike out with legs and feet.

He roms towards the surface, his lungs bursting
and his head reeling; but still he swam with des-
peration ; and luck favoured him.

A boat was racing towards him, and a man stooped
out of it and grabbed him.
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““Qestatten Sie,” he grinned, and flopped Billy into

the bottom of his boat.

Dazedly Billy looked at him. He was a big
fellow, typically German, his fair hair cut en brosse,
his jaw heavy, his shoulders high and broad. But
there was a twinkle in his light blue eyes which
supported the humour of a man who could say
“Allow me *" when he pulled a drowning man out of
the water. -

Billy said, in English: “1I don’t speak German
very well, Only a very little.” Then he added:
“ You saved my life. Thank you very much.”

Now of this the German understood only one thing.
The pronmumciation of the English word “ thark ™ 18
very much the same as the pronunciation of the
German word ““ dank,” and ‘they mean the same.
The German grinned and nodded ; then he dropped
home the gear of his boat and set the little craft
careering across the dock. :

The German was evidently & very good soul, and
he kept gesturing to Billy, jerking & massive thumb
across one of his mighty shoulders, and winking.
What that meant, Billy did not know.

They ran ashore st some steps, and the big German
got Billy up them and throu& labyrinth of lanes
to a small house. It was the -poor German house
Billy had ever visited, and he never forget it. His
big German's Heusfrauw was a large, blonde lady of
the old German type, and her house simply glitterad
with cleanliness. The bare floors were as white as
the deeks of a yacht or battleship. The brass candle-
sticks gleamed like pold. The furniture shone as
though illuminated. Everything was in apple-pie
order, and, into the bargain, there was a tremendous
* homey " feeling about it all.

The {bnde lady was bestirring herself. A big
copper kettle was on the fire. was bustling
around talking. Blankets were brought and a tin
hip-bath, for the humble little house boasted no
bathroom. In half-an-hour Billy had had a steaming
hot bath, was wrapped in blankets, given a cup of hot
cocoa and was seated-by the big fire.

Unfortunately, of course, he could tell his kindly
hosts nothing about himself, and he kept wondering
where Wertzheim might be and whether the gang
had “;got*" him. While he pondered these things his
big German went out and returned with anotherman,
slightly older than he, and just as ponderous.

This man said : * I'spik Englisch. I prisoner war.
You tell me. Johann say they come after you. You
not afraid here.. Johann ok.” The unexpected use
of these famous letters mearly made Billy laugh.
Bome English Tommy had ebviously taught his
prisoners that if anything is o.k. it is all right.

Also Billy mow realised why Johann had kept
;t;bbipg hhis t.humhb;wm his ;gluﬂhiar Johann had

n indicating that any ; ible pursuers had not
& ghost of a chance ofm::itgﬁug him.
He said: "I am in danger.” He knew he had

to speak very simply, for the interpreter’s ! ish
was, to say the least of it, limited. *“ Danger. You
ﬁe;r" ? Men are trying to find me to kill me.

“ You go west. That’s right. My name’s Fritz.”

“1 ‘want to away from here without being
seen,” added Billy ; and Fritz wrinkled his brows,
Billy repeated what he had said, very slowly.

Fritz's face once again brightened. *‘ You want
buzz off. T know. You hop it. That’s right. Not
half.” Billy now realised that Fritz had been in
charge of a London regiment. There was no doubt
about thot. Fritzadded: * Youmnot worry. Johann
and me see to it. Betcherlife.”

Billy thought he would try a bit further. “I am
looking for 8 man named Karl Wertzheim.” He added
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the address at which Wertzheim had been staying
‘before flying for his life. * I suppose you don't know
anything about him.”

ritz turned and hurled ttural German ab
Johann, who had been sitting by smoking a cheap
cigar. Johann hurled back German at ¥Fritz. The
blonde lady jomed in. Her word seemed to be law
with these slow gigantic men, for Fritz turned to
Billy and said: “ You kip here to-night. You not
leave till morning.” Muiter say so.”

“ It's awfully kind of you,” stammered Billy ; and
felt a bit overwhelmed.

He was taken upstairs to a bedroom which was
as spick and span as the rest of the house and was
introduced to a good old-fashioned German bed.
TLhis was a massive affair built, it seemed, of the piles
of some pier which had run spare. But the bed-
clothes staggered Billy. There were spotless sheets
and—greatest wonder of all—a German eiderdown.
Billy stood and stared at it.

It looked like a great red balloon. It wasat least
three feet thick. 1t towered on top of the bed like a
bloated monster, and it was as soft as silk.

Billy got under it. The bed was marvellously
comfortable, and when he had solved the trick of
balancing the enormous eiderdown on top of himself
he found it delightfully warm and comforting and as
light as a feather. The house settled down to sleep.

He was awakened in the darkness by a hammering
on the street door. He heard movement below, and,
slipping on his trousers, which had been dried before
he eame upstairs, he erept to the door of the room
and looked down the stairwell.

Two men were standing in the hall. Jobann was
with them in a vast nightshirt tucked into his day
trousers. He held a lamp aloft, and his left hand was
as high as the lamp ; for into Johann’s ribs jutted the
squat muzzle of an automatic pistel. Billy recognised
the Englishman.

His enemies had evidently tracked Johann when
he escorted Billy from the docks to his house, and
they had waited till the small hours of the morning
to raid the home, »

The men with the Englishman was speaking
German to Johann. *‘ We want the boy. If you
gi;]t]a us no trouble and hand him over you'll be sll
right.”

Johann stood very still.
He bad left—hours ago. He would not stay.”

Billy eould not follow this. The Englishman
said: * Iell him he’s a liar. Tell him we know the
boy’s here, and that he’ll get his if he doesn’t hand
him over.”

That was enough for Billy. While the other man
transloted this to Johann, who still steod like a lump
of rock, Billy came down the stairs.

*“ It’s all right,” he said. ‘‘ Don’t hurt that man,
He's been very kind to me. I'm surrendering.”

The Englishman uttered a gled ery. He turned
end shot out, his hand, grabbing for Billy’s coat ;
and as he did this Jobann brought his left fist down
like a hammer. :

a 3
Now Johann was one of the heftiest fellows Billy
had ever encountered. His fist took the Engli

on top of his head and just smashed him floorwards.
Billy, jumping in swiftly, grabbed the man’'s
before he could use it, and elung to it, though it was
still gripped by the Englichman’s fingers.

The second man jumped at.Johenn ; which was a
most foolish thing to do. Johann hit him. Tt-must
be born in mind that the big German, all this time,
held the lamp in his other hand, quite steadily and

*“There is Do boy here.

ly.
The second fellow took Johann’s left in his face
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and the wall on the back of his head inside a split
second ; and he just slid dazedly floorwards.

The Englishman was just recovering from his blow,
and was getting the better of Billy, whén Johann’s
hand closed on his gun arm and twisted it. He
shrieked with agony. The gun dropped from his
nerveless fingers, and Johann threw him in a heap
against the bottom of the stairs.

The vietory was won. .

Johann was just debating what should be done
with the prisoners when the utterly unexpected
happened. Through the still open’street doorway
walked Fritz. He had a man by the arm, a man who
walked unwillingly, and yet did not resist.

Fritz pushed this man forward and said: “ You
want Wertzheim. I spot him. Look all night. This

Wertzheim.”
The Wreck.

RITZ was very pleased with himself, as he had
reason to be. He had found Wertzheim among
the dock labourers at the side of the big ship

in the Ober Hafen, and he had persuaded him that
all was safe if he came with him.

JOHANN—JAW-BREAKER [—The second

man leaped at Johann! The German's

left shot out and took him on the point.

He went staggering back to crumple up
against the wall.

b

But while Billy stared at Wertzheim and "Vertzheim
stared at Billy, with Johann and Fritz congratulating
each other, the man against the passage wall was able
to pick up the Englishman’s gun unnoticed. He did
it yggr swiitly and silently, then he watohed and
waited.

Then he got up and spoke.

* Everybody here will stand back with their hands
up. I'll shoot to kill if I'm disobeyed.” He.spoke
this first in German and then in English,

hand.

The tables were turned. The Englishman got to

his feet. He grabbed Billy. Fritz and Johann
looked as though they would hurl themselves at him
but Billy said to Fritz: * Don’t do anything. I beg
of you. They’'ll murder you, otherwige.”
° The two Germans remained still. The man with
the gun jerked words at Wertzheim, who sullenly
turned towards the street door, walking with drooped
shoulders and lagging feet. He reached the door
and woke to terrific activity. He ducked round the
jamb like lightning. The boom of the gun crashed
the echoes ; but Wertzheim was gone.

Johann threw the lamp at the gunman as he fired
at Wertzheim. By great fortune it went out as it
hurtled through the air; but it hit the gunman on
the side of the head and it sent him to the floor,
smothered in paraffin and really knocked out this
time. Fritz bored in at the Englishman, who, turning
to meet the attack, loosed Billy.

Fritz roared: * You hop it! Quick!”

Billy went to the street, ducked round the house,
and came in the back way. All was now quiet. He
slipped upstairs, dressed and found his store of money
intact. When he came down Fritz and Johann were
gitting on their

risoners. Billy told
E‘ritz he was off. They
would let th:d two 1n:u.m

. 'They had nothin
%3 fear y;)naa he ha§
departed.

Johann looked at
Fritz, who said: “ I
got no wife and kids.
Nobody. See? And I
got mo work either.
' I come with you, What
d'you say, kiddo ? "

Billy iooked him
over. He himself knew
no German. Fritz had
a poculiar knowledge
of English, but it
served ; and he was ag
strong as a lion and
completely friendly and
docile, Billy put out
his hand. Fritz split
his face into a gigantio
grin and engulfed
Billy’s hand in his big
paw.

Johann shook Billy’s
“Auf Wiedersehen,” he smiled; and Billy
went out with Fritz.

Fritz spoke outeide, * That Wertzheim say he
got a place in Berlin. He want to scoot there.”

“ We'll risk it,"” said Billy. “ He wouldn’t stay in
Hemburg any longer; that's certain.”

They hurried to the station. A train was due to
leave for Berlin very shortly. Their theories were
Jjustified ; for Wertzheim was on it.

The train had pulled out and was roaring through
the night when a man walked along the corridor and
got into their compartment. He was a curious
looking fellow. His face was grey and pinched, and his
eyes were jet black. He had pointed yellow teeth

‘like a dog’s fangs, and his head was covered by a

great, tangled mop of black hair

Somehow, Billy could not help watching him ;
and, doing 8o, his heart went cold ' For he realised
that this was One Over Seven in another of his mar-
vellous masks,

After a little while the master crook got up and
went back to the corridor, Billy lounged after him,
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“Well my young friend ? We meet again. Bee
ere 7

Bil!y looked into the compartment. Karl Wert-
zheim was inside it. His head lolled curiously. The
train had siackened greatly, with a gri of
brakes. OnBOVBrSevenlwmnuihimm
ereased in a wolf's grin.

“ Wertzheim will never reach Berlin,” he said
softly. ""He has started & much longer journey I'm

afraid.

As ho said this a man appeared in the corridor. He
was whistling softly to himself. At the same time
the train ground to a standstill.

One Over Seven suddenly put his arm round Billy.
The carriage door was wrenched open and One Over
Seven jumped into the darkness with Billy. The
man who had just walked into the corridor was run-
ning along it. Fritz came blundering out of his
compartment. There was a babble of voices.

Buly hit the ground, One Over Seven with him.
'l‘he man’s atmn?th was enormous. He began to

with him, balf carrying bim, in
ia.ct, wwuds where the lights of & car showed on a
near roadside.

But the man who had come running along the
corridor was quick and agile. He overtook them ere
they could reach the car and he did a singular thing.
He grabbed at One Over Seven's great mop of hair.

It came away in his hand. Tt was the clevurut
move of the night. One Over Seven s
thing in a strange tongue, loweredlnsheadmhld.a
his face, loosed Billy, and bolted for his life. He
dreaded to be recognised.

The car's engive roared. Great headlamps split
the The machine went thmdermf away,
and B }yhm:dnealmvomuy “ Well, I'm jolly
well hanged. That cl 's bair came off in my
hand. Literally, my boy. Absolutely literally.
Would you believe 1t 7"

It was the voico of Mr. Brame Bentence, and Bill a
tm'._'.zm% mmtmtnhm!‘ntzuharve “ That's
a bit of all right, that is

They went back to the train. ‘Wertzheim, they
found, was dead ; but on him was an address in
Bur!m . Mr. Sentence looked &t Billy, and Biﬂ'y

mﬁ:b!y nodded. He knew he was due

to

%loxetmmmtart,ed It got into his stride, thunder-
ing along all out, with the dead man now in the
guard's van. Mefﬂ:epumgmkmvdﬂn
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tragedy, and those were sworn to secrecy by the

They were within striking distance of Berlin when
through the train ran a dreadful shock. The big
locomotive almost upended, erashed off the rails,
dr;?ngthsmutwomhenwnhm and overturned.

train had been deliberately wrecked.

The Blizzard.

R SENTENCE, Billy, and Fitz began to climb
out of their compartment. Fortunately there
was no fire, As they got out and surveyed the

wreckag-e a grmt white light travelled along the train
—the powerful spotligiht of a motor-car.

The light picked them up and held them. Mr,
Sentence eried : “ Duck!"

They ducked and bolted. Mr. Sentence went off
one way, Billy and Fritz another. The light held
Billy and Fritz, and the hoy hissed : * Fritz, get
away. They want me ; butthey’ll kill you.”

“Not on your sweet life, soldier,” Fritz grunted.
“I stick. See 1™

* Better chance for both if we split,” Billy panted.
He fumbled in his pocket and found the piece of paper

Wertzheim's Berlin address. * Take this,”
he said. *“TI'll meet you at that address, or write
you. Please !

Fritz hesitated and then lumbered off, taking
cover with the skill of an old soldier whose life had
often been saved by little bumps of shell-torn ground.
Billv held on.

The car-was now following him, ke streaked
across open country. It bumped swayed and
Th e ’I'll:: : longsids

ey got him ot last. oAr TAn &l e,
Powerful hands ecame out and dr him in. A

harsh, guttural voiee ordered him to be quiet. Tho
oar held on, reached another road across the open
grassland, and roared along it.

They pulled up at last and consulted a map
means ufpan electric torch. Billy, from his seat, con
aeothxamap.uab:gﬂngertmedamutavugudy

guttural, }lrrmg. with two
. *“Palazzo Marani. Pal-

Then, stantling out from the flow of
talkmmmmgmeful word. ** Canalazzo.
. Billy listened and drank ‘them in.

Four more words made themselves . “ Banta
Maria della Salute. Banta Maria deda Salate . . .

Billy’s brain was working. The men were tracing
I route to Venice. He knew Italian as well as he

knew English. Old Paclo had taught him it. He
knew that the Grand Canal was called the Canalazzo,
in Venice.” He guessed that the Palazzo Marani must
be one of the great palaces on the Grand Canal. And
« « « it was near the t church of Banta Maria della
BSalute. There could be no doubt of that.

‘The men were taking him to Venice !

The car smashed on its way. Ituwgrednfhn
ntnnnallwayudemonthnfrmgﬁ f the great
Bavarian forest land,

ﬂ]ywasput.mho;badmm There he snatched
ah hour's sleep, after which he wrote a letter. It
had beenmmofhmprocauhom alwa.ystoearrywﬂ.h
him two or three -envelopes and some no per.
The letter was addressed to Fritz at Berlin. 1t told
: being taken. Hesmid
the letter and went downstairs with it. H:au?tm
were busy with the car and Billy boldly walk
the inn kitchen. He did this all naturally, and
thorefore it succeeded. He showed the letter to ‘the
of the inn, and aleo showed some money.
She some of it and nodded. On the dresser,
she found a stamp, stuck it on the letter, and, smiling
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again, she went out. She posted
the letter in a small box affixed
to a tree trunk near the inn, and
nobody took any notice of her.
Five minutes later Billy was on
his way.

They travelled hard all day,
and they slipped across the
Austrian border at night by
means of a track across the
fiolds. The chaufleur seemed to
know his way well. He had,
one of the men told Billy,
driven cars all over Europe.
ke men were not unfriengly
in their. attitude, and they
chatted to Billy quite casually.
They confirmed that they were
bound for Venice.

“ Do you know any Italian.
boy ? ' one of them asked.,

Billy shook his head. * Not
& word,” he lied.

_“ Hm. Neither do we, bar-
ring a few odd words. Anyhow,
we'll get on all right.”

They came to-the mountains
with night, and they rested a
little while. The men were now
tired and surly and Billy himself
was dead beat, though he
occasionally dozed in his seat.
The chauflfeur was a bit red-
ayed, but orders were orders.
They had-to get on.

Now they were climbing,
The heights were terrific and
the road made Billy dizzy. It
was merely a twisting ledge,
clinging to the sheer face of a
mighty mountain. The driver
went along it at breakneck
speed, like all his kind.

On the top of the pass they
halted, and there was some dis-
cussion. The driver evidently was very tired
and wanted to sleep. He looked nearly all in.
The man who was in charge appeared to be
threatening him, but the iver merely
shrugged his shoulders.

So up there in the marvellous mountain air, clear
and crisp and heady as wine, they stayed for an hour
while the driver slept.

All was still and silent save that far below they
could hear the crash and roar of a torrent as it
thundered through the cafion at their very feet.

The driver woke up. The engine was restarted,
and as the car moved something slid through the
night and touched Billy’s cheek, while a great wind
suddenly whistled and howled among the crags.

The men began to yell at the driver. A blizzard
was coming on and he was to blame for keeping them
up there. Now the snowflakes thickened, and the
car, lurching madly, went sliding down the twisting
pass, overhanging the lip of the cafion. 5

The driver turned and expostulated. Obviously
he wanted to stop till the blizzard had passed. They
drove him on. i

The car was slowing now, going more cannily, yet
still sliding on that hideous path; and dropping to
the lower levels a!l the time.

PERIL OF THE PRECIPICE.—Swinging a

bend the back of the car skidded round;

for a breathless moment it hung, then over
it went like a kicked stone.

Billy sat with his heart in his mouth. The great
hills were lost to them in the white-whirled darkness.
The wind tore at them. The roar of the torrent was
louder ; for they had dropped much nearer to it.

And the car slid the more. The driver yelled

hrases at his companions. They yelled at him.
I.E'hcm was fright in the ear, high terror.

Swinging a bend she lurched, her stern came

round. For a breathless second she hesitated. Then

over she went, like a kicked stone, down to the
roaring, snow-filled darkness below.

Crashing to Death in the rock-filled torrent below!
Is this gt.hu end for Billy? Will he meet this terrible
doom? Look out for next week's thrill-filled episode.

'FREE! THREE MORE 'ZAT CARDS NEXT WEEK.



18 WONDERFUL

The Robot Rower.

“1) LOW Catty ! ” Dick Bannister's usunally cheery
face was like a thundercloud. His i
was refleeted in the faces of the rest of his chums.

Boat race day was in the offing—and Johnny Gee

and Co. had arranged a novel race to celebrate. There

were two rival schools in the vieinity of 5t. Giddy’s—

Earlswood and Asheton. Hitherto Asheton had been

undisputed champions of the river, but now a race

had been a to deeide who really were the best
oarsmen of the rival schools. First St. Giddy’s and

Earlswood were to row a race on the Rudd—the

winners to battle with Asheton for the coveted title.

And now on the morning of the race with Earlswood
a bombshell had fallen. The Joyous Juniors were
gated and forbidden the river. In addition they were
due in Mr, Cattermole’s study at 2 p.m. for a licking.

“Admiral Thresher's blessed fault, too,” grunted
Tony Graham.

A little unreasonable of Tony to blame the Admiral.
The truth was that the old seadog was working on
an Unbreakable Code for the Admiralty in his little
riverside bungalow. Henschel, an international -
wanted that eode, but the admiral had seen that hi
bungalow bristled with traps and burglar alarms.
All unwittingly the Joyous Jumiors had gprung the
traps hidden in the river-approaches to the place
and the Head had gated them for this.

In spite of the ban, however, Johnny and his chums
had gone for a moonlight practice on the Rudd and
m dramatic circumstanees had saved Admiral
Thresher from the machinations of Henschol the Spy.
For this the Admiral had promised to ‘phone the
Head and ask him to reseind his decision forbidding
the Removites to row that afternoon. It was now
midday, however, and the message had not come

through.

Meanwhile, Davenport & Co. were chuckling
amongst themselves. Davenport, the Cad of the
Remove, had formed a rival crew among his eronies
E';nka Johnny Gee & Co.’s place in the 8t. Giddy's

t.
. Up in the Remove Common Room, Johnny
Gee & Co. grew more desperate. The Removites had
arranged to meet their mivals out in the lane, to
discuss a secret meeting-place for the race. And at
last Johnny Gee & Co. dashed out of St. Giddy’s, and
met the Earlswood fellows.

Desperately, they explained the situation.

“Whew ! Hard cheese, old scouts!” exclaimed
Tommy Rhodes. “ What are ¥nu going to do t ™’

" Look here, Rhodes,” exclaimed Johnny Gee.
“I've got a wheeze—but it will require some nerve
to work it. My idea, is that you should come to
St. Giddy’s, disguised as Admiral Thresher, interview
Catty, and insist on his letting us off !

Tommy Rhodes chuckled. Impersonation and
making up were his particular hobby.

* Right-ho, you secallywag!® he said. *“ Hold
off the execution as long as yon ean, and I'll work the
giddy oracle !

Rousing long, complete School Tale of the Sunlit River. Telling
how Johnny Gee & Co. of the Remove Form at St. Giddy’s broke
detention ; fought a desperate crook to save Admiral Thresher’s
Unbreakable Code—and Rowed the Race of their Lives for
The Blue Riband of the Rudd.

STORY SURPRISES

Tommy Rhodes “ eut ™ off and
the chums of Study No. 4, feeling
much more hopeful, returned to
Bt. Giddy's. The clock was striking
two as they went into the quad-

e.

*“ Time for us to go up for the
licking ! said Johuny. * Let's
hide m the cloisters, and make
Catty look for us.”

Mr. Cattermole, fumi and
regmg, searched high and low for
the mussing juniors. Not until
hali-past two, did Johmny Gee and
Co. give themselves up.

“ Follow me ! " roared Mr. Catter-
mole. “ 1 shall make you young
rascals smart for this!”’

The juniors trooped behind him,
to his study. C(atty, his e
glinting, selected his stoutest ashplant and swished
it viciously in the air.

“Now, Gee *’ he rasped. * Hold out your hand {”

Tap ! Tap ! A sharp rapping sounded at the door,
which ozganed a moment later, to admit a plump,
red-fa figure in Admiral’s uniform. A sly wink
told Johnny Gee & Co. that this was Tommy Rhodes.

“Ha!"” cried this worthy, in a stentorian voice,
“Mr. Cattermole, I presume ¥ My name is Thresher
—Admiral Thresher ! I perceive that you are about
to punish these lads for visiting my property aganst
orders., Well, sir, they did me a very t service
last night so I forbid you to hurt a hair of their
heads !

“B-b-bless my soul!” Mr. Cattermole,
greatly taken ot —what—how——"

“ Let me deal with them, Mr. Cattermole,” boomed
the bogus Admiral. “ Boys, do you promise to be

little lads in future ? ¥

“Oh, crumbs ! We—we promise | "

“ Then you may go ! *’ said the “ admiral ** grandi-
loqluﬂntly. “ Not a word, Mr. Cattermole ! They are
fully pardoned.”

Johnny Gee & Co. went hurriedly from the House-
master’s study, gasping. The wheeze had worked,
and they lost no time in getting ready for the river.

SBoon afterwards, the bogus Admiral was seen
stalking from BSt. Giddy's. Tommy Rhodes was
followed down to the river by his chums. He left his
disguise in the St. Giddy’s boathouse, for Johnny
Gee & Co. to return.

The Earlswood boys went off grinning to their own
boathouse.

The juniors were surprised to see Timothy Catch.

ola walk out of a shed, some distance from the

oathouse, and beckon to them.

“ My dear fellows, will you kindly lend me a hand '

in launching my Mechanical Pacer ¥ '’ he asked.
Johriny Gee & Co. blinked into the shed. The

Mechanical Pacer consisted of an ordinary rowing-

boat, on the seat of which was perched a bulky,
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mechanical figure, itse arms operated by wvarious
levers and swivels.

Greatly amused, the Removites lugged the lugger
forth, and set it afloat.

Whirrer-vrrerrrr | Splash ! Splash ! The Robot
Rower was set off, and it really rowed—in cireles,
in the funniest manner imaginable.

* Hi, leok out, Catchpole, you ass!” came a
sudden frantic shout. It was uttered by Davenport,
who had a with his racing eight round a
bend in the river. The brand-new racing-shell lurched
dangerously as they tried to avoid the mechanical
oarsman. But the eflort was abortive. Crash/
Smash ! Splash ! Catchpole's invention took the
frail craft amidships, sending the rotters’ brigade
willy nilly into the unsympathetic waters !

“ Dud-d-dear me ! "’ Catchpole, blinking.
“It appears, my dear fellows, that a few further
adjustments are necessary !’

“ They are—they is ! "’ grinned Johnny Gee. And
while the unfortunate oarsmen elched i
miniously back to St. Giddy’s, the jumors made their
way along the towing-path. Clarence Vane had hired
a handsome motor-boat m which he and his fellow-
knuts had been ing proudly up and down the
river. Now it was at the landing-stage, tied up to
one of the posts. As Johnny Gee & Co. approached,
there was a roar on the river, and a long, low, powerful
motor-boat swept into sight, driven by a man in a
peaked cap, wearing thick eyeglasses and a pointed
moustache.

“ Great pip! It's that scoundrel Henschel ! "
eried Johnny Gee. “ If only we eould capture the
rotter, and—why, here's the very thing! We'll bag
this boat ! "’ . .

With an agile leap, the Remove captain landed mn
the Upper Fourth knuts' motor-boat, and his ehums
fumbled in eagerly after him. There was a howl of
wrath from Clarence \ane and his fellow-dandiea
inside the boathouse.

“ Haw ! You checky, Wemove wottahs ! ** shrieked
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the priceless Clarence. * Come back with that bally
boat ! "’

Zooooo-ooooceem ! With a roar, the motor-boat
moved away from the landing-stage and headed
swiflly upstream.

Suddenly, as they neared the creek, a du'l roar
sounded and they saw a pall of black smoke and
earth rise behind the trees.

“My hat ! That was an explosion in the creek !

Johnny Gee. “‘ \WWhat roguery is Henschel up
to ! Hold tight—I'm going down there ! "

Johnny swung the tiller hard over. Low cries of
amazement burst from the Removites' lips. The
upper part of the creek had been blown up, and all
the Professor's hidden apparatus lay in rums in a
great water-filled crater.

Johnny Gee maneuvred the motor-boat to the
side, and they made fast to a tree. As they raced
towards the house, which was in confusion, Admaral
Thresher came stamping across the grounds.

“ What has happened, sir ? "’ eried Johnny Gee.
“* We chased Henschel along from our boathouse,
but he's gone now .

“Yee, by thunder, and he's taken Professor
Postlethweite with him!" boomed the Admiral.
“ He exploded ihe new depth-charge in the creek,
and ruined all our apparatus. Now the villain has
taken Postiethwaite to his secret hide-out up the
river and will attempt to force the secrets frormn him—
I know his game, by thunder ! "’

Jolmny Gee turned to his chums.

“ We must try and trace where they've taken the
Protessor, and rescue him !’’ he exclaimed. “ Mum-
my hat! I think I've got it! We'll dress up
Catchpole’s mechanical sculler to Jook like Admiral
Thresher, sgt the merry contraption rowing down
the river, and- decoy the rotter out of hiding to

ive chase. Then we shall spot where he comes

m, and rescue the Professor !

“ Great pip! It’s & rare wheeze, Johnny

Eagerly, they set the motor-boat racing back along
the river, to the St. Giddy's beathouse. Timothy

| 1
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Catchpole wes demonshrming his wonderful Robot
Rower when they a:rived. twiftly, Johnny Gee put
his idea to the Kemove inventor.

“ The Mechanical Pacer is at your disposal, my
dear fellows!' he gaid. “ I have made all the
necessary adjustments, and you can go right ahead,
my dear Gee.”’

No. 577

Johnny Gee & Co. steered across to the tumble-
down boathouse. They drove straight under the
pilings, through the seeret opening, and came to some
wooden steps, that led upwards to a room above.
There, lying bound and gagged on a pile of sacks, was
Professor Postlethwaite,

Swiftly, the Joyous Juniors relessed him, and
condueted him down the rickety steps to the motor-
boat below.

Great was the amazement of Admiral Thresher,
when the Joyous Juniors came careering merrily up
the creek, with Professor Postlethwaite safe and
sound on board.

RIVER-HOG ROBOTI—The robot suddenly ran amok!
terrific rate, it sped straight at the crook’s boat, almest braining him.

Working the oars at a

Watched by a wondm-mg crowd, Johnny Gee & Co.
fetched the Admiral disguise that Tommy Rhodes
had left in the boathouse. Johnny Gee worked deftly
and swiftly, and it was amazing, the life-like resem-
blance to Admiral Thresher bhutLit. bore.

The Robot Rower was taken in tow, and the
Joyous Juniors drove back to the creek in the motor-
boat. Then Catchpole eranked up his apparatus, and
it was set going.

Johnny Gee & Co. chuckled as they watched that
marvellous contraption go rowing merrily up the
river,  The motor-boat followed, at a respectful
distance,

All at once, Dick Bannister gripped his leader’s
arm,

“ Look—over there, Johnny ! **

The dummy Admiral had just rowed past a
dilapidated, tumbledown boathouse. And now &
section of the rotted staging had swung inwards.
A low, grey motor-boat emerged and sped away up-
river in pursuit of Catchpole’s mechanical sculler !

It wos the arch-spy’s motor-boat, and Henschel
himself was at the wheel! The villain drew a
revolver, and commenced firing into the back of the
dummy oarsman !

Johnny Gee & Co. chuckled—then they gasped in
amazement. The Robot Rower was running amok !
The dummy started to work those oars at a rate
utterly beyond the powers of ordinary man, and the
boat fairly shot up the river. Then the craft turned.
and whizzed back, straight at Henschel’s boat.

Slkilfully the villain dodged and sent his motor-boaﬁ
sweeping up the river.

“ Why, rake my boilers, this is amazing, boys | "
he boomed. “ You have done magnificently | But
I mustn't detain you lads—you have a boat race to
row.”

Johnny Gee & Co. sped off in their commandeered
motor-boat. The Admiral's launch followed, for
both Admiral Thresher and Professor Postlethwaite
intended to watch the race.

Two tall figures were standing grimly on the landing
stage when the Remove heroes drew up. They were
Mr. Cattermole and the Head.

“ Boys | "’ cried Dr, Holroyd sternly. “ How dare
you flaunt my orders in this deliberate manner ! You
must all return tu achool with me immediately, for a
ﬂoggmn’ and-

* By gad, sir, these lads are to be highly com-
mended ! roared Admiral Thresher, and he told
what had happened.

At that juncture, Tommy Rhodes & Co. came
rowing up in their boat.

“Are you scallywags ready!’” demanded the
Earlswood leader. * Of course, if you prefer to do
the sensible thing, and serateh

“Rats!" responded Johnny Gee promptly, and
he turned to Dr. Holroyd. * We are due to row
against these Earlswood chaps now, sir,” he said.
“ QOur boat was smashed over the weir last night,
and—er—we thought that the Sixth would lend us
their boat.”

 Why, certainly ! "’ said Dr. Holroyd. The cheery
Remove crew dived into the boathouse to change.
Within a quarter of an hour the rival crews were
at the starting point, jockeying into position.
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“Are you ready " eried the starter. “Go!™
Bixteen shining bladea dipped into the water
simultaneously, and both crews were off! Both
strokes set a fast pace, and the rival racing skiffs
glded swiftly elong the river, the St. Giddy's boat
tly in the lead.
'ommy Rhodes & Co. drew level as they swept
round tbe bend, and for naarly a quarter of a mile,
raced neck and neck
ificently did those two schoolboy crews vie
with one another along the last stretch | But within
the last few yards of the winning post the St. Giddy's
boat crept ahead, and a tumultuous roar of cheering
arose as it flashed first past the K;o:t
Tommy Rhodes, a sportsman through and through,
olaned his rival on the back.
olly good race, Gee ! ” he gasped
“Thanks ! ™ grm.ued Johnny Gee,
got to lick Asheton.”

breathlessly.
“Now we've

Davenport’s Duplieity.

RIDAY came, and directly lessons were over,
the heroes of the Remove went down to the
river, for some last-minute practice.

Behind a clump of trees on the towing path, a tall,
handsome fellow stood with scowling brow and
glittering eyes, following the progress of the Remove
oarsmen. Cecil Davenport turned to two roughly-

enormous taeles, rowing a skiff and Inhnk:mg
diamay st m poiu: and barbed wire barricaded
the creek mouth

“ Indeed, yes, my dear Gee!” ruponded the
sehoolboy inventor solemnly. *“I wish to submit
to Admiral Thresher and essor Postlethwaite
my new depth charges——""

“D.d-depth charges! Great pip!” Johnny
Gee & Co. blinked in great astonishment at the pile of
small, round obr:ta that lay at the bottom of Catch-
pole’s boat. They were metal globes, of about the
size of a ericket ball, fitted with floats, and each had
& small nozzle on the top.

“ They are quite safe, until they are under water
and have been set, afloat | ' saxd Catchpole. ** Besides,
they aro merely filled with onim.a.ry gunpowder,
which is not so effective as dynamite, and—dud-d-d-
dear mo ! Are tMese horrid-looking fellows friends of
yours 77

The juniors in the Remove boat turned sharply,
and they gasped with alarm as they saw o number of
rﬂwm &I‘:u aon ing on them, manned by
rwerslde tonghs ** from Merivale.

“ "Fre they are—the 'igh a.ndmlghty college kids !
npared their leader. * Go for em ! Qive the young
swanks a ducking !’

At the sharp oommn.ud from Johrny, the Removites

with him,
i

S8UBMARINE_ 8QUIBS8.—Over went Catchpole's boat, his
Terrific detonations rent the air as those

mines exploded,

atent depth charges guinx :
upsetting }
' craft. ;

elad fellows. He spoke in low, brusque tones, and
oermmmqmaychan hands. ;
Right rDavmtl * said one of
“go'llﬁxthmpfw
JohmryGea&Oo mm-rhile,vmtnhngu
breather at the island. Then they turned, and rowed
la-urelyhaekmthmrm
‘When they came to the Admiral’s creek once more,
they beheld a tall, bony youth with @ large head and

bent to their oars, and Snowball, the dusky cox,
manceuvred the tight eraft defily, so that it just
missed the bow of the leading rowdies’ boat.

The river rowdies started in pursuit. Theyrspld.iy
overhanled Timothy Catchpole, who was
dmmate effort to , and his skiff was
i vy, ruthless

©Oooogh! 1 s-8-s-say— Yarocooop
Splash ! The boat went over, and Catchpoie
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disa below the surface. He was followed by
his ** demonstration ** tbs‘h

Bang! Crash! BANG ! Terrific explosions rent
the air, and the water arose in huge waves, all around
the attackers' eraft. Fortunately, Catchpole’s
charges, bcmg filled with home-made Ly
had no drastic effects. The attackers were
simply blown over, and the occupants thrown eut
into the river.

“Yah! Help! quhw.f Ooooogh 1 **
The rowdies and while Johnny
Geo & Co. rm'fdgl:idf.h ter.

Suddenly out of the bushes by the side of the creek

two, scared emerged. They were Admiral
By e | What happened, boys ?
. l' ”

damnnydedthAdmiﬂl “ Who's been throwing

bomln—lhcy!"

Chortli

with laughter, Johnny Gee explamed
,'hilolhowy'diuchmbu“l

to use the river until all those depth have
bunubanouuq-in.or 1 Split my turret,
it's disgraceful ! And stamped with

If they aren't fished out by to-morrow,

Remove rose next . At prayers, however,
all their hopes wero dasbed when Dr. Hol
announced that no racing was to take

river until Catchpole’s submarine squil
removed.

Later on the boys of the Remove were most amazed
vha:lh:bg:de;“dyGee.whoh:dbna:mmomd
to s ly, dashing along passage,
waving his arms and laughing in an abandon of joy 1

“ Hooray ! ™" yelled tfn Hemove leader 'I%:
* Let us rejoice, chaps ! The boat-race is coming

8ame course.
mm: That's great ! " 25
Way company were running a special ¢!
excursion train to London for thmmt Race,

fellows came on board in full
foree, and the to London was enlivened by
the exchange of good-natured chafl between the rival
schoolboys.

motor-launch followed up the crews. Eagerly did
Wcoe&(:o.muhthommiﬂeemmmgd

ud.?em

When Mortlake was reached, and the race was
over, Johnny Gee & Co. stood up in the Admiral’s
launch and cheered the victors to the echo.

e 18 okt T ey, Mol Bade siast <€
i ide t , Tot i
the wharf. zammwmmmm
%uniou went in, followed by Henschel.
trapped juniors found themselves inside a
deserted, musty-smelling room. Henschel moved
(Cogtinued on pege 35)
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Come on boys, ihey'reF %
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WASHINGTON HAYSEED—ON THE SPOT ! Laughable Complete Tale Telling
of the Doings of the COMICAL COON SLEUTH |

Wasn't Worried Much—He

Practical Jokers. But they Weren't, and—

that's where the Excitement Begins in this
Grand Fun Tale.

Washington on the Carpet.

HE senior member of the firm of Hayseed and

Buskit, Private Detectives, entered the office

of that organisation, managing, for once, to get
the door open without it falling off its hinges. Tim
Buskit, the youthful assistant of the darkie sleuth,
was within, admiring a carpet which overspread the
floor of the ** office.”

“ Say, now !’ said the great Washington Hay-
seed. ‘* If we ain’t done gone an’ come over all posh
of a sudden ! Where'd you get it, Tim ?**

“ Bid two an’ ninepence for it at an auction,"
answered Tim, meditatively. * But there's more
in that carpet than meets the eye, Wash. By the
way, have a cigar.”

Washington’s eyes grew round with wonder.

“ Cigars! Say, what's de mean'n’ of all dis yar
gorgeousness ! ' He approached the -cigar-box,
which stood invitingly on the desk before him, and
beaming’in pleasurable anticipation, lifted the lid.

Zzzzzzzzp! Washington fell back with a yell of
horror as & green snake, with bright, yellow spots,
shot out of the box and leapt towards his face.
Almost at the same instant the four corners of the
carpet rose up and closed round him like & bag.

Then, from some vague point in space, came the
dim, far-away sound of Tim Buskit's voice :

* This,"” said the voice, calmly, * is the Buskit
Patent Reciprocating Crook-Catcher. I just wanted
te show it to you, Wash."

“ Lemme go! Lemme—— Wow/ Ouch/™

The folds of earpet about Washington suddemy
relaxed, and the floor rose up and hit him a violent
blow. The coon sleuth blinked around as the outer
world was revealed. Then he gave another yell, and
clutched the green and yellow spotted snake, which
was entwining his neck affectionately—to discover
it to be merely the familiar joke contrivance of
springs and canvas. Washington glared at his
playful chum menacingly, and scrambled to his feet.

““Seo yar, young fella! What's de mean'n’ of
insultisin’ my indignity wid joke snakes an——"

“ All right, Washing!" replied Tim, backing
away discreetly. “ I just wanted to demonstrate
my invention. The snake's just a little stage-effect
to take the crook off lus guard while we switch om
the works.™

“® “'h”

“De crook?!” queried Washington.
crook 7"’

“ Why, any crook. Don’t you realise, Wash, that
as our fame grows wider, our lives become more
endangered. Any day some criminal, thirsting for
vengeance, might pounce in here an’ try to bump up
off. Come over here to the window, an’ I'll show
yow what a smart idea it is.”

Washington conquered his urge for immediate

risals, and went over to the window. Tim's
“ invention »* consisted of four cunningly concealed
wires attached one to each corner of the t and
passed over pulleys fixed on the ceiling. All the wires
were ted over to the window and attached to an
extra-heavy weight, which normally stood outside
on the window-sill when the carpet was lying on the
floor. If the weight was pushed off the window-sill,
the carpet naturally ascended to the ceiling, and a
further contrivance drew the corners of the ¢ t
towards each other, so that it formed a bag, enclosing
any unfortunate person who happened to stand on
the carpet. The procedure was, according to Tim,
first to ask your victim to have a cigar. n, when
he was taken off his guard by the jumping snake, to
rush over and push the weight off the window-sill,
thus making him a prisoner in the folds of the carpet.
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* Dere do mmhm&h‘n‘hm"m
Washington. ** De only fly in de appointment seems
whedae cigar business. If a crook was about to blow
yo' head offen you, it don t seem kinder nat'ral to
Bay, Havaq.mgar, timer, jest to show yo Ah
don’t bear yo' no lllmahea"'”

“ Oh, that’ll be -all nghh ' amswered
:})tlm.lsttcaliy “Anyhow, we'll see if I can't thmk

something better when 1've got more time. I've
been waiting for you to arrive so that I ean buzz off.
I’ve decided to give myself the afternoon off, to watch
the Arsenic Chidwingford Friday. So long I’

Washington frownped at the door whence Tim
Buskit had disappe~~ed, and as he frowned, the door
re-opened, and the head of that same youth bobbed
roumi:‘hae side of it.

* Ly the way, Wash, I forgot to mention there’s a
note addressed to you on the desk. It was delivered
by hand this morning. See you later.”

Tim’s head wascgam lost to view before Washing-
:‘t.mkmmlc:l edso the tg;onmdeteunw turned to the

esk and pic up ter. '].‘au-mg open the
env: , he extracted a single sheet of notepaper,
on which was written :

Washington Hayseed, us guya of the
profesh have stood your erence
too long. You got it euudng to you.
‘From now on you can consider yourself
on the spot.
Washington's b

mouth lolied opm if
om}trol of it. =2

* (i-g-g-gosh ! d-dey’re
b-b-bump me off ! " 5

The coon sleuth turned round swiftly
and looked behind him as though
ex'pectmg to see his would-be mur-

there. The absence of
l'ua yotmg assistant gave him a sinking
feeling in his tummy.

“ S-say! What'm Ah to doT™
w asked empty space, and

as it offered no suggestions, went on :
“Ah gotta do-someth’'n’! An d-don’t
wanna be bumped off ! ™

The Cop’s Plot.

T was about ten minutes after he had
read the warning letter that Wash-
ington Hayseed dashed into the

nearest - police station and demanded
breathlessly to see the mspeﬂ-or

“T'll go and fmd r for

you, Mr. Hayseed," said the policeman
10 charge, for Wash was well known
to the police nowadays.
mind waiting ? "’

hmdlost

gonna

gther-;gwemd ‘ghouhlwn't-mﬁedtbojoko
eno! Simmy; v not dress up as gunmen
a.nd and gweh{mareal good acare?" :
-8ay, but worooulﬂdo 1t, 1" announced

another chuckling vo “"We're all off duty this
afternoon—ithe t of us, Jiminy, boys! We
can’t miss a chanee liks this! Joke's don’t often
come our way in the force !

“ We'll do it ! said another voice. ** You see if
you can't rake up three masks or samet.hmg to cover
our faces, Jim, and you, Simmy, youcan . . .

The policeman climbed off his high
stool and left Washington aléne in the
charge-room. A buzz of converaation
from an adjoining room startled the
coon sleuth. Involuntarily he listened.

“.Go on!” laughed a voice. * You

BORE GUNMEN SOAR |—Wash pushed the
weight off the sill,
carpet closed round the gunmen.

wildly they were hoisted into the air.

and the -animated
Yelling

don’t mean you did it !"

* 'Course !  said another.  Isaid I would. That
Washington Hayseed thinks he’s smarter than us

, and so I thought 1I'd bave my little joke and

gwahmamrommkehun a peg. Isenthim
an anonymous leiter saying he was going to be
bumped off by gangsters ! Lor’! I'd give a month’s
pay tosee his face when he reads it ! ™

ie would probably have given another month's
pay to see Washi 's face as he listened in the
next room—it was well worth-it, anyhow !

There was a loud guffaw of l&ught.er, and then

Washington Hayseed heard no more, for at that
point of the conspiracy somebody unfortunately
closed the door. But W bad heard enough.

“ Bo it's deir little joke ! Ah seen some
mighty low-down, no-aceount aenm of humorousness
in mah time, butdeaeyareorumkedenmm prize !
Jealous, dat’s what dey 1s—jealous of mah brilliantine
career! Ah've & mind to—

A fleeting thought of Buskit's Patent Reciprocating
Crook Catcher flitted thm?h his mind. Washington
gazed entranced into space, as one who sees a vision.
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moment the Inspector appeared,
pn‘::d“\?;thopolm'hohdﬂhthn-m

of him.
vmd toseeme 1"
uha, hnnmaquhmg-
ton, finding himself with ohnnged “Ah jes
wnntedtouy—Ah—Ahmmhdtoukgo do
time, 'spector. Yo' remember de words of
shaker, de great dromedary, ‘ When yo' want t.o
know de time, ask a policeman ! """
? * Bee here, Hayseed, if this is your idea of a joke,
But Washington did not enlarge on the theme. Ho
withdrew hastily, and hurried back to the offices of
Hayseed and Buskit, chuckling to himself gleefully.
"Ahmfm&nmmﬂoﬂ Ahs“.
when dey comes to me t guess
:;mh- will 1™ —_—

On the Spot.

FTER testing Buskit's Patent Reciprocating
Crook Catcher, W Hayseed sat down
to wait the coming of imitation gunmen as

patmuvuhnmﬂd. He whiled away the time

y enough picturing the chagrin of the jokers
whentbeyvould hlwtoexﬂnntbenmlmmt.heir
inspector, who, of course, Washi would send
for when they were secured, under pretence that
he believed them to be real gunmen. Wash could
not help chuckling at the thought.

He heard steal vlootstepc..thst,wuul.thn
office door. a look of m-na-m-, he
pretended to busy hxmlol

Suddenly the door was flung open nolently. A
gent with face half covered by a mask, and with

a large, black, automatic pistol in his hend, strode
m Two others, similarly disguised, followed. One
of them ecarried a light machine-gun of the type
favoured by Chicago t,huF cireles,

“We come to pntchn.! snarled the leading gent,

* Howdedo, gents!” said Washington, smiling
blandly. “Ah shuha guess we'm have'n some gosh.
awful weather lately, don't yo' t'ink "

“ We ain’t come to talk "bout de weather ! ™" hissed
thamnskedm “We come to give youse yours,

¥ We come to bump off 1

ow, ain't dat jest too * said Washington
wlth a sad shake of the head. “Ah‘- so gosh-awful
bulryto-daydatAhm'[rmd AR’ll bave to ask you to
call to-morrow to——""

“8Say! Take an eyeful a’ dis!™ said a second of
the masked men, thrusting forth the

“Shuhat™ said Washy cheerfully. “Ab’s allus
ready to oblige.”

He closed one eye and then spied down the barrel
of the mackine-gun after the manner of one using
& telescope.

“Ah can’t see nuth'n. When's de littlé birdie
‘pear 1 Then he added: “ But about dis little
matter of bein’ bumped off ¥ Ah b’lieve dat’s what
yo' called 'bout, huh 1 *

The gunmen at his calmness.

*“ Now, see here, buddy,"” said the leader in a more

friendly tone, *“ We admire your nerve, but we got
our business principles to think of. We're only
hardworking what’s got their livin' to carn.

gunmen
So be a pal an’ be bumped orf quiet.”

“ Well,” #aid Washington with a ahr'ug of -the
uhou!ders. if you put it dat wuy Ah s'pose Ah can't
do nuth’n else bul. dismabl yo'. Now, what
position would yo’ like me in, 'ﬁu face or profile 1"
= “A:-nhuck? lk‘[;)Ioan b{:umli D:kbout that, buddy.

ow'd youse r when it’

b e you y to it's found ?

“Ab’d shuha like to be seated in mah chair wid a

-
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"-nileennlhhu.lihnyo'n-d'bmhm

hAhndminWmW-ﬂngtm‘uungb

"Ornnbba.ﬁh'dlook better stand’n up ?
ashington tried it, leaning against the desk office
E-adsttlmdauo!m-bwnobophohptphed-
I dm:o‘:‘k:lm"btﬂd was the

“ ‘ m ”» y
itnpuuen& answer, “but me u{ my mates m
men——-

The man with the machine-gun crouched down
and took careful aun at Washington. He took the
first on the trigger.

" ain’t dat jest low-down of me,” said

uhmgwn. “Ah ain't asked yo' to have a smoke.
Maghtuwllbamfyvhﬂo“mmdo]ob what ?
Hmre a cigar.”

buddy, but—"

*“ Do have a cigar,” insisted thingwn.
m:hn-dnroam‘tmﬂlhﬂnoaetwmm.

* Okay, buddy, anythin" t"

Thaie.dmggmmopmodthoepr-bu. Nothing

* Guess you're out of cigars,” he said. “The box

S v
me Hayseed blinked and then he stared
round the room until his rutedanngmenwy
snake with yellow spots, lying in a comer of the
mm.dnotl;l}i:gmmtonphu thing in its
box, afte

“Godal; Deym%lbmmhd, said

“ Now, ;re you re.dyl“ said the man wﬂ.h the
m-uhlm-gnn. crouching down again. “ Look
pleasant.™

The man with the gun levelled the muzzle at
Washington’s head, which was lpl:t laterally by t»hu
broadest of broad grins. Again the gunman w
about to pull the trigger when a bright idea ﬂuhed
mto Washington's head.

“Bay,” he cried. * Jest hold on a minute. Ah
forgot “to pnll down_de blind of de window out of
t fo’ mah corpse. Ah‘dbaoblvgui,l.oo.
?o gents would remove yo' hats after my deccase.
Scuse me, but Ah like all de formalities.”

The gunmen began to show signs of impatience,
but \\-agl‘l‘ungtm tactfully ignored them, and walked
calmly over to the window. He risked a glance
behind. The three men were standing plumb o the
centré of the carpet.

With a sharp jab oi his hands, Washington sent
the heavy weight, which controlled the
over the edge of the window-sill. He heard the crash
and eclatter of guns flyi rom the gangsters’ hands
and a volley of wild yells, and turning, was just in
time to see the animated carpet close round a chaocs
of arms and legs.

For a moment or two he surveyed the swelling
mmg and listened with satisfaction to the

yells from within. Then he took up a small,
springy board that he had handy, for chastising
purposes, and started in to work in earnest.

“Thnynr"ho-)d,pmtmtmghnmuh'ﬂh

thwnhmthobdg:ngurpet, is to
teach yo’ ouramttot ry an’ Plny jokes on a smart,
fust-rate defective like Wuhmgt.n Hayseed ! Yo'
thought yo was mighty smart—thwack /—but—
wallop I—Ah—thud [ was lmnrher—Btﬁ'—by—-Ml
—long chalks!"

The carpet heaved and writhed madly,
Washi kept on relentlessly, until the office d
Ha, and Buskit was thick with dust beaten from
the carpet—at the gangsters’ expense.

(Continued on page 36.)

“ Jest
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PAL OF THE MONSTERS, ™ Preictoric By on Board
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Lashed to the Mast, Duke watched
the maddened Orang-utan shamb-~
ling towards him with deliberate
malevolence. In another second
those huge, cruel, half~human hands
would be at the explorer’s throat.

ARSI TSP P

A Queer Passenger.
= HO is this passenger ya wani me to take
aboard ! Captain Jabez Stellheim’s eyes
narrowed.
“ Well, ze fact is——"" Professor Lucien Temeraire
> , and then broke off in embarrassment. The
little Frenchman’s British pal, Duke Humphreys,
finished the sentence for him. ‘ He’s rather a queer
oustomer, that's all, Captain Stellheim.”
A look of greedy cunning crossed the Yankee
ipper’'s face. “Ah, that’s how the wind lies ! ”* he
ted with a wink. “ Wal, if the passage money’s
big enough, I don’t care if he's a criminal |

e A S,

*HOWLING

“ Oh, it’s nothing like that, skipper!” laughed
Duke. “ But you can see for yourself.” He stepped
across to the open door and gave a low whistle. An
astonishing creature leapt into the untidy little
office. He was smaller than a man, but his arms
were disproportionately long and powerful, and it
had a hairy, simian-like face. A stream of guttural
words issued from his lips. * My name Pal! Very
well, thank you! How de de?™

“ Rot my eyes—it—it talks ! ** gasped the skipper.

“ He, please, not it,” put in Duke quietly. * Pal
is a man—as much a man as you or I, skipper.” He
then explained to the astonished Yankee that he and
Temeraire had discovered Pal (short for Palaeolithic)
in the lost Albino Mountains of Siberia, one of a race
of men which had somehow survived the last Great
Ice Age. They bad decided to take Pal to Europe,
and had just arrived at the little Japanese sea-
port of Nagmlm. They did not wish their secret
to be revealed, however, so, instead of approaching
the usual travel agencies, they were oh tgg look-out
for a discreet skipper.

“ Professor Temeraire is returning to Siberia to
excavate some mammoth-ivory we found there,”
went on Duke, * but I shall come with Pal.”

Stellheim studied Pal with fascinated eyes, and then
burst into a roar of laughter. “ Wal, I guess he’s a
rum crittur ! he cried. “ But I've had queerer
passengers in my time, = As a matter of fact, my
oa " he Eroke off, to add abruptly: “A
thousand dollars!”

“ Oh, that's absurd!” said Duke. * We'll pay
five hundred.”
“Your secret's worth that,” began Stellheim
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shrewdly, but at last he compromised on eight
hundred, to be paid in advance. As they bent over

the table to sign the agreement a horrid burst of *

howling, like demoniac laughter, rent the air outside,

“ Good Heavens! What’s that 7" gasped Duke.
Before the skipper could answer, the howls were
repeated, though more faintly. Pal, his hair stifiéning
with herror, darted under the table.

Stellheim gave a bluff laugh. * That’s nothing !
he exclaimed. “It's probably some Japs mourning
their dead in the street. Come on, you ain’t signed
your name!"

A few min;:tes later Duke, Temeraire, and Pal were
walking back to their lodgings through the sordid
dockland streets, the strange, eerie howls completely
forgotten.

Horror Let Loose.

HE next day Duke and Pal said good-bye to

Temernire, and, as soon as it was dusk, went

aboard the s.s. Liberty. Stellheim showed them
to a comfortable little cabin with two bunks,

Duke felt rather tired, and, so, after a meal, he and
Pal turned in.

He was soon fast asleep again, and it was already
morning and they were at sea when he was awakened
by a loud ery which made him sit up in his bunk
with his heart beating rapidly. A guttural voice was
yelling: “Jee-ook! Jee-ook!™ and a glance at
Pal’s bunk showed him that it was empty.

* Pal sounds frightened !  he thought; and once
more he pulled on some clothes and went hurriedly
on deck. The sight that met his eyes at first
astounded and then enraged him,

Captain Stellheim and some of the deck-hands—a
motley colleetion of lascarg, Japs, Chinks and down-
and-out whites—were gathered in an excited group
round a large cage. It took Duke several seconds
to realise that Pal was inside it ; mouthing his rage
at the indignity of captivity.

* Jee-ook ! Jee-ook ! " he howled, the moment he
saw his friend. *“ Let me out!”

Duke pushed his way through the throng. “ What
is the meaning of this, Captain Stellheim 1" he
demanded angrily. * Did you put Pal in this cage 7™
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It's the right place for a chimp ! ** grinned

“

ure !
the Y, His air of bluff heartiness had vanished
to give place to insolence and cupidity. “ He's

gonna berth in the hold, with the rest of my eargo ! **

“I know he's not ! ** snapped Duke, and shoving
the skipper aside he released the catch of the door.
Before the others could prevent him, Pal had sprung
out from the cage and went up the mast.

“Hey ! ecatch him ! " shouted Stellheim.

There was a rush for Pal, but Duke, his eyes
blazing, barred the way. His fist met the jaw of a
lascar, who crumpled to the deck. A violent struggle
ensued, in which Duke’s superior strength and
courage might have triumphed over the undersized
deck hands, but Stellheim, stepping up behind him,
struck him a treacherous blow over the ear with a
marlnspike. The young athlete crashed half-stunned
to the deck.

“Lash the young fool to the mast!™ rasped
Stellheim savagely. In a few moments a couple of
seamen had bound Duke upright to the mast.

** This is an outrage, you scoundrel ! *’ gritted Duke
in bewildered anger. “ You’ve taken my money: &

*“ Yep, and I'm gonna keep it ! ” jeered the skipper.
“Did ya think I was gonna give you and your
frecious chimp a passage to Kngland ¥ No, sir!

'm bound for the States. I've already got a cargo
of chimps below—orang-utans they calf ‘em—which
I'm selling to an American zoo. Your chimp is
gonna join 'em, and you're going on a trip on ya
own! Lower the boat, men!”

"*“Aye, aye, sir!” responded several grinning
seamen, and they rushed to one of the boats,

During the last few minutes attention had been
diverted from Pal to Duke, but now it was suddenly
attracted to the primitive boy again. Hanging like
a monkey from the mast, he was reaching down with
one long arm in an attempt to free Duke.

“Hey! eatch that chimp!” yelled Stellheim.
Instantly those who were not engaged in lowering
the boat made a rush for Pal. He shrank away,
but one man clutched his wrist, and with a sharp
jerk brought him tumbling to the deck. :

Gibbering with rage and fear, Pal struggled to his
feet. A scream of pain rang out as his sharp tecth
met in a lasear’s calf. Another man started back
from a slashing blow of his clawed hand. The next
moment he brokén free and was bounding across
the deck on all fours.

“After him!” roared Stellheim, hurling the
marlinspike at the retreating boy without effect.

The prehistoric boy made straight for the hatchway
which had been o specially for his benefit. He
dro down the ladder through the open gap, and
Steﬁ eim could have tra.mp?cd him by closing the
hatch. But, instead, the infuriated Yankee clattered
down the ladder in pursuit.

Suddenly a frightful chorus of maniacal howls—
hideous, uncontrolled sounds—welled up from the
depths of the hold. There came a curse—a scream—
and a triumphant yell from Pal.

The next instant there were stampeding awEa on
the ladder and Stellheim appeared through the hatch
in frantic haste. His face was white with terror.

“Quick [ Get a gun, somebody! He's let the
chimps loose | ” were the words that came bubbling
from his ashen lips.

The terrified seamen scattered in panic as a huge
male orang-utan clambered out on deck with clumsy
deliberation.

There was a scurry of steps across the deck, and
the slamming of doors. The crew had taken refuge
with Stellheim in the deckhouse.

The next to emerge from the hold was Pal. He
ehot out through the hatchway as if propelled by
some unseen force, and, seeing the great ape master




Fun W'th the Crew of the Happy Haddock Next Week.

of the field, made a Aying leap for the ropes of the
mAm-mast again.

Then chere poured through the hatehway & small
army oi long-armed, gibbering monsters. were
all orangutans, of varying sizes, though none so
enormous as the * old man " who had first appeared.

*  Pal, ternified by the effects of his bold and des-
perate move, hung to the rigging above Duke's head.

‘The sweat burst from the young athlete’s templea.
“Heaven help me!” he whispered, struggling to
free himself from the bitmg ropes that held him to
the mast

Terror On The Deep.

o g g byl o s

seo ig orang-utan cautiously i

eom e ue;ls which led to the deckhouse
door bemoll:m Then the monster passed out of
ight below the level of the deck.

e stared at the sinister group above the open
hatchway. The apes were moving about with nervous

curiosity, ing sccustomed to their new sur-
roundings. So far they had not realised hus presence.
though he stood upright within a few yards of them.
o
= : 3 ;o
e

—

Buddenly, with the unexpectedness of a thunder-
elap, a shot rang out—followed by an inhuman
seream

Stellheim had found a gun and fired through the
door. The blind shot winged the great in one
arm, and, more alarmed than hurt, he boun back,
biting and licking the wound.

Another deafening report, and the crackle of
eplintering wood ! bullet whizzed by the orang-
utan’s head, and, seized with terror, he turned round
udmadupthmrﬁan-ny. As he reached
the deck, whirling round as if to defy the unseen
:hn'mi:swtbnrut.hiqaymidlmwe.hmdw

> mast.

2y

Man and peast ex.hungea » glance which n=ld all

the primitive f and terror of the The

peast, maddered ,'saw a victim for us

wrath Duke fought aesporately wnb his bonds, and
- “Pal' Pal' Hetp mer’

The orang-utan shambiled towards hmm wich

deliberate malevolence. In another second those
huge, cruel, half-human hands would be at his
throat.

But at that critical moment a diversion occurred
which Se::&o‘d the monster t.cn] wheel round. Pal,
B eim’s marlingpike lying in the scu
had dropped lightly dmrnapun toy‘?i'l% deck, P

A young orang-utan was actually stretching for-
ward to pick up the short iron bar when Pal, with
incredible whi across the deck and
enatched it ost out of his hands.

Pal launchéd himself once more into the shrouds,
this time pursued by the disappointed ape.  The

other orang-utans, excited by their companiou’s

cries, joined in the chase

b 04 S e A TS A orthon
up at i uncertein what action

to take. Batisficd

at last thas his family could leal

: DOOM ON THE DEEP.—The steamer :
; ran into one of the waterspouts. ;
i With a terrible rending and crash- :
i ing the vessel was lifted clean out !

of the sea. ‘

with the situation, the old ape turned his attention
onee more to Duke. His great jaws parted in a
grinning snarl, and his enormous arms rose in the
air, the hands curving for a death-grip.

At that moment the inspike, released s:k
dropped through the air at increasing
buried itself in his skull like a stone going through
butter. The *“old man erashed forward on
face, and lay, a grotesque carcase, on the deck ab
Duke's feet !

Almost immediately after, Pal, eluding the clutches
of two of the nearest o slid down mast and
landed on Duke’s shoulders. In a flash his pofnted
teeth were biting through the ropes. Duke felt them
slackening, and, bracing himseli tor a mghty effors,
he tore himself free
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“Thank you, Pal!" he * Well done !

There was no time to be lost, for the apes were
converging on the two strange chums.

“The boat ! ™ ted Duke—and raced across the
deck. Pal bounded at his side.

With desperate haste they clambered over the
side and saw the boat which the seamen had launched.
As they slipped down the side of the steamer an ape’s
hairy face appeared over the bulwarks and glared
down at them.

They dropped into the boat. Duke unmoored the
little vessel and, snatching up an oar, gave a shove
which sent it bounding away from the side of the
steamer. One of the apes took a flying leap at the
boat, but fell short and splashed into the sea.

* We must %ot away,” panted Duke. * We might
strike an island—or get picked up by a steamer !’

There was a strong current running which was
carrying them in the same direction as the steamer,
whose wheel had been abandoned. Duke dipped his
oars and tried to fight against the pull of the water.

Suddenly the boat hecled over to one side, and
Pal clutched his arm. The drowning ape was ciin%'ing
to the side of the little craft ; his wet, terrified face
was peering up at them out of the waves.

Duke felt almost sorry for the poor beast, but he
realised that it would be fatal to tet him clamber on
board. He raised one oar to strike at him, slipped
and fell in the bottom of the boat. In his fa.lFtvhe
oar escaped from his hand and was carried off in
the current.

“That was clumsy!” exclaimed Duke. “ We
mustn’t lose that oar!”

He pulled hard with the other, and the boat went
round in a circle. The oar was now dancing on the
waves, far out of reach, and the current was drawing
them nearer and nearer to the steamer again.

For the rest of the day Duke laboured to recover
the lost oar; and late in the afternoon his efforts
were successful. He was faint from exhaustion and
lack of food, yet he settled resolutely down to row
away from the steamer. It was hard work, but he
was relieved to find that he was drawing steadily
sway from the ill-fated Liberty.

As night was falling he heard shots from the
little tramp, and later saw dark figures moving on
the deck, and the flash of fire-arms: Stellheim and
the crew had issued forth to attack the apes, but
darkness came before Duke could learn the outcome
of the battle.

He instructed Pal in the art of rowing, and then
handed the oars over to him while he snatched a few
hours of sleep. In the morning, Duke awoke from a
troubled sleep to see the steamer riding the waves
in the distance, but with a steadiness that suggested
Stellheim had triumphed over the apes and was once
more master of his own ship.

“Qur luck’s out, Pal!’ he whispered hoarsely.
“ When that scoundrel sees us he will probably run
us down !

His words proved prophetic. After a while they
saw the Liberty slowly turning round until her prow
was pointing in their direction.

Duke felt almost too exhausted to take to the
oars again, and Pal was lying spent and helpless in
the bottom of the boat. The heat was stifling, too,
and black, thundery clouds hung over them, so low
that they seemed almost to meet the water.

* Yes, our luck’s out | " repeated Duke hopelessly.
“Even if we had escaped Steltheim we should be
drowned in the storm. * Look!”

He pointed—though Pal was too far gone to follow
his outstretched finger—at the agitated rim of the
horizon. There was obviously some disturbance in
the clements. The sky was inky-black behind the
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approaching steamer, and the massed clouds were
gathered together as if in cogitation.

A cold wind swept over the sea, curling the waves
and drawing the clouds together., Gradually a spiral
was formed out of the latter, which now hung ?:)wn
right over the waves. - For a breathless second or
two the water seemed to hesitate and tremble ; then
it rose unsteadily in a whirling column behind the
steamer, sucked up by a whirlwind, and sea and sky,
meeting, clung together in unwholesome fellowship 1

“Good heavens!’ gasped Duke. " A water-
spout ! ™

The crew of the Liberty had evidently seen it, too,
for the vessel suddenly changed her course and
darted aside like a frightened beetle. The water-
spout began to move at a terrific rate, bearing down
on the ship. Then suddenly, in another part of the
sea, sky and ocean met, and two giant columns,
Ellaek and threatening, swept straight towards the

i 3

Yet another and another cylinder of inky water
joined sea to sky, and soon the Liberiy was lost in &
network of wate: uts !

Then Stellheim lost his head. Instead of keepi
straight on, he swung the steamer round—ch:
his mind—altered his course n%?in—and finaliy put
her head right into one of the whirling spirals. Even
at that distance Duke heard the crl:;ﬁz of the falling
waters as they burst about her decks.

The next moment another spout struck her in the
stern, and lifted her bodily out of the water, They
saw her serew churning the air. The giant column
burst with a thunderous report, and, as the vessel
heeled over beneath the weight of falling water, two
more spouts smote her amidships with a roar like
heavy artillery !

Duke hid his eyes. . . . When he lowered his hands
again he saw the nose of the Liberty lifting out of the
seething water. The rest of her hull was buried
beneath the wallowing waves., She wag sinking.

“ It’s our turn next ! ** Duke groaned, and his face
whitened at the menace of the advancing elements.

One vast trunk of seething wnter was striding on
ahead of the rest, like the leader of a phantom army.
Duke knew that it would pluck his little boat out of
the water and pass on relentless as fate. Yet even
as he gazed, fascinated, at the advancing spiral,
there was the crash of a report, and it exploded.
Half the sky seemed to come down with it. Another
spiral burst into a cloud of spray. Then another
melted to hissing foam, while the air vibrated with
the thunder of detonations. »

Pal was pawing his arm and pointing frenziedly
behind them. Duke, bewildered, knowing only that
the frightful danger had been miraculously averted,
turned—and saw a British cruiser bearing down
towards them !

Unseen by him, the buttleahi? had been approaching
until it eame within mu%e of the forest of water-
spouts, which l*t had‘ut.t.er*y de:ltmyeil with its guns.

HE first person on whom Duke’s eyes fell when

he boarded the cruiser was—Professor Temeraire |

“Eh bien, you are mu?rised’to see me, n'est-co

#” cried the little Frenchman. * But we have

searching for you ever since you left Japan!

No sooner had you gone zan we heard zat Captain

Stellheim was a crook who had stolen a cargo of

orang-utans which anuzzer ship was to take to
England ! Where are zey now—ze poor chimps 2

“Under the sea, with Stellheim, where I should

be,” replied Duke grimly, “if it hadn’t been for

Pal,” and he stretched out his hand and seized the

hairy paw of his prehistoric pal.

Meet three staunch pals next week in an m':..u;nb

raising, old-timeg yarn. They are threg sol of
fortune who face a terrible foe in CASTLE SINISTER.
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THE GOALIE WHOSE HANDS VANISHED ! Big thrills with the Tin-Can Trojans
in the Semi-Finals—and Zorro the Sinister.
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The Game of the Season.

T locked like being a record for Maple Park—the

fine, up-to-date stadium of Maplestead City. To

the merry clicking of the turnstiles, the crowds
were uring in their thousands into the great
football arena.
* To-day's game to be of exceptional
interest—of breathless excitement. For it was one
of the semifinals for the English Cup. Rodwell
Rangers, the world-famous First Division club, was
to play Welham Wanderers—and the ground, of
course, was neutral.

Alrecdy the excitement was at fever-heat, for
Welham Wanderers, otherwise known as the “Tin.
Can Trojana,” were not ordinary footballers. They
were the adopted sons of Lord Welham—a lowly
amateur team which had forged ite winning way,
round after round, to the semi-final.

The whole country was amazed. Lord Welham
and his ** Miracle Boys ** were the talk of the nation.
The seientist-peer had adopted the boys in babyhood,
and it had been one of his whims to name them &after
mythical Greek gods. Well-named they were, too—
for with their magnificent physique and athletio
prowess they were like young gods, indeed !

In the well-equipped dressing-room reserved for
the Wanderers, ?he mighty Ajax and his team were
changing for the great game. Ajax was the manager,
captainand trainer ; and he was now talking earnestly
to his players as he laced his boots.

‘“ We mustn’t let the importance of the game
affect our perves, my brothers,”” he was saying, in
his cheerful way. * We're out to win—and Rodwell
Rangers are no better than some of the other teams
we've beaten.”

“ But there's a difference,” said Eos, the stalwart
oalie. * We're not playing on our own ground,
jax. And the good old Crater has enabled us to
keep up our run of luck.”

“"Rats ! * retorted Ajax. * Luck nothing ! We've
won our because we've played hard, sound
football—and that's not beasting. As for the Crater,
it’s just as well, perhaps, that we're playing on the
Maplesiead ground. That crook, Zorro, can’t play
any of his dirty games here, thank goodness ! "

He noticed that Argus and Perseus were looking
at him ; then he thought of Themis, the one reserve
of the team, who was within earshot. Ajax under-
stood. For it was an unfortunate fact that Themis
was Professor Mortimer Zorro's son.

Themis, apparently, had not heard, but a strange
goneation had come over him, and he knew that his
crook father, by hypnotic influence, was com-
municating with bhim.

Themis now acted mechanically—and, indeed,
against his own inclinations. Strolling casually over
to the wash-basins, where some members of the team
were washing, he slapped Eos heartily on the back.

“ We're counting on you, Eos, not to let the ball
go past you ! ”* said Themis, smiling.

“ 1"l do my best,” promised Eos, who was soaping

his hands.
In a twinkling Themis, unseen by the others,
emptied a tiny phial of hing which looked like

mereury into the water of Bos' basin. The stufl
vanished st once, leaving no trace.

It was done so quickly, so casually, that none saw.
Eos rinsed his hands, and was aware of no change in
the water. Little did he know that his hands and
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arms, after being dried, were coated with an invisible,
metallic salt !

The Miracle Boys ran out into the arena amid
tumultuous applause. They looked a sturdy, healthy
team as they indulged in a preliminary kick-about.
Then the whistle sounded ; a tense hush fell upon
that vast multitude ; the toss was taken, and Ajax
won. The teams lined up, and the great game
started. :

From the first minute the Rangers pressed. They
were out to snatech a quick, decisive advantage.
Bo the game started with a real cup-tie rush; the
Rangers, pressing hard, Plﬂying brilhantly, launched
a devastating attack. Their forwards swept their
way through the Trojans' defence, and Boreas and
Eurus, the backs, were completely out-generalled
in that first rush.

Slam ! The Rangers’ centre-forward, seizing his
chance, sent in a sizzling shot in the top right-hand
corner of the goal. But Eos was there. With a
mighty leap he got his fingers to the ball, and held
it. Next moment he sent the leather well back into
mdfield.

“ Well saved, kid!"

In a flash the acpect of the game changed. Ar
was on the ball with such spc%.;] and deierminat,ﬁ;:
that the Rangers had no time to hinder him ; he was
away, running like a hare, the leather in perfect
control at his feet. He swerved, he dodged—he was
through !

“ Shoot, lad—shoot ! "

Argus steadied himself for one of his cannon-ball
shots, when he experienced an extraordinary sensa-
tion. His body throbbed alarmingly, his heart
thumped, his pulse beat like a sledge-hammer. His
shot was a wild, useless kick, and the ball went
feebly into the hands of the Rangers’ goalkeeper.

A groan of disappointment went up from the
Trojans' supporters—never had Argus failed so
lamentably. Argus himself, after that one second,
was as fit as ever again.

It was Ajax the Mighty who retrieved the situation.
With uncanny cleverness he anticipated the goalie's
move; he swerved to the very spot where the
leather fell, after the custodian had kicked it clear.
He tm]pped it neatly, ran forward, cleverly tricking

a couple of opponents, and egent in a pile-driving shot
from thirty yards out, that beat the goalie all ends
up.

R Goalt™

“ Well done, Ajax 1"

It was a nt goal—a grim shock for the

rs.

“ What went wrong, old son ! ssked Ajax, as

he ran up to

Argus,

“1 don’t know!' muttered Argus miserably.
* I seemed to come over queer for that one second.
I'm awfully sorry, Ajax.” 5

“ Why be sorry ! laughed Ajax. * We scored,
didn’t we ? You'll be all right now.”

The teams lined up again, and the excitement was
intense. Rodwell Rangers were grimly determined
to wipe out that deficit. For the Rangers never
admitted defeat. They were famous for their fighting
qualities.

Now they played as though inspired. Even Ajax,
the cleverest pivot in football, was s ised., !I'he
Rangers’ forward drove through, wit.hrt, snappy
passes that bewildered the opposing halves. A great
roar came from the Rodwell supporters as the centre-
forward broke clear, with only Fos, in goal, to beat.

Slam ! ‘The shot came—deadly, accurate, and
with tremendous speed. Eos leapt, and as he did so
he, too, experienced that astonishing, throbbing
sensation. . And more. To hie wsautterable con-
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sternation, as he made an effort to punch the on-

coming ball, he saw that he had no hands.

The shock was so great that he reeled, shouting
with hofror. Both his arms had vanished !

“ Goal I

It was a devastating roar of joy from the Rodwell
qu orters. Fos swung round blankly, staring. The
ball was lying against the back of the net.

Eos, looking at his hands, saw that they were
normal. The throbbing had ceased, too. Was he
going mad ?* He thumped himself, and his hands
were not even numb.,

* - . - *

IN the first floor room of a house overlooking the
famous stadium sat Professor Mortimer Zorro,
archaologist and crook.

“The wonders of science,” he murmured with
evil complacency, *are illimitable !

In front of him, near the open window, stood an
instrument on a tripod. It looked like a cross between

Behind the goal, among the photographers,
stood Zorro operating a strange, camera-
like apparatus.

a telescope and a camera. Yet it was neither. It
was an apparatus for projecting the invisible Meteora-
dium Ray !

For Zorro knew the secret of the Crater—tha
Trojans’ strange football arena on Lord Welham’'s
estate. Scores of years ago a meteor had crashed to
earth at that spot, forming not only the Crater, but
a great rock cavern beneath. That mass of material
from Outer Space not only contained the eggs of
Space Monsters, which Zorro had succeeded in
hatching out, but great quantities of a metal which
was unknown on earth. Lord Welham had really
discovered it, and he had named it “ Meteoradium *
—since it had some of the properties of radium, but
was a thousand times more powerful.

Fragments of that strange metal, in Zorro’s
instrument, projected as a ray, had a devastating
effect upon its victims. Argus had feit that effect.
This mystery ray, when used in conjunction with
certain metallic salts, also found in the meteorite, had
an X-ray effect. Thus it was that the startled Eos
had been under the impression that his arms had gone.

“ This shall be the end | ' muttered Zorro, between
his teeth. *“ To-day, the ‘ Miracle Boys' will cease
their miracles, and drop back into the obscurity from
which they sprung.”

He was employing a subtle method of robbing the
Trojans of their strength. By losing this game they
would lose their fame ; and later, it would be easy
euougﬁ for Zorro to apply the finishing touch.

While Professor Zorro sat behind his strange
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instrument, directing it Argus and Eos.as he
tions to the centre-forward and the
two most vital achieve

bad fumble and allowed the ball
and he was lost in ©

A.rﬁnphinedthetiombehnd felt e
time he had been about to shoot; afd Eos,

with excitement, told of his own extraordinary

sensations.

“You're off your head, Eos,” scoffed Nike, the
outside-left.

“ Mad as a hatter ! " said Dike, the outside-right.

“Well, I'm only telling you what happened,” said
Eos, half-angrily. * When I went to punch at the
ball, I had nothing to with—and that’s why

punch
I failed to save. I can't tell you of the horrible
“ There = be something in it,” i
- e may in
Ajax, grimly.
not be free
Zorro 1"

terrupted
the evil scheming of weewas

“ Even here, in
from

i about this?™ he
ight into Themis’ eyes.
altered

1 know, Ajax 1™

“ Once before you
‘were notiocd“iz
m l" -
gosh 1 1 bel y.oy:wg’t

eV
under his influence
now ! *

The others crowded
round. Ajax stared
unblinkingly into
Themis’ eyes; he
exerted every atom of
his will power. The
battle went on for
some seconds; the
weins stood out on
Ajax's forehead, for
he trating

only the goalie to beat.

EETTRr T

THE HAUNTED FOOTBALL —Argus dribbled brilliantly through: he had @ | :
As he steadied himself to shoot, the ball seemed : 1= place, and his eyes
to swerve, and he miskicked badly. i .

“Goal1 ™

‘The erowds were Jaughing now. These boys were
no good, after all ! Their * marvellous ™ goalie was a
lmb ; their “ devastating ™ centro-forward was
eeble.

Half-time came—with the Miracle Boys two goals
down and the game as good as lost.

The Miracle Boys Justifly Themselves.

s L, it’s all over bar shouting,” said Perseus,
W the inside-right, in a gloomy voice.

The boys were in the dreszi;:gl-room.
resting, washing down and partaki emon.
Most of them were looking ghum, for felt that
tho.y had shot their bolt.

“ There’s something beastly funny about it!"
said Argus, ﬁemel%

“By Jove! ou're right!” exclaimed Eos,
giving him a quick, hard lock. “'What, exactly, do
you mean, Argus ™

L2

“ Well 1 snapped Ajax.

“Zorro—my iather—his power has gome,”
whispered Themis, his whole body shuddering. * He
saw me last night ; he ﬁve me a little bottle, and I
au?ﬁed it into Eos’ wash-basin before the match.™

I knew it ! " yelled Eos.

“Wait—wait ! " urged Ajax, and he turned back
to Themis. “ Where is your father now ? Tell me!™

And Themis told them; for Professor Zorro had
given him ise instructions and directions.

““Come on ! ” said Ajax, his oyes flaming. ** There's
only one hope for us—we must settle Zorro's hash 1™

They went swarming out, much to the amazement,
and even consternation, of the ground officials. They
tore out of one of the deserted exits, stared at by
sundry idlers, raced across the road and Blunged into
the open doorway of a boarding-house. Up the stairs
they ran, and burst like a flood into the room where
Professor Zorro was operating.

“On him, brothers ! ” hissed Ajax.
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Zorro teapt back, but he had no chance. The
infuriated young footballers fell upon him. In a
few moments he was hound helplessly to a chair
with cords from the blinds—and they took care, too,
to tie a scarf round his mouth, so that he could make
no outery, e

“This is the thing—this is the cause of all the
troubie | ” said Eos, pointing to the Meteoradium
machine. .

“ Bmash it ! » said Ajax, grimly, :

Zorro writhed helplessly. His precious scientific
irstrument, was flung to the floor and stamped upon ;
it was broken, battered and rendered useless.

Then, in the same lightning, breathless way, the
Trojans raced back to the stadium, and they were in
time to go out upon the field for the second hali—
as though nothing had happened.

* * * *® *

“YOAL!” It was a delighted roar from the
numerous supporters of the * Miracle Boys.”
The second half was three minutes old ; the
boys, ‘galvanised into an electrifying activity, swept
the Rangers off their feet. It was a smashing restart,
and Argus, making one of his dazzling runs, had
scored unerringly.

It looked like the turn of the tide. The Trojans
were fighting, back, and the Rangers lost some of
their confidence. : &

Like a relentless machine, with every part working
on oiled wheels, the Trojans moved once again to the
attack. With long, swinging, accurate passes the
Trojans swept down the field, irresistibly, bewil-
deringly.

“Ajax ! went up a sudden roar. *‘ Go on, Ajax

The mighty centre-half, towering above his
fellow players, was running through on his own.
The Rangers dashed at him, suddenly afraid. Too
late, they learned that Ajax was merely drawing
their defence. At the last second he sent the leather,
in & glorious pass, to Dike, on the right-wing. Dike
trapped it, was off along the touch line ; he centred,
the ball flashed from the foot of Ajax, and it was
in the net.

“Goal!™

Three—all | Already the Trojans had equalised !
The excitement was at fever pitch.

* * * * *

ROFESSOR ZORRO had brought two of his men
P with him to Maplestead. At night they usually
dressed in strange garb, and they were known
as “ Grey Men.” But now they looked like ordinary,
well-dressed citizens. By chance the two men went
up to Zorro’s room, and they discovered his plight.
In a moment they released him.
“The young demons!” cursed Zorro evilly.
“They think they have got the better of me—but
there is still another chance.”

He grabbed at his instrument, and made a dis-
covery, Although the “ telescopie ” property of the
thing was ruined, it could still be utilised at close
quarters.

Zorro made some quick repairs; his eyes were
burning with hatred. His machine looked like a
camera ; - ard it should be easy enough for him to
gain admittance into the ground as a Press. man.
And crouching behind the goal, he would be able
to repeat his villainy of the first half.

Fate gave Professor Zorro an added advantage.
As he was crossing the street the football bounced
almost at his feet ; it had been sent right out of the
gzround by one of the Rodwell defenders—a wild
miskick.

In a flac a, Zorro’s expression changed ; he pounced
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upon the leather, and as he took it in his hands he
drew forth a little object which looked like a pistol.
He pressed a spring, and a spray of invisible
Meteoradium, like a fine powder, enveloped the ball,
conting it. That amazing metal was only present
in minute quantities, and it could not be seen. But
it would be sufficient for Zorro’s grim purpose.

He kicked the ball over ige wall, and 1t was on the
playing-pitch before a reserve ball could be utilised,
Once again the play continued.

Zorro got in without difficulty ; he placed himself
behind the Rangers’ goal, and set up his * camera.

He arrived at a crucial moment, for Perseus, the
inside-right, was through and about to score. Even
as he kicked, Zorro switehed on. The ball came
unerringly at the goal—and the custodian had no
earthly chance of reaching it. Yet, at the last second,
the ball swerved, as though beaten back by a great
gust of wind, and it passed feebly over the top of
the bar,

*Oooh!” went up a groan from the Trojans’
supporters.

Little did they know that the Ray from Zorro's
instrument was reacting upon the Meteoradium on
the football !

The Trojans were pressing hard; they had the
Rodwell defence in a panic. Again they came
through, Argus receiving a short pass from Ajax,
he swerved, dodged round an opposing back, and
he took a hard shot.

The same thing happened—the ball swerved
mysteriously, so that the goalie had no occasion to
touch it.

* Great Scott!” gasped Argus, under his breath.

Staring goalwards, he had just scen Professor
Zorro—and he guessed that it was Zorro, by some
fresh trick, who was working this evil.

Argus said nothing to the others; but he acted
with brilliant cleverness, Four minutes elapsed before
he again had possession of the ball, and then, instead
of passing, as the occasion demanded, he ran off
wildly, as though in a desperate effort to score,
He kicked feebly at the last second, staggered, and
agpnrenﬂy unable to save himself, went blundering
off the field of play.

He collided with a crashing blow against Zorro,
sending him flying. In the confusion he stamped on
the ** camera,” kicked it, and smashed it to atoms.

“Borry ! ” he gasped loudly, and in an undertone
he added : “Now try any more of your dirty tricks,
you crook!"

Zorro cursed wildly, but Argus was back on the
field of play. Within a minute Argus was his own
cool self. When he again had the ball at his feet
he gave the most amazing display of dribbling.
Opponent after opponent he tricked; he eleaved
through the final Fines of defence, and he sent in a
smashing, low shot, defeating the goalie completely,

“Goal!” f

“Hurrah ! ”

Now, indeed, the game was all over *“ bar shouting.”
The Miracle Boys had won. The last few minutes of
the game meant nothing. As the final whistle
sounded the cheering increased—for every one of the
Rangers’ supporters joined in, madly enthusiastic,
and appreciative of the Trojans great victory.

** Brothers, we've done it !” panted Ajax, with
glawing eyes. “ We've jumped the last hurdle |
And now 1t's all aboard for Wembley 1

The Miracle Boys in the Final! vyet Zorro is still
free to work evil before the Trojans go to Wembley.
Don’t miss next week’s sparkling Footer yarn, chaps.
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CHAMPIONS OF THE RIVER
(Contineed from page 22.)

eat-like, across the rubbish-littered floor and opened
a fm loor at the far end.

‘ Get you down here—gquickly ! ** he rapped.

There was no alternative but for the boys to obey.
They stumbled down the rickety wooden steps, to
the low, damp basement.

The Swiss adventurer called out orders in German
to his confederates, who hurried down with ropes
!tl:odhpmceeded to bind Johnny Gee & Co. hand and

= Sf !" sneered Henschel. “ It has been easier
than I thought, to get you boys in'my power. Soon,
both the Admiral and Professor PostlE::hwait.e will
be decoyed from Riverside Manor by means of a
trick, and brought here. The Admiral is an obstinate
man, but perhaps if he sees you young rascals
threatened with death, he will capitulate with me.”

He laughed sardonically, and his beady eyes
glxtberedliﬁse a fiend’s.

slowly open, revealing n wide, black aperture behind:
through which rushed a torrent of water.

In inated horror, the Removites watched the
waters slowly rising. Hearts pounding with des-

ration, they tugged frantieally at their bonds. But

enschel’s men had done their work well.

Quicker, now, the water was rising—it reached
almost to their waists.

Suddenly, with a thrill of joy, Johnny Gee felt the
bonds that encireled his feet commence to slip !
Frantically, the Remove leader worked his feet hack
and forth until, with a ery of relief, he wrenched
one foot out. His legs were free !

“What can you do, Johnny ?"” asked Dick
Bannister miserably. “ The trap-door is bolted on
the other side, and you ean’t get out ! "

The Kemove captain gritted his teeth. He realised
the truth of Dick’s words. But a deadly gleam came
into Johnny’s eyes, as he turned his gaze to the wide

rture through which the river water was flowing.

“ There’s room for me to sgueeze through that
pipe ! " he exclaimed eagerly. ** If I can get through
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* This cellar, it is below the level of the river!”

he went on. * On the other side of this wall is a
ipe which emerges underneath the pilings, just
elow the high-tide mark. Thus, as the tide rises,

so it fills the pipe; and should it be open at this
end, the cellar is slowly flooded. I am going to
open the upper pipe. The tide is now rising, and it

all rest entirely upon Admiral Thresher’s deesion
whether you are released before the cellar fills, or are
drowned like rats.”

“ You villain ! ™ burst out Johnny Gee hoarsely.
“You dare not do this! You—-"

“Bah! I dare anything!”

Henschel climbed up the steps, and his confederates
followed after kim. The trap-door shut upon the
Removites with a nollow elang, and they heard the
bolts being closed fast.

Suddenly, a g-ating noise assailed their ears, and
to their horror they saw a section of the stone wall

to the river bank, I can attract attention and get
help ! It's a chance—and here goes! "

Without another moment's hesitation, the plucky
Remove leader waded to the flood-pipe. There was
just room for him to ingert his body head-first into
the pipe, and push along with his feet.

Head of the River.

o HERE on earth have those silly duffers.got
to!” Tt was Tommy Muggeridge of the
Remove who asked that question, n

exasperated tomes. The boats had arrived at the

Glendarvon Boathouse, where the race between the

junmier eights was to start, and Courtmey & Co.

were there ready.
But Jobnny Gee & Co. were missing,
** Dash it al], they must be somewhere ! * exclaimed

Dixon, who was rowing at bow in the Remove eight.

“ Which way did they go—towards Battersea !
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exclaimed Brooke. * Right-ho! Then we'il take out Meanwhile, the Remove heroes rushed *back to

the boathouse launch, and look for the o B the Put.::g ‘boathouse. . They had a vigorous rub-

A dozen anxious Remomtea ut out m the down, eventually came- out in mmng togs,
Glendarvon boathouse in a large, fast Iw.uwh. looking as fit and fresh as daisies.

They were passing a row of dingy wharves, when The Remove leader was fortunate in wmmng ‘the
all at once they heard a clear, loud whoop. toss and chose the Surrey side of the river.. -

 Stop ! Hol‘isl Rescue, Remove 1" . Bang ! The pistol went, and the crews were off t

Standing in the mud and water underneath the Side by side the rivals ghot down the river, blades
landing-stage of a wharf was Johnny Gee. Gasping %‘loammg in the water and sweeping with- regular.
with exeitement, the juniors were taken across to aultless rhythm.
their leader, and they were amazed to see that he had From midway between Putney and Barnes bridges.

his hands tied behind his back ! the Asheton boat, rowing a fast stroke, took the lead.
Swal’tlv. Johnny Gee explained all that had 'They were a ma, cent crew, and sllghtly heavior
¥El? ned while his bonds wemlcutﬂ ri than the 5t. Giddy’s boys.
he cellar must be nearly flooded now, an Once past the rough patches, the Remove alnpper
there isn’t a moment to lose ! ** he gaid. “Come on!"  cqlled upon his m:f ﬁﬁ. all they had in hand. and
* The rescue party dashed into the wharf. The yhey responded nobly
"'“P -door was opencd, and Henschel was seen standi They were on the ben.d now, and the long straight
there ‘with one of his gang. They had Admi strétoh 6 the wi post came to view.
Throsher and Professor Postlethwaite prisoners. = - It was here that Snowball, by a smart bit of

| Johnny Gee and Tommy DMuggeridge charged  gieoring, gave the Remove boat o clear quarter of a
together at Henschel. ' The rascally Bwiss went length round that bend, and now both boata"were
recling over, to llwh he}dhLong l}hmugh the trs]:;‘.ioor dead-lovel: A
into the water below. “The other man attempted to Johnny Gee &._ Co. scarcely heard the mld
run for it, but a dozen violent hands seized him and shou:a—{hey wore pu“msy every ounce “of thesgr
whirled him over to the trap-door, = nergy, now, into a last desperate,’ lung-b

* Got 'em ! said Johnny Gee grimly. * All serene, urt. Gradually, the Remove boat forged
chaps—we'll soon get you out of there ! he stroke was a terrific one—thirty-six to tho

The 1‘;“"‘;]“ in the cellar l‘;"‘“’ ht““]“’d out one by  pyinute—but Johnny's crew did not fai} him !, The
one, and the ropes promptly cu . BA= Giddv s boat shot the whi

“ By. thunder ! '1h|;1 |}:s :\lrnn;iﬁulﬁmy lad;:— clen:-"lsngt?n o fl‘gl:: uf Shietr m‘,'“l:’“ "ed posl- ”
magnificent work !"'  boome, iral Thres| ‘ o
“ The villains got me here on a trumpﬁd up message : ]‘I?Pra} ! Well zowed well rm\ed ! St G‘ddy 8
from the At:.]mlrulta, Huh-huh ! They're caught this ].t. i AR e hka bellow Tho
time, by gad 1" '

Outse::lg in the street, the man seated at the wheel ~ Fi\CO Was over and Johnny Gee & Co. had won :
of the wmung car, was also captured.

Admiral Thresher and the Professor drove away .5""!‘1-’“ g’},",';’m'{'.o‘#g r’l:;.'.d'g, s e o, 'f".':g
in the car with their prisonera to Scotland Yard. Look out for this unusual yarn of the Romans.

GDOD DAY, GUNMEN.’ “What, really ! ** shouted P.C. S'[mpgon & Here.
2 : boys, lend a hand. Let's have 'em out of t.hnt. and
- T (Céntinved from page 26.) pthep R anon ey
At last, ffom exhaustion, ho paused. Agd no The three burly P.C.'s hoisied down the Bmk.t
sooner lm.d he laid aside his weapon, then th® door  pgrent Reciprocating Crook Catoher.and exposed to
of theé office was thrust v ulhlltl) open and thrée men i o three battered and dazed ax =

> v....,

cmerﬁl—mnal\ﬂ! um] earrying revolvers. “Lor! Three members of Goofy Gobble’s Gang—
“.Stick 'em up ! said the leading man. that's the lot that used to work in with Slug Peters,

W nwbmgton Hayseed nearly fell owl:.wuh astonish- - ¢} " o1 you caught some time ago, Mr. Hayseed,
ment. “S-say! Who'm you guys ! Must say I feel right ashamed. Here's you been

“You know who we are,” snarled the lvadvr f i 2~ ootk t1 1
“We're the guys what sent that letter sayin' you g?fnu;inr:ngla gﬁen:ie;:hlﬁsu“‘::n\’:'gb%n planni o

was o;'t,l,\e spot' And now we've come fo bump “All right,’” gulped Washington, full of unutterable
you of 5 cmotions, “don’t apologise. _Jést take dem dere

“ De guys w hnf sent de letter ! * shouted Washing- gangsters to de st.utioﬁ? bug‘.'oro dey properly revives.”
ton, in amazement. * Den you're de policemen ! = = S e

Washington's goggle-eyed gaze passed back and
forth from the men in front of him to the heaving,
bng -like_carpet suspended from the ceiling.

It’s no good, Simmy,” said one of the masked
men. * He's rumbled us right away ! Better own
up and admit it was a joke,”

The foremost man took off his mask shee ishly.

LL was quiet when Tim Buskit returned from

bis footba:l mateh about half-an-hour later, :
3 ** Hello, Wash,"” he said, bouncing cheerfully
into the office. ** §’pose nothin’ startlin’s happened,
as usuul i

* No,” repliecd Washington, with an attempt at
bntmg sarcasm. “Ah've only been put on de spot

o: i??{a IE;;.‘ nﬁﬂﬁgeﬂa’ : hf ':pologlsgilm AL m'la’,l; twice, nearly riddled wid bullets from a machine- -gun,
&rem e P[ay a little jape 01:1 you, blitt. ™ and ‘at last captured three ‘desperate gunmen, what
AR owl‘ gulpccl Washington. “Ah know ail camo to bump mo off in revenge for Slug Poters’

capture. Apart from dat it's jost been de usual quiet
g':bc!nrp‘gltl??' Ah' don t know is'who’m dese guys in Attt hoa Y. = 4
He pointed at, the, carpet.

“Ah must have threo real gangsters in dere ! Dey .‘i.‘:',:‘...".':".‘.’.'h‘“"m"': lcﬂ!’ltl:lr; mﬁkt.h: atrln::

came to bump me off!" the “ Happy Hlﬂﬂouk.'

Printed and Published by ALLIED NEWSPAPERS LTD., at their Registered l)mne Withy Grove, Manchester 4. Bolg

Agents for Australasia: Messrs. GorpoN & GoveH (Australasia) gm le Agents for South Africa : CENT,

NEwWS AceNcy Ltp. Sole Agents for Canada : MEssks. GorDON & GoTcH Lrp. & MESSRS. THE IMPERIAL was
Co., Toronto, Montreal Winn peg, and Vancouver.

| AR



