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WORKING MODELS YOU CAN MAKE DURING THE HOLIDAYS'!

A PAPER FILE.

For this yow need a mousetrap, a piece of thin
board (three-ply will do) about 8in. by 12in., a metal
plate an inch or so smaller all round than the wood
end a 4-inch metal rod.

From the mousetrap remove
the trigger and jawtrap. The
trap is them serewed on the

three-ply as

shown in the

oLE diagram,

making

sure that it

is flush with

= the surface.

Serew P:.ha

metal te

to the board.

Bend the

steel rod in

- the ecentre

(this can be

done fairly

easily in a viee), then selder it to the end of the jaw.

(See diagram.) The rod should extend two or

three inches each side of the jaw, and will hold the

maore besides serving as a handle.

pama m&rmﬁ; the board of the mousetrap can
be made for hanging the file on & nail in the wall.

(Pountain pern to Vicror AvEs, East Hall Cottages,

Houghton M onchelsea, near Maidenhead, Kend.)

A SPRING BALANCE.

This simple balance is easily made, and is very
useful for weighing small artieles. Very little is
needed—about 18 inches of No. 26 steel
piano wire, a cocoa-tin lid, a foot rule, and a piece
of thick deal hoard. To make the spring (see
illustration) bind the pianeo wire round a broom handle

and bend each end into a
hook. Serew ome hook to
the deal beoard ; te the other
fix the ecocoa-tin lkid with
three pieces of wire or
string (see diagram). Just
above the lower hook of the

i solder a triangular
piece of tin to act as an
mndieator. Serew the footrule
beside the spring so that the
point of the imdicator pro-
trudes over the edge of . if.
Make a seratch on the rule to mark the position of
the indicator, then put §-oz. weights in the pan, each
time marking the drop of the indicator on the rule.
(Fountain pen to 1. Levvy, 5, Deanpark Crescent,

Edinburgh, Scotland.)

MOUET TRAP
e

TAL PLATE

(B L L B |

DYMANS PRIZEPAGE

The sender of each of the items on this pag=
has been awarded a gold-nibbed fountain
pen. If you know of a good gadget, describe
it in 100 words and send it to the Editor.
Boys’ Magazine, 200, Gray’s Inn Road,

London, W.C.1.
A CHEMICAL FLOWER BED.

You will require for this little contraption a small
gald-fish bowl and some fine sand, sufficient to eover
the bottom of the bowl to a depth of half an inch.
From your local drug store you will also want two
ounces of Copper Sulphate; a few small pieces of
pure Zine, about the size of postage stamps ; enough
Alum, brokenm into small fragments, to fill a table-
spoon; & teaspoonful of crystals of Potassiom
Bichromate ; a can of water glass; and a four-inch
length of alominium eut into half-inch pieces.

Seatter the materials indiseriminately over the
sand in the bowl. Mix one part of the water glass with
three of water, and
pour the mixture slowly
over the echemical-
strewn sand.

Set the bowl in a

appear,
eourse of a few days,
will into various
plant-like

(Fountain pen fo Fraxx Hmr, 217, Fawcelt Road,
Southsea, Portsmouth, Hants.)

A SEARCHLIGHT.

In addition to a small ice-eream pot (washed elean)
en old terch bulb and lems, a piece of three-ply
2-ins. square, a of one-foot lengths of wire
flex and a piece of }in. wood about Sms. by 3ins.,
you will need to buy a bulb-holder (a famous sixpenny
store gells them} and a battery. (The one deseribed
in B.M. 606, dated Oectober 14, will do very well.)
In the piece of three-ply drill twe holes, through

which you can pass the two pieces of flex from the
bulb-holder. Screw the holder to the three-ply and
imsert bulb in holder. Stick the small end of the
jee-cream pot to the three.-ply so that the bulb and
bolder are inside ; then fit the lens in the wide end.
Glue the pat to a small wedge attached to the base,
as in di Connect wires from bulb to battery
and your searchlight is complete,

(Fountain pen to J. R. BERTRAM, 186, Churchfield Rd.,

East Acton, W.3.)
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THE TRICKS AND TRAPS OF Now for Thrills with the Man in the
THE LAUGHING HIGHWAYMAN. Mask and Ruffles One Snowy Xmas Eve,

THE SKELETON IN THE COACH—
the Beginning of Dick Turpin’s Most
Amazing Xmas Exploit! The Rest
is One Long Whirl of Shocks and
Thrills Told in the Grand Long
Complete Old-time Tale Below.

Vengeance is Mine,

“ QTAND and deliver I'”
The command cut like a whiplash through
the snowy darkness ; then, more peremptorily :
*“ Your money or your life! "

It was Christmas Eve.

A masked figure had spurred suddenly from a dark
copse beside the Dover Road, a muscular hand gripped
the bridle of the nearest horse and so brought the
whole team to a slithering standstill, The rumpad
now appeared to the coachman in the light of his
lanthorn as a menacing form, enveloped in the steam
from his horses’ nostrils. He held a pair of serviceable
horse pistols aligned on that portion of greatcoat
directly over the coachman’s heart.

So, muttering ineffective curses the coachee sub-
sided on his box and let the highwayman get on
ATl the characters in the stories printed in this  With it
paper are fictitious. Thg names 30 not 'r:’fe:r ;g There were two more of these gentlemen of the

any living person or persons. road beside the one who had brought the coach to &
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stop. One, a tall, dandified figure, betrayed his cnliins
only by the black mask he wore. This worthy calle
over his shoulder to his nearest companion : * Now
for our Christmas dinner; Dick ! and opened the
door of the coach. Next moment a startled yell
came from Sixteen String Jack's lips as he got a clear
view of the lamp-lit interior.

There were only two passengers. One, a dark-
haired, handsome youth of some sixteen summers.
But it was the other traveller that had caused Jack’s
pistol to drop from suddenly nerveless fingers to the
SNOW. in the plain, sombre garments of &
country leech, he seemed harmless enough; but
instead of a face, a fleshless skull grinned out at
Sixteen String Jack—a skull on top of which was
perched a three-cornered hat. The hands which it
rested on its knees, were simply bones !

Indeed, the figure-was not that of & man at all—
but & grisly skeleton !

Sixteen String Jack did not hear the low chuckle
that sounded from the other traveller, as he turned,
trembling, to his leader, Dick Turpin.

“8’death, Jack! Ye're white as a sheet!”
exclaimed the famous highwayman. * What ails ye,
man'? Ha' ye seen a ghost t ™

“ W-w-w-worse than that, cap'n ! ” quavered the
dandy and he moved aside to give his chief
s i, Snngoren f Dick Turpin jump

ven iron nerves of Dicl ave &
at that blood-chilling sight; but mgquickl;r he
recovered himself, and his gay, infectious laughter
rang out o'er the frozen hiﬁ?:ﬂy.

= d, sirrah ! * he said emilingly to the boy in
“’Tis a strange companion ye travel

At sound of Dick’s voice ; at sight of that portion
of his face visible beneath his black mask, look
of annoyance swiftly from the youngster’s
own visage. * ¥, ’od rabbit me if it isn’t Dick

in ! ** he exclaimed in evident pleasure. * Dost
not remember me, Dick t

‘ Nay ig't—can it be—Gog an’ magog ! Tis young
Jackie Dickon-—son of my old friend, George Dickon,
the apothecary. But "—his voice taking on a mock
serious no e wizgdo ye use your father’s anatomy
piece to play tri on honest highwaymen ? Ye
young jac! pes, Jack here ha' not got over his

hock yet '

Rather sheepishly Jack Dickon answered :

“"Twas indeed done to scare away an enemy—
I}){ut. ‘;zot. highwaymen. I planned it for Sir Silas

ood.”

“ Silas Rood, the magistrate. Gad, not a man to
play tricks on, methinks ! ** exclaimed Dick. “ Why
did. ye doit, Jack 1 - =

* "Tis soon told—to one who s s for tho King
across the Water |

“The King over the Water!"” Dick caught his
breath in hissingly. A Jacobite, sworn to the cause
of the Young Pretender, he knew instantly to whom
you%s]ziokon referred.

“Hist ! Careful, lad,” cautioned the highwayman.
“ What exactly are yeup to 1

“In a word, Dick, I am smuggling Sir Miles
Mandering, who hath been discovered to be a Jacobite,
out of the country, A smugglers’ vessel anchors off
Ettring Cove at midnight, an’ I am taking Sir Miles
on board.”

“ But where is Sir Miles,” questioned Dick. “I
don’t see him in the coach.”

The other’s teeth flashed in a smile.

“Yet he is here, I warrant ye. Ho, Sir Miles !
Speak for yourself |

And to the bightobymen’s amazement, a voice
seemed to come from the skeleton itself : ** Greetings,
lads. A merry Christmas to ye!”

Y
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Before the highwaymen’s puzzled eyes, the skeleton |
hands came down the b d sleeves of the sombre |
jacket and human hands appeared. These had been.
tueked into the sleeves, grasping the skeleton’s hands
which finished al y at each wrist., And when
these same flegsh-and-blood hands removed the cravat
at the neck of the skull and the Bighwaymen saw a
pair of laughing brown eyes lockirg out at them,
their astonishment was complete.

“'Fraid what our friend, Jackie, ha' told ye,
gentlemen, is the truth,” said Sir Miles Mandering.
“ Though, "pen my soul, I don't yet know what first
awakened SPJ: Silas’s mﬁiom o’ me. Gad knows
he’s always hated me. His estate adjoins mine, an’
I know he would gi’ much to merge the two, wi’
himself as lord o' both! Mayhap, he thinks, the
Hannoverian will apportion him my lands, an be
can catch me 1 ™

As though the last words were a signal, a number
of shadowy wlgxrea loomed suddenly out of the
whirling eno kes.

In the lead was a clean-shaven, sinister-looking
man, whose S:,nwoat eould not entirely hide his
thin, wolfish shoulders. The highwaymen knew this
to be Sir Silas Rood—the yery man from whom Jack
Dickon and 8ir Miles Mandering were fleeing. ;

His satellites were obviously serving-men from his
estate, one of them a horrible, mis-shapen dwarf.

And so suddenly had these enemies d, that
Tariing. Bor Bood canght tghs of the yovas
unavailing. For t sight of the young
Jacobite’s face ere he could eoncen?}t. with the skull.

“S’death ! We have the renegade ! There he is—
in the coach ! Seize him—Why, what does this mean,
sirrah 1™ The last words were addressed to Dick
Turpin, who had suddenly spurred forward, full in
Sir bilas Rood’s path. ;

“Ten thousand ons—if 1 interrupt a private
feud,” answered Dick ealmly. * But ye behold in
me a poor gentleman of the road who is out this bitter
night to earn his Christmas dinner. In other words :
Your purse, girrah, or "twill go hard wi’ ye ! *

For a moment Silas Rood was nonplussed at this
sudden and turn of events. His men,
too, had halted, irresolute. For Sixteen String Jack
and Joe Button, the ex-coachman member of Dick's -
band, ta.knwxg t.he::’h cue fmnt: their leader,
menacing them with a of pistols.

YmngackDiokon,q;’?:ktonizethialmcxpec&d
opportunity, yelled stentoriously to the coachman
to drive on. Nothing loth, that worthy whipped up
his steeds and the coach hurtled away along the -
BT highway.
morﬁirSilas,hisnatnmﬂypdeImmlivid
with chagrin and rage. Yet, such was the iron nerve
of the man, he recovered his poise almost instautly.

“Psghaw | he out. “Those fools can
wait. They cannot so easily slip through my fingers.
As for ?ou, sirrah, here is n{uy pul.lrlae. 'I'I;ka ;:Eand
begone | " And, d.rmng it from his t, ung '
it on the ang:oii? front o bIl)eick‘s feet.:oc R <

Bmiling, Dick Turpin bent to pick up t ulky
leather bag—and on the instant Elrilﬂ ama*d. With a
swift movement he i his sword from its
scabbard and made a deadly lunge at the stooping

P aut:l::ng he hghomd with]g‘uil;‘ the m!:gsmef of ﬂt]he
i ighwayman. ick was y for that
treacherous move. Like lightning he straightened
and in the same movement his own sword leapt
magically to his hand. :
It caught the other’s blade in a perfect parry, and a
sideways flick set the sharp point against Sir Siles's
wrist. That scoundrel dropped his weapon as though

it were red-hot.
* Curse you for a cunning knave. I'll be revenged

were
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for this!"” he gritted. But the words died in his
throat as Dick’s own point was laid gently against
his breast.

“Ye know I could kill ye, ye treacherous dog,”
breathed the highwayman, * And perhaps ’twould
be better for the world an I did! So do not tempt
me over hard, Silas Rood | ”

Contemptuously then, Dick speared the purse on
the end of his sword and gave a quick signal to Joe
and Sixteen String Jack. In obedience, the pair
elapped spurs to their horses and, ere the baronet’s
bodyguard could make a move, had melted into the
trees beside the road.

Slowly, with black murder in his heart, Bir Silas
Rood recovered his sword from where it had fallen,
and raising an arm that dripped blood into the snow,
shook his clenched fist in the direction of the vanished
Dick Turpin.

*We'll meet again, I swear it | ”” he almost sobbed.
#* An when we do . ..”

Thus Dick Turpin succoured a friend and created

an implacable enemy. And Sir Silas Rood was
perhaps the foremost duellist of his day.

A “Pudden Head '’ Trick.
“ ONIFF! Bniff1”
Bootles, the big black highwayman and the
fourth member of Dick Turpin’s band, had for
once lost his accustomed jollity. And on no less a
time than Christmas Eve. Truth was, the usually
good-humoured black had but yesterday contracted
a severe cold in the head. Now, swathed in a
voluminous dressing-gown, he sat with boots and
hose removed and his large feet in a steaming mustard
bath. A big, red nighteap kept-the draughts from his
woolly pate.
On the table before him was a huge blunderbuss
and a glass of hot toddy.
Thus Bootles the Black kept his lonely vigil in the

room the highwaymen shared at the Half Moon Inn
—awaiting the return of his more fortunate comrades
with their Christmas dinner.

Suddenly one of the doors of the room was flurig
open and in marched a number of blue-coated figures.

The Bow Street Runners—Dick Turpin & Co.’s
deadliest foes ! Tom Noddy, their leader, had sworn
to bring the whole highwaymen band to Tyburn.
But poor Tom had first to catch his men.

This time, however, it looked as though Bootles
at least was cornered. . At sight of the newcomers
the black had made a grab at his blunderbuss, but
before he could use the clumsy weapon, he was seized
on all sides and his arms pinioned.

“8oho! Yeblackrascal. Iha’yeat last!” grated
Tom Noddy, triumphantly. “ Where's that scoundrel
Turpin an’ the other two, hey ¢ Answer me, ye imp
o' Satan!”

_ Bootles rolled his eyes and adopted an air of injured
innocence. 4

i PIPPED BY A PUD.—Tom Noddy

: made a grab at the seated figure. The

: dressing-gown slipped off, to reveal a

Christmas pudding and a chair instead
of Bootles, the black rumpad.

“Turpin, did ye say, sah ?” he asked brightly.
“ Now ain’t dat a pow'ful funny t'ing. I wus jest
saying to myself : dis chile mus’ go 'long to Lunnon
Town an’ see if Turpin am dere, when yo’ an’ dece
handsome gemmen came in. Yo! Yo! Yo! 'Scute
mo laffin’ gemmen, but ’tis indeed pow’ful funny ! ”

“You lying rascal ! ” bellowed the choleric Bow
Street chief. ‘* Turpin’s hereabouts, being as we've
had hinformation to prove same. 8ink an’ burn
me, I »

From the direction of the outer door of the inn,
there came to Tom Noddy’s sharp ears the sudden
stamp of feet, cheerful voices, and once a hearty
laugh. A laugh familiar enough to Tom, for in truth
it had mocked him more than once, when he thought
to have Dick in his srasp and the elusive highwayman
had proved him sadly mistaken.

Though he had broken off his speech, however,
Tom affected not to have heard. Into his cunning
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brain had come a plan for nobbling the highwaymen.
But first he must lull Bootles into a false sense of
gecurity.

¥ Well, well, my black friend,” he said, trying to
impart some warmth to his usually grating voice
“*Pig Christmas an’ I doubt not ye'll want to go to
Lunnon to see Turpin and the rest o’ yer ]imls. Egad,
then, an’ likewige stap me, ye shall. I've sworn to
capture all o’ ye, so, one being no manner o’ use,
T'll wait till I can get ye all together. Gi’ yo good-
day, Bootles—an’ a merry Christmas!”

And frowning away any inclination to ask questions
on the part of his men, he led the way from the room.
Once outside the main door, however, a startling
change came over Tom Noddy. Instead of the kind-
hearted man, imbued with Christmhas spirit, he was
once more the wolfish hunter of men.

“ This way, animals,” he hissed ‘ot his runners,
“ Methinks 1’1l ha’ Turpin and his rascals in Newgate
by the morn!”

He beckoned his men into a side-passage, which ran
from the main door in the form of a hectagon. And
inside the hectagon was the rogm in which they had
left Bootles. In each side of that hectagon was a
separate door communicating with the room. - This
was for easy egress when danger threatemed tho
occupants. For the Half Moon Inn was built entirely
for the convenience of smugglers !

At each of these doors Tom Noddy posted one of
his men.

“When I gi’ ye the signal, do ye fling open the

door an’ hold up Turpin and his villains wi* your -

pistols,” Tom ordered. * Methinks they'll finish
this Christmas dinner in Newgate gaol ! *

Even as Tom finished speaking a noisy party came
down the passage from the main entrance to the inn,
They were Dick Turpin, Sixteen String Jack, the
dandy, Joe Button, the ex-coachman member of
the highwayman band, young Jackie Dickon, and
Sir Miles Mandering.

 Heigho, Bootles, old comrade, we've found the
price o' our Christmas dinner, and here’s friends to
share it wi’ us!”

The runners heard Dick’s voice as the newcomers

entered the dining-room. A few minutes of laughing '

and chaffing; then Mine Host, bearing a huge
turkey before him, came along the main passage from
the kitchen. The hidden runners’ mouths watered
at the appetising aroma that floated towards them.
They promised themselves a goodly sample of that
succulent bird when their duty had been accomplished*

Tom allowed the highwaymen time to settle down
to their Christmas feast. Then he gave the signal—
a low, penetrating whistle.

Simultancously, each of the Bow Street agents
burst through the particular door at which he was
stationed—and each pulled up on the threshold with
a gasp. 3

The highwaymen had disappeared !

Dick and his comrades there was no sign. Except
for Bootles. The figure of the black, in his voluminous
dressing-gown and nighteap, was still there, bending
over the festive board.

“ Hold the black ! thundered Tom Noddy. ‘ The
rest of 'em can’t be far away. We were watching
every door.”

He made a step forward to apprehend Bootles.

The black rum; e no move to escape. Indeed,
he had not moved from his position at the table since
the runners had entered.

_And then Tom Noddy received another shock. He
made a grab at Bootles’s shoulder—and found himself
clutching nothing more human than the back of a
chair through the cloth of Bootles’s dressing-gown.

And a gasp of horror escaped his lips as the head of
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the black, still with the red night-cap perched upon
it, rolled startlingly on to the table !

It was a Christmas pudding ! ;

N'.[‘:l?‘liua the whole plot became clear to pocr Tom

O -

They highwaymen had rigged up the dummy of
their black comrade with the aid of a Christmas
pudding, a chair and Bootles's dressing-gown and
nighteap. Something else caught Tom's eye. Tt
was a large notice scrawled on the back of & calendar.
It read : -

Glod rest ye merry Redbreasts,
And a merry Christmas all !
Drex Turris,

“@ink an” burn the rogues! They can’t be far
away. BSearch for them, fools. Don’t stand there
goggling like geese ! " thundered Tom Noddy.

He himself led a rush to the likeliest hiding-place
in the room—the chimney.

But only a shower of soot, apparently dislodged
by the wind, came down and smothered Tom.

Coughing and choking, the now-half-demented
Bow Street chief stood like a particularly portly lion
at bay. His men searched every likely nook and
eranny in the big room, but in each place drew a

. Yet cach of the doors had been guarded as
Tom Noddy said. How, then, had the highwaymen
escaped ?

It was a mystery to the iraseible leader of the Red-
breasts. But the fact remained that the birds had
flown. Even now they might be riding, chuckling at
their getaway, along the moonlit Dover Road.

Trailing soot at every step, Tom led his men from
the inn parlour and out to the horses. He would
fain have stayed at the inn, if not to enjoy a Christmas
meal, at least to wash some of the soot off his blue
jacket and red waistcoat. But the scent was hot,
and Tom was more determined than ever to appre-
hend hisenemy. 8o, with a harsh command to his men,
he vaulted into the saddle and set spurs to his horse.

There were the marlks of horses’ hoofs leading away
from the inn in the direction of Dover, and Tom did
not doubt that they were the hoof-prints of Dick
and his comrades,

They were! What Tom did not know was that
Joe and Sixteen String Jack had deliberately made
these prints before entering the imn with Jack Dickon
and Sir Miles. It was a simple subterfuge to put any
possible pursuers from Sir bilas Rood off the scent.

Paying Toll.

OULD Tom Noddy have seen what was taking
place back in the inn, his naturally prominent
eyes might have fallen out altogether.

First a panel above the massive, old-fashioned
mantelpiece swung ntien, then  a laughing face
appeared, and finally the full figure of Dick Turpin

out and jumped down to the sanded floor
of the landlord’s parlour. Dick was quickly followed =~
by the rest of s highwayman band, Jack Dickon
and Sir Miles Mandering. o

“ Stap me ! " roared %gick, holding his sides. “I'd
give a silver guinea to ha’ seen poor old Tom’s face
when he found the birds had flown ! *Twas an uncom- -
monly good idea o" yours, Jack, to hide in the secret
chamber in the chi G

“Yo! Yo! Yo!" roared Bootlee. ““An’ fancy
pore ole Tom mistooking dis niggah for a pudden an’ -
a chair. Ise not such a pudden head as all dat !

Indeed, the hi waymen had put the peculiarities-
of the old sm ’ mnn to good service, 'The hide-

out in the chimney had been designed by Mine Host, .« # 2
* himself a smuggler. e

Like the extra doors to
parlour, it was to assist in a quick getaway when the
smugglers were disturbed by the revenue officers.

“* Well, yo can be assurcd, lads, that neither Tom
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Noddy nor Silas Rood will disturb us for some time
to come, So let us eat, drink an’ be merry. There's
plenty of time to enjoy our Christmas dinner ere we
ride for Ettring Cove.”

Boon the wholo merry band were enjoying huge
helpings of steaming boar’s head, followed by heaped
Elatrs of Christmas pudding. Even Bootles forgot

is indisposition and did full justice to the Yule-tide
victuals, washing each mouthful down with huge
draughts of the boniface’s mulled ale.

It was not until all were replete and sitting back
in their chairs around the great log fire that Diok
Turpin again referred to the affair that had caused
him and Sir Miles to join forces.

ye in sight ! * chuckled Dick. * Well, he'll find the
Susgex coast long enough if he doesn’t know the
exact spot chosen for the landing. ’'Twill be like
Inokin&: for a needle in a haystack to discover us in
time !

But even the astute highwayman was wanting in
his calculations there. It occurred to nobody in that
candle-lit room to glance out of the window. And
so they did not seo the saturnine face pressed to the
mullioned panes. It was the face of Sir Silas Rood !

* L - * L]
8 soon as Dick and his comrades had ridden
away with his purse, the sinister magistrate had
clapped spurs to his nag and led his men along

“ How did Silas come to hear of this attempt to
flee the country ? "' he asked quietly.

Sir Miles Mandering shrugged elegant shoulders.

“ Why, 'twere easy for one with such prying ways

as Sir Silas,” he answered almost bitterly. * Ye may
know, Dick, there have been strenuous attempts
lately, on the part of the government, to stamp out
the Jacobites, and some of us were in hourly peril of
betrayal, Bo it was decided that about a dozen of
the ringleaders should flee to France until things
settled down again. The manner ®f it was thus. A
emugeling brig—the Wayfarer—was chartered to
pick up each of the twelve at various places along
the coast. And she was to call for me at Ettring Cove
at twelve to-night. That scoundrel Silas, however,
smelled o rat an’ intercepted a postboy from the
North, carrying a letter to me signifying that all was
arranged. Fortunately, Ettring Cove was not men-
tioned. It simply said : - Show a lantern from cliff at
midnight Christmas Eve.”

“ Egad, so that's why Sir Silas was fain to keep

the slippery road in an attempt to catch up with Sire
Miles Mandering’s coach. The effort was abortive,
and when at last, weary and disgruntled, they had
reached the red-lit windows of the Half Moon, it had
been decided to give horses and men a much-needed
meal and rest there before proceeding to the coast.

Sir Silas had demanded a private room, but passing
the door of the bar his fox-like eyes had descried none
other than Sir Miles’ coachman, enjoying the contents
of a large tankard in the chimney seat. Concealing
his exultation he made covert inquiries of the inn.
keeper and elicited the information that his young
enemy was in the inn parlour. Unfortunately for tho
plotter he had only taken up his stance below the
lattice of the inn parlour when Sir Miles had reached
the erd of his story, so he still did not know the
exact landing E!aco of the Wayfarer. But consoling
himself with the thought that he had again got on
the scent of his quarry, he decided to lie low until
they left the inn and then follow them down to the
coast.
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At this point something that young Dickon let - a matter o’ life or death ! A silver pound for your
him to prick up his ears afresh. Raising fastest work!"™
ass of ginger wine to his lips, the boy gave a A sleepy head was through a slowly opened
toast: “To the Wayfarer—and a safe passage for casement and the toll-house ki peercd out into

its cargo of Jacobites !

8o there would be more than Sir Miles on board !
Rood’s black heart leapt at the thought. If omly
he could capture them all! Why, it would mean a
dukedom at least !

The muffled thud of weary feet in the snow cut
into his reflections, and turning from the window he
saw Tom Noddy and the rest of the Bow Street
Runners. They had returned from the wild goose
chase on which Dick had sent them and, dismounting
from their horses, wero about to enter the inn. Tom
Noddy had had enough for one night, and had decided
to spend the night at the Half Moon. But Sir Rilas
had other plans. Here were just the reinforcements
he needed, :‘._i!l:: I?"crcfa to overcome the crew and
passengers of t ayfarer.

So,nﬁntrom,ing Tom Noddy in the doorway be
quickly told him the whole strange story. The chief
of the Runners jumy at the opportunity thus

resented to him and when Bir Silas told him that

ick Turpin was also involved he was all eagerness
to proceed.

Concealing themselves in the inn, the whole party
of seli-styled avengers waited with what patience
they could muster for the departure of their prey.

Eleven golomn notes had sounded from Mine Host’s
grandfather clock ere the highwaymen and the
Jacobites made a move, and it was fifteen minutes
past the hour when Sir Miles Mandering’s coach and
its escort clattered out of the inn-yard. Then, with
hoofs and wheels strangely muffled as they swung on
to the snow-covered highway, they whirled away on
their gix miles’ journey to the coast.

Almost immediately it stopped snowing, and the
moon came out to light their way. Past frozen mere
and sleeping manso the cavalcade jogged, and merrily
the miles slid by. 2

Dick Turpin was in rare good spirits ; the nocturnal
ride was certainly exhilarating after the stuffiness of
R e

or ong in ¢! e. t,

a loose -girth caused Dick to fall behind the

rest of the party, and he dismounted to attend to it.

Ill-l‘prha brief space he was alone on the silent, snowy
1ighway.

But as he st.mg!*a‘ ned, after performing his task,
he paused with one foot in the e . From some-
where behind him had sounded the sudden whinny
of a horse.

Ears straining through the night, Turpin listened
tensely. Sure enough he heard the faint jingle of
harness and the muflled thud-a-thud-thud of many
horses’ hoofs in the snow.

Pursuit ! That was the first thought that struck
into his brain. There could be no other reason for
such a large body of mounted men at this late hour.

He must warn those ahead. Swinging into the
saddle without further ado, he whispered a word in
the ear of his gallant mare that sent her forward like
the wind.

At Dick’s news, when he came level with them,
the others re-doubled their speed. But the heavy
coach was a serious handicap. From the rear, the
sounds of pursuit grew louder and ever louder. Soon
they must be overhauled.

‘And then, ahead of thém a round stone buildi
loomed up beside the road, and full across their pa
showed stout length of a toll bar—cutting off
their way !

The horses came to a slithering standstill and Dick
hammered frantically on the toll-keeper’s door,

“Open! Quickly, sirrah! Raise the bar! 'Tis

the night. FEight of Dick’s did not reassure
him, and he was about to slam the window shut
and let the rumpads cool their heels, when Bootlea
acted. The black vaulted clean from his horse
through the closing casement and into the astounded
fellow’s bedroom.

Not ing to offer explanations, the black high-
waymanpalie::;ltsdown the }TSf-dozen stairs to the luﬁr
room, in which was the crude windlass that controlled

® the toll-bar.

A few lusty turns at the handle and the way waa
clear for the coach to comtinue its journey. The
heavy vehicle lnmbered into motion just as a sudden
hi sounded and round a distant bend swept
the pursuers. Sir Silas's reedy voice came clearly
to Dick’s ears.

“Steady, animals. Don't let ‘em sce ye! But
don’t lose "em now ! "™ S

The hero-highwayman was waiting for X
before rejoining those in front. But the problem now
was to throw Sir Silas off the scent. It would be
useless to attempt to embark Sir Miles on the Way/arer
with the villainous magistrate around.

A sudden idea eame to Dick’s fertile brain.

“So ho, Bootles!” he called softly. And when
the black replied, Dick continued : “S8ir Silas and
Tom Neddy are coming al the road. They've
discovered us. But I ha’ a plan for holding them
up well and truly. Listen! Wait until I give the
signal, then lower the toll-bar hali way. Leave the
w‘:.ti't;-:hl;;!”ﬂi -l Sir Silas and th

i 1 ip-clop 1 Bir the runners
came on apace. They would soon be atop of Dick

Tug;in. But the wayman did not budge. Full

in the lamplight that streamed from the upper window

of the toll-house, he made a picturesque figure in
mask and red greatcoat, as he sat motionless in the
saddle of Black Bess.

Catching sight of him, Sir Silas raised the stock
of his whip and iculated at the highwayman,
“At him!”™ he thundered.

ride him down ! "

The Redbreasts and Sir Silas’s servants were almost
on him when Dick gave a low, penetrating whistle.
Bootles heard the signal and immediately carried out
Diek’s previous order. The great arm of the toll
bar descended swiftly—then stopped.

The foremost of the pursuers rode full tilt into
that bar, which jutted across the road at the height
of the horatcs' beads. One afteﬁ'ﬂ:n‘gﬁmer the riders
were swept from their saddles, whi DAZS g
on. 'I'!msl.]o behind, in their efforts to avoid thm:lm

slithered and fell all over the road. Boon
around the toll-house was a scene of indeseribable
confusion, of kicking horses and cursing, struggling
men.

*“Capture him—or

Dick in's mocking laughter rang cut o’er the
moonlit hi, y : then, calling to Bootles to follow,
he cla spurs to horse and rode chuckling in the

wake of the coach.

Unfortuna Jor Dick’s plan, however, Bir Silaaf
and the dwarf not been unhorsed. Though, in
truth, they were the only two of the pursuers who
had not fallen.

* Zounds, Abnegall,” snarled Sir Silas, at his evil-
looking lieutenant. “ We must not let those rum
out of our sight or we'll lose the whole situation.
Ride on. These fools can extricate themselves as
best they may."

Tom was already "on his feet, rubbing
utmdx;yhruiam.nndtohimﬁirﬂﬂu ave the order to
wait for the rest of the Runners and his own servants
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and then go straight to the coast via the road. He
gueased that Dick and the Jacobite would leave the
road somowhere ahead, to reach the spot on the
cliffs at which the smugglers’ ship was to land. But
if ho could stick to their trail he hoped to be able to
signal his minions to the exact spot in time to inter-
cept Sir Miles Mandering.

And this time Sir Silas was more cautious, so that
even Dick’s sharp ears never warned him that an im-
placable enemy still dogged his trail. When, within
a mile of the coast, the road swung east and the coach
was driven straight on—along a bridle-path—Dick
Turpin and Bootles had caught up with the main
cavalcade,

With a gloating smile, Sir Silas Rood watched until
they were out of sight in the moonlight ; then he, too,
swung off after them.

The way now led beside a half-frozen stream—a
stream that widened at almost every yard until
eventually it flowed out into Ettring Cove. Soon

B o o S SE S R o oE S o o T o o o o i i o o

the coach had to be abandoned and, leaving their
horses tethered to some convenient trees, Dick and
the rest pushed on,

Silas and the dwarf were sure now that they were
making for Ettring Cove. And, halting, Sir Silas
produced his fob. He saw that it wanted fifteen
minutes to midnight—when the smugglers’ vessel
would arrive in the cove, The problem was now how
to summon Tom Noddy and his minions to the scene,
for, of course, he and the dwarf would be little more
than useless against Sir Miles Mandering's escort of
highwaymen.

And then a plan came to Sir Silas. He knew every
inch of the countryside hereabouts, and he remem-
bered there was an alarm bell at the top of the cliffs
at each side of the cove. If he tolled this it would
warn the smugglers’ vessel not to land ; but on the
other hand Tom Noddy would surely have the sense
to hasten thither to investigate., And thus they
would be able to eapture Dick Turpin and Sir Miles
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Mandering—the two men that, at the moment and
after his many roverses at their hands, Sir Silas
wanted most to danro&m .

No sooner thought it was put into execution.
Pausing only while Abno%n.l.l. the dwarf, at his orders,
went back to the coach for a lanthorn to light their
way, Sir Silas set off for the lonely tower in which
the alarm bell was housed.

As the pair left the road somewhere ahead, Dick
Turpin clutched the arm of Sir Miles and pointed
“uxgm ill.concealed light of the lantern the dwarf
oaf‘ri'?l‘dﬁ !t No shepherd be

is passing strange o shep! can
abroad at this time o’ nigght.“ said the hero highway-
man. “ Do you go on to the cove, lads. I'll join ye
after I've investigated that light | ™

So Nemesis prepared the stage for Dick Turpin’s
last meeting with Sir Silas Rood . . .

Dieck Turpin’s Christmas Trick !
y LL right, animal. Light the way ! "
Sir Silas Rood grated the command at his
it henchman as, panting a littlo after
his exertions, the plotter gained the top of the cliff.
There before the pair was the squat bell tower, the
door of which was always on lateh in case of

cmergency.
Abnegall the door and, holding the lantern
above his head, made way for his master to enter,
Sir Silas stalked into the yellow-lit darkness,
to .grasp the rope that would signal death to the
esocaping Jacobite, and halted with a half-articulate
ery. A ery in which sheer amazement mingled with
a

or, swinging gaily on the bell-rope was—Dick
Turpin! And the highwayman had a drawn sword
in his hand. All unknown to Sir Silas, he had passed
him and the dwarf during their upward climb and,
realising their destination, had prepared this eur-
prise. It had been easy to hang on the hell-rope
without ringing the bell, for the great, bronze bell
was “up,” so that it would need a special swing to
sct it a-pealing.

“’Sdeath! We are undomne!™ ejaculated Silas
Rood ; then, secing that Dick was alone, a cunning
light came into his eyes—cunning that was quickly
cha to a gloating malevolence.

“So at last we meet on level terms ! " he snarled
and whipped his sword from its sheath.

“ Aye—on level terms, Sir Silas!* smiled Dick
Turpin, catching the other’s blade on his own. Then,
with a swift movement hs sliced through the rope
above his head, so that the bell could not be tolled.
And landing, lithe as a cat, on his feet, fell into an
easy, perfeotly balanced fencing stance.
dBot.hec:.wodaadI enemies—~the most famous

uellist and the equally famous highwayman—faced
cach other. Against one wall the dwarf
his lantern shedding a sickly light on the scene.

Steel rasped on steel, reflecting back the lantern’s
light in a series of dazzling flashes. And, with a speed
that bewildered the single watcher, the swordsmen

wielded their weapons.
Thrust! Parry! Thrust! P ! So the dusl
white-hot. And after his t careless ex-

m Silas Rood realised that here was an antago-
nist worthy of his steal.

His pale face, on which dissipation had left lines
beymdhnmaotmawhitemk. His thin lips
minaumt line, Truly he did not lack courage.
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And Dick Turpin ? Well, he had locked inte the
oyes of death so often that the devil in Rood’s
left him unmeved. A faint smile played about hi
lips ; his face was slightly flushed with the healthy
exertion. He t in the cause of friendship, than
which there is no better motive. And, sorely pressed
as sometimes he was, he strove to disarm rather than
to kill. .

8ir Silas had been wont to whisper taunts ot his
adversarics in past combats. Many a man had met
death with Sir Bilas’s mocking voice in his ears. But
now hoe peeded every ounce of his ekill, all his
attention, to hold off the other’s weapon. Seon he
was breathing rather heavily ; then frankly panting.
Gradually it was borne in on him that at last he had
met his match, Dick Turpin, the despised highway-
man, was the better man.

Came the end at last—a final, e thrust on
which Silas staked his all, and Dick’s riposte that
took his point past the other’s and through the
clbow joint of his sword-arm. ‘was an ominous
crack, and as Dick withdrew his steel, his rival's
weapon clattered to the floor.

And Dick had Sir Silas Rood at his merey.
If he so it, the highwayman could have
dispatched him. Had the positions beon reversed,
Silas Rood would certainly not have hesitated. But,
villain as he was, Rood was a keen student of men.
And he knew Dick would not kill him in cold blood.
The thought stilled the awful fear that had been
welling up in the plotter’s heart, and deadly hatred
again eame uppermost in his mind.

For a moment he was beside himself with rage—
yet through it gleamed ancther thought, like a ray
of light in a dark room.

A chanee! There was a faint chance of striking
one last cruel blow. And on the thought Rood acted.
Snatching the lantern with his undamaged hand from
the trembling dwarf, he jumped through the open
door into the night.

“The ship ! * he screamed. ‘‘ That at least shall
be wrecked. Burn me, I'll sink her with all hands | *2

In a flash Dick saw his fell purpose, He was
rushi# to the edge of the cliff, from thence to signal
the Wayfarer—ture her to her doom on the cruel
rocks below. Her captain, unsuspicicus of treachery,
would think it was Bir Miles's signal, and so sail in

to the 5
Dickwmi:n pursuit, but he had only taken a
couple of steps forward when Abnegall jumped on

- him from behind and crashed a pistol barrel against

the side of his head.

So Bir Silas was left unhampered to perform his
foul work. It seemed that nothing could now prevent
him

He rushed to the brink of the cliff and uncovered
the lantern. As he did so, the cliff edge on which he
stood, erumbled beneath his feet. One terrible
of fear and despair rang out in the night. Thangg
Silas Rood went pitching down, down to the very
rocks on which he scgemed to lure the Way‘arery

The dwerf, who was the only witness of tho acei-
dent, stumbled fearfully away from the scene. Twa
minutes later Diek in came to his sensos with
s i o

It was the merry ,a nej uring church;

i ing the dawn o';eghristmaa Day. Simultaneousl
a light from the cove below out to sea, ans
immediately there came an answering light through
th"i'g;'wm' ding into the Lringing

] arer wes ridi to the cove bringi
freedom to yet another fugitive on Christmas morn,

The whe tanes and trains liens is here next
week, Look out for him in the greatest animal
tale ever, entitled * Laughing Lightning of the Lions!”
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THE LAUGHABLE DOINGS OF LAUREL AND HARDY. QUITE COMPLETE
AND FUNNIER THAN THE FILMS. THIS WEEK : “ CHAMP OF THE CAMP.”

That’s Oliver

Hardy as a Professional Pugilist. But when

He was Forced to Fight the Toughest Guy in

Lumberland His Stony Attitude brought him
Victory.

MUCH OF A MUTTNESS!
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Smash Em Hardy.

LIVER HARDY glared at his simple pal, Stan
Laurel, who stood by the trackside rubbing his
bruises and making helpless gestures. They

had just been ** bounced * from a passing train, where
tho brakeman had discovered themn taking a free ride
in an empty goods-van.

“You great big lump of—of—unconscious matter,
you!l Why in Heaven’s name did you have to go and
hang on to the alarm signal and stop the train ?

* Well, I—that is—I mean how was I know that
I was ﬂt.ru?ha.nging on the alarm sgignal? I
thought >

*“ You thought ! The faintest flicker of a thought
has never passed through that lump of inert matter
you call a head! Well—here we are, about forty
miles from the nearest city, and somewhere in the
lun?nl,)er country | -~ What're we going to do about
ivt " G

A fleeting suggestion of intelligence flitted across
Laurel's face.

“The lumber country is it ? I suppose this is
where peoploe dump their rubbish and old clothes
11-;hem ? I was wondering how this old hat came to be

ere,"”

Laurel gazed at a battered bowler hat at his feet
and kicked it thoughtfully.

“ Here, gimme that,” said Hardy, indignantly,
seizing the hat: “‘ It's mine ! "

Hardy dabbed his bowler on his head, and glared
round at the wild, desolate forest-land.

‘* Well, we'd better start walking,” he snapped,
“if we don’t want to stay here for the rest of our
days! Come on!”

The fat man strutted off at right angles to the
track and Laurel followed him wearily. For half-an-
hour they spoke not a word and by that time they
had completely lost themselves amongst the great,
towering trees. Still they kept on and presently they
came to a wide, fast-running stream with a pile of
newly-felled timber on its shores. Hardy’s face lit
up at the sight and he beamed round at Laurel.

“I have an idea! This stream’s bound to lead
somewhere. We'll make a raft and float downstream
until we get back to civilisation.”

Hardy trotted over to the pile of pine-logs, lifted
one, heaved it with difficulty on his shoulder, and
then staggered away with it to a clear space on the
bank of the streamn. He dumped it down, and then
trotted back to repeat the process, laying the logs
side by side raft-wise. He was returning for a third
log, when he suddenly caught sight of Laurel blinking
at him with interest, but not making the slightest
attempt to help.

“Well! ” grunted Hardy. * What d’you think
you are—the sleeping beauty ? Do you expect me
to do all the work ! Grab one of the logs and give
me a hand |

Laurel waved his hands helplessly and then com-
menced to struggle with one of the logs. Hardy
planted his lmngs on his hips and tapped his foot
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impatiently, as he watched his struggling pal. A
second later, however, a gruff veice brought him
swinging round nervously. to confront a towering
lumberjack who had approached unchserved. He
was a tough-looking fellow, fully seven feet in height,
and with the general aspect of a gorilla.

“ Say, you guys gotter nerve steal'n our timber !
'S'thor big idea ?

“ Ohhh-er,” said Hardy nervously, in his most
charming voice. “ We're not stealing it, I assure
you. Far be us from it—I mean—far be it from

“Waal, I guess it looks mighty like it, an’ I'm
gonner sock you in the jaw jes’ ter make sure ! ™

The big lumberman drew back a fist like a sledge-
hammer; Hardy backed away nervously. Mean-
while, Laurel had not noticed the coming of the
tough and was still struggling to get a log on his
shoulder, with his back to the other two. He suc-
ceeded at the identical moment that the lumberjack
was preparing to strike, but that log was a bit too
m for Laurel. He started to totter backwards
under its weight, several yards of heavy pine-log
projecting fore and aft.

The lumberjack’s fist cameo at Hardy's
head. The fat man ducked just in time to avoid
fist and also to dodge the end of Laurel’s log. The

tree trunk bunolean;:venl-mhishiadandfihomd;:
it caught ying lumberjack squarely on
chin. Laurel drop, his log and lost his balance

altogether, and Hardy looked up just in time to see
the tough drop limply to the ground and lie still.

Hardy stood over him in o fighting attitude, under
the impression that somehow or other he had knocked
the tough out himself, Bofore he could say n:;:gth.ing,
a large crowd of astonished lumbermen g o into
the clearing and gathered round.

“Say! Can you beat that ? " shouted somebody.
“ Hard-fist Hank knocked out by that little fat

chap !

ngdy glanced at them from the eorner of his eye.
They were a tough-looking bunch, but that knock-
out, however it had occurred, had impressed them.
Hardy dropped his fighting attitude, eon-
temptuously at the prone Hank, and then cocked
his hat at a tough-looking angle.

“Yeah, and I'll do the same to any c!mp—-—el"—
guy, I mean, that tries any funny business with me !
Back in my hometown they called me Smash ’em
Hardy,” he added, with sudden inspiration. “I'm
the reason why Tunney ratiredu:?t)er he got the
heavy-weight titlo—he was scared of me !

Laurel frowned in a puzzled fashion. He picked
himself up and tottered to Hardy. >

* Funny, Oliver, I never knew you—"

“Bhut up!* hissed Hardy, “I'm trying to
impress ‘em, you boob!* :

“You ain't one o’ them professional boxers? ™
said one man admiringly. *“We'’re mighty keen on
good scrappers in this camp, stranger. It's our only
amusement | *

“Boxer! " echoed Hardy scornfully. *“ Why—
they named Boxing Day after me ! ®

“Say,” eaid a be-whiskered ruffian, stepping
ferward and thrusting out a horny palm, “ 1
me an’ the b'y’s is ghore glad ter know yer, Smash
'em Hardy. I'm Eb Salmons, foreman o’ this here
camp—mebbe you'd like to step over an’ have a bite
o’ feed wi’ us 1

“A bite o’ feed,” echoed Hardy, “is just what
we're needing—Oh—er—this—this is my—er—
referee. I always travel my own, y'know.”

* Mighty queer notion,” said Eb Salmons, looking
at the unconscious Hank, who was being revived by

- his pals, and chuckling, ** but I guess you shore gotten
a punch on you.”
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Secing that Hard-fist Hank was reviving, Hardy
passed a broad hint that they might take their ** bit
o' feed ” immediately. Eb Salmons took them both

roudly by the arm and led them through the trees,
ollowed by a ¢rowd of admiring lumberjacks.

The Late Christmas.

" EE!” said Eb 8almons, when, later, Laurel
and Har;irLsa.t enjoying a meal in one of the
log huts which were the lumbermen’s quarters,

it do seem swell us hav'n a real champ boxer here !

I'd shore like to see you an’ Hard-fist meet in

the ring ! He’s champ of our eamp an’ bragged he'd

pay any guy fon? do what could lay him out—
an’ up to now he's never had to pay out!™

Hard-fist Hank, still a little battered and \M&ﬂm
had entered the shack at that moment and heard
remark. He glared fiercely at Laurel and Hardy and
rubbed his jaw thoughtfully.

“Yeah ! ™ he growled, ** an’ I still say it. What's
more, I challenge this guy to a ten-round bout, an’
I'll pay him forty dollars, if he can last out the ten
rounds agin me ! What you think o’ that, buddy ? "

“ Oh-err,” said Hardy sweetly. “ It’s—it’s a fine
idea but—er—I'm awfully busy y'know, and my
referee here doesn't like me fighting out of office
hours. Isn’t that so, Laurel ¥

“I don’t mind,” said Laurel simply. “Yow/—
what're you kicking me in the shins for ?

“ You see, you guys,” sneered Hank, to his fellow
lumberjacks, “ he ain’t so eager. ‘Waal! My chal.
lenge stands. I'll meet any guy on Christmas Day
for a ten-round contest and pay that guy forty bucks
if he knocks me out or stays the ten rounds !

The lumberjacks stared at Hardy eagerly, Hardy
blinked thoughtfully at Hard-fist Hank.

* Did I hear you say Christmas Day ? "

“Yeah,” interrupted Eb; * we rigs up a proper
ring and has a regular fight festival Christmas,
stranger—done it for years, and after it's all over
we make the winners the big guests at Christmas
It’s an old custom o{:}um."hu S

Hardy whispered surreptitiously to rel, * How
long is it to next Christmas "

“ Eleven months and a couple of weeks.”

“That's a niee long time,” breathed Hardy. “ We
may be on the other side of the earth b§1hen.” He
stood up and turned towards Hard-fist Hank boldly.
“ All right—I will meet you on Christmas Day for a
ten-round bout ! -

“OE.1" Hank. “ Here, Eb, there’s the
forty-dollar stake—you better hold it! So long,
champ—see you in ing."”

Hardy sat down again and finished his meal
leisurely, watched by the admiring crowd of humnber-
men.

“ 8hucks, Mr. Hardy,” said Eb Salmons, “I guess
it'll be an honour to have you stayin’ with us a few
days. I'll go fix you up a berth for the night.”

Hardy thanked him, and when he had gone,
whi to Laurel, “ We look like being treated
well here for the next cou?ﬂe of days. You see what
brains does for one, my lad 1 " ;

Presently Laurel and Hardy strode forth to view
the camp. They discovered some men already fixing
up a ring in another big shack. ;

“H'm,” commented Hardy. “They ecertainly
believe in making earl}f preparations here. How long
did you say it was till next Christmas 7 ‘

*“ Eleven months and two weeks,” repeated Laurel,
““ We're not going to stay here all that time, are we 7

“We are inly not,” chuckled Hardy, with the
comforting thought that he had all that time to put
o few miles between himself and Hard-fist Hank,

They returned to Eb Salmon's big shack and found
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the head lumberman busy hanging the place with
Christmas decorations. Hardy looked puzzled and
not a little uncomfortable.

“You certainly are preparing for Christmas early
this year,” he said.

“ Oh, not so early, Mister Hardy,” answered Eb,
# I guess it's Christmas Eve to-day, ain’t it ?

** Christmas Eve to-day ! ” howled Hardy, “Surely
you've made a mistake. We spent Christmas in
Chicago a fortnight ago, Look at your calendar.”

‘ Shucks,” grinned Eb. “We don’t go much on
calenders around here. When we wants to know the
date we jest works it out in our heads, an’ we figgered
it was round about Christmas now.”

“Wh-a-a-t! B-b-but you’re about a_ fortnight
late I tell you!” shrieked Hardy, as beads of pers-
piration stood out on his brow.

“ Shucks, it don’t make no never mind to us. We
calls it Christmas Day to-morrow, an’ as far as we're
concerned it is Christmas Day to-morrow ! ”
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Give me a hand,

Tale Next Week.

“I-I've come over all queer.
Laurel,”

A Concrete Matter.

“ T AUREL,” said Hardy, wiping a tear from his
eye, “you’ll think of me when I'm gone?
You'll remember your old pal and all the good

times we had together ? "

“Yooooooow !  wept Laurel, breaking down
altogether and sobbing on Hardy's bare shoulder.
“What 'am I to do without you ? Owwwww /"

“We must be brave,” gulped Hardy. ‘* Perhaps
it'll be over quickly. Come, strap on my gloves !

At that moment Eb Salmons poked his head in at
the door of the room and yelled, * Merry Christmas,
boys. I shore guess we're gonner see & dandy fight !

Everybody's that eager for you and Hank to get
GCo to it. lad, an,

started, they can hardly wait.

A (S)LOG FOR THE LOGGER.—Hardy ducked, to avoid the lumberjack’s fist, At that moment

5 Laurel staggered back under the weight of his log, and the end of it thudded into the tough's face.

“B-b-b-but have I g-got to fight Hank t-t-t-to-
morrow ? "' gasped Hardy.

“Shore, stranger. You knew that, didn’t you?
CGor! You muster thought us mutts if you thought
we meant Christmas twelve-month ! "

Hardy gulped and hung limply on to Laurel’s
shoulder.

“ An’ if you take my advice,” Eb chatted on, as he
arranged his paper chains and evergreen, “ you
wanter watch Hank mighty careful in the ring, He's
gotten a head like a cannon-ball, an’ a fav'rite trick
o’ his is to fall into a clinch and then slam his head
up under the other guy’s jaw when the ref ain’t
look’n. I'm jest mentionin’ this as a friendly warnin’.”

“Th-th-thanks,” gulped the unhappy Hardy.

there’s a mighty big turkey and plum puddin’s an’
mince pies an’ all that wait'n for you when the fight'’s
over. I'll be seeing you.”

As the foreman’s head disappeared Laurel looked at
Hardy and patted him comfortingly on the shoulder.
Hardy was ready stripped for the fight and waiting
apprehensively for their turn to come. There had
been no escape. The lumberjacks had sat up half
the night celebrating Christmas ILve, and Laurel
and Hardy had been unable to get away, try as they
would. So here was poor Hardy, this alleged Christ-
mas morning, waiting to meet his doom.

“There's only one way out,” said Laurel. “I'm
going to take a big stick and try and lay Hard-fist
Hank out before you start.”
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“It’s a tiny gleam of hope,” gulped Hardy.
your best | 7

Laurel had already provided himself with the
necegssary cudgel. He took it now and left the
room. He crept outside the k, avoiding the
crowd, and walked along until he came to the window
of Hank’s dressing-room, on the other side of the
building. He peered in to see Hard-fist Hank talking
to his second and grinning in gleeful anticipation.
Laurel sighed and saw that his project was hopeless.

Hank’s second was plastering some pasty-looking
material on the bruiser’s hands which were already
bandaged, ready for the gloves. Laurel looked further
afleld and detected a sack in a corner of the room
with the words Plaster of Paris written largely upon
it, and presently, having run out of paste, the second
went over to the sack and scooped out a handful of
white powder, dropped it into a can of water and
mixed it up into a further supply of the paste he was
dabbing on to Hank’s hands.

‘“Now that,” thought Laurel simply, ‘ must be
some sort of pain-killing ointment, I should think, to
prevent him hurting his fists when he hits Hardy.”

Innocent Stan Laurel, of eourse, had never heard
of the foul trick of hardening the fists until they were
like concrete !

*“ Maybe if I could get hold of some of it, it would
help Oliver stand the punishment better 7

A chance came presently, for after plastering his
hands and putting on the gloves, Hard-fist Hank
and his second left the room to watch the boxing
until his turn should come. Laurel slid open the
window, grabbed the sack of plaster of Paris and
heaved it outside.

He closed the window again and then went in
search of water. He soon found a large bucketiul.
Then he tipped the whole contents of the sack into
the bucket and stirred the white, sticky mass with
his stick. At last, picking up the bucket, he returned
to Hardy’s dressing-room.

“ Oliver, I've got some pain-killing lotion here,
Just jpla.ster this all over you and you’ll not feel half
his blows.”

Hardy stared af the white mess in the bucket.

" “Are you sure ? Anything that’ll help me I'm
willing to try.”

*“ Certain. I saw Hard-fist Hank putting it on his
hands. Come on. Let me plaster it all over you.”

Hardy stood up and Laurel set to work. By the
time he had finished, Hardy looked more like a snow-
man than a boxer.

At that mement Eb Salmons poked his head in to
tell them that they were ready for the great fight.
I:IeI it?lred tnln ,v;wond;r Hu:n}l‘;[ardy. il

¥ right,” sail @ ti . “Just a
little modern idea, 'knovg'.” s ~
. Well, they're all ready, pards,” said Eb, scratch.
ing 1?.5 head in perplexity. “ Hank is waitin’ in the

rin;
Cghe lastered Hardy breathed a heavy sigh, and
e.teppedp forth from his dressing-room. is advent
was greeted with cheering and wondering cries at his
white and statuesque aspect.
g climbed into the ring and was formally
introduced by Eb S8almons, who was acting as referee.
The ery “ Seconds out! Time!” came. Hard-fist
Hank sprang from his corner like an angry gorilla.
 Hardy rose stifly. He stretched out his hands
in a attitude with great difficulty. Hank
dan about him for a few seconds, making
1i dabs and faints to test Hardy’s mettle. All
of a sudden he t home a hammer right
to Ha.rd?’s body. e crack of the blow could be
heard all round the room, and a roar went up from
the spectators. They expected Hardy to dou%le up
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immediately. But no.
as a rock.

Hank gave a howl and, tueking his right fist under
his armpit, danced about the ring in agony.

A second or two later Hard-fist Hank recovered
and rushed again with berserk fury, this time landing
a terrific right swing on Hardy’s head, It didn’t
even rock Hardy, but it nearly broke Hank’s knuelkles
for him. He leapt away again howling with pain.

And in the centre of tho ring Hardy stood like a
statue of a boxer motionless and absolutely unmoved.
The £Eutr had seized up altogether now and Hardy
couldn’t have moved had he wanted to.

- The gong went for the finish of the first round,
Hank staggered back to his seat, but Hardy remained
where he stood as solid as the Rock of Gibraltar.

“Hey!™ yelled Lauorel. ‘“Come out! First
round’s over.”

No reply.
less as a Greek statue. In desperation Laurel
scrambled into the ring, picked up his statuesque pal
with difficulty and lifted him bodily into his

corner. But he couldn’t make him sit down ! "Hardy ©

wouldn't bend anywhere !

Meanwhile Hard-fist Hank was snarling at his
second in his ewn corner,

“ That guy’s mader rock or sumpn ! I tell yer, I
cain’t hit him. It hurts too much |

“ Why not try the good old head butt,” said the
shifty second from behind his hand.

Hank grinned. ** Guess I will ! 7

The gong went. Laurel hastily picked up his
solidified pal and dumped him—in exactly the same
attitude as he had assumed at the beginning of the
first round—in the centre of the ring. Hard.fist
Hank hovered round Hardy like & eat, looking for an
opening. Suddenly he dashed into a elinch with the
concrete-like lump of humanity in the centre of the
ring. Hardy’s attitude never varied in the slightest,
not even when Hank ducked his head low down
against Hardy's body. Then, with terrific force he
brought it up smack under the chin of his opponent,
Hard-fist Hank had laid out scores of good men with
that foul. But this time something was wrong some-
where.

Hank felt as though the skies had descended on

him ! His vision was shot with darting planets and , .,
various astral phenomena, his eyes assumed a cross- .

ways tion, then his knees gave way and he passed r
m’:ﬁ; into the arms of Morpheus. He had |

ed himself out ageinst Hardy’s chin !

The referee went through the formality of ecounting
ten. He then grabbed Hardy’s arm as if to hoist it
aloft to indicate the winner of the eontest. But that
was a bit to much for even a strong mean like Eb
Salmons.

As the lumbermen made the place ring with their
roars and cheers Laurel climbed hastily into the ring,
and begging assistance lifted the motionless Hardy
out.

“He's alweys awful modest after a fight,” said
Laurel, hastily, by way of explanation,

“ Well,” said Eb Salmons, I hope he'll get more
friendly at dinner.”

When he got his solid partner into the dressing-
room Laurel locked the door, found a hammer and
chisel and set to work to dig him out of his plaster
prison. After an exhausting hour Hardy was able to
shake off the last of the plaster and sit up,

Bome minutes later, Laurel and Hardy feasted, for

the third time in a few weeks, upon turkey and plum-

pudding.

TN e B

5 ‘s *Two -
False Alarms!* in other "'ﬂu- two Mag,
Film funsters, Laurel and Mardy.

Hardy remained as silent and motion- ;

Hardy remained as steady
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CAPTAIN LEFARGE, NAPOLEON’S DASHING AIDE-DE-CAMP, SALUTES
YOU—IN A FLASHING XMAS ESCAPADE THAT WILL HOLD YOU TENSE.

it ‘i_,r-\

How Captain Lefarge was Escorted Through the Russian Lines to Safety—by

HUSSAR’S

a Russian General!

The Lost Squadron.

USK had settled over the frozen waters of the
River Vistula and the snow-mantled plains of
the surrounding countryside. A wintry blast,

that carried the breath of the ice-locked Baltic, was
whistling over the length and breadth of Northern
Europe.

It was Christmas of the year 1806, a year
memorable for the clash gf the legions of Napoleon
¥omparto and the fighting forces of the Imperial

sar,

Thirty miles north of Warsaw, at that time under
the heel of Russia, a squadron of French cavalry
might have been seen wending their way over the
cold wilderneas. At their head rode one whose name
was a by-word in the bivouacs of Napoleon’s armies,

He was Captain André Lefarge, the Gay Gascon
of the flashing sword—paramount as a soldier,
unsurpassed for audacity and courage, and full of
bravado,

Lefarge and his squadron of the 8th Hussars had
tmvol]eg far in quest of supplies—food to bolster up
the depleted commissariat of the French hosts. For
tho festive spirit of Christmas was temporarily
ousting the grimmer spirit of war, and the troops
were hoping for at least one enjoyable meal.

One squadron from every cavalry regiment in the
French army had been agb ouhrg:i q?.llast for pro-
vender, and doubtless by now many of the detach-
ments had returned well laden. But Lefarge and
his comrades of the 8th had been despatched farther
afield than any other party, and up to the present
they had obtained practically nothing.

Thus it was in a somewhat gloomy gilence that
they plodded through the forlorn countryside.

The squadron was approaching a low ridge, when
a small group of horsemen came clattering towards
them along the icy road. These men were advance
scouts of the little column, and as they drew rein
before Lefarge one of them addressed the Gascon
breathlessly.

“Mon capitaine,” he gasped, * there are wagons
beyond the ridge. They are travelling westward
along a road that crosses the one that we are
following, and they are under escort of two enemy
troops of Horse.”

Lefarge started at that. * Enemy troops of
Horse ? " he echoed. “Sacré bleu /! The Russians are
lying at Sokolov, forty miles east of here.”

“That is what I thought, mon capitaine,” the
man replied. “ But the others who were with me
will bear me out. It looks like a supply column—
moving westward in the direction of our lines /™

Lefarge was silent for a spell. Then a kind of
sparkle dawned on his bold eyes, and he twisted the
ends of his waxed moustache with a characteristio
gesture.

* It is mystifying,” he said, * but the fact remains
that here is a chance for us to bring back our quota
of provisions. Forward to the ridge, mes braves, and
when we sight the foe let every man draw blade
and follow me ! ™

There was a growl of assent from the whiskered
veterans of the squadron, and next moment the
troopers were on the move.

A quick trot took them to the erest of the pro-
montory, and from there they espied the Russian
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supply column—a string of wagons moving slowly
nlgxggytho western road, with two troops of fierce
Cossacks in attendance.

Out flashed the sabre of Lefarge, and simmultaneously
a word of command came from his Ii With a

ringing shout, the squadron of Hussars spurs
to flanks, and the rasp of swords mi wisk the
drumming of hoofs as the French ea swept

down the hillside, deploying as they charged.

“ Follow 1™ their captain roared, i
to the fore on hi fumushome.thaﬁars:?o“ﬁ
hundred golden pieces for the man who can race him
to the foe!”

Confusion had m.lddan!mren& throughout the
hostilo column. Wagons been pulled abruptly
to a standstill, and the escorting Cossacks were in
disorder. Suddenly, above the tumult rose the hoarse,
bellowing voice of a bearded hetman, their leader,
and the -savage warriors of the steppes quickly
recovered themselves.

" The French were still a hundred yards from the
eolumn when a blast of fire leapt from the groups of
enemy horsemen. Down came steed and trooper,
erashing to earth "mid smothers of snow, but Lefarge
and the rest of his squadron thundered on.

The volley of musketry was succeeded by a
crackling of pistols, and next moment the French
clashed with Russian troops.

Men and ponies were hurled to the ground. Others
were borne almost to the stationary column of
wagons ere plunging horses could be made to stand
fi

rm.
The ﬂfght became concentrated along the northern
fringe of the road, and the Cossacks made a desperate
resistance, Here and there a sword, a lance or a
pistol emptied a French saddle, but the Hussars
mmsl&s&ngtorighbmdh!t,nmitheirhhdas
smote deep and true.

Lefarge was in the thick of it, and his sabre hissed
in an arc of destruction. It swept aside a loaded
pistol that was levelled at his breast, and in another
rapid stroke it felled the man who wielded the
weapon. A moment afterwards, that same blade
;mulmckhagintwainﬂmhmgingspeua(am
oe.

A third Cossack loomed before the Gascon, and
Lefarge ised him as the bearded hetman. The
Captain’s sword clashed with the Russian’s, and
there was a fierco exchange of blows. Then down
cnmethembmufthocayﬂumrinadicz:gwt,
and the hetman’s arm dropped limply to his side.

Infuriated, the tough warrior used his left hand
to swing up the natraika, or whip, which was part
of every Cossack’s equipment, but with a lightning
bmklat;;keﬁfa;ge sovered the thong ﬁmgot;m mhm

8 ¢t for your mount, you 1od
CL: tain eried. “I'll teach you to use it on André

I »

The pressure of the fray carried them apart just

then, and the Gaseon found himself involved in a

Bands of Lefarge’s men galloped hotly in pursuit,
but the i mnmdt.hngaﬂrho";amm
to him directed them to t the supply

wagons from dispersing aver the plain. The drivers
of the vehicles had been forced tgdrsw rein by the
time that the rest of the Hussars returned from the
chase of the fleeing enemy. 1

Lefarge now had one of the wagoners brought
before him, and the Captain addressed him in very
fair Russian.
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“My friend,” he observed, “you are going to
first of all-I ehould like to ask you a question, How
comes it that m: are so far from Sokolov, where the
Russian army lies 7 You have missed your road, eh 1"

The wagon-driver stared at him for a moment,
and then gradually a leer spread about his mouth,

“ You think we have missed the road, eh ! ™ he
said, with an evil grin. * But let me tell you it will
be a miracle if you get these wagons to French,
For, by some means, you have got behind our lines.'

** Behind your lines | ” Lef: reiterated sharply:
“ What de you mean, fellow ? Tsar’s forees are
at Sokolov, away to the east of here.”

“ They were at Bokolov,” the wagoner retorted.
“ But twenty-four hours ago they broke camp and
pushed westward to the neighbourhood of Poltusk.'>

Russian Headquarters.

“Woﬂf&wmmywmmmm
iu, we'll take a fat store of rations

ever fear, we'll find a way out of this dilemma.
In the meantime, let every i
as much food as it can carry.”

The troopers obeyed him, and sacks of grain, heef,
and other were taken from the wagons.
It was while theso were being transferred to the hacks
of tho cavalry mounts that someone cameo a(ross
a stock of Russian military cloaks. Reflecting that
theso would conceal their tell-tale uniforms, Lefarge
commanded his men to don them, he bimself being
the first to select one.

The Gascon then ordered the Russian \rngzn-
drivers to collect the wounded Cossacks, place them
in the carts and go their way. This was done, and
in the meantime the French tock stock of their own

i They were far less heavy than the foe's

:
£
F
]
B

more severely injured.

When the Russian wagons were out of sight,
a vast expanse of forest. They entered this shortly
afterwards, and rode for mile after mile through the
utter darkness caused by thHe trees.

to scout around, discovered a
NAITOW Cavern,

“Itwankl.maha.goodmting-plmehrym
itaine,”” one of them inf

but despite this,
more clearly than he done by the wavering
glow of his fire. ;
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man’s handiwork, for the roof was bolstered up by
thick beams.

It occurred to Lefarge that, with food in their
possession, it might be wise for the whole squadron
to ocoupy the tunnel as a hiding-place and await some
favourable opportunity of rejoining the French army.

The plan depended upon the extent of the tunnel.
oould it hold a hundred-odd men and their horses ?

Lefarge picked up a glowing brand from the fire
and blew it into flame. Then he began to make his
way along tho cavern. For g considerable distance
he marched, and was beginning to tell himself that
there was ample room for his squadron, when all at
once the light of the burning torch showed him a
wooden door.

Ho opened it, and immediately found himself in
a wino cellar. Sapristi/ He understood now. The
tunnel must be linked with some manor house, and
had been used by its owners in times of stress as a
secret way of escape.

f

the stock.

THE WHIP HAND.—The bearded Russian swung up his whip in his lef
i hand, but with a lightning back-stroke Lefarge severed the thong from
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was a huge turkey nearer at hand. The room itself
waa decorated with holly and coloured paper-chains,
and was occupied by three men.

One of these men was an orderly, and he was
attending to the needs of a bullet-headed officer of
high rank, who sat alone at the head of the table.
The third individual was a Cossack whose arm was in
a sling, and with a start, Lefarge recognised him as
the hetman, who had crossed swords with him the
previous night.

The hetman stood facing the officer at the far end
of the table, and he was talking in a voice that was
hoarse with passion,

“A bundred Frenchmen harassing our supply
columns behind our lines, General Moravitch ! he
rasped. “ The impudence of the thing. But I know
this Lefarge. I saw him in action during the Austrian
campaign of 1805,”

General Moravitch, he of the bullet head, tore
ravenously at a leg of turkey.

““ Don’t worry,” he snarled. “I’ve already given
orders concerning this enemy squadron, The fools
will never pass our lines, and
when this confounded fog
clears I'll have three regi-
ments of Imperial Dragoons
scouring the countryside for
them.”

Listening attentively,
Lefarge realised that he was
in the headquarters of one
of the Tsar’s chief military
advisers, and he conceived an
audacious plan—a plan so
astonishingly daring that none
but the Gay Gascon would
have dreamed of attempting

it.

“One thing more, het-
man,” General Moravitch was
saying, “When I send out
those regiments to hound
down this insolent Frenchman
and his comrades, I'll instruct
them to give no quarter, but
to shoot them like so many
rates. o "

He got no farther. With
sabre drawn Lefarge leapt
pantherishly from conceal-
ment.  One powerful blow
with the flat of his blade and
the General’s orderly
meagured his length on the
floor. Out came the pistol of
the Cossack hetman, but he
was smitten down ere he
could draw trigger or utter
a single ry. Next moment

... the ¥renchman's blade was
glittering above the bullet
wead of Moravitch.
* Not a move, not a sound,”

It was at this moment that he heard voices above,
and very softly he began to climb a ﬂi%lht of am};?.
They took him to another door. On reaching this, he
gently turned a rusty key and opened it an inch or
two,

Ho found himself looking into a sumptuous room,
in which a table was groaning under the weight of
ohoige viands, Decanters of wine met his eye,

tless napery, gleaming crystal and silver ware.
the middle of the table was a dish containing a
large plum pudding, rich, dark and fruity, and there

.. the Gascon_hissed, ‘“‘or Il
cut you in two.”
The fearsome threat was enough for the Russian
General. He sat transfixed in his chair, his mouth
agape, his jaw sagging. Then all at once the voice
of a sentry was heard outside the door.

* Are you all right, sir?”

“ Answor him,” breathed Lefarge menacingly.
“Tell him all is well.”

Morayitch obeyed him, and the Frenchman now
drew a pistol. He held it before the General, and at
the samo time calmly cut himself a slice of Christmas
(Continued on pags 36.)
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MAKE YOUR OWN WIRELESS SET!

I's an Easy, Yet Fascinating, Task if
You Follow the Simple Directions of

the Mag.’s Radio Expert. Expensive ?

Not if You or a Friendly Grown-up

already have some of the Parts. Below

is the First of Three Articles giving

Full Instructions. Look Out for No. 2
Next Week.

- - - i
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5 HIS programme is heing radiated by the
British Empire Broadecasting Station at
Daventry ; by GSG—G for Greeting—on a

wavelength of 16.86 metres; and GSE—E for

Empire—on a wavelength of 25.28 metres.”

ow’ll have heard this anmouncement often enough
lately, but have you ever tried to pick 'em up 7
Well, here we are, ready to show you how it's
done. But, first of all, a few words of warning. If
you're going all out for the best winter’s I.El!iﬁttng
you ever had, don’t rush it ; your results won’t come
up to expectations with slipshod work.
An absolutely perfect earth is one thing you must

have, and for this purpose a water-tap is as good as .

you can get, so long as you don’t have to use a very
long lead to get at it. An old biscuit-tin, with the
earth-lead well fixed to a clean part (soldering is
best) and buried about 3 feet deep in damp soil, is
julﬁ good, too.
ot many of the parts can be home-made ; but
the most interesting of all, the coil, can be, and
so we'll show you how. You can exercise your
bright ideas on the eabinet if you like, or you ean
leave the set open. Remember, though, that, like
everything else, a wireless set works best if it's kept
clean and free of dust and so on.
As wonderful results can be had on two valves, we

shall describe the two-valver only ; the will
have no difficulty in adapting it for three if he wants
stronger signals on the distant stations. |

Now for a list of all the eomponents you'll want ;
if you are already a radio man, no doubt many of
them are to hand in the spare-parts kit.
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Two variable condensers, both .0003; but one of
them can be “solid’’ di-electrio, as these occupy
much less room than the air-spaced kind.

Two slow-motion dials ; the slower the better.

Two wvalve-holders for ordinary four-pin valves,
awy sort.

One small high-frequency choke. If you have to
buy it, get the best you can afford, as it’s rather
mnportant.

One low-frequency transformer ; about 3% to 1—

6 to 1 won't matter if you've it on hand.
Two fixed condensers, .0001 unt%‘rf]{}t}r::h -

One grid-leak, 3 ohms, toge with two elips ;
thg::i t tn?fthrm in.

One switch for the acecumulator lead ; this ean be

the simplest possible type with two points.

We haven't mentioned the eoil, because, as we
said before, we're going to make it ourselves. In
addition, you'll want a detector valve ; choose your
own fancy here, but remember that the best
give years of unfailing service. The other one
for a power valve, of the super-power class, er, if
you can go to it, & pentode. Our own particular

choice is a valve made by ; No, We
mustn’t tell you, but it's the name most famous in

all radio !}
For a baschoard, a niee dry box end, about 14 inches
by 10 inches, is quite all right. See it’s ch:y, though.

, holes 1§ ine frem

The fromt panel we
made from a thick
of three-ply
wood—the sort
use for tea-chests.
This must be eut to
7 inches by 14 inches.
Pon’t fix it to the
basebeoard until
you've bored all the
y holes aeceordi to
 the diagram shown
here. If you haven't
| got a drill, a bradawl
and ife  will
| work the job. The
| diagram gives all the
dimensions, set them
out on your panel
and then ecarefully
cut the large holes
with the small blade
of your knife, havin
first hored a smal
central hole with the bradawl. Trim up any rough
edges with a round file—a useful addition to your kat.
ile we're talking about kit, here’s a few necessary
items !

Small screwdriver, small tenon saw, bradawl, round
file, and round-nosed pliers. ,e&,llnthese, with m
penknife (keep it sharp), are really necessary, “
the set caFn hE built up without any others. To fix
down the se te parts en the baseboard of our set
we used 24 small }-inch brass screws, size number £ ;
and five terminal serews, ——

Having eut the holes in your front panel, give it
a coat of stain; we did ours with vandyke brown
out of the paint-box—a small tube of water-colour
does it easy. Polish it up, when it’s dry, ﬂm brown
ghoe-polish, and you’ll get quite a nice graining effect.

Now you can fix up the two variable condensers
on the inside—which you don’t have to polish ; the
main tuning eondenser is in the middle of the pamel.
Then the switch, and the two terminals, aerial and
earth. Don't attach any comnecting wires; they

come last of all,
I The Former |

Now then, wireless

men, it's the ecil next.
The job isn’t difficult,
but it will need a hittle
patience. You'll want
a piece of postal tube
or something round
like that, only it must
not have any metal
on it !

Your tube should be
about 2} inches m
diameter and 3} inches

long. Now you must
glue eight ganlly_-
spaced strips thick
cardboard Ilengthways
en the outside. See

The wire used is bare
copper, one-thirty-
secondth of an ineh
diameter. About J inch
from the top the
coil ‘former,” bore
two small holes, } ineh
apart. Then bore two
more cxactly similar
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the top, but en the oppesite side. Two more, § ineh
further aleng on the same aide as the first, and then
another twa, § mok further still, on the copposite gide
IgAIm.

Got the wiro ¥ Draw about 4 inches through
one of the hedes and it round threugh the
other. The ahows triek.

Now wind six eomplete tumms on, keeping them
tight. When you have made six, you must draw eut
a loop of 8 imehes, making a twist as shown, and
them wimd on h:'mmm Eﬁt off the wire,
allowing a csuple of imches spare, secure the end
through tho two holes just as you did the top end.

Each turn must be § inch clear of its neigh-
bour; you ecam enly make suwre of this hy ing
each turn tight. ©wuece it's right, you can secure thern
with a spot of gluo where they bear on the ribs.
This coil is the * grid * portion, and is most impertant.

It is better to msp insulated wire—eotton-covered
will do—for the ™ seaction * eoil. This pocs om next
and consists ef six taems wound on in just. the.same
way as the grid eeil, enly there is no drawn-eut loap
as in the grd ecil. Wind en in the same dirpetion,
but allow 9 inshes at the top end and 10 inches
at tho bottemn. It's a good plan to separate each
turn from s nel by manning the back of a
table knife en pushing them slightly apart.

Well, that’s car esil, and it can now be neatly glacd
on to the panel, medway between the aeral and
carth torminale Reastion end is to be next the
panel. You can sesure the drawn out. frem the
grid eoil on te the serial terminal—at the back of
panel, of course. Themn the 2-inch longth at the betitom
of the grid ¢coil gees om to the earth termuinal ; but
you'll have ene or twe more wires to hitelr on to this
terminal, so den' tighten up yet. The longer froe
end of the reastiom ¢oll can he sccured to the fixed
vanes of the smaller variable condenser, marked M,
by means of the tenmdénal provided. Make sure it's
tﬁ'& fiwed vanes.

The rest of tha B.M. Short Wave Set will he described

in the next twe wumbers af the Mag. Wait unti

these parts have war:d Iéﬂturﬂ starting to make wp
the OeL,

|

e SANANRR e B LT .
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THRILLS! DRAMA! EXCITEMENT IN THE SNOWBOUND LUMBERLANDS

PpeLEpAANTEG
2% () (o

A Grand ’Tec Yarn of the Big Woods.

Poison Meat.

HE wolves! They were closing in. Like grey wraiths
they loomed on the immense pile of logs on the cliff-
side. And Ranger Dan watehed them with flashing eyes

like green specks.

“ Shore does look like the end,” he muttered desperately.

The Forest Ranger was hanging, trussed like a fowl, from
the end of a log, wath a sheer drop of twenty feet to the frozen
river below. The pine log jutted out over the cliffside, its
end on the bank weighted securely in position by a huge
heap of logs.

Some of the great timber wolves came bounding out on the
long log, and Ranger Dan felt the hair stand up on his head.
He raised his voice, till the cold, silent forest rang with his
hoarse shouts.

“ Gerrofi | Pull yewr stakes, yow brutes ! "

But the giant timber wolves were driven mad with hunger.
They came again, slinking fearfully, bellies flattened to the
log.

One of the biggest of the wolves jerked savagely at the
great side of bacon lashed beneath the log, tearing a great
strip of it off. Ranger Dan, hooked beneath, swung like a

ndulum.

This was the death his enemy had planned for him. It was ghastly in
its malignant cunning. The brutes could not quite reach the Ranger.
But they would soon tear through the side of bacon, to which the bound
Ranger was hooked by a metal spit, and he would drop.

“ Diabolical ain't no word for it,” gritted Ranger Dan as the famished,
velping wolves tore at the side of bacon and he was jerked violently about.

Suddenly the first of the wolves who had gulped down a hunk of the
bacon, gave a convulsive gulp, stifiened and plunged from the end of the
log in a headlong fall to death.

It made Ranger Dan’s spino prickle. He had heard no shot, the wolf
had not been pushed to its doom, yet the creature had plunged from the
!o%, stretched stiff in death.

Suddenly realisation came to the huge Ranger. Poison! His enemy
had somehow injected poison in the meat! A deadly poison to kill off
the wolves as they ate.

There was pandemonium immediately above his head, other wolves
pitching lifeless off the log, only to make room for more of the snapping,
FELCCLCE LTI L L L L L L L LAl ulawing brutes.

- But Ranger Dan was staring at the wood pile, high above him on the
Lauglung Dan cliff edge. He could make a great, ghostly shape, crouched atop of the
McGrew, the logs, head sunk beneath its forepaws, eyes blazing.

’ “ White Lobo | ” the Ranger gritted.
Sleuth of the The white wolf, leader of the pack, had become a legend in the Big
S Woods for cunning and ferocity. But would the great woli-dog fall into
NOows. this trap with its bait of poisoned meat ?
ssssssssEssEssEEETEERNEEEREE “ Gosh, it's coming ! " the Ranger breathed suddenly.

The great white wolf leapt down from the log pile, shouldering aside the
yelping pack. Belly stretched, it stalked out on the log, its great wolf head

AL L LR L DL L)
GesssaassanEnsEns
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out-thrust. And the R could see round its
neck the brass-studded collar and leather satchel—
the leather satehel containing jewels worth a king’s
ransom. The stolen Raveling rubies! Sard (aig
wanted them, and had laid tlui trap to peison White
Lobo in order to get. them.

And Dan knew that in the leather wallet
was & confession that would send Sard Caig to prison
for a long stretch as the master mind behind the
robbery. That was why the Ranger was after the
jewels, toe.

All his instinets revolted against this trap sct for
this magnificent dog of the wilds, however. For
at one time it had been a trained police dog. It had
wandered away from the Canadian North West
Police Post and beeome all welf, leader of the pack.
But the instinets and training of its old life still
remained with the splendid white husky dog.

And as the great white husky erept forward on
the log, the Ranger put his faith in the animal
to t.he test again.

“ Back, Carlos! Back!"™ he barked.

But, indeed, he had no need for the warning.
White Lobo shot back like a bullet as his instinet
told him the bacon was uneatable.

elThﬁ white woli hound cannoned into some of the
yelping, ravening pack, and he growled ;
Ehﬁn, as his glowering red eyes teck in Rangm
anging helpless over the drop, a marked and
(llﬁereqt n came into those eyes.

The next ueeuncl White Lobe turned, snapping at
the flank of one of the monstrous timber wuﬁes. and
the Brute retreated with a startled yelp. White
Lobo drove into another oue, and his fangs ripped
and tore the shoulder open. Then the fight started,

“ Gosh take it, thet Erg white fella’s a-trying
ter drive th’ pack off | ™ eried Ranger Dan, his
rugged face lighting

It might not be on the Ranger’s behalf that
White Lobo was fighting off the pack, but thero
was a chance for Dan now—a ting ehance.

For a few momenta thera was hewling
hedlam. The white wolf-dog was buried amidst
the pack of slashing, ripping wolves, Then he
sprang elear. Leaping upon a great gannt brute
who had challenged him for su . White
Lobo broke its neck with a quick of teeth
and a jerk. Another brute it tossed lifeless in
the snow.

And the rest of the pack slunk away from this
mighty, dominant leader, fighting and tearing
#nongst themselves over the remains of the
dead wolves.

White Lobo glowered at them with red eyes.
But he was hurt. One of his legs was tembly
bitten, and with a last deep-throated howl he
turned away.

Ranger Dan's heart sank.
l!!ey eome again,” he b as.dlm!,axhamw the
wolves. slinking forward, snarling and fighting
for the lead.

The next moment the hrutes Were tuggmg
again at the bacon, and great WE'
off it. The rugged Ranger had of dnat.l
but he was grateful Mthmbrmwuul‘dnat
got him. Ho at least would down to
death on the logs that strewed the river bed
below,

; To Save His Pal.
xﬁﬂuﬁmmr’s thoughts were for his pal,
“Kmd-luvi::ghiminﬂh‘hnd:,”hagriﬂqdi

Hazel ‘had gone back to the lumber camp
the peevious night, to try te make peace with the

‘orew of loggers. The men Had been turned against
him by Sard Caig.

But Ranger Ban didn’t know that Jimx Hazel had
fought and overthrown Carl Zimler, the inumaense,
bearded ruffian of the weeds. In fact, be had knoclked
him out so theroughly that the youngster believed ke
had killed the giant.

And.ﬁnﬁ-ﬂ-uwaﬂumgmthsweodaumy
and fearful. ‘Theve were stecl handeufls on the lad's
miuhh‘hmmiadaftertheﬁghﬁmﬂi
Zimler a U.8. Ranger. youngster did net
suspeet. h-.ﬂa‘lhngw mthmghhahnd
knocked the mowm'e hat off in the struggle and seen
Ranger Dan MaGrew's name inside tho Stetson,

It made hisa think that snmcthmg had happened
to Dam, h . and his i about hig ehum
grew into o hunel that something was dreadfully

amiss.
"Wﬂa!:‘uﬂﬁh::,;he EhOkEl;Ie tzR«aekcn
Ranger Dan'@givome a. aring—about Zimler 11
Heo Hitle knew that

and bruises, the
black- giant was
little the wozse for his
o 3

With & anddenly
the young owRer
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erouched down behind a fallen log. Before him in  hands were free, though his wrists were still encircled
8 ing in the cold white woods were some of his  with steel.

own lumberjacks at work. were skidding the
loga—that is to say, moving them on ice sleds and on
horse-drawn drays to the river.

The pic ue scene meant that Sard Caig had got
control of his timber,

Jim could not come inte tho open to protest
because he thought he had killed Carl Zimler. ;

He retreated ugh the glades of the forest, until
ho came to the river. And as he made his way
cautiously up the frozen waterway, he came upon a
significant sign Jf his enemy’s amazing cunning.

It was a dam—built of logs—a mighty affair of
sirong buttresses slanted upstream, with a large gate
at present lowered.

Behind that gate was what scomed like a great
expanse of ice. But the youmg lumberman knew
it was only thinly frozen over. It , in fact, a
tremendous head of water, and ence she gates of the
dam were raised it could be loosed into the shallow
river bed, and even now, in the hes of winter, it
would sweep the logs down to jein the main branch
of the Great Snake River.

“ Bard Caig seemed prelty certain of getting me
out of the way,” Jim gritted, ** to build that dam——""

A little higher up he came upon a log shanty, and
entering he foun‘(llpib strewn with nzgs and other
lumbering gear, which included a small circular saw
warked by a treadle. Thero was also a pair of
powerful binoculars in a case, ne doubt belonging
to Bard Caig. Jim Hazel took them out of their
case in his manacled hands, and going outside pro-
cooded to spy out the land.

Suddenly a fearful ery escaped him, while the
colour drained from his face,

“ Tt can’t be ! ” he gasped.

He saw the winding river bed taking on swiftly
stecper slopes on either side, until at about a mile
distant it ran like a great gash through high canyon
walls, Near that point the canyon turned sharply,
and was lost to view.

* Ranger Dan! The wolves ! " the young lumber
bos; jerked hgut, aghast.

He saw the U.S. Ranger hanging from the log that
overhung the myongowﬂl. XHI the -:gveu—
scores of them, fighting furiously in the snow s
others crowding out on_that log-pole and snapping
down at the Ranger. It was a sight to make the
blood freeze in Jim Hazel's veins.

“I—I've got to do something ! ™ he muttered.

'}’et it was more than a mile to the spot where the
wolves were making their gruesome feast, and Jim
had no weapon save an axe. What could he do ?

Suddenly a wild inspiration flashed into his brain.
There was a M—Wohm——-

That turn of the river between its steep” banks
provided just the t that was likely to be =
* Bugaboo ” to lum driving the down-
river. At thntpoint.il-n¥, they were to jam
up, forming a confusion of logs that would rapidly
m?:?'il highe:h andl i 3 —a

jam those logs,” gritted Jim Hazel desper.
ately, h!a blue eyes flaring. But would he do i
bofore the wolves tore through the side of bacon t

The Log Jam.

I8 face white with fear, Jim Hazel ran to the
shanty. He made straight for the circular saw
and set it going, worl at tho treadle as fast

o8 his feet would go. And t the sharp, whirling

mﬂghh»idthmtﬂﬁ-hdhﬁmmﬂn

Seconds counted now, Jim treadled furiously.
At last the steel link was shorn through and Jim'

A few moments later, he came dashing out, with
the caulked shoes of a riverman on his feet, an axe
strapped at his waist, and in his hands a trimmed
sapling, twelve feet long.

Out on the thin ice he ran, his spiked shoes chinking
out little bits. He could net say how far the ice
would bear his weight. He had to risk that, -

Prosently he st and chopped a hole. In it
he inserted the sapling, round the end of which, like
a mop, were bound sticks of dynamite. They were
in ciled paper, but a fuse was jammed in one of the
cartri 5

Bending, he lit the fuse, and as it smoked and
fizzed, the youngster ran over the ice for the dam

He had scarcely leapt up on to tha platform of 1
whemthegnte’(;itlfamm mwgrked thnng
explosion lifted with a harsh, sullen roar.

im Hazel bent his back to the falling storm.
Ice crashed round him, the water boiled in a flood
round the dam, but he held stubbornly to a foothold,
while turning the handle by which the great log
gate was lifted.

And then the river's roar changed. As it was
released in a mighty stream its loud hooroar seemed
a sustained cheer at the prospect of release.

And then came the song of the logs. First a brutish
rumbling, a boom boom as they roused like giants
from sleep. Then a wild clacking, mingled with the
roar of waters, In a few moments the river was a
moving carpet of madly rushing logs.

Jim raced along the bank, with a peavey pole
now in his hands. All along that bank were great
stacks of sawn logs secured b{ chains, At each stack
he paused only to throw off the chains, then to insert
his peavey, and tug at the key log beneath.

In each case it brought the mighty stack of logs
to collapse, rolling and shooting into the river with
a sound like thunder.

“Looks like there'll be enough to jam,” the
youngster panted at last. :

He raced down the bank, with his long peavey pole
held across his chest like a balancing pole as he leapt
from one moving log to another. A si false step
would have meant a sllip. a fc:lot}w between
the grinding, crashing logs, and then the fall into
this grwful milirace that would grind him to pulp in
no time.

But Jim Hazel was a riverman. He poised con-
fidently on one big log, body slightly bent to balance

i as he was swept down river.

And then, suddenly, Jim Hazel saw ahead of him
the jam. -

It was overwhelming. A veritable mountain of
1 tumbling, heaving, piling on top of one another.

riverbmthemonmﬂmttheyrm.uifgim
life, striving each to get on top of the other.

“ Gosh ! " exclaimed Jim as he gazed on that vast
and terrible juggernaut of destruction.

He was i borne down on it arrow-swiit.
Unless he lool to himself with all a lumberjack’s
craft, it was certain destruction.

But Jim's eyes rose above the jam. Sheer above
the inextricable tangle of bristling formidable logg
:ha.b filled the canyon to a height of almost twanty

eot.

His teeth clicked together, Ranger Dan still h
then.bdtforthamlvg:i. Eventhoonshh:gthtm?;rg
of the logs had not driven them away altogether.

“I've got to get to him,” gritted Jim.

The next moment he was on the jam, and with
the current boiling through the timbers he was
scaling the very face of the mass of timber—climbing
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like & squirrel in & cage. Log aiter log moved under
is spiked shoes, but he was on another. And now

Breathlessly he reached the summit of the jam,
and a ery was wrenched from his throat at what lie
saw.

A wolf had sprang down irom the log at Ranger
Dan, and was grmmimg at his chest. The brute

ge with fangs snapping, when

was just abont to
Jim hurled his axe.
It cleft sheer through the rope holding the side of

Cold Killer.

HE Ranger’s face changed expression, however,
as bo saw the steel handeuffs on his fair-baired
chum's wrista.

True, Jim Hazel bad severed the cennecefing
chain, but he had net been able to rid himself corn-
pletely of these bracelets of Governmment pattern,

Ranger Dan’s face darkened and his green eves
glinted.

“Wal, say; what in tamnatien’s th' meaning of
this ! ” be breke out.

Jim paled a litstle. The trouble on his mind came

e

away from the

! DRAGGED FROM DEATH.—Desperately, Jim hung on to the as White Lobo swam

bacon—what remained of it. And with a ery Ra
Dan fell. But that fall of enly a few feet saved hi
life. The Ranger and the wolf went in a fierce,
ing struggle as Jim Hazel rushed in. He
a&'p, double-bitted axe, wineh had
again to the logs, and with a single blow dashed
out the brains of the erazed brute as it made again
Ranger Dan.
The rest of the wolves slunk back, snarling, and

dhzauedﬁkzwﬁtha.ﬁnwbnkdthnmowr
his shoulder.

Their brute sense told them that here was a foe
not to ith, and they had no stomach for

Jim Hazel severed his chum’a

back to worry kim, and the fair-haired youngster
trembled as he blurted out his: tale.

“I—FPve killed a man ; Carl Zimler it
it was in fair Sght,” be faltercd. “ Honest
an sceidemt——"

was, bus
ly, it was

Ranger Dan scowled more than ever as he listened.

Really he was in with kis pal, but with
his bands clenched lean: jaw jutting he did net
lock like it.

Bus R-‘erﬂ-uhnmthcﬁmc.hh
was in the back of

it he would bave saved his pal a grest

of worry and trouble.

Rm course ihhiﬁnindysugru: ;‘oufa' nné:lﬂ
Dm'uﬂ? rugged Ranger €

as if he meant to enforee the Law and arrest him.
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“ Honest,” Dan, he simply feli and hit his head
on an axe, He threw the axe first——"

“ Huh!” grunted the big fellow. “ Yew say it
was Vickers %r'm headquarters arrested yew. Thet
guy’s here in the Big Woods, eh ? He'll take yew
in, Jim, and bust the whole works. He’s so dumb
he thinks a corkscrew’s th’ shortest distance between
two points.”

As he said this Ranger Dan produced the key of
the handeuffs, and unlocked the steel bracelets round
Jim's wrists, pocketing them. i

“1 reck’n we've gotta go in hiding ill I can ketch
thet White Lobo,” he said, his rare grin lighting up
his rugged face like the sun emerging from bel
clouds. “It's yew and in the Law, if need
be—until we ¢'n git thet paper convicting Sard Caig,
th’ Big Boss.”

Ranger Dan knew that only this absolute proof
would serve to complete their case. They got
to get the goods on him, or his power would crush
them
] They had evidence of that only a moment or two
ater.

Jim Hazel was telling Ranger Dan about the logs,
and how this cut had te be at the mills by the first
of the month, to clear the mortgage on his timber
tract.

It looked as if this jam weuld hold thi up,
especially if he had to go m hiding. Then ~ard Caig
would foreclose on the mortgage and get his timber.

“We've gotta find a way round that, Jim,” said
Ranger Dan, gravol{‘. “ lity yew wus mixed up
in Zimler going out. Th' Law oughta hanged him—"

Suddenly there was an .interruption that made
them both wheel round sharply on the logs.

“Surrender in the name ef the Law.” barked a
harsh voice.

There on the river bank not fifty yards distant
was the pseudo Ranger—in reality Mike P’ease, city
gunman and one of dard (aig’s gang. It happened
that he resembled Vickers from headquarters, and
he knew it. He was squatted with one leg on either
side of a formidable maehine-gun, and he wore
Dan’s Stetson hat and badge, together with other
parts of a forest Ranger’s uniferm.

What startled Ranger Dan and Jim, however, was
that he waited for no respense te his command, but
immediately began to work the machine-gun.

Brrrt—brrrat —brrert | it stuttered viciously, and
lead flew in a hail ploughing into the logs all around
them.

“ Down ! ™ hissed Ranger Pan, and threw himself
full length on the logs, his lean face working furiously.
L‘ﬁ]il!y the big toe of St. Peter, that guy is shooting to

Fra i

Jim Hazel was quick to follow his chum’s example,
{)Ourl lhe too sensed deadly menace in those probing

ets.

Death reached out for them—and seemed to relent,
however. Not that the rivet-hammer clamour of
the machine-gun ceased, but a mound of logs between
made the marksman’s aim difficult.

Brrat! Brrrt! Brrrt! Ranger Dan and Jim Hazel
pulled themselves full length over the logs, both
conscious of a fiery thrill that was too much like fear
to be enjoyable. But the edge of the log jam was
very near now. The logs jutted and bristled beneath
them in irregular steps.

“Down yew go,” hissed Ranger Dan. “Jim,
ion 3 l]’.'m gonna git that fella good and hard fer this,

He was interrupted by a shout of fury from above,
mll{l ;ged. be recognised as Sard Caig’s voice.

“ Missed—darn yew ! Curse yewr mangy hide, yewr
soared of the job. Got cold feet.” e
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The machine gunner mumbled thing as Sard
Caig rushed forward to grab the weapon him.

he Big Shot of the Woods was not squeamish
about taking the life of Ranger Dan and his pal. It
needed cold nerve to get away with it, that was all.
With the heavy machine-gun he rushed up to the
edge of the jam, and tilting the squat ugly muzzle
down, ho prepared to squeezo the trigger.

But the gun did not even start its murderous
stuttering, the cartridge belt did not even once
quiver or jump,

Something else did, It came with the speed of an
express train, a great white ghostly shape with red
3yes glaring. It was White Lobo, the great wolf

og.

Crash / He lunged sideways, with one of his terrific
shoulder charges. He weighed a hundred and eighty
pounds, that great white husky., And the impact
sont the machine-gun clattering down over the edge
of the log jam and wrenched a cry from the pitilessly
cold Bard Caig.

Well it might be, for the great wolf dog was about
to lunge at his throat. Quicker than a lynx, he was.
But quicker came the sharp commanding voice of
Ranger Dan climbing down the long jam.

“Carlos—Carlos I '

With a suddenness that bewildered the senses,
the great white wolf dog jumped over the edge,
leaping down from log to log. Over the heads of the
two the great hound shot, quivering, and with a
mighty splash entered the live flood that was pouring
like a mill race through the logs.

“ Rec'n we'd better go after that dog!” panted
Ranger. Dan, his breath coming like steam on the icy

air,

Neither of them fancied immersion in that icy
cold water, therefore Ranger Dan and Jim pried
logs loose from the jam, and mounting the sawn
trunks wera whirled down river.

But as Ranger Dan suspected, Sard Caig was intent
on preventing their escape.

rack ! Crack ! Crack ! The gang of human forest
wolves were firing with rifles and revolvers, the while
they hastily descended the log jam.

Ranger Dan realised that%m and Jim riding the
logs were offering targets for the gunmen of the
Big Woods. Suddeﬁy he bit back a cry as he felt
the burn of a bullet in his left arm.

The shock of it upset his balance and he rolled off
the log into the icy-cold water.

At _that moment White Lobo swimming strongly
in the icy waters ahead, looked round. There was
such a look of intelligence on that great wolf head,
that Jim Hazel on a sudden inspiration unwound
the coil of rope he carried, and cast it over the flood
to White Lobo.

The wolf dog caught the end between his strong
white teeth.

The next moment Jim Hazel dived, coming to the
surface again beside his Ranger pal, who was
temporarily stunned.

Crack! Crack! He glanced behind. Some of
Sard Caig’s lumber ruffians were following on logs.
But they stood less chance now of finding a target
in the water, for the next moment Kanger Dan,
supported by Jim Hazel, who gﬁ}}md the other end
of the rope was swept round a bend between the high
rocky walls of the canyon.

They felt the pull of mighty waters, but stronger
even than that was the pull of White Lobo in the
other direction. Once again Carlos looked round.
What was in his mind ? Where was the wild dog
of the woods taking them,

Even bigger thrill %

ot ‘this mighty Tals of Terror in tho rosen Bi5. Weeds:

Don‘t miss next week’s gripping incidents, chaps.
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QUITE THE CREEPIEST, EERIEST YARN IN THIS WEEK'S BUNCH OF
CHRISTMAS TALES—AND TOO GOOD TO MISS.

5l i X <
More Mysteries of the Castle of Red Candles.

Christmas Greefings.

NOW was falling heavily, and the grey light of
Christmas Day filtered through the two, slit-like
windows of a bigh turret in Meremore Castle.
In every direction, as far as the eye could see,
stretched the empty, snowbound Yorkshire Wolds.

Within the turret-room, with its walls of four-foot-
thick stone, Jimmy Lattimer and Peter Kipps were

ined to heavy oaken beds. They did not even
know that it was Christmas Day ; they had awakened,
fresh and hungry, to find themselves prisoners of
the Grim Marquis.

“It’s like a nightmare, Peter!” said Jimmy,
gazing at the heavy iron manacles which encircled
his wrist. * What really did happen last night t ”

* Jehosophat ! " DPeter had raised himself as far
as the short chain would allow, so that he could take
a peep through the nearest narrow window. * There's
been tons of snow, Jimmy! It’s as thick as the
dickens. Real Christmas weather.” He sank on
the bed again, and said in answer to Jimmy's question,
“We were on your motor-bike, on the way to your
people’s place, for Christmas. Then we got into a
storm, the bike skidded, and you fell into the moat
of Meremore Castle.”

* Yes, I know,” nodded Jimmy, frowning. “ But
it’s all so vague. I remember the crimson candles,
and the red lights everywhere—eand that awful man
in evening dress,”.

Peter grinned, fer his senso of humour never
deserted him for long.

“The Grim Marqumis ! " he agreed. “ A rum bird,
if ever I saw emo! Remember how he put us in a
cage and sent us dewn a terrific well—nto a vast
underground eavern ! Then we managed to escape,
jumped the meoat, and got away."”

“Only so be reeaptured within half-a-mile,"
groaned Jimmeey Lessimer, “ and dragged back to
this prisen.”

At that moment beavy footsteps sounded ; then
came the grating of a key in the massive lock. In
stalked an enormous man with hairy, muscular arms,
wearing a leather apron and mask.

“You are awake,” he said grufily.
master."

“ Hold en,” eaid Jimmy, as the man was about
to back out. * Why are we being kept here like
this ? Tell your master wo want to get home for
Christmas.”

A slow, ing smile came into the man's face.

* To-day, it is Christmas,” he said. * You sleep
for five days.™

With that the giant torturer, for this the boys
knew him to be, left the turret-room and locked
the door after him.

To his chum’s amazement, Peter Kipps burst into
a long chuekle of merriment, Jimmy stared at him,
and found his eompanion gitting up in bed, hugging
his thin knees with his long, wiry arms.

“T1 tell the
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“ If you think it’s a joke to be bottled up in this
rotten old castle——"

“ Hold your horses, old son,” interrupted Peoter,
“ We're hungry, aren’t we ! And it's Christmas Day.
Ten-to-one that torturer fellow will soon come back
with our Christmas dinner—although I wouldn’t
guaranteo that he’ll bring turkey and plum pudding.”

“Supposing he does?" asked Jimmy. “‘We
can't do anything. We're chained to the gada——"

“ And I've just discovered that the beds, although
heavy, are not clam; to the floor,” said Peter
coolly. “ If we work hard, I believe we can get one
of the beds upended.™

Jimmy was out of bed in a flash, Both he and his
chum were fully dressed, for they had been placed
upon their beds just as they had fallen into their
stupor. Each boy had an iron manacle round his
right wrist, and a stout chain, about a yard in length,
was securely fixed to the solid oak upright at the
head of the bed.

Jimmy, alone, could not have moved his heavy
bed, but with Peter’s help he managed to shove it
along by inches, until Peter could come no farther,
owing to the limits of his chain. Then Jimmy reached
across and the second bed was moved, inch by inch
in the same way. The boys strained every muscle
in their efforts, for every minute they expected to be
interrupted.

At last they got one of the beds in such a position
that it was practically alongside the deeply sunken
door. The next move was to get the bed on its end.
This was the most ticklish task of all, for the chains
hampered the boys, and it was to drag the

. second bed with them, too. Finally, the bed stood
on its end, with the head to the floor, so that Jimmy
was able to crouch down beside it, the yard of chain
allowing him plenty of movement.

“Well, we're all set ! ” said Peter happily. “ One
touch and the bed topples over—and it's heavy.”
They waited—in a fever of impatience. An hour

a‘}ligpcd by-—then another hour. Gradually the light
faded, until darkness came, and the captives’ high
spirits drooped. They became cold and stiff, and
even Peter's good humour showed signs of deserting
him.,

“It's no good—the Marquis means to starve us
to death ! " grunted Jimmy. “My hat! What a
fine Christmas ! "

“ Eaay, old man " murmured Peter. * Somebody’s
coming at last !

They listened. Faintly, they heard the footsteps
of a man ascending a stone stairway. They came
nearer and nearer . . . A key grated in the lock, and
the boys held themselves tense, ready for instant
action.

The door swung open, and the red, ruddy glow of
a lantern swept through the opening. The same
giant, hairy guard entered, unsuspicious. Then
the thing happened.

simmy and Peter heaved, and the solid oaken bed,
toppling over, crashed right across the front of the
doorway, falling with tremendous force on the
torturer,

The ginng guard was felled to the floor, and the red
glowing lamp went flying. Fortunately it did not
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go out. The I.nrttul.::r lay still, mt%e u;&omcioul.
pinned down by great weight of e

“ It worked ! ** whispered Jlgm exultantly.

“Of course it worked,” said Peter. * Can you
reach his pockets ? I'm too far away.”

But Jimmy, fearful lest the crash should have been
heard, was already frantically searching the uncon-
scious man’s pockets.

“Here's a key!” he whispered breathlessly.
* Perhaps this is the one.”

With trembling fingers Jimmy placed the small,
queerly shaped key in the lock of the heavy manacle,
and at the first turn there was a low, grating click.

& moment the manacle was off, and Jimmy
Lattimer was free. $

“I'll have a slice of that,” said Peter.

Click | His own manacle dro away, and with
scarcely a look at the unconscious guard, they passed
out through the open doorway.

The Chamber Of Fire.

EFORE them was a stone stairway, straight and
narrow and steep. Jimmy led the way, and he
kept his eyes open constantly for any window

which might provide a means of exit.

But there wero no windows—not even slits. At
length, below them, the boys caught a gleam of ruddy,
reflected light. Into their faces, too, came an un-
expected wave of scorching air. Their nostrils and
throats were tickled by a harsh, acrid vapour.

The stairs took a turn near the bottom and,
suddenly, Jimmy and Peter made a discovery which
filled them with dismay.

The stairs led straight on to a narrow balcony—
and this balcony was near the ceiling of a great
stone chamber, which might indeed have formerly
been the actual torture chamber of Meremore Castle.

“ Great Scott!” muttered Jimmy, a e

Even Peter failed to grin. There was something
grotesque and fantastic about the spectacle they
were witnessing. The chamber below was bare of
furniture, but in the centre of the paved stone floor
there was a cup-like depression some eight feet in
diameter, with raised stone sides. This was fillcd
with a seething, boiling mass of lurid fire, and flames
leapt up halfway to the arched roof.

tanding by, a sinister figure, was the Marquis of

Meremore, looking even more demon-like in the
flickering light of the fire. Nearer the central fire
were four of the castle’s strange servants ; enormous
men, bare to the waist, their faces concealed by
great gauze-like masks, to protect them from the
heat. But most significant of all were the two cages
which stood some way back from the fire, one on
either side.

It was possible to see right through the cages.
They were square in section, and the bars ran right
across their tops. Each one contained a narrow
camp bed, a small table, and a chair. The door of
each cage stood wide open. On each table stood an
earthenware jug and a loaf of bread.

“All is well, master ?

The voice came up surprisingly clearly to the boys.
They saw that another man had joined the Marquis of
Meremore ; a thin, wi man in sombre
black. He stood rubbing his bony hands together,
and the ruddy light flickered and glowed upon his
lantern-jawed face.

“The preparations are complete, Ivan, and our
young guests will soon be down,” came Marquis's
cultured voice. “ Here, in these cages, they will
partake of their Christmas feast.” A chuckle, grim
and ominous, came from him. “And here they will
remain for seven days and seven nights.”

“And then, master ?

“Then they will be ready for their life’s work in
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the Great Cavern” replied the Grim Marquis. * During
those seven days they will grow accustomed to the
heat, to the fumes, to the redness of the fire. This
will be their initiation.”

Jimmy shuddered. The cages, as he had suspected,
were in readiness for Peter and himself. If they
were to escape from this castle of mystery, they
must act now.

Jimmy was looking about him ecarefully, and his
gpirits sank. The balcony ran the full length of the
wall, and after Jimmy had crept cautiously along he
found there was a continuation of the narrow stone
stairway. It led straight downwards—right into
the Fire Chamber itself | The stairway on the other
side did exactly the same thing.

“We're done, Peter,” muttered Jimmy hoarsely,
as he rejoined his chum. * There’s no escape.”

As he spoke, his eyes caught the gleam of a great
old sword which hung from two hooks on the balcony
wall. But his attention was attracted at that moment
by the hard voice of the Marquis.

“ Borgius has been gone a long time,” he said im-
patiently, gazing up at the balecony. “I told him
to bring By heaven! What is this, Ivan?
Look up thers ! z
He pointed a long, lean finger upwards—straight
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A DOSE OF DOZE MIXTURE.—Jimmy and

Peter heaved and the big oaken bed toppled :

over, crashing on top of the torturer who :
stepped into the room.

7 sesessannie

at the boys. He had seen thom! Before they had
had time to dodge out of sight behind the balcony
rail he had glimpsed their two faces.

“What madness has Sergius committed ? "
shouted the Man with Crimson Eyes. ‘ But waib!
The bmcmob escape ! To the left stairway, Ivan,
and two of the men with you. The young
hounds are trapped!"”

He himself d with two other men to the
op{posite stairway. And so they came dashing up.

* Well, we're for it,” said Peter resignedly.

“ Not yet,” flashed Jimmy. »
And in his veice theve was a note of exultant hope.

Swerd Of Liberty.

HEN it was shat Peter Kipps saw somothing
whiech he bad previously missed. Jimmy
Lattimer was ing a coil of stout rope—

and to the end of the rope he had secured the heavy
medieval swerd, which be had silently removed from
the hooks on the wadl.

That rope he had taken from Sergius, the torturer,

.when he had found the ious key.

‘* Here—grab hold ef this end ! panted Jimmy.
" Now stand eless—everything depends upon my
aim.”

Fram both stoircases came the grim sounds of the
enemy. The Marquis and his men were approaching
rapidly. Frem twe sides they were converging upon
the boys, and it seemed, indeed, that there could be
no escape.

But with all kis atrength Jimmy hurled the great
swerd ; he flung it ewswards, aiming the blade at a
great hook whach prejected from the central beam,

hall.

running right acress the

Clang ! His amm, mercifully, was dead accurate.
The sword blade, samght sceurely in tho hoeok, and
having o for ever half its length, it jammed,

“ Grab hold 1" yelled Jimmy. * They’re here !}

8plit seconds were of value now, The Marquis of
Meremore and his men had reached the balcony, and
at full tilt they were raeing towards the boys.

Poter grabbed as Ji had directed. Then, a8
the Grim % towards Jimmy, the two
hoys leaped. the low balcony wall they went
swinging far into epaece.

A scream of rage srose from the Man with thy
Crimson Eyes.
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“A thousand~ curses t” he stormed with the
violence of a fiend. ‘ They have cheated us!”

Across the room awooped the boys, swinging like
a great pendulum. A breathless second . . . Swoooosh /
Right through the leaping flames they s P
Hair and eyebrows scorched . . . half blinded, half
choked . . .

“Drop ! " yelled Jimmy suddenly.

Blindly, Peter obeyed. They had got the end of
the rope’s swing, and Jimmy had seen, almost below,
the deep enclosure of a casement window. There
were soata there, cushioned seats . . .

Thud-thud! Together the boys landed—among the
cushioned seats. At the extremity of the swing the
drop was comparatively small, but, even so, they
wera bruised and battered by the fall.

** Through the window, Peter | *’ shouted Jimmy,
scrambling to his feet., * They’re coming from all
directions.”

The Marquis and his men had already clattered
down tho stairs and were racing across the room.
To be canght now would mean horrible tortures . . .
death gven . . .

Craaaaash ! In unison, Jimmy and Peter went
hurtling through the glass ef the window. It was
their quickest method of escape. They were through
before any of the men could reach them.

The boys expected to find, ewtside, that deadly
moat filled with moving, sucking mud. But they
were hoping that it would now be filled with snow—
uend perhaps half-frozen—thus they would have a
chance——

But there was no moat !

They tumbled headlong into a great snowdrift in
an enclosed courtyard, and when they picked them-
selves up there seemed to he me escape. Bnow was
falling heavily, yet there was not complete darkness.

Madly the boys ran, dashing through the thick
snow. And this time they ran blindly—expecting
at every second to encounter furfher enemies.

“ Look ! " gasped Jimmy exultantly.

They had turned a corner, and there in front of
them was another courtyard—the outer courtyard
of Meremore Castle. Tn that one glance the boys
saw that the great drawbridge was i the * down "
position. The gates stood wildle open under the
massive stone arch. And there, standing in the
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courtyard, was a big olosed ear ! This car, no doubt,
belonged to the Marquis, who was bent on under-
taking a journey after he had seen the boys securely
caged.
*“Come on!” bellowed Jimmy. “It's our only
chance.”

As they reached the car they heard the confused
sounds of pursuit. Men were racing after them,
They wrenched at the doors, leapt in, and Jimmy,
who had a good knowledge of cars, found the self-
starter in a flash,

Zurrrrrerh | The engine sprang into life, and at a
touch of a switeh the headlights came on., With a
c;‘aahing of gears tho car leapt forward like a live
thing,

';I'lgnn, ag it went hurtling through the gateway,
the drawbridge sprang to life, too! It commenced
rising !

It was obvious that the drawbridge was not
operated by clumsy, medieval machinery, for it rose
with such rapidity that the fugitive car bad no
chance of getting away.

Up the machine went, its driving wheels skidding
madly in the snow ; it slewed round, while the draw-
bridge became steeper and steeper. Then, with a
crashing, slumping commotion, the great car toppled
over on its side, and it jammed in the stone gateway.
The drawbridge, continuing to rise, crushed the car
like an eggshell. There came the shricking of tortured
motal, the bursting of glass.

Giant guards forced open the warped doors, thus
Jimmy and Peter were lifted out and held prisoners.
The Marquis of Meremore came through the driving
snow, and his grim face, with its pallor of death, was
dreadful to look upon.

“ 80! he said in a low voice. * You have them !
It is well | Fake thern—and sce that they are placed
in the cages at once, They have sealed their own
fate—from this moment they will be my slaves, and
they will never soo daylight again !

Thus, in spite of their valiant efforts, the unfor.
tunate chums were taken back into that sinister
castle of a thousand mysteries.

Look out for a baffling mystery of the Deep next week
when Captain Scar of the * Scavenger” brings to book
the Crook of the Whaling Grounds.

NEXT WEEK—OUR FIRST NUMBER OF 1934.
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Footballs and Foun-
tain Pens awarded to
senders of all jokes
printed here. Send
your favourite jokes
on p.c. with coupaon
on this page to the
Joke Editor,
‘* Boys’" Magazine,”
196, Gray's Inn Road,
London, W.C.1.

HARDLY.
OLp GENT (to convict in S~
cell) : Why are you looking @ 2
50 gloomy ?
Convicr: My brother
died in the workhouse |
OLp Gext : Well, that’s

Revenge is sweet !
(Football to Huen BHERIDAN, 9056, Alber:
Street, Hastings, H.B., New Zealand.)

LONGER. ™
CusToMER : What's the
idea of raising the price of
o shave these hard times ?
BarBeR : Thees depres.
sion she makea the faces
longer 1
(Fountain pen o ERIC
Core, 17, Tory Place,
Bradford-on-Avon, Wilts.)

DRIRTY.
TE..&CHER::E Your face is
v irty, Tommy !
c'liyo y: Yes, ysir. I
didn’t bother to wash it
this morning as I thought
it was going to be foggy |
(Fountain pen {o FRANKE
Browwn, Mill End,
Audley, Stoke-on-T'rent.)

nothing !
Cowvicr . It is! He's the only one who let the
family down.

(Fountain pen to Huem Macuvire, 96, Cyprus Sireet,
Stretford, Manchester.)

CURIOSITY.
Willie saw some dynamite,
Didn't understand it quite.
Curiosity, never pays—
'T'was raining Willie seven days.
(Fountain pen to P. Asprin, Milking Nook Farm,
Glinten, Peterborough.)

COPPERS.

TrauP : Can ye spare a couple of
coppers, guv'nor ?

GrunpPYy GENT:
police station 1
(Fountain pen to GEOFFREY GEORGE
Hirn, 34, Calthorpe  Road, Edg-

baston, Rirmingham 15.)

I'm not a

HIS MEAT.

Mr. BrownN (applying for lion-
tamer’s job): Once I went into a
cage with a lion, that had not been
fed for a month |

ManascER : Good, you'll do!

Mge. Browx : But that lion was
dead !

(Pountain pen to J. Davey, 36,

King Street, Qillingham, Kent.)

THE REASON.
Sawno : Pote! Pete! Wake up !
Pere: I can’t, I ain’t asleep |

(Fountain pen t0 GEOFFREY SADD,
28, Nordelph Corner, Hardingham,
Norwich.)

8-8-S-SORRAY !
TaEATRE ATresmpant: Now then, mister ! Stop
hiesing at the show, ar I'll turn you out !
SrurrERER - Exouse me, s-8-s-sir, but 1 was just

4gGNE COUPON.

Stick on nﬂaﬂ and send Yyour faveurite
to the JOKE Elll'ron.
Boys' Magazine, 30/12/33,

anrrarareansans

Sesnsanrtarnans

s-g-saying to sey friend. how e-3-s-s-superb the

s-8-s-8-singing waa!

! Fountain to Fravg Davis 13,
Hasted Road, Charlton, S.E.7.)

THE (D)RHINE.
A wacher was instructing her
in geography.
And where,‘;a he asked, “ does
o Rhime go?”

A listle Cockney’s hand shot up
m!? “ Please, sir, down the
deime ' *

Pountain pen to Erio LANDER,

“Keneric”  Hawkwell Chase,

Hockley, Essen.)

BURNT OFFERING.
Poar: And do you think that
| sheuld put more fire into my

Oh, no!

Quite the

Powmtain pen to C. WELLINGS,
Wendover, Arbuthnot Lane, Bexley,
Kent.)

WHAT STEPS.

Jaox : Uncle, I wish to ask you a
1

Uncrg : What is it, my boy ?
Jaex . If a boy is a lad, and the
tad has a stepfather, is the lad a
atep-ladder §
(Pountain pen to RoNaLp MYNETT,
143, Mount Avenue, Gt. Houghton,
Nr. Barnsley, Yorks.)

Short-sighted Pilot:

OBVIOUS,
Bmvgs: I can’t decide whether Gosh! I'm blowed if 1
to go to a palmist or to a mind- thought 1'd be bothered
reager. with pedestrians up
JiNgs: Go to a palmist—it's here}
obvious that you have a palm. {(Football to R. H. Bapksm,
(Pountasn pen to JOBEN KINEALY, 44, Laitice Avenue,
32, Stanley Street, Wallasey.) I'pswich, Suffolk.)
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JOHN HUNTER’S GIGANTIC TALE OF PREHISTORIC MONSTERS.

An Invasion of Terror.

ERROR, chaos, death redo high in Britain on
that memorable night whken Professor Laban
Twick's giant myater{jssi‘nip had piled up on tho

South Coast. He and companions — Bigshot
Bruoce, the greatest of all big-game hunters; the
Professor’s nephow, Harry Langham ; and * Pongo "’
Mansfield—had watched its vast cargo of prehistoric
monsters swim ﬂSth‘B-

The most fearful invasion ever conceived had
started. Tho Menace of tho Monsters had come.

To Bigshot Bruce fell tho problem of wiping ont
the mighty invaders, and Harry and Pongo accom-
panied him, helping when they could. But their
task was made difficult, almpst hopeless indeed, by
the fact that the monsters had become widely
separated, appearing only when they made swift,
destructive raids on tho big towns.

The Monster’s March.

N Bruce's advice, all authorities all over the

country had been warned of the dangers

attendant on the increasing cold. Country
children no longer went to school. Travellers
avoided road journeys and went by train. A careful
check had been kept on the number of monsters
that had escaped on England’s southern shore, and
until that number was entirely accounted for, the
peril might manifest itself at any place between
Land's End and John o’ Groats.

The thing that Bruce wanted to find and slay as
soon as possible was the great tyrannosaur. He
knew that this was the king demon of all those
monstrous creatures that the wreck had let loose
on the land.

Bub it was impossiblé to locate it, Now and again,
at groat distances, cattle would disappear, in ones,
twos, and any number up to half-a-dozen. The
tyrannosaur was feeding. But for some reason or
other it plainly travelled at night, and nobody
living saw it.

The triceratops was another beast that Bruce
wanted to locate but had failed, so far, to find, The
second of the sabre-toothed ti had been discovered
and killed by a number of daring West-country
farmers who, gun-armed, had hunted the beast
down, One of them had lost his life, but the others
had so riddled tho creature with shot that, though
it broke loose from their cordon via the gap created
by the death of that one, it was afterwards overed
lying across the Exeter road, dead.

A serpent had been found in the Llanberis district
of North Wales. How it had reached Snowdonia
nobody knew ; but Snowdon itsel had killed it . . .
with cold, The Professor was no longer fearful, in
fact, regarding these giant serpents. He pointed out
that in the Place of Mista they had lived among the

Tremendous Thrills with Pro-
fessor Laban Twick, the Scientist

Bruce, Adventurer ; Harry Lang-

ham and Pongo his Comical

Pal—Not Forgetting Boomer of
Boomer’s oth Circus.

crags and high rocks, ‘and they would naturally
seek similar places in Britain,

But these spots, in winter, were bitterly cold, and
the serpent tribe are among. the first to feel the
effecta of such exposure.

This particular one was found coiled in death
half-way up Snowdon. A blizzard had swept the
mountain, and it was reckoned that the snake had
tried to get down to lower land, but the merciless
elements had killed what man might have found
diffioulty in killing.

The remainder of the mammoths had also been
located, and one of them had been taken alive by
Bruce. This was effected in Lincolnshire, where
Bruce constructed a gigantic elephant trap and
lured tho creatures into it.

Thus the beasts had been thinned down, but there
still remained a great number of them abroad, and
these were the most dangerous of them. A stegosaur
attacked a small country inn one night, It literally
broke the thing up, going through it as a war tank
will go through brick walls; only more so. Men
lost their lives and terror shrieked through that
district for days. But the stegosaur vanished,

At sea, the two brontosaurs made fitful appear-
ances. They were seen by a tmﬁedo boat up off the
Firth of Forth, swimming south, keeping together.
The torpedo boat chased and tried to shell or torpedo
them, but a sea mist saved them.

Bruce declared that only the eliminating processes
were over as yet, The great battle had still to be
joined. The vaster beasts, the most deadly dangerous
of them, had still to be tackled. " And they could
not yet bo found.

And so at last came the first invasion of the greater
beasts that could be directly traced to the cold.

Everybody in Britain has heard of the Crystal
Palace. It stands on the heights of Norwood, above
southern London, and is a vast erection of glass and
steel which, in its day, was regarded as one of the
wonders of the capital,

An exhibition was held there. It was a display of
weapons of all kinds, from the earliest stone axes
down to examples of the modern gun-maker's art,
There were swords, daggers, scimitars, crosshows,
lances, battlcaxes, tomaiawks, knobkerries, and
every other conceivable instrument of destruction
that the mind of man has devised.

Naturally, the boys wanted to see it, and the
Professor, who was also very interested from a
distinetly scientific standpoint, took them down omnr
evening after dark. The show was open until nine
o'clock at night. Bruco was away on one of his
hunting expeditions which had so often proved
fruitless. This one, in fact, did also prove fruitless.

There wero not a great many people at the
Exhibition. It served to attract only folk who might
be interested in such things. So the boys and the
Professor had plenty of leisure in which to examine
the various exhibits. The Professor was just the

-
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man to go with, for he was able to give them a lot
of interesting data concerning what they were secing.

The mighty structure of glass was closed against
the cold wind, and so sounds from outside did not
penetrate it. ‘Thus the few idling and curious
observers, the people in charge and the Professor and
the boys, heard mnothing of the pandemonium  in
Upper Norwood, saw nothing of the dreadful destruc-
tion of life and property along the near-by mainroad,
and kmew nothing of
tho deliberato smash-
ing of the outer wall.

Acrossthe
grounds, up the
great flight of steps,
& monster moved.
Above it towered the
great, domed and
glittering roof of the
strangest place man
ever thought of
building—a place of
glass. And above
that reared the
round towers which
can be seen for so
many miles—also of
glass and steel.

Within the main
hall a mighty crash
gounded. Horrified
watchers outside saw
one of the towers
reel. Tt came down
in smashing
thunder, pushed
over by a vast body
that brushed against
it and passed on—a
body that simply
walked into the
Crystal Palace ag|a
tank might have
entered a body that
bent and broke the
steelwork, secattered
the glass, and
wrought ruin where-
ever it trod.

Abaove the
sereams and cries the
Professor’s voice
lifted.

*“It's a tricera-
tops | ¥’

The thing was
starving. It had gone
hungry for days. It
needed food. It broke
in to feed. . . .

The Man Thing.

BOVE the erash
of glass and the

PRIMITIVE POWER.—There
was 2 sudden rush of firemen
and policemen and the
Man instantly swung himself up
among the girders.
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gantio and marvellous instrument and gave it
?:lll power.

The organ lite roared, and continued to roar,
50 that the noise of it drowned the ery of the iricera-
tops and shook the roof and walls, making the floor
itself tremble.

The beast came to a sudden and abrupt standstill.
Here was a veice mightier than any it had ever heard
in the Place of Mista. The triceratops swung its head
thia way and that, until it realised
whenee the tremendous voice came and
i eharged.

Is frant of the organ, as everybody
knews, there is a great bank of seate,
The tricesatops tried to eclimb this
bank. It got halfway up and all
eolapsed under its weight, so that it
came down, esavage and kicking,

i and snarling, whilo still
the organ notes swept in thunder
acress its massive head.

By this time the whole place was
aleared. The diversion ereated by the
organist had ecnabled every living
soul to gain safety ; every hiving soul,
that s, except tho Professor. And,
o » the two boys stayed with

Pengo said: “ You ought to get
away, sir. You really should.”

* Den't talk nonsense, my hoy,"
replied the I rofessor. *“ This is a very
vaugual  demonstration and worth
watchi Did you observe how the
ercature’s legs levered, as it lifted
itaell on that bank of seats ? A most
curious muscular and bone formation,
den't you think ?

As peither Harry nor Pongo had
observed anything about the tricera-
fopa exeept that it was something to

rimitive

rending of steel-

work sounded the sudden quick and rather high-
pitched snarl which was typical of the triceratops.
People were rlmmns madly from the tremendous hall,
running for every door and exit, seeking to get out
ere the ponderous death could swing itself mercilessly.

It had been that, while the exhibition
was in progress, recitals should be given on the
magnificent organ, and one such recital was on at

this moment.
Now the o i ¥, he alterwards confessed, he

rganist—wh
never knew—suddenly opened out the stops of his

get away from as gquickly and as far as possible,
they made no comment. k

And then oceurred the uttermost sensation of that

ing adventure.

fomething slid into the hall from its far end. Tt
should be stated that, chance, the electric light
circuits had been unimpaired, and such lights as were
not broken still lared and cast white light on every-
thing.

Outside, inci , telephones were going, police
were hurrym;' m were rat-f::g.
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The boys, staring, saw thai aha.d::g mmeming
which sli furzivemm the hall, they - crie:
aloud. Their cries the attention of the Professor
from the maddened triceratops and brought his eyes
literally bulging from his head.

A Man Thing—one could only jusu ecall it that—
had made its appearance. Had it stood up straight it
would probably have been eight feet tall. As it
wag, it shambled, stooping forward. It was covered
with longish red hair, and from beneath the shock
of such hair, red eyes gleamed furtively. Its arms
were so long that they reached to below its crooked
knees. Thus it had something of the semblance of a
big ape, or gorilla; though the semblance was
contradicted by the fact that indubitably its feet
were feet and not extra hands ; great flat feet, with
broken down insteps, splayed feet larger than any
human foot ever was.

Round about its body it had tied in cumbersome
fashion the thickly wooled hides of two sheep.
Normally, that creature went without clothing at
all, But the cold of an English winter had forced it
to take the covering of the food it slew and protect
itself against the winds.

The Professor two words * Prehistoric
Man!” Then he mumbled things, which the boys
did not understand and, rea!lyl.ngsnrd]y heard.

For here was one of the forefathers of all mankind
stepped straight out of the endless corridors of long
lost time, come from the mighty blacknesses that lie
across the world’s beginnings.

The Man Thing was moving. - It seemed to have

little fear of the enraged triceratops, which was now
making an awful mess of itself and the organ.
b It had plunged headfirst into the " lower part of
the organ and it had torn a lot of the pipes. Through
these torn pipes, driven by ralentﬁazs electrical
power, the wind roared and leapt, striking at the
triceratops and somewhat bewildering it.

The Man Thing trod ferward carefully. It
happened upon a great smashed case of ancient
weapons. It stood still and a hand as big as a York
ham closed over a wooden haft. It held up that
wooden hait and turned it slowly. Attached to the
wooden haft, worked to the deadly sharpness of
chilled steel, was a flat flins.

The Professor said * The perfect picture. Man
finding his first weapon of offence. It is most
distressing that I haven’t a camera with me.”

The din was now indescribable. The trtceratops,
however, was coming by its undoing, It had simply
burrowed and bored and smashed right under the
organ into the massive, girdered steel work that
supported the enormous weight above, and it got
jammed.

_The more the thing tried to bore torward, the more
::%Psxt.l_v did it wedge itself, until even its massive
ribs threatened to cave in and crack under the
terrific pressure.

The Man Thing was uttering curious sounds. He
::eptl turning the stone weapon over and over in his
Land,

There was a sudden rush from outside. Some
intrepid policemen and firemen had come on the
scene,

They saw the Man Thing and with a yell they made
for him. His action was at once swift and protective,
He leapt like an ape upwards, got a hold of a section
of down-hanging and twisted steel with one hand,
hauled himself up and gibbered furtively, swinging
his stone axe with the other.

Somebody eried : “ Has anyone goi a gun?

That the giant, half-formed man, appreciated
danger was evident, for when a rifle was produced
Le tried to climb. It was just Tnstinet. which made
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The firemen, meanwhile, were busy. Every fire
station in the country had been supplied with great
containers of deadly &t}s and the necessary projection
apparatus, that the threat of the monsters might be
met effectively.

With gas-masks on, the firemen were rapidly pre:
paring to sink the triceratops into unconsciousness.

The rifleman levelled his weapon and the Professor
rushed forward. He got in front of the man, waving
his arms.

“] am Professor Laban Twick. I forbid. . ..”

There was a shout. Here was the man who had
loosed this terror on the land. The whole crowd—
for lots of civilians had come u&once they knew the
gas was to be used—was hostile.

The boys went to the Professor’s side and stood by
him, while he spoke feverishly.

The rifle was lowered. The Professor turned and
made gestures in the direction of the Man Thing.
The only response was a quick chatter and a shake
of the stone-headed club.

The fire chief cried: “I want this hall cleared.
We're loosing the gas. Everybody without a gas-
mask will retreat to the grounds and keep as far as
possible from this place.” E

The Professor’s eyes were im[iloring. His gesturea
were more and more friendly, If the Man Thing did
not respond he would be shot or gassed, and the
Professor did not want that,

The snarling chatter checked. The dulled, unin.
telligent red eyes peered at the Professor from beneath
their shaggy brows. Then they swept over the crowd.

The chatter was resumed ; then checked again.
Indegision was piain to all.

ThHe police were moving people off. Soon, the
Professor and the boys, liagering as long as possible,
were left, with the police taking their arms and trying
to force them out generally, while the Professor still
implored his Prehistoric Man.

This creature made a sudden decision. It dropped
from the girder. Instinctively the police swung on
it, as on a deadly foe, and the revolvers with whic_h
they had been served before starting made their
appearance.

But the Professor, who did not, as has already been
soen, know the meaning of fear, instantly flung him-
self between them and the Man Thing, and beld out
an empty hand. :

Now the empty hand has always been the sign
manual of friendship. Our English handshake
originated in the offering of the empty right band—
the fighting hand—to show that no weapon was
unsheathed and held ready to strike. s

The Man Thing shamgled and stood. Then it
muttered—not the high-pitchcd. chattering smarl it
had loosed when hanging from the girder, but a low,
more satisfied voicing. v

The Professor was bold. He stepped right up to
it. One smash of that stone headed axe, one clawing
of those taloned hands, and his frail body would have
been beaten down in death. .

He pointed and turned towards the opening in
the wall. The police and firemen now made no etfort
to interfere with him,

The shambling beast cocked its horridly human
head to one side. The Professor spoke gently,
soothingly. Of course, the thing had no idea of wuat
he said, but his voice Wwas reassuring.

It shambled along beside him, towering over him,
He ventured to put his hand round the empty left
hand of his captive.

The Professor had won.

The gas was loosed, and the triceratops duly dealt
with. That is a minor phase of this strange episode.

-
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The thing that mattered was that the Professor got
the Man Thing back to his" strange old house at
‘Wimbledon and he got Bruce there to see him. On
his way he bought four dead and skinned rabbits
and gave them to his specimen, who ate them raw.
The giving of food was important. It made for trust.

The Man Thing was, at first, afraid of the great
firo the Professor had had kindled. Then it realised that
this crackling terror was under some kind of control
and was not able to ravage mightily, as it had some-
times done in the Place of Mists.

It crouched by the fire, and ceased to shiver. Now
and again it mumbled like a big contented dog. Its
eyes never left the Professor’s face.

“ Well,” said Bruoe, * how the dickens did he get
here, anyhow ? Professor, you'll sit on Herr Wald-
heim after this."”

The Professor rubbed lLis hands gleefully. “ You
may remember that when we were at the Place of
Mists I theorised more than once that I thought I
detected traces of very elemental human habitation

Bruce nodded.

“1 was right,” added the Professor. “ And I can
only conclude that this man, who appears to be
possessed of a certain remarkable intelligence and
original daring, swam out to the ship to investigate

it. When he got on board, secretly of course, we
sailed, and, afraid, he stowed away. On a ship
of such vast size this would be ecasy for him to do;
and he would be able to secure scraps of raw meat
whenever he wished from the masses of food prepared
for the animals, Of course, he swam ashore when
we were wrecked, and he has been lurking in hiding
ever since.”

The Man Thing chattered away near the fire, his
red eyes roving, and the boys drew a’little closer
together,

ero, somehow, more than in the grotesque
monsters themselves, seemed to be pictured the whole

of that dark and aimistor era, when the world slowly
formed itself os we now know it. Here were the seods
of human life struggling upwards, the beginning of

Destroyers Of The Deep,

HERE now maust be recorded an adventure in
which none of our heroes took part, hut which
is worthy of

It eoncerns, first of all, the fishing trawler, dnn
Elizabeth. Sho had been cut for some days on the
fishing grounds of the North Sea. Heavy weather
had been encountered, and the little Ann Elizabeth
had got soparated from the rest of the flcet. She had
been foreed to lay into the weather for about sixteen
hours, and, having reeeived an awful battering, she
was now plugging for home through the long rollers
left hy the storm.

On her bridge, his eyes red-rimmed from lack of
sleep, his body huddled down to the collar in a big
blue coat, her skipper stood. The steersman was
near him, great hands en the brass-rimmed wheel.
The needle was flickering under the glass and the
telegraph was ramamed over at Full Ahead. The
Ann Kiizabeth was making harbour.

Suddenly the skipper stiffened. Away to port
something had lifted. He saw a great neck, towering
high, set with a demon’s head.

: THE OCEAN TERROR
TORPEDOED—From the
destroyer’s side streaked
a torpedo. Smack into
the brontosaurus it sped,
exploding with a thun-
derous roar and mighty
flames.

PITTTTITTTITS

“Jt's the blooming sea-serpent!” he
gm;l;ied ; and eould hardly believe his eyes.

he brontosaurus saw the ship and made
towards it. The Ann Elizabeth’s engines were
whipped up to extra pressure, and her stout
hull quivered under their pounding.

But the resuit of that horrid chase would never
have been in douht save for one thing.

To starboard, through the smother, & lean, gre;
shape showed. The skipper saw it and cried out wi
relief. He saw the squat smokestacks, now used
only for cil exhauast, the narrow, vicious sheer, the
out-away, low, grey hull and the big, white number
on the prow.

“It’s a destroyer ! he gasped.
board, 8am.”

Sem put her over. The trawler came round,
heeling, taking big water over her rail, and she

“ Hard s-star-
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lumbered on towards where the warship raced and
slashed, half submerged, t! h the running seas.

There was no need for signalling. The destroyer's
look-out had seen the monster. She came up at
thirty knots, and she passed the Ann Elizabeth in a
wide-flung boil of wake that stretohed across the
tortured sea in a mighty, spreading fan of foam.

The brontosaurus spotted her. She was coming
nearer to him. He forgot the Ann Elizabeth. Here
was another and closer victim in this spiteful grey
thing that lanced at incredible speed across his
domain.

On the warship everything was being done Navy

iuhmn sharp, curt orders, slick obedience, coolness,
precision. Something went overside, liko a larga
and leaping fish. Across the heaving grey water a

thin white tml] fled, straight as a ohalk line drawn on
» board with the aid of a ruler.

Impact, and thunderous explosion, white water
and grey, flame and sifioke, leaping high ; and the
brontosaurus, torn and s threshing this way
and that, as a battleship sinking charge of explosive
bit into him and slew him.

The skipper of the Ann Elizabeth wiped his brow
with a trembling hand.

“If it hadn’t been for that warship, S8am,” he said,
“you and me and the rest of us would have been
goners.”

“ Aye, aye, sir,” said Sam stoically, and waited
for more steering directions.

The destroyer was coming round like a circling
racehorse after a win. She slashed past the spot
where the brontosaurus had taken its death blow,
and ran alongside the Ann Elizabeth. The skipper
of that sturdy little ship jerked loud-voiced thanka
through a megaphone, The radio at the destro
masthead was orackling, and away in Whitehal tha
Admiralty was learning what had taken place.
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Panic in the Pool.

N a way, the Man Thing was a problem. He was,
of course, more than man, according to
our idea of things, and he had been used to living

in the open air, finding shelter in caverns and wood-
lands when shelter was necessary, hunting down his
prey like a beast, tearing it with hands and teeth
when caught.

He was obviously grateful to the Professor. He
would follow him alv)out. being some distance behind
him, and when the Professor turned round, he would
come to a standstill and shift from one tremendous,
crooked leg to the other.

His brain was quite alert, slightly more appreciative
than the brain of a good dog, and possessed of that
quality which has lifted man above the brute beast—
imagination, the power of seeing things as they
might be, reasoning, what you care to call it. For
instance, though, of course, there was no bond of
language between them, he began to understand
certain things the Professor desired him to do. He
learned that the hissing noise, which his descendants
made and spelt y-e-s, indicated that he was allowed
to do something, and that the sharp, quick sound,
which they spelt n-o, withheld permission.

And he grew stouter, looked stronger, more fit, as
food and shelter brought him back to the normal.
He was, indeed, a great powerful brute, capable of
killing any li\'ing man with his bare hands.

Then, one night, he vanished. Where he went
nobody then knew; but they came down in the
morning and found the outhouse which was his den
smashed open. The Man Th m% had struck the night
trail. Naked as he normally lived, he had stepped
out into that bitter, mid-winter night ; and he had
carried with him his stone-headed club.

They had news of him. That night, three sheen
were slain in Surrey, He was striking south. The
heads of the sheep had been smashed by a single
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blow of some instrument. Their pelts had been torn
off. Cold had driven the Man Thing to seek clothing,
Garbed in thick wool, he now roamed free.

Then they had further news of him, He was seen
by ashepherd on the South Downs, between Brighton
and Worthing, and just east of Chanctonbury Ring.
He boldly raided a flock of sheep, killed several,
skinned two of them and wastefully gnawed at the
hot bodies like a beast.

The Professor and the boys were up and doing, and
Bruce, by the biggest stroke of luck in the world for
everybody concerned, decided to come with them;
for m the great south coast town of Brighton and
Hove, with their joint populations of a quarter of a
million, with their luxurious hotels and wide and
splendid waterfront, they were destined to have one
©f the most terrific adventures of all.

The Professor drove them down in his ear, Bruce’s
machine being in dock with a cracked piston. The
Professor’s car was a brand-new ome. He had
bought it only a week earlier, going into a great
showroom and saying : “ I want a motor-car, please,
a blue one. I think blue is so unobtrusive.” Just
as though he were buying a hat. The result of this
was a forty-fifty Phantom, and a journey which
would have made the designers of the world’s greatest
car weep.

Ihe big Rolls was capable of speeds which some
more showy and so-called sports models could not
imitate. The Professor did not seem to be aware
of this; for sometimes, in absent-minded fashion, he
put his foot flat down, and the mitil:y engine simply
slung them over the road, until they made him ?iit
his toes.

Also he seemed to have a fixed idea that the
middle of the road was reserved for him. For-
tunately, the Brighton road is wide, and he had no
8 s.

8o they ran past the Aquarium and sought quarters
&t one of the palatial hotels on the wateriront.

If you take a look at a of Brighton and Hove
and the adjoini towns of Portslade, Southwick,
and Shorcham—they are really all one great town
in these days—you will see that Shoreham Harbour
is a long lagoon of salt water that runs parallel with
the sea behind a dyke of shingle, and that its
entrance is actually between Shoreham and South-
wick, though nearer to Shoreham.

The harbour entrance is picturesque and quaint,

despite the fact that Bungalow Town reaches to one
side of it, and a good deal of smoall shipping uses the
anchorage. A great power works stands on it, and
the storage tanks o ipeterol companies. With the
definite movement of industry southwards, this
harbour is increasingly busy. At its Hove end it is
separated from one of the finest children’s play-pools
in Great Britain, a great stretch of ornamental water
whereon children can go for trips in little boats, and
with a smaller stretch on which model yachts can be
sailed. Beyond this again the famous Hove Lawns
begin and stretch to that point where the great
town ceases to be Hove and is called Brighton.

The four adventurers had just about finished their
luneh, and the Professor was indulging in the
unwonted luxury of a cigarette, while Bruce was
filling his pipe, when pandemonium outside caused
them to get to their feet. They rushed to the
windows of the hotel.

The wide sea-front was filled with people streaming
eastwards—away from the butt end of Shoreham
Harbour, and a wild ery told them that the monsters
had come.

Out they went. Traffic had surged in the direction
of the two big piers and Kemp Town.

Bruce and the Professor and boys, by dint of
keeping close to the shop-fronts, managed to work
their way westward along the front in the face of
the hurrying and frightened ecrowds; for Brighton
has no * season ™ like other seaside resorts. It is
always full. :

So they saw what had occasioned all the outery.
In the great children’s pool, surrounded by frag-
ments of smashed boats, a mighty creature lifted a
snake-like neck, on which was a com tively small
head. Its tail flayed this way and that, and one
stroke of that tail would have knocked a loaded
pantechnicon sideways like a toy.

“It’s a plesiosaur!” gupad the Professor. “It
has come from the sea !’ g

He was right. But something else was coming
from the east, one of the most terrible things that
has ever breathed. And of its eoming there is much

What is the other great

terror? Will the monsters

meet? GCigantic thrills
monster
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THE GAY HUSSAR’S CHRISTMAS
CAPTURE! (Continued from page 17.)

pudding with his sabre. Then, while he munched
this, he addressed the Russian in drawling accents.

*Bo you were to have us shot like so many rats,
hein ? ' he observed. “ Well, on the contrary, you
are going to provide us with safe conduct to our own
lines, Genoral. But first of all you will bind and gag
the hetman and your orderly.”

As a tactician, Moravitch was an oxcellent General,
but he had forgotten how to be a brave soldier.
Lefarge knew this and traded on it, and he did not
trade in vain, for his threatening mien utterly quelled
the Kussian.

In a:minute or two Moravitch had bound and
gagged his orderly and the hetman with strips from
one or two table napkins. Lefarge then ordered him
to don hat and greatcoat, and, this being done, he
mare! him down into the cellars and through to
the tunnel.

Safe Conduet.

HE soldiers of the Eighth Squadron were mounted

near the entrance of the eavern in the forest.

The fog enveloped them, a damp, dense shroud

that limited the view to a mere hali-dozen paces.

The troopers were ready for the march, and at their
head Lefarge was m the saddle of the Rarde.

Just in front of the Gay Gascon was General
Moraviteh, seated truculently on the horse of an
unfortunate Hussar, who had died of wounds that
morning. ¢ i

** Now, General,” said Lefarge, “ I have given you
your instructions, and under cover of my cloak my
pistol is covering your back. Need I mention that
at the slightest sign of treachery I will put a ball
between your shonldors ¥ Pardieu ! ¢a va sans dire—
it goes without saying.”

The column started to move, travelling at a rapid
pace, and i spite of the fog Lefarge had a good idea
of his bearings. Soon they were out of the wood, and,
striking an open road, thoy p lonina terly
direction. “

Presently. they began to fall in with marching
regiments, but they galloped by and excited little
comment. The Russian General sang dumb, terrified
by the hidden pistol that was trained on his back.
The cloaks of the Hussars concealed their uniforms
and the sacks of food they were carrying, and the
mists swallowed the company ere any of the enemy
troops could remark on the wounded riders.

On spurred the squadron, and soon enough they
were riding along an empty road again. All at ence
& Russian challenge rang out, and next second an
enemy picket showed up in front of them.

The Hussars drew rein, and a young officer moved
towards Moravitch.

‘ Ah, T did not know it was you, sir,” he exclaimed,
on recognising the General. * A thousand pardons,
But—er—may I suggest that it is dangerous to go
forward if that.is your purpose * This is an advanoce
position, and French patrols cannot be far away.”

. Sapristi, that was good news, Lofarge thought
inwardly, and then moved close to Moravitch, pushing
the concealed pistol against his ribs. :

The General addressed the officer in charge of the
picket, making a statement that Lefarge had eom-
pelled him to rchearse, ere setting out from the forest
cavern.
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“I intend to make a reconnaissance, Lieutenant.
Have no fear, you can see I possess a strong escort.”

The squadron pressed forward, and now they began
to eross more elevated ground. The mist was not so
dense here, and it was not long before one could sce
two or thr e hundred yards. Suddenly the galloping
Hussars heard a commotion in their rear, and as they
looked back they saw a large foree of 1 ussian horse-
men sweeping in pursuit, with a Cossack hetman
in the van ! :

Lefarge’s daring plot had been discovered !

There came the ugly erackle of musketry, and the
drumming of many thousands of hoofs sounded in
the ears of the fugitives like a distant thunder-roll.
But the Hussars and their captive had a fair start,
and they kept their lead until they saw moving
forms ahead of them.

Sixty seconde later a brigade of French cavalry
was in full view, and with a shout Lefarge and his
men threw off their cloaks. An answering roar went
up from the horsemen in front, and in another half-
minute the Hussars were amidst the protegting ranks,.
whence volley after volley of earbine-fire was poured
into the oncoming Russians.

* S L] *

APTAIN ANDRE LEFARGE stood before
Napoleon Bonaparte in the latter’s magnificent
headquarters. thort, stocky, aggressive, with

olive skin and dark, piercing eyes, the Emperor of
the French looked at the tall Hussar inquiringly.

"% 8ire,” the Ceptain observed, “ I have to report
the capture of upwards of a hundred sacks of enemy
provisions. I have also to report that I bring you a
Christmas gift from beyond the enemy’s lines.’

“Quoi 7 A Christmas gift 1"

The door of the Emperor’s apartient was opened
at that instant, and, under escort of two troopers, o
bullet-headed  Russian stumbled into the room in &
towering rage. Bt s

“ My gift to you, sire,” murmured Lefarge, indi-
cating the newcomer.

“* This is not an act of war !  shouted the Russian.
“1It is an abduction ! I am General Moravitch, and
I insist on being returned to my command ! "

Napoleon started—glanced at Lefarge, and then
back at the enemy general.

“ Moravitch, eh * ” he murmured. * Well, my
friend, I regret any indignity you may have suffered,
but you are a prisoner for all that, and I am afraid
I cannot return you to the Tsar until your ecountry
and mine are at peace again.”

Expostulating, snarling savagely and spittin
venom with every word, Moravitch was remnveg
from the apartment, and when the door had closed
behind him the Emperor turned to the Gay Hussar.

“ Lefarge,” he declared, “I have said it often
before, but I say it once again—you are a man in &
million.”

The Gascon fingered the ends of his waxed
moustache.

“Pardieu, sire, I am thoroughly in agreement with

ou on that %o'im;." he mused. * “I often wondey
Kow you and France would fare without me . . .2

You will be held enthralled by next week’'s startling
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