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Your Editor’s Cllat and Free Gift Offers.

SE
VERY PAGE
L ENe'xt' Week./

. The Editor is Always At Home to Readers at |
: 200, Gray’s Inn Road, London, W.C.1. H
DROP HIM A LINE. i

Y DEAR CHUMS,
Crowds of fellows have written ‘congratulating the .old
B.M. on the Working Models of ,a Speedboat and an
Aeroplane given with our paper recéntly. One and all they ask
for more—and I'm notf going to disappoint you. In fact, I have
just finished planning a whole series of these astonishing gifts
with the designer. The factory is now *busy manufacturing the
metal parts, and very soon the first gift will be in your hands.
In addition to these working models, which will open up a
fagcinating new pastime for you for the darker nights, I have
prepared some smashing new story surprises. Yarns of the air,
featuring some  daredevil new fliers in war and peace; new
stories of school, football, adventure and detective mystery,
pirates, highwaymen, cowboys—indeed, no subject a boy finds
thrilling has been forgotten. And you are to dip into these great
new story programmes with next week's grand special number of
the Red Wonder Mag.

A Surprise on Every Page
is the motto for next week, If you are not surprised and delighted
with the good things—well, I'll be a disappointed man.

One reader, Leshe Brown, of Bristol, wrote me the other day
*saying that he hoped the wonderful gifts and enlarged numbers
of the Mag. now being provided would not be so costly that we
ghould have to raise the price of Boys’ Maga:ine. No, Leslie,
though the actual value of our paper has been greatly increased,
its added popularity will make it possible still to produce it at
the humble price of two coppers (pennies, not policemen !).

Prizes for Handy Men.

M. F. Parsons, Tenterden, Kent, also sent me an interesting
letter the other day. He suggests that in addition to the seience
and engineering chats that appear in the Mag., we should tell
you how to make various things for yourselves. * It would be
gossible,“ he writes, I to invite readers to describe things they

ave made themselves—such as an electric light for their club.-
room, etc.—and publish the best each week in the B.M."

Well, chaps, I am always ready to adopt my readers’ suggestions,
and I think this is a jolly good idea. Therefore, I have arranged
to run each week a Readers’ Own Page, and to the sender of each
article published I will award a 14-carat Gold-nibbed Fountain Pen,

* Now, you handy men—roll up. Write your articles on one side
of the paper only, using not more than two hundred words.
Rough sketches of your models, ete., should also be given to show
how they are made up. Send them to me at the ve address,
then watch the Mag. for your contribution to appear.

How to Make a Television Set.

A number of readers have also written about the article on
Television which appeared in the Mag, recently. They ask how
to make a Television set for themselves. Of course this apparatus
is rather complicated and expensive, but our Science Expert has
been getting his head to work and he has designed a set which,

vided you possess some old wireless parts, can be constructed.
quite cheaply. This fascinating article will appear in next week's number of the B.M. -
The Thrill Library.
The dandy little eight-page supplements which are presented free every week will soon be ready for
inding into one dazzling volume, Here's a chance for handy men to tell us on The Readers’ Own Page
(Continued on puge 26).
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(With which is incorporated * Pals.")

PHWEEEEEP !

FALCON SWIFT KICKS OFF THE NEW FOOTBALL SEASON

IN THE GRIPPING SPORT AND CROOK DRAMA BELOW.

The “Must Win*’ Team,

® THOLL on, Saturday! said Chick Conway,
ecatatically.

On the other side of the breakfast tabls,

Falcon Swift, the famous Monocled Manhunter, sat

41l the characters in the stories printed in thiz paper are fictitious.

opening his morning letters. At Chick's words he
glanced across at his young assistant with a twinkle
ia his keen eyes.

* Impatient for football, laddie 1 ” he asked drvly;:

“ Tell me of a game that is its equal, boss,” retorted
Chick. * Did you see this bit in the paper about the
Prestwick Rovers. They've signed on the famoua
Hal Fletcher, from the North, as centre-forward. I'd
give quids to see the opening match.”

“ You might see it for nothing,” replied Falcon
Swift imperturbably. * Curious that you should be
reading an item concerning Prestwick Rovers, laddie.
This letter in my hand is from ‘ Happy ’ Jim Salter,
the team's manager.”

“ Well, I'm jiggered | ” ejaculated Chick. * What
does he want, bosst Not a matter of business,
surely 1"

“1t appears to be,” replied the Sporting Sleuth.,
“ Balter wants me to run down to Prestwick and see
him ‘urgently.'! He says there’s something fishy
The n- mes do not

refer to any living person or persons.
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going on, and he hints that the matter might be
very serious. He says further that he’d regard it as
an honour if I would consent to play for the Rovers
in their opening match.” Falcon Swift's eyes
twinkled afresh. *‘ Feel like a spot of practice,
laddie ? ™

* Let’s go ! " retorted Chick promptly. .

They left their Hali-Moon Street chambers later in
the morning, after Faleon Swift had attended to one
or two important matters. The detective’s powerful
Hispano-Suiza carried them rapidly into the country,
and they were soon on the outskirts of the big town
of Prestwick. The football enclosure, spick and span
for the new season, though parts of the stand were
still in the hands of workmen, was bordered on one
side by the wooded estate of Prestwick Old Manor,
and the surroundings were unusually picturesque.

“Happy ” Jim Salter, big and bluff, came out
of his office in the grand stand as soon as he heard
the quiet purrm.%loi Swift's car.

“This 18 mighty good of you, Swift,”” he said
gratefully, as they shook hands. * I got your wire,
and hurried straight back from luneh. The boys

will be along presently for practice—but for the -

moment we're alone,”

As they went into the manager’s office, Salter’s
expression changed. His characteristic jollity left
him, and he looked a very harassed, worried man.

“The trouble is, although I'm certain that foul
play is intended—if not already afoot—I can’t give
it a name,” he said, with a helpless shrug. ** Perha
you'll think I'm ing a mountain out of a mo
hill, Swift ; -‘but I've this ¢ hunch * ever since old
Horder died, a few weeks ago.”

“So old Simon Horder is dead 7’ said Faleon
Swift. “I'm sorry to hear that, Jim. He was very
good to the club, wasn’t he 7 z

“Some called him mad,” replied Jim Salter
thoughtfully. “ He kept wild animals as a hobby—
lived like a hermit at the Old Manor. A young upstart
named Lemuel Horder has inherited the property,
but I'm not so much afraid of him. It’s the lawyer,
Jasper Drill, I'm suspicious of. I've kmown him
for vears; slimy, slippery, underhand, ruthless.”

* But how can this unpleasant gentleman harm
you, or the club 1’ asked Falcon Swift,

“ Well, here’s the position,” replied the manager.
* Everything was going fine; we were looki
forward to a record season, and my directors
the transfer of Fletcher, the famous centre-forward.
Unfortunately, old Horder died, and the affairs of
the estate are virtually in Jasper Drill’s hands. I
know for a fact that he wants to get this enclosure
away from us. Our agreement—our lease—remains
valid however, for another seven years.”

“Then why are you afraid of Drill 7

‘* Because there's a clause in that agreement—and
it is & very unusual one,” replied Jim Salter. *“ Qld
Simon Horder, in order to imstil keenness into the
club, worded that elause himself. Simply, it amounts
to this. The club can retain possession of the ground,
year after year, always providing that we win the
opening match of each season. And I believe Drill's
planning some kind of monkey business.”

“B8o that you will lose to-morrow’s match 72
asked Falcon BSwift.

“ Yes—and I'm worried,” said Jim Salter. “I'm
so worried, in fact, that I asked you to come down,
Swift—just to keep your eye on things. With you
here I shall feel comfortable.”

“ Well, we'll see,” said the detective indulgently.

While they were still talking, voices sounded in
some other part of the grand-stand. A squat,
cut man, in a sweater came in to report that the team
was tewdy, for practice,
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* Hallo, Sam ! ” said Falcon Swift.

“ Why, bust my eyesight!” ejaculated Sam
Samms, the trainer. * This is a big day for the old
club, sir ! Mighty glad I am to see you,”

““Any objection if Chick and I turn out for a kick
or two, with the boys 1 * asked Swiit.

“Any objection | Come right along to the dressing
room, Mr, Swift, and I'll fix you up,” said the trainer,
his eyes sparkling.

He turned to the door, but found that it was
opening. A biggish man, square-shouldered, carrying
a suit-case, stood there.

** This is good ! ”” went on the trainer. * You'll be
Hal Fletcher ™

The newcomer removed his cap, revealing a head
of fiery red hair. His face seemed open cenough ;
but Falcon Swift, who was a keen judge of character,
took an instant dislike to the new footballer. There
was something about the set of his eyes, something
about his mouth, which made Swift distrust him.
And the detective had a vague, illusory impression that
he had seen Hal Flefcher before.

“We're glad to welecome you to Prestwick Rovers’
Club, Fleteher,” said Jim Salter. * I've heard good
things about you, my lad, and I'm relying on you
to lead the forward line to victory to-morrow.”

“ Nothing easier, sir,”” grinned Fletcher. “1'll
put up a good show to-morrow.”

* Well, supposing you change, and give me a
sample this afterncon ? * suggested Jim Salter, rather
sharply. 2

He, too, seemed to have taken an instinctive
dislike to the man ; but it was scarcely fair to judge
him {et.

Faleon Swift and Chick were soon changed, and
Chick, at least, was as happy as a sandboy to be in footer
togs. Falcon Swift, too, was already feeling the
urge of the wonderful sport, and his nerves were
tingling with real joy as he felt the turf beneath his
studded boots.

The other members of the team were lively, jolly,
enthusiastic lads. One or two of them were real
characters—as, for example, * Beefy ’ Bullock, the

iant sixteen-stone goalie. He was large rather than
at ; his face was round and red and it wore a constant
grin. n, in complete eontrast, there was *‘ Grief
Moffat, the Rovers' pivot. Not only did he look
melanchely, but every word he uttered generally
contained a pessimistic note. Al heart, however, he
was stout and courageous, and his skill on the field
was celebrated.

Faleon Swift paid keen attention to I'letcher, the
new centre-forward. 'The man seemed eclumsy,
somehow, and revealed little gkill. But, since it was
only a practice he was perhaps deliberately holding
himself in. He had ¢ome to Prestwick Rovers with
a fine record ; he had been signed on a fortnight ago
by the clnb direetors, in accordance with the necessary
regulations.

The leather, joyously booted out of the goal by
Beefy Bullock, fell at Falcon Swift's feet. The
detective was off like a flash, dribbling the ball with
that rare skill of his which had so frequently aroused
the enthusiasm of multitudes. On he went, and then,
suddenly, he passed the ball to Fletcher. The new-
comer trapped the leather neatly, and streaked goal-
wards. One of the backs tried to intercept him, and
Fletcher adopted a curious little trick. There was a
peculiar sideways swing of his body as he half halted ;
he frinted, side-stepped rapidly, and then ran on,
leaving the back beaten.

“Good work!"” commented Jim
approvingly.

But Faleon Swift’s jaw had suddenly hardened,
and behind his famous monocle his eye was gleaming
with enlightment.

Salter
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“ We're staying here, Chick—until after to-
morrow,” said the detective, as his young assistant
joined him. 54" :

“Greas Scott! Have you twigged something
already, boss'? " asked Chick breathlessly.

But Falcon Swift had moved on. A momené
later he deliberately char%ed Fletcher, and, somehow,
he was clumsy. They both rolled over. In that
moment, the detective obtained & near view of

¢ Fletcher’s red hair as they sprawled on the ground.
The Sporting 'Tee even succeeded in pulling a coupls
of the footballer’s hairs out by the roots.

Later, when the practice was over, and while the
glﬂ}'em were changing into their ordinary clothes,

alcon Swift had a word with Chiclk.

““ See these hairs, laddie ? '’ he said, in a low voice.
* Look at the roots.”

* Why, the hair is dyed ! "

“ Exactly,” said the Monocled Manhuntor, in a
grim voice. “ I'll tell you something else, Chick.
That man, calling himself Fletcher, is no more
Fletcher than I am. The last time I saw him hs waa
playing in a eonvict team in Bleakmore and his namea
was * Gat” Skinner. I recognised him from a
peculiar dodging trick he uses on the footer field. He
escaped from jail & year ago and has eluded the
police ever since.”

i forward.

The detective’s suspicions were increased soon
afterwards, when he was in the manager’s offlce.
Fletcher came in, and Mr. Salter handed him some
papers which required his signature.

“ You'll have to sign these, Fletcher, before you
play to-morrow,” said the manager. * Just read
them through. Here’s a pen . . ."”

“* That's all right, sir,”’ said the new footballer.
* Do you mind if I take the papers to my lodgings ?
I'll read them through at my leisure, and bring them
back in the morning, signed.”

He said no more, but made his exit somewhat
hurriedly. Jim Salter frowned, but thought little
of the incident.

Falcon Swift, on the other hand, knew just why the
imposter had not signed. He dared not sign—for his
fake signature would have given him away.

However, Beefy Bullock came in with the *“ boys "’
just then, and he made the brainy suggestion that he
and the other players should spend the night on the
football ground—camping.

“ Might as well be on the safe side, sir,”” said Beefy
eagerly. “ We know that you're worried about that
rotter, Jasper Drill. He might try to monkey with
the pitch :{L)xerintfv the night, mightn't he 7 "

Jim Salter looked towards Falcon Swift, who
nodded.

As they rolied on the ground the 'tec managed to pull out two of the :
footballer's hairs. H

“ Then—then you can expose him ? "’

*“ T ecould—but I'm not going to,"” replied Falcon
Bwift. “ I'm going to find out what his game is—
why he is here, masquerading as an honest footballer.
Jim - Salter is right, Chick ; there’s something infer-
nally fishy going on here.”

“ It's quite a good idea,”’ said the detective.

And so, that night, the Rovers camped in the
dressing-rooms and cubiclee of the grand-stand.
The supposed Fletcher, who had looked startled at
first, was with them. Incidentally, so were Falcon
Swift and Chick Conway.
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It turned out to be a wild, stormy night, with a
rising wind. A fitting night for villainy! And
villainy there was—in plenty !

Footballer in a Cage.

XCEPT for the blustering and moaning of the
wind, eomplete silence reigned in Prestwick
Rovers’ ground. Beefy Bullock and Grief

Moffat and the other players were sound asleep in
the temporary beds they had rigged up. As a matter
of faet, it was Beefy's turn to keep “ watch.” But
after ten minutes of rigorous duty, he had nodded,
had yawned, and had then dropped off into a sound,
enoring slumber.

It was past midnight, and there scemed little
likelihood, now, of any treachery. Yet there was a
movement . . . A , black and mysterious, shid
from the shadow of the grandstand, and then eut
across towards the high terracing.

“ Well, T've got clear from there,” muttered the
false Hal Fletcher.

He looked carefully round into the gloom, the wind
buffeting him. He was satisfied that he had slipped
AWay k“!’u::kmcmn l:o asoul. Yet at that very moment,
two n people were w-&ch;:g‘ him—observing his
every movement. Falecon Swift and Chick Conway
were on the job.

“ Not a sound, laddie ! " Falcon Swift whispered,
as they followed their quarry. * There's grim work
for us to do. This man will lead us to the scene
S b:ylmdtholnghfeme the bogus footballe

Once . oot r
struck off across the wooded grounds of Irestwick
Old Manor. Presently, the house itsell came within
gight. It was a t old mansion, and it stood
in total darkness, ite turrets and gables echoing to
the moan of the night wind. All the lower windows
were shuttered, the whol an air
of desolation and sorrowful dilapidation.

* Gat " Skinner—for Falcon Swift’s identification
was correct—had his instructions. Having reached
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money. ; waiting only for the day when the old man
would die. .

Drill had a big lawyer’s practice in Prestwick ; and
he happened to know that the railway company was
planning a new electrified branch line—and
needed the Old Manor rty. They wanted to
run the permanent way right across the site of the
football ground, and the estate, too. Drill was ready
to sell—at a coloseal figure. But nothing could be

”

l
-2
A

"'_

essenm

The caged footballer watched in horror as
the ape lunged from its cage.

asesans

aving
the weed-grown terrace, he skirted along for
distance, climbed an angle of the old house, and
then halted in a deeply recessed doorway. He gave
three slow raps, followed by two sharp ones. And
soon the door was opened.

“ You are late ! "’ said a cold, impatient voice.

“ And who wouldn't be ?™ retorted Skinner.
* Nice blooming place for a meeting, isn’t it 7 I had
to be careful, too. Do you know that Swift is with
the tcam—Falcon Swift, the dick 1" -

* I knew it,” said the other sharply. “ Did you
successfully l;'oid him 1 “l'

*“ You bet I did—like I'd avoid poison!™ r:;ﬂud
the . “ I've brought some papers——

“ Come with me,” said the other.

He closed the door, and they both went down a
dark passage, and then, at length, into a back room,
where a candle was burning on a rickety table.
Skinner's companion was & large man, clean-shaven,
with bhard, ing features.

On the other side of the table stood a younger

done whilst the football club held the legal rights of

enclosure. If they lost the first match of the
to-morrow, Dmll would be able to pounce,

turn elub out, neck and erop.

* The whole game is limpgi’_' eaid Drill curtly.

e will be rel 1. But
t be able to prove anything—and people will
laugh at his story. P;ow, Skinner, let me sce the
papers. They need Fletcher’s signature, eh ' Well,

, nodded, and moved
paused for & moment to
silk hood completely over his head. It was
and there were only two eye-slits. Lemuel

- Ll:rmmol”-’dékimier. staring.
Hardened though he was, he was already getting
His i moved down a stone-

man:. He was dressed in plus-fours, his face was flagged passage; presently they came to a heavy
heavy, with deep bags under the eyes. Lemuel = door, and, opening this, Jasper Drill down
Horder, who bad inherited the Prestwick Old Manor mlhapneﬂ. They were now in capacious
estate, was a dissij -looking man. cellars of the o jon.

* I dom’t like it, Drill,"”’ he muttered, as he surveyed A figure, grotesquely humped, emerged from the

the new arrival. * I didn't reckon on such a man as
Swift b?ing in the game. If he should get “ on’ to
us——'

* Well, what of it ? '’ broke in the lawyer. *“ We're
going to make certain that the Rovers lose to-
morrow—ithat's all. What can Swift do ? Nothing,
my white-livered young friend ! ™

He spoke contemptuously, For years he had had
Lemuel Horder in his power ; he bhad advanced him

darkness, and came within the beam of Drill's torch.
It was Old Timothy, a bent, hunched man of great
age. For over fifty years he had been Simon Horder's
bod, e, Bomlimtuemgnthlshalf-viﬁed
now, was eompletely in Jasper Drill’s power.

There was a fetid odour in the air. The light of
Drill’s torch revealed two great iron cages. One was

much bigger than the other, and its bars were ag

thick as & man's arm, The other cage, on the far
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side of the cellar, was made of slimmer bars, and a
man was moving restlessly about in that strange
prison.

“ Here, hold on!' panted Skinner.
what's that thing in the other cage 1"

The crook-lawyer swung his light round, and
Skinner gasped. He beheld, in the full light, an
enormous, hideous ape. The creature stood behind -
the great bars, clutching at them, mouthing, its eyea
glinting evilly.

“ What—

the murmur of voices from below. Cautiously. he
opened the door.

“. . . Better eign, Fletcher,”” came the rarp, 2
voice of Jasper Drill. * Or would you like me to
put you in the other cage—with our hairy friend "

‘“ You devil |’ came a panting, desperate wvoice.
“ X won’t sign! T don’t know what your filthy game
is, but I'm not afraid of you. I don’t know who
you are 2

“ And you never will,” interrupted the crook-

: wall and pulled down a lever. The door of

* Here, I'm getting out of this ! gasped Skinner.

“ Don’t be a fool,” said Jasper Drill, with a laugh.
** The old man had a fancy for wild animals ; he kept
quite a menagerie. All the rest have gone, and this
ape is to be disposed of this week. But for the
present he’s handy.”

And Drill laughed more evilly than ever as he
opened the second cage, and passed in.

- * - - .
- HIS way, Chick,” whispered Falcon Swift.
The Monocled Manhunter, with every merve
tense, had forced a way into the old hcouse,
through a shuttered window. He and Chick were in
a musty-smelling room, where the old furniture was
covered with dust-sheets.

“ What are you going to do, boss ?*’ whispered
Chick.

“ My plan is to rescue the real Hal Fletcher,”
replied Faleon Swift, * Have you got your gun
handy ? You might need it | "

Like shadows they crept out into a p: o, and
as the wind whined and howled outside, they moved
slowly forward. Apparently, they had the great
house to themselves; but a flash of Falcon Swift's
torch now and again showed him unmistakable
footprints on the mildéwed passage floor.

Soon, they came to the cellar. Falcon Swift heard

leapt

! THE FIEND FREED.—With a swift movement Drill slid his upraised hand along the :

the ape's cage swung open and the beast :
out. :

lawyer. ‘ Don’t be a fool. These are your own
papers, connected with your transfer to Prestwick
Rovers. Can’t you read ! ™

“1 won’t sign,” blazed the plucky footballer.
* This man has impersonated me, hasn't he ! He's
going to play in the match to-morrow—and ruin the
game.”’

* If you must know, yes,”” gritted Drill impatiently.
“ And that will mean that the club will finish its
tenancy of the enclosure .

“ 1 think not, Mr. Jasper Drill ! " came a clear,
ringing voice.

The crook-lawyer swung round with a gasp. The
next moment he was gazing into the muzzle of
Falcon Swift’s gun, and the light from the detective's
torch was blazing into his infuriated eyes.

“Your game is up, Drill 1" said Falcon Swift
curtly. ' No, don’t reach for a weapon. Put your
hands up—and keep them up. You too, Skinner.
Yes, I know you—I knew you almost from the firat

minute.”
The Cellar of Fear.

T was a tense, dramatic situation. Lemuel Horder,
frightened, had backed away, his arms upraised.
Jasper Drill stood against the wall, motionlesa,
similarly helpless. Only the burning glow of his
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eyes through the hood told of his murderous fury.
The great ape, moving restlessly up and down behind
its bars, was opening its vile mouth, and emitting
BAVAgZe TOars. ow and again it released the bars,
and thumped its great hairy chest, producing a loud,
hollow, drumming noise.

“ Come, Satan!' said Drill suddenly.

His right hand streaked swiftly along the wall, snd
he caught against & projecting lever. Too late, Falcon
Swift realised that this was a method of opening the
ape's cage. For the great barred door swung back,
and the gigantic Satan came charging out.

The creature emitted a savage roar and charged
straight at Falcon Swift—as Drill knew it would.
For the sight of firearms aroused the creature’s
primeval fury.

Crack | As the Monocled Manhunter fired, Jasper
Drill leapt forward and flung up the detective’s arm.
The bulYet went over the giant ape’s head. The
next second Faleon Swift was a prisoner—grasped
in the enormous arms of that jungle monster.

The detective felt that his riba were being crushed
as he was pressed against the ape’s chest. He was
almost overpowered by the fetid, animal stench.
Chick Conway, realising his master's danger, leapt
to the reseue ; but Lemuel Horder thrust out a foot
and tripped him, Chick went erashing over, and
before he could rise, both Lemuel and Skinner were
upon him, holding him down. :

“ Timothy—Timothy | shouted Drill. *“ Tell
this beast to put its prisoner in the smaller cage.”

Old Timethy, a grotesque figure, had strange
power over the ape, and when he raised his piping
voice, the brute took heed.

Drill himself unlocked the door of the smaller
cage. Fletcher tried to foree his way out, but he
was driven back. The next moment Falcon Swift was
thrust inside, and the ape, under old Timothy's
guidanee, went back to his own cage, where it was
securely locked in.

By this time, the unfortunate Chick had been
brutally knocked on the head, and he was half-
unconscious. The crooks entered the cage, and
whilst Skinner and Lemuel held Falcon Swift down,
Drill emptied the detective's pockets. Gun, toreh,
keys, pocket-knife—eve ing was taken away
from Swift. Then, at length, Chick was thrust in
with him—also deprived of every personal effect,

“ Now lock the cage,”’commanded Drill, breathing
hard

Old Timothy obeyed. The door was of enormous
strength, and it was fitted with a powerful loek.

“You are a rash man, Mr. Falcon Swift! " gaid
Jasper Drill, discarding his silk cowl. *“ You have
entered a death trap. Bince you know me—since
you can ruin me—I've no alternative but to settle
with you for good.” F

Falcon Swift made no reply. He was furious with
himself for having fallen a vietim to Jasper Drill's
wiles.

The rascally lawyer's first move now, was to force
Hal Fletcher to sign the papers.. F did so,
for his nerve was shaken, and there seemed mno
altmitive. Drill had ti\h:utmdﬁtn lock him in
with the giant ape—and t wag ing.

“Take the papers—and pgreot.@;utl“ said ill,
turning to Skinner. * C‘«m{aon just as I ordered.
I'll deal with Swift. You’ll have no trouble at your
end. Here!"

The lawyer led the way across the cellar to the
far corner. He touched a projecting brick, and, as
though by magic, a part of the wall swung back,
revealing a black hole. The gunman hung back,
hesitan

.
“ What's this ?” he asked suspiciously.
“ Don't be a feal,” retorted Drill. * You've got a

Skinner
-Jasper Dril
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torch, havea't yow?! This tunmel leads directl
into the ing-room in the Rovers’ gnnd-stam{- "
Old Simon Horder built it for his own use. Buk
why should I stand bere telling you this? Get
going, you foel ¥ You'll find a door at the other end,
but you'll have ne difficulty in opening it.”

i d through into the darknees, and
closed the secret door. Then he gave
orders to old Timothy ; strong ropes were brought.
It wos the lawyer himself who fastened the ropes
round and round the bars of the ape’s cage, those
bars next to the door. ‘The ropes were entwined
from the floor to the eage’s roof.

*1 regret to tell you, Mr. Swift, that Satan is a
dangerous animal,” said Jasper Drill, at length, as
he went to the smaller cage on the other side of the
black cellar. * When he is hungry—and he will be
later on—he is more ferocious than ever. 1 hope
gou will not be disturbed by the ape’s movements ;

ut [ regret that I must now leave you in total
darkness. It is my intention to go home now—and
to keep away frem the Oid Manor completsly. I
shall take Old Timothy with me.”

There was such an evil note in his voice that even
Faleon Swift felt & quiver pass down his spine.

Without another word, Drill passed up the stairs—
and he drove Old Timothy and Lemuel Horder before
him. | The prisoners were left in absolute darkness,
They heard the upper door locked and bolted. They
heard, too, the slithery, shuffling movements of
the great ape.

“ What’s: the game, boss ? " came Chick Conway’s
voice—and the detective was pleased to note that it
was steady. * Why did Drill fasten the ape’s cage
door with'ropes 1"

** There can beno doubt of Drill’s fiendish purpose,”
said the Monocled Manhunter. * He has left the
ordinary bolts and lock of the ape's cage unfastened.
He has secured the door by means of the heavy
ropes.”

“1 don’t get it, even now, boss,” said Chick,

% Yot it is obvious enough,” came Falcon Bwift's
ominous reply. * The ape knows that it can bite
through the ropes in time—or perhaps unravel them -
with its great fingers. At all events, after some
hours, the. brute will succeed in getting out of its
cage—and Jasper Drill will have had nothing to do
with its escape. Do you sce the hideous cunning *
of 1"

‘“ Well, we’'re safe from the fiendish. thing,” said
Fletcher. ' Our own cage is locked and bolted.”

“ But the bars are very much thinner—and they
can be bent and twisted by the ape,’” said Falcon
Swift quietly. * We can do nothing to escape—for
thehu.rnvngdnfyaﬂouroﬂnﬂa But the ape can
force a way in within & few minutes. And then . ..”

It was unnecessary for Falcon Swift to say any
more. Chick and Fletcher knew the worst, and they
were almost. i with: herrar.

They cro there, in the inky darkness, listening
to the horrible, stealthy movements of the giant ape.
How long would this ordeal last 1 When would the
brute escaps—and atiack them ?

Drill’s Last Fling,

APPY Jim Salter was less happy than ever as
he stood talking in the sunshine, on the pitch,
opposite the -stand. It was morning

now, and the gale of the mg‘hbta h;}gnblow:;_x i“:hli
out. 'The promised to ious for
“ kiek-off d;'ytlm footer season.

f]

“ Well, that's all we lmow, str,”” gaid Beefy, with & -
(Continued en page 10.)
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Win a B.M. Football and start the Season well!

Footballs and Foun-
tain Pens awarded to
senders of all jokes
printed here, Send
your favourite jokes
on p.c. with coupon
on this page to the
Joke Editor,
“ Boys' Magazine."
196, Gray's Inn Road,
London, W.C.1.

Tramp (to artist who is painting his portrait) : Hey, gﬁv‘nor, I've been lying

here for a good time now, can’t | have a rest 7 z :
(Football to Joux WALLER, Finstall Park, Bromsgrove, Worcestershire).

BRAVE INDEED!

Coroxer: A brave soldier is always found where
the bullets are thickest. Now where were you during
the battle, Smith ?

PrivaTE Smrra : In the ammunition wagon, sir !
(Fountain pen to Ricaarp HucHES, Isnage, Bentley,

Hants.)

JOKE COUPON.

Stick on posteard and send with your favourite
joke to the JOKE EDITOR,

Boys' Magazine, 9/9/33.

- FROM SMOKE.
Browx : See that man over there ! He's got the
biggest estato in the country !

Brack : How did he get it ?
Browx : Oh, tobacco !
Brack : Gosh, how many conpons ?

(Fountain pen to RONNIE Burxs, 18, Beresford Road,
Dingle, Liverpool.)
GETTING IN IT.
Teacuer: Can any of you name a liquid that
won't freeze ?

Voice (from back of

HIS JOB. :

Faraer: Well, my boy, what are you going to
be when you grow up ? 3

Smars Sox: I'm going to drive a water-cart.

FareER: Drive a water-cart | Why do you w®ant
to do that ?

Swmarn Sox:
weot days ! -
(Fountain pen to Harorp Ormoxp Cox, 1, Clifford

Street, Gisborne, New Zealand.)

So that I won’t have to work on

SMARTING.

“ Now, my son,” said the conscientious father,
“ tell me why I punish you.”

“ That's it,”" bluhbered the boy indignantly.
“ First you pounded the life out of me, and now you
don’t know what you did it for.”
(Pountain pen to J. TURNER, “‘Sleagill Head," Newby,

Penrith, Cumberland.)

SNAPPED.

Brir (taking photo of his chum who in the mean-
time has fallen head first over the edge of cliff): It'a
no giod, Jim, I don’t understand your camera.

I can only see your feet !
(Fountain pen to T.

room): Hot water, sir ! ! 13 2 KINDERSLEY, 8, St.
(Fountain pen to DONALD %ﬁ James's Square, Bath,
G, 30, Flowery Field, |{ 2 Somerset.)
Woods Moor, Stockport.) 0 TN ¢
P / ; EAR! EAR!
BOTH. 3! o ; BURGLAR (fo mate who
Laxprorp : You'll have ' has knocked over a plan) :
to.poy vour il o loav. VBT
Boarper : That’s very Yoiag u’;!
nice of you. My last 3 A
landlord made me do both. : LEEWRTRen PoX. o e
(Fountain pen fo GEORGE , Sm::mm;:‘:;k : ?;4:;:
E"“;i' .;)14.l.?oarg' Sekvol near hohtm Lar-:lca) -
oad, Woking, Surrey.) 7 Vi ’ .
—_— \
7 NS E STUD-1ED CARE.
PUFF!PU?F! - - SHORT-SIGHTED
TeacreEr: What is Doings DexTIisT: There! Abso-
wind, Johnny 7 B AT lutely painless.
JoEsNY: Air in a PATIENT : Absolutely,

hurry, sir!

(Fountain pen to DONALD
NewsoLp, Heather Lea,
Gores Lane, Formby,
Liverpool.)

Tenant :
wanted mine !

Landlord : Now, look here, | want my money !
Oh, that's all right, | thought you

(Football to L. PreEECE, T, Charlbert Street, St.
John's Wood, N.W.B).

but it's my collar-stud

you've taken out.

(Fountain pen to. REa.
PraTr, 34, Alma Street,
Wellingboro’, N orthants.)
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THE RIDDLE OF THE ROVERS
(Continued from page 8.)
hunch of his great shoulders. “When we woke
this morning, Mr. Swift and the boy had both gone.”
“ It’s likely enough that he’s gone home—back to
Londen,” said the false Hal ZE‘]etc&: “ Tt doesn’t
matter much, gir. We can win e against
Middletown without Mr. Swift’s heIp.“gm
But Happy Jim was convinced that something
bad had happened. Yet he could not go te the police,,
for he had no scrap of evidence to offer them,
. * * * *

T was about that time that Satan, the ape, obtained

his freedom.

The prisoners had spent hours of anguished
waiting. Seldom, indeed, had Faleon Swift known
such agony of mind. Yet he was thinking more of
his companions than himself.

The pri were now able to see. There was &
little grating, high in the roof of thg cellar—and this
was conneeted with an air shaft. A tiny ray of
daylight trickled down, and the absolute darkness
of the cellar was dispersed. The shape of the ape,
vague and monstrous, could be seen as it moved
out of its great cage.

“ Now for it, boss!™ muttered Chick, taking a
firm grip of himself.

“ Cpurage, laddie!™
Manhunter,

But Satan was in no hurry. He prowled about
the cellar, thumping his chest occasionally, growling
and uttering strange noises deep in his throat. Now
and again he came to the smaller cage, and glared

whispered the Monocled

through at The captives. Perhaps the brute did not .

realise—yet—that he could get at his victims . . .
* * * * *
s E'S coming! He's attacking | ” shouted Hal

Fletcher hoarsely.
The giant ape, after hours of aimless
Erowl'mg, had suddenly seemed to realise the possi-
ilities. At first, it had grasped one of the bars
of the smaller cage by chance; and, exerting its
strength, the bar had bent. The ape had moved
away, then it had come back.

The three prisoners erouched at the rear of the
cage, watehing in that dim light. And now they saw
Satan exerting his full strength ; they saw the bars
bend like thin wire . . . a great gap was made . . .

“ He's coming through, boss!” muttered Chick.
* This looks like the end.”

Faleon Swift, filled with agony, said nothing.
He just gripped Chick, and thrust him back, as
though to protect him. Indeed, an idea suddenly
came to him.

“ When the ape attacks, laddie—then will be your
chance,”” he said tensely. I will take the force ef
the attack, you slip through the opening in the bars.
You too, Fletcher——"

Suddenly there was a loud snap. Ome of the bhars
cracked like a carrot, and hung loose. Other bars
bent, and now Satan, finding an opening big enough;,
came gqueezing through.

But Faleon Swift, in that second, had seen a ray
of hope. The Monocled Manhunter leapt forward.
With one swift jump he was sitting on the ape’'s
shoulders—perched there as the monstrous creature

bent double, in order to squeeze his way through the

opening.

p&'}md! Swift had seen a loose bar overbead.
He drove it down with all his strength—straight into
the ape’s back. And there it sank in, jamming.

“ Quick—the other opening I’ yelled Swiit. * It's
our only chance. He’s trapped for the minute.”

They escaped from the cage—using, as their exit,
the very opening which Satan had made for himself.

MAGAZINE.
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Meanwhile, the ape was caunght, held by, that jagged
bar, writhing, twisting, and rending the air hideous
with its snarling, rearing voice.

** The secret door !’ Falecon Swift panted.

He had seen the brick which Jasper Drill had used
during the night. He leapt at it, tugging, pushing,
pulling—using pressure in every direction. At first
nothing happened. Chick and Hal Fletcher were
gh’a side, but their gaze was turned back towards

cage.

“ Look—he’s free ! " yelled Chick suddenly. * He's
eoming for us, Boss | It’s too late | ™
Sh:a!g? ; we're in time ! thundered the Sporting

Ew;!m he spoke, the doo;hcmemd, and Swift
gave his two companions a mighty shove thafient
them hurtling thro As the d’;tectim followed,
& hairy hand reached out at him and caught at his
shoulder. Somehow, he managed to wrench himself
free. He was through the deorway. The ape tried
to follow ; but Chick and Hal had sensed the danger
now, and they threw all their strength against the
inner side of the seeret stone door.

It orashed to, loeking itself antomatically. They
had escaped—and the giant ape was robbed of its
prey | :

Through the tunnel raced the trie. They reached
the door at the other end——the door which led inte
the dressing-room under the grand stand. They
burst out—and at that very moment Jim Salter was
in,lt&he dressing-room, ordering the players to take the
fie

* Hurrah ! ” yelled Chick. * We're in time, boss | *2

Happy Jim leapt forward.

* Mr. Swift 1 ”” he gasped. * Great Heaven! What
—what has happened 7

“ A great deal—but there's no time fo explain,”
replied Swift, and as he spoke he stepped smartly
forward, grabbed “ Gat” Skinner, and dield him in
an iron grip:

“This man is not Hal Fletcher,” he said calmly.
“ Fletcher is here—by my side. Skinner, the game
is up. Chick, fetch a policernan.”

And five minutes later, Prestwick Rovers ran out
upon the field of play amid the tumultuous applause
o?the erowds.

Both Falcon Swift and Fletcher seemed unaffected
by their terrifying experience. Within three minutes
of the kick-off, the Sporting Sleuth, playing at
inside-right, received the ball from the Rovers left-
back. The Sporting 'Tee pounced, he trapped the
ball briliantly, and in a second he was away. A
mighty roar arose. Like a being imbued with magie
speed, Bwift carved his way through the Middletown
defence. On—on—beating man after man, twisting,
side-stepping.

Slam ! It was a low, terrific drive, and the ball
went: mzhn%vmm the far corner of the net.

“ Goal ! ell played, the Revers ! " ;

But the Middletown team, undaunted by this early
reverse, swept dewn the ficld from the kiek-off with
short, snappy passes from each of the forwards,
across the field and back the ball flashed. They
reached the goal area. Their centre-forward, a
famous international, had the ball, and he was not
a man. to waste an oppertunity. He gent in a sizzlin
cross-shot for the top left-hand corner of the goa
that left Beefy standing.

“@eonl |

Amidst wild exeitement and the enthusiastio
cheers of the Middletown supporters, the teams lined
up again. This time the Rovers went away with a
rush. But now the visitors’ defenders were prepared,
snd they withstood the attack. The ball was cleared,
and for some time there was a seramble in mid-field.

(Continued on page 18.)
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A DREAM THAT MAY COME TRUE !

The B.M. Engineering Expert Designs

the New Record Breaker.

HERE'’S going to be a big push shortly for the
distinetion of being the first man to get along on

wheels at 300 miles an hour. Who's going to be
the lucky man ? And what sort of a car is he going
to drive ?

Sir Maleolm Campbell laid it down quite firmly,
after his last shot at Daytona, that one engine,
“driving one pair of wheels only, hadn’t much chance,
One engine perhaps, but it’s got to drive four wheels.

Well, there’s no difficulty about that, four-wheel
driving is old now, but it’s a good principle. Just
as common sense as four-wheel braking, in fact;
nobody wants a car to-day with all its brakes on the
back wheel only. Next thing we shall have four-wheel
driving universal, and then—four-wheel steering,

Bearing in mind the remarks made by Sir Malcolm,
and putting in a few notions of our own, we have
designed a car to
put up a record which
should stay put for a
bit. All we want is
a builder —the driver
will be easy—and a
track where he can

The Fastest
Thing on Wheels !
That’s the Revolutionary
New Speed Car Described Below.

vet her Rolls-Royee engine revved well enough
for 330!

Flexibility of steering is not such an essential thing
with a record-breaker which has to keep an absolutely
straight course for a matter of eight or nine miles.
For that reason we stick to front-wheel steering only.

There are two revolutionary points about this new
design. The first is the matter of the engine, or,
rather, engines. We are going to drive our car with
two engines—no, that’s not new, we know ; but this
part of it is. We’'re making each engine drive one
pair of wheels only.

Again, our engines are going to be air-cooled radials,
such as are used in high-powered aeroplanes. The
radial has fully proved itself in service as highly
reliable and compact. So well-liked are they, that

it would be safe to say that there are twice as many
radials at work as all the rest put together.

The great advantage of air cooling is that all the
extra weight of water-tanks, radiator and circulating
pump is cut out.

No tiresome water-joints to make

show what can be
done. Daytona’s all
right, but you can
never be sure of a
good surface. That’s

-_--f_‘ajh

a thing you must
have, a little uneven-

Pipes

=—=——1Escape Louvres for Cooli
-

ng AirJ‘:-T’!'a"

ness, caused by the

slight ripple effect
left by the waves on
the sand, and the car
is all over the place.
Blue Bird had a very
rough time of it on
account of these

e

ripples. 8o little did
she and her driver
like it that they
decided that 276
m.p.h. would do for
that occasion. And

—— 7 T
RearWheel . Exhaust Chassis Front Axle
v Eoires

2 (Forward only)

Our expert's diagram showing his design and layout for a car that he considers

1
Shaft
from

Engine

I do 360 m.p.h.
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secure or te leak. Rowurylhdﬁe'ﬁq.ﬂ’d&
it’s all boiled away ! .

Having made an intensive study of the
i ith two Armsirong.

forward job, and there's no supercharger
is fairly clear and there should be

. The lay-out
difficulty about supplies of cooling air. o
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DONT BE BULLIED

Bend Two Penny for some SPLENDID LESSONS
in JUJITSU and ndsome Photo Plate of
Champions. The Wonderful

Take care

so they have to revolve at 2,880 revs. a
an hour. Some buzz! That
gar up, as the engine only
gear-boxes will give three speeds,
being at 1 to 1.7.
gears now, you'll remember that
record-breakers must have a reverse gear to
with the rules of the game. Our car will
all right, but it drives only on the
to save complication. Of course, each
engine has its own -bex. but they are controlled
by the same snghﬁ::r This would make it quite
impaessible for any mistakes to happen when reverninf.
uch more rtable quarters will be available
for the driver, as you can see by the plans. No
water-tanks or radiators, the two engines together
need only a third of the space required by a
12-cylinder V-type engine. Then we haven't got to
provide for a huge torque tube alongside the driver
as in previous cars. He will be comfortably supparted
: 2 =

i

A0
perhaps t to say.

Our illustrations give an idea of the car's appear-
ance ; we don't give the plans, tut they are ready
for the man who will put up the ronev tor the
record !

For Four Coupons. Begin Collecting To-Day.

One of these Special Coupons is printed each week
in B.M. Send your four as soon as you get them to
the Editor, “Boys’ Magazine,” 196, Gray’s Inn Road,

W.C.1,or Withy Grove, Manchester 4. Mark

these coupons
1%d. stamp s

to cover tage, and ur
nitne ‘and’ sddress, Snd. securs s of
these splendid gifta.

“Pocket Target.”” Enclose 1id. stamp for postage.
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OUR GREAT
NEW FILM
THRILL SERIES

FORTUNE OF THE FILMS

DRAMA BEHIND
THE EYE OF
THE CAMERA.

WITH 'PLANE AND FILM CAMERA
TO PHOTOGRAPH A WAR!

slofolc[afalolalolalcioloinfalalolclolnlo oo o oo

The Train Attack.

ICK FORTUNE, of "the Empire Film Corpora-
tion, witnessed the affair and thought nothing
of it beyond that it was a particularly dreadful

outrage.

It oceurred on the boat-train from one of England’s
greatest ports, He had a compartment to himself in
one of the long corridor coaches. The train was
almost empty. It had met a transatlantic liner,
which had crossed with the minimum of passengers,
most of whom had got off at Cherbourg. In fact,
there was only one other man in the whole of the
coach, and he was in a compartment further up.
Dick had been down to the port to sée about filming
the docks there. His visit had been unsuccessful.

The Empire Corporation, indeed, was in a very
bad way. Formerly it had made short two-reel
fill-up films, producing one a fortnight with a stock
company. Then its male lead, Morgan Vawley, had
been shown to be a notorious criminal, and had been
arrestod by the police. Somehow, this had set the
trade against the Empire Corporation, and its studio
became empty and silent.

0Old Vincent Ralway, its owner—for there really
was no Corporation, that being only a high-sounding
name—was at his wits’ end. One of the pioneers of
the industry in Britain, he hated to see his ancient

(ojo]

N
N

N

production unit going into the limbo of the lost, Hia
director left him, together with his two camera-men.
They had had offers of other jobs. His acting staff
secured contricts elsewhere or else haunted the
purlieus of Wardour Street with many others—
hoping against hope and dreaming of stardom. Only
Dick, with a few faithful stage hands, a lad with a
lot of bright ideas and considerable all-round know-
ledge of the films, stuck to him.

Since the leaving of the camera-men Dick had
practised with the big cameras and was highly
proficient with them. In fact, there was little Dick
could not do in connection with filnm. At a pinch,
he could act.

He was conning over this deplorable position, and
the refusal of the dockland authorities to have their
preperty filmed, while the train was roaring towards
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Build an electric_motor in 5 minutes. The most educational
toy of the decade. Has speed of 2,000 r.p.m. Will ran
from single dry cell. FULL KIT OF PARTS and asimpl
instructions for assembly, 1/- (postage 2d.), crossed P.O.'s
only. POWELL BROS, 33, Water §t., Manchester.

=20 inch TELESCOPE 1/-=

No, 1. Extended length 20ins. (closed %ins.) 3 Tele-
scopic Joints, 2 lenses, 1%, SPECIAL OFFER No. 2

Size. Extended length 24ins, (closed 10ins.). Fitted

with 5 Brassbound Telescople Joints and 2 lenses,

2/-, postage 3d. (Colonial 8d.). Garrying caus‘, 6d.

extra, Also Compasses 1/-, 1/8, and 2/~ Field Classes
5/« (post 3d.). A. HERBERTS (Dept. B.48),

a1, Welham Road, Streatham, London, S.W.16.

London. He had travelled first class, though the
Empire Corporation could not afford it, because
Vincent Ralway said that impressed people.

It was when he had reached that stage that a man
came hurrying past his compartment. He was a
rosy-cheeked little fellow with a mild face, and he
checked at Dick’s door and glanced in uneasily, as
though he expected to find a foe in every compart-
ment of the train. Dick remembered that uneasy
look afterwards.

The train was crashing on its way. Dick heard
nothing and saw nothing. He did net observe the
plump little man hurry on along the corridor, nor
did he see him come face to face with another man
who had stepped across the junction from the next

© "

A bludgeon lifted and fell, and the plump man
crumpled in a hieap on the floor, w! he lay, senseless.

The sttacker pitched his bludgeon out of the
window and stooped over his vietim. Then, with a
quick glance along the empty corridor of the coach
he had left, he to crawl along the floor of the
coach in which Dick sat. The lower parts of the
doors in this corridor were of wood, and thus the
attacker was able to pass Dick's compartment unseen.

He passed Dick’s compartment, straightened him-
self, and turned back, tearing Dick’s door open, his
ll':we indicative of the liveliest apprehension and

orTOT.

** 8ir,” he . “ Something’s happened. I
was coming along the corridor . . ."

Dick was outside. He could see the feet and
lower legs of the victim. Dick gave his informant
a swift glance. He was a good-looking fellow,
youngish and with an open, honest sort of face with
twinkling eyes. He looked a little shabby.

With him, Dick went to the unconscious man, and
it was Dick who pulled the communication cord and
brought the express screaming to a standstill. The
passengers surged round. Vanton—which was the
name of Dick’s informant—told his story, and Dick
bore it out.

The train went on, and it reached the terminus,
Scotland Yard men were waiting for if.
Ensaengers were interrogated. Only Dick and Vanton

ad something to tell—and that little enough. The;
were allowed to go, leuvin; names and addresses wn.g
the police.. Naturally, daring all this Dick and Vanton
struck up some sort of tanceship. In fact,
they finished the journey together, and it
that Vanton w#s ‘a practised airman, though now
unable, through Btock Exchange losses, to ind
in the sport. He said he would call and see Dick at
the studio, and Dick, who rather liked him, said he
wonld be glad to see him.
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Dick, ing his way round to the platform for
Burbiton, t an evening ne per. He had to

travel to Surbiton because the studi

.Hook-Leatherhead road. The newspaper flared with

headlines.

Nearly sixteen years after the end of the European
War, the long-threatened war in mid-Europe seem:
about to begin. Two great armies had mobilised
and were marching. Frantic efforts were being made
by other Powers in the direction of peace.

Dick read it and was interes He did not
connect it with himself, with the plump little man
who had been attacked on the boat express, nor with
the smiling, innocent-looking Vanton.

Yet while he was in the Surbiton train various
things happened. :

To begin with, Vanton went straight to one of
those hire-and-drive-yourself ear agencies, secured a
machine and paid lavishly for it, and went out along
the western road to a point near the railway. There
he picked something up which he had pitched out of
the train window after knocking out the plump man.

Secondly, the police found that Vanton's address
was a false one.

Thirdly, somebody in Whitehall heard of the attack
on the plump man and ell kinds of Governmental
telegraph lines were cleared and sizzled excitedly.

Fourthly, a net was spread over all England,
shutting in the man Vanton, a net in which they
hoped to cateh him.

Meanwhile, the great armies marched on. And the
next day Vanton called on Dick Fortune.

A Secreen Seoop.

HE papers mentioned nothing of the search fof

Vanton, for that was a secret matter of high

Governmental importance, and Dick did not
know that the man approached the studio across the
fields from a wood, in which he had been hidden.
Vanton was spruce and clean and shaved, and he had
a narvellous idea.

“1,"” he said, * am an airman of great skill. If
you can get hold of a powerful *plane, say nothing
to anybody, and let me fly it and bring a camera
with you, I'll put you on to the biggest film scoop
of the century. But it's got to be dead secret, else
your rivals will get hold of it, or you'll be stopped by
the authorities.’

“What is it ? ” asked Dick.

“This! There's going to be a great war in mid-
Europe. The first battle of that war will open at any
hour. What about a film of it It's never been
done. An air film showing the first clash of two great
armies.

It was an idea. That it might transgress certain
obscure - governmental laws did not matter. Dick
went to Vincent Ralway, and the old man decided
to take a chance.

With the need for secrecy emphasised by Vanton,
Dick engaged a big, fast monoplane in his own name.
The whole thing went through slickly.

Vanton came over with him to the 'drome, and
Vanton wore goggles and a helmet, so that nobody
knew him. They did not say where they were flying,
and they had no passports. They were not necessary.

An hour after’ Dick left, a detective from the
Special Branch of the C.1.D. called at the studio and
asked to see him. Old Vincent Ralway said he was
out on location and would not be back until late.
It was only when the Special Branch man told
Ralway certain things in a guarded fashion that the
old man went into ;})a.nio and told the truth.

The C.1.D. flashed wires all over the place; but
they failed to effect anything ; for by that time Dick
was far away, flying east with Vanton at the joystick
of the ’plane. .
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~ "The machine flew on, hurtling towarda its destina-
tion, and the muttering thunder of war grew louder—
waiting only for the coming of the man called Vanton.

Dick’s Discovery.

TCK had flown across a country thick with the
D seeds of death. Behind the army he had seen
all the preparations for mobilisation, roads
choked with transport, little country towns in which
men were gathered by the score, come in from the
countryside, men with suitcases and bags, trekking
to the colours under the summons, railways bearing
war freights of all kinds eastward, great guns, tanks.

The ’plane flew across the prospective battle line,
a high hill range dipping eastward. The hills wore
scarred with trenches already, the trenches being
dug below their summits in the approved fashion.
Dick secured some pictures of these activities, while
pretending to fly straight on.

Some military *planes were
up, but they did nothing. War
was not yet declared. The
right of the airways still held,
and a civilian 'plane could fly
where it listed.

Leaving the hills behind,
they came over the army of
the aggressor, and Dick’s
camera got to work. He
photographed an army corps
stretehed out across two great
main military roads; he
secured pictures of dumps
and a busy railhead, and of
troops practising the
manceuvres of death in a field
with all that enthusiasm
which young soldiers who have
never been under fire bring
to their drilling.

The ’plane soon left the
hattle line behind, and through
his telephone Vanton asked :
*“ Do you think they’ll fight
Is it worth waiting for 1"’

Dick hesitated. e,
We'll get back with this stuff
and have it developed. It's
good enough for a scoop.”’

Vanton smiled, but Diclk ¢§
did  not see the smile. A
Suddenly the engine ceased
to roar and pull, and the
aeroplane took to itself a long
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slanting dive earthwards, { himself from the !
“ What's the matter?' ! saddle and pulled !
Dick eried. i his horse across the :

Vanton's voice came over | Man's path.
the ’phone. ** Engine’s cut
out. I'm trying to restart it.”

He appeared to be doing something, but Dick
ecould not see what. They were launching towarda
a range of gaunt hils set about with drear plain,
serub-covered and dotted here and there with low
clumps of trees.

The engine made no effort to start and Vanton
Eanted : " I’ll have to make the best landing I can.

Ve must trust to it that nobody finds us and we
have a chance to do some repairs. Ignition, I should
say, from the complete cut-out. There's plenty of
uice.

Dick felt a bit uneasy. It might be dangerous to
land in this wild country which was on the verge of
war. ' All kinds of *“ incidents "’ oceurred under such
ecircumstances, and the death of two Englishmen in
8 place where thousands of men might die within

3 TOS8 FOR THE :
i TROOPER. — T he
was!
i close behind Dick, !
: when the boy slung
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twenty-four hours, was nothing—like swatting a fly
and forgetting it.

Vanton's landing was perfect. The 'plane touched,
skimmed through the light scrub, and came to a
standstill at the entrance to a small gully in the
foothills of the gaunt range. Vanton straightened
himself and dropped out of the driving-seat. Dick
also straightened himself and was about to climb
after Vanton when his eyes fell on the dashboard of
the ’plane.

The engine switch was at the off !

For a split second Dick was very still, staring ab
the switch, and in that split second he seemed to see
the alarmed face of the plump little rosy-cheeked
man who had fled along the train corridor, to see
that man's feet and legs as he lay sprawled at the
coach end . . . and to see Vanton summoning him to
the * discovery ' of the crime.

Dick climbed to the ground and
was aware that Vanton waa
staring at him, He wondered if
the man had observed that he
had seen the switch, He
wondered, also, if he were being
a fool. Vanton might have
switched off when he found the
engine would not start. That
was quite possible—probable,

There was a - short and
curious silence when at lost

’,(g%,ft-

£ oy
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he stood on the ground. It was so awkward a silence
that, with a chill at his heart, Dick realisad that
Vanton had attacked the plump man on the train
and had tricked him to the hilt.

Just Like Lightning.
T was Vanton who deliberately precipitated crisis,
1 as though he understood deception no longer
gserved him. He suddenly produced a heavy .
pistol and said: * Keep quite still. You've served
me well enough. I had to get out of England without
delay. T'll tell you why.,” ' :
He produced from inside his flying-coat a bulky
envelope and showed it to Dick.
*“The man who—er—met with an accident on the
train was Professor James Swannervale, the eminent
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scientist. He had ]unt perfected a method of killing
men in th ds by touching a little button. He
was takmg his formula to the War Ofﬁce. at their
m work for these peoplo — vaguely
ting the surrounding country—*“ and as we
about war we thought the Professor's
mventlon would assist us to win it. Indeed, without
that invention we shall not go to war. By "the way,
the details of the invention would only bore you.
It is a question of Fro]eotmg particled and hxthem
unguessed high explosive on the wind, as gas is now
l)ro jected, and ﬁ.rmg it electrically through radio.
t imerally blows armies to pieces. Extraordinarily
fascinating, eh 1"’

He smiled. There was no need for him to explain
more. Dick knew how he had been used, knew how
Vanton had cunningly planned his escape from an
England which was alive with men hunting him.

YVanton, keeping at a distance, and with his gun
handy, tore the envelope open.

* Here,” he said, “ i1s the secret formula for pro-
jecting what I believe the Professor called X One—
an explosive beside which T.N.T. is a mild squib
powder, and here are his directions for using the

electrical radio power that simply causes it to split
the atmosphere thro which it floats. Like
hghh.\mg my friend. Just like hghtning. - Oh, and

here is a sample.” He exhibited a y white
K:wdgr in a little envelope. He put the whole into

It was jusf. then that two horsemen ;}:lpeuad.
They wore the conventional field grey of

armies. Across their saddle bows were rifles. '
carried sabres. They rattled over to where Vanton
nnc;ldll)wk were standing and they locked at them
sto] {

Va.n{on began to speak. He indicated Dick. One
of the horsemen slung himself to the ground and
snatched Dick's camera. Dick did not understand
a word of what they said, The cavalryman showed
the camera to his mate. His riderless horse was
restless, and Dick eould ride.

Dick suddenly hit Vanton across the jaw and

pedwthauntananbdsaddlo There was a yell.
ho was low across the horse's back, for the
hills as fast as he could go. A rifle spoke behind him.
His.horse lurched slightly, but held on. It had been

pped. The second ecaval was cormhing up
gud Dick flung a glance across his shoulder. The
second rider was overhauling him now, for his horse
was faltering. Dick took a chance.

The man was very close when Dick sk lumaelf
from the saddle and pulled his horse across the man’s
path. The two horses collided. Dick was rolling
over and over on the ground, shaken, but unburt.
The wounded—and as it turned out—dying horse,
nmply went earthwards and did not move again.

The unhurt horse staggered and threw its rider, who,
by the greatest stroke of luck in the world, fell on his
head and was knocked clean out.

Dick ran to the bridle of the man’'s shaken mount
and steadied it, talking to it aoftly until it stayed
still, with slightly drc:\Jlm Nobedy was in
sight, for the chase h n them into & maze of
gullies in the hills. They must be a fairish distance
from Vanton, and Dick got a quick idea.

He began to tear off the uniform and riding boots
of the knocked out trooper. The man was not a
plu'tmu.lnrly big fellow, and when Dick tried on his

things he found they fitted -him tolerably well.
The man’s steel helmet partly eovered his face, and
when he mounted the horse he could easily, at even
a short distance, have heen mistaken for the troo
He found to his delight that slung at his saddlebow
was his cwn camera, attached by its shoulder sling.

He started to amble back. His plan was a simple
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one. He would draw very near to Vanton and then
stick the man up with the rifie and force him to lay

the papers and powder down and retreat to a distance.
;I"lllma ick would collar them and risk getting away
ve.

But his plan was not carried throngh. He came
at last to the end of the gullies and hea.rd a hail.”
Looking across the serub towards the 'plane he saw
a little knot of cavalrymen standing about Vanton.
They were evidently of the same party as the two
men who had come upon them and who had been
riding ahead.

It was impossible for him to approach them. He
had, in fact, committed a crime, w. Eether in peace or
war, for he had stolen a tr r's uniform and
masqueraded in it. The shouts of the mengvere now
more insistent, and one or two began to ride to meet
him. Dick swung his horse round and bolted, and
in that action he betrayed himself.

Even then, however, he had no idea of long flight.
He was not going to be beaten, by Vanton. He
was, if possible, going to get back that formula and
that sample of X One. His one fear was that Vanton
would go -off under esport to army headquarters,
leaving the troopers to bunt him down and kill him
like a rat.

They were hunting him all right, and it is ible
that Vanton would have gone to H.Q., but for that
blow on the jaw. Vanton wanted to be in at the kill.
So he eame with them, riding a soldier’s horse, and
leaving the dismounted man to the aeroplane.

Dick had no intention of going far. In a twist
of the gullies he jumped from his horse, gave it a
resounding slap, and sent it scurrying on its wa
while he scrambled up a bleak hlllmde all rubb{
and stone and boulder, and got down in cover pear
its top.

The cavalecade came sweeping on his trail. They
would have gone on, but tﬁat. the steel helmet he
wore caught the sun and glinted ahominably. One
of them saw it, and pointing, reined in his horse.

There was a hurried consultation, Then two or
three of the men stood up in their stirrups and fired.
Dick wanted to shoot , but he decided that
would be madness indeed. Instead, he unslung his
uammu.anduthemenuhotnhimhebegmtomke
a moving picture of them.

This done, he slid away through the boulders and
scunwddmthefarmdeo!l.hohﬂl

&enrney afoot brought him once
more in sight

lane, and he wondered if he
duvdtrywﬂyevmlfﬁecouldgehmengmamarted.

But thst would him away from Vanton,
t.gey wouldn't worry much, pro-
vldud hadl.hs[oxmuls. It was that which was
the
urmgth:lmhoohaenedthat.theskyhad
become overcast and sullen, and a few drops of
heavy rain splashed down at him. Evidently a
storm was brewing !

He struck a further hill. The horsemen had
followed him, but afoot, for their mounts could not
stand on the precipitous slopes. Vanton was with
them, and the keen evil of the chase had entered
into his soul.

Diek’s second elimb took him to bigger hills, and a
gaunt and up! range of dark fangs biting towards
the sullen, cloud-driven sky, almost innocent of
vegetation, unpeoplad with a strange biting horror
lying over them.

Dick, running hard, with his pursuers now and again

ttmgaglunpmnfhlmasha did of them, with the
g:avy rainspots thickening, and with thunder like
great guns muttering uneasily in the distance, came
upon a spot where the hills were cut clean by a narrow
ravine :11:’:‘ went deep as & giant's eword cut. Om its



PERIL LAGOON!

- far side was boulder-
strewn ground, naked
rock and arid waste.

At its edge stood =
short, thick tree, and
over this tree a creeping
lant had woven itself
into a tightened mass.
The ravine was too wide
to jump. If Dick could
not cross it he was
caught.

He began to tear at the
creeping plant, casting
anxions glances behind
him. He ripped off great
lengths of its stout stem,
fumbling them into a
twisted state, working

feverishly and against
time.
The storm was in-

creasing. Lightning
etabbed with vicious,
kicking suddenness from
the lowered clouds that
scudded northward. The
rain was heavier, drench-
ing, and he was glad,
even in those moments,
that his camera was
impervious to weather,

He got a pitiful kind
of rope made and he
hitched one end of it
round the lowermost
branch of the stunted,
strangled tree. Then, taking the other end, he went
backwards and ran forward. He thus swung clean
out over the ravine.

As he did this a rifle eracked and the twisted stema
above him jerked, and some of them parted as the
lucky bullet tore through them.

This accident caused him to hesitate half a second,
and he thus did not loose his hold of his rope, and
lost the ** throw " of his momentum. He crashed
back against the ravine's edge, and had to scramble
to the top again.

The soldiers and Vanton were coming along the
ridge he had not long crossed, hurrying in a knot,
glistening with wet. One of them stopped to fire at

* him as be reached the flat ground once more; but
the bullet went wide and he ignored it, and essayed
his backward retreat and run forward yet again.

The storm had really burst now. Thunder crashed
continuously, as though a bombardment had started
in earnest, and the vivid forks of lightning lanced
and slashed across the tortured skies, flickering
everything with a weird, blue radiance in which
ohjects stood out momentarily and cinematically
with startling clearness.

Another run and another take off. But his foot
glipped on the edge. He swung hardly any distance;
but crashed back pitifully, his plan ruined.

The soldiers and Vanton were now not more than
thirty yards from him, and he guessed he was as
good as lost. There remained now nothing for him
to do but to try and make a fight of it, and he bitterly
regretted having thrown away the riflo of the trooper
whose uniform he wore.

He tyrned and ran along the edge of the ravine,
A shot went after him, sizzling through the driving
rain. It missed. He looked sideways, and, doing so,
realised that the ravine was crossed by another just
ahead of him.
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He was trapped, and that sideways glancs
had shown him that Vanton had taken a rifls
from a trooper’s hand and, mounting to the
top of a great boulder, had pulled the weapon
to his shoulder. Vanton was taking careful
aim. Dick turned and stood quite still. This
was the end of it, and he would show them
how to meet the end when it came. His
flight was ended.

Vanton steadied the gun. Dick kept his
eyes open by a great effort.

And then there was a crash like the breaking
of the dams of doom. White vividness flashed
downwards. He saw the muzzle of Vanton's
rifle touched by blue fire. He heard an
explosion that seemed likely to rend the
hilltop itself; and he remembered Vanton's
words about X One.

* Just like lightning . . .

THE LIGHTNING FLASH GUN.—White
vividness flashed downwards and Vanton's
gun was enveloped in blue fire. There was :
a terrific detonation as X One exploded. :
Of Vanton and the troopers and the boulder on
which Vanton had stood with the dangerous stesl
barrel of the rifle under the lightning, there was no
sign—only a great scun:h--:.l won‘nd on-tln- hill's head.
Ed *

LD Vincent Ralway chuckled and rubbed his

hands.
* They're showing that news film at every
picture-house in the country, Dick,’ he said. “ That

was some ride you put in on the cavalry bhorse you
found, across the frontier. The picture . .."”

Dick smiled. * That's what 1 wanted—to get the
picture through,’ he said ; and added softly : ** And
to stop the war by getting hold o1 that formula.”

Dick Fortune is already a firm favourite with B.M.
readers. Look out for more gripping yarns of this
grand hero of the Silver Screen.
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THE RIDDLE OF THE ROVERS
(Contimved from page 10.)

Then the Rovers' centre-half had the ball, and with
a low, swift pass sent the ball to Hal Fletcher.
Deftly the centre-forward took the ball on the run
and was away before the defenders realised he had
the leather. In a weaving, swaying run he sped
towards the goal.

With amazing skill he tricked one of the backs.
But the other man came across like a meteor. Hal
steadied, and, as the full-back crashed into him with
& square shoulder-charge, he sent in a stinging shot
Ligh for the goal.

Like a ther the goalie leapt. His just
touched ball—and t—i.ppedeaig over the r.J A
huge sigh broke from the crowd, like the moan of a
sudden gust of wind, and next instant thunders of
applause greeted that wonderful shot and the
equally marvellous save.

The corner-kick was taken, but a full-bm:rh:hu'ed
with a mighty kick, and the game swept to other
end of the ﬂtd?d.

Then followed amazing football, swift, clean,
skilful. From one end of the field to the other the

lay flashed with lightning-like speed. Attack
ollowed attack, but each defence was sound and
rock-like. The swift raids broke and failed.

At last half-time came with the score still level ;
the erowd stirred and stamped impatiently. They
were roused by this gripping game.

And all the time, in his remote corner in the stand,
J Drnill had watched the vy, fuming and
u;gutawd. He was finished, but he was determined
that the Rovers should not win and that he would
get even with Falcon Swift. How, he did not know,
but as the teams lined up for the sedond half, he
racked his brains, trying to think of some way of
satisiying his lust for revenge.

And suddenly his alighted on some apparatus
that had been used by the workmen, who had been
completing the i to the stand. There
waa a huge oxy-acetylene , and a fiendish Frm
convulsed the crook-lawyer’s face as his eyes fell on
thie. Falcon Swift should not live to triumph !

The referee’s whistle shrilled, and from the kick-off
things happened with a rush. The Middletown
eentre passed to his inside man, who sent the ball
out to the right wing. Winget fastened on to-the
leather and streaked down the line like a stag. He
steadied and centred—a beautiful, dropping shot,
right into the goal-mouth.

The Middletown centre-forward jumped, with two
of the defenders. He was just before them. His
head met the ball even as Beefy rushed out to

The

“ Goal ! Hurrah!”
The Rovers were losing two to one ! Ruefully
Beefy picked the ball out of back of the net and
it up the field.

Once again the ball waa centred, the ref’s whistle
and the leather was in motion. Then
commenced a dour, ding-dong struggle.

was coming at him and he saw, out of the corner of
his eye, that Hal Fletcher was standing unmarked.
With a deft side-kick he passed the ball to the centre-
forward.
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Bam ! Hal took the ball first time, and sent it
malhnmmmball. The goalie flung
"t.h h.fulllmgﬂa.'g::tnuched the wthg:z' leather -
wi is finger-tips, next moment 'was in
the back of the net.
“ Hurrah! Goal! Well played Hal! ™
Deafening cheers rent the air, caps were flung high
almost danced with

and the Rovers' ng&rml
exciternent. But as teams kicked off again there
was one man in the stand who did not cheer. Jasper
Drill, his face contorted with rage and fear, rose from
his seat and made his way towards the players’ exit
and entrance, where stood the workmen's oxy-
acotylene lamp. Drill was desperate ; he had got
to stop the Rovers from winning.
There were only five minutes to time when the
crook-lawyer the great lamp standing some
behind the Middletown goal. Play was in the
overs’ half while Drill fumbled with the apparatus,

ul}l'll‘ln:ing it.
ref. was looking at his watch now. Only two
more minutes to go ! The crowd was on tenterhooks,
but suddenly a tremendous lifting roar went up. The
Rovers’ centre-half had broken from a melee with the
ball at his feet.
With a clever, A
Bwift and the winger changed places and the detective
had the ball. He bored in tog:zds the goal, beat the
back and had only the goal before him. He steadied,
his foot swung back—and at that moment a great
licking, roaring jet of flame u{mtod from the oxy-
acetylene lam like a giant, searing

“ gcissors ”* movement Falcon

p, seemed to reac
finger for the Sporting Sleuth.

Jasper Drill pumped oxygen madly. Hisface wasa
hideous mask of hate, and horrible cackles of fiendish
laughter broke from him.

The ecrowd gasped and the sound was like the moan
g lost souls. Then cries of horror arc;?a on all sides
y to change next moment to roars of applause.

For Falcon Swift’s eannon-ball shot had beaten the
Middletown i the famous sleuth himself
was safe., The instant the flame had leapt towards
him, he had seen it and flung himself flat. Despite
Drill's frantio efforts, the devastating gout of fire
had dwindled. :

Suddenly a shrill, horrible animal ery rose high
above the roar of the tators, silencing them.
Fearfully Drill turned his head to see the great ape,
Satan, bearing down on him, its lmge, slavering jaws
agape, m, red-rimmed eyes filled with hate. Some-
how it broken free of its d cellar | And
before it was the man who had kept the brute shut up.

= ! Help ! ” screamed Drill, as the monstrous
apemigamdnthim. "The lawyer turned and dashed
on to the field of play. But it was all over in a
moment.

Satan reached its vietim, whirled him in its mighty
arms, and there sounded a dull, sharp crack. Jasper
Drill grew limp, his neck broken.

Crack-crack-crack | Faleon Swift, leaving nothing
to chance, had brought a gun on to the field with him,
strap to a body belt. He emptied the magazine
into the huge ape, and the brute went sprawling over,

After a consultation it was decided that Falcon
Swift’s goal should count and that the Rovers had
won, for the ref. ﬁmdbeen %utm&swhistbas
the ape had ap . o i Enmd was
safe—thanks to the valiant efforts of Sporting
Sleuth. g

L

Get ready to welcome a grand new Mag. thril

next week, chums. Black Feather of the Clans

his bow in a colourful complete yarn of the
Highiands.

i1
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THEY'RE IN THE 1 The Comical Crew of the Happy Haddock Become the Navy
of Nodoia. Laughs Galore.

NAVY NOW!

A Snappy Salute ! Admiral of the Fleet Keelson
was lu: than three yards away when An How fired
the Salute—which was tough on the Admiral.

- A Dark Plot.

HE Fleet of Nodoia stood in the harbour of

Proptelotaxl, decorated with bunting and with

the naval emsign of the little South American
Btate flying proudly above.

The Nodoian Navy comsisted of one ship, lately
registered in the British Merchant Service as the
Happy Haddock, tramp steamer, Captain Keelson,
master. Sinco its hﬁxpni.mmem as the Navy of
Nodoia the name been altered to the nearest
m:ish equivalent—E] Pescado Feliz. How Cap’n

son and the lads of the Happy Haddock came
to get this singular job is a long story. Sufficient to
say that they drifted into the affair quite by accident,
as usual.

But it was a big chance for those merry seamen of
the old tramp. Pip, the cabin boy, was now Com-
mander Pipweedle, Dutch Jud, the bos'n was Rear-
Admiral Jud, Slim Small and Fat Burns had both been
appointed Admirals, and even An How, the Chinese
cook, had been promoted Lieutenant-Commander.

'n Keelson, of course, was Admiral-of-the-Fleot,
Hettup, the mate, Vice-Admiral. In fact, the
Nodoian Navy was positively blistering with admirals.

Also, an assorted variety of uniforms had been
supplied by the proud Government, for in Nodoia
they are great on uniforms. The Haddock herself
hdya warlike addition to her equipment in the
brass cannon, as used by the Spanish

Qur story opens, then, with the admirals of the
Nodoian Fleet parading on deck of the flag (and only)

of two ancient

ship and giving each other orders—there was some
confusion as to who was the superior officer of who,
Cap'n Keelson was ashore in the company of Mr.
Hettup, visiting ‘the telegraph office to see if there
were any orders for the Fleet from the Central
Powers. L

“1 tell you, blokes,” Commander Pipweedle was
saying. * the old man—I1 mean the Lord High
Admiral Keelson—comes sboard, we oughter give
him a salvo?™

“ You know he ain"t keen on them fancy foods 1 ™
grunted Fat Burns—Admiral Burns, beg pardon,
“ Good plain fare, sez he—that's what——"

* Garn—you lubberly sea-clam! A salvo ain't
nuth'n t'eat. I mean a salute. Fire one o’ the guns
outer di =

“Don’t see no semse in it, I don't,” replied Fat.
“ What if it hits him ?—he won’t come aboard at all
then ! ™

“ Pipe down, you chump! The gun ain’t loaded
proper, it ain’t1”

“Well,” chipped in Admiral Slim Small. “If

‘re gonner do it, you'd better stir your stumps.
K:emuﬂnlhipperm‘ the mate.”

Admiral Keelson and Vice-Admiral Hettup were
indeed at that moment making their way along the
dockside to the Haddock's gangway. Pip didn't waste
any more time on words. He signalled to Lieutenant
An How, and together they hurried over to one of
the antique guns and hastily loaded it with powder.

Cap'n Keelson and Mister Hettup were already
making their way up the g v

“ Company ! ” roared Pip, wing his sword and

iving himself an unpl t biff on the nose with the
of it in an attempt to present-arms smartly.
“*Shun '™

Nobody took the slightest notice except An How,

His knowledge of English Naval orders was very




20 BOYS’

limited and he thought this must be the new term
for ** Fire.” So forthwith An How pulled the cord that
touched off the powder in the old-fashioned gun.

It was an unlucky moment—for Cap'n Keelson.
He was in such a position on the gangway that his
head was barely three yards from the projecting
muzzle of the cannon,

There was a roar and a blinding flash in which
the Cap'n’s yell of alarm was drowned, but soon
the sulphurous clouds of smoke floated away and
revealed a transfigured, battered Admiral-of-the-
Fleet. Cap’n Keelson's face was covered in soot, his
e?rebrows had gone and part of his whiskers, and the
clump that remained was badly singed.

“ Stap me ! ” shrieked the skipper, * What's this !
Mutiny ! Firin’ ond;;:mr Cap’'n! I'l—"

Cap’n Keelson didn’t finish his remark but bounded
up the remainder of the gangway intent on exhibiting
his fury in a more physical manner,

Pip didn't think it quite the ideal moment to
explain. He ducked under Cap'n Keelson's hurtling
fist and darted down the only line of retreat—the
gangway whence the skipper had come, An How,
a little puzzled by the turn of events, promptly
followed.

Two seconds later Commander Pipweedle and
Lieutenant An How were tearing along the dockside
as fast as their legs could move, with a sooty-faced
yelling Admiral rushing after them.

 Down here | ” gasped Pip, darting round a corner
and into the open door of a cargo shed, * Get under
them sacks over there! §'no good tryin' to reason
with the ole man when he's in his tantrums ! "

An How didn’t need the advice to be repeated.
Half-a-second later they had dived out of sight
beneath a pile of sacks. They heard Cap’n Keelson
clatter past the shed, then presently stop and return.

* Stap me ! " they heard his angry voice mutter
presently. “ Where they got to? I'll paste ’'em
proper when I catch 'em | I will [

The muttering voice retreated in the distance,
Cap’'n Keelson evidently flummoxed by their hiding

lace.

“ Better lie low a minute or two,” whispered Pip
to the chink cook,.“an’ give the ole man time to
recover his temper *fore we go back to the ship.”

An How agreed, and they waited where they were
for some minutes. Just as they were at last preparing
to move, however, they were arrested by the sound
of fresh voices approaching the shed. Instinctively
they remained in their hiding place. They heard
a number of men enter the shod.

“ That was the old fool," said a voice, * but for
that cursed old skipper and his ship we should have
got the guns into Nodoia. The revolution would
have been finished by now and I should have been
President—! Pedro de Miraflores | Caraja/ If I
had my will—"

Pip pricked up his ears. 8o this was Miraflores,
the man who was plotting to overthrow the present
government of Notroi.a. The man whom the Happy
Haddoclkites had guita accidentally frustrated and
had been rewarded for their act by being appointed
the Nodoian Navy.

‘ Listen,” said another voice. “1I have a good
plan. Why not make use of these gringo sailors who
call themselves the Navy ? They are simple fools——"2

Pip restrained himself from passing violent
remarks in reference to this matter with a strong effort.

“—and we could easily dupe them. Forge an order
from the president, Jurez, to Cap'n Keelson telling
him to go and arrest Jurez and his supporters in the
CGovernment house. The Gringo Captain is simple.
He knows not the president by nmame or sight—he
received his commission from the local officer here in
Proptoletaxl—and we can deceive him into thinking
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they are a band of plotters against the Government
instead of the Government itself. Order him to
arrest them and throw them in prison. Once they
are safely out of the way we can proclaim the Govern-
ment of Nodoia overthrown and you as president.'

Pip heard Miraflores’ oily chuckle with disgust.

*“ It is a clever scheme ! Nombre de Dios! And
a funny one. It shall be done—to-morrow. &it
down, sefior, we will discuss details ! "’

The sesior referred to did sit down. TUnfortunately,
he chose the one spot out of that pile of sacks under
which Pip and An How lay hidden.

“Quch ! Gerroff 1" gasped Pip involuntarily, as
the sudden weight descended on his tummy. * That's
T

In his squirmings he flung out a wild fist which
smote An How in his Oriental optic. The pile of
sacks began to erupt violently and pass remarks in
Chinese, and the hefty sefior leapt up with a yell of
alarm.

“Caraja !’ shouted Miraflores. * Eavesdroppers !
Seize them or we are ruined !’

Dozens of hands grabbed An How and Pip and
hauled them forth into the light of day. They found
themselves stared at by a ring of dusky, Latin-
American faces, with Miraflores’ swarthy olive
countenance in the centre.

“ They are seamen from the Haddeck !” grunted
the revolutionary plotter. * Secure and gag them
quickly. They must be kept prisoners until our plan
iﬂ‘f"xleicmed 1.}'{’ Id hard ! " d P I—glooph !

ere ! Ho ard ! '’ started Pip. ** 00,
Blaa! GlI” B e

His remarks were cut off suddenly by the appli-

cation of a gag. Tn a couple of minutes both he and
How were securely bound and gagged and pushed
out of sight behind the sacks.

Miraflores signalled to his men to leave the shed.
‘When they were out of earshot of their two victims,
he said : :

“ We must do it at once. Those two might. free
themselves and reveal our plan and then we are lost.
‘We must prepare our farged message at once ! '’

Arresting a Government.

T was just after Cap'n Keelson had washed the
I soot off his face and had ceased to lament the loss
of his eyebrows, that a sort of hotel commissionaire
marched up the gangway of the Haddock, saluted
everybody in sight, and demanded Admiral Keelson.
“ B’me,” said Admiral Keelson, saluting smartly.
“ What's to do, General ? "
“ Important dispatch from the President de la
Nodoia ! Orders for the Fleet."
“Bout time,” said the Admiral, taking the long,
official-looking envelope and tearing it open.
‘ Here, what's it say ? Stap me! It's all in dago
language !
The gent in the posh uniform took the dispatch
and translated as follows :
Orders to the Admaral-of-the-Fleet from the President
de la Nodoia.
For the glory and liberty of our country, whereas :
It has become known to the President and the
Government of Nodoia that a band of dangerous
revolutionaries are plotling to overthrow the present
Government and ruin our gallant Little country.
Your orders are to proceed at once to the city of
Sanjango, three miles inland, and arrest these enemies
of the State and confine them to the State prison'
neither the police nor the army being able to do the
job, as he has gone on his annual holiday. TFg!
conspirators will be found in the place knoun as
“Casa d'Estado ” in Sanjango. The name of their'
leader is Miguel Jurez,
Nodoia for ever /
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* Stap me ! ”’ said Cap’n Keelson. * Didn’t expect
a job hke that. All right, General, me an’ the
Navy’'ll be right along.”

The dispatch-bearer ealuted and left the Happy
Haddock, grinning to himself. Cap'n Keelson, of
course, didn’t suspect that it was one of Miraflores’
men in disguise, nor that Casa d’'Estado means
** State House '’ and was the headquarters of the
Nodoian Government.

“ Hey ! he yelled. ‘ Admiral Hettup, mobilise
the dinged Navy, will yer ? We gotter march to a
place called Sanjango immediate !

Admiral Fat Burns rushed down below decks and
emerged with his trombone. He believed in doing
things properly. He at once proceeded to blow the
bugle call, ““ Lights out !’ with vigour. It was the
enly call he knew, but it served the purpose.

The assortment of admirals and things lined up
on the deck, and Admiral Keelson inspected them
proudly.

“ Fine body o’ men,’’ he commented. “ Two men

issin’, I see, but we’'ll have to go without them.
Shun ! Left wheel an’ quick march.”

Burnge marched at the head of the

Admiral

and proved to be a little more imposing than the
rest of the buildings of the capital of Nodoia.

They found a sentry at the gate, curled up and
slumbering soundly, using his rifle-butt as a pillow.

The Nodcian Navy marched past him boldly, and
all the challenge they got was & loud snore, Cap’'n
Keelson drew his sword and waved his men on into
the intewior. of the building.

“ We'll search the place till we find the con-
spirators |’ cried the skipper. * But be careful,
boys, they might show fight.”

Cap’n Keelson boldly thrust open the door of the
Casa and strode in, followed by the rest of the Navy.
They found themselves in a large, low-roofed hall.
In the centre was a long table at which six or seven
men sat in various sprawling attitudes, for the
Government, of Nodoia take things easily in the ofi-
season between revolutions.

* Lookin’ for a bloke called Jurez,” said Cap’n
Keelson. *“ Know him 1

A dark-faced gent with an imperial beard sat at
the head of the table, with his feet propped up on it,
smoking a cigar. He made a * Howdy-do ’* sort of
gesture to the Cap’n and said :

“ That is me, sefior.”’

. Cap'n Keelson scratched his head.
“ Don’t look much like eonspirators,
they don’t., Still, orders is orders.
Collar ’em, boys ! >’

BENT BPINNING.—Pip and An How tugged suddenly on the rope, the
capsian whirled round and the ha:dle cazght the absconding president a smack
in the neck.

proeession, blowing his trombone lustily and playing
the “ Campbells are Coming.”” As soon as they had
passed out of the little port and were on the road to
the inland town of fanjango, another procession
followed with less pomp and splendour. It consisted
of Miraflores and his men, ready to seize the reins of
government as soon as President Jurez was dis-
posed of. .

A two hours’ tramp along the dusty tropical road
brought the Nodoian Navy to the outskirts of
Sanjango. It seemed an even sleepier place than
Proptelctaxl, The Casa d’Estado was well known

The Navy let out a wild whoop and rushed towards
the Governors of Nodoia, who woke up suddenly.
Cap’n Keelson ;;]ounced over to Jurez and clapped a
heavy hand on his shoulder.

“ 1 arrest you fer conspirizin’ agin-the Government,
Best come along quiet !’

* But, sefior, you haf made the mistake. I am

*“ None o’ your lip, now. Kerm on.”

Bome moments later, the Government of Nedoia
was marched out of the Casa d’Estado in custody of
the Navy. A few inquiries by Cap'n Keelson direeted
the procession to the State jail, where a jailer,
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suffering from the national somnolence handed him
over the keys without any inquiries, and the late
Government was consigned protestingly to the cella.

“ Now, boys,” said Cap’'n Keelson when it was
done. * I s’pose we'd best pop back to that place
an' see if we can find any treasonable papers an’
things."

“ Okay, Admiral,” said the Navy in chorus, and
back they marched,

As they m?ronched the government building
they heard loud cheers issuing forth and the cry
% h‘ﬁmﬂoms ! President Miraflores !’

“ Miraflores | ' gaspod Admiral Keelson.
me ! Why he's the gink——""

The Admiral didn’t bother to complete his sentence
but hurried back into the hall, followed by his crew.
Inside, they stopped dead with amazement. Around
the table was another pgroup of men, cheering the
swarthy revolutionary Miraflores, who stood at the
head in the President’s position. Mo laughed as
Admiral Keelson entered and shouted a greesing.

“ Welcome, Admiral of the Fleet! Without
knowing it you have overthrown a tyrannical govern-
ment and saved Nodoia, Creet your new President,
Pedro de Miraflores.”

There was a moment's silence whils the Navy
A ia togaec ™ ghtood Adslral” Saogll

“Bink the ole | iral Small.
“ 8o that was thau%’%'z:idonh aﬁd the Covernment
what we soaked an’ shoved in clink! Here, Cap'n,
gimme them keys, I'll il

* Stop ! " shouted Miraflores. ‘‘ Nodoia now has a
new President and a new Government. If you release
those men in jail I will treat it as a counter-revolu-
tion and have you arrested—and shot for mutiny !
But "—Miraflores tone changed—* Admiral Keelson,
under my rule you may still retain your appointment
as the Nodoian Navy, if you wish.”

“Stap me!” grunted Cap'n Keelson, taking off

. Stap

his Admiral’s and scratching his head in
perplexity. *‘I'm di if I understand these here
politics ! *

“Don't worry your head about them,” said
ﬁilraﬂom. “ Go back to Proptclctaxl and await my

o

And seeing nothing else for ik, the bewildered
Navy followed his advice. -

Nodoia Saved.

HE excitement of the revolution had long ago
died down, Nodoia accepted its new government
without & murmur, the new Government

celebrated and went homs very with them-
selves—and still Pip and An How lay bound and
gagged in the cargo shed.

As evening was drawing on, however, Pip's heart
beat with hope, when he heard somebody enter the
cargo shed. He strainod hard and kicked and
wriggled about until the nowoomer's attention was
attracted to the pile of sacks.

“Nombre de Biou[" said a voice.
this 1™

There was a lengthy pause, no doubt as the
leisurely Nodoian considered the matter, and Pip
renewed his struggles. At last the sacks were
dragged aside to reveal him and An How lying
beneath,

The Nodoian gave vent to a stream of remarks
in Spanish and then at last commenced to release
them.

“We've got no time to waste, An,” said Com-
mander Pipweodle, as they chafed their cramped
limbs. * That Miraflores said he was going to send
that message to the skipper to-morrow. We must
warn the Cap'n and the Government of his plan,”

“ What is
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Without a word of explanation to the startled
native they dashed out of the shed and along the
docks towards the Happy Haddock.

A hundred yards from the boat, An How stopped
suddenly and pointed excitedly ahead, Pip followed
the direction of his pointing finger and gave a
startled little cry.

For there was the plotter, Miraflores, alone and
hurrying stealthily along the dock towards a little
ricketﬂ schooner moo; in the harbour. In one
hand he carried a great portmanteau, which seemed
to be heavy.

“It's him!"” said Pip. *“See here, An, we're
ﬁt’ning to change our plans quickly ! We'll collar
him and hand him over to the President to put in
jail — that’ll  sto his revolutionary capera
altogether ! ” - And the cabin boy whispered some
instructions to the cook.

They crept stealthily nearer to Miraflores who had
halted on the dockside near a capstan, used for
hauling in boats. As usual, there was a long wooden
handle, by which the capstan was turned, and round
the standard was the hawser to tie to the boat.
Cautiously Pip reached out and seized the end of the

ope.

*Now ! " he cried. * Heave!"

Together he and An How tugged on the rope,
twisting the standard of the capstan round like a top.
The long wooden handle was whirled round with it
and caught the usurper a resounding thwack in the
back of the neck. \

“Gloop ! " said Miraflores as his presidential
frontispiece flattened itself painfully on the hard
ground and his big portmanteau hurtled out of his
hand. Then he quietly followed the custom of the
country and dropped off to sleep.

“ Gosh ! said Pip. “We've gone an' laid him
out. Don’t matter, though! You grab that bag
and gimme a hand. We'll take him along to the
Cap’n and tell him the whole plot.”

So the President of Nodoia was hauled between
them to the dock of the Happy Haddock. The
whole Navy, including Admiral Keelson was on deck
when they arrived.

* Btap me ! " said the skipper. “ ‘Where you two
bin all this time ? You missed the revolution an’
everything, an’—Stap me ! It’s 'im—the president I'*

* President noth’n ! said Pip. * He wants to be
president but we’'ve stopped his little games. Listen,
Cap'n, he intends, to-morrow, to forge a despatch
telling you to——"

“But hes done all that!™ shrieked Cap’'n
Keelson. “He is the President!”

* Despatch for Admiral Keelson,” said a voice at
the Cap'n’s elbow.

“ Read it,” gulped Cap’n Keelson to the messenger.

The man tore open the despatch and read it out
loud. ’

Miraflores a traitor. To-night absconded with ths
state treasury to Proptclctazl. Intends to fly country
in ship. Capture him at all costs or Nodoia s ruined,

D’ArTEAGA, Vice-president.

Before the message was completed the whols
crew of the Happy Haddock had pounced on Mira-
flores’ portmantéau and torn it open. It was full
of gold and Nodoian treasury notes |

“Stap me!” gulped Admiral Keelson. * Wa
saved the country from ruin. Fall in, boys. We're
gonna march him back to Sanjango right away, an'
take a hand in this here government ourselves.’

Cap'n Keelson and his comical crew of the “ Happy

Haddock ” take a hand in the government of Nodoia

‘in next week’s screaming mirth tale. Look out for
fun and fireworks, chaps.
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THE AMAZING EXPLOITS OF THE SCIENTIFIC SLEUTH !
This Week : The Mystery of the Stolen Invention. '

ki Into the Storm.
" ASS the mustard, kid,” said Professor Bill.

* Right! Coming over, Chief!” grinned
Freddy MeNutt.

He did not pass the mustard in the ordinary way ;
he pressed a little button, and the mustard-pot went
gliding silently and mysteriously over the snowy-
white tablecloth, to halt in front of Bill's plate.

The Science Sentinel and his young assistant were
at supper in the comfortable sitting-room of their
bungalow on the roof of Krell House, in the Strand,
London’s mightiest building. Professor William
Trafford, youthful and untidy, was very different
{from one’s conception of a brilliant scientist. Yet
bhe was more than that; he was a man of practical
action, an inventor of genius, and the first man in
the world to establish himself as a science detective.

Suddenly, the opaque flower-bowl in the centre of
the table glowed with a strong, greenish light, and
the young professor looked up quickly from his
BeWSpaper.,

* Telephone, Chief,"” said Freddy.

The Science Sentinel did not move from his chair,
He merely pressed a hidden button, and spoke in a
normal veice.

* Hallo ! ” he said. ** Professor Trafford speaking.”

*“ Thank heaven I have found you at home,
professor | ' came & clear but agitated voice from

Eaten away by the Destruction
Spray the base of the giant column
collapsed. Just in time the two
sleuths soared away on the
Parachute.

the luminous flower-bowl. *“A terrible thing has
happened, and I need you at once.”
“ Who is it speaking ™ asked Bill. * But one
moment ! You are Sir William Minter, are you not 12
* Yes, yes, and I am speaking from my country
home near Netherton, Bed?ordshi.re,“ came the voice.
‘‘ My house has just been burgled, Professor Trafford ;
I was surprised by a gang of crooks led by that
’ -

. notorious criminal, Skeen. . . .

“ And your Destruction Spray ! asked
keenly. h

* They have got it ! came the groaning reply.

“ I'll be with you in half-an-hour,” said Bill, with
characteristio promptness, and he switched off.

* Are we travelling down by car, Chief ? "' asked
Freddy, leaping to his'feet.,

* Not by car—that would be too slow,” replied
Bill. * Great Scott! The childish carelcssness of
these great scientists!’ he added helplessly. I
warned Sir William Minter, & week ago, when he
demonstrated his Destruction Spray to a number of
fellow scientists. I was there, too—and so were &
number of newspaper representatives. The whole
story came out in the next day’s newspapcers.”

s remember, Chief,” said Freddy, nodding.
“ Sir Wilham has diseovered a marvellous chemical
spray which eats away solid brick and stone. I
couldn’t believe it——"!

Bill
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“ It's trne—T saw the demonstration with my own
eyes,” snapped Bill. “ But we mustn't waste time
in talking. Comet"

They went out upon the broad, flat roof of Krell
House. It was not yet eleven, and London lay, a
blaze of light, beneath them. It was a stiflingly hot
night, and black clouds were massing in the south-
west.

“ There are storms about, kid," said Bill. ** Looks
as though we might have a rough passage.”

There was a squat metal structure farther along
the roof ; but at a touch from Bill, magi 7
The rool of the structure slid bask like a shutter,
vanishing mysteriously, and the ends and sides
dropped into hidden slots. And thers steod Tevealed
a black, wicked-looking 'plane.

Leaping into the cockpit, with Freddy by his side,
Bill touched something, and the engine sprang into
life. Within a few seconds the propeller was revolving,
but there was scarcely any noise. It was more like
the powerful purr of a dynamo,

“ Hold tight ! » said Bill erisply.

He pulled a lever, and the 'plane waa catapulted
forward along a special runway ; she soared clear
of the roof, mounting like a rocket. Within a few
seconds she was two thousand feet up, heading over
the north-western suburbs of the great metropolis.

Bill kept the ’plane steadily climbing, for there
were dense storm-clouds ahead. Bill's object was to
rise above them. But the higher he flew, the more
alarming became the conditions. Vast cloud-banks,
inky black, seemed to close in round the speeding
machine, Occasionally, a vivid flash of lightmr:lgl
would tear the clouds ssunder; and at times Bi
and Freddy would be tossed and pitched by the
mighty forces of nature.

Bill's judgment, and his sense of direction, were
both uneanny. is i i i
him in the cockpit, were accurate eno H
knew his direction without them. presently,
pointing to a glow of light far below, and some
distance ahead, he announced that they were nearing
their destination.

“ That's Netherton,” he said.
place is some miles further north."”

Zizzzzzzh | A blinding, devastating flame of blue
electricity seemed to explode the clouds within five
hundred yards of the rocking 'plane ; fire, eerie and
mysterious, Elayed round the propeller and the
wing-tips. There came an ear-shattering boom, and
the thunder rolled with dread tumult.

A particularly violent storm was raging right over
Netherton, and the deserted streets were being
drenched by a cascade of water,

Zizzzz—zizazezezh | There came another flare of
lightning, and this time a fork of fire seemed to leap

“ 8ir William's
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out of the clouds and hurl itself at the 'plane. Both
Bill and Freddy felt numbed ; the machine staggered,
and a blaze of fire played round the engine and the
whirling ‘gmpeller. Out of the corner of his eye, Bill
saw the left wing ially disin te.

“* The lightning's got us, Chief ! ’ yelled Freddy.

Yellow, scorching were ing from the
engine ; they came curling back to the very
cockpit.

* Catch hold, kid—and hang on for your life ! "
shouted Bill. 2

. Freddy found himself clutching at a cold metal
ring. He was dizzy, for the 'plane had gone into &
deadly spinning dive.

Suddenly, Freddy felt a jerk. He canght a glimpsa
of something black and huge, which billowed out.
In a great flare of I.i%htning he recognised it ; and by
this time he and Professor Bill wgre clear of the
doomed ’plane. ©

Bill had used an emergency parachute; it had
opened well, and now, tossed in the storm wind, the
pair were dropping.

The Pillar of Death !

RASH-BOOOM-000000M ! The thunder was

like the explosion of an ammunition dump ; it

half-stunned the B8cience Sentinel and his
assistant as they were tossed about amid the wind
and rain.
* Pity about the old bus—but we ought to Le with
Sir William in good time,” seid Bill, with all hws
customary coolness. “ Hang on, kid. It won't be
long before we hit.”

“ I'm all right, Chief,”” panted Freddy.

The parachute was unusually large, for it had been
designed by Professor Bill to sup the weight of
two men. Bill had seen, with relief, that the wind
was driving them clear of the town. They would
probably land somewhere on the outskirts, and . . .

But no! The wind, by some freak of the storm,
had changed about. Bill now saw that the parachute
was drifting over the big central square “of
the town, and he had a quick hope that they
would land in the ornamental gardens, in the square’s
centre.

But, towering up from those gardens, there was
an immense pillar of stone—a great column with a
carved marble group at the top, representing soldiers
in action. It was, in fact, the famous Victory
Monument of Netherton—a Column which even
dwarfed the famous Nelson Column in Trafalgar
Square.

And the parachute was drifiing down—straight
towards it !

** Grab something, kid 1" yelled Bill.

Tate was against them. They seemed to be

* clearing the columm, but at the last second an eddy

of wind sent the parachute swerving sideways.

Crash ! 'They struck heavily on the stone parapet
at the top of the monument, and Professor Bill
clutched at the stonework about him, gaining a firm
hold. Freddy staggered, slipped, and would have
hurtled to death but for his companion’s coolnesa
and swiftness of action. Bill flung out an arm,
%rabbed Freddy's clothing, and draglged him back
rom the nbf'sa. The parachute, falling I:::lp ly,
festooned itself about the carved figures, and clung
there, flattened to the marble by the drenching rain.
Professor Bill undid the fastenings, and
himself and Freddy.

“ Phew ! That was near enough for me, kid," said
Bill, with relief.

They were safe for the time being ; but the Science
Sentinel was ex; rated by this culminating stroke
of bad luck. He and Freddy, marooned at the top
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of the Victory Monument, might be compelled to
remain there for hours.

Their fall had attracted no attention, for .the
streets were deserted. Not a soul in the town knew
of their plight, and amid such a tumult of thunder
and driving rain it would be futile to shout. In any
case, there was no way in which they could be
immediately rescued. The tallest fire-escape could
not reach them.

“ Well, we're dished; we can't do anything to
help Bir William,” muttered Bill gruffly.

alley, and stogpcd alongside a great, new, concrete
building which looked like a bank, or a block of
modern offices.

“ Look, kid ! "’ he muttered tensely.

In a blazing, prolonged flash of lightning they saw
masked men dismount from the car; and whilst
three or four stood on guard at the alley’s exit, two
others were holding a strange-looking instrument

inst the bare concrete of the great building.

* Great Scott | It's the crooks | ™ gasped l-greddy,
realising the truth of the situation in a flash.
“ They've gobt Bir William Minter's Destruction
Spray—and they're using it in front of our very eyes,
and we can do nothing | ™

* * * » -

OD SKEEN and his gang had intended to get

R clear away from Netherton that night; but as

soon as the storm had broken, Skeen had turned
back.

For this was an opportunity in‘a thousand ! The
semi-flooded streets ﬂ:d sent every pedestrian for
cover; even the buses and most private cars had
stopped, owing, to the difficulty of seeing in the
blinding, rain.

And there, in the centre of the town, wag the great

% new building of the Central Counties Bank !

* Boys,” said Rod Skeen, “it's a cinch! We'll
break this bank wide open, and give Netherton
something to remember us by."”

The Destruction Spray instrument was shaped
something like an oxygen cylinder, and quite capable
of being held by one man. Projecting from its
nose there was a long nozzle, with a control lever
in a handy position for operating.

Sisssssss-sissssss | To the accompaniment of
the rolling thunder, a spray of invisible chemical
shot out from the instrument’s
nozzle. It looked something
like smoke, and it was sent
with terrific - force against
the concrete wall of the bank.

The effect was magical ; it
even startled Rod Skeen,
who already knew, from the
reports, what an extra-
ordinary invention it was,

The wsolid econcrete dis-
appenred as though by magie,
Iv dul not merely melt, like
hot butter before a flame,
but wvanished into nothing-
ness. A round gap began to

show itself in the wall—a
hole twenty-four inches in
diameter, almost circular, the
same shape, in fact, as the
Epray.

In less than one minute the
two-foot wall was completely

ing crash Professor Bill

on top of the crooks.

THE SLEUTH FROM THE SKY.—With a splinter-
and Freddy smashed
through the glass dome of the bank, landing right

penetrated, and Skeen gave
& low cry of triumph,

*“ We're a8 good as in,
H boys!” he gloated. * We
o can’t go wrong now . . .”

* What about the parachute !’ asked Freddy.
* It’s still all right. Couldn’t we drop the rest of
the way 1"

* Too risky,” said Bill. “ There are buildings
everywhere, and it's even odds that we should break
our necks.”

He watched, idly at first, a big closed car which

lashed its way along the road at the north side of

square. Instead of continuing along the side of
the main street, the car turned sharply into a narrow

He broke off, his jaw
dropping. For a second he thought he was witnessing
some freak of the storm. A tiny point of fire, like
an orange ball, had come hurtling down from the
upper air. It struck one of the sentries, and scemed
to explode in a blaze of lightning. The man fell prone.

And Professor Bill, on the top of the Victory
Monument, ehuckled. He was using his own patent
electrio gun. It was a modern improvement on the
revolver—for whilst it rendered its vietims helpless,
paralysed, it did mot kill. Instead of a bullet, it sont
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forth an electric discharge, like a miniature fire ball.
" * l}]ull‘n-eye first time, kid,"” said Professor Bill
appily.

e took aim again, and he pulled the trigger, and
another of those * electric bulleta ' went speeding
on its way. Again the aim was trus ; another sentry
was struck as though by lightning, and he fell like a
log to the wet pavement.

But this time Rod Skeen had followed the direction
of the fire ball, and he saw, too, the figure of Professor
Bill outlined in a lightning flash.

“ Gosh! It's Trafford, the Science 'Tec!' he
gritted. ** There's no other man who could act in
this way. Get to cover, you guys! This bird's
poison ! "’

An inspiration came to him. Ha did not know how
Professor Bill came to be at the top of the great
eolumn, but as he saw that stons monument, he saw

* Take the spray, Nick!" he snspfled. “We've
got this Trafford guy where wo want him ! "

He repeated his orders, and two of his men went
running across the flooded road, the rain beating
down upon them. They plunged into the ornamental
gardens, and reached the great base of the mighty
Column.

Sissssssssash ! The spray commenced its work,
and the stone melted wvisibly.

“ She's going ! "' gasped ome of the men. * Quick
—we'd better get back !

They raced away across the square, and in their
rear they heard a groanifig and a grinding, and they
knew that the Column was about to fall.

At the top, Professor Bill and Freddy MecNutt
knew it, too. Bill took a chanes. Like lightning he
had freed the parachute and grasped it firmly
It was the only chance now. Befors, the risk had
not been worth taking, but now it waa either this or
certain death.

** Grab hold, kid ! " yelled Bill.

They allowed the wind to send the parachute
billowing out. And at the same second the Vietory
Column rocked away from beneath their feet. They
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were dragged off the parapet by the wind, aad
carried away, :rhirlifg in the rain and gale.
* * *

" HERE she goes ! " gloated Rod Skeen,
The Vietory Monument fell d:st a3 a groab
factory chimney will, after steeplejacks
have done their work. For a second the oo’umn
swayed, then it reeled right over, and midway in
its fall it split in the centre.
raaaaaaaacaaash /| The destruction wrought was
terrific. Those thousands of tons of stone fell acrosa
the other A)art. of the square—opposite to the bank.
Shops and buildings were rveapucﬂd to pulp, and
electric light standards were destroyed by the dozen.
Almost within a couple of minutes, escaping gas and
fused electric wires caused flames to leap from
a dozen different places. A whole row of shops and
offices were set afire, and the alarm spread like magic.
No attention was paid to the other side of the
uare—where the crooks now had a clear field.
y penetrated the bank, and they advanced into
the great central lobby.

- . - - i

ITH a shivering, splintering erash of glass.

Professor Bill a Freddy went hurtling

through a great, domed skylight. As Bl
had feared from the first, they had fallen on top of
one of the buildings, and it seemed that death was
near.

By an amazing stroke of fate, they had landed on
the bank building, and now they dropped like stonea
—to be pulled up mercifully by the parachute ropes,
which had got entangled amongst the iron girders
of the broken skylight.

That dome surmounted the central lobby of the
bank—into which the crooks had just pemetrated.
All around there was an imposing marble staircase,
and elevators, too. The buildin .ai hough impressive,
was mnot particularly high. %‘hus. when Bill ahd
Freddy pulled up with a jerk, hanging on to the

chute ropes, they were only a com{;aratively fow

feet above Kod Skeen and his men. Glass had fallen -

in cascades, and the crooks had scattered wildly—
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thinking that when the monument fell, the building
had been struck by lightning. .
In a flash, the Science Sentinel took in the situation.
* Come on, Freddy ! he shouted. * We've got

them ! "

He dropped, releasing himself from the parachuta—

landing farly and squarely upon the shoulders of

. Both went rolling over, Skeen cursing.-
As Bill leapt to his feet, he caught a glimpse of
Freddy alighting, and in a moment he waa by
Freddy’s side, and his electric gun was out.

“ Hands up, Skeen !” he said coolly. * I've got

ou!”

“ Trafford ! »* gritted Skeen, and his fingers crooked
round the tr:%ar of his gun.

Puff! Bill's gun spoke first; a fireball leapt
across the short distance, and Rod Skeen, screaming,
fell back smothered in & dozen electric flashes.

Freddy, quick to take advantage of the confusion,
had leapt forward and seized the Destruction Spray.
He turned the nozzle of it on the other crooks.

“ Move a foot, and I'll turn this handle !' he
threatened.

It was enough ; the crooks flung their guns down
and surrendered.

. . . - *

T was another triumph for Professor Bill, for ha

returned the Destruction Spray to the grateful

Sir William Minter, and handed over the desperatq
gang to the police.

The Sleuth of the Seas is coming next ';o:!

Scar with his nameless crew of the ‘' Scavenger '’ ia
another unusual 'tec tale of the briny.
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THE BOY SLEUTH WITH A WATER PISTOL. Final Complete Tale in this Grand
Detective Series Featuring The Taxi Tec and Wolfgang.

i Kidnappers Abroad.
® 1’M going ter drive the ME 2, Ginger ! ™
3 " No, yer ain't ! I am ! Tiny said I could !
Almost since dawn a motley crowd of excited
Fyoungsters had been streaming into the underground
garage in the Euston Road where Tiny Tom Hinton,
the Taxi "Tee, plied his double-barrelled trade. The
good-natured little eleuth was taking the boys from
the Taxi Drivers’ Orphanage for their annual treat
to the Fun City at Tidemouth Bay, and it generally
proved an exciting and strenuous experience.

The boys were all of an age to be clamorous and
self-assertive. Even the armless beggar who stood
outside the garage smiled at their animated conver-
sation as they all filed inside.

“ All O.K., Smutty ? ** grinned Tiny.

“ A couple more ter come yet, mate,” replied the
mechanic.

**We haven't got too much time,”” remarked
Tiny, glancing at his wateh. “ I'd better go out and
see if they’re on the way.”

He strolled out into the Euston Road, and paused
to drop some coppers into the tray suspended from
the armless beggar's neck. At that moment a taxi-cab
glided up to the kerb, and a well-dressed man and an
equally smart ten-year-old boy, with a jolly, freckled
face, jumped out. The boy was such a marked
_contrast to the ragged youngsters he had been
welcoming that Tiny stared in astonishment.

The beggar also noticed the wealthy appearance
of the newcomers, and shuffled forward, whining :
** Spare a copper for a poor 'armless bloke wot 'as
lost *is harms | **

While the gentleman fumbled for a eoin, his taxi,

" DEATH IN LAUGHTERLAND!

which had rofled off, was replaced by another—from
which two masked men leapt out on to the pavement !

One of them swung a spanner in the air, and struck
the stranger a erushing blow on the back of the head.
He collapsed in a limp heap. At the same time the
other ruffian grabbed the startled boy by the arms
and tried to hustle him into the cab.

Tt had all happened so suddenly that even Tiny
was taken by surprise. But in a flash the instinct
of the sleuth asserted itself. Darting forward, he
grasped the struggling boy, and with his free hand
whipped out his famous water-pistol and shot its
contents into the kidnap?et's face. Blinded by the
powerful jet, the man relaxed his grip and toppled
backwards into the cab.

Tiny swung round to deal with the other fellow,
when the beggar, rushing up and down shrieking :
 Police ! police | ** crashed nto bhim and sent him
gtaggering to one gide.

By the time that he had recovered himself both
erooks had Mbh:néndt’fm the ::et:i which :{:aretiﬂc;ﬁ
at lightning speed, i among the traffie.

Algcoupia of excited po].};!e):nen speedily ap
on the stene, but Tiny knew that there was little
hope of capturing the would-be snatchers.

“ Tt’s too late 1 '! he declared. ** They’ve got away
—thanks to that blundering idiot of a beggar!"

A few minutea later, seated on the running-board
of the ME 2 inside his garage, he was listening to &
sensational story. The ?:ntlema.n. who had
recovered from the blow, explained that he was Bir
Walter Wellerby, the well-known millionaire racing-
motorist, and the boy Wally was his only son, now
on holiday from Eton.
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* Would you helieva there could be a ruffian so
cold-hearted as to make capital out of a father's
affection ? ' demanded Sir Walter. * My life has
been made miserable by a scoundrel called Felix
Wolfgang ! '

* What ? "' exclaimed Tiny.

“ You know him ? He has threatened to kidnap
my son unless I pay him a million pounds! The
police admit they are almost powerless, and the only
thing they can suggest is that you take care of Wally
until they can lay this fiend by the heels."

Tiny was thoughtful. *“ Well, S8ir William,” he
muttered. ‘I will do my best to look after your
son,”’
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been awarded the place of honour bezide Tiny, who
sat behind the steering-wheel.

* Gosh | ** gasped the Eton boy. “ This old bua
is & scorcher ! Can I take the wheel, Tiny ? "’

“ I'm afraid not,”’ smiled the Taxi 'Tec. * You
might want to knock up the speed to a hundred
m.P.h."

“ You ’arf promised to let me drive 'er, Tiny,"”
complained Ginger. “* I told that old beggar I waa
goin’ ter take the ME 2 down to the Fun City."”

“ You told whom ? ** cried Tiny.

*“ That ole beggar. 'E was a rummy cove
chuckled Ginger. *‘ ’E’s a ventriloquist,-an’ "e kept
us in fits !

Tiny turned pale. What .a fool he had
been! The armless beggar was probably
Felix Wolfgang, the Tiger Man, and he knew
that they were going to spend the day at the
Fun City !

Bl

Smutty’s Misfortune,

HE treat was such a howling
success from the start that
Tiny almost forgot his

qualms after an hour or two
of riotous fun at the wvast
Pleasure Ground in Tidemouth
Bay. And young
Wally Wellerby en-
joyed  himself aa
much as any of them.

Tiny was a great
host; and Smutty
provided much
amusement by con-
tinually saying that
he wanted to have
his fortune told.

“I want ter ‘ear
that I'm going to get
through six fortunes
and marry the Queen
o' Sheba!’” he de-
clared. *‘ But p'raps
I should only be told

Indian's voice.

The moment the millionaire had gons, however,
Tiny looked at Smutty, and then at the rows of
wondering faces regarding him from the taxi and
lorry. ** Well, this about puts the lid on our treat |
he remarked glumly.

“ Why, mate ?" demanded Smutty. * If you
arsts my advice you'll carry on wiv it. Dreas Wally
up like one of these 'ere kids, and 'e'll be as safe as
‘ouses.”’

Tiny sprang to his feet. “ By Jove!' he
exclaimed. * For once in a while your advice is
quite sound, old lad ! Here, sonny,"” he turned to
Wally, *“ get out of those swell togs and pretend
you're a cabby’s orPhan i

Wally grinned. “* I say, what fun !’ he chuckled.
Then his face fell. “ I don't like leaving my old
school muffler behind, though,” he remarked, as he
unwound several yards of brightly coloured scarf
from his neck.

* I'll wear it for yer, mate ! *" chimed in a grubby-
faced youngster known as Ginger. * I'd like to be &
toff for a change ! ™

An hour or so later two merry éar-loads of youthful
fun and jollity were howling along the main road
towards Tidemouth Bay. Wally and Ginger had

At that moment Smutty’s hands were seized from behind
and the point of a knife pricked his chest.

Y to beware of a- tall,
: dark man!'
It was a true word

¢ spoken in jest. Not
even Tiny’s keen ayes
had noticed the two sinister-looking men who had
been shadowing the party.

Suddenly Smutty stopped in front of a large,
striped tent, which, according to the lagend above
the entrance, was the mysterious lair of *“ Rajah
Sinji, the Indian Mystic,” who offered to read the
future for sixpence.

“'Ere! I'm going in to ’ear the worst!" pro-
claimed the jovial mechanie.

“ Well, hurry up,” laughed Tiny. * We'rs all
going on the Scenic Railway now. Meet us at the
other end ! ™

The clamorous party trailed off under Tiny's
guidance, and Smutty, parting the curtains, peered
into the mystic glocom of the tent.

* Come in,” said a deep, sepulchral voice.

A dark-skinned man swathed in the robes of an
Indian rajah was seated cross-legged on a pile of
silken cushions. In a few moments he was studying
Smutty's somewhat soiled palm and gazing into a
crystal.

* You must beware of a tall, dark man,” muttered
the seer. ‘ He has only one arm, and his name—I
cannot read it distinetly.”

1
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* "Ere !’ stammered Smutty uneasily.
all this abaht 1

** If you will permit 1;'om‘uelf to be blindfolded,”
went on Rajah Sinji, ** 1 will cast a spell on you and
you will be able to see your enemy in a vision ! **

Before Smutty eould protest, a red silken scarf
was bound securely round his eyes by somebody
standing behind him,

** The name,”* boomed the voice of the mystic, ** is
Felix Wolfgang ! "

Smutty leapt to his feet. But ere he could rip off
the bandage his wrists were seized behind him in a
vicious grip, and the sharp point of a knife pricked his

“ Wot's

“ If you call out you are a dead man ! ** snarled
the Rajah.

The next instant the scarf was torn from his eyes,
and he found himself staring at Felix Wolfgang,
who had cast eside his borrowed robes. Two
ruffianly men were pinioning his arms bechind his
back.

The Tiger Man pressed the long, curving knife
which he grasped in his single hand against the

mechanic’s breast. “ Tell me which is Wally
Wellerby among all those brats | ™ he hissed.
“Go ter blazes!' retorted Smutty fearlessly.

“Very well. I have a means of foreing you to
tell,” continued Wolfgang. “ Gag him, Jake. Fix
his ankles, too. We shall have to work quickly, or

29

Railway, he instantly grasped the significance of thia
mysterious journey.

“Drop him there!” Wolfgang ; and his
confederates dumped the helpless mechanie on to the
track at the bottom of a steep dip that was hidden
from the eyes of the public.

“Now, you obstinate ass,’” hissed Woli 1
stooping over him and wrenching off the gag, “ wi
you tell me how to identify that young whelp ™

Smutty set his lips. “Garmm! 'Op it!™ he
jeered.

“ Do you know what you are doing ! " asked the
crook in a menacing tone. ‘' You are sending, Tiny
and all the brats to their death! They will be
coming in the next ear—young Wellerby
them—and when it hits you they will all be shot
the edge to be smashed to fragments a hundred feet
below | Now will you tell me—before it's too late 122

Smutty twisted in anguish on the rails, unable to
make up his mind. Then suddenly he gasped out:
*“ Orl right ! You win, you lgw skunk | You'll know
'im by the pink scarf ’e's wearing | *

It cost him an effort to saenfice poor Ginger in
this way, but he reflected that the little Cockney
would be less likely to suffer at Wolfgang’s hands
than Wally Wellerby.

Woligang grinned triumphantly, and was about to

ignal his men to remove Smutty from the rails
W] a chorus of wild, delighted shrieks rent the air,

GOING WITH A SWING.—As the swing-boat
swooped towards the roundabout, Wolfgang
faunchea himself from the rocf and his
single hand clutched at the edge of the boat.

seesastiannee

someone may discover that fellow.” He indicated
the real rajah, whose unconscious form lay half-
concealed among the jons.

In a few moments Smutty mlmed and bound
hand and foot. Then Woll] 1 a flap at the
Mofmmi..ﬂnﬁhmo ‘ndainnua oosdudmhm tes
picked up the hel anic earri im out
mto anuel::cloud space.

With Wolfgang leading, the little party speedily
made its way towards the towering supports at the
back of the Scenic Railway. The one-armed crook
had evidently planned the coup in advance, for he
flung open a door in the vast backeloth of the
erection, revealing a flight of rough wooden steps.

‘* All clear | ™ he whispered, turning to the others.
“1 settled the man in charge.”

When they eventually carried Smutty out throngh
another low doorway on to the rails of the Scenie

and the wooden structure vibrated with the thunder
of approaching wheels.

The Man-Hunt.

EAVING Smutty to enter the .fortune-le!ler'a
tent, Tiny had steered, his vociferous charges
towards the turnstile of the Bcenic Railway.
“How many can we get in one car 1"’ he asked the
smiling attendant.
“ Eleven, sir,” said the man, ..'f.d ‘h}eil_'l mdt}el?ly
red at Tiny. * Bay, aren't you Tom Hinton
e Why, if |yt inn‘i.—{-—" Tiny checked the name
that rose to his lips. The man was none other than
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Inspector Cassidy of Scotland Yard—in disguise.
* What are you doing here ? "

“We understand that Felix Wolfgang has been seen,”’
replied the inspector in a low tone. ‘‘ We suspect a
raid on one of the pay-desks, and as this place takes
the most cash, I'm just waiting !’

* He's after bigger game than that !’ remarked
Tiny. ‘ Look here, Cassidy, it's lucky I met you.
These kids want me to drive the car; can it be
arranged 1

“Sure thing ! "’ returned the disguised inspector:
and, explaining the position to the driver of the next
car due to leave, he ushered Tiny and eleven of his
young charges into it.

The air rang with delighted yells as the car glided
off and swooped up and down.

“ Enjoying it, Wally ? "’ Tiny shouted, turning to
the boy at his side.

“ Wally ain’t 'ere,” replied Ginger uncomfortably.
“'E said he didn't wanner come, so I changed places
wiv him."”

The news was so disturbing that Tiny hardly noticed
the lightning swerves and descents of the wild ride.
But as they whirled breathlessly to the crest of a
mountainous rise, and saw an equally precipitous
descent unrolling beneath them, Ginger gave a shrielc
of alarm—and clutched his wrist.

“Stop!” heyelled. *“Thers'sa bloke on the line!"

Tiny’s heart missed a beat as he saw a motionless
form lying in the cup of the wvalley immediately
below them. He cast a frenzied glance on all sides
to see if there was any possible chance of averting
the catastrophe. His eyes caught the gleam of water.
Tt was the Water-Chute pool lying below them on
one side of the Scenic Railway.

Realising that they would all probably be killed,
anyway, he gave a violent wrench at the stecring-
wheel. In a flash the loaded car left the rails and
shot into the air like a torpedo.

The next moment, with a sound like thunder, the
water went up all round them in a blinding sheet ;
and everything was blotted out.

As he came to the surface Tiny was relieved to
see other heads bobbing about him.

The ear had, of course, disappeared, but already
the pool was alive with craft, a8 various watermen
pushed out the emergency boats to pick up the
BUTVIVOIS,

When Tiny at length stood dripping on the bank
amongst a crowd of wet but cheerful boys, he turned
urgently to one of the rescuers. “ How many ! " he
panted.

The man made a hasty count. “ Ten," he replied.
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“ Only one lost. That’s poor little Ginger. I sup-
pose we are lucky,” muttered Tiny gloomily, * Tell
them to stop the Scenic Railway at once. There’s a
boy on the lines ! !

* No, there ain't, mate,” said a voice at his elbow,
and Smutty appeared. * That was me. Wolfgang
tried to do me in, but I just bin released by one of
the carpenters.”

“ Then where’s Wally ? ”’ gasped Tiny.

At that critical moment a loud and indignant yell
made everybody turn.

“No, yer don't ! ’Op it, I tell yer! I ain't Wally
Wallaby, nor Kenneth Kangaroo, neither | "

Tiny gave a gasp—and began running. A man
who had joined in the rescue work in a motor-
launch was struggling with young Ginger soma
distance away. He had grasped the boy's bright
muffler, but Ginger, hastily twisting round, eluded
him—for the man was handicapped by having ouly
one arm !

 After him, everybody ! "’ shouted Tiny. “ That’s
the man who caused the smash ! "

Wolfgang saw that the game was up and he took
to his heels. In a flash the boys from the Taxi
Drivers’ Orphanage were in full ery after the escaping
crook.

Wolfgang made for the thickest part of the pleasure
ground, hoping to escape among the numerous side-
shows. Tiny, however, rapidly overhauled him and
stretched out a hand to seize his shoulder. But the
crook twisted to one side and leapt straight into tha
saddle of a wooden horse rotating round a merry-go-
round !

Tiny stumbled, and nearly fell ; and by the timas
he had regained his balance the cunning crook had
been whirled round to the other side. The Taxi Teo
put on a burst of speed, and rounded the whirligig
just in time to prevent Wolfgang from leaping clear—
and the crook was forced to remain on the horse and
continue his circular career !

‘ Stop the machine !’’ roared Tiny, making his
voice heard above the din of the mechanical musie,

As the revolving animals slowed down, Ginger,
who had come pelting up with the rest of ** the pack,’”
gave a rousing.shout,

The crook was scrambling up among the supports,
making rapid progress in spite of his armless sleava,

and in & few moments he had reached the tawdry

wooden canopy.

“ Treed ! " muttered Tiny grimly.
him now ! :

But he had reckoned without TFelix Wolfgang.
The swings were situated near by, and one of the
boats, worked to its maximum arc by two hearty
youths, spun every now and then to within a fow
feet of the roof of the merry-go-round.

Just as Tiny was beginning to clamber up the
supports, Wolfgang saw his chance. The moment
that the boat was launched on its journey towarda
him, he flung himself from the roof and clutched out
with his single powerful hand. A gasp of amazement
went up from the crowd below as they saw the
crook’s perilous feat crowned with success. The
next instant, hanging by one hand to the flying-boat,
he sailed through the air above their heads, to drop
lightly to the ground at the bottom of the boat’a
swing and sped away.

& groud heavens ! the man is a wizard ! "' gasped
Tiny. ‘ After him, boys ! "

Once more the pack was in full ery. Woligang
twisted and turned past the sice shows and at lasé
dashed into the car.park, leapt aboard an empty
car and started the engine.

With a shattering roar the car lurched forward
and swung out through the gates of the car-park,

(Continucd on page 32.)

“ We've got
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THE LATEST FLYING MACHINE &5t imcnins

AEROPLANES DON'T REALLY FLY!

“Enterthe

That is the Startling Statement of the

Famous Sky Pilot who describes a Machine that really will, below, Boys.

HAT'S a big fellow coming over, mighty quiet
too. You can’t hear a sound ; suppose he's got
his engines switched off. All the same, where

does he keep his airscrews ! Can't see any at all myself,
can you ? It’s too big for just one of those glider
fellows, but it looks as if that’s what he is. Wonder
if he's coming down—not a bad sort of place for an
ordinary ’plane—but no use for a glider, there's
nowhere for him to jump off,

He is coming down! Can you see how his wings
seem to be moving, there, now as he makes a turn,
you can see the edge of the wing
opening out just like feathers. Here,
we’ll stick tight, this looks like some-
thing new, with a vengeance !

There, he's down, on landing
wheels all right, not much run
either, but of course they all have
brakes in their landing wheels now.
Here’s the owner, getting out, so far
he looks Jike anyone else, nothing to
worry about there ! Looks as if he
wants us as well, we'd better go and
see what he wants.

“ Hi, young fellows! Are you
game for a new experience

*“All depends on what it is, sir,
Some of the new things don’t always
turn out as well after a bit! We're
always willing to have a go, all the
game,"”

 Oh, there’s nothing dangerous in
my new machine here, and 1 thought
perhaps you'd care to come up for
a flight.””

The two chums locked at each
other ; it couldn’t be true! To be
invited to go up in a "plane, and that
& super bus ags this one clearly was—
well'! They certainly would, and
were ready to take any chance.
Without delay, they made for the
machine.

““We thought perhaps, you'd come
down for petrol, sir, but there's no

pumps about here, nowhere nearer than Soundford,
five miles cross country.”

“ Petrol? No, nasty smelly stuff; wouldn’t do for
me—nor oil, though I use a drop of lubricating il
here and there. We only use water, and not much of
that, either. The fact is, we are actually the first
Flying Machine. Nobody has ever flown before this
machine, which we call the Ornithopteryx, came on
the scene. She only took to her wings to-day, and
you two chaps are the first passengers.”

The boys climbed into’ the cabin, and a complete
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surprise awaited them. Here was no confined cabin
space, but a wide covered deck, glass on three sides,
and some kind of translucent framework. The roof
was glass, and in thé centre was a large round table.
On this could be seen all the country round, some-
thing like a pictorial map. Camera Obscura, of
eourse, but what a jolly good one.

A man was in the nose of the machine, and in
front of him was a sort of keyboard, just like a piano.
The other controls were much the same as those of
an ordinary ’plane, but above the keyboard were
rows of gauges with pointers. There was absolutely
no sign of engines, no smell of oil.

The engineer pulled a small lever on either side of
his perch, and with a throbbing which turned to a
deep-throated hum, the great machine rolled smoothly
forward at a good speed. On her carriage wheels,
the pilot explained.

Then the wonderful things began to happen. The
pointers on the dials had been showing increased
pressures, and when they passed a red mark on the
dials the engineer slowly drew forward another pair
of levers on either side of the first two. Instantly the
two main wings began a rhythmic up-and-down
movement, just like a giant bird's wings.

The dial pointers were showing nearly maximum
pressure, when our two young friends, looking out
of one of the side windows, suddenly realised that
they were nearly a hundred feet off the ground.
What’s more, they seemed to be making a fair speed.

The beating of the wings was still going on slowly,
but quite-silently. The pilot, who had been watching
the altimeter and air-speed dials, gave an order to
Akroyd, who then put the landing wheels lever to
neutral. Then as the altimeter showed 350 feet, he
put the wings to “ maximum progress noutral.” At
this position, power was cut off.

“ Now, I'll show you how to fly,” said the pilot.
Seating himself at the keyboard, he began to watch
the dials keenly. If one pointer flickered back, he
pressed the nearest key, if it advanced too far, he
pressed a key on the niposita side. As the boys
watched, he told them that the keys were in three
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sections, each controlling the movement of a large
sort of twisting feather in the wings. There wers
44 keys, black ones, on the starboard side, to control
the feathers on that wing. In the centre were 22
white keys controlling the tail feathers, while thers
were 44 more black keys to work the port side wing
feathers.

“And that's all,” said the pilot, * we just use the
wing power to get up off the ground, and afterwards;
by playing with the power of the winds which a.lwnn{l
blow, make them lift us as high as we like. We only
need a wing pressure of 7 pounds to the square inch;
and that’s easy. The red mark on the dial shows 7;
and when the pointers reach that, we know we're
off the ground.”

“ What we’ve been wondering, sir, is how your
wings are driven.” ' ¢

“ Quite simply. We combine small quantities of
hydrogen and oxygen together, and as you know,
an electric spark brings about the union which
converts them into water. The energy set up is the
power which drives the beating wings. By the way,
vou're Soundford College chaps, aren’t you ?

* That's right, sir.”

“ What about landing on the playing fields ? "

What & chance! The pilot turned the machine
with his rudder wheel, and all the keys on the star-
board side went down together, by themselves,
automatic wing-tip control he explained.

As the College buildings hove in sight, they could
see the crowds of fellows with faces upturned te
watch this new machine, which swung round to drop
into the big cricket field.

There was not the slightest thud or any other
indication that the machine had touched ground,
but the pilot showed them that every one of the
pressure gauges indicated its maximum.

Can’t you see our two fellows stepping it out
of the cabin, with all the chaps around ?

Our Science Expert will be here again next week in
another ripping chat. Look out for an entirely new
series of articles on how to make things.

KIDNAPPERS OF FUN CITY

(Continued from page 30.)
“Look out!" warned Tiny, as he saw it racing
straight for him; and he leapt to one side. The
crowd parted as the car saurged towards them and
flashed out through the exit of the Fun City in a
cloud of blue vapour.

“ He's not free yet ! rapped out Tiny. * Where’s
the ME 2 ¢ He raced for the space where he had
parked his shabby old racing-cab—and then recoiled
with a gasp. The ME 2 had vanished !

“ Bomebody’s pinched the ole bus, Tiny ! cried
Smutty. “’'Ere, 'op in the lorry.”

Tiny did not need to be told twice. He sprang for
the driving-seat, Smutty gave the crank-handle a
couple of sharp turns and the engine thundered into
life. The next moment the Taxi 'Tec was driving
the lorry out through the exit, with Smutty mounted
on the running-board.

As they reached the road they saw Wolfgang dis-
appearing round a bend in his stolen car. Tiny’s
foot went down hard on the accelerator, and the
lorry zoomed along in noisy pursuit.

Fortunately, they came out on to a narrow road
winding in and out through the downs so that Wolf-
gang was unable to go all out. Suddenly Smutty
g:v a warning bellow. Round the wrong side of a

nd a few hundred yards ahead flashed a familiar
vehicle, skidded across towards the other bark,
righted itself by a miracle and then came zigzagging
at colossal speed towards the fleeing crook.

“ Great heavens above !’ gasped Tiny. * There'll
be a smash !| That’s the ME 2 1%

It was—and the reckless, red-cheeked driver was
young Wally Wellerby !

He had just succeeded in knocking the speed of
the cab up to ninety when he found himself rushing
towards ‘golfgang’s car. The crook, half paralysed
with fright, gave a frantic wrench at' the steering-
wheel to avert a head-on collision. His stolen car
skidded into a ditch with a rending crash, and turned
over, its wheels whirring in the air.

Tiny, acting with lightning decision, drew into
the side of the road, to allow the speed-cab to flash
f&st like & meteor, missing them by a hair’s breadth.

t drew up with a scream of brakes forty yardas
further on, and Wally, white-faced and panic-
stricken, sprang down from the seat. He came
running to the scene of the accident.

“1 say, that’s torn it | " he gasped, as he found
Tiny and Smutty bending over the unconscious form
of Felix Wolfgang. *“I—I thought I'd Blig away
i:l-nd ha;va a trial spin in your bus. Hawve I killed

im 1’

* Unfortunately, no,” was the Taxi *Tec’s astonish-
ing answer. * But you've captured Felix Wolfgang, -
the Tiger Man, and that’s something that I haven’t
been able to do myself | ™"

The Tiger_ Man safe under lock and key at last. But

still the Taxi 'Tec goes on with his amazing sleutih

work. More ripping yarns of Tiny Tom Hinton
coming soon.
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GIGANTIC NEW EPIC OF THE AIR! Mystery and Daring in the Clouds.

IMMY HART,
smiling, fair-
haired ace of the

air, joined the

8.0.8. Squadron, &

bunch of daredevil

fighters formed by

Captain Vane to

combat Zinberg in

his dastardly plot
to conquer the
world.  With the
plotter was the

: Secret Council of

Five, rulers of the mystic land of Tibet, who were

ready to launch against the white races the millions

of yellow men they controlled.

Time and again Zinberg tried to smash the 8.0.8,
Squadron from the skies, but in vain. He at last
suecceded in capturing Vane and Jimmy. Ere he
could wreak his vengeance on them, however, the
remainder of Vane’s squadron appeared and bombed
the plotter’s base. :

Vane and Jimmy escaped in one of Zinberg’s
*planes, only_to be involved in an air fight with some
of Zinberg’s scouts. Since the machine Vane had
taken was only a single-seater, Jimmy travelled on
the undercarriage, thus giving Vane a free hand.

Suddenly, during the fight, Wolfe swooped down,
thundering wing-tip to wing-tip with Vane, and
pointed frantically to Vane's undercarriage.

Vane's heart missed a beat. Something had
happened to Jimmy.

Smashing the Bombers.

\ JANE'S first thought was to pull clear of the fight,
8o evening up, he gave his fighting scout open
throttle, and thundered away towards the south.

Wolfe went with him, flying almost wing-tip to
wing-tip, his eyes behind their goggles fixed on Vane’s
undercarriage. A burst of bullets from Zinberg’s
had shattered the struts of one side of the under-
carriage, and Jimmy was hanging precariously on
the broken, straining woodwork. Xny moment it
would give, and the young ace would hurtle to his
death.

There was no time to make Vane understand
Jimmy’s terrible position. Wolfe would have to
trust to luck—and to his own flying skill—to save
the lad.

He pointed first to Jimmy and then to his own
empty rear cockpit. In a fever of anxiety, he repeated
the gesture, and the second time Vane nodded to
indicate that he understood.

Wolfe pushed forward his control stick, and

ressing on the rudder bar, swerved down under
Eane’a scout. Inch by inch he crept in towards the

~ undercarriage, h?ing that Vane would keep a

straight course. And all the time he kept his eyes
fixed on the ehattered undercarriage, that scemed to
be giving, cracking. . . .

he

5.0.5.

Squadron

NSRS SNSRI RN NG E NN RN,

You'll Enjoy Every Word of This
Wondrous Flying Yarn, Chums.

By HAMILTON SMITH

I-Ill-lllll.lllIIIIIIll.llllllllI.lIl..lill.lll.lA

Suddenly the single strut supporting Jimmy
snapped. The lad dropped helplessly . . . dropped
straight into the rear cockpit of Wolfe's 'plane as
he roared below.

“ Okay ? " yelled Wolfe,

“ Yes, thanks,” replied Jimmy, througlh set teeth.

With a triumphant roar of high-powered engine,
Wolfe pushed forward his control stick, then yanked
it back and swooped up in front of Vane. By signa
Wolfe made his leader understand what had happened,
and a look of relief passed over Vane's face.

It was time then to see how the fight was going,
but on looking round to scan the gky behind, Vane
saw that the black machines of the 5.0.5. Bquadron
were following, token that the remnant of Zinberg's
machines had either been shot down or had drawn off.

So it was home then for the crater, and a few hours
later the 8.0.S. Squadron dropped down to land in
its lonely eyrie amongst the hills, Vane was forced
to make a ga.make landing, and he partially crashed
his 'plane, but was unhurt.

“ We must evacuate this base without delay,”
gaid Vane, at the conference which he called amongst
his pilots. ‘‘ Now that Zinberg knows its location
he will be here bombing at any hour. We will

roceed to our emergency base on Franz Josef Land,
in the Arctic Ocean, and commence clearing out of
here right away. Get the machines and everything
we can take loaded aboard the airship !

Throughout the remainder of the day there was
great activity in the camp. When dusk was
deepening into night, the mighty airship, like some
primeval monster, emerging from its lair, moved
slowly from the vast cave which housed her.

Throughout the night, with her deck and cabin
windows steel-shuttered to hide her lights, she
hovered over her eyrie, climbing with the dawn to
twenty-seven thousand feet.

In the great hangar in her hull, the pilots of the
8.0.8. Squadron were standing to their fighting
scouts. For Vane knew that if anything was certain
in this world it was that Zinberg would come to
bomb the base.

And come he did shortly after the red rim of the
sun had swung up above the hills to drive the
shadows out of the deep and rugged valleys.

It was Leyton, the navigation officer, standing at
the great curved window of the control-room, with

owerful glasses pressed to his eyes, who first spotted
im.

“ My hat!’ he exclaimed to Vortz, who was
adjusting one of the dashboard gauges. * He's
bringing plenty of machines with him this time.
There are three squadrons of ten machines each,”

And he snatched up the telephone which connected
with the hangar, to report to Vage.
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* YVery good, Leyton ! " replied Vane, and layi
down the receiver, he turned to his grim-faced pﬂ?g
and ordered them to their cockpits.

* Concentrate on the bombers first,” he said. * If
we can attack before they've dropped their bombs,
we'll blow them to pieces in the air!"

Swinging himself up into his own oocllxxit. he
switched on. Next moment the hangar re rated
deafeningly to the thunder of his engine, the trap-
door in the floor swung open, and sliding down
runway, the black monoplane shot off into space.

Jimmy was next, and Wolfe and Kerdin came
after him, followed by the remaining members of
the Squadron, and at twenty-two thousand feet they
fell into fighting formation.

Suddenly the watching pilots saw Vane's hand
whip upwards. Next instant, control-sticks were
whipped forward, and the 8.0.8, Squadron went
hurtling down towards Zinberg's three squadrons
in a screaming nose dive.

At twelve thousand feet, gloved hands were
clamped tightly round the triggers of synchronised
guns, and, belching leaden death, the 5.0.5. Squadron
tore down on the big red bombers.

Wildly the at machines wheeled, seeking pro-
tection from their escorting scouts. But there was
no protection to be found from that merciless
attack ! As the 5.0.5. Squadron thundered through
them, there came a dmfenin&lmu of high explosive,
audible above the mighty thunder of the engines,
and three of the bombers dissolved in lurid, blinding
flame.

But the 8.0.8. Squadron was through and going
earthwards in a screaming nose-dive and it was the
escorting scouts who took the full blast of that
terrific explosion.

Whirled like leaves in the scorching eddies of the
devastating concussion, some craghed into each other,
and locked together, went plunging earthwards to
their doom.

Others with wings, struts and flying wires torn and
smashed in utter confusion went spinning to complete
destruction on the rocky heights below.

Twelve scouts in all were lost in that first dreadful
explosion. Before the wildly wheeling remnant of
them could fall into any semblance of formation
again, the 8.0.8. Squadron had gone skywards in a
thundering zoom, and with ablaze, was screaming
down to finish off the fight,

Right througlhnZinberg'a scouts and bombers went
the black machines and again above the thunder of
the engines came the deafening roar of high-explosive,
as two more bombers blew up in mid-air with their
cargo.

The pilots of the other bombers had had the sense
to release their bombs, and having done so, turned
their noses back the way they had come and thundered
out of the fight, leaving shattered and reeling
remnant of the escorting scouts to cover their retreat
as best they could.

But the pilots of the scouts had something more
urgent to do than cover the retreat of the bombers.
So harried were they by the deadly, snarling guns
of the black monop! that it became a case of
every man for himself.

So those who could, pulled out of the fight, and
wheeling towards the north, thundered away, leaving
the slower bombers to look after ves.

There were only four bombers left and everyone
of them landed, buckling their undercarriages amongst
the rocks and boulders of the hills.

It had been a swift and brilliant victory for the
8.0.8. Squadron, and Vane fired the Verey signal
ordering his pilots to return to the airship.

“1 don't know whether Zinberg was with that

.
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bunch, or not,” he said grimly, when he and his
men were once again aboard the airship, * but it's
been an expensive raid for him. And now we’re going
to do a bit of bombing.”

““ Are we !’ grinned Jimmy.

“ Yes,” nodded Vane. “ On our way north to the
Arctic Ocean we pass over his great submarine base
at Kazim. We'll blow it to smithereens as a little
acknowledgment of his visit of this morning.”

Out of the Clouds. :

LYING at a height of thirty thousand feet the
giant airship drove northwards throughout the

day and when the pilots were seated at dinner
in the brilliantly lighted dining-room that night,
Vane said :

‘* By Leyton’s reckoning we should be over Zinl '8
submarine base at dawn in the morning. For the
last seven hours we have been flying through thick
cloud and Leyton is of the opinion that the belt
stretches beyond Kazim, If that is so we will be
able to approach unobserved and attack before they
can get to their anti-aircraft guns.”

“We attack with the dawn, thent™ grunted
Wolfe.

“ Yes,” replied Vane. “I will take six machines
on the raid and each will carry four twenty-five-
pound bombs.”

Jimmy and his fellow-pilots turned in early that
night, for stirring work lay .

The navigation officer’s reckoning turned out to
have been correct. When the t airship hovered
high in the cloud belt at the hour of dawn, Wolfe
went down in his monoplane and returned to report
that Kazim lay less than three miles to the west.

“ Then we'll get the job over without delay,” said
Vane, and a few minutes later his machine shot
down the steel slipway out of the airship. The other
raiders followed and in V-formation drove down
through the swirling greyness.

At two thousand feet they came out of the cloud
belt, and scanning the ground below, Jimmy saw two
long, curving stone piers running out into the sea
to form a big, hoi oe shaped harbour.

It was Zinberg's submarine base, and facing the
sea stood serried rows of long, corrugated iron huts
which were obviously workshops, store-rooms and
the quarters of the personnel.

‘But what drew Jimmy’s gaze were eight big-hulled
submarines lying in the harbour against the further

ier, and it was towards these submarines that Vane
ed the formation in a screaming dive.

At a height of less than two hundred feet the 8.0.8.
Squadron roared over the submarines and from each
bomb-rack a twenty-five-pound high-explosive bomb
went hurtling downwards.

Above the thunder of the engines came a long-
drawn, reverberating roar. Twisted steel wreckage
spewed high into the air together with a lurid sheet
of flame, and a t spouting column of water.

ing, the black machines came about, and as
they roared low over the stricken and rapidly sinki
submarines six more bombs went hurtling down to
complete the work of destruction. .
ircling, Vane led the formation over the roofs of
the corrugated iron huts, and as though i8i
what was about to happen, men were rushing madly
away from the buildings.

Each machine had two bombs left and now these
went hurtling down into the midst of the huts,
dissolving those that were hit in leaping sheets of
blood-red flame and high-flung, burning debris.

But from the rearmost sheds cf all ten red fighting
scouts had been rushed at the first sign of the invadera,
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These were already taking the air to fall into forma-
tion”’ and ¢ome ‘thundering towards Vane and his
men.

Climbing swiftly, they soon had the advantage of
height. But before they could whip forward their
control sticks to thunder down on the 8.0.5. Squadron,
Vane had wheeled his formation
and was roaring away inland,
elimbing as he went.

But the pilots of the red scouts
were grimly determined that the
raiders should not escape and they
came thundering in pursuit,
throttles open. to the full in a
desperate effort to catch Vane
and his companions before they

could reach the cover of the
clouds.

But now the advantage of
height lay with the S.0.8.
Squadron, but their pursuers were
hard on their tails. Then without
warning, and with a sudden
savage ferocity, Vane wheeled

to theattack.

His pilots had been watchimg
him, guessing what was coming,
and as they wheeled in his wake,
forward went their control sticks
and hot flame from their blazing
guns licked back past cockpit
windshields as they thundered
down on the red scouta.

Keeping formation, holding it
grimly and relentlessly, they tore
their way through the red scouts,
then control sticks were yanked
back and they went up and up
towards the clouds in a wild,
goaring zoom.

1

A roll on to even keel, then
forward went the sticks again and
above the "thunder of high-
powered engines came the vicious
snarl of synchronised guns,
L Already two of the red machines
were spinning earthwards in
flames and as the S.0.8. Bquadron
drove through them again, three
=ave reeled out of the fight to
fall away into the death spin,
But this time the B8.0.8,
Squadron -did not come through
unscathed, for one black-clad
pilot suddenly erumpled up over
his controls and as the control
stick jerked forward of its own
volition, his black monoplane
went thundering earthwards, to
crash to its doom with engine
racing at full revolutions.
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limp and huddled heap across the controls while the
scout went thundering eastwards in the death dive.
But in that same instant Jimmy’s dashboard
splmtered and he felt a sudden, numbing pain in the
shoulder.
The boy didn’t have to look round to know what

The odds were now even, for
there were five red scouts left in
the air and five black ones. But
the red scouts were coming in at
Vane and his comrades from every

‘plane.

senianannarias

A COCKPIT CATCH.—Wolfe swooped below Vane's

Suddenly

Jimmy broke away from the machine and the boy
dropped—straight into Wolfe's ‘plane.

the shattered strut supporting

flank, their guns blazing death.
One of the red pilots, pulling a frenzied wing-turn
in an effort to avoid Jimmy, laid his flank open to
the boy. Jimmy didn't need offering such a chance
twice, and as his foot moved on the rudder bar, he
_raked the red machine with bullets from tail plane
to engine cowling.
With a wild scream the pilot leapt to his feet,
elawing at his throat. Then he forward &

had happened. An enemy machine had whirled into
position on his tail, and as Jimmy yanked back his
control stick to pull out of the range of fire in a
steep climb, he suddenly tensed, a look of horror in

€

Foﬁcking back from beneath his splintered dash-
board was a tongue of blood-red flame. His machine
was on fire !
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In a flash Jimmy whipped the control stick across
and kicked hard on the rudder bar, throwing the
machine into an almost vertical sideslip.

The flames were gaining every instant, licking
upwards and outwards and taking hold of the side
of the cockpit as the machine dropped.

Choking with the smoke and fumes, scorched by
the terrific heat and half-blinded, Jimmy stood up
in the reeling cockpit in a desperate effort to keep
control of the doomed machine.

At last, risking a quick glance down, he saw the
ground less than fifty feet below and rushing up to
meet him. ¥or a long moment more he held the
monoplane as she was, then whipping the stick
to neutral, he evened up the rudder.

As the 'plane levelled up, Jimmy pulled back on
the stick lifting the nose, For the split fraction of a
second the doomed machine hung quivering, its
engine dead. Next instant as its undercarriage
wheels hit the ground in a pancake landing, Jimmy
leapt out of the blazing, cockpit to fall heavily.

Simultaneously there came the hungry roar of tho
leaping, writhing flames as they enveloped the
machine, and staggering to his feet, the boy ran
lurching from the holocaust.

He was ¢onseigus of the thunder of an aero engine
low overhead above the roar of the flames he
could hear the rgi-tat-tat of a synchronised gun.

Glancin, ugq he ran he saw that one of the red
scouts had followed him down and with gun allaze
was now diving on him as he ran from the burning
wreckage of his machine.

As the red scout roared low over him something
like a red hot iron seared his sedlp, and he pitched
forward on his face, engulfed in the black oblivion of
, Unconsciousness.

FEL The Firing Party.
JHEN next Jimmy opened his eyes it was to

- find himself lying on the ground not far from
the charred” and burnt-out wreckage of his

machine. o > b
“A swarthy-fafgd man in ﬂying kit was standing

Tooking dowwr atzhim, as were a dozen or more men,

‘elad in_ g orms and with loaded ‘revolver

he belts about their waists.
fance away stood a red scout and
4t belonged to the pilot who had got
Jp with a bullet and who was now
g him.
o round then ? "' said the fellow
grimly. ere -have you and those dogs who
were with you céme from ? ™’
.. Find out ! "retorted Jimmy, staggering to his
feet. .
 Yes, by thunder, and we will find out ! ** retorted
the other savagely. ** Sorge will question you and
. ‘he’s got a way of making people answer his
« questions.” ;
- * He accompanied the words with a leer which boded
no good for Jimmy, then turned to the soldiers.
““Bring him along to the camp ! '’ he ordered. ‘1
will fly there!" =
- “With that he dtrode away towards his machine,
leaving Jimmy to be brought by the soldiers to the
camp which lay about two miles away.
Reaching the long rows of huts, half of which had
been blown to pieces by the bombs of the 8.0.8.
* Squadron, Jimmy:was marched through a ﬁmwli.ng
and  menacing crowd of soldiers to a long, low hut
* which had escaped destruction during the bomb'ﬁo.
*  Lounging in'the doorway was a sentry with ri
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and fixed bayonot, and as Jimmy marched up with
his escort, the man jerked a dirty thumb in the
direction of the int%rf::' of the hut,

“You're to take him straight in to Sorge,” he said;
“ He's waiting with Schenk ! ” i

‘Who Sorge and Schenk were, Jimmy did not know,
but he assumed they were the two men in charge of
the submarine base and in that assumption he was
correct.

Marching him in through the doorway, Jimmy’s
escort took him along a stone-floored corridor and
halted outside a closed door on which one of them
knocked.

* Enter ! called a harsh voice, and in response to
the command Jimmy was marched into the room.

It was a small, sparsely furnished room with a
blanket-covered and paper-strewn table, a few wooden
chairs, and a heavy iron safe. BSeated at the table
was a massive, bearded man, with eruel little eyes,
which fixed themselves on Jinmy as the boy entered
the room,

The other occupant of the room was the swarthy-
featured pilot who had fired on Jimmy and the boy
came to the conclusion that this was Schenk, whilst
the bearded fellow must be Sorge.

Having taken careful stock of Jimmy, the bearded
Sorge said harshly : s

“ What is your name ? "’

“You may as well realise now,"” retorted Jimmy,
*“ that I am not,going to snswer eny of your questions:
even if you talk all day!"

Fury blazed in the. little eyes of Sorge, and his
hands clenched on the table in frent of him.

“ Oh, so that's the way of it, is it 2" he
“ Well, perhaps there’s not so many questions I want
to ask you. 1'm not a fool, and I know the raid this
morning was carried out from Vane’s airship. Eight

submarines blown to pieces and half this camp,"

curse him. -Well, you're going to pay for it ! "

He rose to his feet.

“I'm going to have you shot by a firing party
now,” he said. . “And in case you think Vane might
turn up and start bombing again, let me tell you it
won't save you if, he does, because we have under-
ground bomb-proof store-houses and dumps here,
and I'm going to have you shot in one of those.
Bring him along, men ! ”*

In the midst of his gscort, Jimmy was taken from |
the room, along the corridor, and out into the cpen,
where Sorge led the way to an iron door let into the

side of a mound. .

Opening the door, Sorge switched on a light and
descended a stone staircase to a vast underground
cellar or storeroom.

Jimmy was thrust with his back against the wall,
and stepping back, the soldiers stood in a line, their
rifles unded. “w

“I'll count three, men,” Sorge informed them,
“ then give the word to fire. Do you understand { ™

“ Yes,” growled the soldiers.

* All right,”” nodded Sorge. * Prepare to fire | "

Eight rifles were raised and levelled straight at

immy.

“One! Two!"

Staring fascinatedly at those unwavering rifls
barrels, Jinmy knew that in two seconds now they
would spurt lurid flame, and he would die.

“ Three ! "

One second to live! How can anything but a mirasle
rom Death?.. Don't miss next

save Jimmy f t
thrilling episodes in this grand epic of the Air.

ﬂhtdwmd Published by ALLIED NEWSPAPERS L7tD., abt their Registered Office, Withy Grove, Manchester 4, Sole
{:}
' 1

nts for Australasia i MEeSSRS. GORDON &
NEWS AGENCY LTD,

CH (Australasiaj LTD.
(London Agents: GorpoN & Gorem LTD

Sole Agents for South Africa: ©

ENTRAL -
.). Sole Agents for Canada:

Mgesses. GorDON &

orcH & MESskS. THE IMPERIAL NEwS Co., Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, and Vancouver.




BOYS’ MAGAZINE SUPPLEMENT i

fvoL. 1
Ul NO.13 | |
il {

|11

The YELLOW SERPENT

A Story of Peril and Drama in the
M)stenous East.

L1 Hun Goes Out

ANDS in the pockets of his reefer jacket, Harry Kane
picked his way between the crazy houses of the narrow
Chinese street. It was stiflingly hot in' Shanghai that
night, the darkness like pitch, the garbage-littered street
full nfpit[all,q . «.and shadows. There were sinister rustlings
in the hot silence, sounds suggestive of padded feet tirelessly
trailing him.
Twice he had stopped to listen—and had plodded on again.
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was like a steam.- he was reused ;
when that ned, a sixty-mile-an-hour tank
bhad nothing on him. Back at school, somebody
had nicknamed him Hurricane, name
had stuck.
He was ht in the black heart of the
¥ t that didn’t worry him

Dropa
and Li Hun's shop. Meanwhile, there was nothing
for it but to keep going.

« He turned a corner. A hanging lantern made
a yellow splash in the darkness ahead, shedding &
pale light over a creaking sign and the shuttered

indow beneath.

Hurricane a moment to decipher the
Chinese writing on the sign. Then a slow grin
spread over his face.

* Slap on the mark,” he muttered. “ Li Hun's
joint 1 Real thoughtful of him to leave that
iantern burning. Saved me——"

He broke off. The door beside him had o E
He had a glimpse in the shadows beyond of a
fat, spectacled Chi in a !z robe
of glistening silk, beckoning him with a
hand. Ononﬁdmhnwhhdwdhm
doorway, and the door closed with a soft slam.

Just for a moment he wondered if he had done

the right thi Those sinister rustlings . . . the
trailing footfalls . . . . there was m in the
air. Then the Chinaman’s voice came the

velvety blackness.

“You are honourable Mister Kane 1™

“ Y‘”

“1am Li Hun. You were expected, honourable
mister. Follow me.”

A clammy hand closed on his wrist, drawing
him gently forward. Hurricane offered no resist-
ance, dwughhomwhoruhmgdng
to

reading
of & shop; passed through a curtained
doorway, down a of steps, and Li Hun's
arm swept anot curtain.

Hurricane found himself looking into a room,

furnished after the Chinese fashion. Li Hun
was staring at him with eager eyes—through the
thick lenses of his horn-rimmed spectacles.

“ Welcome to the unworthy abode of Li Hun,
honourable mister,” he said. “ Hop Sing warned
me to expect you on the night that the Hainan
gfr amhordin the Soochow Ctﬁok. sgo wrote

manner of your meeting. Hop Sing saved
your life in an house i?&mefoo 3 ingmhzm,
you undertook to deliver a certain package to
unworthy self ? **

Hurgicane nodded. Li Hun's eyes brightened
behind his glasses.

“ You have it, excellency 1"

Digging a hand into the inside pocket of his
reefer jacket, Hurricane brought out a
wrapped in oiled silk and
red wax. Li Hun's fat fingers trembled with
eagerness as he took it and saw the unbroken

eh“Ym h‘; done well,” he said w.;:h a fat
uvekle, * Sing made no mention of reward,
lndlym-bdq;mm-o.mf:u;:"“n

is a little price to pay for ow
‘“l.‘ho—-\rhtl‘g“ X

Li Hun shot a quick glance at him.

nt——"

ed with apl:l‘:)b of °

“You have the estimable virtue of a still
= smiled.

where . . .*

Hurricane t of .those trailing footfalls.
Hatchet-men ! He wondered. . . .
“Hogﬂhgknowhowumrkod.“pmudli
Hun. Youmbuzaﬁb:o‘yt...nBriﬁaher...

u gave your word. was enough ; you
y-:mlxa not fail him. And——" Instinctively it
seemed the fat merchant, thrusting the package
away in his robes, lowered his voice. *“‘—you
have rendered the people of the West good
service, honourable mister, /The Yellow Serpent
is evil ; its purpose is, by fire and slaughter and
worse, to make the Yellow Races supreme. In

*“ Even 80.” Li Hun smiled behind his specta-
“But have no fear, honourable mister.
There are others, like myself, who think that only
peace can bring greatness to~China. To-night
the Yellow Serpent will—"

But there Hurricane's success He saw
a door opening into a Yellow-robed
Chinks were leaping from it. Steel flashed, and
Li Hun was shouting

“ The hatchet-men of the mt Tong 1™
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The Black Junk,

URRICANE eame round, with a pain in his
head as if someone were at work there with
a pneumatic drill. It was a few minutes
before he roused himself sufficiently to open his
eyes and to look around.
Darkness met his gaze—black, impenetrable
darkness. Memory began to work, and he recalled
the fight in Li Hun's room. What had happened

— = Vo =

THE KILLER COLLARED.—Hurricane gripped the bulge in the curtain and
heaved with all his might. The ml:l‘.lh I:'ol'sd:lpped down and the man enveloped
ts .

since ? For a moment he lay there, ears strained
to eatch the slightest sound. He heard nothing,
and he struggled to sit up, groping in his pocket
for matches.

He could think now. Obviously the servants
of Fu-Shek had come for the Yellow Serpent.
They hadn’t even taken the trouble to stick a
knife into him. But—Li Hun ?

Hurricane’s fingers trembled slightly as he
scraped a match along the box. The light flared
weakly, flinging grotesque, dancing shadows on
the curtain-hung walls. Rising to his knees, he
surveyed the floor, half dreading to see the flabby
corpse of Li Hun spreadeagled there. But, except
for the smashed furniture and a sticky, ominous
stain on a tiger-skin rug, there was no sign of the
battle that had raged there. No sign of Li Hun
++ . or Fu-Shek’s hatchet-men ., . . or——.

The match burned to his fingers, went out,
and he struck another. That, too, he dropped
to the floor, and then, as the flame leapt up with
a dying flicker, he caught a glimpse of something
yellow and shining among the tangled fur of the

rug.
Breathlessly he struck a third match and
stooped to retrieve that shining, yellow thing.
A gasp broke from him.

It was a writhing serpent fashioned in gold, its
eves rubies that glinted like blood in the light of
the match—that seemed to cast a sinister, deadly
spell over him !

His thoughts raced. The Yellow Serpent!
The symbol that was to spread death! And his
now ! He wondered how the hatchet-men had
come to overlook it. Perhaps, he reasoned, they
had come for Li Hun, not knowing he had received
the Serpent from Hop Sing. Perhaps . ..

A sudden sound cut into his thoughts. The
stealthy opening of a door . . . shuffling footfalls

« + » the mutter of high-pitched voices. . . . The
hatchet-men of the tong had come back—for
the Serpent !

There was no time for flight. In that curtain-
hung room he could see no door except that by
which the tong-men were entering. The match

;'1 went out, and thrusting the serpent into his

pocket, he leapt silently for the nearest gap in the
hangings and wriggled behind them. As he did
80, there was a click, the wall seemed to
swing away behind him, and he stumbled
into what he guessed was some sort of a
cupboard. The door closed silently again,
end then just ona
level with his eyes
showed a small
circle of light.

A spy-hole ! In
a moment he had
his eye glued to it.
Four lean, wiry
Chinks had filed
into the room ;
two of them had
lanterns, a third,
he noted with a
grim smile, had a
discoloured bruise
on his jaw. They
were searching
the room,: guest-
ing here and there
like bloodhounds,
lifting rugs and
moving furniture.
One of them tore down the curtain behind which
Hurricane had taken refuge, but evidently the
cupboard was indistinguishable from the sur-
rounding wall, for the man did not investigate
further.

“ The foreign devil has escaped,” snarled one.
“ Mayhap as Li Hun says he had the Serpent
and has taken it away.”

Another voice cut in.

“It is not here. Back to our lord master with
the news. He will slay Li Alun by slow torture
and send the killers on the foreign devil’s trail.”

Hurricane's jaw set hard, So that was it!
Put the killers on his track, hand over Li Hun
to the torturers! Not if he knew it! Besides,
there was Fu-Shek and the Serpent tong menacing
the peace of the world. If he eould scotch their
evil schemes, he would be doing the world a
sorvice—to say nothing of squaring his own
account with the tong.

And there was a chance. A slim chance!
But Hurricane was used to taking slim chances.

The hatchet-men were leaving the room—were
going to acquaint Fu-Shek with the news of his
escape. If he followed them. . .

With Hurricane, to think was to act. Even as
the last of the thugs left the room he was groping
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for the fastening of the door, It was a spring
catch, and the door flew open as he depressed it.
Then on tip-toe he crept after the killers, guided
by the swinging lantern that was receding along
a low passage.

Ahead, a door opened, and the light vanished.
a minute later Hurricane m his turn reached the
door, silently raised the latch and found himself
in the street. 1 on was a closed car,
the slam of a door telling him that the Chinks
were inside, A self-starter whirred ; the enFme-—
a powerful six—puwrred silkily ; and, as the car
started to move, Hurricane flung himself forward
recklessly, grabbed the spare wheel and hauled
himself to a precarious seat half-inside it and
half across the bumpers.

The ear gathered speed, shooting down narrow,
twisting streets with an entire disregard of human
life—bumping and swaying in the deep-rutted
ways so that it was only with the utmost diffi-
culty that Hurricane retained his perch.

They left the town behind, and then Hurricane
saw the dark gleam of water. They were running
on to a wooden wharf, and the squeal of suddenly
applied brakes warned him that they had reached
their destination.

Like lightning he dropped to the ground and
ducked out of sight behind a pile of cases.

It was not so dark now. Stars glittered through
a wide rift in the clouds, and their light showed
him a string of sampans moored beside the wharf.
The four men who had searched Li Hun’s room
were piling into one of them ; a fifth man remained
with the car.

The sampan pushed off from the bank.

Hurricane thought fast. At all costs he had to
stick on the trail of the hatchet-men. There wasa
sampan there for the taking. The difficulty was
the man with the car who, at the first sight of
him, would certainly raise a warning yell.

But that did not remain a trouble for long.

The creak of a baulk of timber was the first—
and last—warnmg the Chink had of Hurricane's
proximity. Then a pair of hands clamped
on his neck and tightened like a vice. A gurgle
was the only sound he made before his limp
body was lowered gently to the ground.

urricane wasted no time. The sampan was
out of sight, though the splash of its oar was stiil
audible across the water. Quickly the British
lad lowered himself into another boat, cut the
painter and with a push sent it floating like a
shadow into the stream.

Lying flat along it, he lled it without a
sound towards a cluster of lights which marked
the position of a wvessel in mid-stream. The
lights showed only for an instant, but now

urricane was near to make out the
square hull and slatted sails of a black junk,

He thrilled. There was something sinister in
its appearance. It would be, he knew, erowded
with servants of the BSerpent tong—potential
slayers to a man! The chances were that they
would see the sampan.

He rolled-over the side and dropped into the
water without ;Epla.ah. The=n with silent, leisurely
strokes he drifted down the junk. A trailing

brushed his arm, and he clung to it—till the
hubbub caused by the return‘of the hatchet-
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to the mouth Hurricane hit him and knocked him
backwards over the side. He was unconscious
before he struck the water with hardly a splash.
Hurricane wriggled beneath a sheet of matting.
Ten minutes later the junk was on its way
upstream—and Hurricane was going into the
biggest peril of his life !

Temple of Whispers.

URRICANE looked out from beneath the
stinking folds of the matting. It was
some hours later, and the junk had dm};lzvp-ad

anchor in a curve of the river. A great moon hung
like a yellow cheese in the sky and flung a misty
radiance over the sluggish stream and the low
river-bank.

Its light showed Hurricane a cluster of men
amidships. They were lowering a shapeless
bundle down the side of the junk into a sampan
alongside.

“ Li Hun,” he muttered. “ Looks as if they’re
taking him along to see Fu-shek—and that means
I'm going, too.”

During the uncomfortable hours he had spent
beneath the matting Hurricane had made his
plans. He had a debt to settle with Fu-shek
and his Serpent tong ; he had to rescue Li Hun,
who had seemed a decent sort of stick for a Chink
—and Hurricane, once started upon a course of
action, had a way of seeing it through to the
bitter end.

Crouching there, he watched while hrlf-a-dozen
men dropped overside—waited a minute longer
till the sampan, with two men working the sweeps,

was on its way to the bank—and then silently

lowered hi nto the river. He was l:n.king ;
big rnek. A single ripple might betray him, an
there were a hundred feet of open, moonlit water
between him and the bank.

But he dived deep, swimming underwater like
a fish and allowing the current to ecarry him
downstream. Withn%urst.h'ag lungs he came to the
surface, gulped down a single mouthful of air,
mrddiveguugnin. Twice more, he rose to the
surface, each time expecting to hear the crash
of rifles on the junk. But the silence was un-
broken, and now he was a hundred yards astern
and halfway to the bank.

The sampan was already unloading its cargo
of men, two of them carrying the limp, shapeless
bundle between them.

They, had melted into the moon-mist by the
time Hurricane gained the bank, some two
hundred yards downstream.

Bent double, he waded through the .reeds,
secrambled over an embankment and rolled down
the other side into a swampy paddy-field, after
that things didn't look too good. He was
wallowing knee deep in slime, and it was only
after he had floundered through the miud for a
golid hour that he found a raised track.

“ If this isn’t the way the beggars went, I'm
gunk,”” he muttered.

He trudged-  on, his sodden clothes eclinging
clammily to his limbs, paddy-field stretching
endlessly on either hand. Half-an-hour later he
saw the smudgy outline of hills ahead—and then,
suddenly, the sweeping roofs of a pagoda showing
black against the moonlit sky.
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IN TIE TEMPLE. Gripping the
,' went swinging across the
room above the heads of the yelling Chinks.,

With the caution of a scouting redskin he
started to climb a winding track. The temple
loomed above him, dark and silent. Now he
was near enough to see that there were ragged
holes in the shining roofs—that the courtyard
in front was choked with a rank growth of weeds.

A ruin—with a reputation of being haunted,
perhaps! A fitting place for the clandestine
meetings of the Serpent tong ! He paused—went
on agam-—started to climb wide, ken steps,
cl;aomngmk a path where the shadows lay like pools
0 o :

The doors were open, hanging crookedly om
broken hinges. Insid?u.ll was dark, save for one
broad beam of moonlight that slanted across a
squatting, pot-bellied idol at the farther end of
the great hall into which he looked. Just for a
moment Hurricane had a feeling that unseen
eyes were waftching him—felt the short hairs
rising in the nape of his neck. Then he shook
himself angrily.

He stepped into the dark maw of the temple,
troading softly across a carpet of dust. The uneasy
feeling returned. The darkness was full of little
whispers and sinister rustlings. It might have
been the wind in the
broken eaves; it
might have been rats
—but the eflect was

uncanny.

He went on again, jaw outthrust doggedly.
Madness was in Hurricane's blood. More whis-
pers . . . more rustlings. Something swooped
across his face, brushing his cheek with out.
stretched wing . . . a bat. He laughed softly, and
the laugh was fluong back at him in a thousand
whispering echoes.

He halted. What was his next move ? He
glanced at the idol, with the shaft of moonlight
now touching its face . . . leering, horrible . . . -

And then suddenly the future was settled
for him. There were more rustlings— tangible
Enunduﬂ this tiHmu.l Padding footfalls on the
usty floor! He glimpsed dark figures leapi
from some black rmpgzhind the idul—-mE;EmtE
left and right, and still others behind him. He
realised that he had walked into a trap, and then
he was hammering at the shadowy shapes that
were closing in him from every side.

It was a scrap, however,

Hands grabbed him, dragged him down, and
the fight continued on the floor, with a dozen
slim, sinewy Chinks piling on top of him. It
ended when, long nails tearing his flesh, a pair
of hands fastened on his throat, tightening till
the darkness swam red before his eyes. Then,
when he was on the verge of unconsciousness—
when all the stremgth seemed to have ebbed
from his limbs—he was dragged to his feet.

There was no escape. Hands thrust him
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men had subsided. His pulses quickened. Was this the head. A kick shattered one of the hanging lamps,
Then cautiously he swarmed up the rope. As rs of the Serpent tong ! Was it from thi ofl B 8 e

he scrambled over the rail a man loomed u place that would leap out upon the world ¥ nd ofl fell in grea llllﬂi‘ dro : fioor

beside him, opening his mouth for a yell. Fl Was it here that Li Hun had been brought* = = =~ _l ———
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across the temple . . . down broken steps where the
pungent reek of burning joss-sticks assailed his
nostrils . . . along a passage . . . and a curtain
at its end was dragged aside,

The sudden blaze of light dazzled him. It was
a space of seconds before he saw that he was in a
vast underground temple, lit by swinging, many-
hued lanterns. Rich, silken hangings, em-
broidered with twining, yellow serpents, covered
the walls, and at the farther end, towering above
a mosaic pavement, was a huge and grinning idols

Round its neck was twined a lifelike golden
serpent !

Hurricane’s jaw hardened. This was the home
of the Yellow Serpent without a doubt, and

He was being propelled towards the idol. A
man in a gorgeous robe of richest Chi-fu silk was
kneeling on the mosaic pavement in front of it.
One of Hurricane's captors spoke in a high, flute-
like voice.

“ We found the foreign devil, O lord Fu-
Shek " he began.

Fu-Shek ! Hurricane gulped. He'd found the
lair of the tong all right, but—he was like a rabbit
that has strayed into a wolf’s den. Not much
hope of getting out, Fu-Shek was rising from his
knees. He was fat and round, and the loose
silken, serpent-patterned robe gave him an added
bulk, He turned slowly and——

Hurricane found himself dooking intc the
spectacled eyes of Li Hun |

Deadly Serpent,

OR half a minute Hurricane stared in utter
stupefaction. Li Hun was Fu-Shek, Lord of
the Serpent ! Questions went racing through

his brain. Into what tangle of intrigue had he
blundered ! What was the meaning of all that
mummery in Li Hun's shop * What deep game
was Li Hun playing ?

Behind the thick glasses, Li Hun's eyes had
dwindled to specks. His flabby-lips were parted
in a snarling display of teeth,. Then in a high-
pitched voice he flung a question at Hurricane's
captors,

* Who is this dog of a foreign devil ?'’ he
rapped out.

" We found him prowling in the sacred temple,
O lord Fu-Shek,” one of the Chinks answered
with a deep bow. * He is a spy. We brought
him hither that my lord might tear the veil of
deceit from his black heart."

Li Hun switched his gaze back to Hurricane,
With his blazing eyes, he was less like the fat
Chinese merchant of the Street of the Scarlet
Drops.

“Who are ye, foreign devil ?’’ he gnarled,
‘ Speak ere I have your lying tongue torn out.”

Hurricane’s thoughts raced. ILi Hun—or
Fu-8hek, or whoever he was—hadn't recognised
him. Perhaps it was because of the mud from
the paddy-fields that caked him from head to
foot. That meant a chance—even though the
Yellow Serpent in his pocket seemed to be
burning like a thing of flame. In a flash his agile
brain had settled on a line of action. Blufi—
and he might even yet win a way out of the trap.

“ My name’s Smith,”’ he bluffed. * Second
mate of the—s.s. T'ientsin. Got nabbed by
river pirates—escaped—and lost myself in the
paddy-fields., F¥ound this place by accident—
and —and 1'll be mighty grateful if you’ll put me
on the road to Shanghai.”

Li Hun's gimlet-like eyes bored into him, as if
seeking to know whether he spoke the truth.
But Hurricane stood their serutiny well. Atlength
Li Hun uttered a low laugh.

 The foreign devil’s words have the savour of
probability. Yet it is a foolish fly that ventures
into the spider’s web and hopes to escape with ita
life.”’ His voice hardened as he turned to Hurri-
cane's captors. ‘ Hold him fast. Perhaps
he may yet be of use to us.”

He spoke rapidly in a Chinese dialect, and,
despite a working knowledge of many Chinese
tongues gleancd during two years’ voyaging along
the China coast, Hurricane could not follow that
rapid flow of speech. Only here and there he
caught a reference to the Yellow Serpent and
some prisoner other than himself.

Two of the Chinks bowed themselves out
of the room, Li Hun took a seat in a high-backed,
gilded chair to the left of the idol and leaned
back, with finger-tips joined and a bland smile
on his rotund face. There was something in that
emile which sent an icy shiver down Hurricane's

ine.

And then came the third surprise.

A curtain was thrust aside. In the doorway
behind it the two Chinks reappeared dragging a
prisoner, whose wrists were roped behind his bacls.,

Hurricane barely managed to stifle a gasp at
the sight of him. His bedraggled robes were
those of a Chinaman—the same glistening silk
that Li Hun had worn when Hurricane had
visited him in his shop. But the face above—
round and chubby as Li Hun's had been—was
that of a red-haired Britisher ; and as the man
was thrust into the room, Hurricane saw that his
features were streaked with make.up.

Hurricane’s bewildered brain raced again. This
was obviously the man he had met in Li Hun’s
shop. A Britisher in disguise | But—why ?
It was a bigger mystery than ever. He realised
however, that he was floundering in deep waters ;
a false move now would land him in the biggest
trouble of his life.

So not a flicker of recognition showed in his
blue eyes. And the other, after a momentary
arching of his pencilled eyebrows, gave no hint
that they had met before.

‘* Hearken, foreign devil.” ILi Hun leaned
forward from his gilded chair, his spectacled
gaze on the red-haired prisoner. ‘‘ Ye still refuse
to say what has become of the Yellow Serpent ? **

“I've told you.” The Britisher laughed
defiantly. “ It's in the hands of the British
Consulate by now. One of my ceuntrymen took
it—he that carried it from Hop Sing. What's
more, the authorities know of this place.”

“ It is a lie,” hissed Li Hun. “ My hatchet-
men were watching the house. None could
escape. Hark ye, foreign devil ! I had it in mind
to put ye to the torture——""

Redhead’s eyes flashed defiance.

“ You can do your worst, you yellow hound,”
he snapped. “ You won’t get a word out of me.”

Li Hun’s smooth features wrinkled into an evil
gmile.

“ T believe you, foreign devil. I have heard
it said that men of your race will give themselves
to death rather than betray their country. But—
the gods have smiled upon me., They have
delivered into my hands one of your countrymen.
Would ye see him suffer in your stead ? Would
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yo see him sacrificed to the Yellow Serpent when

a word will save him 1™

Redhead said nothing. Hurricane flashed a

grinning glance in his direction.

“ Tell the yellow blighter to go and boil his
ugly head,” he advised. * I'm not scared: =

“ We shall see,” hissed Li Hun.

He issued a
stream of rapid
orders. Hurricane's
arms were twisted
behind his back,
and his wrists
secured with a
sillen sord. One of
the Chinks dropped
a looped rope over
his shoulders and
jerked it tight ; and %
Hurricane saw that
the rope passed
over a pulley fixed
in the ceiling. The %
next moment, he
was in the air. He &
was drawn up and
up till he was
dangling & yard in
front of the idol
and on a level with {1
its gaping, grinning =
mouth.

Had his hands
. been free, he could
have touched the
golden sérpent
coiled like a neck-
lace arcund its
thick throat. As it
was, the play of
light from the
swinging lanterns
upon its golden
scales fascinated
him. He could
almost have sworn
that it was alive. . .

Li Hun was speaking.

* A word will save him. Keep silent, and in
one minute the Yellow Death strikes.”

Hurricane glanced down. It was unreal,
grotesque. He could imagine the commotion
there would be if Li Hun realised the token was
in his pocket. But that would only precipitate
their doom.

Li Hun was ticking off the seconds, his face a
smiling mask. Redhead was protesting, vainly,
hopelessly.

The minute passed, and Li Hun's smile changed
to a snarl of baffled fury. With a bitter oath, he
heaved himself out of his chair, snatched up a
padded stick and with it struck a near-by gong.

The deep, clanging tones reverberated through
the temple, and—Hurricane caught his breath in
a sibilant hiss.

The golden serpent around the idol’s neck was
stirring ! It was alive! A flashing shiver of
light rippled over its golden scales. A flat,
triangular head, with poison-laden jaws agape,
reared up, and cold, deadly eyes, glittering like
diamonds, regarded Hurricane for a moment.

Then its head went higher . . . nearer . . .
and was jerked back for the death stroke !

ON THE ALERT.—Cautiously Hurricane swarmed up the rope. 5
scrambled over the rail a man loomed up beside him.

A Hurricane Strikes Li Hun.

EADS of clammy sweat broke out on Hurri-
cane’s forehead. For a eplit second—that,
nevertheless, seemed an age—he was numbed

with horror, fascinated by the deadly glare of
those cold eyes.
Dangling there, it seemed he hadn’ a chances

As he

He saw the flickering, forked tongue . ..
gleaming fangs, a touch of which would mean
death . . . and he fought against the rising
horror, tugging at his roped wrists with savage
desperation.

The*sitken cord was strong. But Hurricane
had been very Wwide awake when the knots were
tied—had held his wrists stiffly apart, so that
now, as he worked them together, the cord was
slack.

A powerful jerk, and his wrists were loose.

hen, even as the serpent made its strike, his
right hand went %o meet it. A slip...a
fraction of an inch to right or left . . . would have
meant disaster . . ., death. But unerringly his
fingers fastened on the slim body an inch below
that deadly head. He tightened his grip like a
vice, holding the squirming reptile from him at
arm’s length. ‘

From the temple below came an amazed shout
that quickly changed to a bellow of fury.

Spinning on the m{;e. Hurricane looked down
upon the infuriated Chinks. They were bunched
in the middle of the floor, howling like a pack of
wolves. He saw Li Hun among them . ..
caught the gleam of paked steel . . . knives
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lifting. Then . . “A present for you!” he
shouted—and flung the squirming serpent among
them.

There was a stampede among the followers of
the Yellow Serpent as those writhing yellow coils
pitched down upon them, A brazier went over with
a crash, spilling red-hot coals in every direction ;
Li Hun was bowled over like a skittle with three
of his men sprawling on top of him; a terror-
stricken scream rang high above the din.

But Hurricane was not watching. He realised
that here was a chance—and he was quick to
take it. Reaching up with one arm, he caught
the rope and set himself swinging like a pendu-
lum. His feet brushed the idol’s shoulder,
slipped off . . . back and scraped it again. This
time he caught at the carved lobe of an ear, clung
tight and heaved himself erect. Standing on that
lofty perch, he found it easy to slip the noose from
his shoulders.

Then he was busy again, Gripping the rope,
he went swinging across the room. kick
shattered one of the hanging lamps, and oil fell
in great blazing drops to the carpeted floor and
spattered the silken curtain hangings. Then he
had. crashed back against the idol with a force
that sent a jarring pain through his shoulder.

The immense image swayed on its base and
began to topple, slowly and majestically.

The sight of it added to the bedlam below.
Terror was let loose . . . terror of fire that was
licking up the wall-hangings . . . of the serpent
at large on the floor . . . of the toppling god.
There was a frantic stampede for the door, and
in the midst of it Hurricane loosed his grip of the
rope and dropped from the roof,

He landed full upon a man's shoulders, smashing
him to the ground with the weight of his leap.

Hurricane was up in an instant ; the Chink lay
where he had fallen. Only pausing to snatch up
a dropped knife, the young Britisher sprang to
the side of his red-headed countryman, who
hed been knocked sprawling across a divan in the
rush. :

A slash of the knife, a tug, and the other
Britisher was on his feet, coughing in the swirling
clouds of acrid smoke.

“ We've got to get out of this," panted
Hurricane. * Come along!' And they sprang
towards the frantic mob milling round the door.

A furious figure blocked their way, gun in hand.
It was Li Hun., Hurricane lashed at his jaw and
wheeled sideways as the weapon went off,
Another ‘fu.nch sent the fat Chink crashing to the
floor, and as he sprawled thers, Hurricane caught
the gleam of moving gold beside him.

The Yellow Serpent !

They heard Li Hun's thin scream as they leapt
for the doorway. Then they were fighting their
way up steps among a mob of Chinks who were
too panic-stricken to heed who they were.

They came into the Temple of Whispers,
emerged into the grey light of dawn, only pulli
themselves to a halt when they gained the cover
of a clump of twisted trees, a hundred yards
away.

As they checked, there was a dull, muffled erash
behind them. They whirled round, the ground
seeming to rock beneath their feet. They saw
the Temple of Whispers dissolve in a sheet of
orange flame and a spreading mushroom of black
smoke and debris.

Hurricane gave a breathless laugh.

‘ Guess that’s the end of the Yellow Serpent,”
he said, swinging round upon Redhead. *“And
now do you mind telling me what it all means ? "’

* * * * ¥
2 ES, I reckoned you might want to know
Ythat,” nodded Redhead. ** You've rumbled,
I suppose, it was I you met in Li Hun’s shop.
It's a bit of a tangle, so I suppose I'd better start
at the beginning. My name’s Corrigan, and I'm
in the British Secret Service.”

A glimmer of understanding came to Hurricane.

“ You were out to smash the Yellow Serpent
tong 7"’ he qucstioned.

““ I was,” nodded Corrigan. ** But it seems you
had to do the job for me. Anyhow, I was on the
track of the Serpent emblem. I knew a fellow
named Hop fing had it, but when we arrested him
in Cheefoo, we found he'd slipped it to somebody
else.”

" LIB-I)

“ Yes. And you were about the last person
wo should suspect of being the emissary of the
Yellow Serpent. Hop Sing knew that. All we
got out of him was a vague reference to Li Hun,
Well, to cut a long yarn short, I paid Li Hun a
visit and made him squeal good and hard. It
was too late then to get you aboard the Hainan ;
Li Hun was expecting you along any minute. I
didn’t know anything about you beyond your
name. So I knocked Li Hun out, togged up to
look like him—and, well, you know the rest.”

He paused a moment and went on reflectively.

“ There were two mistakes I made. First, I
failed to reckon on you being followed by the
Serpent’s hatchet-men—just in case you thought
of double-crossing them, you know. Secondly,
it never entered my head that Li Hun and
Fu-Shek, boss of the fong, were one and the same.
That sort of imessed up things. Later, you can
tell me how you came to breeze into the temple.
Meanwhile, I've got to get on the track of that
Yellow Serpent. Till we've got that——""

Hurricane thrust a hand into his pocket.
Something glinted yellow in the faint dawnlight.

“ How’s that, guv’'nor 1" he grinned.

An old Mag. favourite Is here next week in a

cyclonie long complete yarn of the South Seas.

Thrills ﬁalnra when Pete the Pearl Diver and his
ghum, Tim, go to" PERIL LAGOON.

e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e

JOIN THE B.M. REDSKIN LEAGUE

Send Membership Form, Three Coupons, and Stampe
LEAGUE,
A Ripping Badge

Addressed Envelope to THE CHIEF,
196, Gray's Inn_Road, London, W.C.1.
d Code Book are sent Freg to Every Member.

B.M. LEAGUE MEMBERSHIP FORM

thri a tampe
for membership of above.
birth and promise to adhere to tenets and
objects. 9/9/33.

&ressed envelope
I am of British

o -

BOYS' MAGAZINE LEAGUE
COUPON,

Boys" Magazine, 9/9/33.

*,
s’

o

e’

Printed and Published by ALLIED NEWSPAPERS LTD. Withy Grove, Manchester 4.




