Am Ay y

N

FREE! INVISIBLE WR

PIes Lo P P

TING OUTFIT WITHIN

Q 2”
=

READ “THE CASE OF THE £1,000,000 CRICKET BAT,” BOYS!
VOL. XXII—No. 587—June 3, 1933 REGISTERED ¥OR TRANSMISSION

By CANADIAN MAGAZINE POST.



2 BOYS' MAGAZINE.

No. 587

Club

Your Editor's Address:
200, GRAY’'S INN ROAD,
LONDON, W.C.1.

Get Ready for MNext Week's
Addition to Your

B.M. AMATEUR DETECTIVE
OUTFITS, BOYS!

SECRET MESSAGE DUPLICATOR.

Grand

Below the Editor chats about this Gift and
the Splendid Stories booked for next week.

Corner

Next week’s stories hit the high spots for thrills
and excitement, chums. You'll be kept bafiled and

. intrigued by

The Hidden Hand at St. Giddy’s !

Nothing quite like this amazing double- h
school and mystery yarn has ever appeared before
in & boy's paper. It tells of the astounding events
that follow the coming of Julisn Pemeroy to the
ancient school. Thou he locks as fit as a fiddle
Pomeroy has an unaccountable yellow streak. He
even lets Fatty Slocum give him a treuneing ! Yet
he is a likeable, athletic sort of chap and quickly

: wves his worth as & member of the hremove Cricket

even.

There is & mystery surrounding Pomeroy. Dark,
evil forces dog his actions. And the Hidden Hand
is at the bottom of it ail. ‘Ihe Hidden Hand is the

lonym of one of the most terrible erocks known
to Seotland Yard. He has a club foot and sends all
his warnings on a card—the Ace of Clubs. Le Duc,
a French private detective, is to have seen
the Hidden Hand go to his death st the foot of the
clifis of Pebblecombe six months before; yot

Y DEAR CHUMS,
How do you Jike the Invisible Ink given

; I;::t.h l.}ns number ? :'mh the trick, doesn’t
it n't orget to see i you use to write

invisible messages is pa':!y clean ; you can

the solution im an ordinary ink bottle which
of course has been thoroughly cleaned first. When
this B.M. ink is exhausted you can manufacture
your own. The simplest media for invisible writing
:ro‘:!'dmn:'y milk, ssliva !clnr lI:zamcm juice. When
08 paper on which the invisible message
has been written is actually burned by the lemon
juice, which 15 an acid. The simplest chemical
solution is sulphurie acid diluted with twenty
water. You can write whach wall W
snybody who knows how to make ordinary invisible
inks visible in the following manner. Use a simple
solution of gum arabic | To make a message written

in this manner visible it is not only mecessary to

chmp the paper but it must be dusted lightly with
cigarette ash or dust.

Needless to say all the above methods are not
quite as satisfactory as the -poenl chemical we have
pmsult.ed to you for your Amateur Detective Qutfits
this week

On Baturduy another necessary piece of apparatus
for the amateur sleuth will be found tucked imside
every copy of the Mag. This is

The Secret Viessage Duplicator.
With its aid you can make copies of all the invisible
messages you send—a necessary precsution for the
amateur sleuth. This inset will be followed by
another Detective Club chart and a supply of
Detective's Clue Powder.

jgos written on an Ace of Ulubs are:
sent. to Pumaroy Inspector Bulloch, of the Yard,
snd Le Due turn up at St. Giddy’s 1o solve the
mystery and run down the Hidden Hand. Sefton
Hallet, Fomeroy’s unele, and his elerk Wilmeot, also
come to the school. Which of these is the Ace of
Clubs? Don’t miss this absorbing long tale of
mystery and thrills at school pext week, chums.
finls Up Drake, the Flying Ace, also figures next
gm final adventure Q,[..mnnt (Jfrﬂﬂn, the
rucally film plotter, and his minions of the skies,
Look for the title,

The Zero Plan!"
When I say it is simply crammed with aerial
thrills I don't exaggerate, chaps.
Fun with Washington Hayseed in
That Crazy Maze

and further gripping chapters of the Flying Circus
are also among mnext week's good things. And
whatever you do don’t miss

Red Mask's Rival !

This is easily the most thrilling yarn in this grand
Wild West series we have had so far. It tells how
Red Mask rides on @ lone mission to Mexico and
meets Seior Jose Onate, the king of Mexican rustlers,
in a duel of wita and six-guns.

Another ing chat by our science expert on
Speed Thril the Future is also booked for the
near future. Andont.impngelwr.ﬂmnonme the
gllggest. surprise I have ever had in pickle for my
ums.

All the best,
YOUR EDITORs
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(With which {is incorporated ** Pals.”)

GREAT NEW YARN OF Here are Thrills, Drama, and Excitement on the
THE SPORTING SLEUTH Cricket Field That Will Keep You Spellbound !

e

——
et

) / ¥ Booty—so Te Make Sure of Getting it
( . ed Marauders Stole the Whole
. the Bats in the Visitors’ Dressing-

I room ! A GRIPPING INCIDENT FROM FALCON
SWIFT’S LATEST CASE—TOLD BELOW.

=- OWZZAT 1™

“Out!”

Faleon Swift, the famous Sporting Sleuth,
stood cool and immaculate in his white flannels aa

he received the ball from the wicket-keeper. Hia
grey eye twinkled with satisfaction behind his
monoole. It was the third wicket he had taken in
the innings, and his masterly bowling had, indeed,
been of fine service to Lord Moorfield’s XI.

The sunshine of an early summer’s afternoon beat
down upon the carpet-like turf, and the white-clad
figures on the green made a delightful picture. It
was one of the finest private cricket grounds in the
country ; on ono side there were the beautifully-kept
gardens of Moorfield Manor, with the old ivy-covered
mansion standing farther back, amid its stately trees.
All trc characters (n the stories printed in this paper are fictitious. The names do mot

refer to any living person or persoms.
No. 587.—June 3, 1933, E OUT EVERY SATURDAY.
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Beyond the opposite boundary, a thick plantation
arese, affording welcome shade for the spectators.

It was the second day of the match—Tuesday
The Hon. H. W. P. Milne's X1 was making a big
effort to win; but it seemed that Falcon Swift's
masterly bowling would decide the issue.

€ricket Week at Moorfield Park was a great
occasion for this quiet, rural corner of Essex. For
it was celebrated with a brilliant house-party at the
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The great detective had made the highest batting

' scoge,and was,in fact, the “ lion ** of Lord Mocrfield's

house-party.

There were to be three matches during the week
—two days for each—and the weather, so far, had
been ideal. 'The *‘ star’ match was to commence
on the merrew, and every was already talking
about it. The Springboks was due to arrive ab
Plymouth that very night; the team would sleep
on the traim, and would arrive 2t Moorfield
Park soon after breakfast. And Faleon Swift’s
fine ) in the ing match made
people hopeful that the redoubtable and
“ unbeatable ™ Springhoks would meet their
migsters.

The new batsman tock guard and prepaved
to face Faleon Swift's bowling. He was a tall,
slim youngster, named Stewart, who had
made forty-three in the first innings, and the
spectators. were- looking forward to some
interesting cricket.

Y oung Stewart hit a single off Falcon Swift’s
first ball—the second delivery of the owver.
This brought the great H. W. P. Milne himself
to face the bowhng. The Hom. Bill—as he
was affectionately known—was a great hitter.
Twice already he had sent the ball into the
dense plantation for six. On the first occasion
the ball had been lost altogether, and on the
second it had only been found after a long
sesreh. That huge drive to long-on was the
Hon. Bill’s favourite stroke.

Down. eame the leather, and Milne's bat
flicked deftly. Clack. The ball went speeding
across the turf towards the boundary.

The batsmen were running—and so was
Chickk Conway. By making an eéxira spurt,
he was just able to retrieve the ball in time.
He sent it searing back to the bowler amid
s.gphme. Only two runs had been seored
off that hit.

Again Falcon Swift ren ; and this time the
Hon. Bill epened his shoulders in his own
inimitable style.

Clack ! The leather went soaring loftily
skywards, to fall right beyond the boundary,
in the densest part of the copse.

“ Oh, well hit, sir 1"

“A gix, by m g

Falean Bwift compressed his lips. The Hon.
H. W. P. Milne was making his bowling lock
commenplace. But the sleuth revelled in
this battle, and he was detérmined to get
the Hen. Bill’s wicket at all coats. 2

One or two of the fleldsmen were making

{ THE CARRIAGE TORTURE-CHAMBER— !

! Parkes was lowered through the hole in the :
: railway carriage floor, his feet afmost touch- :

¢ ing the permanent way.
: diamonds hidden 7"

ader.

“Where are the :
demanded the crook :

for the thicket. Chick Conway being fore-
most. But ke paused as a stranger appeared
from amengst the irees with the hall in
his hand.

“All right t" he aang out., * T happened

Manor, and special entertainments were arranged
for Lord Muurgﬂ“‘imy employees, Both Faleon
Swift and Chick Conway had been invited to play,
and they were thoroughly enmjoying themselves. It
was sel indeed, that the celebrated Monocled
Manhunter took a week’s holiday ; but cricket had
praved teo great a lure. He had threwn hie grim
work aside, and was giving himself up entirely to the
enjoyment of his unaccustomed leisure.
Chick, fielding at long-on, was glowing with

pleasure because of Falcon Swift’s bowling feats,

L. to spot where it fell.”
“ Thanks:! ™ ecalled Chiek.

He expected the stranger to toss the ball te him ;
the man, however, swung his arm back and threw
the leather high—unerringly towards Faleon Swift
whe happened te be standing well apart from any
of the other cricketers. It was really a perfect throw,
and the Sporting Sleuth made ready to take the |
ball, .

Then it was that Chick Conway saw somethin;
which. set his pulsesa racing. The stranger ha
fellowed the flight. of the ball—and an expression of .,
malevolent triumph creased his dark face. Seldom,



Red Mask in Mexico !

indeed, had the boy sleuth seen a look of such
oorfcentmted evil, ; ¢

t was instinct, perhaps—or amazi resence o
mind—which cml.eterc)l0 Chick Conway“:g Ep'm round
on his toes. i

“Boss | he yelled at the t? of his voice. * Look
out ! Don’t catch it | Let it drop, Boss !

Such fearful alarm and warning charged his voice
that Falecon Swift, who was about to field the ball,
acted like lightning. He threw himself backwards,
flat on the turf. ;

Boooooooom ! The ball struck the grass, and there
was an ear-splitting explosion, accompanied by a
blinding flash of flame. Fragments of metal flew in
all directions; two of the cricketers were struck
and slightly injured. Falcon Swift, sprawling full
length, missed the explosion’s force.

A little eloud of yellowish smoke spread slowly
from a jagged, ugly hole in the turf. From

of alarm. Men were running across the [ s

Next Week’s Wild West Yarn. 5

amazement.
Swift!"

“ Not for the first time,” was Falcon Swift's cool
reply.

As Chick approached the group of cricketers, Lord
Moorfield himself appeared from another direction.
The peer was a fine, big man, but deep concern
showed on his healthy, sunburned face,

“The hounds—the cunning hounds!’ he
exclaimed, half to himself. * This must be their
work |’

Falcon Swift heard the strange words, and looked
his host squarely in the eye.

“ To whom are you referring, Lord Moorfield ? "

*“ Bomebody tried to kill you, Mr.

* Never mind—never mind,”” said his lordship.
Heaven you are safe, Swift !

e

Are you hurt
at all 7'

the pavilion and the boundaries came ghouts -:w{»--- A

ground. In that moment, indeed, there was
absolute confusion.

Chick Conway, however, kept his head.
A great and fierce fury raging within him,
he leapt towards
the stranger who
had flung the
supposed ball.

An automatic
was in his hand,
and the muzzle

suddenly belched flame and lead.

Only because of
the man’s haste did Chick escape death.

The bullet seared like a hot iron through the lad’s
left shirt-sleeve, scoring a shallow furrow in his flesh.
He staggered, for the sudden shock of the pain was

exquisite. The man had leapt backwards at the
same moment, and he went plunging through the
undergrowth of the little wood,

Chick Conway followed. He had taken only a few
strides, however, when he tripped over a hidden root
and went sprawling. By the time he picked himself
up, with blood flowing down his arm, the crook had
gone, leaving no trace.

The boy sleuth stumbled out into the sunshine
again, and he muttered a fervent prayer of thankful-
ness as he saw Falcon Swift standing in the midst
of a group of excited, white-garbed figures.

“A bomb! That’s what it was—a bomb ! " came
the Hon. Bill's big, powerful voice, charged with

CHOKED OFF —S8uddenly a rope
snaked from the tree behind Falcon
Swift. The loop dropped over his
head, and the rope jerked taut,
dragging the sleuth backwards.

“ Not a scratch—although young Stewart, here,
has an ugly cut near the knee, and—Hallo ! So you
are winged, too, Chick 7"’

“ It’s nothing, Boss,” said Chick Conway breath-
lessly. * The man fired at me . . . just grazed my
arm.””

“ You saved my life, laddie,”” said the Monocled
Manhunter quietly, placing his hand on_ Chick’s
ghoulder, * If I had caught that * ball’ I should
have been blown to pieces ! Your presence of mind
was perfect. I can only assume that one of my
numerous enemies chose this novel method of
attempting to exterminate me.’

* But—but how could he be so suro ?” asked
Lord Moorfield, in wonder. * He must have been
lurking there with that substitute* ball * in readiness.”

“ You forget yesterday's play,” said Falcon Swift,
thoughtfully lishing his monocle. * During his
innings, Mr. E((;lna twice drove the ball into that
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thieket. It is his favourite stroke—and it wae any
odds that he would hit the ball there a;nin to-day.
This ingenious crook took the chance !

“TIt 18 upsetting—and I hardly know what
uslyr,"g{dlnd Lord Moorfield, his face limed
with

WOrTy.

* T suggest that we earry on with the game,' said
Faleon Swift coolly, screwing his monoele more
firmly into his eye. “ Come along, gentlemen—there
is no fear that there will be a repetition of the
ineident."

The Monocled Manhunter’s coolness, his calm
indifference to danger, had its effect upon the players

The

4 HE fool—-—thoord.cuued &o%l" hoOm
gritted the w savagely as
themlegraminhinhnx He was

in the window of a big, luxurious apartment in one

of Piymouth's finest hotels. The other three oeccu-
pants of the roem;, smart, well- alert-looking
men, gazed quizzieally at their boss. For Matthew

Slade, Grans and Nicolag Osloff —better
known to the as Nick the Pole—formed ome
of the most international known to

gangs

Scotland Yard. Oscar Stark was the chief—and he
was & man who always went for the ** big stuff.”

It was evening, quite late—the same evening as
the dramatic cricket match at Moorfield Park. The
telegram which Stark had just received was a long
one, for it was written in secret code.

* What’s wrong, Chief ? ™ asked Nick the Pole—
a pale, loose-hmbed man with & livid scar running
down hiw right. cheels.

** Morton has failed,” replied Stark cgly. -3

discovery for the crooks—who were phmm
big operation against the cricketing peer. :
had wired his information immediately, and he had
received drastic instructions from Osecar Stack.

* We shall go on just the same,” said Stark, after
& moment’'s thought. “ There’s no evidence that
Swift is ‘ on.” Besides, it's any odds that we shall
da the job at this end. I only planted Morton at
Moorfield as a safeguard—so that he would get
lie of the land in case we need to use it.
to carry on.”

to his private sl e was

ving te go . Parkes was a koon-faced,
athletic man of about thirty-five. He was the agent
of Lord Moorfield—a y and intelligent
man. He had been in the peer’s service for years,
and his particular businéss carried him constantly
to and fro between England

BOYS' MAGAZINE.
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rope him '™

The wark was quickly done.

“Yes, Mr. Parkes, we meet again,” said Oscar
thrk. “ Il trouble you for the big m

diamonds which are are carrying to Lord
Moorfield.” e

you infernal scoundrels ! ™ fumed
the unfortunate man. * You've made & mistake this

oceasions, Mr. Parkes, T have had the pleasure of
robbing you.
Come aleng—it'll save a lot of trouble if you spill
the beans at once.” : ¢
Mr. Parkes was cold with fury, It was, as Stark
hgi-id.nuhhtimthnhhdmmtmtmd

But Mr. Parkes was staring ‘“M. h case in
horreor and smazement. 3

“ I—I csn’t understand it !’ he panted.
: "hlp Stark ed
“ Your -acting won't you!™§ grated.
“ We're that ice, and unless you tell us where
it is we'll leave as cold as a refrigerator 1 ™
“J tell you, I don’t know,” caid. the diamond

messenger desperately.

For & moment, Oscar Stark was. deceived. He

and his men went the remainder of Parkes’

. His suit-cases, his bags, his attaché case—
all were minutely examined. But no trace of &
precious stone was

*“ Satisfied " asked Mr. Parkes, at length.

And he could not conceal the gloating satisfaction:
i his voice. Stark detected it at once, and he swung
round with murderous m#n

“ Tt menns that Moorfield has been using you as a
blind, eh ? ' he enarled. “ Well, Parkes— i
you ono chance to live !
diamonds are to be found ! "

“I may be Lord Moorfleld’s agent, but he does
not take me into all his seerefs,” replied Mr. Parkes
“* This time he has been toa clever for you.

bravely.
The nds are being carried by someone else. I
don’t Enow whom.™

* ¥ou den’t know * ™ gri
! ‘-

zive
You'll tell us where the

FE
-
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He held his automatic in the very centre of Mr.
Parkes’ forehead.

* Now !” he said tensely. * I'll count ten—"’

* You can count a hundred,” said Parkes. * What
good will this do you, you fool * If you kill me you're
finished."’

Oscer Stark resorted to other tactics. He gave
orders to his men ; Slade took a curious instrument
from his pocket. It was a kind of saw, with a fine,

* This time, Parkes, [ mean what I say ! *’ snarled
Oscar Stark, bending low over his victim. * Tell us
where the diamonds are to be found, and you'll be
safe. Remain silent, and I'll need ashovel to put
you into your coffin 1’

Parkes was a conscientious man—as loyal as steel
to his employer. But he saw death in Stark’s eyes
and, great as his loyalty was, it could not stand such
& strain as this.

A valuable aid to
the Amateur Sleuth.
It can be used for
many purposes, es-
pecially to take
copies of messages
written in Invisible
Ink. Given Inside
every copy of

NEXT WEEK’S
GRAND STORY
NUMBER.

narrow blade.
there was a wire attached to it, with an adapter at

It was electrically operated, too, for

the end. The electric light was switched off, the
lamp removed, and the adapter put in its place.
When the switch was turned on, a tiny motor hummed
in the mechanism of the saw. Electrie torches gave
the men all the light they needed.

Parkes watched wonderingly at first—and then
with growing horror. For he now saw that a large
circular hole was being cut in the floor !

At last, with a final kick, Slade cleared away the
last remnant. The torchlights were concentrated
upon the kole ; a film of dust was rising, accompanied
by a great draught. The rumble and roar of the
thudding wheels sounded like thunder. Just below
was the permanent way, over which the train was
roaring at seventy miles an hour. It was just a blur
in the darkness, beneath.

*“ Down with him ! "’ said Stark harshly.

Even the iron nerves of the diamond messenger
were affected by this grim order. He was seized by
the shoulders and lowered through the hole until
only his head and shoulders were above the level
of the floor. His legs were so perilously close to the
permanent way that he could feel the sting of the
gravel as it was whipped u%by the wind. An icy
blast swept round his legs. He knew that one touch

would mean the loss of a foot. .

‘“ Stop !’ he panted. * You devils, stop! I—I'll
tell you!"

* That's better ! ** said Stark. * Fase him’up a bit
men ! Now, my friend ! Out with it !

“ I—I only know that the diamonds were entrusted
to & member of the Springboks Cricket XI. They
travelled to England on the same boat, and they are
going direct to Moorfield Park to play a match
to-morrow,”’ gasped Parkes. “ The diamonds are
hidden in a cricket bat—which one I don't know."”

* That’s not good enou%h,"snappod Stark. “ You'd
better be more explicit.’

“ I tell you I don’t know !’ almost screamed the
tortured man. “ You fiends! Pull me up!"”

“ Which man is carvying the diamonds?"’
demanded Stark.

“ I don't know—I don't know ! ' shouted Parkes,
his voice hoarse and earnest. ‘‘ There are fifteen
cricketers in the team—the XI. and four reserves.
One of those men is carrying the diamonds. I swear
to you that I know no more.”

His manner was so earnest, his words so desperate,
that even Oscar Stark was compelled to believe him.

** Pull him up—and give him E{w‘ six-day special,”
said Oscar Stark briefly.

Exhausted, the wretched man was pulled clear of
the death hole; them he was held against the wall
while Sayers deftly thrust a ueedle into his arm.



This was the * gix-day special "—an effective drug
which would: keep Parkes unconscious br

He fought for ssme moments against m
consciousness  then he became lmrg. Hﬁm
in his bunk, and the gmg qulet.ly‘ left: the: cmpn»
ment, mlhulnng- the door aft

They knew that they wmilx:l hwa no: diffie
gotting away from the train at Waterloo, fon lt
would be some littlo time before the: unconseious
Parkes would be discovered.

And when Lord Moorfield heard of the outrage, he
would naturally assume that his messenger been
drugged first, and his baggage searched

Faleon Swift Goes Into Actiom

o RANKLY, Mr. Swift, I had a double mnﬁvl-
in imviting yow to join my’h(mu party,”” said
Lord Moorfield gravely. There was not only
the cricket—but something else.”” -

“ I guessed as much,”’ replied Falcon Swift. “ I
am alse conwinced that yesterday’s at
my life was connected, in some way, with the
dinmonds———"" i el

“ Diamonds ! *° gasped his ordnhlp staring,
have not éven mentioned the

*“ Perhaps not,”” replied Falcon: Smft dryly. ** But
it is a well-known fact that you are one of the
greatest dinmond dealers in the world, and eriminals
do not attempt to take my life unless they are after
big loct.”

* You're right, Swift, and I have had a great deal
oft trouble with these infernal crooks,” said Lord
Moorfield. ** They have robbed me agam and. again.
This time | was:determined to hoodwink them. Now,
Mr. Swift, within half-an-hour the i ks XT.
will arrive—and one member of the team, Mr. Arthur
Trevor, the famous ba.tsma.n, is carrying the diamond
consignment, 2

*I see. You also have a human red herring, I
presume

* Exactly,” said his lordship. “ My mmu.l‘ agent,
Parkes, travelled on the same boat. I have just
heard, by teleplone from Scotland Yard, that Mr.
Parkes was drugged during tlm- train journey, and
his belongings - searched. ess to say, the
criminals did not find the dm.momis 3

They were talking in Lord Moorfield's library, and
the early memming sunshine was streaming
the great windows. The peer began to pace back and
fortiy avross the thick pile carpet, while Faleon Swift
thou !fu]ly pelished‘ﬁa

. I invited yow here, M. Bwift, I did not
think for one moment that there would be any
trouble,”” continued the peer, in' quiet subdued tones.
“But it is comforting for me to kmow that you are
on the spot, amd T wish to engage mprofemonnlry.
And so thet you may be prepared, it is necessary
that yeu should know the exact details oﬂmymge-
ments. The African team, having breakfasted in
London, is coming straight on here in a special lmaury
motor coach which I hired for their use.”

“And the diamonds ? ™

“There is to be no mysterious business sbout the
diamonds,” said Lord Moorfleld. *“The team will
drive: straight to the pwvilion, and as soon as the
game has started T shall enter the dressing-roony and'
quietly take onsessmn of & secretly marked criclet
bat in Arthur Trevor's bag. While the play is still on,
I shall stroll indoors and lock that ericket bat in my
strong room. Until then I shall not be really
comfortable.”

*“You are wise to think of taking precautions,”™
saidd the Monoeled Manhunter, his scholarly face.
assuminga grimexpression. [ 'The enmumis are more
active, perliaps, than you appreciate.”

BOYS’ HAGAZEHE.

No. 587

“Their m-tg ceased in the rpélt, 3. Swift,”
said the other. * When they attacked Mr. Parkes, and
failed to get: the diamonds. They can have no objeet
in. coming here——-"

“ Ty that! case, how is it that Oscar Stark himself
is on the spot !’ asked the Monocled Manhunter

ietly.
e on Oboar Stark 1™ gasped Lord Moorfield. * Here !
hib I",

5 Lmhmmth'my awn eyes—from my window,
when I was dressing,” said the Sporting Sleuth calmiy.
"Eni&nughxhnmhlﬂdenhehmd‘&hedbe but L
possess a very useful pair of field glasses.”

The deteciive’s manner became more grave, and
he thoughtfully tapped his menoele on his finger nail..

“ Stark’s presence here can mean only one thing,
Lord Moorfield,” he went on. ‘““He has not given
up hope of getting the diamonds. And if Stark is
hemr:tmnsl.ln‘hil pngln here, too. They have
been: . but

using ammtgﬁmgtafollow
i&:rhdmmplm So we will leave matters just
-Mmd | we ean get hold of something

more conerste.”
- - -' - -

HERE was a great ovation for the famous

ks'when they arrived, All the members

Lord Moorficld’s houseparty turned out fo

greet the sun-tamned visitors. Intreductions were
made and the chatted with the cricketers for a
short time roceeding to- the cricket ground.

As Lord l!borﬂeld a d. the African players
went straight. to the pavilion, and ﬂl.ey lest no time
in changing, into: their white flannels.

There was a. great. crowd of apecl:dm:s to-day—the
ordinary public: was admitted to this game. Lord
Hnnlﬂ;{i,whowthacn.pmdhmuwnﬂ won |
the toss; and he eleated to put his own side in first..

Normaily, he would have opaned the innings
himsell, with: Falcon Swift as his partner, but the

- Sleuth: wanted to see the match well under
way hmd.whawarﬂﬂ&mmthelm
mmmmk&nmmtmw“
the commencement of the game. The weather was
still. perfect, mdthecﬁckebmﬁmt—clase The

oks were " hot stufi,” and hnd had plenty
on their long sea It was at the
ufthe third aver that Faleon: made a move.

'tbelong,Chlclg“hemd,.uhetosotohu
feet.

“ Better not mfﬂl'iybﬂ, prmnedc,‘hmk_
"Ym’ﬂg be wanted scon.
*“ Not: & long time, I hopo. 'll!phed Faleon:

.Ihuga toge!
P we're in

a stand, MCh.!nh.
ripping,_wauh!n-’h:t,.Bu!
his assistant

save Lord Moerfield’s side from
disaster}’ How's that 7™
“ Tt

sounds remarkably vainglorious to me,’” replied
Falcon: Swift “ Who teld you that youw

conld bat, anyway 7'

Chick. chuckled as the Sporting Slenth went inte:
the pavilion.

Monocle in eye, the detective reappeared after &
few minutes. had paid a shert. visiti to the.

dressing-rooms;. mﬂl now he made his way towards
the gardens;, evidently intent upon going to the"
hom And in his hand he carelessly swung a bdﬁ..
The gardens were empty—for everybody
wmlimg the game. Falcon Swift strolled Imsmvly‘,
f d Igtﬂd' g:nlgz:“; . ﬂ!r!;m»r.iotle"mit!iw
of the de whera t
buslies and & triny box hedge: hdm completely.
Suddenly, twosof the bushes parted, and a /en
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stepped out. An automatic was thrust hard into
Falcon Swift's ribs:

* Reach for the sky, you!" gritted a voice.

With a startled exclamation, I'alcon Swift dropped
the cricket bat and raised his arms. On the ipstant,
another man appeared, snatched the bat from the
ground, and ran off like the wind. :

“I think we have met before, Mr. Oscar Stark,”
said Falcon Swift coolly.

“Never mind that! snapped Stark. “If you
know what’s healthy, you’ll stand just where you
are and say nothing!"

““ 8o that your friend may have time to make a
clean getaway with my very excellent bat ? '’ asked
the Sporting Sleuth quietly. “I am indebted to
you Stark, for showing me so clearly that you know
where the diamonds are concealed.”

Oscar Stark started.

* What—what do you mean ? " he asked harshly.

“I mean that the bat your friend just took is my
own personal property—and quite innocent,” replied
Falcon Bwift. *‘ I wonder how you knew that Lord
Moorfield’s diamonds were concealed in a bat 2 But
you don’t know which bat, do you? You're up
against it, Stark, and you'll get nowhere. You had
far better understand. i

He suddenly concentrated his attention over his
antagonist’s shoulder, and his eyes gleamed like
tempered steel. * Good fellow, Chick!” he said
sharply. * Yes, grab =

With a snarl, Osear Stark half-turned, and in the
same second the Sporting Sleuth brought up his
right knee with terrific force, knocking the gun
completely out of Stark’s hand. It spun into the

air, and Falcon Swift caught it deftly, turning the
muzzle like lightning upon his enemy.
* Just a little trick, Stark,” he drawled.

* There's

nobody behind you; I merely wanted to get hold
of your gun.”

* You—you cursed 2 :

* Now, abuse won’t help you,” said Falcon Swift,
with a grim little smile. “ Be good enough to turn
right about face and walk in front of me."

Oscar Stark, cursing, turned. And it was at that
second that a thin rope, coiling like a snake, came
out of the branches of the tree behind Falcon Swift.

The loop dropped over the detective’s head, and
with a twang the rope was drawn tight.

Oscar Stark—Run Out !

T was such an unexpected development that even
I Falcon Swift was taken completely off his guard.

He had turned the tables neatly on Stark—little
dreaming that Nick the Pole was concealed in the
hollow of the great tree which stood just behind the
bushes. .

With the rope taut, the detective could scarcely
breathe ; he was helpless. In a flash, Oscar Stark
knocked the gun out of his hand.

“ Good work, Nick!' he panted. ‘ Hoist him
up—quick ! Somebody might come along at any
moment. The bat that Sayers took is the wrong one,
We've got to move fast.”

The cord drew tight round Falcon Swift’s throat ;
his genses began to reel. He was dragged backwards
and upwards—almost hanged, in fact. It seemed an
eternity before he was hauled on to the branch of the
tree, and then Nick the Pole crashed the butt end of
his gun upon his head.

“ Leave him there ! ' eried Stark. *‘ It's no good
hanging about any longer.”

Falcon Swift was thrown down into the deep
hollow of the tree—a serviceable enough hiding
place, and Nick dropped to the ground.

‘“ Is the car ready ? "’ asked Stark, as they moved
off together,

" Yes, with Slade at the wheel.”

* * * * -
ILACK !
“ Oh, well hit !’
Lord Moorfield was batting strongly, and
he and his partner was getting well ** set.”” (ricket

! THE MARQUEE MIX-UP.—Falcon |
i .Bwift sent the car straight at the :
i marquee, There was a terrific ;

i tearing, rending crash as the
machine charged through the !
canvas. H

of a very high order was being played. The Spring-
boks were bowling and fielding well, but the batsmen
were beginning to master the attack. There were
ecrowds of people—members of the ' house-party—
out on the deep veranda, watching the play. But
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the big central saloon, and the dressing-rooms were
nearly empty. One or two of the home side were
standing about, chatting—two of them, at least,
8ll ready wearing pads. Then came. the amazing
and dramatic interruption.

Three men, heavily masked, strode into the central
lounge, from the rear doorway. Each of them held
a lavelled automatie.

*“ The first man who utters a sound will be drilled' !'™
eaid Osecar Stark, in & low, tense voice. ** Stick up
you hands—and believe you're 'pnralysed gt

“ But—but—— T say '" began one of the
startled cricketers.

* Don't ary back away mto the dressing-room,”
ordered Stark. ‘“ That’s right—make it smappy ! "’

Utterly bewildered, the cricketers entered the
visiters’ dressing-room, for Stark slready knew whick
this was.

“ There's & cuphoard here, Chief !'"* said Sayers,
tensely.

“Good ! Get into it, you rabbits ! " enarled Oscar
Stark. *“ Step lively, or 'll make you dance.”

One of the ericketers lunged forward. It
was a plucky effort—and a reckless one. .

Thud ! Stark’s silenced gun spurted flame and lead.
The unfortunate cricketer threw up his hands and
crumpled to- the floor. The bullet had grazed his
skull, sturnming him on' the instant—but, fortunately,

causing no serious injury.
“ Dump him' in

ury:

“The fool!" snarled Stark.
the cupboard, you others—get back ! "’

It was a dreadful object lesson for the other men,
and they backed inte the cupboard. The uncon-
scious man was thrown in with them, the doors were
closed and locked.

“ By thunder ! We've got away with it.!" eaid
Stark, his eyes glowing. ' Grab those cricket: bats !

Every cricket bag was emptied; and, all told,
there were plenty of bats. gﬁuch crook gathered
armfu's—leaving not a single bat behind.

Stark and his men departed as they had come.
This time there was not a soul in the lounge—for a
particularly exciting bit of play was taking place on
the field, and all eyes were concentrated upon the
wicket. s

Once out of the pavilion, the rest was easy. They

ran hard, ing through the 3

The run was & short ane. Oscar Stark had
laid his plan . On the drive stood a powerful
car, and Matthew Slade was at the wheel. Already,
the engine was i

purring powerfully.
Stark was the first to arrive ; he flung his armful
of bats into the rear seat and then lespt in.
The other bats followed. Nick the Pole and Grant

Sayers leapt abonrd.
“ On, S going, you fool ! ™ gritted Stark,
pulling out his

‘* @.K., Chief," said Slade.

He dropped im the ecluteh, and the car with a
terrific jerk, leapt forward. With ever increasing
speed, the automobile roared down the drive.

And there was a smile on the face of the driver;
hehind his big goggles gleamed a monoele. For the
man was not Matthew Slade, but Falcon Swift.

The: S8porting' Sleuth had not been com-
pletely unconscious: by Niclk the Pole’s blow; and
he had quickly shaken off ita effects.

The morning breeze hel to revive him; he
dropped to the ground, and one of the first things
he saw, upon coming within view of the pavilion, was
Stark and his companions entering by means of the
rear door. In @ flash, Falecon Swift knew what their
game was—they were making & raid, with the
obvious intention of seizing all the ericket bats.

The Monocled Manhunter looked round ; he saw
the waiting car on the drive, and he recognised
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Matthew Slade. Luekily, he spotted Chick, tea,
and he gave the lad some swift instructions.. It had
been easy enough for the Monoccled Manhunter to
make a quick deteur, to leap inte the ear, and to
take Slade by surprise. That croek was now behind.
& hedge,, his: wrists enclesed in steel bracelets, his
mouth gagged by the detective’s handkerchief.

Falecon Swift himself,, doenning Slade’s long rain-
coat, had sat at the wheel—and with Slade’s soft
hat and' goggles, he had waited. The trick had
worked ! :

Suddenly, the Sporting Sleuth swerved violently,
sending the great car off the drive, and charging
headlong towards: a great refreshment marguee
which: stood on the greensward. - Stark leapt to his
feet, his eyes aflame with suspicion.

“Stop!” he screnmed. * By Heaven:!
not Slade ! Tt's—it's— "'

“ Faleon Swift ! ecroaked Niek the Pole.

Stark’s gnn swung round— but, mercifully, at that
second, the ear charged with terrific foree into the

marquee.

The air was filled with confused sounds. The
canvas split and tere noisily ; there followed the
8 cracking of woodwork, as the ear mowed
through chairs and tables. .

Then: the whole canvas structure: falling,
fold npon fold, aver the car. Swift, who had been
prepared;, had’ crouched down, and he was o‘herwise
unhurt, ex for a few bruises. In a moment he
wae out, and his own gnn was in his hand.

It was the end of Stark and his gang. The master
crook and his companions were buried under the
mountain: of eanvas, and when, finally, they emerged,.
they were easily taken.

It was & dramatic capture. Faleow Swift had
decided upon. this move earlier, and during the
brief meeting with Chick Conway, he had told the
Jatter to dash to the marquee and warn everybody
to clear eut.

So Lord Moorfield’s diamonds were saved, and
Fadoon Swift. had captured a particularly dangerous

It's

But the famous ecriminologist was muech more
leased with. the fine ance he made against
tPhn i ks. (him, too, had a goodly
shave of the honours of that momentous week. And
they both wholeleartedly enjoyed the rest of their
interrupted cricketing holiday.

A terribfe Mystery Menace threatens St. Giddy's in
next wesei's doubiedength: school tale featuring
Johnny Gee & Co. of the Remove Form.
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Enter the Amazing Man About Town in an
Exciting Exploit Against a Modern Shylock.

THE WILé othe WISP
I “

Marcus Vine, Master Plotter, got the shock of

his life when he cpened his safe —to see Two Automatics Trained on his Heart.

Behind the Sieel Door.

HUD-THUD ! Thud-thud-thud ! Jimmy Brent’s

quick ears caught the faint, mysterious sound

as he stole down the long paszage of the deserted
office building. The gentleman cracksman paused,
eyes narrowing behind his black mask—listening
intently.

Thud-thud-thud ! The sound was repeated. It
geemed to Jimmy Drent that it was coming from
one of the dark, empty offices near at hand. It was
nearly midnight, and the great Mycroft Trust building,
in Kingsway, was as deserted as & churchyard.
Jimmy Brent was on the job! In the daytime he
was 8 gentleman of leisure—member of London's
most exclusive clubs—just a rich idler. At night,
however, he became the Grey Ghost—the mysterious
cracksman whose identity baffled the police yet who
‘gave all his ill-gotten gamns to charity. Jimmy only
robbed the undeserving rich to aid the poor.

* Strange ! '’ he muttered, frowning, as he listenad
to that sound. It came from behind & glass-topped
door in front of him, on which were the words—
Marcus Vine—Investments. Jimmy was aware that
Marcus Vine's reputation was of the worst ; the man
was & wealthy company promoter, & City ** ghark "’
of notorious character. It was this man's safe he
bad come to rob—to collect & subscription for a
charity Vine had refused to support.

Thud-thud-thud | That extraordinary sound came
again and without further hesitation, the gentleman
cracksman drew a little instrument from his pocket ;
a fine steel wire, highly tempered, trembled in the
keyhole of the office door. Under the skilful hand
of the Grey Ghost the lock was quickly conquered.
Jimmy opened the door cautiously and stepped into
the room.

“ Help—help !’ came a faint, feeble cry from the
gloom on the other side of the room.

The beam from the amsteur cracksman’s electric

torch splashed into the darkness; at first gl
it seemed that there was no place where a man
be hidden. Then Jimmy strode forward rapidly
he saw the great steel safe in the corner. Tle thing
was unbelievable, yet . . .

““ Where are you ? *' asked Jimmy Brent sharply.

‘“ Here—inside ! ' came the answer, so faint that
ordinary ears could not have heard. * Let me out ...
I'm sufiocating . . . Let me out ! »

It took & great deal to startle the hardened Grey
Ghost ; but he was horrified ngs.

“ How did you get in there ? "’ he asked, his voice
as steady as & rock., *‘ There is no key. It is a
combination lock "

“Vine!" came the voice. “ It was Vine, the
murdering scoundrel. . . . The combination . . ,
hagga—h-a-g-g-a. Hagga! I heard Vine .. ."”

The voice trailed away. Only by placing his ear
close to the cold steel had the Grey Elmai beard.

With steady, nimble fingers, Jimmy Brent operated
the control knob. The combination was right, For
when he pulled at the handle, the door swung heavily
open. .

A startled gasp broke from his lips, as his torchlight
flashed upon the purple face of—Jackie Craddock.

He and Craddock had been at the same 'varsity
together, but their professions were diametrically
different. For whereas Jimmy had chosen to become
a crook, Jock Craddock was making a name for
himself as an amateur detective !

It was touch and go. Another five minutes and
there would have been no hope. Jimmy Brent forced
some brandy between his friend’s lips. In a few
moments his eyelids flickered, consciousness
returned. . . .

“ Wh—where am I ?" What—Jimmy ! " gasped
the detective, gazing incredulously at the cracksman.
“ You saved my life, old man. A few more minutes.
and—but what are you doing here ? ™
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“ T came’to make a collection from Vine for &
dase‘wing institution,”’ r?]ied Jimmy Brent, a grim
little smule playing round the corners of his mouth.
‘“ T heard of his crooked ways of making money and
T deeided to—er—relieve him of some. But tell me—
how did you come to be locked in Vine’s safe 7

Craddock did not answer for a moment ; then he

gave a dry little chuckle :
‘* Queer, isn’t it, Jimmy ? "’ he said. ‘I should

Lave been dead by now but for your activities.”” He
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knocked him on the head, and then Vine had pusheﬁ““__‘;

, him into the safe.

“ Now,” -Jackie concluded, dejectedly, * the
scoundrel has probably gone to Wright's farm to
destroy some vitally important papers. The farm is
empty at present, Wright having dismissed his
servants and housekeeper while he is staying in
London for a day or two.”

“ 1 see,”'said the gemntleman cracksman quietly.
His brain was working swiftly, coolly, on this unex-

- °  peet development ' to his
evening’s quest.

‘* Jackie, old chap, I want you
to do me & favour. Will you
leave this matter entirely in my
hands ? ™’

 But . .." gasped the detective.

“ Oh, I know it's irregular,”
interrupted Jimmy Brent. ‘* But
you are in no condition to
continue: to-might. And by to-
morrow those papers you men-
tioned—your only real evidence—
will be destroyed.”

For some moments Jackie Craddock
was silent. His face, pale and haggard
after his recent harrowing experience,
was creased in a -thoughtful frown.
Suddenly he twrned to the amateur
cracksman with a smile, end grasped
his hand.

“All right, Jimmy,” he exclaimed.
** Go right ahead. And I hope you
get what you want ! "

Jackie Craddock was still weak and
unste Jimmy Brent assisted him
out of offico ; down the stairs; he
helped him into his waiting ecar, and
drove him to his West End chambers.
Then without the loss of a moment,
Jimmy Brent set out again and he
entered upon the adventure with an
inward thrill.

The Death Knives.
LOW, rakish racing ‘car rosred
along the great arterial road into
Kent. Jimmy Brent sat at the
wheel, and more than once his
speedometer needle touched the ** 80 '
mark, as he sped towards Hedsm
Village and Wright's Farm.

He had ascertained that Craddock
had been in the safe for less than half-
an-hour, and there was no certainty

machine. Above the

great knife blades.

threw Jimmy Brent into the chaff-chopping
y Ghost gleamed

H that Marcus Vine would drive straight
down to Hedam Farm.

H Through Sevenoaks at last. . . .
£ Hodam Village was just a little

gave a somewhat strained laugh and then proceeded
to tell his story.

A few days previously a retired farmer named
Edward Wright had come to Jackie’s office for his
help. It appeared he had invested & considerable
sum of money—all his savings—in the company
which Vine had promoted to market his—Wright’s—
Patent Miracle Threshing Machine. He had dis-
covered that he had been swindled, and he had
promptly enlisted Craddock’s aid to get sufficient
evidence to convict Vine. Jackie had called at
Vine's office late that evening, but before he could
gain any useful information, the rascally business
man and his secretary had attacked him.  They had

collection of cottages, a mile off the

main road. The farmhouse, which was

& comfortable, half-timbered building, stood in lonely

igolation. Jimmy Brent parked his car near by, and

cm;:ﬁlo‘bed the journey on foot.

was quiet as he approached the house ; not

a light was showing. is task was easy, for he

had obtained very careful directions from the
detective.

The front door socn yielded to his expert manipu-
lation of & pick-lock and he made his way across the
hall, into dining-rocm. His torchlight flashed ;
he found the lecked cupboard where Wright had
concealed the papers for which Vine was risking so
much, This lock, too, presented no obstacle. The
cupboard door opened—and there, sure enough, were
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the documents. Brent prepared to tuck them into
his pocket . . .

‘ Put your hands up—and keep them up ! ™

The voice was guttural, and as the words were
uttered two beams of light shot out from the darkness
and concentrated unwaveringly upon the gentleman
crook. Jimmy stood rigid.

He knew, in that second, that he was in a tight
spot. Marcus Vine and his secretary, Hugo Stanger,
had been lurking in the house !

** All right, guv'nor—I give in,”" muttered Brent
sullenly. * Blimey! I never knew you was here ! "’

The change in him was incredible. He cowered,
he shrank ; his expression was that of a terrified
coward. He knew that at least one automatic was
pointing at him, and Marcus Vine was desperate.

“ Who are you—and what are you doing here "’
gritted Vine as he advanced.

Jimmy saw him now—a coarse, fleshy man with
pig-like eyes. In direct contrast Hugo Stanger was
thin and leathery—a reptiie-like creature,

“ Crikey ! I thought you was my old guv'nor!"
said Brent, in well-feigned surprise. *° Here, what
are you doin’ in this house, anyway ? My name's
Reeves, and I used to be the butler here. I know
all about Mr. Wright's business deals, and I thought
mebbe I could get
my own back by
pinching these
securities——"'

“You fool—they're
not securities,’’
snarled Marcus Vine.

Relief sounded in

his voice. The Grey
Ghost's ruse was
succeeding.

But disaster over-
took him—and from
an unexpected
quarter., There was
a sudden clatter from
above, a whirring of
pulleys, and a heavy,
old-fashioned oil-
lamp crashed- down
upon the charity
erook's head before
he could dodge.

He went down like
a pole-axed bull,
paraffin spurting all
overhim, Vine leapt

forward, gun
ready.

“It's all right—
the fool's knocked THELAMP OF ¢
out!” he grated. OBLIVION.— Without

warning the lamp

that that lamp crashed d o wn on

worked on & pulley,
and that my hand
was near the con-
trolling chain !

Jimmy Brent's head.

The crook financier

had worked a secret
mechanism,

He grabbed up the documents, examined them
quickly, and the fact that they were soaked in
paraffin gave him an idea.

“ A match, Stanger—quick ! *’ he snapped.

Ho threw those precious papers into the grate,
and & moment later they were flaring up. Jimmy
Brent knew nothing. The only proof of Vine's
erookedness was destroyed ! ?

73 Hel? me, Stanger,’”’ said Vine grimly. “ I have
an idea.”

-
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That it was a hideous, malevolent idea was evi-
denced by the expression in the crook's eyes.
Together, they carried their victim out of the house ;
they took him to the rambling outbuildings, at the
rear. In a great barn stood Edward Wright's Miracle
Threshing Machine—a full-sized experimental model.

“ What are you going to do!" msked Stanger
tremulously, as Vine removed a great dust-sheet
from the machine.

“ You will see,” replied Vine, his eyos burning.
“ By Heaven! This is ours now, Stanger—and it's
worth & fortune | I've tried to trick Wrighl.. but he
was too cute ! Waell, I've won in the end.’

Villain though Stanger was, he was horrified when
he saw his employer’s object. Vine opened an iron
door of the threshing machine ; within, there was a
long shoot, leading to a kind of central chamber. The
torchlight revealed numbers of deadly knives,
gleaming overhead. Stanger, who had seen the plans
of the threshin, ine, knew that these knives
descended with & chopping motion when the
machinery was set going.

“ No, no ! " he panted. * You can't do it, Vine ! "

Marcus Vine gave Jimmy Brent a shove, and the
Man about Town slid into the central chamber.
iron door clanged shut.

The

“ We've got to do it ! ' said Vine. * We dare nob
let this man live. 'The papers are destroyed. Wright
is dead. Don’t clutch at me like that, you fool. I
have everything worked out.”

Jimmy = Brent, within the deadly trap, was
recovering consciousness; he beard the significant
words. The papers were destroyed !

He still had his torch with him, and with all that
icy coolness for which he was famous, he now dealt
with the situation. He reached up, grasping two
of the knives which were immediately above bim.
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Snap-amp! Exerting all his strength, Ji Brent
succeeded in breaking off the knives. “ng?
centrated upon the next two, reaching
game way, and using his back, as he lay flat,
leverage. Little beads of perspiration stood out on
his forehead.

Again the knives snapped. He tock hold of the
next two, worming his way into position.

Then ecame an ominous humming sound. . . .
Marcus Vine had turned the switch, and the electrio
motor was in operation! A gr_ind.ing of machinery
now sounded, and the t strueture commenced to
throb and vibrate with automatic life.

Champ-champ-champ ! ~ Whirrrerrerrrrrh ! The
whole top of the central chamber descended, and for
one second Jimmy Brent believed that he was about
to be erushed to death. Had the knives remained
intact, he would have been pierced and killed on
the instant. As it was, the metal-work descended
to within a half-inch of him, and then rose again—
to descend more quickly. Suon, the mechanism was
working at full pressure, and the Grey Ghost's ears
were deafened by the terrific rear. . . .

The Safe’s Contents.

ARCUS VINE had left his car in a side lane,
some half-mile away. Neither he nor Stanger
knew that their victim, the supposed Reeves,

bad come to Hedbam Farm by car, too,

“ Couldn’t we have left him there tied wup, or
something ? ' muttered Stanger.

“Noy” lied the other. “The world believes
that Edwm'dp Wright is bankrupt. Nothing is known
of his business dealings with me, and now the
documents are destroyed. When we got to the office
we can easily put that infernal detective in the car,
take him down into the country, and dump him in
a river. It's easy! When the affair is completely
blown over I shall be able to market the Miracle
Threshing Machine and make a fortune. You'll have
your share, too. I tell you, we're safe now.”

Hugo Stanger breathed heavily.

“ Yes, I believe you're right, Boss,”

They drove on—and their sense
increased as they approached London.

-
he muttered,
of security

- * *® * *

E.can get him out by the back way,” said

W\{arcms Vine, pointing,

He and Stanger were in the great office
building, on the ground floor. Vine knew that the
watehman would not come this way for at least two
hours.

The pmr went up through the empty, deserted
building. They reached Vine's office. The crook’s
hand was now steady as he turned the key.

“ We won’t switch on the light,” he muttered, as
he elo;sed the door. * Here, Stanger, you hold this

W'h.\le Stang'er directed the light on the safe door,
Marcus Vine operated the control knob. He turried
the handle, and swung the door wide open. . . .

“X yowre fond of life, Marcus Vine—reach for
the cexhng ! " said g quiet, drawling voice.

Within the safe squatted the masked Ji immy Brent
—and in each hand he held an unwavering, levelled
automatic !

“The devil ! "’ gasped Vine, his face the colour of
putty.

“No; the Grey Ghost | " drawled Brent, stepping
out of the safe,

At that dread name, Stanger gave a terrified gasp
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while Vine turned a shade paler and passed hie
tongue over lips that were suddenly dry.

" “1 fooled you at Hedham Farm, my friend,”
smiled Jimmy. ‘I broke off the steel knives, and it
was an easy matter to elide down the shoot, and
escape from the machine. My car is a racing one,
and it was simple enough fer me to get here first.”
Then he added in a sharper tone. “ Now, sit down
in your chair. You, Stanger, stand behind your
master. That's right. I'm going to do the talking
now, Vine.”

“ What—what do you want with me ?” asked
Vine, so terrified that he could searcely speak. “ How
—how did you know-

“You need not ask me where your vietim is, Mr.
Vine,” said Jimmy Brent, a look of contempt on
his handsome face. ‘I took him away—and I have
hidden him Now, you and I ean do a business deal
—if you are ineclined.”

“I—1I don’t understand,”’
springing within him.

“A business deal,” repeated the Grey Ghost, in
his eultured accents. **1 will promise to keep quiet
about Mr. Edward Wright n.ncF the man in the safe
if yon will make it worth my whiIe
thousand pounds in cash—now.”

Marcus Vine gasped. This was exa.at!y double the
amount of Edward Wright's investicent. He did
not guess that the secend twenty thousand pounds
was for charity,

“No, no! It is Jmpossﬂ;ie 1* sngrded Vine. I
haven’t the money in cash,”

“That is a lie!" retorted J]nm\y Brent calmly.
““ There is more than that amount in the safe. I
could have taken it—but I prefer to do business in
& straight-forward way.’

Marcus Vine crumpled. He went to the safe, and
took out the money. It was sll in bank notes of
big denomination. There was a cunning light in his
eyes as he handed the notes to the Grey Ghost.

“ Oh, no ! ’’ said the Man about Town. ' You're
not going to stop these notes, Mr. Vine. Take up
your pen, and write to my dictation. You're goi
to make & statement to the effect that you kil?ed
detective, and . that you are paying me forty
thousand pounds as the price of my silence.”

“ Never! " croaked Vine. ‘“If.I do that I shall
put myself in your hands——’

* If you don't do it, I'll take thw telephone
and ring up Seotland Yard ! smd lmmy Brent in
cold, decisive tones.

The battlo was won. Marcus Vme wrote the
mcnmmatlni]let.t.er, and signed it.  Jimmy Brent

laced it in his pocket with the money, and then he

ked to the door.

. Gent]emen, I will bid you goed night ! *’ he said,

% moc] contemptuous smile curved
about his lipe as he closed the door.

muttered Vire, a hope

I want forty

* - * * *

DWAKD WRIGHT couid scarcely believe the
evidence of his eyes, when next day Jackie
Craddock handed him twenty thousand pounds,

And the detective did not think fit to tell hlm how
the money had been obtained.

A welcome donation of twenty thousand pounds
from en snonymous person was also gratefully
received by one of the Be London hospitals.

Look out next week for a bonzer yarn of Tails-Up
Drake in his battle against Red Qarson. Thrills and
Drama in the Air oram this grand yarn, chums.
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HUNDRED PER CENT. PERCY, the Sell-Anything Kid,
Here Again in Another COMPLETE MIRTHQUAKE !

Our Comical Sales
Star’s Latest Hit !

Percy’s Pyjama Procession Came to a Full Stop when Dynamite Dan flung his Sleep Bomb. Loud Snores

Arose on all

A Pyjama Proposition.

ERCY BODKIN shielded his eyes from the
glare and said, * Good heaventh, Mithter Bogg !
We'll never thell thothe thingth ! They'll keep

people awake at night if they wear 'em !

“ That's jest the grit in the beeswax !’ answered
J. Bertillon Bogg, hastily covering u% the pair of
lurid pyjamas he had been showing to Percy. * The
manufacturers of these things have got ten thousand
pairs on their hands and they can't get rid of them
nohow,”

The Fixit Corporation Ine., of which organisation
J. Bertillon Bogg was the head, guaranteed to sell,
buy, or do anything in a business way which ordinary
merchants and tradesmen found impossible. But
those pyjamas were a tough proposition, even for
Fixit ! Their colouring was so vivid that it almost
made one’s eyes water.

“ Well,” murmured Percy thoughtfully, * we might
be able to thell one or two pairth to people thuffering
from colour-blindneth—but ten thouthand!"

“Yeh!" barked J. Bertillon Bogg, puffing smoke
from his cigar like a steam engine, and striding back
and forth across the office carpet restlessly. * You've
sure lisped a bibful, Perce! I guess the only thing
to do is to advertise them, then, and——""

J. Bertillon Bogg's remarks were arrested by the
sudden blare of a band from outside the office, He
strode over to the office window and looked out
almost mechanically. His eyebrows went up in
surprise,

“ Why, jumpin’ cranberries ! Them guys has got

Sides.

our pyjamas on—or ding my sides they're the dead
image ! **

Percy Bodkin hurried over to the window and
followed his boss's astonished gaze. In the street
outside, a procession of dark-skinned, luridly dressed
men, marched behind a thumping brass band. In
their centre, rode a young man on a horse, dressed
even more -brilliantly than the rest.

“ Oh that ! " grinned Percy, “ That'th—I mean,
that's the Prince of Izatzo, and his bodyguard from
Izatzo—one of those little Latin American States
where they have a revolution every Friday before
breakfast. He ia the heir to the throne of
Izatzo and he’s over here on a visit. He alwaya
travels about with a young army like that, so the

apers say, to impress people.”

“ But look at their uniforms!” said J. Bertillon
Bogg. *“ They're almost exactly like our pyjamas!”’

The head of Fixit Corporation and his youthful
assistant watched the pompous procession pass out
of sight, then J. Bertillon Bogg slapped his thigh
with a decisive gesture.

“That’s given me a notion! We'll have a pro-
cession like that, with men dressed in our pyjamas
to advertise ’em ! You see the idea, Perce ! Once
we've had our parade rooivle'il think of our pyjamas
every time they see the Prince of Izatzo wanderin'
around town with his boy-friends—he'll be a free
advert | An’ we'll have a band leadin’ the procession
and you in pyjamas on horseback just like the real
prince ! ™

‘*“ Me, Mithter Bogg ? %
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. *“Why not ? You're my chief salesman, ain’t you ?
You deserve to have the place of honour, Perce.”

Percy Eulped Somehow he had not quite conceived
of himself taking an active part in this proposed
procession. Percy Bodkin was a modest youth, and
the idea of exposing himself to public view in those
dazzling pyjamas startled him.

““ But, Mithter Bogg——""

“Shucks! Say no more, Perce. I understand.
You're overwhelmed by my choice of you to take a
leading part in this advertising campaign! But I
ain’t conceited ! I know you can carry this through
much better than I could myseli—an’ that’s why
I'm standin’ aside and leavin’ it to you. I'll 'phone
up and engage those men for the procession right
now—guess we'll have a white horse for you to ride
on—and—say ! but it’d be a great idea to have
prjamas on the horse too, wouldn't it now 7'

Before Percy could open his mouth to protest,
J. Bertillon Bogg had dashed over to the telephone
and was rattling off orders into the mouth piece like
a machine-gun. Percy made a gesture of despair.
There are difficult moments in the life of a salesman.

Bombed to Sleep Procession.

HILE the arrangements for J. Bertillon Bogg's

W Pyjama Procession were proceedng rapidly

to eompletion, a certain gentleman, known as
Dynamite Dan, sat in conference with his gang.

Dan and his boys were in the cellar, down by the
riverside, which they used as their headquarters,
and where Dan spent his spare time manufacturing
bombs—for Dan was one of the best bomb makers
in the business.

“We am't gotter bump dis guy orf den t ”’ queried
Soapy Ed, Dan's right- man.

““ Nope,”’ answered Dan, admiring a small, circular
bomb he held in his fist. * Instructions is to kidnap
him without bloodshed an® make dis guy sign a paper

-sayin' he rencunces de throne of Izatzo. No violence

—just persuasion.”

“But how're you gonna pull it orf?” asked
another member of the gang. ‘““I've heord tell this
here prince wanders about town with a brass band
and a bodyguard two or three hundred strong.”

“Pipe de bomb,” exclaimed Dynamite Dan,
bolding up the cireular object in his hand. " It's
this what's gonna do de trick. Full of chloroform
and ether—enough to send him an’ his bodyguard
fast asleep in two jiffs when it explodes among ’em.
All we gotta do is eollect his slumberin’ majesty from
their midst and fetch him here in the car.”

Dynamite Dan’s gang grinned.

* Trust you to work it all out, Dan,” said Soapy.
* Sure the bomb’ll work ? ;

“1 made two—case the first doesn't explode,”
replied Dan, taking another bomb from his pocket
and showing it to them. * But I guess the first’ll
be okay. All we gotta do is wait round some corner
until the Izatzo boys smear the landscape an’ then
heave the bomb into 'em ! ™

*“ But you ain’t never seen this here prince and his
bodyguard,” protested the fourth man present;
* how're you——""

““Aw-boloney, you big cheese ! Ain’t youTread the
papers ? *’ replied Dan unecivilly. ** These guys wear
wniforms what makes horses shy and motor-buses
backfire | You can see 'em comin’ a mile off | We’ll
recognise ’em right enough !

After this brief lapse into the underworld, let us
return to the offices of The Fixit Corporation Inc.
J. Bertillon was a swift worker and already a hundred
of so men Had been hired, together with a brass band,
and they were lining-up; even mow, outside the
offices of the celebrated sales-agency. Each man
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was clothed in & vivid suit of pyjamas and on his back
was a notice: Buy a pair of Morpheus Pyjamas!
All the rage /

Percy Bodkin also wore a suit of these dazzling
pyjamas, but he had persuaded J. Bertillon that &
notice was not necessary on his back, as all the others
had them. J. Bertillon, however, insisted that Percy
should ride on an ancient nﬁ, hired from & nearby
livery stable, and had had this. same charger
decorated about the legs with two pairs of pyjama
trousers.

“ I guess that's fine,” J. Bertillon said gleefully,
viawirﬁ:he contingent of Pyjameers. * If that don’t
fotch public, my instincts as an advertiser are ot
fault. We'll make those sleep-suits popular yet !
Go to it, Perce!”’ :

J. Bertillon Bogg gave a flourishing signal to the
band. They commenced to play a march as aggressive
as the pyjamas they wore, and the procession marched
off

In ten minutes they had disorganised the traffio
at two junctions, caused & sensitive horse to bolt
and attracted hordes of small boys who yelled
derisive romarks. Crowds colleeted on the curb to
cheer and boo them as they passed, and Percy
Bodkin’s ears felt as though they were on fire. A

But the procession was to terminate suddenly ahd
in a strange manner. Fate lurked in & nearby car
in the shape of four- villainous-looking gentry who
pecred out at the approaching spectacle.

“ That must be ’em ! grunted Dynamite Dan,
the sleep-bomb poised in his hand.

' : that’ll be the prince,’” said Soapy Ed.
“ That young feller on the horse, with a face like &
half-eaten turnip !’ :

Dynamite Dan waited for the eritical moment,
while the whole gang drew handkerchiefs over thear
mouths and noses, and then, as the leading part of
the band passed, tossed the bomb lightly into their
midst,

It feoll at the feet of a large gentleman walloping
the big drum with great to, and he was kicking
up such a din that the dull thud of its explosion

od unnoticed. A pungent smell seeped up from
E:;J:w. The man with the big drum arrested his
drum-sticks in mid-air and indulged in a huge yawn.
A second later the rest of the band yawned in sym-
pathy and their pace began to flag. . :

« Juzgonavforrywinks,”’ mumbled the man with the
big drum; then, using his instrument as @ pillow,
he laid down on the ground and dropped ofi imme-
diately into a sound sleep. :

The resi of the band seemed to think this a good
idea. As one man, they dropped their instruments,
and laid down beside him. A chorus of snores,
gsounding like the distant rumbling of thunder, rose
from the ground.

Perey fought hard against the drowziness that was
overtaking him. By a sheer offort of will he looked
about him, to find people on every side settling
themselves down for a snooze. Then Percy’s vision
became blurred and he lapsed into & semi-conscious
state.

Subconsciously, he was aware of being lifted from
the ground and ecarried, it seemed, to a car, for
presently came a buzzing sound like an automobile
engino—but that, of course, might have been only
the concerted snores of the eleepers around.

Dynamite Dan Dozes.

HEN Percy Bodkin came round he thought he

was viewing four gargoyles in & nightmare,

_'but soon it became evident thai these faces

were the property of human beings, and that he was
not dreaming.
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* Hello !’ said Percy. *° Where am It"

“ Youse in de, clutches of Dynamite Dan an’ his
gang !’ answered a gruff voice, *“ We ain't gonna
hurtcher—so long’s you do what we say, see ? If
you don’t——"

Dynamite Dan picturesquely left the threat to the
imagination, but gave a gentle hint by sticking a long
black automatiec under Percy Bodkin's nose.

Percy saw that he was in some sort of a cellar.
Just over there was a bench strewn untidily with
bottles of chemicals, and there was & round bomb
there recently taken from Dynamite Dan’s pocket
for safety—for his first sleep-producing bomb had

n quite successful.

“ I don’t understand,” lisped Percy. * What do
you want me to do? How did I get here? I
remember =

* How you got here don't matter at all | "’ answered
Dan. * You do as I say or I'll show you what ! ”

He thrust & large official-looking document under
Percy’s nose and jabbed a pen into his fist.

“ Sign on the dotted line!”

“ Oh!” said Percy with sudden inspiration.

“T

An expression of surprise came into Percy’s face.
Before answering he glanced at the paper he had
signed and read: I, the Prince of lzatzo, hereby
renounce, abdicate and otherwise chuck the throne of
Izatzo. Signed . . . The light of understanding
came into Percy's eyes.

“Oh!"” he said cheerfully. “ You've made a
mithtake ! You thought we were the Printh and hith
bodyguard. We were jutht advertithing a new line
of pyjamath!”

“ What | "—Dynamite Dan looked as though he
were on the verge of an apoplectic fit.

The cheerfulness faded from Percy Bodkin's face.
Instead of laughingly admitting the joke was on him,
Dynamite Dan extended two claw-like hands towards
Percy’s throat and moved forward ominously.

“1've made a mistake, have I | * he gritted through
clenched teeth. “ Well, if I have, it ain't gonna do
you no good it ain’t! I'm gonna pound you to a
pulp! We'll bash you till—"

Percy had already heard enough.  The lisping
young salesman let out a startled yell and dived clear
of those nasty, grasping hands in the nick of time,

GETTING THE SACK —Stealthily Dynamite Dan crept up behind Percy and whipped
i the sack over the salesman’s head. In his surprise Percy let go of the gas bomb,

thee! You're one of thothe autograph hunterth !
But you m:ednl et‘it have taken aﬂl;hitgn:ioubl;.” 2

Percy applied pen to paper si , ** Perciva
Bodkir " with an elaborate flourish at the bottom
of the document, then he added the letters “A.B.8.”
behind his name.

‘* Bodkin ! ” grunted Dan suspiciously. ‘' That
don’t sound like the name of a wop prince. What's
them letters mean ? Prince "’

* Printh ? Of courthe not! That meanth Atho-
thiate Thalethman’th Thothiety ! "

“ Salesman !!! Say, wait a minute!" roared
Dynamite. ‘“‘Ain’t you the Prince of Izatzo

at the same time butting Dan violently in the tummy.

But the other three members of the gang
instantly to their chief’s assistance. Percy l:gs;g
them wildly back and forth across the narrow cellar,
searching frantically for some weapon with which to
protect himself. leost automatically his fingers
closed round the small, circular bomb on the bench.

“ Thtand back ! " he sereamed, waving the bomb
threateningly before him.

The gesture arrested his attackers suddenly. But
Percy had not reckoned with Dynamite Dan, who
had by now scrambled to his feet and was behind

(Continued on page 26.)
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SP-E-E-ED! WITH
SOMETHING LIKE A
WHIZZZZZZ ! A Fascinat-~
g Vision of Future Travel
that May Become a Possi~
bility a Few Years Hence.

second—you can’'t see much landscape, can There 18 a very thek aluminium Hoor yunmng the
you ! But, look, there’s the Stratosphere Mail  whole length of the car. This is for lifting purposes
off ; he’s a good deal slower than we are here, at the stations. The car itself is made of an alloy
but he can whack us when up in his own bit  of beryllium and magnesium, with a trace of copper,
of the sky. D’'you know we've exceeded the the lightest alloy we have so far. A full complement
half-minute ? It doesn’t seem so bad, after of forty pagsengers with their luggage allowance
all. But there’s a gong ; they know we aven’t aectually weighs mere than the car itself, with all its
in our seats, and it means the light will go for  length nf 120 feet. The magnet cylinder weighs

s : Birmingham. Just in ti ! t hi h hol t, which is 8,000

Take a Tl‘lﬂl Tﬂp Belﬂﬂ', \\Tﬂ!ﬁlggatr out Ee‘n;ll‘m:;n;ﬂ something of the ;E::; d:a}t:;:tﬂirf ; ;3; © nn}uun which is
Chm and See How You working of the system, though you can’t see The big fans on these bridges are to absorb the
Like It ! a great deal more than you can by the main terrific air blast at our tail, which would pick ;_:_g a
tracks across country. large car and throw it a hundred yards away. ey

A few words here about the principles in-  have cut down the tail-blast enormously in the newer
volved in this new system of trensport would be in-  ships, though, and we never hear of aecidents now.

GRIPPING SCIENTIFIC
CHAT. |

| f temt::q It is an old pr:nupie baa&dcrnthﬂ action of All the hmn we've been talking, Arie/ has been

/ BONY A Lodkaat £ a coil on a bar, or evlinder of iron, It was first thought  making for Glasgow. It’s now—Ilet's see—10-35 ;

QA A A A W |4| “ 3 of Bﬂﬁhﬁl'—"t a Frenchman, whose car had a track  ghe’s just pulling out of Edinburgh! This is the
TS ".'ullhiu“u..“ﬂ\ w".‘“""ﬁ"‘m m‘a above which jt was suspendod. It time-fable : =Southampton, depart 1003 Oxford,

H Surprises on was puahbd slternately by solenoid rings, 10-6-30; Birmingham, 10-12.00; Manehester,

A Thousand Miles An Hour ! E_m__m_i__mmﬂ Way, Chums — = e coils (in our case, of sfuminium  10.19.00: Carlisle, 10-28.00; Edinburgh, 10-35-00
ELL, and why not ? What's more, we don’t A Gunt'l Series of { r'Pbbon), t hrﬂugh which strong currents are passed as  Glasgow, arrive 10-38. Sounds pretty slick, you'll

mean just a speed, but a distance of a thousand  be maintained until the light turns to green. The Scientific Chats required. For the technicians, here’s a small diagram  agree! Four hundred and twenty miles in thirty-
miles covered in the hour. Mad ? We don’t car will in no circumstances start until all passengers and Brand New to show how the thing works. Observe that the car eight minutes, imcluding stops; that makes an
think so; a hundred years ago, a speed of sixt have complied with this reguest.” 13 always within the field of at least two of the average of 663 miles an hour. Deducting thirteen

miles an hour was ineredible, but it soon arm Well, we are off on a run to Glasgow in the Sclenoid Stories of solencids, one shooting, the other attracting, and its  minutes for stops, we get exactly a thousand. which
;} lon ifrﬂ:y b&::l':ﬁn that a.nﬁl“ n thnﬁnhi g:naﬁ{; Flyer from Southampton, and the notice you have Mm and } torrifie fm:u_rnrd ;p_eedlgynnm ‘“‘i“&d' S th'bo““t' means that we must touch about twelve hundred in
ery likely ; once we have go e machine ust read is prominently displa in front of vou. Thrills. any sensation of jerky motion. cupymmg about between.
t;ﬂwﬂel at the speed, the distance soon follows. We llI;h.ghu:-;m- is quite roomy, iﬂtﬁlﬁyi large mlnmyh1“g Don’t Miss the half the length of the car is a tubular, cobalt-steel When we get to Glasgow we shall get a chance to
shall see. s of the old nmﬁt-aan-th:rhe:! The mtﬂ are more like permanent magnet. see something of the working of the big Stratosphere
First of all, what does such a speed look like ? sockets; they are of a speeial spongy material, AMATEUR The huge speed keeps the ship from dropping, and ’planes ; thev say that in the latest type 1,500 miles
Seventeen miles in a minute, nearly fifteen hundred similar to sponge rubber. 'I'hm is mo sign of SLEUTH’S thirty lmpu!nﬂa, fifteen pushes and fifteen pulls every an hour is & normal speed. Keeping the hull from
feet per second. Well, a howitzer shell is a slower illumination, merelya soft green radiance every- second keep up the meotion. Only when speed has overheating through air-friction is she chief problem.
travelling kind than a gun shell, and its muzzle where. No *llmduws, though ; that's a disappoint- SECRET dropped to about half do the big 'mpulsinn magnets After a certain speed 18 passed, the mml doesn’'t
velocity wnﬂdhenboutnthmmndtuﬁﬂaenhmﬁmd ment, but jrt:u can go dun‘n to the tail end to MESSACE underneath eome into action. cool ; :irl heats u;&:}tlm metal surface, just by friction.
feet per second. A thousand miles an hour would experience the thrill of seventeen-miles-a-minute UPLICATOR - Switehi the coil T & Almost like the woting-stars !
mean that any of the earth could be reached travel if you like. We shall go, of course, but they [? £ | s d?ne ';;'; E:'ht--m:;?;i:*aﬁ:u:m:‘:;nﬁu ;:hun;?h Meteorites coming in from outer space hit our
from London within, say, thirty hours. The Bachelet say nubaiym stand it for more than half-a-minuté. { Given Next Week— ) with an invisible ray to play Pt S0 atmosphere at any speed from ten miles a second
Solencid Flyer might do it. Just imagine it is the Funny, that! What about the pilot ¥ Waell, he and the 4§ This ray is broken by the ship passing, up to fifty. We bhave seen them and checked their
year 1990 nnd:uu are going for a trip aboard it. doesn’t do l]ti althcr—thﬂt::r i8 quite automatic ; he S and a relay of a supersensitive kind huighttit eight}y miles 1{11:3. :I:Ild
5 % . * can stop it if necessary, but omly at stations. Even § DETECTIVE the rest. even there the air friction
. N the orange light glows, passengers will then, headquarters can override his decisions and JCLUE POWDER, i vall cut .. heats them to white heat and
sit well back in their seats, at the same time bring him further along if they wish. £ ok W then wapourises the sold
firmly grasping the rail in front and bracing the Hallo ! There goes the light! It's turned to an GIM!'FH ﬁ Week l !.'I! nickel and iron of which they
feet against the sockets provided. Thmpnmtmn must  orange glow. Sit back, grasp the rail, brace your er INext. Ca are ml:ln:ipum,tll I}:attii w l*m::
air will do, even in its thinnes

feet—and wait. Feel the pressure at your back ?
We're off, mth a swishing noise as the rolier skids,
on which we've been standing, carry the weight fﬂr
a =plit second. Then the repulsion magnet lifts us
into mid-air and the giant au:ﬂﬂnmd rings get to work.
In eight seconds we are at half-speed ; one-"two—
three—four, there’s the green light. Now we can sit
up! But as we are in a stopping ear, the orange
light will glow for Oxford in a matter of three-and-a-
half minutes. So that we can have a good look
round, we shall get off when we pull into Birmingham,
That will be in a matter of ten minutes, as we
generally have to stop in Oxford for a couple of
minutes. There's the orange light !

Now you feel it—eh ? Don’t forget you have been
hurtling along at a thousand miles an hour and that
you've got to be stopped in what seems to be a few
yards. Actually, it takes eight miles to stop com-
fortably ; that's half-a-minute. Ah, here we are ;
very mcely, too. But we are just ghdmg through ;
no passengers or mail, so off we go again. I.atlget-
up, when the green light goes on, and take our look
out of the tail windows. Right.—come on; bet you
won't look out more than half-a-minute !

The windows are shuttered ; this wheel ;in“

THE RAILWAY OF THE FUTURE.—Where : them to one side. Now, then-—op&n! It’s & mar-
the Arrow Bolenoid Line crosses the L. M.S, vellous sight, but it certainly gives you a very queer
electric freight track from Glasgow. feeling down in the inner regions. Perhaps it's the

Sndsbsnsescesoseiitniubiptoee i iiioimansiiissen solenoid rings, for we pass through fifteen every ¢

and most ramf‘ed form. What
will 1t do to our seventeen-
mile-a-minute outfit — when
we have got it ?

We don't know what the
limit of possible speed in the
air may be — we haven't
reached it vet, hul; it may well be short of a thousand
m:lm an huur

Put your head out of the railway carriage window
when she’s doing sixty or so if you want to see what
wind resistance amounts to ! You’'ll have to multiply
the whack it gives your face by much more than ten
to get what a six hundred mile an hour wind would
be! The six hundred mile breeze would mstantly
make vou into another martyp to science !

It seems pretty clear we sgl ‘have to get right off
the earth to make our thousand, and we shall do this
in the course of a few years only from now. There's
very little hope of doing anything like it on wheels,
even in tunnels. And the drawback to the sort of
atmospheric system described above is imection.
This will have to be overcome to get anything near
the thousand-mile-an-hour speed. Let alone the
distance, of course.

Is a thoeusand miles an hour peossibie? Walch the
- Mag. tor a chat en the way it may be accemplished.
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Wonder Yarn of a Circus on Secret Service !

THE MENACE OF THE SCARRED HAND!
By H. WEDGWOOD BELFIELD.

J"

¢ :
THE CIRCUS DAREDEVILS! Top o
the Bill for Fun and Thrills. Meet
’em Below in Another Exploit Against

= HE Jade Buddha,” murmured Captain Storm.
“ It bears the worst of all the Chinese curses.
And you say the Red Avenger is after it 1"

Dick Derring, the boy acrobat of Sangster's Flying
(irous, nodded. Two years before, when the Flying
Circus had encompassed the fall of Chang the Mighty,
he had taken the idol from Chang’s city. Now
Chang’s son, Hsuan, had appeared as the Red Avenger
and Dick, accompanied by his pal, Don Hawkins,
had come to the Hoang-Ho, Captain Storm’'s vessel,
for the Buddha.

The men of the Red Avenger had tracked them
to the vessel, however, and a pitched battle ensued.
Dick and Don escaped with the Buddha in their
'plane. They were brought down, however, in a
desolate part of Spain and it was many hours before
they could find any habitation.

They found a lonely inn at last, but while they
were having a meal the landlord sent for the Ciwvil
Guard. They arrived and were about to place Dick
and Don under arrest, when the Red Avenger's
Chinks attacked the house.

Dick and Don managed to get outside to the car

of the Guardia captain. But the gate was closed . . :
the Chinks were waiting . . . and behind, the Civil
Guard were breaking from the inn.

The Plunge To Peril.

ICK weighed up the chances in an instant.
The Chinks waiting by the closed gate, with
knives gleaming wickedly in their hands . . .
Vulpez and his men crashing fronf the inn behind
and carrying carbines . . . yellow man and Spaniard
alike athirst for his and Don’s blood . . .

“ Got to be the gate,” Dick ground out, ‘“Hang
on, Don!”

He crouched over the steering wheel and slammed
his foot down on the accelerator godal. The crazy
old ear bucked viciously and then leapt like a living
thing at the gate. A thrown knife came through
the windscreen, slicing through the leather of Don's
flying helmet. The second Chink was bunching
himself for a leap—with a pantherish spring had
gained the running bogrd, clinging with one hand,
while he swung a deadly-looking knife with the other.

But Don was there. He had found a spanner, and
he slung it with deadly aim, straight at the snarling,
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yellow face. It thudded squarely into-ihe man's:

bared teeth, sEuili.ng his aim, though it did not make
him lose his hold of the car. He swung the knife

Crash! Ere the blade fell, the car had charged
the closed gate like a battering-ram. Rusty wings
and radistor crumpled up under the impact, but,
somehow, the ancient vehicle held together, smashing
ite way through. There was a high-pitched ery from
the Chink as a whirling ylank caught him and flung
him from the running-board ; » hail of flying glass
and chunks of wood; then
they were through with the
rough mountain-track, going
left and right, before them.

To the left it dipped steeply,

inding a tormuous path io
the vailey far below. Dick

the wheel that way,
realising that the old crock
was more likely to keep
moving on & down grade.

Yelis sounded behind them,
punctuated by the sharp erack

- of earbines. ‘The Civil Guard,
bhowever. were faf from being
erack shots, and the bullets
whistled harmlessly overhead.
With Dick’s toe hard on the
pedal, they went bumping and
clattering down the precipi-
tous mountain-track.

Dick gave a tight laugh.

* With luck, we're going to
win through,” he yelled
jerkily. - ** Those beggars can
scrap it out to a finish among
themselves, and—crumbs !

The front wheel siruck a

boulder, and the car houneed
a foot mto the air. [t came
down with a jolt that all but

pitched the two lads into the
roadway ; then Dick whipped
his foot off the accelerator
al and slammed on the
as a hairpin  bend

showed ahead.

How he got the car round
it he never knew. Her offside
wheels scraped the grassy
wverge, and she heeled over to a
dreadful angle ; then she was
eareering down another fearsome strip, with the road

zig-zagging like a twisted ribbon below, and, right [

above them now, the inn they had just left. And
from the inn men were running, scrambling down
the ipitous slope, sliding and slithering, with the
evident mtention of cutting them off.

The race wasn't over—not by a long chalk! For
a man on foot, by risking his neck m a straight
descent of the mountain-side, might easily beat a
car compelled to stick to the twisting road.

Another hairpin. Round it with screaming brakes.
On in, with an appall'ng racket, swooping across
the track of the scmmgling men—red-garbed servants
of the Avenger! Another bend—a sharp crack
somewhere in the c¢hassis—and this time the old car,
seeming as if she would shake herself to pieces, did
not slacken speed to take it.

 Brakes bust !"' howled Dick.
a bump.”

But there was no bump. More by luck than

ént, Dick brought the rocking vehicle round.
Abead, the road dipped more steeply than ever, its

“ Get ready for
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stone-stréwn surface inviting. di'&m,ter; on the left
there was only a low wall of loose stones between
the road and an eighty-foot drop into a gorge where
a mountain torrent .

Don flashed a glance up the slope where the men
were running. Then he yelled a hoarse warning.

. R powers! Look—

loak out !’

For a split second Dick
took his gaze off the road
ahead. What he saw brought

{ "PLUNGED FROM THE PRECIPICE.—The
: car skidded, lurched sideways, and crashed

i through the wall of the bridge. As the
: machine went over Don leaped for the
parapet.

a startled gasp to his li A great boulder, accom.
panied by an avalanche of smaller stones, was
smashing down the hillside—with the three chinks
who had dislodged it, watching from higher up the
slope. They had timed things so cunningly that, fifty
yards or go on, it would crash upon the ear.

With the brakes gene, thite was not a hope of

avoiding the crash. unless——
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Dick saw a chance—and took it. His foot jabbed
at the acceierator pedal and gavo the car every whiff
of gas she would take, Nobly the ancient vehicle
responded to the call for speed, but faster that
leaping boulder came bounding down upon them.

1‘:5 shadow seemed to hang over them; the
thunder of its pmogress deafened them; and then
Dick drew a deep breath of relief. 'They were through
—by the very skin of their teeth. But—mno! A
smaller boulder, bouncing like & rubber ball, struck
the car’s tail, slewing the rear wheels towards the wall
and the gorge beyond.

With masterly skill Dick swung her straight again,
and then the worn tyres, innocent of any tread,
played him false. Another skid, and no chance of
rectifying it, for now they were on a narrow bridge
spanning the chasm. The car lurched sideways, her
tail coming round to smash through the wall as if it
had not been there ; for an instant the back wheels
spun over space and the car tilted sickeningly.

“ Jump ! " shrieked Don.

He suited the action to the word, even as the car
went over. His hands fastened on the weakened

rapet, but the stones broke away under his gripping

gers. Again he made a clutch, digging his rs
frantically into a niche in the stonework. Then he
was (lnng{ing, with his legs kicking over space and his
chin on a level with the roadway.

Clinging there, Don looked round for Dick. No
sign of him on the bridge ; and eighty feet below the
water swirled in yellow foam round the wreckage
of the car. ;

C'old feat clutched at Don's heart. Dick was down
there, trapped perhaps beneath the overturned car,
and there was nothing he could do to help him.

He had not seen the boy acrobat's lithe figure leaE
from the ancient car as it struck the water. Dic
had dived deep, swimming under water to the bridge,
out of sight . ..

Running footfalls jerked Don back to a realisation
of his own peril. The Chinks were on the bridge. A
yellow hand gripped his wrist, yanked him back into
theroadway. Before he could rise to his feet, something
heavy erashed down on his head, and Don was out to

the wide !
Castle Sinister.

ON opened his eyes slowly, conscious of nothing
D at first except a furious throbbing in his head.
It was & minute before the memory of the end

of that hectic chase came back to him.

He turned his heed and saw that he lay on a low
sottee in a great, tapestry-hung hall—a room that
gave him the impression of the banqueting-chamber
of some feudal castle. A yard away, two men were
talking, and the sight of them cleared Don's brain as
wind blows away smoke. :

They were the Red Avenger—son of Chang—and
Kung the Killer,

With some half-formed purpose in his mind, he
heaved himself up, only to flop back helplessly as thin,
strong chains tightened on his wrists and ankles.

At the sound the Red Avenger whirled round.
He was wearing the mask of red material that
covered ail his features except his yellow, tigerish
eyes, and they regarded Don with a faintly mocking
smile.

“ We meet again, bird-man,”’ he said sibilantly.
** You.wonder where you are, eh ! You have doubt-
less heard of Don Antonio Hurtado de Mendoza, one
of the grandees of old Spain. No? Well, Don
Antonio was chief inquisitor in his time. His
eollection of instruments of torture, which he amassed
in his castle here, was unique ; and his descendants
have taken a pride in adding to them. Unfortunately
for them, they were driven from Spain during the
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recent revolution, and the castle put up for sale. I
bought it.”

“ Can’t see what that’s got to do with me," broke
in Don.

The Red Avenger shrugged.

“The foreign devil may—in time,” he hissed.
“ When the jade Buddha is mine, I sball permit
myself the pleasure of watching you die—slowly.
Kung here will not be disappointed a second time.

“ When you've got the Budha !’ repeated Don
tauntingly.

The Avenger's eyes flamed.

* You mean—your friend has it—and he escaped 7"
he snapped. With scarcely a pause he went on, sofﬂ{,
sibilantiy : * It is well. He may for a little whi
evade pursuit, but assuredly the followers of the
Sca Hand will track him down ere nightfall.
Dead or alive, they will bring him here—and the
Buddha with him. And then—then can the world
fear the vengeance of the Son of Chang.”

“You think you can do what Chang couldn’t 7 "
taunted Don. ! :

“ My honourable father was but human,” snapped
the Avenger, *“ and it is human to err. Also, it is &
wise man who learns by the errors of those before

him. trusted to the might of arms, yet he had
that in his grasp which would have given him the
victory.”

“ Sure 1

There was a purpose beneath Don's taunts.
Bufficiently goaded, the Red Avenger might divulge
Ehagl ﬂim secret of the Buddha at which Cap'n Storm

inted. ~
“Yes, foreign devil.” Hsuan jerked himself
forward, yellow eyes aflame. “ See I can read your

‘mind like an open book. You would know of the

jade Buddha. Well 1" He laughed softly. “ Where
is the harm in telling you ? Inside the jade Buddha
15 death—a death that will slay young and old, stron
and weak, king and commoner; a death that mﬁ
spread faster than wildfire,"”

Don caught his breath. A flicker of understanding
came to him.

“ Plague ? ”’ he whispered.

“ Worse than the Black Death,” smiled the Red
Aw r. *“ Once the bacteriological cultures inside
that Buddha are loosed—and neither fire nor water
can destroy them—naught can stay the march of
death, Think of it ! It will stride across continents,
laying waste countries and armies—striking terror
into the hearts of all. And then will the Red Avenger
strike—with the armies and the ’planes I have
collected in a secret place.”

“ Sounds all right,” nodded Don. “ But what about
yﬁ?:.r armies—yourself  How are you going to escape

g o

e t is the Buddha's second secret,gt' said vt::
Avenger, a mocking smile in his eyes. * Engra
upon the Buddha js—"

He paused, flinging back his head as a gong boomed
somewhere in the depths of the house, It boomed

in—a third time—

“They have returned,” Hsuan hissed. * And since
they dare not return without him I seek, they have
brought with them the jade Buddha. Open the door,
EKung.” acmeg

Kung padded to the wall, flinging aside some
curtains and disclosing & massive oaken door behind
it. He drew it open, and three servants, armed with
great curved swords and wearing flowing red robes,
slid into the room. Behind them came two others
whom Don remembered having seen at the Inn of the
Seven Sins. He craned his neck, but there was no
sign of Dick.

“ Where is he ?” the Red Avenger m?ped the
question in his own language at the bigger of the two
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last-comers; and the man, ehaking at the knees,
i made a low obeisance.

* We have searched the gorge from end to end,
master,” hé lisped. “ There is no sign of him—no
mark to show that he had scrambled out. That we
swear, O lord of might. Perchance the foreign devil,
and the sacred Buddha ye seek, lie at the bottom
of the river——"

Don gave a defiant laugh—with a touch of relief
n it.

“And perhaps they don’t, Hsuan,” he eried. “Tt
doesn’t 30 to count your chickens before they're
hatched.”

i *Silence, spawn of evil!" barked the Avenger.
He turned to his men, speaking in a swift Chinese
dialect that Don could not follow.

Dropping back on to the divan, he stared at the
opposite wall. Something like triumph gleamed in
his eyes.

customer, as he had shown a thousand times in the
- past. Wherefore, Don grinned, untj}

His gaze came to rest on a window high up in the
Somebody was
Don almost yelled

wall,
there, erouching on the broad sill.
hig surprise.
Dick . . .1
« Kung saw him, loosed a yell,

Then he stiffened suddenly.

: THE IDOL OF DEATH.—“ You want the Buddha? Then have itl" cried Dick, and

: he swung back the idol.

He didn’t seriously think that Dick was at
the bottom of the river—Dick was a slippery

As the other Chinks

loosed uptAmfthe world & horror greater than the Red

Avenger b1 U1 iin0d pam ;
v U Diek’s “Big  Blufl.
ITH the crashing fall of the Buddha, con-
sternation descended upon the great hall.
As if to escape the invisible death, the Red
Avenger and his followers fled through the doorway,
slamming the great, oaken door after them. Only

R

Knowing its deadly contents the Chinks scattered in

: terror.

Db a1
*“ whirled round, Dick straightened up, lifting some-
thing in his hands. His voice earried down to them
in a laughing, ringing shout.

““ You want the Buddha ? Have it then!”

He swung the thing in his hands above his head.
Ho did not know of the Terror he was loosing. The
Avenger shrieked. Don shaped his lips for a yell

that would tell Dick to hold his hand. But—toolate!
... The Buddha was in the air—dropping—. The
i Chinks were scattering, following the lead of the
il Avenger.
o - The thing struck the foor—shattered into a
~ thousand pieces ! And Don, dry-lipped, with a catch
. in his throat, told himself that Dick had unwittingly

Don stayed, held by those steel chains to the diven ;
and Don, knowing of the Death that was abroad,
felt a chill of horror surge over him.

He realised that this meant the end of everything—
of Hsuan’s crazy scheme of world domination, of
the world itself perhaps. For Hsuan had said that
the antidote to the plague was the Buddha's second
secret—and the Buddha was smashed ! The plagune
unchecked, would sweep the world.

A ringing laugh brought Don’s gaze back to the
window, He saw Dick tensed for a leap. Before
he could shout, his acrobat pal was in the air, leaping
with outstretched arms for an immense chandelier
that swung from the aniddle of the ceiling.
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He caught it, swung for & moment by his hands
and leapt again, turning & complete somersault
ere he landed on the top of a massive, oaken table.
A lithe bound, and he was on the floor at Don's side.

“ Here we are !” he grinned. * Looks like I've
given those birds a bit of a scare. Guess they mistook
me for a ghost.”

Don said nothing. It wasn't the moment to tell
Dick of the real reason for the Avengers' flight.

*“If they'll only keep out of the wa{mfor a couple
of minutes,” Dick rattled on. “I'll have you out
of those chains. Then we'll beat it before *—he
paused—** before they rumble I'm not a ghost,”
grinned Dick.

Again Don said nothing. It was a disturbing
thought that they might be the first two victims of
the plague—that even now they might be drawing
the death-dealing microbes into their g{atama

But Dick appeared to be untroubled by such
thoughts. He flung & quick glance round him and
pounced upon & sword that had been flung away
by one of the stampeding Chinks.

“Look out!™

Swinging the huge, curved weapon, he slashed at
the steel chain securing Don's ankles. The razor-
edged blade bit through the steel as though it had
been rope. He elashed again and again, severing
the chain twice within an inch of Don's wrists, so
that the manacles fell away like cuffs with broken
links. Then, as Don heaved himself to his feet, he
coolly glanced round the room.

“1 guess that's our way,” he said, pointing to a
lower window. “The moat's below. Feel ripe
for a swim ? "

“Bure! But—"

“ Come on, then! I've got a notion those Chinks
will be barging in soon, and we want to be out of the
picture before they come !™

He smashed at the window with the borrowed
sword, dealing mighty two-handed strokes that hacked
clean through the frame. The castle echoed with the
crash of falling glass and splintering wood, and
distant shouts and the rapid beating of a gong
added to the clamour,

“Up yougo!™

Dick pushed his pal on to the broad sill, and Don
glimpsed the dark waters of a moat some ten feet
below. He did not hesitate. A leap, & splash, and
the water was closing over his head. moment
later he was striking out for the opposite bank, and
Dick had dropped with a second spl beside him.

They scrambled from the water together, and Don
shot a glance over his shoulder at t‘i’a grim pile of
the castle, rising sheer from the water. He got a
glim of a red-garbed figure rising above the
battlements had yelled to Dick to run.

“ Right-oh ! " Dick pointed to a grove of trees,
& couple of hundred vards away. “ Make for those
trees. I've got a van there—pinched it With any
sort of luck . ..

They ran on. The van wa= there, drawn up beside
a presentable imitation of a road. They tumbled into
it, Dick behind the wheel and jabbing at the self-

dread
of the Flyi
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starter ; thsengimﬁ:ed,hocruhodinthom
and they were off.

“ Done 1t !’ grinned Dick. “ 'Seasy! There's &

town and a raiiway about five miles down the road.
If our luck lasts, we'll be in Madrid in time to meet
Hmn_ibulSangstarandt.hereato[thecrowdi.ntho
mo -Il

- Don shuddered. He remembered . . . the silent
death. Perhaps even now they were cu':{ing the
dread germ to spread the plague among their pals
Circus,
“ Yes, you've done it,”” he remarked lugubriously.
Dick turned a grinning face on him.

“Sure! What's worryi .you? You sound as
if we're going to somebody’s funeral. Thinking
abont that Buddha 1"

“ Yes. If you only knew——"

Dick laughed softly. * That’s just the joke. I
do! I heard every word of the Avenger's confession
You see, I was up at the window all the time—""

Don stared horrified.

“And you pitched the beastly thing—"

* Take a look at this, chum.”

One of Dick’s hands left the steering wheel, to rip
open the Zip fastener of his flying smt. Somethi
nestled inside. Don took a glance at it . . .

“ The Buddha! But—"

 Hsuan’s going to be peeved when he finds out T
dropped a flower-pot among ’em,” grinned Dick.
‘* T guess he’d be annoyed too, if he knew that I was
hanging under the bridge all the time his killers were
looking for me—that, instéad of them trailing me,
I trailed them to the castle.”

It was some ten minutes later that they reached
the railway station. Their edrenched flying kit
excited some comment, and there was & lengthy
harangue with several men of the Guardia and two
or three officials before they were allowed to board
the train which, half-an-hour later, steamed into
the station.

Luckily, they had their papers intact, enough
money for a little judicious bribery, and, at last,
they were shown to their carriage by a fussy little
stationmaster. Dick hung out of the carriage window
as the train pulled out of the station.

“ Adios, sesior. And—oh, crumbs ! "

“ What's up ? * asked Don, as he slumped back
intoAhis seat, o e 5 :

“A couple of the Avenger's crowd coming in a
one gate, snd old Vulpez at the other,” jerked Dick.
“And——"" He thrust his head through the window
sgain as a chorus of yells came from the station they
were leaving behind. * Glory be! There's a scrap
started. Vulpez is trying to arrest the Chinks, and—
I hope it k him busy for & few hours,’” he added,
8i back into his corner with a grin. * Next stop
Madrid, old son.”

The Threat.

HEY reached Madrid without mishap and, since
they were still eighteen hours ahead of the
Flying Circus, put up at & quiet hotel. It was

eight o’clock by the time they made a meal, and
by nine the pair of them were sound asleep in the
room they shared.

They slept the round of the clock.

Sunshine was streaming into the room when Dick
awoke and reached out for his watch, which he had
phlaced on the table beside the bed. It was not
there !

Two minutes later he discovered that Don's watch
had vanished too. Also their wallets and the whole -
of their loose cash. And—the jade Buddha !

“ The Avenger ? " breathed Don.

Dick shook his head.

* No, I reckon not. The Avengers wouldn't stay
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to empty our pocke!s ; they'd take the Buddha and
clear.”” But we've got to get it back before anything
ha ne,”” he muttered.
'hey "dressed and went downstairs, where the
interviewed the manager. He was a 'voluble llt-tle
iard who wagged his hands excitedly on hearing
t they had been robbed. He took down a list
of the things that were missin, list from which
Pick omitted the jade Buddha—inspected the room
and interfogated the whole of the staff. The result
of his investigations was exactly nothing, and he
suggested calling in the pollue
In the midst of their inwv tions, the Fl
Circus arrived, making a eshgau flight overygg
city ; andDmkandDan drove in & car through streets
with cheering crowds to the meadow where
the blg tent was to be pitched.
Dick grinned as he saw the crowds of reporters and

ameramen.
““ Fat hope we've got of a quiet word with the
boss,” he

As am&u'offaet it was not until three hours
later,whenthnworhofmmeb:gtantm
well under way, that they managed to corner the
groat Ha Snngpta

“ Saw you were here an’ g0 I guessed everything
was 0.K.,”” he said, mcrpmg his forehead. ** Got
that penshmg idol, I reckon 1"

“ Got it—and lost it again,’’ nodded Dick.

The showman's usually cheery face knmit into a
frown as they told him of thair adventures—darkened
to a scowl when he heard of the Buddha's deadly
secret.

“ What are you doing about it ! ' he

“* We want & few more hours off, boss.
youourword'e'llhebmkfortheo
to-night. Ifit’s an ordinary hotel-thief who's pmr.hnd

©

e’II vo

the Buddha, it's an even chance he’s got rid of it
already—to some curio dealer in the city. So Don
ang I t.hongt of going the round of the shops,
an

He stopped. From outside came a sudden shout
in & veice that the pals recognised as belonging to
Jerry the Clown.

Something in the shout sent them running into
the next cabin, where they found Jerry locking &
little white and shaken, and pointing to a guivering
knife with its point buried a inch in the table.

‘ Bome rat of a Spanish onion slung that at me,"”
he bellowed.

Dick lhook hll head. . ** That's not & Spanish knife.
It's——"" He gri the red haft and tugged the
kmife from tho iece of paper iransfixed
by the point ﬂut-t.arod to tge floor, and he })l(‘l\td it

fr

o= Thought, so! A little reminder from the
Avenger.”
There was writing on the . His gaze travelled

over the closely-written words :—
night you tricked me, foreign devils. 1 bow
my head to your cunning. But the arm of Hsuan,
son of Chang, is long. Disaster, that will resound
throughout the world, will overtaks the Flying Cirous

at its performance to-night, unless the Buddha is in
my hands ere then. One of the Scarred Hand waits
mﬂu ateps of the church vn the Calle del Arenal as

five. You will hand the Buddha
to him, and, take heed—trickery

twice.

Dick drew a deep breath. An ultimatum ! Four
clock slready, lndeorthoFlymg Circus
if the Buddha was not handed over at five !

How can Dick .ﬂ lion hﬂs Buddha? What
terrible ql-ﬁlr A planned? Den't
miss Mg incidents, chaps.

will not serve you
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him. Dan reached stealthily for an old sack which

lay nearby on the cellar floor. He opened the mouth
of 1t and suddenly whipped it over Percy's head.
“Yow: Ow! QGooooglglooph !’ His astonished

yells sank swiftly to a subdued gasping inside the
sack. In the excitement, however, the bomb was
knocked clean out of Percy’s hand, and it exploded
with a dull thud on the stone floor of the cellar.

“ Quick ! Tie him up before that blamed bomb—
Yhhhrrrrrrrrh 1 Dynamite Dan’s sentence was
suspended suddenly to accommodate a yawn. He
tied the mouth of the sack s securely as he could,
fighting against the sleep which was overcoming him.
Dan cursed, but the chloroform had him in its grip.
He slipped wearily to.the ground, his mutterings
lapsed into a sleopy protest and then merged imper-
ceptibly into a snore.

Percy realised suddenly that nobody was holding
him at all. What was that snorting noise ?
Snoring ! Yes ! They were asleep |

The whole truth of the matter came to Percy in a
flash. Those bombs sent people to sleep !

Percy considered the matter carefully for a moment.
He felt for his handkerchief, covered his lips and
nostrils, and began systematically to grope for the
mouth of the sack, When he found it, it was the work
of & moment to undo it, for Dynamite Dan had been
overeome before he could tie it securely. Percy
climbed out, and as he had guessed the four crooks
were slumbering peacefully. He found the door, a
flight of stone steps, and then emerged into the
sweeb upper air to take a deep breath.

As luck would have it, & policeman was the first
person he set eyes on.

¢ Quick . Crookth ! Anarchithtth! Down in the
thellar !

Percy hastily lisped out the whole story and then
descended again to the depths followed by the
policeman, whom he had warned against the fumes.
Alag! In the moment of triumph misfortune came
upon Percy. He tripped over Dynamite Dan's prone
form and fell sprawling into the cellar. In a moment
he was up again, but he had dropped his handkerchief.
Hastily yelling an explanation to the policeman he
clapped his hand over his mouth and rushed into the
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upper air., Too late! He had inhaled some of the
fumes and felt the sla?inees overtaking him.

Summoning every effort he hailed a passing taxi:

“ Fixit  Corporation—can't awake—tell
Mithter Bogg . . ."

Peroy Bodkin stumbled into the taxi and fell fast
asleep on the floor.

* * * = ]

ERCY must have slept saveral hours, for when
he awoke on the settee in J. Bertillon Bogg's
office it was approaching evening.

_Peroy sat up and blinked around. Hbe half opened
his mouth to say something when he suddenly became
aware of another person in the office. A young man
dressed in a uniforn which was strangely reminiscent
of those dreadful pyjamas.

. *Prince Alfredo of Izatzo,” J Bertillon Bugg paid
in answer to Percy's questioning glance. ‘' Come
to thank you for catchin’ them anarchists. The
olice informed him as goon as they got them in the

ock-up ! And also,” went on J. Bertillon, with glee,”
to sell me the uniforms of his bodyguard. I'm going
to have them slightly altered and sold as pyjamas—
our stock’s runnin’ low | "'

0 But’__‘l

“You see,”’ said the Prince, “I shall not need
them any more. The dastardly Government has sold
my country to the Brazilians to build a greyhound
track on it.”

“ But the pyjamath,” spluttered Percy.
not thelling them really, Mithter Bogg!"

“Belling 'em ! Say! I've just given the manu-

facturers another order for ten thousand more. The
first lot’s nearly gone—all the drapers in town it
buyin’, I've just heard from the police about
those sleep bombs ! I didn’t know nuth’'n about it
before—and once the public gets a craze there’s no
stoppin’ ’em ! T’ain’t my fault if the newspaperr
goes and prints big headlines about our pyjama
inducin’ sleep ! Everybody thought it was them
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MASKED MYSTERY MAN IN MEXICO!
of the Boys of the Bar-Eight Ranch, Chums !
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Grand Long Complete Tale

The Fighting Twins.

IDING furiously through the night, Jack Jakers,
foreman of the Bar-Fight Ranch, strained his
ears for sounds of pursuit.

Through the wild tattoo of his own home s hoofs,
the ereaking of saddle leather and jingle of spurs,
he heard another sound, like a mufflied drum beat
rolling through the night ; and he krew it was the
heof-beats of more than a score of riders—the worst
gang in the West.

“1 reckon they're follering me,”
foreman gritted.

He had just made an audacicus raid upon Dade
Denham’s ranch. Ostensibly a peaceinl rancher,
the huge, black-bearded Dade Denham was in ml.ity
the seeret pewer behind the rustler gang that had
menaced and plundered the Pecos Valley so long.
But he had been too cunming, so far, to be forced
into the open.
a’]‘hh:;d got a certain young Westernel:sz his power,

used the ng ma- s d.-nng en
hak made him hief f hia bordes banditer | An
,:::Ehem of mystery, thsf. had been built up
this border chief, had served Dade Denham's
urpose well. Seiior Red Mask was the man everyone
gdd to account for the rustling.

And Seiior Red Mask was the Bar-Eight foreman’s
twin brother, the dead spit of him, so ahke that they
could not be told apart.

It wos to rescue his brother, Jerry Jakers, that the
ided the Twin Spot Ranch.

the fighting

mm;mm:smmmma turned
against his cunning and evil master.

Now Jack Jakers saw that his brother, thus far
lying inert. across the saddle, had opened his eyes,

The night air and heady rush of riding had revived
him after the torture.

“ You, Jack 7™ he breathed.
ham, and that balf-breed skumnk .

“I fixed ‘em,” said the Sghtmg fereman gri
He had, indeed; when he had leaped frem
balcony on to his brother’s terturers, he had take
the hanging lamp with him and had almest set fire
to the Twin Spot Ranch. With a merciless rain of
blows, the fighting foreman bad beat Dade Denhern
into insensibility, even as the Big Shot had soived
the riddle of the twe Red Masks. But Dade Denlam
was tough as nails. He was in a terrible rage when
the rest of his men rode im, and furiously he had
directed them to give chase to the two fugitives.

So the ing foreman’s instinet wes right. The
drumming hoof-beats in the night were horses and
ndara in stern, relentless ruﬂmt

“Theyre on us, Jerry,” the Bar-Eight fereman
breathed. *“Th' hl- cam’t earry th® two of us, and
get away with it.”

“You r& alene,” whispered Seiior Red Mask.
“TI'll hold *em off.™

“Not on ]’ﬂr kife,” exclaimed Jaek Jakers emer-
getically ; “ we're gonna make a stand, feller—and
right hyn'

He pulled the tired horse to a halt. Seficr Red
Mask's s had been taken away from him, so Jack
Jakers handed his brother ene of his own Colts and
a handful of shells. Tlny made the horse lie dewn,
and entrenched behind it waited for the oncoming
rustlers.

Thuddah-thud-thud ! The approaching dust gleud
under the pale stars and the rising Texass meon

But—Dade Den.
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resolved itself into a company of masked men, who
swooped and- divided riding round the two Red
Masks.

Br-rang ! Tho battle started with a crash. The
gunshots were like an endless roll of thunder. Leaden
slugs whined and sereeched around the two brothers
with the venom of a ewarm of angry bees. But they
were returning the fire with grim determination—
and they were taking toll.

The continuous harsh firing split the heavens and
rolled like thunder. Nor did the two fighting brothers
go unscathed. A bullet ploughed along Seiior Red
Mask’s cheek like a red-hot knife. Another tugged
at his scarve like an urgent band. Jack Jakers
cursed softly as he felt the burn of a buliet along his
thigh. It seemed that soon those eerie, whining
messengers of death must find them beth.

Riding around on his black horse at a respectful
distance out of gunshot, Dade Denham made a
trumpet of his hands and yelled at the top of his
vowe : -

“We got yuh, Red Mask—and yuh, th’ other,
Yuh're daid men ! "’

Jack Jakers' lips curled back from his white teeth
almost wolfishly as he rose and cupped his hands
to his mouth. “If we cash in our chips, yuh lose
yuhr diamonds, yuh dog robber and low-down ornery
thief ! " he yelled derisively. “I've done buried
'em on th’ plain, and thar ain't no one tuh tell whar
they are when I'm gone."

He grinned at the instant yell that rose from Dade
Denham.

“Take 'em alive.
gotta take 'em alive.”

In reality the fighting foreman of the Bar-Eight
had the diasmonds safely with him. To conceal them,
Dade Denham had strung the diamonds amongst
the cut-glass beads of a lampshade. The Bar-Eight
foreman had seized that lampshade when he had
raided the Twin-Spot Ranch.

Dade Denham had a passion for diamonds, and
with the proceeds of each rustling raid he had added
another gem to his collection. Moreover, some kink,
some strange twisted knot in hia brain, had caused
the scoundrelly rustler king to have engraved on the
piece of cut glass above each diamond the brief
details of each diamond's purchase price. Thus :

Flying Y.
June, 1933,
2,000 head.

In its way it was a unique confession of his mis-
deeds sufficient to determine the Bar-Eight foreman
to stick by the diamonds, which he was resolved
should be divided amongst the despoiled ranchers
whose cattle had been rustled.

Now there was a lull in the firing, the masked
rustlers conferring together. Jack Jakers was fearful
a8 to what would happen next.

And then in the comparative silence, with only
the wind sighing in the sage, there came a sound,
low and soft and mournful—yet significant.

* Whoop-a-loo-roo | '

The fighting foroman gripped Sefior Red Mask's
arm. His expression was tense, excited.

**It's the Bar-Eight call—Rex and some of th’
boys," whispered Jack Jakers tensoly. * Now watch
out—th’ skids are greased, and things'll be sliding
fast.”

Yuh cain't kill th' skunks—

The Red Mask Trio.

YING out in the brush, with drawn, ready
to join in the fight, were a trio who had become
far-famed in the South-west cattielands.

The- trio consisted of Rex Remington, the Bar-

Eight boss, a lithe, tall pantherish puncher,immaculate

MAGAZINE.

No. 587

in Oregon chaps, green gilk shirt and a high-crowned
cream sombrero; Bud Malone, the fat cowboy, and
last but not least Wun Lun, the little Chinkee cook
of the outfit.

The Dandy Cowboy's face was a fighting mask, lips
grim and compressed, eyes darkly flashing, like bits
of Arctic ice as he pushed his guns forward, °
& “foma on, fellers,’” he rapped. * Time we took a

and.”

Originally it had been a party of five that had
started out from Desert Edge, to lend aid to the
Bar-Eight foreman, if he should require it. Directly
he heard the gunfire, however, the Dandy Cowboy
had dispatched Tex McNaughten and Hoppy
Wannagan back to town to coliect a possa.

The Dandy Cowboy was nobody’'s foeol. He could

tell by the sound of the firing that there were a scora
or more of desperate gunmen out there on the rolling
sage plain—killers who would stop at nothing.

Besides which, as he had ridden through that
secret trail, through deep gullies thick with shrub and
treea the Dandy Cowboy had suddenly seen Dade
f_li)lenham‘a trail herd, and it had given him an
idea.

It was & mighty herd of cattle, probably of five
thousand head. The Dandy Cowboy shrewdly

uessed that all of that vast herd had been rustled
rom surrounding ranches in the FPecos valley.
Every “ cow critter '’ would, of course, be branded
over with the solid Twin-Spot.

But Rex was determined that that herd should
not be sent on the trail to Dodge City, where a buyer
probably awaited it—not until it had been looked
over,

Now, as he saw Jack Jakers and Seiior Red Mask
in deadly peril of their lives, the Bar-Eight boss
determined that, come what might, he and his two
companions must chip in on the game.

“ We'll walk our hosses up to them, then go riding
amongst them with guns a-roaring,’” he whispered.
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d-eyed Celestial,

. But. Wun: Lun, the little al
plucked st his leather gauntleted arm.

I;;Lc:ok,” he hissed. ‘‘Allasame Wun Lun got

v
¥ He pointed. The yellow Texas moon had risen
above the distant ridges of the hills now, and it lit
the dastardly rustlers brightly.

' They were mounting, each brandishing a sort of
syringe instrument in his hends. They had been
bending over & can on the ground, filling the syringes.
Tt was foul poison gas they proposed using again to
subdue Sefior Red Mask and his Bar-Eight foreman.

The stufi had been invented by a scientist to deal
witl loeusts on the rich lands of A'falfa and gramma
grass in Southern Texas. During & recent train
hold-up some cans of the stuff had been stolen.

: //Ma;,/,g,,

Pade Denham found it had the effect
of gassing men for a time, and in this
way he proposed to capture Sefior
Red Mask and Jack Jakers.

-~

And that’s what it was—a thing of frail silk and
twisted rubber, with a little whirring propeller. The
fighting foreman remembered sharply that Wun Lun
built such ‘planes for amusement. But this one
mvp&awag«gfnnhmmaupabud to
get it, Jack Jakers saw that ite white wing bore a
me .

The Boss says to g ourselves 1

Watch the dﬁmm-haﬁmmﬁo?uf. ey

BUD MALONE eand WUN LUN.

“ Dang_'ers,”” gritted Jack Jakers. “ Reckon
they're right, though. This gas i shore coming
over soom.

_Jack Peters got to his feet, tearing the stringed
diamonds from the lampshade. He did not know
what to do with them, where to concesl them now;

“ Tell ’em give in; me got plan,”

whispered the little C'elestfa.l l;gnin,

fumbling in his blouse. .
The Chinkee cook was a bit of a

{ THE DUMMY BANDIT.—Wun Lun crouched behind the
: dummy of Red Mask as the three Bar-Elght Boys swept @
: down on the bandits, guns blazing.

It looked as

if Reag :
Mask was going a-gunning} H

conjuror, and always had something

up his sleeve, to produce in times of

crigis. This time was no exception, and as he whis-

pered his plan sibilantly to the two punchers,
they stared, nodded, end chuckled,

* * * * *

ENOR RED MASK and Jack Jakers, waiting for

doom—wsiting and watching those masked

_ rustlors with their sinister gas syringes cireling

them like Indians, drawing ever neaver on their

horses—listened and waited for something to follow

that faint wheop-a-leo-roo /

“*When they git within shooting distance, let "em
bave th” whole works,'” gritted Jack Jakers, raising
his gun. ** How many shells yuh got, Jerry 1"

Betior Red Mask did not reply. He was looking
upwards at & silent thing floating towards them
across the empty space of night. His teeth clicked

t?ﬁ%%h it’s & model aeroplane!™ he exclaimed
,%,uslip Modgl aeropiane ! e ex e

incredu

so he ﬂrup%e(i them om the ground. And the next
instant both he and Sefior Red Mask shot up their
arms. 2
“don’t come at us with th' gas,” ghouted Jack
; “ we give im ! 2

With a hoarse of exultation, Dade Denham
rode at thahnado;‘;.{amnknd rustlers. He had the
twins lashed cruelly with thin manilla rope and flung
down on the ground. A shout of rage broke from
his bearded lips as he seized the despoiled lamp shade.

“ Whar are th* diamonds ¥ By grab, I'll fiay yuh
alive if don’t tell.”

“ I'll find them for yuh,” said Jack Jakers steadily.
He could see the demon raging within this man, and
only hoped that his Bar-Eight pards would put
an appcaranee soon. As for the rest of the rustlers,
they were gothered rownd in awe, staring down &t
the two Red Masks, as they thought, | And there was

something uneanny in the resembisnce the twims
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bore to each other that struck a superstitious fear to

their hearts.
Dade Denham saw their wond fear. * What's
th’ matter with yuh-all 1 ** he . “ D'yuh think

he's got his ghost with him, yuh fools, why——"

He broke off. He saw that his words had only
served to heighten their dread. And it was at that
peychological moment that there came & startling
intervention.

The Bar-Eight pards had been waiching the nwno
tensely, and now it seemed the right moment to
intervene. Wun Lun slid np on to his trained piebald
pony, Pot Luck, and ¢ d to ad upon
the big gang ol'rultleu.

life-like dummy of Sefior Red Mask. lt was actually
some gaudy cowboy outfit stuffed with saddle blankets
sndolheroddnandendllhulheBarElghtmobld

mymenous rustler, com;

the eff
The brilliant moonli ﬂoodad the country

au decepuvel -athmn limelight. And in that
here tie dummy of Seiior Red Mask looked
fum-f ly realistic. The Dandy f‘owboy and Bud

Malone watched behind with fun chuckles, as
pony advanced with Wun Lun hunched low behind.
It looked like the masked, cloaked bandit was
advanecing with loaded Colts m-dy to blaze. Dade
Denham suddenly saw it, and a startled yell was
wrenched from him.
Not one, but two—throe—Sefior Red Masks! It

gaze to the ueals and
ﬁells rent the mir as they dived hastily for their
orses.

“ Look out! They're all around! Seilior Red
Mask's ghosta!”

The Posse to the Rescue

RANG, crang, crang
Cduprmedthomooxthuhommmof
of }us md:.she dummy. The little Chinaman was
{ backed up from two different pomu in the
night by the Dandy Cowboy and Bud Malone.
rout was complete. Yellmgtlthmmr the
swung to horseback and Qurmdnny.ﬂlhng
the m;ht with the hard, drumming beats of their

Only Dado Denham had recovered his senses.
Reining around, yelling savagely, he tried to get
some of his fnllotm into a sufficient state of sub-
jection to go back with him.

But by thet time the mischief was done. Wun
Lun h:d;;ﬂvodfonglo-‘:;m.und M’k&oﬂﬁm
pony, his ow face split by a vast grin, with a

-edged fo gripped in his paw.
“ Alli,” he ch

As he slashed the ropaa that bound Jack Jster-

and Sefior Red Mask, Rex and the fat cowboy came

F guns in hand and chuckling grimly at the success
of the ruse.

* Look out, though,” cried the Dandy Cuwboy
suddenly. * The coyotes are coming back.”

e = s uite. Tnbr Gt O
at them in a ing, ong cf Guns
cracked with a sound like a gum.neat tledrum being
furiously beaten. The Bar- Flghl pﬂds fi t back,
flames flickering like .erren ir gun-
mouths, as they feverish pullad mggma. But. they

were forced to beat a retreat.

'I'bey had- not enough horses beiween them, and
afoot cannot equally maich furiously riding,
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cireling horsemen on the sage plain. And this time
thaowunodoubtthatnadaDenhummum.to

In the remorseless hurry of those fierce momanta
Wun Lun's antics were strange, not to say
grotesque He took no part in the fighting, but was

mg a gort of solemn war-dance in his peculiar

“ Here, let’s get out of this,” rnpg;d the Dun‘ly
Cowboy, blowing the smoke from ldfm:m
broke for the cover of the brush, rap: yptoddmg
uheils into the chambers of their Coits.
plunged down into the gully—there to make
a lm stmd The recommenced as they wormed
themselves back among the bushes. But then
suddenly Bud Malone gave a Fell and pointed over
the rise of the plain. A dust cloud was moving there
at a rspnd rate.
posse!” Bud Malone cried extltantly.
X I\W, by ecrackey, come on yellow-livered
eomeonnndeﬂwmoletd!“

But this was the last Dade Denham and his
cohorts intended to do. Directly they saw the posse,
they wheeled hastily and rode away in the opposite
direction.

Jack Jakers struck his head and gave a sudden
ory of consternation as he’saw Dade Denham bending
over the saddle, searching the ground.

“ Th’ dismonds! By the cursed stars, 1 done
forgobemnndleﬂml on th' ground. ‘The

skunk’ll get *em ! " the fighting foreman ejaculated

“ Hoki,” hissed a sibilant voice, and they looked
round to eee the grinning Wun Lun. * Me got
diamonds—Wun Lun velly gleat man, No pigeon pie
about that !

Grinning, he displayed the thick heels of his
sandals. They were scoo hollow, and filled with
some sort of puity, in which the diamonds had got
stuck when he nnmped on them.

“ Th' }i’l pest ! ”* growled Bud Malone admiringly.

Just then the horsemen of the posse from Desert

came drumming up with & rush, and the Dand
Cowboy feil to serious discussion with the Shen‘
at the head of affairs.

* He's got a great herd out them. waiting to go
on the beefl trmlmnnd I'm betting it's a herd
with the brands blotted over,” the Bar-Eight boss

itted. ** We’ve got no evidence against him, Sheriff,

we're entitled to take a look at that herd—and
the more we Dade now, the more
scared he’ll be that we've got the goods on him."

** Yuh're dead right,” growled the Sherifl. * We're
riding, boyu—lat sgo!”

The whole posse, with the Bar-Eight broke
into a gallop over the plains towards the velley where
Dade Denham’s trail herd was gathered under the
coldly glittering stars.

rnered was more nearly correct than he
knew. Dade Denham did not ride back to his
ranch, but”towards the trail herd gathered in the
Ealloy, all manner of ideas for escape seething in his
rain
But hard upon his heels were riding the Bar-
Eight pards and the posse from Desert’s Edge.
Rex Remi n up his horse within a dogen
feeth;: Dade Denham, whose eyes glittered blackly
at N
“ We've come to look over your stock, Denham,,
the Dandy Cowboy said brusquel;, waving & hand
towards the sea of tossing horns.
Dade Denham’s beard jutted as he threw back
his head and laughed derisively.

REX'S hunch that they were getting the rustler
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* T.eok "em over all yuh want,”” he jeered. ** And
when yuh've dene, I guess I'll look over yore men
and Eefior Ped Mask thar— {er some valuable stones
I'm missing."

The Dandy Cowboy ignored the remark. He and
others rode round the huge herd, i st the
brands of the animals nearest them. All wore the
solid Twin-Spot ! What was behind those two hiack
cireles .on the animals’ hides was a matter for con-
jeeture.

“ You keep some stock—mighty big stock.
arg sure those steers are all yours ? ™

* Yuh're danged whistling,” ercaked Dade Den-
ham with a hoarse langh. * Every crittur is mine.”

Rex decided to work his hunch. It was & rnsk
which might land him nto trouble *f it came unstuck.
Still, he pulled out his Colt suddenly, and firing at a
brindle steer plumb centre, knocked it through the
head, down and dead.

“ Hyar, what th'—™ Dade Denham, howling,
rushed forward. :

~ AH right ; I guess you can have me in the courts
if ¥ prove wreng,” said the Dandy Cowboy eoldly.
Opening his clasp-knife, he dismounted and knelt
by the dead animal. Swiftly he cut the hide in &
eirclé round the Twin-Spot brand, and peeled it off
before the rest could realise what he was doing.

Then a shouted curse came from Dade Denham
e he realised how he had been given away.

Underneath was the Flying brand, for, of
course, the animal had been branded as a yearling
when its hide was thinner.

“After him," shouted someone, and gunfire broke
hideously through the night. Dade Denham,
that the game was up, had spurred his blaek thoro
bred savagely, and was away in a twisting snake-like
cqurse, to godge bullets—away towards the Rio
Grande, and beyond, into Mexico.

"% Leave him tubh me,” shouted a voice. “ He's

my man, I rell yuh, and I'm t him.*
“The ¢ry came frem Sdor%ni‘:-ﬁk He was

Yom

a steer. He wanted to see if the beast hald been rustled and branded over its original :
sSign. E

forking his red stallion, Danger, now, and his mask
had appeared again on the upper part of his {ace.

He withheld his fire, for he had few shells left.
Also, if it were possiblée, e was resolved to take
Dade Denham back alive. His path had not been
straight, but it was wide enough to turm . If Le
took Dade Denbam - back, with the evidence the
Pecos Valley ranchers could fornish, it was quite
possible he might get a free o .

These were the thoughts that spurred Seficr Red
Mask on, after his quarry. -

Now they were entering the brush country. Under
brilliant moonlight the stunted growth covered
mile after mile of as treacherous country as could be
found anywhere. Ahead Dade Denham was quirting
his horse to te efferts, but there was a mad
grin now on his bearded face—e grm of triumph,

He was nearing safety—and he was leading Sefior
Red Mask into a trap.

As his horse plunged aleng hidden trails, suddenly
there 3,r:,‘“‘w1md!1 b%iore them tihe d::‘k It ‘was a
mi or depression. Its rent was steep,
l&? vertical. Far distant, beyend the jungle Fi
brush that covered the valley floor, was the gleam
of water. The river marked the border boundary
into old Mexico—and this Rink was the lair of some
of the most desperate’ outlaws of the West.

Dade Denham knew it. As he plunged his harse
recklessly down the' fearful descent, he knew that
some of the most powerful Mexican rustier chiefs were
watching, X

His plunging horse had come upen a long glade,
invisible in the blackness. Tt tock form hefore him
now, a aarrow passage between the mesquite, ufterly
veiled from the moon. Suddenly Dade Denbam
Ieal]if!from the saddle, and his horse clattered on.

is riata was unieoiled in an instant, and he knotied
one end to the base of a stout mesquite, then ran,
stretehing the rawhide rope acrees the glade. With
heels braced he waited, R =
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Befior Red Mask was coming on fast, He came at
& rush, seeming to gain speed. Dade Denham held
his line taut.

Crash ! Sefior Red Mask, utterly tired, concen-
trating all his e ies on racing after the riderless
horse ahead, was hﬂen all unwarned. Caught fairly
at the knees, his red stallion floundered, plunged and
went down with a crash like that of a roped steer.

Red Mask, flung clear of his horse, hit the ground
with a terrific impact. Gasping, dazed, he tried to
scramble up, but as he did so the muzzle of Dade
Denham's six-gun pressed between his shoulder
blades.

“ Gut yuh, hombre. Jest stay put.”

Gasping, the beaten border chief looked u*) through
the slits in his mask to see dark-skinned evilly smiling
Mexicans, wrapped in their serapes, their faces
illumined by the glow of their cigarettes under their
tall, sugar-loaf hats, as they stared down at him.

Rustlers’ Town

ENOR RED MASK was taken unconscious across
S the river to the Mexican town of Rio Vista. It

was a strange town, and the Mexican Rurales—
the police of the Border—never visited there. They
dared not. Rio Vista was a sink of iniquity, where
all the scum of humanity gravitated. Rustlers’
town !

Then, too, there was always the Casa la Baile,
That was the rendezvous of the bandidos and rustlers
of the border. There was a great voom, crowded
with little tables, and here cloaked, swarthy men sat,
drinking mescal.

There was & clatter of horses outside. Sefior
Denham had arrived, accompanied 2{ three swarthy
Mexican chiefs—the worat rustlers along the border.
Dade Denham swung off his horse avily, and
though his black eyes sparkled with the devil’s light
of unholy anticipation, he was in evil humour enough
to be brutal—to bully anrono who would suffer it.

** Hey, mozo,”” he called sharply, “ Lead my
horse around to the stable.” He ntly beckoned
to a man in nondescript Western garb, with a brick-
red face and white whiskers. And because that man
did not stir quickly enough for him, he gripped
his whip, and a savage, wolfish snarl convu]aespl:ia
features.

“ Yuh doggone cowpoke! Take my hoss—and
quickly, durn yuh!" He brought the quirt down
with blinding force across the man's shoulders.

The old Westernes, with the white moustache
and black patch over one eye, broke away, ducking
and stumbling.

“ All right, yuh coyote. Yuh think yuh can hit
Fidler,”” he gritted.

But the astonishing was that it was not
Fidler, the old-timer of tdge. In the stable
he whip off the eye-patoh the false white
moustache, and donned, instead, the garb of a
caballero, guns and & cloak, And now he looked
remarkably like Sefior Red Mask, but it was not
even he.

It was Jack Jakers, his twin brother,

“Th' time's coming fer a showdown, Dade
Denham,"” gritted the Bar-Eight foreman.

The Death Duel

IFE was throbbing to a high note inside the
Casa la Baile. Bandits and rustlers crowded
round the tables applauding wildly with glassesin
their hands,
“ Brava! Bueno!"
A dancer had just performed on the stage. More,
the great Seiior Dade Denham had bought free
wine for all. Oh, he was a great man !
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Dade Denham, his bearded face & mirror of his
ugly mood, stood up.

“ Hombres, I'm gonna give yuh a li'l show tuh-
night that'll be & wow,’’ he grinned round crookedly.
4 Sefior Red Mask, he's gonna play a big part.
Lookit up thar!”

He jerked upwards with a horny thumb. Lights
were now cunningly directed on a broad beam over-
head, and there, lying gagged and bound hand and
foot, was Sefior Red Mask.

‘“ He's greasy meat, hombres. I done caught a&
cougar tuh feed on him. Look up thar.”

He pointed again, and up on the broad beam they
saw a cage.- In it was a t yellow beast, crouched
and lashing its tail. Amidst the gasp that arose the
door of the cage was pulled open by a rope, and with
cat-like litheness, the fierce cougar came out on the .

It growled fiercely, a deep, throaty growl as it saw
Sefior Red Mask—and leapt. Its quick tread along
the beam made the watcher’s scalp prickle.

Snarling furiously, the great cat raised a paw, its
fangs bared as it made to deliver that flicking powerful
blow that would maim horribly, if it did not kill at
once.

Br-rang /! Brorang ! Two shots that seemed like
tons of exploding dynamite deafened the ears of
those in the room. The great cat with a lest wild
blood-curdling shriek fell dead from the beam.

The room fell to dead silence. Everyone had
turned his head to stare at 8 masked, closked figure
that had leapt up on one of the emall round tables.

Seifior Red Mask ¥ No, not Red Mask, but Jack
Jakers, fighting foreman of the Bar-Eight.

“ @it up on th’ table, and draw, Dade Denham—
g0 no ono else gits hurt!” cried the Bar-Eight
foreman. ** Quick—or I'll knock yuhr teeth back
with lead."””

Dade Denham leapt on the table. His bearded
face was convulsed. But he had a trick up his sleeve,
for suddenly he slackened a taut rope—and Seiior Red
Mask came swooping down from the beam on the
rope.

is face a sickly yellow, a gun gripped in his
free hand, Dade Denham shielded himself behind
Sefior Red Mask’s body. His gun crashed, once—
twice, Joack Jakers took a staggering step on the
table, but remained upright.

The gun in Jack Jakers’ hand now in line jerked
slightly, steadied and belched a stab of orange
flame. He shot but once.

Dade Denham’s face was a mask of deadly terror
as his legs buckled and he sank on his knees to the
table, and then crashed to the floor.

The room shricked, roared. Then came the
boom of three swift reports, and all the lights went
out. In the darkness, Jack Jakers staggered acrosa
to his brother.

“ We can get. out of this by th’ rope, feller,” he
breathed, as he cut his brother's bonds.

They escaped from that seething denm, climbi
down the roof to the street where their horses
the faithful Fidler awaitoe them. And they rode
out through the timbered gate, both racked with
pain, both reeling a little.

Dade Denham was dead, but Sefior Red Maak !
Had he done enough to earn redemption ! Was he
free to leawe Mexico, and ride in whatever state he
like, & free citizen ?

Time alone would tell.

A crashing yarn of Red Mask next week, telling of

his efforts to clear his name. Don't miss this gripping

tale in which the Dandy Cowboy and his 'punchers
play a prominent part.
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Doctor : Well,

Dactor : Excellent !
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. ¢nckel Batsand Foun.
tain Pens awarded to
‘of all jokes

‘ printed’ here.’  Send
‘vour favourite jokes
on ‘e, with coupon
on this page to the

Joke Editor,

“ Boys' Magazine,”

196, Gray’s Inn Road,
London, ‘'W.C.1.

and how are the broken ribs thils morning?
Patient : Quite well; but V've had a stitch in. my side all day.

That shows that the bones are knitting !

{€ricket bat to RoBERT Youxe, 82, Eldon Street, §outh Shields, Co. Durham.)

EASY.

Samarr Boy (to grocer): If I bought a dozen
eggs at Is. 2d. per dozem, -6-lbs. of apples at 4d.
per lb., and 8-lbs, of sugar at 2}4] per Ib., how much
hange should I get out of 5s.

GrocEr : Why, 2d., my b()}

Smarrn Box: Thanks very muoh BT
sum in my hemework to- mglnt.
(Fountain psn to Nem McCuopnix, 4, Taylor Avenue,

Kibmarnock.)

that's a

“JOKE coupoN,

Stick on pntnard and send with your favourite
foke the JOKE EDITOR.
]-Io\q \Iagazme 3’6 33

OoN HEFLECTION
Boorerack: Shine your boots, sir?
GexrrEMAN : No't

Boorsrack : So that you can see
your face in ’em, guv’nor !

GENTLEMAN : No!!

Boorsrack : Well, I don’t blame
yer!

(Fountain pen to JACKE ScoTsox,
18, Queen Viectoria Sireet,
Rochdale.)

GOoOoD DOG.

Burcrer : Why are you whistling
outside my window ?

Tovuy : I've lost my dog, and
every time I whistle your sausages
wriggle !

(Fountain pen to Harry AvsTIN,

36, Cold Harbour Lane, Kem&!&y

Village, near Sittingbourne, Kent.)

TIME WILL TELL.
Uxere : What will you be when
you grow up, my boy 1
Brry : Father often calls me &
denkey, but I e'pose I will grow
into & wan !

Cat Burglar
front door’s unlocked, Bill !

Accomplice

(FPountairnpertoSPANLEY STONEEAM, (Cricket bat to
88, Upper Walthamstew Rood, Ceorrie  Terrace,
Wealthamstow, E.17.) Arran.)

c¢'mon up here—ain’t yer got no
professional pride?

ARTISTIO.

First STEEPLEJACK :* Where's that mate, Bill,
you took on yesterday—the chap thet used to be
an artist ?

BEcoxp Srm:mutm.: Oh, he was too conscien-
tious ! Soon as ’e laid a couple o’ bricks 'e stepped
baek off the scafiolding to admire 'is work !
(Fountain pen to ALEX. LAW'RI‘E, 78, Glasgow Read,

Dumbarton, Scotland. )

A BOOM.

Passer-BY : What’s the idea begging with a hat
in each hand ?

BrcaAr : Business was so bnak I had to extend
the premises !

(Eounmnpm to Frep Moobpy, 17,

Corporation Sireet, Ardwick.)

ONE METHOD.

Novice : Is it necessary to knoek
me down:like that ?

Boxrse InsTRUCTOR : Bless you,
no. I cdould show you twenty
other ways [

(Fountain pen to R. MorisoxN,
- Inaclete House, Annfield Plain,
Co. Durham.)

Q00D GROUNDWORK.

GoLFER (lo caddy, dafter missing
the ball end cutling up a piece of
turf) : Most extraordinary !

Cabpy (sarcastically): Yes—a
bit out of the common !
(Fountain pen to D. R. LieBERT,

'3, Sunbury Court Island, Sunbury-
* on-Thames, Middlesex.)

N CHARGE.
Bosry : Dad, what were you in

(below): The the war?
: Faraem; I was a Dbatiery
(above): Aw, sergeant! -
BBY :© High or low tensiom,
Dad ?

{ Foungain pm o H. G. Hour,
501, Mangfield Road, Sherwood,
Nuﬂmgham}

Arex Rr'ssn.u.,
Corrie, Isle of .
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OUR GREAT SERIAL TALE OF THE SINISTER SOCIETY OF SEVEN.

THE

E would have added an order which would have
sent Mr. Brame Sentence down to a dungeon
and death within the hour, when a man came

rushing. into the room—the 0.C. of the Guards’
battalion stationed in ‘the castle. ~ He saluted
quickly.

“ Your Majesty. The people! Hear them ?"

Through the open window, very faintly, came the
sound of singing. Tho Lithkranians had no revolu-
tionary song of their own, so they had borrowed the
only real revolutionary song which has ever been
composed , . . the Marseillaise, sung by & few in
French, by a few more in Lithkrenian, by most merely
as a tune through which they la-laed at the tops of
their voices; but, for all that, menacing, snarling,
stirring, unforgettable.

Adolf rushed to a window. He ‘ooked down on the
great winding landroad that led to the gates of the
castle. He saw hundreds of lamps and torches dancing
on the night wind. Hesaw the faint flickering wanness
of ten thousand faces, and he knew the truth.

The people had come to Stahnfeld.

The Fall of the Castle.

OW all was confusion and hurry. The prisoners

would have to wait, Billy, with Mr. Brame

Sentence, was bustled from the room and
together théy were flung into a dungecn, and two
soldiers were left to guard them.

The troops were manning the walls. Machine-guns
were being transported Lo every available place
commanding the castle approach.

Looted barracks and gunsmiths' shops had put
a weapon into every revolutionary’s hand, and they
started off by firing wild rifle ghots at the castle.
The rifles cracked and blazed away without any
control, and bulletse whanged against the walls,
crashed through windows, broke pictures, ripped
tapestry and slew a man hero and there.

The Guards did nothing at all except take cover.
Adolf was in command, and he held his fire. "He
intended to mow down the attackers like flies when
they swarmed to his gates.

In due course they swarmed, for an undisciplined
crowd cap never bear inaction. They came up the
winding road and each gide of it, scrambling up the

MASTER OF MASKS

By JOHN HUNTER

rock steepness in great numbers. In the castle a
whistle shrilled.

The machine-guns started. It was like slanghtering
sheep—just over a thousand trained men against
ten times their number of fools.

The attack broke. It left men writhing and still
on the road it had followed. It fled into the darkness
and gathered out of gunshot, dismayed but not
panic-stricken « . . . . yet . . ...

Now it was just then, when the wvast crowd,
leaderless save for loud-voiced agitators and such,
was surging ‘into an incoherent mass at the foot of
the hill, that two men appeared on the scene. They
had crossed the river in & boat they had fortunately
discovered higher upstream.

Those two men changed the history of the world.
They were Sergeant Zweger of the Rifles and humble
Fritz of .he Hamburg dockside.

Zweger's uniform would probably have got him
killed, but that he slipped in the first word, with
Fritz supporting him wholeheartedly. They talked
to the crowd at length, and gradually the people
listened.

Fritz had a spot of trouble with a gentleman whose
sole business in iife was fixing up strikes and preaching
sedition, So Fritz knocked him out. He did it so
cagually that the crowd yelled with delight.

Fritz indicated Zweger. There was a soldier, an
old soldier, wise in war. He was on their side. He
was not against Lithkrania, but for Lithkrania. They
must remember that. He was only against Adoif
the Third.

They yelled that to the echo. Fergeant Zweger
took command, and from that moment Stahnfeld
Schloss was in great danger.

Zweger picked out some sailors and gave them
command of detachments and gave them orders as
to their conduct. It took an hour to accomplish all
this, but it was worth the hour of waiting, while the
garrison looked down and wondered what was
taking place.

Men now crept up the rock face. The road was
left alone. A detachment of men went down to the
waterside and the quay under the crag.

The men on the rock tace, spread out far and wide,
hiding behind boulders, started guerilla fire on the
castle. It was irritating. The garrison could not
reply effectively. The bullets kept coming through
the windows. They lifted high and dropped on the
battlements. They got on the nerves of the defenders.

And in the dungeon below the castle Mr. Brame
Sentence talked to Billy and found that Billy knew
all the truth.

“ Now,” said Mr. Sentence after a long time,
“ they made a singular mistake where I was con-
cerned. They searched me—but only my pockets.
That was foolish. A man in my—er—profession has
to travel prerpared for quite a number of emergencies,
and one of those emergencies, naturally, is the
anticipation of being, at some time or other, locked
up. So—7 guard against it. Creep to the door and
see if either of those soldiers is near ! "’

Billy peeped out through the grille. One of tha
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two soldiers was leaning against
the wall some distance from them,
his rifle at his side. Billy could
hear the other one tramping away
down the corridor.

Mr. Sentence smiled as Billy
told him this, and lifting his left
foot he slid back a section of the
thick sole of his pronounced
brown golfing shoes. In the
shallow cavity thus revealed were
one or two slim, steel instruments.

Mr. Bentence crept to the door
and started work on the lock with
two of these instruments. They
were _very flexible, and enor-
mously strong, for though he put
great strain on them they showed
no tendency to snap.

Suddenly the spring of the lock
clicked and the tongue shot back-
wards. Instantly they heard the
elatter of a rifie, and the thud of
the soldier’s feet as he ran towards
the door. He was shouting some-
thing in his own language.

Mr. Brame Sentence held the
door fast until the soldier was
right outside. Then he suddenly
Eull:-(l the door open with his left

and and hit the soldier with his
right before that astonished person
could realise what had happened.
It was a beautiful clean punch,
hali-an-inch above the point, and
the man crashed floorwards with-
out a sound. -

His companion had heard his
shout and was coming running
back. Mr. Sentence picked up
the fallen man's rifle and cocked
it. As the second soldier ran
round the corner he confronted his
comrade’s rifle, and heard Mr. :
Sentence’s curt Lithkranian com- e
mand to put up his hands. He did
it without a murmur.

They tied him up, and they tied up his knocked-out
friend. Billy took one rifie and Mr. Sentence the
other, and, having shot back the lock of the dungeon,
they left the two soldiers inside it, securely fastened
in

“ Now,” said Mr. Sentence, “ down to the river
and try and get away or . .."”

*“ My father,” said Billy quickly.
and save him.”

“ ¥ thought you'd say that,” agreed Mr. Sentence,
“ and I'm with you, my boy. Come on, but carefully.”

They crept upwards and reached the castle
proper.

There they er tered all of bustle, and
they were forced to slip into a large dark room and
hide, while soldiers passed and re-passed in the
passage beyond.

Thus they stayed for some time, unable to get out
with any chance of safety, and while they were
there they heard a sudden crash of tearing feet,
multitudes of gunshots, high and wild shouting
and the dreadful sounds of death.

The revolutionaries had broken into the castle
through the river gate.

For half-an-hour there was chaotie fighting which
oannot be described. The main land gate of the
castle was taken from the inside and flung open.
The battalion of the Imperial Guard was hunted

“We must try

A JOLT FOR THE JAILER.—Mr. Sentence abruptly pulled :
open the door and his rizht fist took the guard on the
jaw before he realised what had happened.

mercilessly through room and passage, hunted and
slain.

Mr. Sentence kept Billy close. It was the only
thing to do—to wait until the high fever of unexpected
triumph had died away.

Gradually the sounds of fighting ceased. Adolf the
Third, dragged from the shelter of his troops, was
in the hands of the enemy, undaunted in appearance,
but inwardly frightened.

In the hall the revolutionaries made high revel.
They had torn the Rat Trap down, and they had
smashed a way out for its prisoner. Through the
vast press two men were forcing their way—Fritz
and preger.

And Mr. Sentence, taking Billy’'s hand, said:
“ Come on, my boy. I'm going to play the biggest
gamble of my life . . . for you. I'm going to make
one straight throw for a kingdom.”

He led Billy into the open and towards the packed
and riotous hall.

Crown Prince Wilhelm.

OST of the revolutionaries had gathered in the
hall, and what few there were outside it were
so engaged in pi and looting that they

took little notice of Mr. tence and Billy, who,
realising the danger of carrying them, had left their
rifles behind in the room in which they had been
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hiding. So they came to the hall without any inter-
ference whatseever.

At that juncture the situation in the hall was a
difficult and dangerous one. The rioters had got
King Karl out of the Rat Trap. He had proclaimed
his identity, and the proclamation had been received
with derisive roars of laughter,

The place was filled with shouting, and it was
difficult to distinguish what was being said, though
one insistent cry rang above the rest, a demand that
the castle should be forthwith set on fire and burnt
to the ground—as though in destroying it they
destroyed the old order of things,

Just before Mr, S8entence and Billy reached the hall,
Sergeant Ernst Zweger and Iritz managed to reach
the side of King Karl, who, weak and ill after his
long imprisonment, was utterly incapable of pro-
testing his own case with any vigour.

Zwoger's influenco was great. He had shown them
how to take the castle. He was plainly a man of
brains, though he wore the hated uniform of the
army. -

i HG ‘began to harangue them, with Fritz andﬁ:ﬁ
stolidly by, complete with bowler hat, which he

worn all through the battle. Slowly the crowd
began to understand that this was indeed King Karl

' whom they had pulled out of the Rat Trap, and an

“, angry murmur arose.
“ A man at the back called : *“ Down with all kings !
Hang them both—Adolf and Karl. Down wit.h
kings and princes ! "

A murmur rippled round the now Bl]ent thmng'

Zweger passionately demanded that #Karl - should
be restored to his nghtful place, but_the" murmur
persisted and grew ;
Mr. Brame Sentence arrived w1t.h Billy. r

Mr. Sentence’s monocle was no longer visible. - His
vacuous face was sot* and 'hard and business-like.
He shoved hig Way through the crowd regardless of
protests, dragging Billy | after. him, and he took his
iatand on the blgx‘mble beside” Zweger Bxlly along,snde
him

to speak 1 AninTL |
frngmonta of ach’; . which was a clever one, and
started off,, c1 nn V.S nqngh by paying a tremendous
comphmant to the listeners.

. and you have brought freedom to Lithkrania
by destroymg that which .was sucking it dry, tlm
military despotism set up by Adolf the Third .

Loud cheers. On went the cultured voice.

. « . the best among you will remember King
Karl .. . . the most benevolent of monarchs - .". his
only desire to maintain an army consistent with the
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dignity of your great counfry . . . relief in taxation

- 8 king worthy of Lithkrania . . . your old mpeol;ed
placa in the family of the great nations .\ .

More loud cheers, and Mr. Sentence urgmg Billy

forward

- . » this boy . . . trained in the best Lithkranian
and British tradltmus . + « with no desire to build
up an army needing crushing taxation for its main-
tenance . . . the old conscript law to go . . . the son
of ng Kari who has lived for years in h:dmg from
Adolf . ;8 boy like your boys . , . with your boys'
ideas .

The chaem were thuanderous. Mr. Sentence beamed
and whmpared to Billy: “Talk about addressing
the jury .,

The crowd was surging forward. Sergeant Zweger
suddenly began to sing the Lithkranisn National
Anthem at the top of his voice.” The glorivus melody
took hold of their emotions. Several others joined:
in, and wibthin half-a-minute the gréat: hall shoole::
with the sound- of it, and the bloodless victory was:
won.

‘When the excltament died down it was found that
Adolf was missing, and it, was,_ not- until mormng;
that he was found,. shot clead sand lying face downs
wards® below the crag on \nhmh stood Stahnfeld
Schloss.

* "ﬁ - “ - U \w *

HERE were many’ chﬂ.ng es it Lithkrania in the
‘next two or threa“’moﬂths Sergeanb Ernst
Zweger received d Commission and is now Captain.,

of the King's Bodyguard. The Crown Prince of,
.‘known as Billy
Trent to his friends .. has o,n'y <oné bodyguards
however, a_la and grummg (;erman gentleman
called’ Fritz, ‘who, secretly to his great aatlsfat.bmn, i
wears a matvelous uniform;® and who keeps in his-
room a bowler.hat with a bullet hole” through it,
the bowler hat whlch won the war, =~ =

The thhkraman army is cut d.ovm to a quarter
of its original ize. Peace reigns in the country and
thé factories of prosperity buzz with nch\ ity. There
is a man who occasionally visits King' Karl without.
state or ostentation. He is known as Mr. Brame
Sentence. . He wears no orders, and no titles have
been conforred on him. His one reward for saving
Europe from war was a personal interview with the
Prime Minister of England, though, perhaps ha
would acknowledge another—the undying friendship.
of the Crown Prince Wilhelm and his bodyguard;
Fritz,

Eury amateur zleuth should make sure of getting a

Secret Message Duplicator, This indispensible part
of your Detective Outfits given free in next week's Mag.
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