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HALLO! HALLO! HALLO!

_ Dear Chums,—Here is a better-than-ever Knock-Out Fun Book for 1945. | know you will enjoy
the adventures of all the jolly folk you meet each week in the Knock-Out Comic, and also some
new characters you will meet for the first time in this Annual. This year, | thought you would
like to have a shot at colouring a page yourselves—so here it is! | expect you will recognise all
the famous folk coming out of the book. Perhaps some of your friends have been unable to geta
Knock-Out Fun Book, so share your good luck with them. Cheerio. Your pal, the EDITOR.

Use your own paints, chalks or crayons, and see how bright you
can make this picture !
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STONEHENGE KIT,—THE ANCIENT

116 KONGOS FAULT THERES MO EGG.
HAS STOPPEP THE HENS LAYING You
FOR KING THEN THERE. WOULP PE LOTSH

S U

Yy = £

. Fhe Aucicnt Brits had been going without their egg ration
and they felt that something ought to be done about it. Even
thase with priority ration books hadn’t seen a negg for weeks,

Hi, KINGY, WHIZ2Y 19 STARTING A REVOLUTION

THE FOLKS WANT EGGS AND THEYRE BIAMING
You ‘05 THERE 1S NONE'® —

y. Our pals, Kit and Glam, heard Whizzy's wily warbling,
widd they hurried off to warn King. Kingy was jerked
out of his Royal case and told to something about it.

2. As maght be eggspecled, wicked Whizzy and his beely

ch, saying

Brit-bashers led the protest. Whiz:{ema\lc a s
plenty of eggs.

that with him as King there'd

DONT WORRY,FOLKS! [y GeY
You EGGS ,FRIEP, BOILEP ANp
?oncnf_gf'wnu REAL SHELLS

4. He went out on 1o the Royal balcony and sta.
his subjects that he'd give them all the eggs they
plus shells. He was shelled with rocks in answer,

PONT KNOW WHERE (™

OING TO GET EGGS FROM §

MERES NOT AN EGG SHOPE
IN 6TONEHENGE, >

PONT WORRY,
Kinay, we'LL
51ART A POULTRY

WELL COLLECT SOME FOWLS y
To START THE FARM - .. =

——

N

% Kingy retreated {rom the balcony. He was eggstremely

warried.  “* Don't worry,” said Kit, ** we will start a poultry
farm.” And they set off to pilfer some pouliry,
KO

6. In the Royal Eggery Wagon our pais charged around,

capturing fowis by fair means or foul. They netted a nice
load and went off to collect wood for the Royal Egg Stall.
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(HE FARM FIYED))
P

. STALL AN
THE EGGS. . {

7. Kit got busy with hammer and nails, whie Kingy produced
the Royal saw. He sawed some planks and they soon saw a
fine stall soaring up. Glam painted a luvly notice and in
next to no time, or even less than that, everything was ready.

o ROLL UP, FOLKS, ANP GET
L YOUR £GGS AT THE ROYAL
ECGERY) R

BRR ' THEY VE.
STARTEP A POULTRY,
FARM 1 "IUST PuT
A 5TOP T0 THAT o

8. Aill that was ne(’ded,rm)w, were the eggs.

But they soon
bhad the hens working overtime. They laid eggs by the dozen,

egged on by our pals. Very soon Kingy was doing a roaring
trade with the Roval Eggery. He was popular once again,

PIsGUISEP AS GAS CO.MEN,
WE'LL PUT A 5TOP 1O THE ./
&S {

WELL PIG QUR WAY INYO

THE. FAR™M ANP LAY THE
PIPES , BOYS!
if 5 =

. that his wicked plot to make himself King of

as not going cgpsactly according to plan. He
rage! But Whizzy bad hatched another plot.
4l his Brit-bashers and a pile of best lead piping.

10. Chuckling with evil glee and disguised as men from the
Gas Co., Whizzy and Co. prepared to attack our pals from the
rear, They fixed up a back door to the Royal Hen-run and
ran a length of piping through it. What was Whizzv up to?

_( Tk FIX THESE PiPES P P
L G UNPER THE. LAYING o —
BiIRps. : i

11. Creeping up to the hens as they took their case, W lnzzy laid
the pipes right under the laying fowls. 'Twas a foul and

dirty trick. Every egg the hens laid would slide down the

pipe, and Whizzy could sit at the other end and collect them.

KINGY ANpP (0. PIPNT
NOTICE. OUR STUNT.
oW WEL START
THE RIVAL EGG

12. The Brit-bashers were soon busy erecting a stall to sell

the eggs at cut prices, Whizzy would be King of Stone-
henge now, or so he thought, and his whiskers quivercd
with excitement.



£GGLY ARE e FRESHEST

(oo\ WERE LOSING
-HMENGE THEYRE OMU

ALL OUR (USTOMERS
GET MORE E4GS!
A 9L 'EM AT

A HALF ™ME PRKE

oy
-

Y MALY THE. PRICE OF
l:vb AN Mt HSHELLS -~

g St AR D 3

#3 The Ancient Hrits weren't going to buy Kingy's eggs when
Whey ol get them at Whizzy's stall at half the price. Our

Pegan to lose all their customers. * Get some more
:: Coned Kingy to Kit, ** I'll give "em away if necessary [

WOW! e Fowio HAvE
ST0PPEP LAYING . WHATENER.
SHALL WE Do NOW ?

—
, /;.,,,
0 ¥ et

¥ L ™

WY SOMEONE HAS FIXED
A WP UNPER THE NESTS
™A1y WHERE THE EGGS
M GoNg'

1 THINK THE Pife
LEAPS 10 WHIZLYS
STaw . =2

14. Arriving at the Royal Eggery, Kit and Glam found, to

their dismay, thal the cupboard was bare. It looked as if the

hens had gone on strike, Kit threatened them and pleaded
with them, but without result.

# This was uncggspected and Kit was puzzled by the lack
e Snsrrcling some of Whizzy's dirty work, Kit
sligated the matter. And he soon found out what was

Maller

BRING THE Pume, GLAM,
WHILE 1 MOVE THE
TPOULTRY HOUSE .

e fuund the pipe fitted to the Royal Fowiery.

‘Ww (AN HAVE THE
FREE IF YOU }-
P KInGYS

Mesnwlule, Whizzy was giving away eggs to any volun-
&. ke o Roval Eggery smashing-up party. Eggs had been
% i Stonchenge for such a long time that the Ancient

woie teady to do anything for a pound of hen-fruit.

n

16. “ 1 eggspect the pipe leads to Whizzy's stall,” said Glam.,
Then Kit had an idea. Being Chief Fire-watcher in the
Stonehenge N.F.S,, he had to clean the pump every week,
He sent Glam off to fetch it while he removed the poultry,

18. The smashing-uppers came up with thejr best Sunday
clubs and started to have a smashing time | Ki legged it
for the wide open spaces. Whizzy roared with laughter.
But Brit-basher No. 1 told him there were no more eggs.



HM' PERHAPS THE EGGS
ARE 5TCK 1 THE. PIPE
WELL TAKE A PEEP .
4 ANp S€E .

THAT WL PAMP THEIR

SPIRS .

19. The supply of eggs down the pipe had ﬁxven out, and the 20. The next minute Whirzy and the Brit-bashers got a

smashing-up party would be coming bac

for their wages shower bath for nothing. But did they appreciate it ¢ No,

soon. Whizzy & Co. looked anxiously along the Fipc and  sir, their spirits were properly dampened. They hadn’s

made noises like hens in the hope of attracting a few eggs.

looked so clean for months. Kit & Co. looked on.

BPuT HOW ARE WE GOING TO
THE (ROWYP 1 A

WE RE SAFE ENOUGH BEIUND THE & [ Look, cHums ! WERES)
GET EVEN WiTH WHIZZY ANp PUT oMM 10 SETILE W

A MINE LAYER BIRP
CATCH HIP -

21. As you will have guessed by this time, chuma, Kit had 22 It was a Stonehenge Minela bird, and it gave Xit
F’Ihc yell

beenr the cause of their trouble. He had pumped the water another idea. * Quick, catch it

duwn the pipe with the Stonchenge pump. But what is that ¢

ed to Kingy. In
wo shakes of a hen's tail, Ki bhad scized a butterfly net

queer-looking bird in the top right-hand corner 7 and netted the minelayer bi right over Whizzy's pipe.

S(Goop oup Ky !
HeS (AUGHT THE
MINE. LAVER BIRP.

et S

1]
i

YHEN THE MINE LRYER 1 LAYS EXPLOSIVE
POED 1S STUFF, THERE WL ) 727 £GGO. 1=
—z7\ BE S50ME. FUN 14 : Z

23. The minelayer bird got the shock of its life. Kingy

fastened the net down over the pipes and the bird was neatly

petted. The minclayer bird is a very strange ereature. It
lays eggsplosive eggs !

24. Our pals chuckled as they thought what wouid happen
to wicked Whizzy when the minelayer bird started to lay.
The eggs would slide down the pipe, and soon put a stop te
the wily wizard's nasty tricks. (Now lurn to page rorl.)



BILLY BUNTER ™= ™uizsgioomeer

A MOGE1 DBLGING FELLOW
| MUST NOT KEEP HIM

PERR.DERR' | HANE FORGOTIGN A
MY PINK PRINT WILL YOU 00K

OUR EXYES OPEM FOR
1HIS CHAPR JONES

1. Mr. High Tinter, the paint walloper, sat on the common, painting it. At lcast, be painted it on a canvas. Dut just when
he wanted to put in a pink-billed wbrm-snaffler sitting on a tree, he found he'd left his pink paint at home on the grand piana,
Just then, up strolled a chappy with a homely face, =0 Hugh asked him to mind the doings while he fetched the paint.

| BEE YOU HANE R PIC-NIC BRESWET, 61R
§Y0U0 BE(TER WATCH OUT FOR NED, THE
PIC-NIC PINCHER! DON'T YOU THINK
YOUD BEMER ERT YOUR GRUB
NOW,SIR ?

ANERY GOOD \DER, MY LRAD'
XOU LAY \{ OUT FOR ME,
THERES A GOOD BoY .

| MEAN-LAYING OUT P
PIC- NICS BIR i

3. And round about that time, and close by, William George Buntcr was taking the air, in company with Jones Minor. They
were helping themselves to a free eyeful of a poster, offcring a reward for Ned, the Pie-nic Pincher, They took no notice of
Hughie Tinter as he ambled past, because our fat lad had spotted a hamper. Now, hampers mean grub to William George !

3. So he sort of happened along that way, and seeing the chappy with the homely face, he offered—quite !reely and kindiy—to
open the hamper for him. Now, wasn't that big of Billy ? Ihe hamely-faced guy was quite willing. He even asked Billy to
lay out the grub for him. DBut when our Billy had worked like a horse and was waiting to eat, he got the bird |

'



e e TR P T L LTS
\C FOR NED, THE

=

LA HA' WHART A PICN

HOPAT!
TS oy PAC-NIC PINCHER ' THOSE TWO BILKY
LADS WERE KIND ENOLGH {0 LAY

AvL OUT FOR ME
[

00 Wwewl' OF ALl
MHE ROTILRS'
W-WwHAT A MEX

\T

v

= Q"?{?ﬂ "';'?tﬁ-. =

It twisted into a nasty, hop-it-or-else sort of look.  Snatching

4. 'Sfact, chums ! The chappy's face wasn’t homely any more,
up a stick he chased Billy and Jones Minor off the scenery, then sat down to gohble all the goodies.

Co0' THAT ROPE

WELL' OF ALk THE MERN ;
GNES ME R WHEEZE' 1MUST

BeRsTs' | EXPELT T WAS
YOUR FRULT- FOR LOOKING
100 GREEDY, NOL LITLE

5. Billy was properly peeved about it, and blamed Jones Minor. But as they roamed by the river, the Bunter eyes spotted a
rope on a boat, and the busy Bunter brain clicked into top gear, thinking up a perfectly nifty notion.

' MO NOISE NCW - BND FOLLOW
Il ME WiH {HAT Rore ! 5

0. Dorrowing the rope, and draping it on Jones Minor, our fat lad thudded back on tiptoe to where the grub-gobbler was doing
Lis s.uff, with his back against a tree. Billy climbed the tree, aided and shoved by Jones Mincr.
(5]



# Aner winch, Jones Minor climbed the tree, aided and pulled by Billy, who had a firm grip on his left ear.  Of course, Jones
Minor took the rope with him because it was round his neck.  Billy made a noose in it, and chuckled.

VR A o, = Nen

L) Mow, watch closely ! he said, and dropped the noose neatly over the goodie-gobbler's napper.  And then Billy and Jones
Minor leapt from the tree. Billy’s weight did the rest. The pop-gargler just rose up in the world !

# Juues Minor found the world a bit hard, but Billy dida't let a little thing like that bother him. ** Make the rope fast to
something ! " he ordered.  Jones Minor tied the rope to a tree-root, and there wis the food-hog, dangling.

14



AR AR NOW TARTS
DIFFERENT — THATIS!
THIS 1S WHERE YoU 4
COP QLT MY LAD!

* This is where we get a bit of our own back,” chortled Billy. But when Jones Minor had a stab
Billy hanuded him a clip on the ear and the knife flew.

NOW BCRAM BEFORE | SR 0T A | RECOGNISE THIS FELLOW
POLLYOU iy (o WT(LE o e HES TRKING C.F\RE OF MY
BIS RND FEED YoU

OH DERR' PERHAPS 40 THE DUCKS!

10, It was a grand chance !
at getting a bit for himself, there was a free fight.

| HAD BLB-BET{ER : T

LERVE BUNTER 1D

DEAL WITH TRAT = § 4‘; b
ROUGH FELLOW! )= =37 | (Mg )

D) — 73 7

l'he rope was cut, and down came the grub-gobbler, right on Billy’s
Billy was too winded to move,

11. Yes, chums! [t flew through the air and the rope.
Jones Minor suddenly remembered he had a date, far, far away, and fled.

baek brace-button.
| HIS 1S THE CHAP WE WANT. BY HELD YOURSELNES 10 MY
[MOUNG BUNTER RERLLY CRPTURED PIC NIC. WHILE ) PRINT, BOYS.

HM SOHE q 1HE REWARD! . YOoUu DESERNE A SNRCK
) FOR YOUR BRAVE WORK'

Just when Ned, the Pic-nic
Nice work |

1a. Meanwlule, Hughie Tinter had spotted the poster, recognised the face and fetched a copper.
Pincher, atarted to knock Billy around, he got pinched. So Billy found himself sitting pretty after all.

B



Buzzards Roost was a tough town filled with tough guys, so no
wonder they laughed when Algernon Vernon Greene came along

Unwanted Visitor

vzzarRDS Roost lay baking in the mid-
l; day sun. It was a small American
township miles from anywhere. It
bad one dusty, straggling main street.
The stores and houses were just wooden

shacks and shanties.
. There was no one about. It was much
foo hot for that. One or two stray dogs
were lying lazily scratching themselves
sand biting at flies on the wooden side-

walks.

Suddenly the stillness was broken by a
mttling and a clattering. The noise grew
mpully in volume. Then in a swirling
thowd of dust a rickety, old-fashioned
motor-car clattered along the main
strect, and pulled up outside the general
More,

From the old bone-shaker of a car
descended a most nattily dressed young
rnllmnan. He had on a nice, soft, grey
wat, 1 most elegant grey suit, and bright
yellow shoes. llis striped tie was a real
duszler, and he had a flower in his button-
hole. He carried a pair of neatly folded
kil gloves. Altogether, that young gent
koked a proper tailor’s dummy.

Dusting himself down with a gaily

KO

coloured silk handkerchief, he returned the
handkerchief carefully to his breast-pocket.
Then, adjusting his tie, he tripped into the
general store.

Old Jem Ilawkins, the owner of the
store, was standing behind his counter.
He peered in astonishment through his
spectacles, as the young gent approached
the counter. Such a nattily dressed visitor
as this had never before been seen in
Buzzards Roost.

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ” cried the young
gent cheerily. ‘ How's tricks, what?
Beastly warm, what ? My name’s Vernon
Greene—Algernon Vernon Greene.”

Old Jem Hawkins said nothing. He
was too flabbergasted. In all his born
days—as he himself said later—he'd never
seen such a fancy, dolled-up dude as
this.

“T'm travelling in soap—scented soap
and hair-oil,” went on young Mr. Algernon
Vernon Greene briskly. *“ You'll be want-
ing some scented soap and hair-oil, what ?
I bet you get through tons and tons of
scented soap and hair-oil in this awfully
jolly little town of yours!”

He whipped out an order-book and a
pencil.



““Now, how much can I book you
for?"” he inquired, his pencil poised
invitingly.

“ Yuh cain't book me fer none,” said
old Jem, beginning to recover from his
first astonishment.

“ What ? ”’ ejaculated his visitor, scan-
dalized. *‘ No soap ?"”

“ No soap ! " repeated Jem firmly.

“ But don’t the—ah—chappies around
here wash ? ' demanded young Mr. Greene
incredulously.

“ Naw, they don't,” said Jem. “1If
yuh showed the guys around this hyar
township a bar of soap, I reck’n they'd
figger it was sumthin’ to eat or sumthin’.”
“ Well, I'll. be jiggered!” gasped his
visitor, gaping at him as though he couldn’t
believe his ears. ““ And don't they—don’t
they use hair-oil, either ? "

““Naw, ’course they don’t,” retorted
Jem, plainly pitying the young man's
ignorance. ‘‘ If you was to give 'em a
bottle of hair-oil they might use it to oil
their guns with, if there didn’t happen to
be any proper gun oil around. DBut to
use it on their hair—mnossir, [ reck’n
~they're too mighty tough for that sorta
thing !

‘““ Well, really ?-’’ gasped the young man.
“You—you astound me. You do,
indeed ! ”

Jem placed his hands on the counter
and leaned across it.

“Yuh're a DBritisher, ain't yuh? " he
inquired.

“ Yes, that’s right,” agreed the other.

“ And how long have yuh bin in this
hyar travellin’ bis’ness ? "’ demanded Jem.

“ Oh—ah—not very long,” replied Mr.
Greene. *‘‘ Just about a week.”

“Yeah, I reckoned it must be sum-
thin’ like that,” nodded Jem. * Waal,
mister, jest lemme tell yuh sumthin’.
Of all the one-horse, low-down, ornery
townships in the whole of America to try
to sell scented soap and hair-oil in, this
hyar Buzzards Roost’s the dad-blamedest
worst. Say, d'yuh know what this burg
is?”

“ No, what ? " asked Mr. Greene.

‘““ It's a sorta hide-out for all the toughest
gunmen and outlaws and bad men in the

r
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whole of the West,” explained Jem.
“ There ain't a tougher spot in the whole
of America than this hyar township of
Buzzards Roost. There ain’t no sheriff
here. We've had a few. Oh, yeah,
we've had a few. But they allus got
bumped off and now there’s no guy
what’ll take on the job. Say, d’'yuh
know what ? "

““No, what? " gasped the natty Mr.
Greene, staring at him open-mouthed.

‘“ There's hombres in Buzzards Roost
right now what's wanted for shootin’s and
kidnappin's and bank-robberies and hold-
ups all over the country,” said old Jem.
“"But there ain’t a sheriff dare come in
and get 'em. And for why?”

“ Well, why ? "’ gulped Mr. Greene.

"“'Cos_they'd fill him so full of lead
he’d weigh about a ton,” said Jem. * Yes,
sirree, them hombres in this hyar town-
ship ain’t skeered of twenty sheriffs.
They're so tough that it would take a
whole blamed army to round ’'em up.
They're the sorta guys what shoot first
and talk after!”

“ Good gracious!”
Greene.

‘“ So if yuh'll take my advice,” went on
Jem, ‘ yuh'll jest hop into that there
automobile of yours and hit the trail
outer this hyar township jest as fast as
ever yuh can. Yuh don’t want to git into
no trouble!”

“ No—nunno—I don’t want to get into
any trouble,” agreed his visitor hastily.

“ Then git goin’ ! "’ advised Jem. ‘‘And
git goin’ right now ! ”

ejaculated Mr.

Algy and the Tough Guys
N spite of this excellent advice, however,
Mr. Algernon Vernon Greene continued
to linger by the counter.

“ The trouble is,” he said uneasily,
“I'm most frightfully peckish.”

“ Peckish ? "’ repeated Jem, staring, for
this was a new word to him. ‘ What
d’yuh mean by peckish ? "’

“ Hungry,” explained Algy, as he was
called by his pals. ‘“ I've had nothing to
eat since breakfast. The old system is
fairly clamouring for a spot of food.”

“ Aw, is thasso ? " drawled Jem. “Waal,



why not buy a tin of beans and a packet
of biscuits and eat 'em sumwheres along
the trail 7"

Algy shuddered at the very thought of
cold beans and biscuits.

“1 couldn't—I really couldn’t!" he
exclaimed. “ Cold beans and biscuits
would make me positively ill. You've no
idea what a delicate stomach I've got. I
have to be most frightfully careful what
[ eat. Now if I could get a poached egg
on toast anywhere ? "

He looked inquiringly at old Jem, who
answered grufily :

“ Yuh kin git a poached egg at Murphy's
ILating Rooms across th’ street there, but
I'm advising yuh to git out of here afore
them tough guys start anything. I tell
iruh, strangers ain’t welcome in Buzzards
Loost. "’

“ But surely they won’t interfere with
me, if I don't interfere with them ? "' cried
Algy. “ I'm one of the most harmless
chappies in the world. I like to be friends
with everybody. I'm sure they won't get
tough with me!"”

“ Waal, have it yore own way," growled
‘]t-m. “ But don’t say I didn't warn yuh.
f yuh'd got half the sense of a crazy
{'mtk-mbbit, yuh'd git right into that there
yuzz-wagon of yore's and burn the wind
out of here, thassall | "’

“ Yes, but I must eat, don’t you know,”
protested Algy.  Murphy's Eating Rooms,
did you say? Righto, I'll toddle across
there. And thanks awfully for the tip
about the roughish johnnies around here.
I'll keep a peeper open for them, what ?
Bye-bye 1"

With that, he strolled elegantly from
the store. Out on the side-walk, however,
he halted. For a dozen or more men were
gathered round his rickety old motor car,
and a tougher, dirtier-looking bunch it
would be hard to imagine.

Most of them had long, unkempt hair
and beards and were wearing dirty shirts
and trousers. But what drew Algy's
stare were the guns which all of them
were carrying on belts around their
waists.

Some of the men had one gun and some
had two. One particularly fierce-looking

II

gentleman carried three. Others had
knives stuck in their belts as well as
guns.

At sight of Algy, the whole bunch of
them stared as though they couldn’t
believe their eyes. They stared at his.
nice grey hat, at his dazzling tie, at his
natty grey suit and his bright yellow shoes.
Then they broke into such roars of laughter
that they thoroughly scared the sleeping
dogs on the side-walks.

** It—it cain't be real ? "’ gasped one.

“It—it is!” gasped another, wiping
tears of mirth from his eyes with the cuff
of his dirty shirt. ‘‘ It’s a real, high-toned
dude straight out of a picter paper—
Jumpin’ jiminy ! kin yuh beat it ?

“ Pinch it and see if it squeaks!” guf-
fawed another.

“ Naw, let's see if it kin dancel”
roared another, yanking his gun from his
belt.

Next instant a stream of bullets ripped
and tore into the wooden side-walk beside
where Algy was standing.

“ T say—I say—don't do that 1" cried
Algy in alarm, bounding wildly about to
escape being hit by the bullets.

His affected voice and his frantic caper-
ings sent the bunch of toughs into fresh
spasms of mirth and delight.

“ I say—I say—don’t do that!| " they
bawled, dancing joyously about and trying
to imitate Algy’s voice. “ Aw, you
naughty, naughty, bad men, how dare
yuh shoot at my nice yaller shoes?
Ha! Ha! Hal”

They tired of this at length, however,
and turned their attention to Algy again.

“ Wh'ar yuh from, dude ? ” demanded
the fierce-looking gent with the three

uns.

““Well, I come from England, don’t
you know,” said Algy.

“ Aw, so yuh comes from England,
huh? " sneered the other. ‘‘ And what
brings yuh around these hyar parts? "

“ I'm selling scented soap and hair-oil,”
explained Algy.

This information sent his hearers off
into further spasms of mirth. They roared
with laughter, some of them holding



thwir sides while others leaned weakly
agzunst each other, wiping tears of mirth
from their eyes.

“ Aw, the nice little dude is sellin’
scented soap | they gasped.

" An’ nice smellin’ hair-oil ! "

“ Aw, ain’t he jest the cutest thing ? "

“ Mind he don’t git cross with )ou

now. He might give yuh a severe slap
any minit !

“Aw, I'm skeered — where's me
muvver ? "

Well, that’s the way they went on

while Algy stood blinking at them from
the side-walk., More men had joined them
by now, and Algy was the butt of a score
or more of the toughest citizens in Buz-
zards Roost.

“Was yuh aimin’ to—to sell this hyar
scented soap and hair-oil in Buzzards
Roost ? "’ gasped the three-gun gent at
length, weak with mirth.

“ Well, yes, I was-—some of it,” con-
fessed Algy. ‘‘ But the gentleman in the

store here says there is no sale for —ah—

scented soap and hair-eil in this delightful
little town. So I was going to have
some—ah—lunch and then continue my
journey.”

The three-gun gent turned and winked
joyously at his pals. Then he turned to
Algy again.

““Sure thing, kiddo,” he said, grinning
all over his dirty, whiskered face. “ You
go and have yore dinner and me and my
pards’ll look after this hyar load of soap
and hair-qll what yuh've got in yore

automobile. It’ll be quite safe with
us!"”

“ Will it, really?” inquired Algy
anxiously.

“ Sure, it will ! ”* cried the other, whose "

name was Three-Gun Alf. “ Well look
after it for yuh till yuh gits back from
yore dinner. Won't we, Red 7 ”

“You betcha!” leered a foxy-faced
guy named Red Mullins.

* Then if you're quite sure, I'll just pop
across the road and have a nice poached
epr,” eried Algy. “ I'll be back as quickly
as I ean. Thank you so much 1"

“ Aw, it's a pleasure ! ” grinned Three-
Gun Alf, dofting his battered old hat and

~
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bowing low with a inost exaggerated
flourish. “ Go git yore dinner, Yore Royal
Highness 1

Shaking with laughter, the bunch of
toughs watched Algy trip gaily across the
du:,ty street and vanish into Murphy's
Eating Rooms.

“ And now what ? "’ leered Red Mullins,
turning to Three-Gun Alf. ‘* What's the
big idea, Alf? "

“ I'm gonna tell yuh ! "' guffawed Three-
Gun. * Gather round, youse guys. Now,
lissen. Some of us ain’t had a wash for
weeks. Some of us ain’t had a wash for
months. I ain’t blamin’ none of us. 1
don’t hold wi’' washing, meself. But I
reck’n it’s about time that us did doll
ourselves up all fine and dandy, if it’s
jest to make a sucker out of that there
high-hat sap of an English dude. Us've
got a car load of scented soap and hair-oil.
So what I ses is, let’s use it and have some
fun by washing ourselves and combing our
hair and whiskers and oiling 'em jest like
as if us was going to some high-falutin’ .
ball or something. It'll make us laff our-
selves sick and 1t’d be a blamed shame
to waste that car-load of soap and hair-oil.
What say ? " :

‘“ Sure thing, Alf ! 7 yelled his delighted
hearers, tickled to death at the idea of !
waqhmg and scenting themselves. “ Hal ™
Ha! Hal”

“ It’s our solemn dooty to use that there =
soap now the dude has bringed it ! ”

“ He'll be that pleased to see us usmg v
his soap and his hair-oil that he won’t.
know where to put his little self 1 -9’*:

“He won't know where to put the:
dough, 'cos he ain’t goin’ to git none !’}
guffawed Three-Gun Alf. *“ C’'mon, then,;

hombres, let’s git busy!”
I greeted Algy when, about half an hour?
later, he came tripping out of Murphy's &
Eating Rooms. /H
The case of soap and the case of hair-oil{
which he had had in the back of his car:
had been wrenched open, and all the tough -
guys in Buzzards Roost were busily wash-
ing themselves and o1lmg their hair at

@
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Algy Wins :
T “was an extraordinary sight which’



the twa horse troughs which stood outside
the «aloan.

Itie wushing and oiling was being
ewnreedd out amid riotous mirth, and great
w s the splashing, the fun and the horse-
‘:l-.t,‘

I way -1 say, you chappies—you can'’t
ks thin, vou know !” cried Algy indig-
wantly, hurrying to the scene. ' Play the
!‘-Uh;n"= hamg it. That’s not yeur soap, you
esion, what 2’ )

It ours now, sap!” leered Three-
€ All, pouring a bottle of hair-oil over
biv Juur and whiskers and rubbing it well
# =o' this hyar hair-oill. Hal Hal
#ta ' twe whiz ! but I rek'n 1 smell like a
buiieh of flowers | "

Which is better'n smellin’ like a skunk,
whieh v what yuh gen’rally smell like,”
davrghed Redd Mullins, combing his oily red
whesherw. “ Ha! Hal Ha!l I feel like as
M | s poin’ to a meetin’ of school-marms
@ sumtlan’ !’

: Y o5, but look here, you've no right to
“wee that soap and hair-oil ! " cried Algy
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‘myercly. “ It's not yours, it’s mine }
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“ Aw, dear, he's ever so cross with us | ”
bawled Three-Gun Alf. ‘ C’'mon, yuh
guys ! "

With that, the toughs joined hands and
started to dance round and round Algy,
singing at the very top of their voices :

“ Aw, dear, he's ever so cross ;
Ever so cross, ever so cross !
Aw, dear, he’s ever so cross ;
Aw, please, don’t let him hit us 1 "

They were so pleased with this effort
that they nearly laughed themselves sick.
So great was their mirth that some of them
bumped weakly into each other while others
collapsed to the side-walk and lay there
helpless with laughter.

‘“ All right, you can laugh,” said Algy
severely, “ but you'll be laughing on the
other side of your ugly faces soon!”

“ Aw, is thasso ? "’ sneered Three-Gun
Alf. ‘ And what might you be goin’ to
do about it, Mister High-Hat Dude ? "

“ It’s not what I'm going to do about
it,” retorted Algy. ‘ It’s what you've

: ﬂ e feugh guys In Buzzards Roost were busily washing themselves and olling their hair at the
two horse troughs.



done-to yourselves.
anything ? "'

* What d'yuh mean, noticed anything ?
snarled Three-Gun.

“ Just look at him—and him—and
him!" said Algy, pointing first at one
tough and then at another.

Three-Gun stared at the men indicated.
As he did so, his jaw dropped and his eyes
bulged. For the face of each of them
was a bright yellow and their hair and
whiskers had turned a vivid green.

“ What the—how the—what’s hap-
pened to 'em ? " gasped Three-Gun Alf.

“ The same as is happening to the whole
lot of you!" cried Algy. “ Yeou had no
right to touch that soap and hair-oil. It
wasn't yours and it wasn't for sale. It was
a special consignment of soap and hair-oil
for the Skewball Indians. The soap dyes
their faces yellow and the hair-oil turns
their hair green!" _

“ What? " screamed Three-Gun Alf.

“You heard! " retorted Algy. ** All your
faces are turning a bright yellow and all
your hair and whiskers are turning green.
It’s your own fault, and I hope this will
be a lesson to you!’

The toughs glowered at each other in
rage and dismay. It was quite true what
the dude had just said. Their faces were
rapidly becoming bright yellow in colour
and theirr hair and whiskers had already
become a bright green.

“ But yuh comed here to sell this
soap, yuh double-crossing four-flusher !”
screamed Three-Gun Alf, fairly dancing
with fury.

“ No, I didn't.!” cried Algy. “ I came
here to take orders for soap—but not for
the sort of soap I had in the car. The soap
and hair-oil in the car were for the Skew-
ball Indians "

"I ain’t never heered of no Skewball
Injuns ! " roared Three-Gun Alf, his bright
yellow face, with its green whiskers, fairly
twisted with rage. ““ 1 don’t believe there's
any such blamed tribe as the Skewball
Injuns &

" Oh,1sn't there ? " cut in Algy. * That’s
all you know. The Skewball Indians are
famous for their yellow faces and green
hair. They dye their faces and hair once

Haven'’t you noticed
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every seven years. It takes that long for
the dye to wear off.”

“ What?" screamed Three-Gun Alf.
“D'yuh mean to say our faces’ll stay
yaller and our hair and whiskers’ll stay
green for seven yeers? "

“I'm afraid so,” said Algy. * There's
a very powerful dye in the soap, and
a very powerful dye in the hair-oil as
well 1"

A roar of rage and despair from the
whole bunch of toughs greeted Algy’s
words.

“It's all yore fault!” snarled Red
Mullins, wheeling on Three-Gun. ‘‘ It was
you what suggested us should use the soap
and the hair-oil, yuh crazy coyote!”

“Yes, it was | "’ bawled the rest of the
gang. “ If it hadn't bin for Three-Gun
us would never ha’ thinked of usin’ silly
soap and hair-oil | ”

““Is thasso?” snarled Three-Gun Alf,
yanking out two of his guns and ready for
any trouble that might start popping.
“ Waal, if yuh wanna know who’s to
blame, it ain’t me—it’s him ! "’

He pointed at Algy and went on
furiously :

“ Yeah, it's him what's to blame for
bringin’ his nasty soap and stuff into
Buzzards Roost, and I votes we totes him
along and beats him up as an example to
any other dolled-up smarties what might
happen along here ! "

This masterly handling of the question
as to who was to blame for their yellow
faces and green hair and whiskers met with
the immediate and excited approval of the
toughs.

They meant to be avenged on someone,
and, after all, it was the dude of a Britisher
who had brought the soap and hair-oil to
Buzzards Roost.

“ Yeah, c'mon, let’s get going!” they
yelled, making a rush at Algy.

‘“ Here, I say—hang it all—stoppit—let
me go this instant!” cried Algy, as he
was seized by dozens of rough hands and
propelled roughly along the dusty main
street. “ Bai jove! but you'll get into
the most frightful trouble for this, I'm
telling you. Let me go, d'you hear, you
cads ? "’

-



But the cads didn't let him go. Jeering
and laughing, they bore him along until
they came to a tree just outside the town-
ship.

! Thisll larn yuh to go around making
folkses’ faces yaller and their whiskers
green,” snarled Three-Gun Alf, binding
Algy to the tree. ‘‘ Yuh’'ve come to the
wrong burg to try them sorta tricks, cuss

yuh!"”

“ 1 didn’t try any tricks,” began Algy.

“Yep, yuh did, so shet yore trap!”
roared Three-Gun Alf, tightly binding
Algy’s legs together. ‘‘ Now, youse guys.
I'm gonna say one—two—three. And
when I ses three, give the skunk the goods.
Are yuh ready ? "

“Yeah ! " cried his pals, seizing the end
of the rope which trailed down from over
the bough.

- " Okay, then | " said Three-Gun.
—Two——""

“ One moment ! " cut in Algy sharply.

“ I've something to say to you!"”

“ One

“Us don't want to lissen!’ snarled
Three-Gun Alf.
“ You mightn’t, but your friends

might 1" snapped Algy. * If they want
to go around for seven whole years with
brlght yellow faces and green hair and
whiskers and have everybody laughing
at them, that’s their look-out. DBut I
know how they can get rid of that dye
quickly—within a few minutes, if they
want to ! "

“ Sure, we want to ! '’ howled the rest of
the gang. * How can us do it, hey?
How can us git r1d of the dye and be our
proper colour ag’in? "

“ By using some of my firm's special
dye-remover,” replied Algy. “ I've got
some stored in a secret shack. 1 had to
store it in a secrét shack in case somcone
found it and stole it. If you'll let me go,
I'll take you to it 1"

‘ Sure thing, yuhll take us to it!"”
roared the gang. * Yuh'll take us to it,
right now 1"

“ Ah, but then you’ll beat me up again
when I've given you the dye-remover,"
protested Algy. “ I know gyoul”

“We won't!" promised Red Mullins,
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with a wink at his pals. ‘ Honest Injun,
we won't. You give us that blamed dye-
remover and us'll let yuh go free. That's
a bargain, ain't it, pards ?

“ Sure, it is | " chorused his pards.

- * Well, but I must insist that you leave
your guns behind, as well,"” said Algy, as
Red Mullins unbound him. “ One of you
chappies might forget himself and shoot
me after I've given you the dye-remover ! "’

This started a terrific argument. But
Algy was insistent. He refused to budge
unless they ‘left their guns at Buzzards
Roost.

“ I know what quick-tempered chappies
you are,” he said, “ and I'm not going
to risk one of you taking a shot at me.
I'm not so daft. Leave your guns and we'll
be going ! "

Red Mullins drew the fuming Three-Gun
Alf aside.

“ Let's leave our guns to please the
sap,”’ he whispered. *‘ Us kin easy handle
him once us've got the dye-remover. Us
don’t really need our guns!”

“ Okay, then, let’s git goin’!" agreed
Three-Gun.

Leaving their guns behind, the gang
mounted their horses while Algy climbed
into his bone-shaker car.

“1Is this hyar shack of yours far?"
demanded Three-Gun Alf, as the whole
bunch of them galloped along beside
Algy in his bumping, swaying, clattering
car.

“ No, not far,” cried Algy. * It's about
ten miles from here, hidden in some
timber | "

It was exactly as he had said. They
found the shack standing in a thick belt
of trees about ten miles from Buzzards
Roost. It wasn’t a very big shack and
it looked rather rickety from the out-
side.

“This way ! " cried Algy, leading the
way 1nside through a door at one end.
“ Look, you'll find the dye-remover in
that packing-case there!"

He pointed to a large packing-case
standing in the middle of the floor. The
eager toughs fell on it like a pack of
ravenous wolves. As they did so, Algy
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The bad men of Buzzards Roost found themselves caged like wild beasts in a menagerie.

slipped swiftly out through a door at the
other end of the shack. He pulled the
door shut behind him and it closed with a
click.

A few moments later the toughs got the
shock of their lives. For, without warn-
ing, the sides and ends of the shack fell
away, thudding flat to the ground and
leaving the dumbfounded gang imprisoned
in what was nothing more nor less than a
big, iron-barred cage.

The bars of the cage had been hidden
from the outside by the wooden walls of
the shack. And they had been hidden
on the inside by a covering of brown
paper, stained and painted to look like
wood.

A strong pull on ropes which had been
swiftly fastened to the front, back and
ends of the shack had pulled the four
wulls flat, leaving only the cage.

The men who had fixed the ropes and
pulled on them had been hiding among
the trees. They were now standing with
Algy, staring at the frantic prisoners in
the cage.

Three-Gun  Alf glared at them with
blazing eyes.  He quickly recognised
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them as sheriffs from all over the territory.

“ What'n hokey’s the 1idea?” he
screamed, nearly mad with rage and fear.
“Let us outa hyar this minit, yuh
skunks | ”’

‘“ Not a chance; not now that we've
caught you,” replied one of the sheriffs,
whom Three-Gun and his pards recognised
as Hiram Cowper of Arrow Head. *“ Every
one of you in that cage is wanted for
either kidnapping or robbery. You might
not have noticed it, but the cage is on
wheels. A tractor is waiting, and it will
tow the whole bunch of you as far as the
County lock-up at Indianville. The whole
idea—the whole trap, I might say—was
planned and carried out by our young
friend here, Mr. Vernon Greene, my
English nephew who is staying with me
on holiday. He had that soap and hair-
oil specially made in New York. He
figgered you'd try to take the rise out of
him by using it—and the rest was easy.
What did you say ?

But what Three-Gun Alf and his pards
were saying was not fit for anyone'’s
ears !

THE END
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WAKE UP ERNE, COME ON LAD o .
ITS CHRISTMAS . FoLLow MmE.!

TVE 60T A NICE
FOR you !
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Upon his bed young Ernie lay, And as be dreamed with smile on face,
Dreaming of Santa and Christmas Day, Santa came through lad’s fire-place ;
And lots of fun and luvly food— He stond Leside voung Ernie’s bed.

(Ee, by gum |  That dream were good 1) “T've a job for you. lad ! ' Santa said.

= ) V),
“~ ///, f!

With that he yanked lad from lus bed, Cricd Santa: * How d’you like 1t, lad 7 *
And up the chimney with him fled, And Ernie agreed he were very glad.
To place where, just behind rool’s edge, “ I think it's super, Santa ! " he cried.

Stond Santa's famous reindeer sledge, “ Where are we going for our ride ?

- E B
L wo 4
You MUST BE DREAMING WSS
)
.(3 ERNIE! 7,
A, tiat's a secret,” cried Santa, winking. And so 1t were—Ilike Santa said,
‘ But you'll enjoy it, you will, I'm thinking, And young lad’s eyes near popped from head,
¥ - ind young y popyp
‘Los d'you know what it's going to be ? As he saw plles and piles of eats—
luting Christmas grub, lad—see ? Mince-pies, jellies, chocs and sweets |
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PLE ALL THESE ¥MAS COoDIES

WANT YOoU TO SA

EEH By Gum'
TVE GOT AN IDFQ,SANTA CLAUS -CAN T
NAVE SOME INVITATION CORDS PLEASE 7

" Goon!" said Santa. * I'ry 'em out |
Just so there won't be any doubt
IThat all the kids down Wigan wa
Get grub they like on Christmas Day ! "

Then suddenly Lrnie shouted : * Crumbs |
I'd like to share this with my chums,

Is that O.K. ¥ D'you agree ? "

Said Santa: " It's all the same to me ! ™

GANG .- Now To

HOOQﬂ"I’} HEE'S THE
\ENTIOHISTLE] .
VILLA : SAMPLE THE GrrUB-

/

<o’ LooK AT
THAT SFREAD.

-
@; Do CATTERS EAT XMAS PUD, ERN r@

So sailing through the Christmas night,
Young lirnie set off to invite

His pal Sammy, and sister Sue,
Tommy and John, and Freda, too.

But in the rush to get best seats, i

Poor lad were squashed 'neath trampling feet,

Till with ribs bent, and face pushed flat,

He locked like ancient front door ‘mat.

A HA! SH~H~H

DONT TELL ERNIE
YET-BUT THIS

IS SPECIALLY FOR

~

L
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And when he came to ask for tea,

His ma said : “ There’s nowt left for thee;
There's not a sos, lad—not a smell,
Hali table-cloth has gone as well 1 **
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But Santa knew how it would be,
And so he brought a special tea

For lad, ma, pa, and sis as well.

Ee, chums, I tell you it were swell |



ti | 23 (k\:?')
|
L (]
3>
il )

Y

hal

_“'I—-___b

W

MICKEY’S PAL, THE WIZARD

Mean old Uncle Silas gets changed

into

an Indian Idol, and it serves him right !

Silas and the Indian Idol
IcKEY RovsTton came softly into
M the shop of his uncle, Silas Marley,
and tried to steal unseen into the
kitchen behind. DBut Uncle Silas saw him
and stopped him,

“ Did you deliver the vase to Mrs. Wain
herself, same as I told you ? "' he growled.

“Yes, Uncle Silas,” replied Mickey.
“ And she was very pleased to get it so
soon.”

“ That's the way to do business—please
the customer,” purred Silas. * And how
much did she give you ?

‘" Sixpence,” said Mickey reluctantly.

‘" Hand it over!” snapped Silas, grab-
bing Mickey. “I've got to keep you, so
everything you earn is mine ! Take that,”
he added, ** for not handing it over before,”
and he gave Mickey a stinging smack on
the ear that sent the boy reeling through
the kitchen door.

“ Now I know why people call you the
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meanest miser in the country !’ shouted
Mickey, and slamming the door behind
him, he turned to his sister Betty with a
one-sided grin. ‘' The old meany didn’t
get all that the lady gave me. Look here ! ”’

And he held up a very strange-looking
brass image of a figure with an elephant’s
head and two pairs of arms.

“ My ! " exclaimed Betty. * Is it meant
to be a part of an octopussy ? "’

““It's name is (Ganesh, and it's an
Indian idol, that’s supposed to take care
of travellers. The lady gave it to me for
luck. Oh!" he cried, as the door had
opened silently. With a sudden snatch,
Silas Marley had grabbed the idol.

“ Of course it’s lucky! 1 know where
I can get half-a-crown for it right away | ”
he chuckled.

“ But it's not yours. She gave it to
me | "’ cried Mickey, making a dash at him.
But he was too late! Silas was already
running out of the shop.



The front door slammed and the key
turned. Silas hurried up the street.

“It's a wicked shame! He never lets
us have anything of our own,” cried
Mickey furiously. ‘‘ Oh, how I wish that
I could pay him out | ”

A cloud of green smoke gushed forth
from the fireplace. As it touched the floor
it turned into the tall figure of a man
dressed in green Eastern robes. It was
Akbar EIl Bagrag, an old wizard, whom
Mickey had let out of a brass bottle, in
which he had been imprisoned for thou-
sands of years. Since then he had granted
anything that Mickey wished, to show his
gratitude. He halted in front of Mickey
and bowed.

“ What is thy desire, O Light of Mine
Eyes ? " he boomed. ‘ Who dost thou
wish to pay out, and what is the sum ?
Is it, perchance, that miserable uncle of
thine whom thou dost desire to enrich ? '

““1 want to pay him for sneaking my
little Ganesh,” said Mickey. ‘‘Have you
ever seen one of those idols with elephant
heads ? "'

““ Behold, I have seen one by the road-
side, and very foolish they look ! ”’ chuckled
Bagrag. “Lo! It would be a most worthy
and fitting punishment to make thy
foolish uncle look like one. Rahat! Luk-
houm!” And as he muttered these
maglc words the wuard vamshed

Silas Marley sold the httle image to a
man, who collected Indian curios, for
seven shillings.

“ This is my lucky day!"” he said to
himself. “ I guess I'll call on Jorkins and
see if I can collect that ten shillings he
owes me. There's just a chance I may get
something out of him.

Jorkins was an animal dealer who some
weeks before had bought a secondhand
teapot from Silas, who had guaranteed it
to be in good, sound condition. It wasn’t—
for the very first day Jorkins made tea
with it, it opened out like a water-lily,
and spilled the tea all over the table—
s0, very rightly, he refused to pay.

“We Il, are you going to settle up, or have
I got to set the law on you'f‘ " asked Silas,
poking his long, thin nose in the doorway.
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“ You be careful, or I'll set the law on
you for trying to get money by false
pretences, you ugly old catawampus!”
replied Jorkins. ‘ Corks! What's hap-
pened to you? " he gasped, for at that
very moment Bagrag had uttered the
magic words, and a very strange thing had
happened.

Silas Marley’s long nose had suddenly
grown larger and very much longer, his
ears were as big as tea trays, while his
coat suddenly split round the shoulders
and out popped a second pair of arms !
He caught sight of himself in a looking-
glass at the back of the shop and screamed
in horror.

“ Golly! I've turned into a nelefunt ! ”
he cried.

“ I don’t know what’s happened to you,
but you deserve it | " said Jorkins unfeel-
ingly. ‘“ And I've got an idea. Here, in
yougo!”

Silas felt himself being hoisted off his
feet, and next minute he was dumped into
a cage on wheels that had once held an
orang-outang. The door clanged shut, and
fastened with a spring lock.

“ Hey, lemme out!’ squealed Silas
through his trunk. ‘‘ What do you mean
by.it? "

“This here is Victory Week, but I
haven’t heard you're going to do anything,
so you're going to begin now!” said
Jorkins. “ I'm going to take you, and
show you at a penny a look. That’ll be
your contribution.”

“ T tell the police!" snapped Silas.
“ You'll be jailed.”

“ No, you won't,” said Jorkins, putting
a little cage on top of the large one.
“ Those are white rats ! If you start to
talk like a human, I'll put them in beside
you. They’ll run up your trunk and tickle
you under all your arms.”

“ No, no! TI'll be quiet!” cried Silas.
“I can't a-bear rats. Anyhow, no one
will know me.”

Then, as Jorkins turned around just
for a moment, Silas shot out his trunk
and grabbed an old tyre lever from a shelf.

“ I shan’t stay here long if I get a chance
to break out ! "’ he thought.

Jorkins hung a curtain over a cage,



and wrote a placard saying : “ See the
Elephant-Headed Man, with four arms
and a trunk. No deception. One penny a
look. Long look, twopence. Help the
war effort.”

Blowing an old coach horn, he wheeled
the cage along to the market-place and
drew up beside the platform from which
the Mayor had just made a speech.

‘ Hullo, Jorkins,
there ? " asked the Mayor.
off with sixpennyworth.
quite safe ?

‘“ Mebbe you’'d better not go too close,
Mr. Mayor, he’s a bit cross-like,” replied
Jorkins, and lifted a corner of the curtain.

““ Dear me, what a hideous monster | ”
exclaimed the Mayor, leaning closer, for
he was rather short-sighted. * And yet
you know, Jorkins, he’s oddly like that
old rascal, Silas Marley. He's got the
same fishy eyes and horrid mouth, and—
OW! "

Mr. Mayor had a fine large nose. All of
a sudden Silas shot out his elephant’s
trunk and, clutching the Mayor by the
neck, drew him close to the bars of the
cage 1 One hand gripped the big nose and
pulled it, while two other hands pulled his
ears, and a fourth hand punched him in
the waistcoat.

“ Grrrr,” rumbled Silas through his
trunk. “ I'll teach you to call me a monster!
Take that ! "

“ And you take this ! " roared Jorkins,
as he picked up a bucket and flung the
water it held over him and the Mayor !

Mr. Mayor kicked furiously, and man-
aged to break away from Silas, and the
cage was upset. The curtain fell all over it,
hiding Silas.

Getting back on the platform the Mayor
started another speech.

Meanwhile, Silas had escaped by break-
ing through the wooden roof of the cage.
He scuttled into one of the empty market
stalls and hid behind a pile of sacks. He
would have liked to revenge himself on
Jorkins and the Mayor, but that would
have to wait.

‘“ 1 expect this is the work of Mickey’s

al, Bagrag,” he muttered angrily. “ I'd
ike to get even with him, too—and I'll

“1'll start you
Is the creature

what have you got.
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spank Mickey until he can’t sit down—if
only I can get home.”

And then he crouched lower, for two
men had halted beside the stall and began
to talk in low tones, as though they were
afraid they might be overheard !

“Yes, all they instruments are in the
bandstand now,” said one of them.
“ The bandsmen have all gone off to have
some grub, and won'’t be back for a good
hour-and-a-half, at least. We'll pop
round and I'll slip inside ; I've got a key
that’ll fit. You fetch the van round and
back it up against the door, and I'll shove
the instruments in under the back curtain.
You stay on the box ready to drive off
the minute I come to you!"”

“ But are you sure no one will twig
what we're after ? '’ asked the other.

“ Of course not, no one ever goes there
at dinner-time. Half-a-mo’, an’ I'll fetch
the van | "

Half a minute later there came the
grinding of wheels, and a big covered van,
drawn by a strong horse, halted beside
the stall. Silas ventured to peep out.
The second man was climbing on to the
front seat, and even as the van began to
move, Silas was slithering over the back-
board. TFor, odd though it may seem,
Silas was very fond of band music. Now,
these wvillains were going to steal the
precious instruments. But not if Silas
Marley could prevent it |

Gripping the tyre lever, with which he
had broken out of the cage, Silas waited.
If he was discovered he would trust to his
four strong arms to pull him through.

The van stopped, turned, backed. Silas
pulled a sack close around him, and drew
into a corner. The canvas which covered
the back was lifted—and in rolled a big
drum! A kettle drum followed this, then
half a dozen brass instruments, a pair .of
cymbals, and a saxophone. Then the
second man dropped in beside the driver,
and the van drove off towards the town
of Croxford.

Silas snuggled down comfortably. He
thought he knew what was happening.
The thieves would try to sell the stolen
instruments. Then he, Silas, would have
them arrested, and drive home in triumph



to claim the reward. The van went on
for five miles. Then it slowed.

“ There they are, over on the other side
of the common. Everything’s all right,”
said one man. ‘ We'll stow the instru-
ments in the living wagon, then I'll take
the van back to Croxford and join you at
the crossroads. Nobody will trail us.”

Silas cut a little hole in the canvas side
of the van, and peeped out. He saw two
gipsy caravans half a mile away across
the common. Several men stood by them.
They were waving to the men in the
van.

“ Crumbs | ” muttered Silas. “ I'll be
copped, and I won't be able to save the
instruments and get a reward for them.
I've got to do something about it quick.”

The curtain that closed the front of the
van was only fastened by a bit of string.
Silas cut the string, then, just as the van

was turning off the road into the common,

he peeped out. The man who was driving
happened to turn his head to speak to his
companion at that moment. His eyes
goggled as he saw the weird-looking
elephant head.

“ What’s that?” he
“ Where did it come from ? "

He got no further, for with a wjld
screech, Silas slapped him across the face
with his trunk, punched him hard with
two fists, grabbed the reins with the third,
gripped the back of the driving seat with
the fourth, and kicked the driver with
both feet.

The man couldn’t stand such a com-
plicated sort of attack ; he toppled head
foremost to the ground !

‘“ Hubaboo ! " yelled Silas, and turned
only just in time to take the other fellow's
fist on his nose. Only it was an elephant’s
nose ! It was as hard as a motor tyre,
and it could hit back, which was a very
great advantage.

Wham ! went the trunk, and the second
man went overboard.

" Hood-doodle-ray ! " yelled Silas, and
at that the patient horse looked round, saw
the thing that held the other end of the
reins, and bolted !

Silas couldn’t stop him, but he managed
to steer him back to the road, over which

stammered.
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he went at full gallop. As they left the
common, Silas glanced back. He saw the
two men running towards the caravan.
On galloped the horse. Once it slowed
down, took another look at Silas, and then
went on faster than ever! It was plain
that it would run until it dropped from
sheer exhaustion.

And then Silas saw a traction engine
towing a reaper, which blocked the whole
road. He tugged hard at the reins—they
broke, the horse leapt sideways, throwing
the van into the ditch and breaking the
traces. Silas was jerked into the over-
hanging branches of a tree, the horse
got one more eyeful of him as he hung
there, and galloped off at forty miles an
hour.

Up came the traction engine. The driver
reached out to stop the machine, and
caught sight of Silas hanging from a bough
by one pair of arms, while he waved the
others and his trunk as a signal to stop.
He let out a loud yell, slung a lump of coal
at Silas, and fled as fast as steam would
carry him !

Silas peered through the leaves and saw
that he was overlooking a wide stretch
of lawn running up to the front of a large
house. A lot of people were gathered
around a platform, upon which a girl was
singing. Tables set with cups and plates
were on the other side.

“It’s the Barchester War Workers’
‘ Beano ’,"” said Silas to himself. * They're
going to have tea presently. Golly, I
could do with a bite!”

With these words he let himself down the
park wall, and keeping under cover of the
shrubbery, he worked his way around to a
little tent where he guessed the provisions
might be found, and peered through a gap
in the flaps. :

Yes, there were hampers and baskets
full of buns, scones and sandwiches. No
one was on guard. Silas slipped in, wolfed
half a dozen buns, and was in the act of
pocketing half a dozen more when, without
warning, a pair of strong hands gripped
his trunk and spun him round. The
biggest man Silas had ever seen looked
down upon him.

“ I suppose you're real—but you're the



queerest freak I've ever laid eyes on,” said
he. * Now—am I to hand you over to the
caterer who will jug you, or will you work
for me? 1 suppose you came to give a
show here?”

“Yes, that's it,” said Silas. “ I've got
a lot of instruments in a van outside, I'l]
go and get them now. I can play three or
four at once.”

“ We will go together and I'll hold your
trunk in case vou should be tempted to do
a bunk! Come along!"”

There was no chance of escape at the
moment, so Silas led the way back to the

play the drums, the saxophone and the
cymhal—all at once!” he went on.

“ My name’s Zipper,” said the big man,
as he scribbled the contract. I run the
‘ Zip Orchestra’ which plays here this
afternoon. ‘ Marley ’ did you say ? Right !
Sign here ! ”

Silas signed with his old right hand, and
then began his band practice. The result
was a terrible row.

“You'll never pass as a musician,
Silas, not even in your native jungle,”
Zipper said. “ But I guess that you'll
make folks laugh!”

The driver reached out to stop the machine, and caught sight of Uncle Silas hanging from a bough
by one pair of arms.

van, his captor keeping firm hold of his
trunk all the time.

“Hm! You've got a nice lot here,”
said the big man. ** Later on you'll tell
me all about how you stole them, but just
now you're going to sign a contract to
work with me, by giving at least three
stuge shows a day. If you don't, I'll take
you to the police at once ! ”

“ What will you pay me ? "' asked Silas.

" Ten pounds a week and all expenses.”

" Then let go my nose, and get out the
contract,” rumbled Silas. ‘' I reckon I can
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“But I don’t want to make them
laugh ! squeaked Silas.

“ Don’t worry! You'll do that
right. Come along. I'll carry the drums.

Silas would have purred with pleasure if
his trunk had permitted him. At last he
was going to make good. He was going
to perform in public, and be paid for it.
The antique shop could look after itself
for a week or two, while he made some
real money. Already he fancied he saw
the posters advertising the only Four-
Armed Elephant Man Musician in the

all



World. Why, some day he might perform
at the Albert Hall.

“ Mr. Bagrag forgot to get back your
little elephant man,” said Betty, a minute
after the magician had disappeared. ‘1
think you might have remembered to ask
him. And you might have asked him to
send us somewhere to enjoy ourselves for
the day.”

‘“ All right,” agreed Mickey, and repeated
her wishes, adding : * And we'd like a
good show, and something nice for tea.”

There was a slight swirl of green smoke
in the corner of the room, and a low
rumbling whisper saying : “To hear is to
obey ! For a minute there was silence.
Then the shop bell rang.

“ It’s Mrs. Wain, who gave me the little
brass image,” said Mickey. He went
into the shop just as the lady set down
upon the counter a brass Ganesh, bigger
than the first.

“ Oh, Mickey, I brought you this,” she
said. “ Now I'm just going to the War
Workers’ Outing at Kilkee House. There’s
quite a good concert, and tea as well. If
you and Betty would like to come with me
I'm sure you’'d enjoy yourselves.”

“ We'd love to come. Thank you ever
so much,” cried Mickey, and away they
went. DBut as the car went across the
market-place the Mayor came out and
stopped it. .

“ We're in bad trouble,”” he said. “ Some
villains have stolen most of the town
band’s instruments, so they won’t be able
to play at the Town Hall to-night. I know

you hired a band to play at Kilkee House
this afternoon. Can you run me out there,
and I'll try to engage them to play for us
to-night ? "

* Of course,” said Mrs. Wain.
in!"”

Mr. Zipper was engaged behind the
platform when the party arrived, but he
came forward a few moments later.

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” he said. “ 1
am now going to present to you the most
wonderful freak in Nature, an elephant-
headed man who, with his four hands and
trunk will play one of his native melodies
on four instruments.”

Boom-rattle-clang ! Making a frightful
din, Silas came to the front—and even as
he gurgled with pleasure he caught sight of
Mr. Mayor and the two children. * The
town band’s drums,” shouted Mr. Mayor.
“ Oh, you villain!"” He leapt on to the
stage, Silas flung the saxophone, drums and
cymbals at him and fled.

“ Oh, please, Mr. Bagrag, don’t let him
be hurt, don’t let our day be spoilt. Make
these people forget all about him,” said
Mickey softly, and heard the Wizard
whisper, ** All is well.”

(e J’ump

The next morning Silas saw the following
item in the local paper : “ The ball at the
Town Hall was a complete success, despite
a curious rumour, happily proved false,
that the band instruments were stolen.”

“ Now that’s odd ! ” he said to himself.
“1 seem to remember something about
that—but I must have dreamt it !”

THE END
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Galloping down the deserted street came the Phantom Knight.

THE PHANTOM KNIGHT

An Exciting Adventure

The Phantom Knight
HE young Earl of Longwood, known
T as Will o’ the Woods, sat on his
throne and yawned. He gazed
around his great audience chamber in
Longwood Castle, and yawned again.

Beside him, on the dais, sat his friend,
Rose Smithers. Mat the Mason, the
strongest man in all the country, stood
behind the throne, leaning on his huge
staff. He yawned, too !

Sam, the one-legged man-at-arms, stood
at the foot of the steps leading up to
the throne. He leaned on his big sword
and tried hard to keep very stiff and
erect,

Before the throne stood the bailiff who
collected the rents and paid the money
into Will’s treasury. He was reciting all
the names of the tenants and the rents
they had paid.

‘“ Jasper Jenks, two crowns,” he said,
very pompously. *‘‘ Simon Dankers, a
groat. Widow Willis, three shillings and
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of Will o’ the Woods

ten pennies. Francis Morrison, one crown
and two shillings.”

Will yawned again. Rose yawned.
Sam coughed and struggled with himself,
because the captain of the men-at-arms
was supposed to be very soldierly and
dignified. But it was no use. He politely
raised one hand to his mouth and yawned :
“ Ooh—ar e 1
He shot an apologetic glance at Will.
My lord,"” he said, *‘ I crave your pardon.
The audience chamber is hot, and——"

“ Nothing of the sort,” retorted Will.
‘“The chamber is not hot. But this dull
list of rents paid doth weary me."”

“'Tis necessary, my lord,” said Rose.
“ After all, you must think of your people’s
welfare.”

“ Nay, sweet Rose,” smiled Will. ““ If
my people are able to pay their rents, then
they are prosperous and there is nothing
to worry about. Is that not so, good
bailiff ? "’

The bailiff smiled and bowed. He was




a good man and very fair and honest in
all his dealings, otherwise Will would not
have employed him in his service.

“ My lorc{” he said, “ your tenants are
prosperous and pay their rents and dues
at the proper times. They are happy and
content."

" Then, by the rood, why should we be
bored with the whole list? ' cried Will.
" Tell me if there be any who by reason
of misfortune cannot pay.”

“ There is none, my lord,” replied the
bailiff. “ But I have not given thee the
full account.”

Will waved his hand as he rose from his
throne. ‘I trust thee, good bailiff. Pay
the money into my treasury and burden
me no more. When there is trouble or
poverty, then let me know and I will
see to it. I am wearied of this money
and lists of money.” _

Sam, the captain of the
nodded his old head.

“ Twas not so dull when
together
said.
There had been a time when Will had
been an outlaw and Sam was his only
friend. Since then, fortune had smiled
upon them. Will was an Earl in his own
right and peace had come to Longwood.

" War is an evil thing, Sam,” said Will.
“Yet I crave action. I will walk in the
woods, methinks.”

“Ho, guard!” bawled Sam.
out the guard &

“ Nay. I walk alone,” said Will. “ On
second thoughts, I will ride. So get my
horse saddled.”

“ There may be robbers in the wood,
my lord,"” declared Mat the Mason.

“1I ride alone,” said Will firmly, * for
that is my mood.”

Mat shrugged his broad shoulders. May-
be there would be no trouble, for there
had been nothing but peace in Longwood
for many a long day.

So Will sat his” good horse, Hopeful,
and rode from the Castle, over the draw-
bridge and down the hill to the woods
where once he had been an outlaw.

It was a glorious day, and the leafy
glades were cool. Yet Will felt restless

men-at-arms,

we fought
in the woods, my lord,” he

“ Turn
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and uneasy. Then a thought occurred to
him.

“T'll ride to the town,” he said, “ and
have idle chatter with the townsfolk. May-
be I stay too much behind my castle
walls.”

The sun was going down by that time,
but an hour or more would pass before
sundown. There was plenty of time.

Leaving the wood behind, he took to the
road that ran over the meadows and round
by the coppice to the town of Longwood,.
He saw the house-tops gleaming in the
rays of the setting sun. It was a lovely,
peaceful sight.

But as he drew near, Will frowned.
“ 'Tis strange ! ” he murmured. * Not a
soul in the streets | ”

He gazed about him curiously as he
entered the town. The shops were shut.
The houses were silent, the windows barred
and shuttered.

Will dismounted and knocked on several
doors, but got no answer. He came to the
Market Square and all was silent. There
was not a living soul in all the town of
Longwood.  Yet the bailif had said
everybody was happy and prosperous.

He strode over to the Mayor’s house—the
biggest in Longwood. Like all the others,
it was locked and empty. But on the big
doorstep was writing, as if done with a
paint brush.

“Ye Phantom Knight rides again to-
night,” it ran. “ Tell not the Earl. Tell
it to no one or thou art doomed ! "

Will gaped at the strange message.

‘“ Zounds | What is this?” he cried.
“1 suppose the good people of the town
have taken to the fields until morning
light.”

The sun was sinking fast now, but Will
had forgotten his weariness. He found
himself face to face with a strange mystery
and he was eager to solve it.

And as he stood there he heard, from far
off, the faint clop-clop-clop of a horse’s
hoofs.

“The Phantom Kni
ride faster than that ! "
puzzled.

Then the sound ceased and silence fell
on the deserted town. Will wondered what

ght would surely
he muttered, very



to do. He stood there, listening intently.
Now he could hear stealthy footsteps.
He drew back down the alley that ran
beside the Mayor’s house, drawing his
horse after him. He stood there in the
shadows, one hand over his horse’s muzzle
to prevent Hopeful whinnying.

Cautiously he peeped round the corner
of the building. A man came hurrying
along the strect. He was cloaked up to the
eyebrows and a floppy hat was pulled
down over his eyes. Not a bit of his face
could be seen, but he seemed bowed and
sinister.

He paused by the steps before the
Mayor's house. He took a brush from
under his cloak and added more words to
the strange message there.

“So ! muttered Will, ““ If I catch this
knave and make him speak——"

He checked in his thoughts, for now he
heard the pounding of a horse’s hoofs. It
was coming nearer and nearer, as if
someone rode in a terrific haste.

" The Phantom Knight ! "’ gasped Will.
“ By the rood, I must leave the lesser
knave and catch the big rogue ! "

He drew back farther into the shadows.
The cloaked man had gone off up the
street—running. What became of him
Will did not trouble to find out. He was
gaping at an amazing sight.

Galloping down the deserted street of
the town in the dim, uncertain light of
fast gathering dusk came the Phantom
Knight.

He was in full armour and the visor of
his helmet was closed. And what armour
it was, too! Every inch of it shone and
glowed with a terrifying, silvery light. The
plume that streamed from his helmet
seemed to shine with the light of the moon,
silvery white.

His horse was white, too. From fore-
lock to fetlock, it was glistening white,
shining like a ghostly horse. The knight's
spear was like a great silver rod and the
pennant below the steel tip stood out,
shining boldly with a spectral gleam. The
shield was a white glow, too, with no coat-
of-arms or any sign upon it.

A more terrifying sight it was hard to
imagine. ~ Will stood watching as the
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knight sped past him. He quite thought
he was seeing a visitor from another world.
No wonder the townsfolk had fled to the
fields.

But Will shook himself,

“Zounds!” he cried. ‘“ The knight may
be a ghost, but the man with the paint
brush wasn't | "

He ran out to the steps in front of the
Mayor’s house to read what had been
added to the message. His eyes fairly
blazed when he saw the newly painted
words.

" Leave five hundred crowns by the
Market Cross at Sunset to-morrow, or
you are doomed ! "’

“By my troth!” exclaimed Will.
“ What can a ghost do with five hundred
crowns ! "

He whistled and his horse trotted to his
side. In a flash, Will was in the saddle
and riding out of Longwood. Ahead of
him sped the Phantom Knight. He could
see him, half a mile in front, galloping
between the hedgerows.

“ I'll catch him if I chase him to London
Town and back!” Will gritted between
his teeth.

He coaxed more speed from Hopeful.
There was not another horse in all the
kingdom like Hopeful. Mile after mile
sped away beneath his hoofs, and Will
was drawing nearer and nearer to the
Phantom Knight.

Once, he saw the gleaming figure turn
his head to glance over his shoulder.
Will chuckled. *‘ 'Tis no ghost ! ” he told
himself * That much is certain. And
before long he will talk with me! "

Then he frowned, for he realised that
he was without armour. He wore just a
plain doublet and hose, with a dagger at
his belt. There was nothing to show that
he was the Earl of Longwood, and precious
little with which he could fight a man in
armour.

“ But I must go on!"” he told himself
grimly. “ I must find out who this varlet
knight is 1 "

Bit by bit, Hopeful gained on the
gleaming rider ahead. But the road wound
round a copse. For a few moments, the
Phantom Knight was lost to sight.



Will urged Hopeful onward, round the
bend by the copse. And then he drew
rein, staring in bewilderment. Before
him, by the light of the moon that was now
rising 1n the East, stretched the long ribbon
of the road. But the Phantom Knight
had vanished as if the earth had opened and
swallowed him up.

Will was dumbfounded for a moment.
Then he grinned to himself as he saw a
group of farm buildings clustered under
a group of beech trees. By the gate stood
a farm labourer, sucking a straw.

Will dismounted and approached him.
‘“ Tell me, fellow,” he said. '‘ Hast seen
a Silver Knight ride this way ? "

He expected “ No " for an answer. But
to his amazement the farm-hand stared at
him a moment, then said: “ Ay, good
sir! That I have!"

Will studied the fellow. He was clad
in grimy rags and his face was blank, half-
witted. He looked too simple to be
treacherous.

“ Where did he go?" asked Will,
sharply. “ Quickly, fellow!”

‘“ There be no hurry, master | "’ retorted
the farm hand. “ I'll show ’ee. This
way, master | ”’

He opened the gate, motioning Will to
follow. They went across the yard, un-
tidy and littered with rubbish. In the
centre was a well. The farm-hand leaned
over the brick wall, pointing downward.

‘“ There 'e be, master ! "’ he said, grinning
doltishly. ““ ’E do be there almost every
night when the moon do shine ! ”

Will craned over to look. It was an
instinctive action. He knew the man
must be half crazy. He saw what he
expected to see—the reflection of the moon
in the water. He laughed, shortly.

“1 don't mean that sort of silver
knight,” he said. ‘I mean——"

He broke off, half turning. But he
wasn’'t quick enough. The farm-hand
was not nearly so simple as he seemed.
He grasped a cudgel and aimed a blow at
Will’s head. Will tried to dodge the blow,
but failed. The cudgel crashed on his
skull, and with senses reeling he toppled
over the low brick wall, down into the
depths of the well.
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Far above him, he heard the man laugh-
ing harshly—heard his wvoice, saying :
‘“ That for thee, Master Spy !

Then Will’s head banged against the
side of the well and he knew no more |

Hoof Marks
WILL never knew how long he remained
senseless.  'When he did come round
he couldn’t make out for some time
where he was. He seemed to be neither
on earth nor in the sky, but midway
between the two.

It was a strange sensation. His head
was hanging down, and before him he
heard the faint splash of a frog plopping
in water. Lverything was dark. His
feet were not on solid earth, but hung
downwards, like his head. His waist
seemed above him and his doublet was

pressing rightly around his throat.

He remained very still for a while, to
let his memory come back. His brain
was dizzy and his thoughts blurred, but
gradually he remembered the deserted
town, the Phantom Knight, the wild ride,
the simple farm-hand who had turned out
to be so treacherous.

And he remembered the well with the
reflection of the moon in the water far
below ! That was the important thing!

But the moon was no longer there.
All was dark. And he was in a queer,
strained position. He felt his body with
his hands and discovered that his stout
doublet had caught on a large nail in
the wall of the well, and he was hanging
there, ten yards above the water.

If he had fallen into the water, senseless
as he was, he must surely have drowned.
That nail had saved his life, although it
was likely he would perish there if he ¢ould
not escape out of the well. He twisted his
body and managed to stare upwards. He
could see nothing. Maybe the moon had
travelled down the sky, so that it no

longer shone down the well. Maybe the
cover had been put on.
He was in a desperate plight. He won-

dered if he should tear himself free from
the nail and drop into the water, then try
to climb up from there. Then he had a
better idea.



Feeling in the pocket of his doublet he
found his tinder box. Hanging almost up-
side down it wasn’t easy ‘to open it. He
had to hold the flint between his teeth, but
after a while he saw the spark fall on the
tinder, and a tiny flame lit up the dank
walls of the well.

And he could see that the nail on which
he hung was really an iron staple. He saw
others at regular intervals all the way up
the wall. They formed a sort of ladder,
or series of steps. No doubt they were
for the use of men who came down to clean
the well. And if they could use them, so
could he,

One staple was below him, within reach

him down the well was quite sure he had
been killed or drowned, and was not bother-
ing with him any further.

It was just what Will wanted. The
farm-hand—if he were a farm-hand—must
have been in league with the Phantom
Knight, and he was due for a shock before
very long.

So Will reached the top of the well. He
had to plant his shoulders firmly against
the well-cover to lift it off, tilting it upwards
and sliding it over the brick wall. It
dropped with a crash.

Will remained where he was, just peering
stealthily over the wall that surrounded
the well. But there was no sign of life
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The cudgel crashed on his skull, and Will toppled over into the depths of the well.

of his hands. He grasped it firmly, then
tore his doublet free. He dropped and
hung for a moment by his hands. His
tinder box fell down to the water but
that didn't matter. He could save him-
self now.

He began to climb up the wall, using the
staples like steps of a ladder. But he did
not seem to come any nearer the fresh
air. And he soon found out why. The
cover was on the well.

At first, he thought this meant he was in
greater danger, then he understood what
it really meant. The man who had knocked
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in the farmyard. The moon was low down
in the sky, but it gave enough light to
satisfy him that there was no one about.
So he clambered over the wall and out of
the well, as dry as if he had never fallen
down. Crouching in the shadows he took
good stock of the farm. He could see now
that the place was derelict. The barns had
great holes in. their roofs, and the doors
hung askew, with broken hinges. Grass
and weeds grew everywhere. No one
farmed this place. That much was certain.
Will eyed the biggest barn of all. The
mooii shone brightly, but in less than an



hour its light would be dimmed. He made
full use of it. He walked warily across
the yard towards the gate, studying the
ground. And he found what he sought—
hoof marks leading from the gate to the
door of the big barn.

So the Phantom Knight had come into
the yard !

Will took some time examining the hoof
marks. One set led from the barn to the
gate. Another set led from the gate to the
barn. There was no third set.

“'Tis good!"” muttered Will. “ He
rode out from here and he came back. He
has not gone out again, so he must still
be here.” Then he frowned at the barn.
“ But if he is still here, then am I in
grievous danger, for he must have men
to aid him.”

His first impulse was to get away while
he had the chance and fetch help from the
castle. But he thought better of it. He
just had to make sure first that this really
was the headquarters of the Phantom
Knight.

He tip-toed to the broken door of the big
barn. By the great doorpost he paused,
listening intently. He heard nothing at
all save the hooting of a distant owl.

Greatly daring, he peeped round the door
post into the barn. The low-hung moon
shone directly into the barn. He could
see to the far end of the dusty interior.

It was absolutely empty. Nothing but
dust and cobwebs ! ‘A rat scuttled across
the floor and dived down its hole.

Will was puzzled. He gazed at the
dusty floor. Hoof marks showed dimly,
stretching away to the wall at the far end
of the barn. And then Will grinned.

He took off his shoes so that he could
walk quietly. He entered the barn and
paced out the length of it from the door
to the end wall. He counted twenty
paces.

Then he went outside and paced down
the full length of the outside wall. He
counted twenty-six paces.

He chuckled softly to himself as he
donned his shoes again. He knew, now,
where the Phantom Knight was hiding.
There was a false wall inside that barn,
and between it and the real end wall
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was a secret chamber, large enough to
take several men and several horses.

At the end of the barn he spied a crevice
in the stonework and applied his ear to it.
He heard the heavy breathing of men, as
if they were sleeping, and the champing
of horses.

It was enough. He erept away and
went out of the yard to the road. No
one was in sight. Maybe his horse had
been captured by that traitorous farm-
hand. But Will rather doubted it, for
Hopeful had been well trained and was
not likely to let the hands of a stranger
rest upon his bridle if he could help it.
And if Hopeful was still free he would
not be far away.

Will uttered a soft, low whistle. He
heard a whinny from a thicket near by,
and Hopeful came trotting out on the
road. Will was in the saddle in an instant,

‘but he did not gallop away, for he did

not want to alarm the rogues hiding in
the old barn. ‘

For a mile or more he walked Hopeful
on the grassy verge beside the road, then
he took to the woods and galloped for a
long time, pausing at last by a big dead
oak tree. There he dismounted and,
taking paper from his saddle bag, scribbled
a note.

‘ Dear Sam,"” he wrote. * Come to me
to-morrow evening with six stout fellows,
well-armed, to the dead oak. I promise
you a goodly fight.”

He tied the lettér to his saddle bow,
then slapped Hopeful on the flanks.
“ Home, boy !’ he said. “ Home!"”

Hopeful whinnied, hesitated a moment,
then turned his head toward Longwood
Castle and cantered off.

Will walked away through the wood
until he came to a big oak. But this one
was alive, with tremendous boughs. And
high in the tree-top was a wooden house.
Will had built it there in the days when
he was an outlaw.

He climbed up to it, entered and slept
there soundly. He didn't want to be
seen at the castle until the Phantom Knight
had been lain by the heels. He could not
be sure whether that farm-hand—who
was not so simple as he seemed—had



recognised him or not. If he had, then
word might, perhaps, reach his ears that
the young Earl of Longwood had returned
to the castle after all. The Phantom
Knight was bound to have spies in the
town of Longwood. And Will wanted to
be considered dead—for a little while
longer,

The sun was well up  when he awoke
next morning. There was food in the
tree-top house. Rose kept it there, for
they often visited the place and had
picnics in the woods. So Will did not
¢o hungry.

At noon he descended and walked away
through the woods. His clothes were
torn and bedraggled by reason of his
adventures down the well, but that didn’t
matter.  In fact it helped him, for no
one he met took the slightest notice of
him.

He entered the town and lounged around
the Market Square. The people looked
frightened and gathered in groups, talking
in whispers.

Will walked idly around the square,
then suddenly darted down the alley
beside the Mayor’s house. He entered by
the back door. The servants glowered at
him. *“ How now, varlet!" cried the
cook. . “ Begone before I dash thy brains
out I'” She brandished a wooden spoon
at him.

But he laughed and walked past her,
dodging the blow she aimed at his head.
He sped along the passage and into the
Mayor’s parlour. He had been there
before and knew the way.

“Zounds | "' cried the Mayor, starting
up from his chair. ‘* By what right "
He broke off, gaping.

Will chuckled. ““ Dost know me, Master
Mayor ? " he asked. ‘‘ Belike my clothes
are tattered, yet surely my face is the
same ? "’

“ My lord | " gasped the Mayor. “ What
doth it mean?”

*“ It means,” said Will, ““ that this night
we shall put the Phantom Knight where he
belongs—in the dungeons of my castle.”

" Thou knowest, then?” cried the
Mayor.

“ Thou wert wrong to hide it from me,
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Master Mayor,” said Will. ‘I discovered
it all by chance.” And he told of his
adventures the previous evening.

‘1 should have told thee of it before,”
the Mayor admitted. ‘“ But we did surely
think that ‘twas some creature from
another world. We were afraid.”

“ Hobgoblins and ghosts have no use
for money, Master Mayor,” said Will.
‘* But tonight thou shalt place a money
bag on the steps of the Market Cross.
Fill it with flat pebbles and leave the rest
to me. The Phantom Knight will come
and take the bag. He will ride away
with it, but he will not spend the pebbles.
And I promise thee he will not bother thee
again. But have two men on sturdy nags
and let them pursue him, but not so fast
as to catch him. Just keep him galloping
hard all the time. And at a certain place
I wot of I will be waiting for him. You
understand ? "’

The Mayor was beaming delightedly.
* It shall be done, my lord—just as you

say | "

S at-arms, rode up to the dead oak
in the woods. He had six sturdy

men with him, well armed. He led Hope-

ful, too, and on Hopeful’s back was Will’s

armour. Sam carried Will’s lance.

" By the rood, my lord!"” he cried.
“ What’s in the wind now ? ”

“ A ghost, Sam,” said Will. “ He rides
a shining white horse. He wears white
armour that shines with a ghostly light.
And he rides every night through Long-
wood, frightening the townsfolk out of
their lives.”

Sam’s jaw dropped and his eyes rolled.
““Zounds ! he gasped. ‘“Can I fight
fiends from another world ? ”

" Wait a bit, Sam,” said Will. * This
hobgoblin of a knight desires five hundred
crowns from the townsfolk—tonight.”

Sam thought that over for a moment,
then grinned.

“ Now, by my troth!” he said. “ A
ghost that needs money is human enough
for me to tackle.”

‘“ Softly," retorted Will.

The Ghost Stops Galloping !
AM, the one-legged captain of the men-

* 1 will tackle



him.
barn."”

He explained just how matters stood,
and Sam drank in every word. ‘° 'Tis
well,” he said. ‘ After such a long time
at peace I am itching for a fight, Lead
on, my lord.”

Will donned his armour, took his shield,
emblazoned with the three crosses of Long-
wood, and they set out towards the
deserted farm.

Just before they reached it they heard
the thudding of a horse’s hoofs that died
away in the distance in the direction of
Longwood. Then, as they breasted a hill
they caught a glimpse of a ghostly figure
riding hard towards the town.

‘ There he goes!” cried Sam.
we must wait till he comes back.”

“ We must take up our positions,” said
Will. “ Not a sound, now! His men are
at the farm.”

They dismounted, leading their horses
until they came within a hundred yards
of the farm. There they turned aside off
the road and waited in a coppice.

It seemed a long wait. Will had a man
up a tree, watching the road. The moon
climbed the sky, higher and higher, casting
a cold, silvery light over the scene.

Thou shalt tackle his helpers in the

“ And

Then the watcher came slithering down
the poplar tree.

“ He comes, my lord ! "’ he cried. ““ And
'tis a ghostly sight |

“To horse!” ordered Will, quietly.
“ Remember ! I advance and challenge
the knight, alone. He will call for his men
to come to his aid. Then thou wilt know
what to do!"”

“Ay! We know!" said Sam, with a
grin.

Will sat astride Hopeful, clad in full
armour, his lance at his stirrup. He kept
well in the shadows of overhanging trees.
He could hear the steady beat of horses’
hoofs. The men from the town were
pursuing the Phantom Knight, who was
riding hard in order to keep well ahead of
them. He expected to dart into the
deserted farm and vanish, mysteriously,
just as he had done when Will chased him
from Longwood.

But, this time, Will was waiting. He
saw the gleaming, ghostly figure come
round the bend by the coppice, riding
hard. Will spurred his horse forward and
his shield came up, his lance down.

“ Hold, Sir Ghost ! "’ he roared. *‘ Thou
shalt not pass!”

The Phantom Knight cried out in sur-

Will's lance-head got the Phantom on the shoulder, and toppled him out of the saddle.



prise. ‘“ Art mad ? " he yelled. ‘ Canst
fight a spirit? Out of my way!"”

But Will urged Hopeful to a gallop. He
bore down on the Phantom, his lance at
the charge. The Phantom knew he could
not help himself. He had to fight.

Down came his lance. Will swayed in
the saddle and the Phantom'’s lance passed
over his shoulder. Will’s spear clanged on
the Phantom’s shield and rocked him
badly.

The next moment they had passed, but
Will was turning his horse. The Phantom
was shouting, hoarsely : *‘ Help! To me !
Now, aid me, thou dolts | Quickly ! "

Men came running from the farmyard.
The farm-hand was there, his smock
cast aside now. He wore the breastplate

of a man-at-arms, and he led ten men, all

well armed.

That much Will saw, then charged at
the Phantom Knight, who was riding
at him. They met with a clash of armour.
Will caught the Phantom's lance on his
shield, and the weapon splintered into
three pieces. But his own lance-head got
the Phantom on the shoulder and toppled
him out of the saddle.

Will leapt from Hopeful's saddle, dis-
carding his lance and drawing his sword.
The Phantom was up on his feet, a heavy
mace in his mailed hand. He hurled it at
Will, but missed. /The next moment,
Will leapt in and struck him a shrewd blow
on the helmet with his great sword. The
Phantom went down and lay still, stunned.

Behind Will, farther up the road, came
ringing cheers. 'Twas just as well, for the
Phantom’s men were running to attack
Will. Now they turned in alarm as Sam
led his men-at-arms down the road.

Will leant on his sword and watched.
There was no more he need bother about.
Sam waded into the fight, eagerly, laugh-
ingly. Ile had six men with him, That
made seven, and they had to fight ten. It
was the sort of odds he liked.

"Twas a hot fight while it lasted, but it
didn’'t last long. Soon the Phantom'’s
men were prisoners.

Will knelt beside the Phantom and

-raised the visor of his helmet. He saw a
dark-browed face. He gasped. ‘' The
Duke of Darkdale ! " he cried. * Zounds,

but I thought he was safely in the Tower of
London.” *

The Duke had once been Will's most
bitter enemy and a traitor to King Richard.
It was Will who had defeated the Duke’s
vile plots, finally capturing him and hand-
ing him over to the King. The Duke must
have escaped and was trying to wreak
vengeance by making trouble in those
parts. But the game was up! Will saw
now that the duke’s armour was covered
with luminous paint.

And as Will knelt there, an outcry arose
in the yard of the farm and Sam came
through the gate dragging yet another
man after him—the man who had wielded
a paint brush in Longwood town.

“ See, my lord ! he cried. ‘° Another
rat we have met before!”

It was Ephraim Pinchbeck, the rascally
bailiff whom Will had dismissed from his
service for robbery, and who had long
been in league with the Duke of Darkdale.

“'Tis well,” said Will. ‘“ The rats will
go to the dungeons until I get word to the
King. Then will they return to the Tower,
Methinks there will be no more ghosts in
Longwood.” And he was right

THE END
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I. \ drawn up under the thickly clustering trees. Inside the lorry was a powerful radio transmitter, and a man
was broadcasting forbidden information to the people of Germany. Lurking behind the trees were other men, armed with
revolvers, standing on guard. They were the enemies of the Nazis who held Germany in thrall. They hoped, one day, to spur
the people of Germany on to revolt against the Nazis and their reign of terror.
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2. The Gestapo were anxious to catch the daring broadcasters. At any moment, the Storm Troopers might turn up. The
man at the mike was tclling his,listeners that the reckless, mysterious DBritish spy, known as Red Sword, was said to be inside
Germany again. Even as he was speaking, a car came specding along the road. The watchers gave the warning, and seeing
only one man in the car, stood ready to shoot it out if he tried to interfere.
; AND NOW TO DRVE
THE OTHER WAY AND
b, FOOL THOSE DUMB-

N

3. The car came to a sudden halt. It looked like trouble. But as the stranger alighted something that flashed back the

tays of the sun flew from his hand and stuck quivering in a tree trunk. It was the blade of a sword stick ! And the broad-

castors knew that Red Sword was inside Germany.  He was standing right before them.! There was hardly a man in Germany
who had not heard of the daring British spy, Red Sword. His reckless coups were famous.
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4. He had been called Red Sword beeause his hair—when it was not disguised—was red ; and he carried a thin, flexible
sword blade in a flexible sheath around his waist, Many a Gestapo man had been scared stiff by that flashing blade. And
there it was, still quivering in the tree. 1 had to throw it,” said Red Sword. * so that you would know I am Red Sword, and
not shoot.””  Then he asked them if they knew the whereabouts of a man named Karl Friedrich, who knew all about the new
Junkers plane that was being built. The secret broadcasters told him that Karl had been caught by the Nazis and was held
prisoner in the Black Castle, at Flettin. * Then I must go to Flettin,” said Red Sword. ~ * And you had better clear out of this!"
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5. He told them that the Gestapo were, at that moment, hot on their trail. So the secret hroadcasting station was hastily
packed up and driven away, while Red Sword re-entered his car and drove back the way he had come. It wasn’t long before he
saw the Storm Troopers in a big car speeding towards him, It was plain that they would soon catch up with the radio lorry
if he could not stop them. Driving like a reckless idiot, Red Sword swung his car right across the road. As they swerved to
avoid him the Gestapo car was run up the bank and overturned, Red Sword made no attempt to escape. His hair was not
red, having been dyed a dark brown, He was dressed as an ordin ary German business man. The danger didn't bother him a bit,

SORRY MEN HERR / T~ - : “(" YOUVE SPOILT MY CHANCE OF RUNNING
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6. He had come to Germany by means best known to kimself, in order to find out the secrets of the new Junkers plane from

Karl Friedrich, its inventor. Since Rarl was a prisoner in the Black Castle it was doubtful if he could reach him. And then a

daring plan flashed into Red Sword’s quick brain. He brought his car to a standstill and calmly alighted. The officer in charge

of the Storm Troopers serambled from his overturned car and faced Red Sword angrily. " You’ve ruined our chances of running

that secret broadcasting station to earth ! ” he raved, He was in a furious temper and arrested Red Sword on the spot.  The
British spy scemed taken aback, but, actually, he wanted to be arrested by the Gestapo
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7. The Storm Troopers piled into his car and he had to drive them to Flettin—the very place to which he wanted to go.
But there he was taken before the Commandant of the Gestapo. Captain Francke, the man who had arrested Red Sword,
explained how he had been balked of the chance of capturing the secret broadcasting station. The Commandant glowered at
Red Sword. The Free German radio had been broadcasting for a long time, and he had been threatened with dismissal if he
did not put a stop toit. For a long time he had been hunting for that transmitter, and just when he thought he had it within
his grasp, this stranger had to get in the way and allow it to escape | “ He's onc of them! ™ he snarled, * It was a put-up job."”

LISTER ' THAT ACURSED REDSWORD
ISAROUND HERE. FRIEDRICH KNEW]
HIM, DISGUSEDAS A DOCTOR.

I WILL VISIT HiM O MAKE

N

8. He whipped his revolver from its holster and started to his feet. He meant to terrify his prisoner and make him talk. No
one knew better than he how to force a prisoner to reveal secrets, and he was ready to start on this prisoner. But Red Sword
calmly sat down and snapped, * Put that gun away, you fool—unless you want more trouble with Baron von Stuck!” The
Commandant gaped. The Baron von Stuck was the chief of the German Secret Service—a cruel, ruthless man of whom even the
Gestapo who worked for him were afraid. Red Sword said his name was Braun, and that he worked for Von Stuck. His job,
he said, was to find Red Sword—which was much more important than dealing with a paltry seeret radio transmitter in the woods,

A HERR! THIS WAY
[ IF You PLEASE . YOU
WILL BE TAKEN TO
FRIEDRICH'S CELL
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9 " Karl Fricdrich,” he explained, * knew Red Sword. 1 will visit him in the Black Castle and make him talk, but I shall
need o pass”  The Commandant was only too willing to give him what he wanted if only to escape the wrath of the Baron von

Stuck.  Red Sword had explained that he couldn’t tell Captain Francke who he was in case the other Storm Troopers overheard
and betraved his seeret. The Commandant believed every word he said, and even had his car refuelled for the journey. Captain
Francke wa

0 pleased that he was not to get into a row after all that he actually carried Red Sword’s bag to the car for him.
S0 Red Sword drove from the town across the river to the Black Casile where Karl Fricdrich was imprisoned.
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His piiss oblaied admittance casily enough, aud a soldier conducted him up the winding stone stairs to the cell in whicl
Lol Friedrich languished.  To stop any of the gaolers talking, Red Sword made out that he was a doctor sent to see if the prisoncr
was i good hivalth.  The gaoler Lelieved it and told Karl so.  But Karl didn't believe it o easily. T will not talk!" Le cried,

It had already endured much at the hands of the Nazis, and had long since given up all hope of regaining lis freedom, The
Nazis badly wanted to know many of his secrets, but he would die rather than betray them.

e felt quile sure that this new
visitor had come to force him in some wav to tell what he knew, Then the cell door shut !
WELL KAZL!DOKT ) = , VB T WANT You TELL ME ALL You KNOW
YOU KNOW ME AFTERE o | e 7 ABOUT THE NEWJUNKERS PLANE KARL! @
ALLTHIS TIME? . MAYBE YOU KNOW WHERE THE PLANS ARE 2

L MEIN HERR ! ALL
1 KNOW IS THAT

o Ihe gaoler Lad gone,

KKarl Friedrich and his visitor faced one another. * Well, Karl,” said Red Sword, * don’t you
o e, after all this time ? " The prisoncr gasped.  The voice of his visitor had changed. :
s through the clever disguise—but only because Red Sword wanted him to do so. * You are mad coming here ! " gasped

St at Red Sword was famous for doing crazy things. In his bag were not doctor’s instruments, but files and hack saws.
B dhey talked together in whispers by the window, while Red Sword worked on the window-bars.

Red Sword wanted to know
o » the new Junkers plane, but Karl couldn’t help him to get hold of the plans. But what he had to tell was valuahle.
= || 4 TIF MERCIFUL %
OH ! YES THERE IS! WE ALL RIGHT /|
NEED YOU N ENGLAND IN 2 METHODS WONTDO,'!DMOQEO
Chniv i AN AIRCRAFT FACTORY. I § SOMETHING MORE PAINFU

HELP MEIN JLJ

WILL OPEN YOUR. MOUTH . WE
imLL m%ﬂggws . L 0 WILL CATCH THIS
WILL LEAVE GERMANY IN % >
THE JUNKERS 30 « = «

= plane was to make a test flight from the Flettin acrodrome at dawn the next day. Red Sword realised that if
't get the plans of the new plane, the next best thing was to get hold of the plane itself. And if he could get the
Beitain, as well, it would be of immense value.,

So ke told Karl to be ready at the window when he returned to the
Ity the time the talk had ended, Red Sword had finished with the window-bars.

They looked quite solid, but in
i fast each oue was held in place by only a mere splinter of iron, and could be snapped off with case. Red Sword took his
leave of Karl Friedrich, snarling at him just as a true Nazi would  And it deceived the grinning gaoler

ol -

TP
L LR
Ll

& O 41



TRIS WILL DO TO

HIDE T
FIRST I MUST, i NIGHTFALL I
DUSAPPEAR , :

13.  Leaving the Black Castle, with no one at all suspicicus of him, Red Sword walked back to the town of Flettin. 1is way
took him over the bridge that spanned the river. By that {ime it was growing dusk, and he was busily trving to think out a
clever schieme to rescue Karl Friedrich,  For a time he saw no way at all.  But as he walked he found himself outside the fire-
station, and there, over the wide entrance, he saw the air-raid siren, In a flash the idea he needed came to him.  But first Herr
Doktor Braun—as he had made himself out to be—had to disappear. It dived into a maze of side sireets until he came to an
empty house. He picked the lock and let himself in, “ This will do hide (i)l nightfall,” he thought. It would soon be dark, but,
hefore he could do anything to rescue Karl Friedrich, he must assume another disguise, to make sure that no one recognised hirn as
the Herr Dolttor Braun, who had visited the castle earlier that day. The empty house might provide him with a new disguise.

'rB‘"ﬁ' : sy W Lucky For nE | G
L- sl AN ELECTRICIAN'S 3

Ad4 EL DISGUISE WILL SUiT

CANT GET INTO THE FIRE
STATION WITHOUT THEM !

| TENANT WAS NOT
A STORMTROOPER
L T WOULD KOT WORK

how he could get other clothes, he heard a sound at the door, and quickly hid up the stairs, A man came in with a bag of toc
He was an clectrician come to connect the electric light meter,  The house had been taken by a Sterm Trooper who would,
naturally, want the electric light to be working. Red Sword took a good look at the man and saw his chance. Leaping from the
stairs hie ladd the man out with one swift blow. He didn't like taking an unfair advantage of any man, but his position called for
( and ruthless action,  Dressed as an electrician, he would be able to enter the fire station and carry out the first part of his
plan to rescue Friedrich, without anyone suspecting him, Tiesides, the real clectrician would soon recover, though not before Red
vword bad completed his plan, Red Sword flung off his outer garments and scized the electrician’s jacket, trousers and cap.

42



T X (AT 0UGHT 10 SEND B
AR RatD > EVERYBODY SWTTLING
sigen (- - -NOW FOR THAT

1y It wasn't long before he was wearing the electrician’s clothes and carrving his bag of tools. He went along to the fire

station and boldly walked in. No one took the slightest notice of him, taking it for granted that something had gone wrong and

had been sent for to put it right. Red Sword walked into the control room. A man was on duty there, but he hardly saw the

wewcomer before Red Sword's fist had put him down for the count. Then Red Sword threw over the lever that set the air-raid

sirens blaring,  In an instant the whole town was in an uproar. Firemen came rushing to their posts towards the engine.  But

Mol Sword had got there first !  Although in deadly danger himself, he smiled as he saw the panic, which seized the towns-
people, at the first sound of the siren, The R.A.F, had struck fear into the hearts of the German people.
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[ He was at the wheel of the big fire-engine which was fitted with a telescopic escape ladder. He drove the great vehicle
into the strect, where people were running madly to the air-raid shelters. ed Sword chuckled to Limeelf.  Goebbels had

g ven orders that whenever the sirens sounded everybody, cxcept those on duty, had to go to the shelt It was the fincst
thing out for Red Sword. It cleared the streets of people, and 1t kept the police and Storm Troopers busy seeing that people
yed the order,  No one shot a second glance at the fire-engine, and the man at the wheel,  The wav to the Dlack Castle was
o And now to rescuc Karl ! muttered Red Swaord If a rescue was to be effected, it must be done at all possible speed,
leloen the Nazi Storm Troopers realised that the “ air raid " was a fake. Red Sword pressed his foot hard down on the accelerator.

{Continued on page 129)
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BOSS OF ST. GUTHBERT’S

You will laugh at the adventures of Fatty Foozle

when the ‘Head'’
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‘¢ | shall take a very poor view of you if you forget the cream,’’ said Fatty.

Fatty’s Left in Charge
say, Hayward !
“ Buzz off!"” snapped Snubby
Hayward.
“Oh, but I say,” protested IFatty
Foozle, the fat boy of St. Cuthbert’s
School, 1 only wanted to ask you for
the loan of thruppence "

“ Well, you're not going to get it,"” cu
in Snubby. “ So scat!”

“ Beast ! snorted Iatty,
indignantly away.

Things were jolly serious with Fatty
He hadn’t had anything to eat since din-
ner, an hour ago, and he was beginning
to feel pretty peckish.

It was a half-holiday that afternoon,
and Fatty’s notion of the best way of
spending a half-holiday was to sit in the
tuck shop guzzling jam tarts and cream
buns.

t

and rolled

4 A

But it was no blessed use his going to
the tuck shop. For one thing, he hadn't
a bean in his pockets. For another, old
Mrs. Tubbs, who ran the tuck shop,
wouldn't allow him any more on tick.

As he rolled dismally across the quad,
Fatty's eye fell on young Puling, an infant
in the Lower First.

“ Hey, you!"” called Fatty.

“Yes, Foozle? " cried young Puling,
running up.

“ Have you got any money ? "’ demanded
Fatty.

“I've got a ha’penny, Foozle,”
mered the kid.

“A ha’penny !” snorted Fatty scorn-
fully. ““ What the thump d’you mean by
just having a ha’penny? Don’t your
people ever send you any pocket money ? "

“Yes, Foozle, but I've spent it,” fal-
tered young Puling.

stam-



“ bpent it ? "7 echoed Fatty wrathfully.
“ You've no right to have spent it. You
ought to practise thrift and—and saving,
like me. What d'you think you'll grow
up into, blueing your pocket money like
that 7 What did you spend it on, anyway
—yrub ? Y

“"No, please, Foozle, I—I bhought a
cricket ball with it,”” he stammered.

“ A cricket ball?"" echoed Fatty, aghast.
" What the thump d'you want to buy a
cricket ball for when there’s heaps and
heaps of lovely grub you could buy?
You'd better go and see the matron. You
can’t be right in the head | "

With that he stuck his hands in his
pockets and stuck his fat little snub nose
in the air and rolled on across the quad.

As he reached the end of it he was nearly
knocked down by a man, who came rushing
round a corner of the school buildings. He
was Mr Haddock, Fatty’s Housemaster,
and he was being hotly pursued by his butler.

“Oh, it’s you, Foozle!" panted Mr.
Haddock. “ I'm off to open a bazaar in
Market Dumpling—I'd forgotten all about
it—'pon my soul, [ had, and I'm fright-
fully late. You'd better take charge till
I get back ;

' Excuse me, sir,” panted the butler,
galloping up. “ You'd forgotten your
gloves and your handkerchief, sir!”

“Oh, crumbs! So I had!" cried Mr.
Haddock, snatching them from the butler.
“ Thank you, Binns—thank you. I must
run—I really must—Ilook after everything
until [ get back, Foozle. I won’t be long 1"

He sped away, his long, lean legs carry-
ing him along at a terrific lick.

“Well, you heard what he said!”
announced Fatty, turning triumphantly
to the butler. “ I'm in charge till he
gets back.”

" Ile didn't mean it,” growled the butler.
“ He was in such a blinkin' hurry that he
hardly knew what he was a-saying of.”

" Oh, didn't he?" cried Fatty indig-
nantly. “ 1 like that, | must say. He
lett me in charge because he knows jolly
well that I'm a reliable sort of chap. He
wouldn’t have left any of the other rotters
in charge, I bet. Did you hear him say
that I was in charge ? "

: reluctantly, “ but
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“ Well, yes, I dxd“ began the butler

“ There're no bally buts about it!"”
cut in Fatty sharply. * And [ don't want
any cheek from you, Binns. I'm jolly
well in charge and you’ll do as I tell you,
or I'll report you to Mr. lHaddock when he
gets back."”

Binns breathed hard. He looked as
though he would willing have given.a
five-pound note to have been able to
clout the fatuous Fatty’s head—and to
clout it good and hard. But he knew that
to do so would just about cost him his
job.  So he controlled himself.

“T'Il just trot along to Haddock’s
study,” went on Fatty loftily.  You
might bring me a snack in there on a
tray, Binns. Nothing elaborate. A nice
piece of cold pie and some cold chicken
and a plate of ham and some buttered
toast and jam and some cakes’ll do. Oh,
yes, and a nice pot of tea with sugar and
cream. Don't forget the cream, Binns.
I shall take a jolly poor view of you if you
forget the cream. Go on, make it snappy !

He rolled away, leaving Binns glaring
after him. The unfortunate butler’s waist-
coat was rising and falling with emotion and
his hands were clenching and unclenching.

Reaching Mr. Haddock’s study, Fatty
took a good stare all round him. Almost
the first things he saw were Mr. Haddock's
gown and mortar board lying on a chair
where the Housemaster had hastily thrown
them.

“ Good egg | " grinned Fatty.

He tried on the mortar board and the
gown and stood fancying himself in the
mirror for a few moments.

* They don’t half suit me,” he smirked.
“And I jolly well am Housemaster until old
Haddock gets back. He left me in charge,
didn’t he? Well, how the thump can I be
in charge unless I sort of take his place and
act as the blinking Housemaster ? 1've got
to do the job properly. He! He! He!"”

Cocking the mortar board at a jaunty
angle on his fat head, he turned away
from the mirror and rolled across the room
to the Housemaster’s desk.

Mr. Haddock's daily diary was lying
open on the desk



** Hallo, what’s this ? "' exclaimed Fatty,
reading the diary. “ Two p.m., cane
Jobling minor for banging his desk lid in
class. Hel! He! He! I'll do that and
save old Haddock the trouble ! "

He rang the bell. In response the
simmering Binns appeared.

“ What d'you want now ? "’ demanded
the butler sourly. “ You won't half catch
it, too, wearing them there togs——"

“You shut up!” snapped Fatty.
“ How’s that snack of mine getting on ?
Is it ready yet? "

“1 was getting it ready when you
rang,” growled Binns.

*“ Well, buck up aboutit | ” ordered Fatty.
“ And, in the meantime, you can send
Jobling minor here. I want to see him 1"

The butler withdrew. Left to himself,
Fatty selected a nice, whippy cane from
Mr. Haddock’s cupboard. He was running
it through his fat fingers when there came
a timid knock at the door and Jobling
minor appeared.

* Come in and close the door, you little"

beast,” ordered Fatty.

‘ What for ? "’ demanded young Jobling
‘* Where’s Mr. Haddock ?

‘“ He's been called away on business and
he's left me in charge,” replied Fatty.
“ I'm acting for him and I'm to give you a
thumping good caning at two o’clock. So
come in, hang you, and shut that door!"”

“Shan’t | retorted Jobling, and put
his tongue out.

“ D’you mean to say you're defying
me? " roared Fatty. ‘‘ Come here at
once, you cheeky little beast | ”

“No, I won't!" retorted Jobling. “1
don’t jolly well believe that Mr. Haddock’s
left you in charge, you big, fat spoofer 1 ”

With a snort of rage, Fatty rushed at
him. But young Jobling had already gone,
fleeing along the corridor as fast as ever he
could shift.

“ Come back ! " roared Fatty, charging
furiously after him and brandishing the
cane. '‘ Come back, you beastly little
twerp. My hat, I won't half give you a
lamming when I do catch you-—Qoo-er !

Rushing round a sharp turn in the
corridor he had crashed full into a stout,
expensively-dressed lady who had been
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leading a small, nervous-looking child by
the hand.

The result of the collision was that the
stout lady staggered wildly back, and went
down with a thump, with Fatty sprawling
on top of her.

“ Why the dickens can’t you look where
you're going ? "' gasped Fatty, getting to
his feet. “ Anyway, vou've gone and done
it now. That beastly little rotter’s escaped.
Never mind, I'll make him jolly well
smart when I do catch him ! ”

“ Do you—do you mind helping me up? "
panted the stout lady, struggling to rise.

“ Oh, all right,” grunted Fatty un-
graciously.

He helped the lady to her feet, whilst
the small boy whom she had been leading
by the hand stood looking on with eyes
like saucers and an expression of the ut-
most terror on his face. Then suddenly
the kid burst into tears.

“ Boo-hoo-hoo-00 !’ he bawled. 1
don’t want to come to this nasty school—
I don't—1 don't—1 DON'T |

To add weight to his words, he stamped
his feet in fright and temper.

* There—there—Gussy, darling ! *' cried
the stout lady, putting her arms round
him. ‘" There—there, now. There's
nothing to be frightened of | "

“ Yes, there is!’" howled Gussy. * Boo-
hoo-hoo-o0! That nasty fat man was
chasing that little boy with a stick. He
was going to h-h-hit him ! ”

“ No, I wasn’t I hooted Fatty. ‘' I was
just going to give the horrid little beast a
slight caning | "

“ Are you Mr. Haddock?"”
the stout lady icily.

“ No, I'm not!"” snapped Fatty. “Old
Haddock’s gone to open a bazaar and he's
left me in charge. Did you want to see
him ?

“1did!"” said the other. I wished to
see him with a view to my son, Gussy,
entering his House next term as a boarder.
But after what I have just seen I will not
trouble Mr. Haddock any further. I refuse
to send Gussy to a school where the junior
masters appear to behave more like the
inmates of a lunatic asylum than any-
thing else. I am the Countess of Clevedale.

enquired



You may tell Mr. Haddock that I called.
I will, however, write to him expressing
my disgust at the way in which small boys
nre hounded along corridors by brutes of
masters such as yourself. Good afternoon.
Come, Gussy ! "

She swept away, leading the still snivel-
ling Gussy by the hand.

*“ Oh, crumbs | That's torn it | "’ gasped
FFatty in dismay. “ How the thump was I
to know she's a blinking countess. Old
Haddock’ll go clean crackers when he
hears of this. Oh, dear |

He returned dismally to the House-
master’s study. DBut he brightened up a
lot when he found that Binns was waiting
there with a laden tray.

" Oh, goody!"” cried Fatty, his eyes
gleaming. * What grand looking grub!”

" There’s a man who wants to see you,”
said Binns coldly.

“ What sort of a man?" demanded
Fatty, throwing down the cane and grab-
bing a big chunk of veal and ham pie.

“A man with a barrow,"” said Binns.
" He says he’s come for some books which
Mr. Haddock was going to sell him.”

*“ Oh, all right, show the rotter in!"”
ordered Fatty, munching away at the pie.

Binns withdrew to reappear a few
moments later followed by a seedy-looking
individual clutching a battered bowler hat.

“ This is him | ” announced Binns.

. " Okay,you needn't wait,” said Fatty, his
mouth full of pie. “ I'll attend to him.”

Giving Fatty a furious glare, the butler
withdrew

“You’ve come for some books, I believe ? '
said Fatty, finishing off the pie and cram-
ming a round of buttered toast into his mouth.
" Um-m—this toast isn't half scrumptious

-have you paid for the books?”

" No, sir, not yet," said the man.

“ Who the thump are you, anyway ? ”
demanded Fatty.

" My name’s Higgins, sir,” replied the
visitor. * Joe Higgins of Market Dumpling.
I've got a second-hand shop there, and Mr
Haddock <aid he had some books he could
sell me—some books wot ‘e wanted to get
nd of, 'e said !

" How much were you going to give him
for them ? ” demanded Fatty.
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** Five shillings, sir,” said Mr. Higgins.

“* Five shillings ? ”’ hooted Fatty wrath-
fully. ““ What on earth d'you mean—five
shillings ? "

** Second-hand books don’t fetch much,
sir,” whined Mr. Higgins. ‘“ Honest, they
don’t!”

" They fetch a jolly sight more than five
shillings,” snorted Fatty. ' You might
kid poor, doddering, old Haddock, but
you can’t jolly well kid me. D’you mean to
stand there and have the cheek to tell me
that all those books are only worth five
shillings ? 4

He waved a podgy hand towards Mr.
Haddock’s well-filled bookshelves which
ran round three sides of the room and
reached from floor to ceiling.

‘““ Ah, but I didn't know that Mister
‘Addock was meaning to sell me the lot,”
gasped the visitor,

““1 don't suppose he was,” returned
Fatty loftily. ** He'll have to keep one or
two to read. How much have you got on
you?"”

‘“ Three quid, guv'nor,” replied Mr.
Higgins eagerly.

“ Okay, select three quid’s worth then,
and hand over the dough ! ”’ ordered Fatty,
holding out a podgy paw.

‘" Can [ take just wot I like ? " enquired
Mr. Higgins in trembling tones.

" Yes, up to three quid,” said Fatty.
* Come on, let’s have the cash 1 "

With eager fingers, the second-hand
dealer produced three greasy pound notes
and handed them to Fatty. Then he com-
menced to rummage among the book-
shelves, selecting a number of old, but very
valuable volumes.

“Hel He! Hel” tittered Fatty to
himself. “ Old Haddock’ll never miss a
few mouldy old books. He's got heaps and
heaps of them and it’s doing him a kindness
to clear them out. But I’ll be honest about
it. I'm not going to diddle him. I'll give
him his five shillings and keep the other
two pounds fifteen shillings for my trouble.
After all, he owes me a bit. He can’t expect
me to act as Housemaster for nothing | "

Half an hour later, his barrow piled with
books, Mr. Higgins was trundling it glee-
fully down the school drive.



““1 do NOT seel ' bellowed Mr.

“ Wot a bargain | "’ he chuckled. “ Wot
a blinkin’ bargain. These 'ere books is
worth twenty quid, if they’re worth a
ha'penny. [ must say that fat cove’s
treated me real handsome ! "

Meanwhile the fat youth—Fatty Foozle
—had scuttled off to the tuck-shop.

“ Lawks-a-mussy-me, Master Foozle!”
ejaculated old Mrs. Tubbs in amazement, as
Fatty hoisted himself on to a high-legged
stool at the counter. ‘“ Wherever did you get
that there mortar board and gown from?"

“ They're Mr. Haddock’s,” explained
Fatty. ‘“ He’s gone to open a bazaar and
he’s left me in charge of the House. That
shows you what he thinks of me. He ! Hel
He! I'm not half enjoying it too. Have
you got any meringues ? "’

“Yes, | have, Master Foozle,” said Mrs.
Tubbs cautiously. * Have you got any
money ? "

“Of course I've got some money!”
hooted Fatty, shoving a ten-shilling note
on to the counter. ** What d’you think I
am-—a paup#r, or what ? Gimme a dozen
meringues and take ‘'em out of that.
Come on. I've got to get back to the House
to look after things. Old Haddock’s
absolutely relying on me——"

Haddock.

‘“1 do not see at all | '’

* Indeed, sir ? "’ thundered a wvoice be-
hind him. * Indeed ? "

Fatty got such a fright that he nearly
fell off the stool. Twisting round on it, he
found himself face to face with Mr. Had-
dock himself. Nor was that irate gentle-
man alone. He was accompanied by Mr.
Joe Higgins, the second-hand dealer.

“ How dare you masquerade in my cap
and gown, you wretched boy ? "’ thundered
Mr. Haddock. “ And how dare you sell
my volumes for a paltry three pounds ? "

Y I—l—well, you see " stammered
Fatty.

“1 do NOT see!” bellowed Mr. Had-
dock. “ I do not see at all. Fortunately I
met Higgins pushing his barrow along the
road. I recognised my books the instant I
saw them. He has returned the books to
me and you will return him his three
pounds. Hand it over, boy, at once | ”

The trembling Fatty did so.

“ Now go to my study!” thundered Mr.
Haddock. * Go and await me there. By
George! but I'll make you suffer for this!”

He did. He gave Fatty such a caning
that that fat youth never again wanted to
act as Housemaster.

THE END




THE KING'S CHUM—GIPSY JOE

A Cheery Tale of the Days When a Boy Ruled England

All in the Swim
= OME, me merry cock-spadger!”
boomed Sergeant Rugg, the

biggest soldier in the king's army.
" Now we shall sce if, in truth, you can
swim like a duck, or only wallow about
like a pig ! "

Little Gypsy Joe, drummer boy to King
Richard the Second, the boy king, whooped
with joy. He wore only a pair of trunks,
and Sergeant Rugg was dressed in the
same way for a bathe in Low Lake.

The young king was staying at Hogleigh
(Castle, and his army was encamped nearby.
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The rcbels, under Wat Tyler, were en-
camped many miles away.

All was quict at present. The king's
horses were grazing in the meadow near
the castle. The bowmen and pikemen
were filling in their spare time by doing
various tasks, or amusing themselves in
the lake. Everyone was making the most
of a holiday in the sunshine on this bright
summer day,

Little Gypsy Joe and the huge sergeant
dived in from the bank of the lake, which
was quite deep on this side.

*“ Ay, you swim and dive right well, me



spadger,” admitted Rugg, climbing out ;
“but I will wager a farthing of my pay
that you cannot dive into the lake blind-
folded and backwards.”

“'Twould be easy, Master Rugg,”
laughed Gypsy Joe, ““ and I should be a
whole farthing piece the richer.”

The sergeant borrowed a scarf from one
of the soldiers near by, and tied it round
the boy’s face so that he could not see.

“ Here, my gypsy,” he said, ““ let me
lead you down to where there is a better
take off for your dive.”

He led little Gypsy Joe farther down the
bank, and turned him round three or four
times till the boy was rather dizzy.

“ Now, me duckling,” he said, * dive
back into the lake.”

Not to be found wanting in courage,
Little Gypsy Joe promptly did as he was
bidden. And—squelch —he landed full
on his back in a large patch of pigs’ mash
in a hollow just below the lake bank.

Spluttering and gasping, he pulled the
scarf from his face, and saw how he had
been tricked, because the sergeant had
made him so dizzy he hadn't known where
he was diving.

“ Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho!” guffawed Ser-
geant Rugg. “ 'Twas a dainty dive you
made, and I keep me good farthing,
'cause you dived the wrong way and not
into the lake, me pippin ! "

Scraping the pigs’ mash off himself,
little Gypsy Joe mounted to the bank of
the lake. He tried’to put a smiling face
on things, but inwardly felt much annoyed
at the big sergeant’s joke on him. For
young Richard the Second was approaching
with a broad grin on his boyish face, and
followed by one of the castle attendants
named Thomas, also smiling in high
amusement.

‘“ Into the lake again, my Gypsy Joe !l "
cried the King. ‘I, too, will join in the
merry sport.”

To the surprise of all, he opened his
royal robes, and revealed that he wore only
a small pair of red trunks. Then he took
off his robe and golden crown.

‘“ Take care of these, Thomas, my
faithful manservant,” he said. * This

swimming is a sport I would have all my
men learn.”

‘“ 1, too, can swim, sire,” said Thomas.
“ Indeed, the lake is most inviting.”

“ Get you ready, then, good Thomas,”
laughed the boy king; and dived into
the water.

Meantime, little Gypsy Joe went back
into the lake to rinse himself. Swimming
round on his back, he saw the manservant
Thomas lay aside the king’s robe and
crown, and strip off his garments to his
trunks. Then he, too, came into the
water and began to swim.

The grim war was forgotten. All amused
themselves in the little lake, splashing and
laughing.  But suddenly young King
Richard looked round in dismay.

' Where be good Thomas ? ”' he panted.
“ Has anyone seen him ? ”

The laughter died out. Where was
Thomas the manservant ? They could sce

. nothing of him in the lake, and he was not
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on the bank or the meadow near by.

‘ Methinks,” boomed Sergeant Rugg,
“ the poor fellow must have been doubled
up with the cramps and sunk like a stone
to the bottom.”

Little Gypsy Joe groped down at the
bottom of the lake. The King and the
others followed suit. No one had seen
Thomas disappear, but with growing
anxiety concluded that the sergeant was
right in his statement. Time and again
they dived in search of the missing man,
until they gave up hope and went away.

It would have been a shock to them
could they have seen Thomas, the man-
servant, crouching among the reeds at the
far end of the lake and peering at them.
He had dived under the water, swum
below the surface, and come up among the
reeds.

Not until all had gone back to the castle
and dusk had fallen did he creep out of his
cold, wet hiding place. Then he dragged
on two rough garments and a pair of shoes
that he had hidden among the bushes,
and crept away in the darkncss.

A long march brought him to the rebels’
camp, where he was taken before Wat
Tyler, seated in a tent with Seth Murdock
and other captains



“ Mo !" exclaimed Wat Tyler.
s this fellow 7 "

“ An honest rebel,” answered Thomas.
“und right loyal to you. Bid them clip
off my beard.”

This was done in a short time, and Wat
Tyler gave an explanation of surprise as
he looked at the newcomer by the light of
a lanthorn,

" Smite me! 'Tis Tom ! " he exclaimed.
“ Where have ye been these past wecks,
my nephew ? "’

“In close attendance on his Majesty,
rnml uncle,” Tom Tyler answered. “ I've
wen at Hogleigh castle as young King
Dick’s own servant, finding out the
strength of his army.”

He told of his escape, boasting that
none would ever know of his coming to
the rebel camp, and gave the exact figures
of the king's forces.

1 didn’t know that there were so few
nt Hogleigh Castle!” exclaimed Wat
Tywler. “ I will send out to the north, south,
and east, and gather round me all good
rebels from their various positions: At
dawn, on the day after to-morrow, we will
uttack in force!”

Gipsy Joe the Scout!

" COME, my spadger,” said Sergeant
Rugg, * we will take a look at the
tents of Wat Tyler—a plague be

on the knave!"”

Gilad of the chance of adventure, little
Gypsy Joe saddled up Chestnut, his horse.
A quarter of an hour later he and Rugg
were riding away from Hogleigh Castle,
the Sergeant astride a big drayhorse which
he had found well able to bear his weight.

For a time they rode through the valley,
then slowly climbed a hill to High Lake
which was set on the plateau above.

“ Mecthinks, Master Rugg,” remarked

Giypsy Joe, “ that part of the bank of this
lake looks mighty thin.”

The pair rode on for a mile or two—little
Gypsy Joe riding ahead and Giant Sergeant
Rugg following closely. They entered a
wood on the hillside, followed a bridle
path cautiously, and paused at the far
edpge.  There they dismounted, tethered
their horses and crept forward.

" \-Vho‘

They stopped short, and peered between
the tree trunks. An astonishing sight met
their eyes. Spread out ahead was Wat
Tyler's camp, and approaching it, from
three directions were columns of rebels.

“ Odds bods ! ” Rugg mumbled. " What
is the meaning of this, T wonder? The
rebels are here in force my spadger, and
hunrlreds more of the knaves are joining

up wi’ the others!"
“ Stay here, Master Rugg,” breathed
Gypsy Joe,™ and guard this little drum of

mine. [ will creep forward unseen, and try
to learn the meaning of this.”

“ Have a care o’ yourself, lad,” grunted
Rugg. “ The rebels will be keeping a sharp
look-out.”

Leaving the sergeant among the trees,
Gypsy Joe slithered forward among the
long grass and took to the shelter of some
bushes. His heart beat fast with excite-
ment. The movements of rebel troops
towards the camp suggested that Wat
Tyler was assembling a large force to
make another strong attack. Was this the
case ? And when would the advance on
Hogleigh Castle begin ?

It seemed that Wat Tyler was addressing
each new band of armed men on their
arrival.

“1 wish I could hear what he is say-
ing 1 " breathed Gypsy Joe.

The wind was 1n his direction, but he
was still too far off to catch what was
spoken. He looked intently round and
saw that a small stream wound its way
down to the camp.

So Gypsy Joe made up his mind to take
the further risk and squirmed his way
through long grass to the stream. Wading
in the water, and stooping low under the
bank, he drew near to the enemy’s tents.

Again he paused to listen. A confused
rumble of voices and clattering of arms
were borne to his ears on the wind. But
presently a further band of rebels arrived,
the noise ceased, and the tones of Wat
Tyler rose clearly.

" Welcome, good men and true | Victory
is at hand ! At dawn to-morrow we will
attack Hogleigh Castle, and by your
gallant aid, sweep young Richard from
England’s throne ! "



Gruff cheers arose from the newcomers,
and Wat Tyler turned to a man by the
side of him. :

“ Your work shall not go unrewarded,
Tom Tyler, my faithful nephew,"” he said.
“ ’Twilr be a bad surprise for King Dick
when he sees his faithful servant return
. from the depths of Low Lake.”

Raising himself, Gypsy Joe peered across
the rebel camp at the man standing by the
side of the rebel leaders. At first he did
not recognise him, owing to his clipped
beard, but then he realised the truth.
It was Thomas, the attendant from the
castle whom everyone had believed
drowned. He was a spy and a traitor, and
the whole plot against the young king
became startlingly clear.

Ducking down again, the young
drummer boy made his way back up the
stream and through the woods and the
bushes to Sergeant Rugg, who was
anxiously awaiting him.

In excited tones, he told what he had

learnt, and the two rode back hastily to.

Hogleigh Castle.
At the Crack o’ Dawn
NIGHT had fallen. The boy king held

council in the castle hall with its

great walls decorated with the

hanging banners of barons and knights.

At the oaken table with him were the

Duke of Wessex, Captain Oakes, and
many other courtiers and captains.

Standing facing the boy king were little
Gypsy Joe and Giant Sergeant Rugg, who
had reported the rebels plans.

“ A plague on this rascally Thomas! "
exclaimed the king. “ 'Twas a traitor's
trick he played on me, and now that his
uncle, Wat Tyler, knows the strength and
positions of my soldiers, he will stake all
in a last great battle. We are ill-prepared
to meet so strong a rebel force. Yet I am
unwilling to leave such a fine castle.”

All the time during the council, little
Gypsy Joe had been thinking hard.

" Hear my words, sire,” he begged.
" Methinksythe rebels have too good a
chance to triumph, if we face them here,
when they come through the valley.
“Twould be better to waylay them on the
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road here, and throw them into confusion.”

““Words are easy to speak, boy,”
snapped the Duke of Wessex, ‘ but such
deeds are difficult to do! "’

Little Gypsy Joe, begged that all would
hear his plan, and when he had spoken
again, the boy king thumped the oak table
with his sceptre.

‘ One day,” he chuckled, *“ my drummer
boy will rise to our horsemen ! This is a
plan well worth trying ! ”’

A large number of horsemen were
assembled under Sergeant Rugg, and
spades and forks handed round to them.
Little Gypsy Joe, mounted on Chestnut,
went as their guide and rode forth into
the darkness across the pasture land and
up the side of the hill towards High Lake.

They rode quietly through the darkness
over the soft turf, taking good care that
the arms and tools they carried did not
rattle.

‘“ The spot is along here, good soldiers,”
said Joe. “ Dig for all you are worth.”

Sergeant Rugg took a large three-
pronged fork and set the example by
turning up the soft turf. Gypsy Joe and
the others also set to with a will, digging
away under the weakened part of the lake
bank.

“1 fear me, Master Rugg,” gasped
Gypsy Joe, after some hours had passed,
‘“ that the plan will fail. We'll not finish
in time ! "

“ Ay, but we will, me little cock-
spadger ! " grunted the sergeant. * See,
the wall is breaking already ! " C

Trickles of water began to break through
from the lake. Still the workers toiled
on, in spite of the increasing danger that
the walls of High Lake would break too
soon.

The first grey streaks of daylight came
into the eastern sky. Then, at the very
crack of dawn, the breach in the lake bank
widened, and the water began to pour
through.

“To the horses!"” cried little Gypsy
Joe. * Haste, good soldiers, for your
lives 1 "

All threw down their tools and dashed
for the horses. Mounting them, they rode
away only just in time as the bank on



High Lake burst asunder and a mighty
torrent poured down the hillside.

Riding to the westward, Gypsy Joe,
Sergeant Rugg, and the soldiers gained a
fair distance, then crossed the valley and
rode after a large body of the King’s
Horsemen led by young King Richard and
Captain Oakes.

hey found them beyond the crest of
_ the hill, riding away from the castle in the
direction of the rebels’ camp. A mile
further on a scout who had crept to the
top of the hill, signalled that the rebels
were in sight, and all the king’s horsemen
rode for the crest and down the far side.

A huge force under Wat Tyler was
coming into the valley. But as they did
%0, the first company of horsemen paused
in the growing daylight. Now they could
see the mighty torrent pouring from High
Lake and flooding the valley below. A
great stretch of water lay between them
and Hogleigh Castle—water that was
seeping swiftly over the grassy land till it
reached their horses.

' A murrain on it | "’ roared Wat Tyler.
" The lake has burst its banks! There
is no passage this way, my men!”

The rebel horsemen turned and the
others behind fell in confusion in the
hurried attempt to retreat. Nor were
matters, improved for them when the
king's horsemen charged down the slope.

Rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat-tat |

Little Gypsy Joe's drum urged on the
king's horsemen to the charge.

"The battle was short and sharp. Instead
of the king’s soldiers being put to rout,
according to Wat Tyler's plan, the rebels
themselves were soon throwing down their
arms and dashing madly away. Wat
Tyler and Seth Murdock, and many more
escaped, but Tom Tyler, alias Thomas, the
traitor, was captured and sent prisoner to
the Tower of London.

A fortnight of peace and fair weather
followed the rebel defeat. Little Gypsy

Joe and Sergeant Rugg stayed at Hogleigh
Castle with the grateful young monarch,
and early each morning enjoyed a merry
swim in the castle moat.

“Do you remember, my cock-spadger,”
chuckled Rugg on many an occasion,
“ how well and truly you made that back-
ward dive into the pig’s mash? I laugh
every time I think of 1t 1"

“ Yes, good Master Rugg,” Gypsy Joe
would answer. ‘‘ Well I remember that.”

On a bright early morning Joe rose early
as usual, and went to a balcony in the
battlements of the castle. Then he saw
the young king in his robes and crown
coming along, followed by Sergeant Rugg,
ready for a swim.

“ Good morrow, sire!” piped Gypsy
Joe. “ The day dawns fine.” Then, ad-
dressing the beefy sergeant, he called :
“ Ho, ho, Master Rugg, I will bet you a
farthing you will not take a running dive
over the balcony straightaway into the
waters of the moat ! "

Sergeant Rugg rushed forward.

“ The farthing piece is mine,”
boomed.

With a mighty rush he hurled himself
into the castle moat—splash !

But it wasn’t only water into which
Sergeant Rugg went head first. It was
soft, black mud which was covered by a
few inches of water.

“ Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!"” laughed
Gypsy Joe. ‘ This is where I keep my
farthing piece, Master Rugg, for you have
not dived into the water, but into the
mud 1"

The big simpleton came up, spluttering.

Playing jokes on Gypsy Joe was a
dangerous game. The moat had been
drained off during the night owing to the
water gates having been opened, and he
clambered up the outer rugged wall, black
as a negro, to the merry laughter of the
young King and the drummer boy on the
balcony.

he

THE END

WE WONDER IF YOU KNOW—

Riddles
I. When is an original idea like a clock ?

2. What most resembles half a cheese ?
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Answers
When it strikes one.

The other half.



HANDY ANDY - - - THE oDD JOB MAN

NG THIS TRAY FOR THUNDER- 3 TWOE \S ME ! MANY MILES MUST |
szufﬁnns CORD RND PRPER J e [T TRUDGE THROUGH 11-::&02ng 1

COME ON,
ANDY ' SNOW,
3 [ SNOW, BNOW'.

e g5 29 o300
tee e 4

MUkl LEAVE YoV
10 CARRY ON,

ERES YOUR RAIN,
1STER! 1S THE
BEST | CAN DO

Questions. Answers.
. Why is the letter *“ A* like a flower 7 Because a bee (“ B") comes ofter it.
2. Why is grass like a pocket-knife ? Because the *“ spring " brings out the blades.
3. Why is an egg like a wild horse ? tecause it is no use until it is broken in.
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SANDY o MUDDY - . .

THIS PLATE 15 DOOCEPPIRTY Lo
By JOVE! SENP A COUFPLE. g
OF SOLPIERS 1™ TO

MAKE A CLEAN
SWEEP!

YOoU TWo CLEAN UF THAT
FLATE AND MAKE.
T Srpeey!

WASHT 1T NICE OF
SERAY To TarL us Xl
(AT
oLOo A
- =

GOOP JOB
OF T, FALY

PLAET

LETS MAKE A JIRISESINN |

.L

|

LETS NI INTO
UTHAT CUPBOARD!

me 4 U8
WGy

.‘

5. on HERE? || Qoop SHow, B JovE, BoYs! SORRY ive No
Lgwrshic f.:gm t Ao pROPrek )| METALS BUT HERES YHE STONE OUT OF AT

ERNST, WE NASTY

PATE T

HOP witHl A CURL 1IN POONA
w1887

Questions.
I. If a man splits his sides with laughter, what should he do?
1. What kind of table do we eat and cook ?
). Wihat has enly one foot ?
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Answers.
Run until he gets a stitch in them.
Yegetable,
A stocking.



IT'S THE GREMLINS!

WHAT'E THE
DiFFERguce 7J

fear o ©AK

ALy ( 4

1. It started with Eric Popeyes and his pal reading a newspaper. Some of our Gremlins bappened to be snooping around that
day, and, of course, they had to get into the news and sec what was going on! In fact, they were so thrilled that Kute and
Smarty reckoned they could make a fortune if they brought out a Gremlin Daily Newspaper! So then and there, work started,

\o 7 .
p: Bt D) i

2, What a to-do there was! Oscar Stooge had the worst job, turning the handle of the home-made printing-machine. It was
really the R.AF. laundry machine! Dut nobody cared ! Bawler was warned about the news van, but he didn’t show any
fear—not even when they picked him up. The newspaper came out like hot cakes.  More Gremlin antics on page 165.
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An Exciting Story of the Australian Backwoods

The Fate of Twin Forks jump. That's why he was regarded as
MAN and a boy stood on the platform the forlorn hope to save Twin Forks Farm.
A of the little railway station of Tom Russell was now going off to enter
Woolmaloo, Queensland. The man Ujumpa for the Melbourne Steeplechase
was Honest Tom Russell, owner of Twin and the prize was one thousand Australian
Forks Farm and its once fine herd of horses. pounds—enough to get Billy’s dad out of
The boy was Billy Russell, his fourteen- his troubles and give him a fresh start.
year-old son. They were waiting for the The train came pufling into the station
train that was to carry Honest Tom to and pulled up with a terrific groaning of
the State capital on the most important brakes. No passengers came off and Tom
journey of the horse rancher's life. Russell was the only one to climb aboard.

Things hadn’t been going too well lately He shut the door and stuck his head and
at Twin Forks Farm. The drying up of huge shoulders through the small window.
the water wells, sickness among the horses “ Well, Billy boy, here we go. All I
and other troubles had all combined to have to do when I get there is to pay the
malke things very difficult for Tom Russell. entrance fee and sign on the dotted line.
In fact, things were at the stage that, if The rest is up to Ujumpa and Moola.
he didn't find some money soon, Billy's Keep an eye on them until [ come back.”
dad would have to sell up and get out. “ Don’t you worry, dad,” replied Billy
Honest Tom had received a tempting offer cheerfully. * I'll look after them all right.
from the Eldorado Land Syndicate, but The train’s going now. Cheerio—and enjoy
he was clinging to his last chance—Ujumpa. yourself in Melbourne ! ”

Ujumpa was a horse, but not like the Billy watched the train as it moved
usual sleek animals that Tom Russell slowly from the little station and dis-
raised. Ujumpa seemed to be a mixture appeared round a bend in the track. But
of all the things that a horse shouldn’t in spite of cheeriness, Billy was a bit
be—he had a big hammer head, legs that worried himself because he knew just how
were too long for his shortish body, with much the result of the Melbourne Steeple-
knobbly bits at his shoulders and haunches. chase meant to his dad.

But there was one thing that nobody could He strolled out of the station and
deny—Ujumpa could run and he could unhitched his pony from the rail.
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“It's no good getting down in the
dumps,” Billy said to himself. ‘ Keep
smiling and everything will be O.K.1”

Billy swung himself into the saddle
and headed Dusty, his pony, towards
Twin Forks Farm. Reaching the grassy
slopes on the boundary line, he let Dusty
have his head, and after a brisk ten-minute
gallop the boy had regained his usual
good spirits.

“ That’s enough, Dusty ! "’ laughed Billy,
as he slowed his pony down to a walk.
" Now let's calculate. Dad’s train was
due at eight o’clock and it was three hours
late. That means that the time is now
about eleven. Just in time to meet Moola
and Ujumpa coming in from the morning
exercise. Let’s go and meet them. They
should be at Wallaby Crossing by now."”

Billy swung his pony westward. Moola
was a little Australian blackfellow. He
was almost as much of an oddity as
Ujumpa and maybe that was why they got
on so well together. Ever since Ujumpa
had been born, the blackfellow had taken
a fancy to the freakish colt and had reared
him himself. The feeling was mutual, and
though Ujumpa just tolerated Billy and
his dad, he would follow Moola round like
a dog. They were certainly a queer pair.

Billy was just thinking this as he rode
Dusty over the grassy plains. He knew
the direction that Moola would take to
get back to the stables at Twin Forks
Farm and he should be just in time to
cross his trail.

CRACK'!

Billy’s thoughts were suddenly inter-
rupted by the sharp report of a rifle. Just
in time, he saved himself from being
thrown to the ground as Dusty reared
right into the air. Following the shot,
came the shrill whinny of a horse and
the thunder of galloping hoofs.

“ Ujumpa !

Billy cried the word aloud as he set
Dusty forward into a gallop. As he rode,
a cold fear clutched the boy’s heart. Some-
thing had happened to Ujumpa and his
little black rider. Billy was sure of it.
His uneasy hunch had been right after all.

Dusty raced over the grassy ridges. Up
one slope, down the next, up again—and
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Billy suddenly saw something that made
his heart leap to his throat. At the foot
of the next slope was a black figure spread-
eagled on the grass. An ominous red stain
was spreading over the grass.

Dusty had stopped of his own accord.
The pony was trembling at the sight of
that still figure and Billy knew that he
wouldn’t get him to go any nearer. Swing-
ing down from his saddle, the boy tethered
the pony to a bush and raced down the
slope on foot.

““ Moola! Moola!" cried Billy, drop-
ping down on his knees beside the still
figure. ‘ What has happened ? ”

There was no answer. Billy hadn’t
really expected one, but the sound of his
own voice seemed to give him strength.
Turning the black boy over, Billy saw
that the red stain was coming from a
bullet wound high on the right shoulder.
Moola was wounded, how badly the boy
couldn’t guess, but, thank goodness, he
was still alive.

Billy knew every inch of the country.
Springing to his feet, he raced off to the
left. There was a little stream there,
and the boy was soon back with his hat
full of water. Whipping off his necker-
chief, Billy dipped it into the water and
bathed Moola’s face. Then he set to
work to tear the blackfellow’s shirt away
from the wound, but before he managed
this Moola groaned and opened his eyes.

“ Ujumpa! Ujumpa! . Where .. .”

A recollection came flooding back, the
blackfellow tried to force himself into a
sitting position. Billy gently pushed him
back.

‘“ Take it easy, Moola!” he said.
‘“ Somebody’s shot you and made off with
Ujumpa. Seems to me it's only a flesh
wound, so sit tight until I get it bandaged
and then we'll worry about Ujumpa.”

Billy had been born and brought up on
Twin Forks Farm. It wasn’t the first
time that he'd seen a bullet wound, and
he knew how to deal with them. First
of all, he thoroughly washed the wound,
then bandaged it with strips of Moola's
shirt. That done, he fetched Dusty, and
helping Moola into the saddle, Billy led
the pony towards the ranch house, where



Aunt Martha, the housekeeper, bandaged
the wound properly and put Moola to bed.

Two hours later, Moola opened his eyes
again. He seemed much refreshed by his
sleep and sat straight up in his bunk.
Billy was there waiting and so was Digger
Dawson, the ranch foreman, and one of the
few who had stood by Honest Tom Russell
during his bad spell. Digger reached for
a glass of water and passed it to Moola,
and when the blackfellow had drunk, the
foreman began his questioning. But there
was nothing that Moola could tell except :

““ Me gallop Ujumpa as usual. Reach
Wallaby Crossing and slow down as boss
tell me. Ujumpa still want to gallop, but
boss say no and I pull up. . .. Then gun
goes bang—and me remember nuttin’
more.”’

‘“ So that’s that ! ”” said Digger Dawson,
rising to his feet. ‘‘ All right, Moola,
you're not to blame, so don't worry. Get
some sleep and Billy and I will see about
getting Ujumpa back for you. No, you
can't come with us yet. Get some rest.
You'll need your strength later.”

Leaving the faithful blackfellow,- Billy
and Digger Dawson made their way to the

stables. Quickly they saddled their ponies
and rode away from the house.

“ Wallaby Crossing, Billy,” said Digger.
“ Maybe we can pick up the trail from
there. It’s our only chance, because I
haven’t the faintest idea who could want
to pinch Ujumpa. Certainly nobody would
take him on his looks alone. Of course,
he has been entered for the race for a
few weeks now, so that’s no secret. Looks
to me as though somebody has been
snoopin’ around here and watching his
form, and that form’s been too good for
Ujumpa to be left in the race. It seems
to me that somebody is mighty keen on
Ujumpa not running that race. Now
who could it be ?

Billy didn’'t answer.
foggiest idea himself.

He hadn’t the

The Tell-Tale Mark

“ LOST something, Billy ? "
Billy Russell looked up at the
sound of that lazy voice. He was

down on his knees and had been examining
the grass for signs of hoofprints, and had
been so engrossed with his task that he
hadn’t heard anybody approach.
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Van Buren leaped forward and threw the cloth over Billy's head.
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“ Oh, hello, Mr. Van DBuren, I didn't
hear you,” said Billy, turning over and
squatting on the grass. He looked up at
the tall figure, immaculately dressed in a
big white hat, white jacket, white whip-
cord breeches and shining brown leather
riding boots. “ Yes, siree! I have lost
something—Ujumpa ! "'

“ Ujumpa ! Oh, don't make me laugh,"”
replied Van Buren with a chuckle. *** Why,
nobody would take him as a gift, unless for
a travelling hatstand. Oh, I know your
Dad had him entered for the Melbourne
Steeplechase, but he didn’t stand an
earthly. At least, not enough for anybody
to kidnap him.”

Billy nearly blurted out the truth about
Ujumpa. He didn’t like people to laugh
at the horse and wanted to defend him,
but he managed to check his words in
time. Not that it mattered very much
about Van Buren. He was a city man

who had come out into the open spaces.

for health reasons. He was also a bit
of an amateur artist and had turned the
old prospector’s cabin at Red Bluffs into
a sort of a studio. He seemed quite happy
daubing away at his canvases, but as for
horses——-Billy smiled. Honestly, he didn’t
believe that old Van Buren knew the
difference between a fetlock and a bridle.

“1 don't want to make you laugh,”
Billy contented himself with saying. ‘' In
fact, it's no laughing matter. Dad had
high hopes of Ujumpa, and if we don’t
find the horse before the race a week on
Wednesday, then I'm afraid it’s the finish
of Twin Forks Farm.” A

Van Buren had stopped smiling. He
stood there stroking his dark moustache.

“ Haven't you any idea where he's
gone, or who has taken him, Billy ? ”

The boy shook his head.

“ No, Mr. Van Buren,"” he replied. “ All
we know is that Moola was shot when
riding Ujumpa past Wallaby Creek. Digger
Dawson and myself have followed the
tracks from there, but they disappear
among the rocky ground around the old
mine workings at Red Bluffs.”

" That's over my way,"” said Van Buren.
" Being a city gent, I don't know anything
about tracking, but I know enough to
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guess that it would be hopeless to find
tracks on such rocky ground. There isn’t
a piece of soft earth anywhere.”

“ You're right there, Mr. Van Buren,”
Billy agreed. ‘A steam-roller wouldn't
leave a trail on that lot. All we can do is
to scout around, and see if we can pick
the trail up at some other place. But in this
dry weather I'm afraid that it will be pretty
hopeless. Poor old Dad ! This will break
him. By gosh, the crook who kidnapped
Ujumpa knew his stuff, to take him on to
that rocky ground.”

‘ Maybe you think that he is in my
studio, eh ? "’ laughed Van Buren. * You
can search it if you like. Anything to
oblige, Billy.”

In spite of himself Billy had to smile.
Van Buren's “ studio” consisted of two
small rooms and an outhouse that served
as a kitchen. No horse, not even a rocking
horse, could be hidden in there.

‘“ No, Mr. Van Buren, I'm afraid I won't
bother to search your place,” replied Billy.
‘ But if you don't mind, I'll come along
and have something to eat. I've been out
here all day and I'm mighty hungry. I
told Digger to pick me up there when the
light failed, and it's getting a bit too dark
now to look for more signs.”

“ Come along by all means, Billy,"” said
Van Buren. ‘1 don’t know what I can
give you, because Jenkins, my servant,
has gone into town for supplies. DBut if
you care to take pot luck, then you are
more than welcome.”

““ Thanks, sir,” said DBilly, rising from
the grass and swinging into Dusty’s saddle.
Van DBuren, even though he wore posh
riding breeches, never rode. “ Why don’t
you buy yourself a horse ? "

“ Me ! " laughed Van Buren. “ I'm dead
scared I would fall off. Give me a car
every time."”

Billy offered to help Van Buren to get
the supper ready when they arrived at
the cabin of Red Bluffs. But the rich city
man wouldn’t have it and he made Billy
sit down in an armchair that he had brought
out to the wilds for his own comfort. Billy,
to tell the truth, was glad of the rest,
because for the past two days he had had
hardly any sleep He sat there trying to



figure out the disappearance of Ujumpa,
but it all came to a dead end. Billy’s eyes
were wandering idly over the far wall of
the cabin which was actually built against
the sheer cliff of Red Bluffs. He was
smiling at Van Buren's remark about
hiding the horse in the cabin, when he saw
something that made him leap to his feet.

“ Gosh, what's this ? "

Down the wall was a semi-circular mark.
It was as if something—some rough metal
object—had gouged into the wood. It had
been painted over, but Billy could see that
the mark had been made very recently,
and he had seen these marks before.

‘“ Gosh, it’s been done by a——"

Billy's words died in his throat. Van
Buren had come in from the kitchen with
a table cloth to lay the table. Seeing Billy
there, examining the mark, his dark eyes
hardened. Even as Billy spoke, Van
Buren leaped forward and threw the cloth
over his head.

Billy struggled for all he was worth. He
was a tough youngster, but to his surprise
Van Buren had plenty of strength for an
invalid. In a few moments he had Billy
overpowered and firmly bound and gagged.

“ Thank goodness, I spotted you in
time, you interfering little cub,” said Van
Buren, whipping the cloth away. * Yes,
take a good look at me—it’s me all right.
['m the one who has Ujumpa, but you'll
never find where he is—and they won’t
find you, either.” _

Billy stared at Van Buren. He couldn't
speak because of the gag. This certainly
was Van Buren—but what a difference !
Gone were his slow ways, his drawling
voice. Standing there, glaring at the boy,
he looked sinister. Billy couldn't help a
shiver, There seemed no doubt that Van
Buren was a crook. This invalid artist
appearance was nothing but a disguise to
hide his real character. There seemed no
hope for either Ujumpa or himself.

“ Ah, T know what you're thinking,”
snarled Van Buren. “ You're thinking that
that clod-hopping foreman of yours will
be here to rescue you, aren't you? Well,
forget it. You are going where he won't
find you. Come on.”

Van Buren lifted the boy easily and
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stepped on to a chair, and from there on to
the table. Raising Billy in his arms, he
pushed the boy through a square hole in
the ceiling where a trapdoor had once
been. Clambering up, Van Buren tied
Billy’s legs to one of the rafters, which
were sticking up through the floor of the
loft,

* That settles you, my lad,” grinned the
crook. ‘ That will keep you from kicking
on the floor to attract attention. Van
Buren isn’t as dumb as all that | "

With that, Van Buren dropped to the
table and on to the floor again. Billy
twisted and turned, but could not even
slacken the cords that bound his wrists.
At last, exhausted by his efforts, he lay
still and looked around him,

There was nothing in the attic that held
out any hopes of escape. The place was
stacked with canvases, some used, some
not used, and other materials that helped
Van Buren in his pretence of being an
artist. Not far from where Billy lay, was
a box of water-colour paints. The box was
upset, and the tubes lay scattered about.

*“ Just as I thought,” said Billy to him-
self. ‘ Nothing here to help a chap.
Hello, who's this ? Digger, | suppose ? "

Billy heard a horse approaching the
cabin. It stopped, and then came the
sound of Digger Dawson’s voice hailing
the house. It was answered by Van
Buren, the lazy, drawling Van Buren that
Billy had known. He invited the foreman
into the cabin,

*“ Just in time for supper, Digger.” Billy
marvelled at the cordial tone the crook got
into his voice. ‘* Billy with you? "

“ No, Van Buren,” replied Digger. “ I
thought he was here, seeing Dusty was
outside. It's seldom those two are
separated.”

“ Well, T brought Dusty here,” said
Van Buren easily. 1 was out walk-
ing just on the edge of the grass and
found him there. I shouted for Billy,
but had no answer. [ thought he might
have been thrown, but after searching
around, I couldn’t find him. I was
coming over to the ranch to tell you.
But have some supper first, I dare say the
boy will be all right.”



Digger had been standing by the door-
way. Now he stepped into the room as
Van Buren whipped the cloth hastily on
to the table. ‘‘ Arc you sure Billy hasn’t
been here—what’s this ? ”

The foreman bent down and picked
something from the floor.

““That’s Billy’s clasp knife,” he said
sternly. “I know it. What's the game, Van
Buren—abh, that’s it, is it.” He’d whipped
the cloth from the table. “ Footprints
newly made. Billy’s in the loft maybe.”

“He is, but you'll go down below
ground if you don't watch your step,
Dawson,”” snarled Van Buren, snatching a
gun from the table drawer. ‘I work for
the Eldorado Land Syndicate, and was
ordered to get Twin Forks Farm at any
cost. My plans worked out, and every-
thing would have gone off perfectly if it
hadn’t been for that interfering little brat.
Now you come along and make matters
worse. Come on, stick 'em up!”

Billy could get only a glimpse of what

was going on below. He was too far from
the edge of the trapdoor to look over, but
there was a crack in the floor of the loft
through which he could see. At least, he
had a sight of Van Buren’s sleek black
hair, and Digger Dawson’s hat. A metallic
gleam showed that Van Buren had a gun
in his hand.

Billy looked away from the crack, and
gazed around the loft. What could he do
to help ? All he needed was something to
attract Van Buren’s attention for a second
and Digger would do the rest. But how
could he do it ? He was bound hand and
foot. There wasn't the slightest chance.

Suddenly Billy spotted something which
gave him hope. Just within reach of his
hands was a big fat tube of scarlet lake
paint. The crack was too small to get the
tube through to drop it, but Billy had
another idea.

By strenuous twisting and groping, the
boy managed to get the tube of paint in
his fingers. More manceuvring, and he
raised the tube to his mouth and took the
metal cap off with his teeth. That done,
Billy dropped the tube to the floor again,
then worked it until he had the tube fixed
in the crack, nozzle downwards.
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Billy waited. Through the narrow end
of the crack he could see Van Buren'’s
head. It was almost directly below. The
head moved forward and Billy heaved his
whole weight on to the tube. Swoossh !

Billy acted at the right moment. Van
Buren had shifted position and his finger
had tightened on the trigger. He meant
to shoot Digger Dawson there in cold
blood, but just as the pressure of his
trigger finger increased, a blob of some-
thing cold and clammy landed on his head.

“ What the—— 1"

Van Buren had plenty of nerve, and was
prepared for anything. But this stream
of cold clamminess, that dropped so
silently from above, was too much for
him. It sank into his hair and trickled
down his face. In spite of himself, the
crook stumbled back.

And in that same split second Digger
Dawson went ‘into action. Both hands
flashed down, caught the edge of the
table and slammed it against Van Buren.
Crash ! The gun exploded, but the bullet
sped harmlessly into the floor. Next
second Digger and Buren were locked in a
desperate struggle.

Up in the loft above, Billy Russell
wriggled with excitement. He could only
catch glimpses of the fight below, but he
could hear plenty of grunts and the
wallop-of punches. Suddenly there came
one extra big wallop and the thud of a
falling body. Billy peered through the
crack but couldn’t see either Digger or
Van Buren. Who had won ?

The next few minutes seemed like years
to Billy. At last there came the sound of
somebody putting the table back on its
legs. Then came the sound of boots
scraping wood and a head came over the
edge of the trapdoor. What a relief!
It was Digger Dawson !

It didn't take long for Billy to be freed
after that. His arms and legs ached as the
blood swept back into them, but Billy
didn’t mind. By that time, the boy was
able to drop back to the cabin below, and
Digger had found some rope, and securely
trussed up Van Buren.

“That’s that, Billy,” said Digger

(Continued on page 162)



4 PACES OF

BRAI®-T

NOW, YOUNG FELLOW-ME-LAD (OR
--LAbY}—if you've ever heard of a
fellow-me-lady, that is |—let us here
introduce Qur Learned and Distinguished
Friend

Professor Fitzquiz, P.S.,
X.Y.Z., 1.0.U., & and Bar

who is going to see just how smart you
are

And mind this, because we've given
the answers to his puzzles on Page 168
that doesn’t mean that you look at ’em
yet. In fact, NO peeping round the
corner, please, until you get to the end
of each page. Then check up on
yourself |

And having made that clear, here
is the Professor's first poser :

Brothers and sisters have I

none,
But this man's father is my
father’s son.

He is pointing at a photograph.
Whose photo is it ? (1)
HIS NEXT is a riddle of another
sort. ‘' When,'' he asks, ‘‘is a
pea like a soldier ? (2)

HE ASKS YOU, too, the weight
of that chap he has with him. It
is, he says, 8 stone and half his
weight. Which makes the other
fellowa tidy . ... ? (3)

THEN about a gardener who dug
a hole in the ground a yard wide,
a yard long and a yard deep.
How much earth was there in the
hole ? (4

L 69 BY THE WAY, the
o m—

Professor lives in a
big town somewhere

in England. Can

S you tell where from
~=3 this ? (3)

LITTLE . Fitzquiz, Junior, has
bought some marbles. Half of

them are red, and half the re-
mainder blue ; of the rest, a third
are white, a fifth green, and the
rest yellow. If young Fitzquiz
has 15 green marbles in his collec-
tion, just how many has he alto-
gether ? (6)

QUICKLY — when to-morrow s
yesterday, ‘‘to-day’ will be
Monday. What is fo-day? (%)

(K)Not So!

i )2

Now Put On Your Thinking Cap tor—

icKLER, Y

OLD FITZQUIZ has his playful moments,
and looking through this K.O. FUN

BOOK, he copied
a piece from an-
other page and put
it in like this. Can
you find the page
he got it from ? (&)

3

SOMEBODY'S telephone number has four
figures in it. The second figure is one
more than the first, the third is one more
than the second, the fourth is three more

than the first. All four figures added
together total twenty-two.  *‘‘ Number,
please | ' (9)

BILL and Bob were travelling by train,
and before long it entered a tunnel. *‘I
say,"” said Bill, ‘' how far into this tannel
does this train go ? '’ Bob scratched his
head—and he was still scratching it when
the train was long past the tunnel.

Could you have told him ? (11)
SOME people’'s signatures are a bit
difficult, but this one—

| B

—seems a ‘' corker,” Who signed it?
(12)

A knotty point altogether, in LITTLE TOMMY was being taken
fact . . because can YOU

tell which of these knots are really not knots at all ;
that is, if you pulled both ends of the string they
would just come undone ? 0)

round the Zoo for the first time.
Of course, he was delighted with a
ride on the xxxPHxxx ; next
they went to see the x x O x x,
and after that the x x x xx ¥ x.
And on the way to the xx A R x,
his excitement was great when a
big x x M x x went by, and soon
after that a x L A x x. Oh, and
we nearly forgot that he also had
a peep at the xxxNOxxxxx.
What animals did he see really ?

(13)

AND talking of little Tommy, his
name is Tommy Smith. Now, the
Smith family consists of his mum
and dad, his six sisters, and each
of the sisters has one brother. A
big family, eh I Well, how many
Smiths are there in all in that
family ¢ (14)

AN UNTIDY TOWN—though it's
only its name as you see it here,
Really we quite like the place our-
selves, when we can get there,
And *‘there " is—where? Sort
out the letters and say ! (15)

CLﬂaKplOb

H'INTELLIGENCE | If Nelson
defeated the Spanish Armada, write
down ‘' No,”" or if Russia is the
capital of Moscow, or nine nines
are not ninety-nine ; and ‘' Yes "'
as well, if u{d man Mussolini is
up a gum tree, or Sir Francis
Drake did not discover America.

(16)

LITTLE TOMMY AGAIN| He
said the eg he found was a
peacock's. His elder brother, Tim-
othy, called him a fathead and
said he was wrong. Who was

right ? (17)
Solutions on page 163



Second Spasm!

HAVING given old Fitzquiz time to
et his breath, here's Round Two.
Of course, between ourselves, we

Stick It .

. . You're Not Doing So Badly

UP in proverbs? You know, those
sayings people trot out when they
want to ‘‘imorove "' you and make

really hate the sight of the old
whiskers, because he's tripped us up
many a time, just as he is doing

“ » pe ana
prae

to you—but old Phitts old
Flitz . old Nitwitzqu . . well
anyway, whatever he calls himself,
he seems to know his stuff, so shall
we let him go on and earn his nine-
pence ?)

YOU may like to know, for instance,
that the Professor has just told us
his secretary has a sister who works in
a big office—yet the girl in this office
has no sister. How can that be?
Think it out, Smith, Psmith, Perkins,
Twirpins . . . and you, gig-lamps in the
back row, there | (18)

THIS is a fourpenny one chaps | Arthur,
Bob, Clam, Dick, Eddy and Frank live in
a row of six houses, but not all in that
order. Thus, Eddy lives next to Dick,
but Arthur doesn't live next to Bob,
Arthur's house is the fourth house from
Clem’s, which is next door but one from
Dick's. Three houses divide Bob from
Eddy, Frank and Eddy are not neigh-
bours, Bob lives at the end of the row.
In what order do they live ? (19)

This’ll Amaze You !

but thare was only time to visit four of them.

D T S S S

£
ota
@ Lot nsons o

you better than you want to be your-
self—like “*It's never too late to
mend,’' and so on.

FROM THERE TO WHERE ? The wag
who put up the sign above evidently
thought a bit of free amuszment on the
road was the stuff to give 'em--though
we foresee a few traffic jams while
travellers puzzle out which turning’s
which. You see, he has just dotted out
the two signs . . . can you join up the

dots to find the names ? (20)
SHOOTING, fly-squashing and tiddley-
winks were the hobbies of Colonels

Blunderbuss, Pinkeye and Poonah—but
not in that order. Now, if Pinkeye didn't
shoot, what is the hobby of each? (21)

A school party was taken to Londen for a day’s tour round the great places.
at the Houses of Parliament and wanted to see all the other “ sights " on this map-maze,
And they finished up back at tha H. of P. to get on the charabanc again.

the way round ths maze and tell which places they did visit.

Well, here are two which have been
rolled into one long string of letters—

ATROOOLM LAI NNY

GCSOTOOKNSESGP
AOTI HLETRHSENB
ORMOOTS HS

Sayings, please ! (22)

A HUNTER shooting only birds and
rabbits had in his bag 36 heads and
100 feet by the end of the day. How
many of each had he shot? (Yes you
can use algebra, geometry, trigonometry,
astronomy . . . even five fingers for it,
if you like I) (22)

IN his study Fitzquiz has a 2-volume
collection of puzzles. And one time a
hungry insect ate its way right through
from Page 1 of Volume 1 to the last page
of Volume 2—all that, just as the books
stood on the shelf ! Now, if each book
is 2 inches thick, including the covers,
which are each a }-inch thick, how far
did that little insect go in hds thirst for
knowledge ? (24)

They started off

Trace
(25)

o4

Solution given
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Please Help . ... X2 Haner. oh

which wheel goes back where.

than two others, but as to which bearings
he's just stumped! Perhaps you can see !

BY THE WAY . . ., if two men saw a
beam through in half an hour, how long
will it take three men ? (27)

PERHAPS you've got hopes about Christ-
mas giits | Well, we don’t blame you, as
we like them ourselves, and we're hoping,
too. So in the meantime, while we go on
hoping and watching for Father Christmas
(he’s Old Fitzquiz's third cousin, by
proxy, you know), the Professor has made
this wor d-sum up. Each letter of ** Xmas
Gifts "' stands for a figure, and you see
the results when they are added and
when subtracted. Work out which figure
each letter stands for | (There are two
ways of getting at it, so you've no excuse
for giving this one best !)

GIFTS GIFTS
XMAS XMAS
53444 37820

(28)

SOLOS FOR ALL . . . including you/
But your solo is to say how many times
the word ‘‘ Solos '" can be spelt on this
frame—using any letter once only in
each count, and spelling in any direction,
but only along the connecting lines.

(This'll keep you quiet for quite a while ;
(20)

try it on the family, too I)

on Page 168

littie Henry, who has pulled his toy

Could you show him? He re-
meambers that no wheel overlaps another (although some extend
over the edge of the frame), and no wheel engages with more

and now can’t see

they fit on. ... well,
(26)

HERE'S another you
can hand around
among your pals—
after you’ve tumbled to it yourself, that is |

What starts with a foot, ends with a
foot, and has a foot in the middle ? (30)

O@

EYE SEE | This is to tell whether you
have your eyes as well as your wits about
you. Study the five rows of aeroplane
markings above and try to answer the
following questions about them : (31)

(a) Are any two rows exactly alike ?

(b) Are any two rows alike but in
reverse order ?

(c) Has any row a sign which is not
in any other row ?

{(d) In which row or rows are the signs
all different ?

(e) Which row contains the most of
any one sign ?

READ through these silly sentences and
find the English river hidden in each.
Yes, we know you can see the first easily,
but what about the rest ? (32)

(a) The men of Thame stood their
ground,

(b) Ours is a nice house, ours is.

(c) There was a slight rent in it.

(d) The committee still argued.

(el ““You're the biggest ass ever,
Nobby 1"

BILL SYKES, who carries on a good
business in the burglary way, was a little

uneasy and sent a message to his partner
as follows :

A shell haze so mind I tide-our
fur thy tile bring is tie polite arc
catching we. Till yon harry in wits
thy plank be mate——wont fry so let
unto couch wish be.

Actually, he had only altered a letter
in each word, so it’s easy to see what he
really meant. Or ssn't 17 (33)

THE YOUNGER Fitzquizzes were playing
with '‘bricks "' on the nursery floor.
They had a whole heap of them—all
1-inch cubes and 343 of 'em altogether.
At last, after a lot of trouble (not to
mention a fight in which Theophiles
Fitzquiz pulled out two handfuls of baby
Laburnum's hair) they managed to build
them all into one big cube. What must
the measurement of that cube be ? (34)

ONE FOR POP | Percy Perkins may be

the ‘‘works’" at school, but he’s not
50 ‘‘pop "'ular at home now, since he
showed this mess of '‘that’s’’ and

‘“is's '' to his dad and asked him how
it should be punctuated to make it sense,
Pop was quite ‘‘thatty '’ about it, in
fact. But there's no catch in it ; the
sentence just needs a few commas and
other doings to put it right. Where should
they go ?

FTHAT THAT (S 1S THAT

THAT 1S NOT IS NOT
BUT THAT THAT IS NOT
IS NOT THAT THAT IS
NOR 1S THAT THAT IS
THAT THAT IS NOT @7
IS NOT THAT SO

(85)




NOW old Fitz-something-or-other is
ioing to put you through his own special

rithmetic Test. You can take pencil and
maper, and as far as we can see you'll
need it !

FIRST he asks you : What is double
the addition of 5 and 10 multiplied by
itself p (36)

THEN you are to split 96 into four parts
so that if the first part is divided by 3, 3 is
added to the second part, 3 taken away
from the third part, and the remaining
part multiplied by 3, the result is always
the same ¢ (37)

e 1790
smoy swaces in 130 18,20
that every row, 1 24 7

every column and
each of the two % 6
10

THIS one's easy !
Fit the spare
numbers into the

diagonals, totals
65. (38)

YOU'LL like this

one aboé:t the 9 5
R.AF. and their

motto, and not for- 11 2 25
petting the Anti-

Aircraft and Searchlight people, too.
Really it is just a division sum, but with
the letters standing for fizures. Work it
out and get the sum back into its ordinary
figure form |

AD)ASTRA(RAF
ASD

—_—

AR

AD
X
=L

—

AR
WHAT is the difference between twice
two and twenty, and twice twenty-
two ? (40)

. (39)

- “w “
ol BRI TS
R PYRRYT | TR ¢

IF THE ROPE HOLDING HIM MEASURED
TWELVE-PLUS-ONE FEET,
HOW MUCH OF THE HEDGE COULD REG EAT?

Watch Your Step . .

. You're in the Top Form Here!

QIIIIIll!lIIllIlIl]llllIiH!.'IH!iiilE!!il!liHH‘:I!H!i'.“!r.”lIEHII[I(II“IFilIIFIHI[lIHIiII!F.’HlIiiilll[IIIIHllIIHI!IlIIIIllHIl

‘/
N
N o
%; é
o
4 N

H

& STATION y

« |¢? H il 2 but is it easier in this case?
It’s Quicker by Rail . . . b« e Rt cme §
railway like this, with switches by which to control all parts

how many different runs can be made from the station and back
to it without running over the same piece of line twice in any one
= journey? (Not counting reverse trips, of course.) (42)
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Matchic!
MAKE up this
] six-square figure
with 17 matches,

ﬂ then think how

to take away six
matches so that
only two squares are left. (43)

SET out five matches like this and
somehow turn them into a hundred
by adding only four more. Quickly,

NN

PERHAPS you've seen how, by inserting
plus and minus signs, the figures 1 to ¢
can be made to equal 100—like this :

123—- 45— 67489 =100

But it can be done backwards, too, with

now . . . why,
it'’s staring at
you ! (44)

the figures ¢
to 1, that is.
How ? (47)

THIS is (or was)
an ordinary mul-
tiplication sum,
but some figures
have been
smudged. What
was the full
sum ? (48)

Borrow a box of matches and work these OUte—
then keep 'em to try on others.

THIS time make 3
[ \ matches into 9; then
by changing the position
of 1 only make them into 11.
(Neat, isn’t it?) (45)

WE hope you've 20 matches in the
box, as you'll need them to make
this figure. Next, move round 3
of them so that the figure has five
equal squares

only instead

of the seven
you started
with. (46)

IF—
A+B=13

B+C=15
C+D=9
—what are A + D worth ?

AND THIS really is the last of your

(49)

troubles. ~ Old Fitzquiz has gone (we
dropped him down our lift-shaft when we
found he didn't even know some of the
answers himself !), and we've thought
this last puzzle out ourselves : Just
arrange these six figures—

123456
—so0 that when two of them are multi-
plied by a third, the remaining three
figures are the answer,
Got it? Right, now turn over and
check yourself on— (50)

“ Page 168

66



"THE QUEER ADVENTURES OF
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EIR UNCLE INVENTED THE DWINDLING PILLS
ICH MAKE THEM TIN

IER AND TINIER ano Tioen / A5

¥ canevou ot R
HERE WEVE JUST FILLED
, S HOLLOW TREE WITH
0 UKE MOVING
DAY, TM e

1. Patsy and Tim were the tiniest children in the world, because they had 2. The Squirrels were carrying nuts from one tree to
swallowed some of their Uncle’s wonderful Dwindling Pills, One day they were another. Leaving Scrubby, Patsy and Tim had a
out with their dog, Scrubby, when they saw the Squirrel family hard at work. chat with Sammy Squirrel, foreman on the job. He
Something important was going on. At the foot of a tree, Patsy and Tim saw told them that some men were coming to cut down the

an axe, a saw and some rope, which woodcutters must have left there. tree in which the squirrels had stored their winter nuts.

3. Tim suddenly chuckled. He had a grand idea to help 4. Instead of climbing down one tree and up the other, they could walk straight
the squirrels with that rope, before the woodcutters across the rope. Sammy Squirrel thought it a grand idea, and gave Tim a
came. If the rope were stretched from one tree to hand tying therope. In this way, the squirrels would be able to shift their nuts
another, it would save the squirrels a lot of trouble. in less than half the time. Sammy called the rest of the squirrels together.
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5. He told them about Tim's idea. They were all jolly pleased about it, for it did save such a lot of work. In follow-my-leader fashion,

the squirrels trooped across the rope with the bags of nuts over their shoulders. Patsy and Tim watched happily. But though Tim's

wheeze was a winner, there was uncxpected trouble ahead. The tree that the squirrels had picked for their new home was already

occupied by Mr. Raven. Now there was plenty of room for everybody in that huge tree, but Raven was an old rascal. He wanted the
squirrels to go back.

Hr
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6. He so00u told them so, too !

him. Sammy was right.

the squirrels to go back.

Sammy Squirrel knew Mr. Raven all .
right, and he told Patsv and Tim that there would be trouble with
i Freddy Fuzzy-tail was first across the
rope, and what a nasty reception hs got from Mr. Raven! The aid
rascal fluttered his wings furiously and told Freddy and the rest of

G\

Poor Freddy was frightened, but one of the older squirrels spoke
up, e told Raven that there was toms of room for everybody.
This made Raven more furious tham ever. MHe watched the first
load of nuts coming across. His mind was made up that there
wouldn't be another, and, when the second gang of squirrels began
to cross, the cold rascal hopped on to the rope.

patualaal

oS T 4.
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8. Patsy and Timn knew his idea before evon Ravea could boast about it,

meant to damce on the rope and shake the Squirrels off, Patsy and Tim looked

It was a proper puazler |

Already Ravem was dancing about on the rope, and it shook so much that the
Squirrels were hard put to it to keep their balance.

at cach other in dismay. How could they stop him ?

9. Some of them lost their foothold. Those who did
manage fo keep upright were forced to drop their bags
of nuts, But Raven didn't know that the Squirrels
had found two grand friends in Patsy and Tim. Tim
went first, and behind him came one of the Squirrels.

Ha

1o, Next came Patsy with another Squirrel behind her, and then
the rest of the Squirrels joined in the procession. They all held
hands, and in that way were able to cross the rope in spite of
Haven's shakings. Tim urged the Squirrels to hurry. The
woodoulters had come back to finish their job.

T

11, Not a moment was to be lost now, and Tim led the Squirrels safely

into the branches of the new tree. By this time the woodcutters were

pulling on the rope to bring the old tree down. A loop of the rope had

caught round the branch where Raven's house stood, and it cams
tumbling down, and it served him right, too !

68




e Torn

- ON AND T
; }/f m% Bw<§ ND TINKER

Soxron Buake,
THE HgtsS DETRCTIVE,
AND HS ASSISTANT,
TINKER --- ARE
RESTING AT HOME,
AT BAKER STREET,

! 0uT OF THE Room,
7o L QuICKLY / ]
i \ \’ ; - % ﬁ

THAT HAS JUST BEEN
DELIVIRED

1. Mrs. Bardell was very much annoyed at having to climb the stairs to take the letter to Sexton Blake. To make matters
worse, it bore no stamp and Lhe postman bad demanded double payment on it. Sexton Blake had just finished an important
case ‘“"] was resting. Tinker was over by the open window, glad to know tbat they had no work to do that day, and hoping
kis guv'nor would suggest going to a show or a trip into the country. But even if he was not on a job, Tinker was still
alert. Sexton Blake had trained Lim to be quick and observant. That was how he saw what happened.
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2. It was a hand grenade that suddenly came hurtling through the open window into the room. Tinker cried out in alarm,
and with Mrs. Bardell and his guv'nor, ran from the room. They were only just in time. With an ear-shattering roar, the
bomb exploded, wrecking the study. Mrs. Bardell was in a furious temper, for she had dusted that room, properly, that day.
But Sexton Blake eyed the letter he still held in his hand. * I wonder if the bomb has anything to do with this ? " he mused.
Tinker told him that a dark-looking man had thrown the bomb from a car, as it drove past the rin:n.tse.

) 41,
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3. Sexton Dlake acted quickly. * Get your motor-bike,” he said. *' Trail that car.” Tinker needed no further bidding.

His chance of a holiday had gone, but he didn’t stop to think about that. The dark man in the car had made an attempt on

his guv’nor's life and something had to be done about it. He was off in a flash, Sexton Blake went out into the street as

Tinker drove off on his high-powered bike. A policeman who had heard the explosion came running up to sce what had

happened. Sexton Blake told him no one was hurt and asked him to keep guard there while he went along to Scotland Yard.
In the office of Superintendent Coutts, the famous detective sprang a surprise.

ANHARIC CAN ONLY BE AN ABYZSINIAN : i Nouke A WiZARD, BLAKE —
NAME — | THINK \OWAH’ |€ PART oF THE W A BLACK MAN, NAMED ANHARIC, | “HATY WHAT | WANTED 10
TOWN ‘MASSOWAH " IN WHAT WAS - 4 1€ IN THE Dggkwn m&m‘ ouT ~ I'lL GO THERE,
[TALIAN EAST AFRICA . A COLOURED BLAKE ?wcxeo WA BY A Now/

MAN MUST BE MIXED UP IN TH l?/ HAT DIDN'T 810P/

i

, A & D i vl 5
4. He wanted to know if a black man had got into trouble in London lately. Coutts looked at Sexton Blake as if he had
gone crazy. ‘‘ What the dickens has a black man to do with the bomb thrown through your window ? ' he asked. Sexton
Blake showed him what had been in the envelope which Mrs. Bardell had brought to him. It was a torn chart. There wasn't
enough of it to show what country it was, but a place-name had been torn in half, showing only the latter half—the letters,
OWAH. Sexton Blake thought it might be Massowah, a town in East Africa. And scrawled across the torn chart was a
message, which ran : ‘' Keep this safe till I come.” It was sighed, Anharic.
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5. " Anharic can only be an Abyssinian name,” said Sexton Blake, * therefore a coloured man must be mixed up in this.”
It was a clever piece of detective work, and Coutis said so. He phoned for information and soon found out that a black man,
named Anharic, had been knocked down by a ear in a dockland street and had been taken to hospital. * That's what I wanted
to find out,” said Sexton Blake. “I'll go there now.” It didn’t take him long to reach the Dockland Hospital, and there he
found @ coloured man-—one of the patients in a long ward. The nurse on duty wasn't sure that Anharic was well enough to
talk, but Sexton Blake persuaded her to let him speak to Anharic.

20



Yed! | AM SEXTON BLAKE - ) IT WA CLEVER OF You 10 FIND ME- | | | %g TAKEN To EV%I&’ON CAMP NEAR

”
EA
| GOT YOUR TORN CHART- / [ TELL YOU,4IR ~ | AM CHIEF OF THE | | MASSOWAH, BUT RITISH DROVE THE | TA e,

KE IT E/.
WHAT DOEZ IT MEAN? DESURIVA AND | WAZ RICH - THEN THE L] MALIANZ AwaY — IN THE CONFUZION , ANHARIC — WHAT
: ITALIANG CONQUERED MY COUNTRY- 1Two | ESCAPED AND GOT TO RINALDI'S HAPPENED 7
7 OF “THEM — MAJOR RINALDI AND CAPTAIN LURANO, HEADQUARTERS / i 4
7= eroua Emlsf%D AND il

i'-”/[.. / /” A% \ L \ ,

6. Sexton Blake soon made himself known. Anharic was amazed that Sexton Blake bad found him so quickly. He explained
that he was chief of the Desuriya—a wealthy tribe in Abyssinia. At least, it had been wealthy until the Italians had invaded
the country. Two Italian officers, Major Rinaldi and Captain Lurano, had stolen all Anharic’s gold and jewels. Anharic had
been taken to a prison camp near Massowah. He was there for a time, but the British came and drove the Italians out, and in

the confusion Anharic escaped and found his way to the headquarters of Major Rinaldi. As he told the story, Anharic became
wildly excited. Sexton Blake calmed him,
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7. ‘* Take it casy,” be said.
studying a chart. He listened to their talk and soon realised that they had buried his gold and jewels instead of sending it to
Italy, to swell the coffers of Mussolini. They meant to enrich themselves. But the British were so close they were afraid they
hadn’t time to dig up their ill-gotten loot, And hearing the traitor talk thus, Anharic threw caution to the winds. Impulsively,
he burst in on them, dagker in hand. He snatched at the chart and got a hold on it, but it tore in half. He had one half,
Rinaldi had the other half.
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8, There might very well have been a fight to the death in that bungalow, but at that moment a British shell hit the building.
It burst, wrecking the place, and hurling the thrce men yards away. Everything went black for Anharic. The bungalow
collapsed on top of him, and the crazy materials of which it was made burst into flame. What became of Rinaldi and Lurano
he didn’t know, Nor could he do anything about it, for his senses left him. He must have lain there, unconscious, with his
half of the torn chart still clutched in his hand. Luckily, the blast of the bursting shell had blown him clear of the burning
bungalow. Only that, saved his life.
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9. How loug he lay there he never knew. When he came round he was in British hands and being well looked after, Natur-
ally, he asked if anything was known of Rinaldi and Luranp, but apparently nobody had seen them, Either they had been killed
or they had escaped. But even if they had perished, their bodies would have been found. Anhacic had escaped death and he
had been as close to the bursting shell as they had been, Maybe Rinaldi and Lurano had been taken prisoner and had given
other names. It was possible. So Anharic shipped aboard a steamer as a deck-hand. He was penniless now, and could not
go back to his tribe without his jewels and gold.
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10. From port to port he went—from country to country—visiting every prison camp he came across, But there was never
any trace of Rinaldi and Lurano. Anharic still kept his half of the torn chart, and he was ready to stick at nothing to find the
other half, Aud so, at long last, he came to London. He made up his mind to visit every prison camp in the United Kingdom.
But he didn’t have to go far, for as he left the docks a car sped past, a hand suddenly came from the window, grasping a gun,
and a bullet whisked the cap from his head. Somehow, his enemies had learnt of his arrival in this comntry and were trying to

get his balf of the torn chart.  Wildly, he fled.
NUAAT 1 1D, HAPPENED - AS | RaW, THIE CAR_| | You Set, Sie, | A Feniee Andace, ) DOKT omay. ASSLSTANT
< @ %“Jv!e%"ﬁ;&%’é‘ﬁ” 0 m it | e o &%m*ﬁ

= -
GoT f’[ / CEMEMBER SHOUTING . B e

-~ ¢ z /
% 3 e o= — '/ )
1. Round the corner he saw a post-box and it gave him an idea. His half of the torn chart he kept in an envelope. He
scribbled a message on it, stuck down the envelope and addressed it to Sexton Blake at Baker Street. He hz}d often heard
sbout the famous detective during his travels. Not bothering about a postage stamp, he thrust the envelope into the postal
box, then turned to run again.  The car was ou his trail again and coming after him. As he ran, the car roomed up behind him,

mounted the pavement and struck him down. Quite thinking his last bour had come, Anharic shouted what hs thought was
bis last taunt. "1 have beaten you! Sexton Blake has it |
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12. Then his senses left him and he finally awoke to find himself in hospital. Sexton Blake smiled grimly. He knew now
why that bomb had been thrown. Rinaldi and Lurano had known that the chart had been sent to Baker Street. No doubt,
they had seen the postman deliver it. The thing to do, now, was to find Rinaldi and Lurano and get hold of the other half
of the chart, and so help Anharic regain his gold and jewels. He told Anharic not to worry and made his way back to Baker
Street. There he found Mrs. Bardell at the phone, very perturbed. She told Sexton Blake that Tinker was at the other end
of the wire and wanted to speak to him urgently.
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13. Tinker had trailed the car in which Rinaldi and Lurano travelled. It had taken him all the way to a southern suburb
of London, called Parley Wood. He had seen it turn down the drive of a large, old-fashioned house, standing in its own grounds.
Leaving his bike well hidden beside the road, Tinker crept in to take a closer look at the house. It was dusk by that time, and
he saw the two men in a lighted room. One of them came to the window to draw the curtains. Tinker saw that both the
men were dark and swarthy and reckoned they were Wops—that is, [talians. He decided to phone the guv’nor without any
more delay, and turning, ran off down the drive to find a phone-box.

Sl PR | A7 7uc ouca oo [

CAK AVENLE, i ] -
4 S 658, AND-- i | | == OF THE WIRE.

HELP/ OH-H-H--- w‘.

~ -THE EAR, QUICKLY —
SoMETAING 11;&5 HAPPENED
— 10 TINKER —
OUT OF My wA{/

d : S . i lliin SN ‘

14. But he thought there were only two men in that house—the two he had trailed in the car. He was wrong. There was
a third, and Tinker bad not seen him at all.  But he had seen Tinker. He had come round the corner of the house in time to
see Tinker running down the drive. 1t was a case of the hunter being hunted. Tinker had no knowledge of his danger when
he entered the telephone box. He got through to Baker Street and was soon talking to Sexton Blake. * Is that vou, guv'nor ?
The house is 4, Oak Avenue, Parley Wood, and "  Then something crashed down on his head and he knew no more. But
his cry of pain was heard by Sexton Blake, who guessed what had happened.
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15. He rushed out to his car and was soon driving fast to Parley Wood.  He drove direct to Oak Avenue. Seeing Tinker's
bike beside the road—he was keeping a good look-out for it as he drove—he pulled up and drew the car on to the grass verge.
He saw the house and approached it cautiously. One of the upstairs windows was open. ‘ That might have been left open
specially for me," he told himself. He guessed that the crooks, having captured Tinker, would expect a visit from him and
would be prepared for it. DBut that didn't deter him at all. He went boldly up to the ivy-clad wall and climbed up to the

window. His keen eyes missed nothing at all.
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16. He didn't miss the furtive figure of a man in the garden below. He koew he had been seen—knew that the window had
been left open to tempt him in that way.  But he went on, gained the window-sill and climbed into the room. There were
curtains drawn over the wi.dow, and beyond them the room was brightly Ii{. Sexton Blake smiled to himself as he thrust the
curtains aside and stepped forward A harsh voice halted Lim. Rinaldi and Lurano were there, covering him with their guns.
* Hands up, Sexton Blake,” snarled Rinaldi, “ We guessed you would come. Now we have caught you." It eertainly did
look as if Sexton Blake was trapped, but he knew just what to do. (Continued on page 113.)
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Riddles Answers
Why is a fishmonger greedy ? Because his business makes him sell-fish.
What is most like a horse’s shoe ? His other shoes.
What is it that a blind man cannot feel but can see ? A good joke.
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Lee, chums, maybe it do sound funny, Now suit was old and full of moffs, “ I'm Dead-Eye Ernie | "' he gaily cried.
But lad had lots of spending munay, But lad wouldn't swap it for a toff’s. “ I'll ride that cow.” But what he spicd
And in the shop of Uncle Mose, He grabbed the clothes, and paid in cash. Weren't no cow, but angry bull.
He spotted suit of cowboy clothes, *“ By gum | " he cried. “ I'l cut a dash | " Lad didn't know—the little fool.

EEH- TLL PRETEND THAT COWS A BUCKING s ¥ /
BRONK ! < TLL HAVE A ONE-LAD RODEQ/ \ R\ @ -

On bull's bread back our lad did climb, Lad shot away like airy-plane, "I'was Ar-i-zona he'd landed in,

But md? stayed a little time, And when he came to earth again And to his ears came orful din

‘The bull tossed up and Ernie lost, He landed with his cowboy pants Of Redskins shouting loud with glee,
Like air-mail he At-lan-tic crossed ! In one of them there cactus plants. 'Cos they'd tied sheriff to a tree,

| ¢ BY GUM! WHERE AM ]

“REAL TNTUNS' SHOOTING L
ARROWS AT ME TOO! -T WISHT T HAD MY CATTYPULT
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" Eee ! " cried lad. " It's up to me
I'll have to set the sheriff free | ™
He chortled as he spotted snake :
“ I'll have him free in half a shake ! ™

He tied the snake between two trees,
Now you can sce Our Ernie's wheeze,
It made yon snake feel summat sick
‘To feel stretched out like el-as-tick.

~YNICE WORK

STEANGER !

THOSE CEDSKINS
SURE HAD ME

S

With snake for catty-pult, young Ern
Shot cactus at each Redskin's stern !

It made Chief Pie-Face leap and shudder
T'o feel a cactus in his rudder |

* By gum | "' cried Ernie. “ I'll show them that
They can’t shoot arrows through my hat | *

But Redskins didn’t wait to see,

So Ernie cut sheriff free from tree |
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THE LITTLE FATHEADS
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" The sheriff, of course, was mighty glad,
He didn’t half make fuss of lad.
And gave him stick of rock—a big ’un,
Real rock from Rockies—not from Wigan.

But at that moment Ernie woke,
And found himself back with his folk—
The bull had tossed lad into tree,
But they got him down in time for tea.
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‘*When | give the word, we will all swallow
our medicine at once | '’

CRAZY FARM

Some Merry Moments With Mr. Bodger's Boys

Doctor Dozey Has a Caller
H dear, who can that be? " cried

Doctor Dozey, as there came a

ring at his door-bell. ~ ““ I expect
'l have to answer it myself. That house-
keeper of mine is so deaf she won’t have
heard it.”

He was a little old man with spectacles
and untidy white hair. His clothes were
also untidy, for he loved nothing better
than to potter about in his laboratory
where he did all sorts of queer experiments.

Folks in the village where Doctor Dozey
lived said he was the most absent-minded
old man in the world. They said he
was so absent-minded that he even forgot
his own name at times.

" Oh, bother it, there goes that bell
again ! " he cried crossly. “ 1 do wish
people would leave me alone and let me
get on with my experiments. Oh, well,
| suppose I'd better see who it is.”
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He put down the test-tube in which he
had been boiling a greenish liquid, and
shuffled towards the door of his laboratory.
But before he got to the door he had
forgotten all about the ring at the front-
door bell.

“ Now, what was I going to do? " he
murmured, standing scratching his head
in puzzlement. “ I know I was going to
do something—I must have been going to
do something or I wouldn’t be leaving the
laboratory—but I'm bothered if I can
remember what it was.”

Then he gave a start as there came a
third ring at the door-bell—a long, in-
sistent ring this time, as though the caller
were determined to make himself heard.

“ Oh, yes, that’s it!” Doctor Dozey
told himself. “ I was going to answer
the door-bell. Tut, tut, fancy me for-
getting like that | "

He pottered to the front door and




opened it. Standing on the step was a
big, red-faced, hearty-looking man. Behind
the man was a horse and gig.

* Good-morning, doctor ! ” boomed the
visitor. “ You know me, of course ? "’

“Well, yes, I—I think I do,” said the
little old doctor, scratching his head again,
and peering at the caller through his
spectacles. *‘ I've seen you somewhere, I
know."”

“ Of course you have ! " cried the other

heartily. * I'm Farmer Whipstraw from
Meadowsweet Farm. Remember now,
eh?"”

“ Oh, yes, quite—quite ! replied the
doctor. “ I recollect you perfectly, Far-
mer Barndoor e

“ Whipstraw | " corrected the farmer
with a jovial laugh. ‘° Whipstraw, doctor.
Now, what I want you to do is to get a
big bottle of medicine and to come along
with me."

‘“ Eh, but what for ? ”’ cried the doctor.
“I'm awfully busy—terribly busy this

morning. Is there someone ill or some-
thing ? "’

“Yes, there 1is!” cried Farmer
Whipstraw. “ I've got thirty schoolboys

and their headmaster spending the holidays
on my farm. They're helping with the
farm work, see, but this morning the whole
lot of 'em have got the most awful pains
in their tummies. The headmaster—a
Mr. Bodger—says it's some kippers or
something which they ate for breakfast.
They eat at their own camp, you see—not
at the farmhouse. Anyway, I said I would
drive into the village for you and bring
you out to the farm to give 'em a dose of
medicine,”

*“ Oh, very well,” grumbled little Doctor
Dozey. * But I think it very careless of
these boys and their master to eat some-

thing which has given them pains in their -

stomachs—very careless indeed. If people
- weren't so careless we doctors wouldn't
have to be bothered like this. However,
I'll go and get ready, Farmer Haystack—"

“ Whipstraw 1" corrected the other with
his jolly laugh. *‘ And if you don’t mind,
doctor, I'll come in with you and see that
you do get ready. If I don't, you might
forget all about me waiting here and
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about the medicine and your visit to
the farm.”

““ Nonsense ! " snapped the doctor. ‘1
never forget anything, Farmer Barnyard.
However, you can come in and wait for
me, if you like. I won’t be long.”

He wasn't ; but it was only because he
had Farmer Whipstraw with him to see
that he got ready and didn't forget the
medicine. :

“ Dear me, dear me! Where did I put
that medicine ? "' muttered the doctor,
groping about in a big cupboard full of
bottles and jars and pills and ointments.
‘“ Ah, here it is! I knew I put it some-
where. Well, now, Farmer Rickstraw,
I'm ready.”

A few minutes later the pair of them
were bowling merrily along in the gig on
their way to Meadowsweet Farm, nor did
Farmer Whipstraw pull up until they had
reached the hoys’ tents which were pitched
just beside the farmhouse.

‘““ Oh, so here you are | " snapped a big,
stout, pompous-looking man as the farmer
and the doctor got down from the gig.
“1I thought you were never coming!”

“We got here as quick as we could,”
said the farmer good-naturedly. ‘‘ How
are you and the rest of the invalids feeling
now, Mr. Bodger ? "

“ We still have the most acute pains
in our—ah !—stomachs,” announced Mr.
Bodger. Then he clutched at his tummy
and pulled an awful sort of face as a spasm
of pain shot through him. ‘ Is—is this
the doctor 7 " he gasped.

“ Yes, this is Doctor Dozey,” replied the
farmer heartily. ‘' He's brought some-
thing which will fix you and the lads.
Doctor, this is Mr. Bodger, the lads’
headmaster.”

“ How d'you do!” said Mr. Bodger
curtly, then he went on: ‘‘ In order that
every boy shall have a dose of medicine,
and that none of them shall—ah—get out
of taking it, I shall draw them up in two
lines. Each boy will have his drinking-
mug with him. You, doctor, will pour the
necessary dose into each mug, including
mine. When I give the word, we will all
swallow our medicine at once. DBy that
means I shall detect any boy who fails to



drink it or who tries to throw it away. Do
you—ah—follow me?”

" Ekh—what ? ” mumbled Doctor Dozey
who had been gazing aimlessly about him.

"“ Do you follow me? " thundered Mr,
Bodger in a voice which quite made the
little doctor jump.

" I'ollow me ? " bleated Doctor Dozey.
“ Oh, yes, quite—I'll follow you. Where
d'you want me to follow you?”

Mr. Bodger, who was a wvery bad-

tempered man at the best of times, glared
at the doddering little doctor as though
he could have eaten him. But another
violent spasm of pain made him clutch at
his tummy and screw up his face. When
the spasm had passed he turned towards
the tents and bellowed :

“All out on parade.
out1”

Within a few minutes the thirty boys
had been lined up in two ranks. Each of
them had his mug with him, and into each
mug Doctor Dozey poured a dose from the
big bottle of medicine.

“ There, that’s grand!” cried good-
hearted Farmer Whipstraw. * You’ll all
feel better in no time when you've drunk
that, lads ! "

“ Kindly keep quiet!' snapped Mr.
Bodger, receiving the last dose in the bottle
from Doctor Dozey. ‘“ Now, boys,” he
went on, turning to the two ranks, ‘I
will say ‘One—two—three—drink!’ and
when I say ‘drink!’ I will expect to see
every boy swallow his medicine at one
gulp. Any boy who tries to evade swallow-
ing his medicine will be severely flogged.
Are you ready ? "

“ Yes, sir,”” mumbled some of the boys,
whilst others just nodded.

“ Then, one—two—three,” cried Mr.
Bodger, ' drink ! "

With one accord he and the thirty boys
swallowed their doses of medicine at one
gulp. But, as they did so, a most amazing
—a most astounding thing happened.

For, in a flash, the whole bunch of them
vanished «completely and, in their place,
stood two rows of animals of all sorts and
sizes from rabbits, pigs and donkeys to
lions and tigers and bears,

Where Mr. Bodger had been standing

Come on—all
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there now stood a particularly savage-
looking polar bear. It was standing up-
right on its hind legs and was glaring at the
two rows of animals as though it simply
couldn’t believe its eyes.

‘“ Goodness, gracious me, whatever’s
happened ? "’ gasped Farmer Whipstraw,
backing fearfully away.

“Oh dear—oh dear—I know what's
happened | "’ cried little Doctor Dozey,
wringing his hands in despair and looking,
for once, really frightened. * I—I must
have got the bottles of medicine mixed up.
I've invented a liquid for changing people
into animals and—and I must have given
these boys and their master a dose of it
instead of the proper medicine. I—I must
have got the bottles mixed up in the
medicine-cupboard, you see.” —

‘ D'you mean—d'you mean that that
polar bear there is really Mr. Bodger ?
gasped Farmer Whipstraw.

‘“ Yes, that’s him,”" quavered the doctor.
“The liquid changes people into the
animals they most resemble in human life.
If anyone, for instance, is like a big, bad-
tempered bear in human life, then the
liquid will change him into a bear. And if
a boy is fat and greedy like a pig, the
liquid will change him into a pig. If a boy
is stupid, he'll be changed into a donkey.
If he's sly and cunning he’ll be changed into
a fox, and so on. Oh dear—oh dear,” he
went on, wringing his hands again, *‘ this
is awful——"

“ You're telling me it’s awful | ”’ roared
Mr. Bodger, for although the liquid changed
people into animals, they still talked with
their human voices. “ It's more than
awful, you blithering little imbecile. By
Jove, but I'll make you pay for this,
confound you!”

With the words, Mr. Bodger dropped on
all fours and made a furious rush at Doctor
Dozey. With a howl of terror the little
doctor turned and fled madly for the farm-
house.

" Stop—come back, you wicked little
monster | ' roared the polar bear, bound-
ing after him. *‘ Just wait till I catch
you—I'll make you sorry for this!"”

By this time all the other animals—or,
rather the boys—had joined in the chase



of the terrified doctor. Shouting and
yelling, the whole bunch of them pelted
madly after him ; and. a stranger sight
you never saw than that swarm of lions,
tigers, kangaroos, pigs, donkeys, foxes,
goats, giraffes, hares, and all sorts of
animals, rushing after the terrified doctor
yelling :

‘* Stop, you rotter ! ”

“Turn us into boys again, you beast ! "

“ Just wait till my father hears of this,
you cad ! "

“Don’t let him get away—make him
turn us back into boys again ! ”

Running as he had never run in his life
before, Doctor Dozey reached the farm-
house a couple of jumps ahead of the
raging polar bear. Rushing into the house,
he slammed the door behind him and fled
into the kitchen.

But the closed door didn’t stop Mr.
Bodger. It would have taken more than
a wooden door to stop him, when he was
in such a state. He charged madly at the
door and sent it crashing inwards.

W here are you, you wicked little
wretch !’ he roared, bounding along the
passage-way which led to the kitchen.
* Where are you, you villain ! ”

Doctor Dozey by this time was out
through the back-door and fleeing madly
across-country. The polar bear saw him
through the kitchen window. With a roar
of triumph, he bounded in pursuit, charg-
ing madly out through the back-door.

After him tore the rest of the animals,
having swept through the farm house like
a tornado. But the poor little doctor was
just about at his last gasp. His faltering
legs would carry him no farther.

In terror and despair he turned to face
the savage-looking polar bear which was
rushing at him so fiercely.

“ Stop!"” he cried shrilly. * Stop—if
you—if you gobble me up or do anything
like that, you’ll remain a polar bear for
the rest of your life. There's nobody but

~but I who can change you back to your
proper self again ! "’

These words stopped Mr. Bodger as a
shot from a gun would have done. He
stopped dead in his tracks and stood
glaring and growling and snarling at the
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quaking doctor in the most terrifying
manner.

“Can you change me back?” he
snarled.

“ Yes — yes,” panted Doctor Dozey.
“ I've got a bottle of antidote—a bottle of
liquid that will change you and the boys
back to your proper selves again. lf—if
you will let me go home I'll try to find it."”

“ What d'you mean—you'll try to find
it ?" roared Mr. Bodger. *“ Don’t you
know where it is, for certain ? "

“ Well, it's—it’s somewhere in my
house,”” faltered the absent-minded little
doctor. ‘' I—I know I put it somewhere.
Yes, I must have put it somewhere, of
course. Do let me go home and I'll search
for it right away.”

Mr. Bodger glared at him in baffled fury.

“If you weren’t the only person who
can change us back to our proper selves
again, I'd make you sorry for this,” he
choked. “ As'it is, you'll get your nasty,
miserable, wretched self off home now to
find that antidote—and I'm coming with
you l ”n

“ Nunno—there’s no need for that!”
cried the little doctor hastily.

“ Yes, there is | "’ roared the polar bear
in a perfectly awful voice. “ I'm not let-
ting you out of my sight until you've found
that bottle of antidote, you stupid, half-
witted little worm. So don’t stand there.
Get moving | ”

“ Oh, sir, can we come with you? "
cried the rest of the animals. * Oh, sir,
we don’t want to stay like this. Obh, sir,
do let us come with you ! "

“1 will do nothing of the sort !’ thun-
dered the polar bear. ** You will remain
here on the farm until I return with the
bottle of liquid which will make you your
proper selves again. If we were all to go
along to the village together, people would
think we were a confounded menagerie or
something. The thing’s ridiculous | ”

The Polar Bear Drives
E turned to Farmer Whipstraw who
had arrived on the scene with about
a dozen, gaping and frightened-
looking farm-hands, all armed with pitch-
forks and scythes.



‘ Whipstraw,”” he said haughtily, * we
will return to the village in your gig.”

" Well, you can try it, if you like,” said
the farmer slowly, “ but 1 reckon the old
horse’ll be a bit too frightened to carry
you.

“What d'you mean—frightened of me ? "’
snapped Mr. Bodger.

“ Well, vou being a polar bear like,”
explained Farmer Whipstraw. ‘“ A horse
is a queer sort o’ critter and what it'll
think when it sees a polar bear climbing
up into the gig, I dunno. Howsumever,
you can try it if you want to!"”

In a flash the boys vanished completely, and in their place stood a crowd of animals of all sorts.

With a sniff, Mr. Bodger turned to Doctor
Dozey.

“ You come with me ! " he ordered.

Turning on his heel, he waddled away
on his hind legs towards where the gig was
still standing by the tents. But it was as
Farmer Whipstraw had said. The horse
turned its head, took one look at the big
polar bear climbing into the gig, then
bolted madly away, with a shrill neigh
of sheer terror. §

The result was that Mr. Bodger fell with
a thud on his back. A more ridiculous

figure than he cut, lying there, with his
four legs waving in the air, would be hard
to imagine. Anyway, it brought a scream
of laughter from one of the other animals.

“ Who laughed ? ” thundered Mr. Bod-
ger, rolling over and bounding savagely
to his feet. ‘‘ What boy had the con-
founded impertinence to laugh like that ? "

‘“ P-p-please, sir, it was me,” quavered
a boy named Harold Hake, who had been
turned into a laughing hyena. ** P-please,
sir, I couldn’t help it ! "

*“ Couldn’t help it!" roared Mr. Bodger,
cuffing him savagely round the head with
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one of his paws. “ I'll teach you not to
laugh at me, even if you have been changed
into a beastly laughing hyena. There,
let that be a lesson to you!"”

Having dealt the unfortunate Hake a
final cuff, he turned to Doctor Dozey.

“ As the horse has bolted 1 have no
other choice than to walk to the village
with you,” he snorted. * Come, we will
go at once | ”

“ But—but look here,” faltered the
little doctor. “ I—I don't fancy walking
along with you. I mean to say, what
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will people think? Me walking along
with a polar bear. It’s—it’s silly.”

“ And what d’you think it’s like for me
being a polar bear ? ' roared Mr. Bodger,
fairly dancing with rage. *“ Any more
arguing from you, you horrid little worm,
and I'll thundering well chase you to the
village. Now, come on!”

Seeing there was nothing else for it, the
doctor gave in and set off for the village
with Mr. Bodger waddling along on his
hind legs beside him.

They hadn’t got very far along the road
when they met a small gipsy boy playing
in the hedgerow.

“ Coo, it's a bear!” gasped the lad,
staring open-eyed and open-mouthed and
shrinking farther back into the hedge.
“ A real, live bear. Is he safe, mister ? "’

“ Oh, yes,” said Doctor Dozey.

‘“ Is he a trained bear, please, mister ? "
cried the lad, getting over his first fright.
“ Can he dance and beg for buns, and do
things like that ? "

“ If you don't shut your beastly little
mouth I'll do things to you that you’ll
not forget in a hurry,” snarled Mr. Bodger.

At the sound of the polar bear speaking
in a human voice, the boy got such a fright
that he nearly fainted on the spot. By
the time he'd recovered, the doctor and
his strange companion had passed on along
the road.

“ Corks | " gasped the lad. “ A talkin’

bear. I've never heard of one of them
before. And, coo, it didn’t half look
savage! I'm going to follow it and its
keeper.”

He set off in the wake of Mr. Bodger
and the doctor, but took jolly good care
to keep at a safe distance behind them.

A sudden turn in the road brought Mr.
Bodger and the doctor face to face with a
stout, motherly-looking woman named
Mrs. Miggs. She kept chickens and was
carrying a basket full of eggs.

At sight of the polar bear she got such
a fright that she let the basket fall with a
crash, the eggs spilling and breaking all
over the road.

“ Lawks-a-mussy-me | ”  she gasped,
staggering back to trip and sit down with
a thump on the road.
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*“ Keep him off, doctor—keep him off !’
she cried in terror. ‘“ Don’t let him
touch me!l"”

“ He's perfectly harmless, Mrs. Miggs,
perfectly harmless, I assure you,” said the
doctor.

“ But he don't look harmless,” wailed
Mrs. Miggs, still sitting on the road. * He
looks that fierce and savage. Oh, doctor,
what ever are you doing walking about
with a great, nasty, awful, savage
bear ? "'

“ It's not a bear ! " roared Mr. Bodger
who could stand no more of this. “ I'm
a human, you stupid woman—a human
named Benjamin Bodger, and I've been
turned into a bear by this blithering fool
here | "

But poor Mrs. Miggs didn’t hear these
latter words. For at the sound of the
bear’s voice she had fainted flat out.

‘“ There, see what you've done,” said
Doctor Dozey crossly. ‘I do wish you’d
keep quiet and not talk. It frightens
people. Now I shall have to bring her
round, poor thing.”

He bent over Mrs. Miggs and started to
bring her round. Mr. Bodger stood looking
on in sulky silence. Suddenly he heard a
motor-car coming along the road. -It was
making towards the village. Mr., Bodger .
brightened up. If he and the doctor
could get a lift into the village it would
be heaps better than walking. So Mr.
Bodger waddled into the middle of the
road and stood there on his hind legs and
with one fore-paw raised.

Next instant the motor car—an old-
fashioned, rickety, open car—came rattling
round the bend in the road. It was driven
by a long-nosed, pale young man. At sight
of a polar bear standing there in the middle
of the road with its fore-paw raised, the
young man got the fright of his life.

With a cry of alarm he slammed on his
brakes and skidded towards the side of the
road where the car came to a stop.

“ Don’t be alarmed,” said Mr. Bodger,
waddling towards the car with what he
thought was a pleasant smile, but which
really showed his great gleaming yellow
fangs in what the terrified young man took
to be a menacing and hungry snarl. “ Do



not be alarmed.
into the village

That was as far as he got. For with a
yell of sheer terror the young man had
leapt clean out of the car on the other side.
With another yell he cleared the hedge at
one bound and set off across-country as
fast as ever his long legs could carry him.

‘“ Stupid idiot ! ” snarled Mr. Bodger,
glaring after the swiftly dwindling figure.
““ Never mind, he’s left us his car. That’s
something, and he can always collect it
later from the village.”

He turned to the doctor who was
assisting the still frightened Mrs. Miggs to
her feet.

“ Now don’t start talking again,” begged
the little doctor. ** It frightens Mrs. Miggs.”

He turned to her and-went on :

““There's nothing to be frightened of.
Everything will be explained later. Now
you go along and don’t tell anyone about
this bear which you've seen. It won't
hurt you, I assure you.”

‘“ But it—it spoke | "’ gasped Mrs. Miggs,
looking fearfully at the glowering but
silent Mr. Bodger.

“ 1 know it did,” said the little doctor,
racking his woolly brains for the best thing
to say. Then suddenly he had a brain
wave : '‘ Look now,"” he went on, lowering
his voice, “' this is just a little experiment
of mine—making animals talk. ['ve suc-
ceeded with this bear, but I don't want
anyone to know yet. Will you promise
to keep it a secret ? "

“Y-yes!"” gasped Mrs. Miggs.
don't want to talk about it, I'm sure.
gave me such a turn."”

““ Well, but you're better now,’” said the
doctor, patting her plump arm. * Now
you run along and don’t say anything to
anybody.”

“ Yes, but what about my broken eggs?"”’
said Mrs. Miggs, taking the basket which
the doctor had picked up for her. 1 was
going to sell them.”

“1 must pay for them, I suppose,”
sighed the doctor, putting his hand in his
pocket. * Tut, tut, would you believe it ?
I've come out without any money. Never
mind, call round at my house some time
and I'll pay you for the eggs.”

We merely want a lift
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* Well, thank you very kindly, doctor,"”
said Mrs. Miggs. ' But if I may say so as
shouldn’t, I don’t think you ought to do
any ex-experiments or whatever you call
them with a great, nasty, savage polar bear.
It might turn on you and eat you up.”

Doctor Dozey shuddered at the very
thought. DBut he bravely assured Mrs.
Miggs that the bear was quite tame and
docile and wouldn’t eat him up.

“ Thank goodness she's gone ! ”’ snarled
Mr. Bodger, when Mrs. Miggs had taken
her departure. ‘I thought she was going
to stand talking there all day, the silly old
fool. Can you drive a car? "

‘“ No, I'm afraid [ can’t,” admitted the
doctor.

“Well, I can, and I expect I'll be able
to manage even if [ have been changed into
a beastly bear by your confounded mix-
ture,” snarled Mr. Bodger. “ Get in!”

“ But it’s not our car,” quavered the
doctor.

“ 1 don’t care a hoot whose car it is ! "
roared Mr. Bodger. “ I'm going to the
village in it and so are you. Get in!"

A few minutes later there was the big,
white polar bear driving along in a rickety
motor car, with poor little Doctor Dozey
sitting beside him,

By sitting on the floor of the car instead
of on the seat, Mr. Bodger could reach the
clutch and the other gadgets quite easily
with his feet, whilst his long body made
it quite easy for him to hold the steering
wheel with his fore-paws.

The few people whom they passed on
the road rubbed their eyes and gaped in
blank astonishment. Never in all their
lives had they seen such an extraordinary
sight.

‘“ Whereabouts d'you live ? " demanded
Mr. Bodger of the doctor, as the car reached
the village.

‘“ Just along the street there,” said the
doctor, pointing. *“ Four doors past the
fishmonger’s. At least, I think it's four
doors. I rather forget. However, 1 do
know that it’s just a little way past the
fishmonger’s fe

“ Does he keep nice fish? " put in Mr.
Bodger, licking his great chops. ‘‘ Nice,
big, fat, juicy, plump fish ? * :




- of salmon.

‘ Why, yes, I believe he does keep nice
fish,” quavered the doctor. “ Why?"”

“ Because I want some,” growled Mr.
Bodger. “ I'm so hungry I feel I could
eat a whole barrel of fish—raw fish.”

Doctor Dozey wasn’t surprised.  He
knew that folks who were turned into
animals by his wonderful liquid had the
same sort of appetites as animals, and ate
the very same sort of food. So, as polar
bears simply love raw fish, it was quite
natural that Mr. DBodger should want
some, also.

“ Here we are!” growled Mr. Bodger,
pulling up outside the fishmonger's and
staring hungrily at the array of fish laid
out on the marble slab. ‘ Hop out and
get some ! "’

‘“ But can’t you wait till we get home ?
faltered the little doctor. ‘‘ My house-
keeper will open a tin of salmon for you—
I'm sure she must have a tin of salmon
somewhere "

“ What the dickens d'you think I want
with a tin of salmon, you blithering
idiot ? "’ roared Mr. DBodger, losing his
temper completely. “1 could eat a
hundred tins of salmon—a thousand tins
I want every bit of fish on that
slab—every bit of fish in the whole shop,
d’'you hear ? "

The poor little doctor couldn’t help but
hear. Neither could the people in the
street. They gathered in an excited and
frightened group at a safe distance from
the car and stood staring in pop-eyed
astonishment.

“ Look here, if.you won't go and get
that fish I'll get it myself,” bellowed Mr.
Bodger, his great jaws fairly watering at
the sight of the nice, plump fish. * But
you'll pay for it, mind. I have no money,
now that I've lost my confounded clothes,
so you'll have to pay!"”

“ Oh dear! " groaned the poor doctor.
“ Why ever did I invent that dreadful
liquid ? "

Mr. Bodger could withstand the sight of
the fish no longer. With a snort of rage
at Doctor Dozey, he sprang right out of the
car. Another bound took him to the fish-
monger’s slab where he reared up on his
hind legs.
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* Umm-mm scrumptious de-
licious ! " he mumbled, grabbing fish after
fish from the slab and cramming them
greedily into his great mouth.

Peering across the slab into the shop he
saw the terrified fishmonger crouching in a
corner watching him, his face as white as a
sheet.

“It’s all right, I'm not going to hurt
you,”” Mr. Bodger informed him, guzzling
greedily away at the fish. " And you
needn’'t worry about not being paid.
Dozey or Dopey, or whatever they call the
fathead, will pay you. Well, that’s the
lot on the slab. Have you any fish left in
the refrigerator or anywhere ? "

“ Y-y-yes,” gulped the terrified fish-
monger.

“Well, come on, hand them over!"
ordered Mr. Bodger, waddling into the
shop on his hind legs. ‘I feel as though
I've just had a snack so far.”

The trembling fishmonger gave him
every bit of fish in the shop. He wouldn’t
have dreamt of refusing. DBut he kept
pinching himself to make certain that all
this wasn’t some awful dream.

“1—I1 didn’t know bears could talk,”
he gulped.

“ Neither they can!’” snarled Mr.
Bodger, finishing the last of the fish,
“ I'm not a bear—I'm a man. I've been
changed into a bear by that nasty, stupid

Doctor Dopey or Dozey of yours. Never
mind, I'll make him pay. I'll have
damages out of him. By George! I will.

And mind you send him a bill for the
fish I've had, the doddering old ass that
he is!"”

He turned to leave the shop. As he
did so, he let out a roar of rage. For a
great crowd, including the village copper,
had collected and was staring fearfully
into the shop as though they expected to
see the fishmonger being gobbled up.

“ What the dickens are you all looking
at ? "’ roared Mr. Bodger furiously. * Get
away from there. I'll not be stared at as
though I was some bally freak or some-
thing. By jove! But I'll shift you!"

With the words, he dropped on all fours
and came out of the shop with a furious
rush. Yelling and screaming in terror, the



crowd rushed frantically away, some going
in one direction and some in another.

The wvillage copper—a fat man—had
been in the front of the crowd. He was,
therefore, now at the rear of it. He
couldn’t run very fast, either. So, nearly
fainting with fright, he started to shin
madly up a lamp post.

‘ Come down off that, you silly fool ! ”
snarled Mr. Bodger, rearing up on his hind
legs and giving the copper a blow with his
paw.

“ Help — murder — call-im-off —
HELP 1" howled the terrified bluebottle,
lashing madly out with a heavily-booted
foot.

His number nine took Mr. Bodger fairly
and squarely on the snout. With a
terrific roar of rage, that gentleman
grabbed the copper round the waist with
his fore-paws, tore him from the lamp
post, and waddled with him to the nearby
horse trough.

“T'll teach you not to kick me on the
nose | " he snarled. ** Stop bellowing like
that you great lout. There, in you go!"”

With that he dropped the bawling and
desperately struggling policeman into the
horse trough with a terrific splash.

‘“Oh, do, p-p-please, come away,”
quavered the voice of little Doctor Dozey
behind him. ‘ Oh, do come!”

“ I'm coming,” replied Mr. Bodger. * If
your house is near enough perhaps we can
walk.”

‘“Oh, yes, it's quite—quite near,”
gulped the little doctor. ‘ There it is—
there.”

With a trembling finger he pointed to his
front door.

“ Very well,” said Mr. Bodger grimly,
“let’'s go in. And for your own sake
you'd better find that antidote and find it

precious quick | ”’
M rest of the boys were holding an
indignation meeting—and a very
excited and agitated meeting it was.
‘ What I want to know is, what’s going
to happen if that silly old josser can't find
the liquid to change us back to our proper

A Fright for the Poacher
EANWHILE, back at the farm the
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selves again? "’ cried a boy named Algy
Pecke, who had been turned into a monkey.
“ We can’t stay like this all our lives.”

“I'm afra’d we'll have to, if he can’t
find the stuff,” said a boy named Peter
Raynor, who had been turned into a lion.

“ Unless, of course, he remembers how
to make the stuff,” suggested his friend,
Dick Trevor, who had been changed into a
tiger. ‘‘ If he remembers how to make it,
he can always make some more.”

“ 1 bet he won’t remember,”’ cried a boy
who had been changed into a goat,
‘ Farmer Whipstraw says he'’s the most
absent-minded old duffer in the world.
He even forgets where he lives sometimes.”

“ But it's going to be awful if we've got
to go back to school like this when the
holidays are over,” almost wept a boy who
had been changed into a donkey. ‘* Where'll
we sleep—how'll we do our lessons ? "

““That's about the only decent thing
about it,” put in the fat boy of the camp,
Tubby Tweeks, who had been changed
into a great, fat pig. ‘‘ We won’t be
supposed to do any lessons. We'll be able
to just stroll about and eat and sleep.
They can’t possibly expect us to do lessons
like this.”

“ I'll tell you what,” said a boy who had
been changed into a sleek-looking fox,
‘““we won’t half be able to make some
money by starting a circus of ourselves.
Why, it'll be the only collection of talking
animals in the world. People will simply
flock to see us. We'll absolutely coin
money—just rake it in.”

“ Yes, but what'll we do with it when
we get it ? " demanded a boy who had
been changed into a rabbit. * Money won't
be much good to us like this."”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Peter Raynor,
the lion. ' We’ll be able to give lots of it
to our people, and we'll be able to have the
best of grub and everything like that for
ourselves.”'

“But I don't want to stay like this,”
cried Cuthbert Coot, the donkey. * We
won't be able to ride on buses or trams or
go to the pictures or have any fun. That
beastly old Dozey ought to jolly well
be scragged.”

“He will be—by old Bodger—if he



doesn’t find the antidote,” said Dick
Trevor, the tiger.

Tubby Tweeks, the fat pig, moved away.
He was beginning to get fed-up with the
! discussion. It always ended with the
same question—would or would not Doctor
Dozey find the antidote which would
change them back to their proper selves
again ?

What was more, Tubby was beginning to
feel hungry. When he had been a boy he
had never lost a chance of stuffing himself.
But, now that he was a pig, he felt that he
could eat pails and pails full of delightful
pig-swill.

He knew where the pig sties were, so he
strolled away in that direction. Suddenly
his little eyes gleamed with joy. Joe, the
pig-man, was carrying two big pails of
swill towards the sty.

Waiting until Joe had poured the swill
into the trough and gone back into the
house, Tubby trotted briskly along to the
sty. Heaving himself up on his hind legs
he placed his front trotters on the top
of the sty and looked in.

Three big, fat pigs were feeding greedily
from the trough. DBeing a pig himself now
the very smell of the swill made Tubby’s
mouth fairly water.

“ I say, leave some for me, you greedy
rotters | ” he cried indignantly.

The three pigs took not the slightest
notice of him. For a moment Tubby wished
he could talk pig talk—that is, if there was
such a thing as pig talk—but he couldn’t.
He could only speak in a human voice.

“1 say, don't wolf the whole blessed
lot, you beasts | ” he hooted wrathfully.
“ Leave some for me, hang you!”

The pigs, with their backs to him, kept
their snouts busily engaged in the trough.
Tubby was so mad, he didn’t know what
to do. For he could see quite easily that
the trough would be empty in a very few
moments.

He glared about him. Then his eye fell
on the latch of the gate. It didn't take
him a minute to lift the latch with one of
his trotters. Then, dropping on all fours,
he pulled the gate open with a trotter and
ran into the sty.

“ Out of the way, you great greedy hog 1"
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he snapped, pushing the nearest pig roughly
aside with his great fat body, and burying
his snout greedily in the trough.

The pig he had pushed squealed with
rage. It and its two companions had lived
in that sty since they were quite tiny.
It was their sty and woe betide any other
pig that came nosing into it—particularly
a pig which started to knock them about
and guzzle their dinner like Tubby was
doing.

So, stepping back, the pig which Tubby
had pushed, lowered its head and charged
madly at him. He took Tubby right in
the middle, sending that youth fairly
staggering. Before Tubby could recover,
the other two pigs were on him, fighting
mad and simply squealing with rage.

‘“ Stoppit—geroff—lemme up | "’ howled
Tubby, struggling madly to regain his feet.

Somehow he did get to his feet. But
how he managed it he couldn’t have told
you. Next instant he was charging
desperately: from out of the sty with the
three raging pigs thundering in pursuit.

“ Help | 7 howled Tubby, racing madly
for the tents and the groups of animals
who were his school mates. *“ Help—keep
‘'em off | ”

“ Here comes Tubby,” exclaimed Peter
Raynor, the lion. “ I bet you what you
like he's been trying to prig those pigs’
grub ! ”

‘“ Serve him right if they catch him,”
said Dick Trevor, the tiger. * But I
suppose we’d better help the poor mutt !

““Yes, come on ! " said Peter.

Together they loped towards the fleeing
Tubby, leaving Horace Hake, the laughing
hyena, fairly hooting with mirth.

Now the three pigs chasing Tubby had
never seen either a lion or a tiger in their
lives before. But sheer instinct told them
that lions and tigers were very dangerous
animals—the sort of animals who would
gobble them up.

So, when they saw the lion and tiger
coming loping towards them, they did a
swift semi-circle at racing speed and
headed back towards their sty, squealing
with rage and fright.

‘“ Oh, - thank goodness they've gone!”

(Continued on page 105.)
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It's roses they want, lad, Didn't tha know 7 ™



OWEKER' KEEP TUY THORNS
A MONKEY!

b

s

> LETS HOPPIT — THE

TENTS COMING DOWN !

Yelled Yorksbire chap, " T'Il teil thee what,
If bunch eds like that 1'd got,

I’d bur a momuck heap, 1 would,

Why, danc vh st as gomd 1

elions L

£ TMSLL START L9 R
SOMETHING , LAD ' )

Well
And some wrere for wiats
ared who were iy

ard whnat were said,
roses, some for red,

other « haps I

EE BYGUM THER

TUEY'RE EALLING U
RESERVES

GOING T0 BE . BIT OF
BOTHER HERE CHARLIE —

NOw !

€S »

P THE

EE. WHAT A COO' ITS KING HENERY T
‘TO-DO — WHATS v‘;g;:.é ;so».eoc EM é_{lzsce RED
TH ER WITH 'EM, AND T'OTHERS WHITE .
ngi?tg{.kb —You AND THEY CAN'T AGREE
TELL ME ! WHICH 1S BESTEST ! 7

R

\

Phe tenl canie «
Still came a t
As more folk
Swapping bla

vit, but from within
I row and din,

fin War o' Koses,
ves and swollen noses,

NEW ROSE, A PINK 'UN . HALF WRUTS, AND HALF RED
AND IF YOU'LL BEHAVE YOURSELVES TLL
&S SEND YOU A ROOT APIECE ! — AND NOW
1 COULD DOWITH A NICE ELPPA TEA!
KING , TEALL =
JUST BE READY' »L’b

&

.

\
M wew

o
ot
=

i,,‘-'
n

= -

-~

HONE You GOT ANY DOUBLE
COLOURED LETTUCE , HENERY

?

When lad explained the king cried, " Ee,
Well, I've got summat they'd like to see,
Look, lads—pink rose—half red, half white ;
If you grow these you needn't fight 1

[NOW STOP SERAPPING LBDS  AND LOOK AT THIS' 15 A Tz

OKA K ING,
ON THAT !

e

SHAKE

The King turned up and cnied, * Hi, lad |
If you can tell me, I'll be ylad

To know what's going on round here,

And why these chaps is acting queer ! "

EE THUAT WAS A LUVLY EuPPA TEA Coo TA |
s GOING 0 pRESERT o e B MISTER KING

1 OU Wi
THIS FIRST SPECIMEN OF My EVER SO TA |

NEW TUDOR ROSE'

o2

So that were fixed.
Said he'd be glad to have his tea,
So Ernie took him kame, wherc he
Presented pink rose to Mrs, [

Then Henery,



IVE GOT SOME I'LL JUST HEAVE THIS
SALVAGE FOR PILE OF PAPERS OVER
vyou, SAm! - (12 THE FENCE ON TOMY

LAY e

)]
/ Wt
L oy ‘\v."//‘\ SV Ry >

{wow- THE PAPERS

NOT ON THE CART !
b3

v/
VERY )
SUCCULENT!

¥
/

NOW! | WONDER i CRUMBS' 1
WHERE IT'S AR DIDN'T KNOW
2 | gl I'D THROWN
DR i 1ITSoHIGH /S "
( oy N NG "2 ‘
25 g \ Rl 4
i LU - =)




S0 Youve SWALLOWED
Box oF Peneyz—
INCReEDIB)

ASK QUESTIONS ABouT
THINGS THAT HAPPENMED
BEFORE He was

How cAN Amv FeLLer
PAsSs €xXarsS wHEN THEY

T

BuT | COULDNT GET
Ay’ SHORTER RAUBARSE, SR )
< YOS TR
nont TAleaenG
enAT

'“ © You
AD A Tay or
Pur in Fq‘E.‘g.
STEPPED on -
A Bulipoa's,
TR

?,
Ll =
o ST T
: !Yourd
LEE v e ®

¢
] s
4'\_- q

V%

™® You 3 PHeaSanTS? ;
| THOUEKT You Saip s 1 T “oﬁmcc?ﬁ

’5‘, PEASANTS !




SANDY avo MUDDY . . . VP TO THER

MONKEY TRICKS

WAKE UF, You MUT1S! WERE YRACTICING QUERRILLA | | 1 CANT LET You HAVE ANY GORILLAG . LApPS'
WARFARE TOPAY!L YOU TWO HAVE To G0 AND GET YOoU cAN HAVE THE LOAMN OF THESE
THE. GUERRILLAS GET BusY AND BRING EM - Z % MONKEYS AT

g A BLlE ZA 4P an HouR

WHILE. WERE C00. THE GORILLA” WARFARE
- Ty HAviNG LUNCH HAS STARTER, MATE! FE)
i eg' e NELS T/ iM%y Tiy exPLmn ALL =} —a i\
{ [ ,,,,..'?r””‘ N THE LATEST > : y
AP SoueH! VLA;:&'%‘&?U- @ g 7 ; 2
(0] PR L SN
7 N (OrR A=
—
e

> V) | = O M% \
_ N Y\ /7 -
L YA

(iR

1F YouRrR MONKEYS HapnT PuLL OWN THE
CEILING,, THAT "é wWOouLP Hn?i%emnumc
PLANS, BovYs ! HER

o Ve a

A BOOK, OF FAIRY TALES'
A YOou CAMN REAP




COSH! A SECRET WEAPON THAT
MAKES NO NOISE AN USES NO
BULLETS! | MUST LOOK INTO THIS!

| CAN'T HAVE THIS SORT OF THING GOIM'
ON-1T'S VERY DANGEROUS! 'LL SCON
FIND OUT WOT IT'S ALL ABOUT!

SAY! ARE You PROFESSOR
BARMYNOB THE INVENTOR

'SRIGHT, BUDDY!
I'VE GOTITIN
MY POCKET!

HYAR Y'ARE SHERIFF! THIS GUY HAS INVENTED A NERY
DANGEROUVS SECRET WEAPON! ['VE ARRESTED HIMSOW

96




SALVAGE SAM =

DEAR DEAR! Someg-
ONE HAS TAKEN My B
COLLECTION OF PRE- ===

WHATS THE
MATTER WITH
YOu, MICK?

[YOU ARE. WELCOME
TO ALL MY SWEET
CourPoONS /
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IT'S THE GREMLINS!

JUST TAKE
A HANOFUL

1. The Gremlins were in a jam! They hadn't any jam, and the bees had gone on strike.  So they decided to raid Farmer
Snattchit’s orchard. Bunny and Co. were using a battering-ram to get down the apples. They got Fatty down, anyway.
What with jam and rams they'll be in a fine pickle.

WHY ARE You PACKING 7§ 178 IMPORTANT EXPORT

EVERY KIND L} THE JAM 1K THAT - JAM FOR THE CREMLINS
CREAT CRATE T

HEY ! You musniT L
W&o,vmms

2. Bul the jam was soon under way—practically every jam-——plum, strawgog and goosegog. But Suaky caught them out
when he asked for traffic jam! Reginald did look sweet, especially when he was labelled, by the bill-sticker-onner. Gash,
they do have some fun.

o8



OUR ERNIE

MRS. ENTWHISTLE’S

LY THANKS LAD' = IM THE CLERK OF

THE WEATHE(R AND IM OUT FOR A
BIT OF Fun ! wou éal
IF YOU LIKE !

"
WS YeS ERNIE — THEN |
'3 T YOU'LL BE THE OFFICE BOY |
Ernie were wearing out good shoe leather,
When he carne across the Clerk oi the Weather,
Whao were pushing a barrow with radio set
With which he switches on fine or wet

- B 'S NOUSE LUV- WE'LL
IHEST,;*%% i L HAVE TO GET OUR SKATESON Y

ITON'EMmI

So pushing his barrow into a park,
He cried, " Hallo! Why, here's a lark !
You see ail these folk enjoying the sun ?
I'N turn on freezer and have some fun !

HO-HO ' THAT'S =07- H "i' vp
SETTLED THAT — /- = [
WELL GO ROUND '\ '\03\4 I
0

TO THE PICNIC |
1

i

%0/ 4

FIELD NOW !
rswsia Iy IV
(ReTm SR\ I\ YV

11y

I'hen switched on heat wave, yes, he did,
And into the lake went Kate and Sid,

And the old man chortled “ Hal Hal He | He!
That's kind of joke that appeals to me!

LITTLE LAD

WE'LL HAVE SOME LARKS IN p
THIS PARK, LAD.— WATCH NOW,
TLL PRESS MY "FREEIE-LIP

SO wHAT? vou
%\ ¢ UNCOOKED Din-DIN !

Now Clerk of Weather has own idea

Of what's gox! fun—that's very clear,

'Cos he thinks nothing is better joke

Than switching weather to upset folk.

BYGum.TLLPUT A i
STOP TO THAT STUNT —

TLL GO BND SWITCH
A HEAT WAVE ON!

RO

A

S ‘Weob EE. T WISHT'D
= .. [@F5 BROUGHT MV
e GLOVES Now !

but Sydney and lus girl friend Kate
Didn't complain, but started to skate,
And this made Clerk of the Weather so wild
He shifted the switch and turned it ** mild,”

SOON HNISHED THEM OFF !
— COME ON. LAD, T KNOW |
KS .

1 TRINK ITS Wiz,
RAINING
MaTILDA ' ) &

Come on, lad. KEe, here's another lark—
Here's a party picnicking in the park |
I'll switch oa heavy rain, I will !

That'll make 'em scuttle and catch a chill |




TEE-HEE' SEETHAT OLD DAME
HANGING OUT HER WASHING ?
WELL, SHE'LL NEED SOME
WIND TODRY IT, SO ]
WE'LL SUPPLY 1T/

And here's an old dear with washing out;
She thinks it's going to be fine, no doubt !
You'd better hold on your cap, y'know,
'Cos I'm switching on for a first-class blow !

NOW ILL SWITCH ON
A NICE LITTLE
TUUNDER STORM
AND WREEK THAT
OLD JORNNY'S
SuUN FLOWERS —
UEE -HUEE -UEE !

HI' THATS
y. NOT FAIR

MISTER !

And bere’s an old boy grown some flowers—
I'll bet it's taken him hours and hours ;

Ee, it's fun |
and job is done!

‘:“‘@ )\.
w&g

Well, watch .ne finish 'em.
Just switch on * storm '

HA-WA ' SERVES
HIM RIGHT — NOW
WATCU THIS. CHARLIE,
THIS 15 WHERE T
DO A BITOF

But water spout he made too strong,
With mighty swish it came along,

And old duck’s fruit it passed clean by,
But whisked the Weather Clerk into sky.

HO-HO ' THERES
A NICE FRESH

HI! THATS NO
GAME - PUTTIN
THE WIND UP

K AN OLD LADY

ANDME’

Tee! Hee! The old dame's gone sky-high,
And washing’s gone with her, Oh me, Oh my |
That'll cost her a good few coupons, lad ;

I'll bet that’'s made her proper mad !

WATCH THIS. LAD.~ A WATER SPOUT THAT L
WHOOSH ALL THE FRUIT STALL
SKY-HIGH! TEE-HEE —THIS
1S GOING TO BE GOOD!

IM FEDUP WITH®
HIM AND HIS MEAN |
= TREKS .CHARLIE -

Why, here's old duck with ripe fruit stall,
Oranges, spuds, and grapes and all ;

I'll just switch on my water spout !

Hal Ha! Hee! Hce! 1'll drown her out!"

Cried lad, ** Ee, I'll teach mean !'J. bioke

How his j¢ \Le» feel Lo o'her folk

So ke turned the switch. ame a bump,
And old« lmmp Iandui with h.alrl 1 thuinp.
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STONEHENGE KIT, THE ANGCIENT BRIT

(Continued from page 4)

| RoLL UP, FOLKS! THERES
FRESHER AN BIGLER £GGS
THAN EVER WiTH KNOBS ON

GOOPY' THE WATER HAS WASHE
POWN THE E4GS AN THE
5uPPLY HAL STARTED nqw

The minelayer bird was not long in gelting to work,

15 WANTING A BLOWOUT 4
OF FRESH HEN FRUVW. /70

3. He rubbed his hands and called for more cggs. A nice big 4. One of the mine-layer’s eggs must have been addled. I
basketful was waiting for him. Things certamly seemed to  eggsploded with a lond pop and that set the rest of the basket-
be going well with Whizzy—and then it happened ! ful off. Whizzyv got the surprisc of his life,

YOURE TELLING FROM THE Sounp of THINGS ) 414001
—( ME --WOW'! ; 4
a e

THERES HOMETHING QUEER

1 ThiNK THE MINELAYERS LIETLE
BIRME"
%2l

WE'LL TURN O THE
JUICE AGAN,

~
/‘;{."/ /.“:/, A

=

A nexplosive egg caught Whizzy ncatly on the nose.
yoke was on him !
of eges, but not in the way they wanted ‘em !

The

All the customers were getting their share

6. Kmgy & Co., behind the netting, heard what was going
on. * The crowd scemn to be getting heated,” said Kit, and he
turned the water on again to coal them off.

1Ol



WELL PURN WHIZ2Y5

7. Whizzy & Co. were sitting at the end of the pipe in a sea 8. Suddenly a jet of water poured down on top of Whizzy and
the Brit-bashers. Kit had just pumped some more water down

the pipe wilh the Stonekenge pump, and the wicked wizard and
his pals collected the lot.

of cgz. The crowd seemed to be annoyed about what they
thought was one of Whizzy's practical jokes, They deeided to
sct \Whizzy's stall on fire, just to show kin.

< VM AT A NICE 5MELL]] WHAT WITH THE £GG JUICE. ANP THE WATER AND
@ . L (MUMS LETS GO ANy g,f_':“ 'm\.?. FlRé. ky&mnv ANP CO. HAVE TURNEP 1NTOD
APPETIOING WHATS COOKING' | 0 k (4 v
HSMELL. : - J/‘/ - D

nif|
B G
b g
W), T
X =
- ~ R c:
G s : ?)4
z, = 1
H =

9. Our pals, the cause of the wizard’s trouble, were chuckling 10. They soon found the cause of that appetising smell.

‘mongst themselves, when over the afternocn air came a neggy  Whizzy & Co., sitting in a pool of egg and water, bad been

nifl. [t smelt 'sif the Ancient Drits were all having eggs for nicely cooked by the heat of the burning stall. They bad
tea. Kingy, Kit and Glain followed the smell to its source. been made into an omelette,

Ty OMELETTE 15 BLOCKING
L HiIGHWAY. Rovw i1 J7

tr. Whizzy & Co. had made themselves very unpopular with 12. Gathering speed as the Brite gave it a final shove, the
their egpsplosive eges, so threc Lrawny Brits started to iuove omelette sped downhill. Whizzy had one of the most uneou-

the offensive omelette off Kingy's highway. The omelette had fortable rides he had ever taken. You can imagine how

been well conked, so it rolled easily away | he felt.
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l"'rg— Jp“

13. At full speed the omelette, carrving wicked Whizzy and

the Brit-bashers, tore down the hill and landed with a terrific

‘splosh’ in the Royal trout stream. Whizzy & Co. took
10 notice of the notice forbidding the duruping of junk.

DUPIPING EGCS AND PINCH)
“THE RoYAL' TROUT. z’ou‘u. 'p:a
FINEP 5P EACH!

14. Now 'Uis a fact that is not commonly known, but trout

simply love scrambled egg, and when a load of it was dropped

at their front door, they thought it wus their Christmas treat.
They attacked the egg with a will,

HERE COMES PAFFY
ME PIZLY PRIWP. HE

Bur WEVE ONLY GOT ONE
EGG TO PWIPE, AMONG ALL

~— THE l’-m.K.‘.r_!

15. Whizzy came to the surface looking like a fish out of water,
I'ney were seized by P.c. 2, the Stonehenge copper, and carted
T to clink for wasting eggs and using them as bait to pinch
the Roval trout. All the egg money was lost in the stream.

7

TLEASE SHOW US
WHERE WE AN
GET SOME EGGS,
PAFFY

YES, 1T THINK 1
Card, (HUMS,

>

I'/

16. Whizzy couldn’t pay the fine, so he had to stay in a cell

until his postal order came. What a sell for him! Meanwhile

our pals still had worries of their own. They had got rid of
Whizzy, but they hadn't any ¢ggs for the Ancient Brits.

THE BiRpPS HAVE BEEN MAKING
THEWR NESTS I MY WHISKERS
50 THERE SHOULP BE, -4
G —LOTS OF £64%S )

17. But who should come along just then but Daffy the Dizzy

Druid, tripping over his face fungus as he walked, * Where
ram we get some eggs,” said Kit politely. So Daffy shook
his beard over Kit's basket.

1§8. Into the basket fell eggs by the dozen. Big eggs, little

eggs, white eggs, brown eges, good eggs, bad eggs all tumbled

into the waiting basket. Daffy had had a weight on his wnind,
but now everybody would be happy.
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ROLL UP, FOLKS, I KiMG KONGO
ANP GET YOUR FOR FRESH
EGGS!

14

¢
19. Kinzv and his pals paraded the streets of Stonehenge
selling their wares, and were thev busy ?  The eggs sold like
hot cakes and they «lid a roaring Trade, while the crowd roared
for still more eggs.

With shouts of " Good egg for Kingy !’ the Stonchengers

20.
lifted him on their shoulders and earried him around the
streets, Kit was made keeper of the Roval Eggery at a wage

ol fruppence a week,

.
W\ Goop oLp HING

NG

S

21. Amid the cheers and applause of the crowd, and the blark

looks of Whizzy & Co., Kingy made a sproch, promising the

Auncient Brits a supply of fresh hen-fruit for ever and ever
and longer than that.

1 PROMISE THE PEOPLE OF STONEHENGE FREE |

y! ¥’
-3

1 SENTENCE WHIZZY ANP THE BRIT- BASHERS
‘o BE USEP AS AUNT SALLYS FOR A WEEK.

2z. Whizzv and the Brit-bashers were brought before Kingy.

They quivered and quaked and pleaded for mercy., King

Konzolooked at them sternly, *You have been very naughty,”
he said. ** | sentence vou to seven days as Aunt Sallys.”

[ROLL uP, LAPS! FREE ) s
ROTTEN EGGS FOR Jrdey—

PPENCE."
. FRY ; el ROYAL AUNT SALLY |
o

cae g

="

Kit collected all the rotten ¢ggs he could find and solc
The Stonehengers shelled the
wicked Whizzy with eggs until he vanished from sight behind
a pile of yellow volk.

23.
them at three for threepence.

WEVE MAPE A NICE .'g!,,;l'nin_ G?_nnpv%:ué S(t;u

T GG EACH I
N ARE COUNTING THE.
AURRAH |

TAKINGS
foR KING 0
KONGO &8
\\ }e l./ i

1 24. Now look at this picture, chums !  Our pals were feeling
on top ol the world. The wicked plots of Whizzy had been
foiled, the Royal Treasury was full to overflowing and Kingy

wis elected Lo the throne for the next ninety-nine years.
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CRAZY FARM (Continued from page 88.)

panted Tubby, sinking breathlessly to the
ground as Peter and Dick reached him,
“ They weren’t half after me, the rotters |

“Yes, but what for?”’ demanded Peter.,

““ Just because I had a mouthful of their
grub,” snorted Tubby indignantly. “ Just
one teeny, weeny little mouthful. The way
they went on you'd think I'd swigged the
whole blessed lot.”

" It wouldn't be your fault if you didn’t,”
said Dick Trevor unkindly. 1 bet you
had a jolly good try !

‘“ Oh, really, Trevor, I like that! " sniffed
Tubby. “ Just because I was feeling
slightly peckish, there’s no need to accuse
me of being a pig.”

“ Well, you are a pig, aren’t you?”
pointed out Dick.

“ No, I'm not ! " hooted Tubby. “ Not
a real pig, I mean—not the sort of pig
you mean, I mean—I mean I'm not a real
pig, although I might look like one at the
moment. What I mean is——"

“ Oh, dry up before you get us as
crackers as yourself,” cut in Dick. “ If

you want some grub, why don’t you go

-

= - o = - ’I
There was the bear driving along in a rickety car with poor little Doctor Dozey.
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and ask Mrs. Whipstraw for some ? I bet
she has some nice potato peelings or
cabbage stalks, or whatever it is that
pigs eat.”

** Oh, yes, so she might,” agreed Tubby,
brightening up no end. “ I'll go and ask
her.”

Getting to his feet, he trotted eagerly
away in the direction of the farmhouse
kitchen, where he knew he would find
Mrs. Whipstraw.

“ Well, what about a stroll ? "’ suggested
Peter, when Tubby had gone. *“ We can'’t
do much farm work while like this, unless
we start pulling carts or something, and
Farmer Whipstraw says he doesn’t want
us to do that. So there’s precious little
we can do until Bodger gets back.”

“Yes, come on, let’s take a walk,"”’
agreed Dick.

The lion and the tiger moved away
towards the woods. They had no particular
reason for going there. It was the instinct
of the jungle animal—which they now
were—which led them towards the woods.

“ I wonder if old Bodger really will have
the antidote with him when he comes
back ? "’ said Dick.




“1f he hasn't, he'll probably have old
Doctor Dozey inside him,” said Peter
with a grim laugh. ““ He’s such a bad-
tempered beast that there’s no knowing
what he’ll do.”

“1t's going to be rather comic if he has
to go back to school next term as a polar
bear,” chuckled Dick. “ 1'd love to see
him in a mortar-beard and gown ! ”

“Well, there's one thing,” said Peter,
“You and I have been rather lucky. 1
mean, we have been changed into some-
#hing decent. I bet a lion and a tiger will
command a jolly sight more respect than
a pig or a. donkey or a monkey or anything
like that——-"

Abruptly he broke off and stopped dead
in his tracks.

‘“ Look ! " he whispered.

They had entered the woods by now.
Their padded feet had made not the
slightest sound, and directly ahead of
them, a roughly-dressed man with a
swarthy and unshaven face was bending
over a rabbit snare in which a newly-
caught rabbit was kicking and struggling.

“It's Jaspar Moat, the poacher,” whis-
pered Peter,  * Farmer Whipstraw peinted
him out to me in the village the other day.
He said he would willingly give ten pounds
to be able to catch him, but Moat’s been
far too clever for him up till now.”

“Well, let's see what we can do,”
chuckled Dick. * He’s got a gun under his
arm, but 1 reckon we can fix that. Come
on!”

Crouched almost to their bellies, the
lion and the tiger crept forward towards
the unsuspecting poacher, who was busy
taking the kicking, struggling rabbit from
the snare.

Then, with a sudden roar, the lion and
the twer sprang towards the poacher.
Jaspar Moat whirled round. As he did so
he gave a cry of stark terror and dropped
both the rabbit and his gun.

Next instant he had taken to his heels
and was flying madly through the wood,
howling with fright.

“ Al right, 1'll head him off | " chuckled
Peter, bounding along behind the fleeing
poacher.  * We've got to chase him
towards the farmhouse.”

Bounding past the terrified man, he
turned and snarled at him, crouching as
though to spring. Sobbing with fright,
the poacher shot off at another angle.
Had he but known it, he was now heading
through the woods towards the farmhouse.
But he was far too frightened to know
anything except that he was being chased
by a savage-looking lion and tiger.

In any case, he wouldn't have cared
where he was heading. All he wanted was
to escape from those two savage heasts
which were roaming at large through a
quiet English wood.

Where had they come from ? he won-
dered frantically, running as he had never
run in his life before. Must have escaped
from a circus or something. The circus
owner ought to be bloomin’ well shot for
allowing such a thing.

The wretched poacher risked a quick
glance back over his shoulder. The lion
and the figer were still bounding along
behind him. They could have caught him

“easily enough by this time, he reckoned.

Perhaps they weren’t hungry —perhaps
they were just having a game with him
like two well-fed cats with a mouse.

When they got tired of the game they
would close in on him, drag him down, and
devour him at their leisure.

The very thought brought a groan of
terror from Jaspar Moat’s lips. There was
only one thing he could do. And that
was to keep on running. There was no use
him trying to climb a tree. The two savage
beasts were too close behind him for that.
They'd be on him before he could get
a quarter of the way up a tree.

He broke from the woods.
house was just ahead of him. He spurted
madly and reached it. Dashing into the
house at the rear, he slammed the back
door and sank sobbingly but thankfully
into a chair in the kitchen.

There was no one in the kitchen at the
moment except a monkey. The monkey,
who was really Algy Pecke, was sitting on
the table cracking nuts. It locked at the
panting, gasping poacher, then said :

“You seem to have been in a
hurry 1 7

At the sound of that voice, Jaspar Moat

The farm-
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got such a fright that he nearly jumped
right out of his chair.

“ Who—who spoke ? " he gasped, star-
ing wildly round the kitchen.

“1 did,” said the monkey calmly.
“ Have a nut."”

Jaspar Moat didn't have a nut. He
didn’'t want a nut. He was frantically
wondering if he was going clean out of his
own nut.

“I—1 didn't
talk,” he gasped.

“ Oh, 1 expect there’s quite a lot of
things you don't know,” said the monkey
airilly.  * But what have you been running
so hard for? You don't belong to the
farm, do you ? " .

“No, I don't,” said Jaspar Moat,
staring at the monkey as though he were
hypnotized. ** I—I 've been chased by a
great savage lion and tiger. They chased
me in ‘ere | "’

“ Oh, did they?" said the monkey
thoughtfully. ,

“ Chased you in here, eh ? Where are
they now ? " .

Jaspar Moat shuddered.

“ Prowling about outside, I reckon,”
he said. ** That is,” he added hopefully,
“ unless they've catched somebody else.
Old Whipstraw or somebody. Would you
mind having a look 7 "

“ Not at all,"” said the monkey obligingly.
“ In fact, I was just going to do so. You
stay here."”

“You bet I'm going to stay here!”
burst out the poacher violently. ‘“ What
d'you think 1 am-—daft, or summat ? "

“ 1 wouldn't know, of course,” said the
monkey pleasantly, leaping up and swing-
ing itself nimbly through the window which
was open from the top.

Springing to the ground, he ran round
to the back door where he saw Peter, the
lion.

“ Hallo, Peter,” he chuckled.
that fellow you've chased
kitchen?”

“ A poacher whom Farmer Whipstraw
has been after for a long time,” said Peter,
in a low voice. " Dick’s gone off to get the
farmer. The rotter will be caught red-
handed because his pockets are fairly

know monkeys could

" Who's
into the

bulging with snares and things and his
gun is lying where he dropped it beside a
snare in the woods."

“1 see,” chuckled Algy Pecke, the
monkey * Okay, you can leave it to me
to see that he doesn’t try to escape from
the house.”

Darting back to the window, he
scrambled up and swung bimself through
into the kitchen where Jaspar Moat was
still anxiously waiting,

“Well ? "’ demanded the poacher eagerly.
“ "Ave them nasty, savage animals gorn ? "’

“ No, they haven’t,” said Algy Peeke.
“ T believe they mean to get you. One of
them’s snuffling at the back door and the
other one’s at the front. I must say,
they've got some sense.” :

‘“ Circus trained ! " snarled the poacher.
“ That's wot they'll be—circus trained.
The man wot trained them great nasty,
savage beasts oughter be shot [ "

“ Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” returned the
monkey. 1 know some very nice circus-
tramed lions and tigers. Of course,”” he
went on, “ once they start chasing a man
they rarely pack it in until they've gohbled
him up. I'm quite certain those two out
there mean to gobble you up.”

“ Well, we've got to do summat ! 7 cried
the poacher desperately. *‘ Look, 1I'll tell
you wot. You nip off and get some of them
there great, lazy farm hands and tell 'em
to bring their guns and shoot the critters.
But don't tell that nasty old—I mean that
nice old Mister Whipstraw. For one thing,
him and me ain't exactly on speaking
terms, and 1 wouldn't like ‘tim to catch me
in his kitchen, see ? ”

“Yes, 1 see,” nodded the monkey,
glancing out of the window. * But 1|
think you're too late. Here's Farmer
Whipstraw coming now and he’s got three
of his men with him.”

“ 'Strewth, that’s torn it!"” groaned
the poacher. Then he added eagerly :
" But mebbe that nasty lion and tiger’ll
eat him up.”

“ No, I don’t think they will,” chuckled
the monkey. * Circus-trained lions and
tigers never eat farmers. They only go
for poachers!”

Jaspar Moat gave a violent start.
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“Wot d’you mean by that?"” he
shouted. “ I'm not a poacher——"

“ Oh, yes, you are, you rascal ! " cried
Farmer Whipstraw, striding into the
kitchen. ““ And this time it looks as
though I've caught you red-handed. Turn
out his pockets, lads !

In spite of his struggles, the three strong
young farm hands soon emptied the pockets
of Jaspar Moat's poacher’s jacket. And a
fine collection of snares they. found, to-
gether with a hare which the poacher had
been too terrified to remember to throw
away.

“ Well, that’s all the evidence I want,"’
said the farmer. “ You can go now, Jaspar
Moat, but you'll get a summons for this.
I'll see to that!”

“ But what about that there lion and
tiger out there ? ”” quavered the poacher,
his face twisted with rage and fright.

“ They've gone,” said Farmer Whip-
straw. * But if you're still frightened, a
couple of my men’ll see you as far as the
road. Take him along, Charlie, and you,
Jim!"”

Escorted by Jim and Charlie, the
trembling poacher left the farm. They
saw no sign of the lion and tiger, but when

The monkey looked at the panting, gasping
poacher, then said, * You seem to have been
ina hurry! "

‘“Who—who spoke ? '’ gasped Jaspar Moat.

‘1 did," said the monkey calmly. * Have
a nut."’
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Jaspar Moat reached the road he started
to run—and he never stopped running
until he reached the village.

Meanwhile Mr. Bodger, the polar bear,
was sitting in little Doctor Dozey's sitting-
room. He was fairly gnashing his long,
yellow fangs with rage and impatience.
For, so far, the absent-minded little doctor
had completely failed to find the bottle of
liquid which would change Mr. Bodger and
the boys back to their proper selves again.

“ Stupid, blundering little ass!’’ snarled
Mr. Bodger to himself, as he sat sprawled
in one of Doctor Dozey's armchairs.
“ Goodness alone knows what we’ll do if
he doesn’t find the stuff ! ”

He broke off as the door opened and
Doctor Dozey poked his head nervously
into the room.

“ Well, have you got it?” snarled
Mr. Bodger, jumping up on to his hind
legs.

 N-no, I'm very sorry to say I haven't,”
stammered the doctor, blinking through
his spectacles at his furious visitor. “ I've
looked everywhere, but I—I can’t find it
anywhere. It’s very strange where it
can have got to.”

“ What d'you mean, strange ? "’ roared
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Mr. Bodger, trembling with rage. * It's
not strange at all, you doddering little ass.
You're so absent-minded you'd lose your
stupid head if it were loose. By George!
I only wish 1 had you in my class for a
week. I'd teach you not to forget things.
I'd cure you of this beastly absent-
mindedness of yours

“I'm sure I'm very sorry,” put in
Doctor Dozey, his voice trembling with
fright, for the polar bear was looking more
fierce and more savage than ever.

“So you should be sorry!” roared
Mr. Bodger in a most terrible voice. “ How
would you like to be a beastly polar bear
for the rest of your life? DBut I won't
remain a polar bear,”” he bellowed in a
voice which made the room shake. ' That
liquid for changing us back to our proper
selves again must be somewhere. We'll
have another look for it and this time '/
help you tolook you horrid, little, wretched
nitwit, you !

“But 1 tell you I've looked every-
where,”” faltered little Doctor Dozey.

“Shut up!™ roared the polar bear.
“1 don’t care if you have looked every-
where. You're going to look again—and
so am 11"

“Very well,” stammered the doctor,
afraid to argue any further.

You never saw such a search as that
which was then carried out by Mr. Bodger.
He hunted through every room in the
house, including the doctor’s laboratory,
and by the time he had finished you would
have thought that a tornado had hit the
house.

He hurled the contents out of cupboards,
he upset all the beds, heaving them upside
down in case the absent-minded little
doctor had left the bottle under one of
them, and he flung clothes and things out
of wardrobes and out of drawers.

He swept all the papers, pens and ink
off the doctor’s desk, he hurled the books
from their bookcases, strewing them all
over the floor ; he searched the larder and
the kitchen dresser, but nowhere could he
find the missing bottle of liquid.

‘“ Beastly, stupid, little idiot!" he
snarled, standing in the middle of the
kitchen floor and glaring wildly about

him. “ Where on earth can the fatheaded
fool have put the stuff ? ”

He broke off as there came a clatter of
bottles from outside and a cheery voice
cried :

“ Milk-o !

Next moment the kitchen door opened
and in walked the milkman carrying a big
bottle of milk in each hand. At sight of
the great, fierce-looking polar bear stand-
ing on its hind legs in the middle of the
kitchen, the milkman got the fright of his
life.

His mouth opened, his eyes nearly stuck
out of his head, and the bottles fell with a
crash to the floor where they broke, the
milk flowing all over the floor.

* Clumsy idiot ! " snarled Mr. Bodger,
who was in a furlous temper. ‘‘ Anyway,
what are you staring at me like that
for? "

Hearing human speech issue from the
mouth of the polar bear, the milkman let
out a howl of sheer terror. Spinning round,
he shot out through the kitchen door and
rushed down the back garden path faster
than he had ever shifted in his life before.

As he rushed out through the gate, he
bumped so violently into a plump little
gentleman, who happened to be passing,
that the pair of them fell to the ground
and rolled over and over.

The plump little gentleman was Colonel
Chutney, who lived in a big house at the
other end of the village. He had a red face,
a white moustache and a very quick
temper.

His temper was up now, all right, be-
cause he didn’t like being knocked down
and rolled over and over on the road.

“ What the dickens d’you think you're
doing ? " he roared, scrambling to his feet
and letting out at the milkman with his
walking stick. ‘‘ How dare you knock me
down like that, you clumsy ass ? "

“ Ow-ww—stoppit—ow-ww-—1 couldn’t
help it!" howled the milkman, leaping
frantically about to avoid the irate Colonel’s
walking stick.

““ What d'you mean you couldn’t help
it 7" shouted the Colonel, purple in the
face with rage. ' What d’you mean by
rushing about like a bally madman "
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* I was running away from a polar bear! "
cried the milkman. “ A talking polar bear.
It’s standing in Doctor Dozey’s kitchen
and it spoke to me in a human voice | "'

* Nonsense ! ” roared Colonel Chutney.
“ You've gone clean off your nut, that’s
what you've done. You've gone stark,
staring mad. There're no such things
as talking polar bears ! ”

“ Yes, there are ! " screamed the milk-
man. ‘I tell you there’s one in Doctor
Dozey’s kitchen. It called me a clumsy
idiot and asked me what I was staring at
it for. If you don't believe me, you can
go and see for yourself. I dare you to go
and see for yourself ! "’

“ Dare me, do you—dare me ? " shouted
the Colonel, dancing with rage. * low
dare you dare me, you impertinent fellow ?
However, 1 will go—just to prove that
vou've gone clean off your nut and that
you're stark, staring mad ! "

With that he turned, thrust open the
back garden gate, and scuttled up the
path to the door of Doctor Dozey’s kitchen.

The door was still standing wide open, as.

the milkman had left it, so Colonel Chutney
barged straight in.

“ There, 1 knew there was no polar
bear ! ” he cried, standing staring trium-
phantly about him.

Next instant he got the shock of his
life. For a voice from under the big
kitchen table roared :

“ Who's that kicking up a row now ? "

Then, from under the table, rushed Mr.
Bodger, who had been rooting about there
in search of the bottle of liquid.

Colonel Chutney, stared at the polar
bear as though he could believe neither
his eyes nor his ears.

“ Who the thump are you, sir ? ” roared
Mr. Bodger, rearing up on his hind legs.
“ Do you live here ? ”

“ No—nunno ! gasped the Colonel,
backing fearfully away.

*“ Then get out!” roared Mr. Bodger.
“1I'm sick and tired of people coming
poking their noses into this beastly kitchen.
Anyone would think it was an hotel, the
way people come walking in and out, as
though they owned the beastly place.
Get out, d’you hear ? "’

110

With the words, he dropped on all fours
again and made a savage rush at Colonel
Chutney, his fangs all bared. The Colonel
let out a howl of terror, and, spinning
round, shot out through the door and
down the garden path like a streak of
lightning.

“ Well, did you see it ? "’ cried the milk-
man, who was lurking by the gate.

But Colonel Chutney was running so
fast that he never heard him. Or, if he
did, he didn’t bother to stop and answer.
Instead, he shot away along the road as
fast as ever his fat little legs could carry
him, and he never stopped running until
he reached home.

Meanwhile the raging Mr. Bodger had
resumed his search. But nowhere could
he find the missing bottle.

“I've looked in every possible place
except up the chimneys!"” he snarled to
himself.  “ I wonder if the absent-minded
old ass can have put it up one of them ?
I'll have a look, anyway !

He started to look up every chimney
in the house. But he didn’t find the
missing bottle. What he did do, how-
ever, was to get his nice white fur all
covered with soot, so that he looked as
much like a black bear as a polar bear,

“ I'll have to give it up!” he snarled,
at length. ‘ But goodness only knows
what’s going to happen to us all. I'd
better get myself cleaned up, I suppose ! "

He went bounding upstairs to the bath-
room and turned on the cold-water tap
with his forepaw. Now there’s nothing a
polar bear likes better than diving into
cold water and splashing about in it.

So Mr. Bodger had a high old time in
the bath, diving into it with terrific
splashes until the bathroom was abso-
lutely flooded. But some of the soot still
clung to his fur, so he reckoned he would
have to use the soap.

As he picked the soap up in his forepaw,
however, it slipped, fell to the wet floor,
and slid under the bath. With an angry
exclamation, Mr. Bodger climbed out
of the bath. Lying down on his tummy,
he peered under the bath in search of the
soap. As he did so he saw a bottle
standing on the floor behind the bath.



With one sweep of his paw, he dragged liquid. As he did so he was turned, in a
the bottle to him. Next instant his eyves flash, back into his old self. And there
gleamed and he fairly trembled with he was, standing in the bathroom with the
excitement. For on the label of the bottle bottle of liquid in his hand. .
was written : Shouting with joy, he rushed out of the

: bathroom, seized the startled Doctor
LIQUID FOR CHANGING PEOPLE Dozey, and set gleefully off to the farm

BACK FROM ANIMALS TO THEIR with him. It wasn't long after that,

PROPER SELVES that all the boys were their proper selves

. , again. Now that their strange experience

Getting up on' his hind legs, Mr. Bodger was over, they began to vote the whole

yanked the cork out of the bottle with thing as jolly good fun. Particularly
his teeth and swallowed a dose of the Peter, Dick, and Algy, the monkey.

THE END
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WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Here Are a Few Puzzles and Tricks to Try on Your Friends

1. Arrange 10 matches in the shape of a house, like this :— @ and change

its position by re-arranging 2 of the matches. This is how it is done :—

2. Make 4 squares with 12 matches like this: | and re-arrange 4 matches to
make only 3 squares of the same size. This is how it is done ;—

3. Take 16 matches and make 4 squares like this :— D D |:| D . Re-arrange

them to make 5 squares of the same size. This is how it is done:— | ‘

4. Here are a few proverbs. But most of the letters are missing. The missing letters
are shown by the letter * X.” Can you discover what they are ? :—

(a) xoxe hxxte xxss xpexx.
(b) Mxxx xands mxxe Ixgxt xxxk.
() Txx xxnx xoxks xxoxl xxe bxxxh.

i e i S S e e S

Here are the answers ;

(2) More haste less speed.
{b) Many hands make light work.
(¢) Too many cooks spoil the broth.
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THIS LETTER PUZZLED BILL—CAN YOU READ IT?

The correct solution is on page 168.
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SEXTON BLAKE AND TINKER
the Mystery of the Jorn (hart.

(Continued frem page 74.)

gmun BLAKE 1A
HALF THE CLIART
THAT SUOWS THE
HIDING PLACE (F
PRINCE ANHARIC'S
TREASURE —
THE OTHER HALF
I IN THE HOUSE
AT PARLEY WOOD,
BUT THE TIEVES
ARE THERE WAITING
FOR SEXTON BLAKE

| GUESSED AG Mued , CicNog -
| ALS0 GAW YOURR MAN WATEHING
¢ _ME FROM BELOW/_
S BUT You erow
3 “T00 00N -

EO. WE CATCH YOUR ASSISTANT _ NOW WE
AVE CAUGHT THE CLEVER SEXTON BLAKE -

WE LEFT THE WINDOW QPEN — HOPING You
WOuLD SEE T/ ]

==/ 3
= _——

1, The thieves were Major Rinaldi and Captain Lurano, late of the Italian army.
Anharic in Abyssinia, and had buried it, making a chart of the spot.

with the two rogues.

h

ad escaped.

He was fighting them for the chart when a British shell blew up the bungalow.
Anharic found himself in British bands
He had set out to find Rinaldi and Lurano in order to get the other half of the

e
g | ure [rom Prince
Anbharic had escaped from a prison camp and caught up

Rinaldi and lLurano
, but with only half the chart, which he had snatched from the two Italians,
chart,

Thcy had looted the treas

ey i
, T
G T
B )| | KL - 2
;(7' < | SiGror /. 5 ONE &7EP MORE,
i_________ : o AND | FIRE /

C

2. He found them in London,
death.
at Baker Street to prevent him taking on the case.
Parley Wood, but they had captured him.

they were expecting him.

They tried to kill Anharic, but he narrowy escaped
He had sent his half of the chart to Sexton Blake, and the two Italians had thrown a bomb into Sexton Blake's room

How they got there was a mystery.
Their wicked plot failed. Tinker had trailed their car to this house. at
But Sexton Blake was on the trail, too, and had boldly entered the house wuere
It seemed as if the famous detective was trapped, too. DBut Sexton Blake knew what to do !

113



T THE
LIGHTE ON,
You FooL

WJHICH WY

DD HE o/

pe b Al' o e T & ] '
3. He stood there at the window, his hands iu the air, smiling blandly. Then, suddenly, while be talked, he took a firm hold
of the curtains. Suddenly, he lunged forward, Tearing the heavy curtains from their hooks he flung them over Rinaldi's
head. Lurano could not shoot because his companion was in the way. When Rinaldi fell to the floor, Sexton Blake snatched
up a chair and hurled it—not at Lurano, but at the electric chandelier that hung from the ceiling. The lights went out as the
bulbs smashed. The room was plunged into intense darkness. Rinaldi clawed the curtain from his head and shouted to Lurano
to switch on the lights,  But the bulbs were smashed.

RS 1HEN HE CAN ONLY = u.v e
HAVE GONE, LIP THE

%)

DD | NOT TELL You 7

UE 12 UP THERE — “TO THE

ROOF — QUICKLY= POUF 7
I'LL MAKE HiM ZORRY"
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4. lhen, mio the room ran their servant, I’ablo, who had come to London with them. He carried an electric torch, and by
its light they saw that Sexton Blake was no longer in the room. * He did not pass through the door," declared Lurano. He
knew that for he bad been standing by the door, And Pablo was ready to swear that Sexton Blake had not escaped through
the open window. Rinaldi gaped around. There was only one way in which Sexton Blake could have left the room—by the

chimney. Hc went over to the wide, old-fashioned fircplace. The others didn't think for a moment that Sexton Blake would
dare such a thing as ta climb the chimney. They were wrong.

Zoran- ~THEY AZE COMING P AFTER ME ' r2 IR
| CAN HEAR THEM — My BEST — &

4oap - )
b MOVE 15 10 G0 DOWN ACAIN — F_3%
| MUST FIND TINKER /

5. Rimaldi knelt in the grate and peered up the chimney. As he did so a shower of soot catne tumbling down, smothering
him.  Sexton Blake was up the chimney. *“ Up to the roof | " spluttered Rinaldi angrily.  “ I'll make him sorry for this!”
Meanwhile, Sexton Blake was climbing up the chimney as fast as he could go, and he wasn't feeling too comfortable. 1If Rinaldi
stopped o fire his revolver up the chimney, then the bullet couldn't very well miss him., But apparently Rinaldi didn’t
think of such a simple thing as that, or clse he thought the chimney curved, thus making a straight aim impossible. In any
case, Sexton Blake reached the top and clambered on to the poof,
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6. He had escaped from the house, butl he had no intention of leaving it. He knew that Tinker was there somewhere—also
the other half of the torn chart. He wasn’t leaving there until he had rescued Tinker and recovered the other half of the chart |
So he crawled along the roof to a skylight.  ** I’ll surprise those Italians by going back,' he said. He peered down through the
skylight, and there, in the attic below, he saw Tinker, securely tied to a bed, Sexton Blake did not besitate, Smashing the
skylight, he leapt down into the attic. The first half of his task was within sight of being accomplished. ** Chin up, Tinker,”
he cried cheerily. *‘ Soon have you out of this! "

WHAT® THE NEXT MOVE, “THE WALL (£ éovE

GUYNOR— | CAN HEAR WITH IW — WE'L
HE Worg UP ON [N CLIMB DOWN /
THE ROOF/ - ' -

I 18 NECEGSARY IN ORDER

To FIND THE OTHER HALE OF

 “THE_CHART — DO JUST AS
I GAY, TINKER /

i : SRRy BUT WHY RUN - .
ik i AWAY FROM THE - .
. il GE32 1\ -
N A M = 2N G
;\\'LI AN | i IL i e e—— e A . 20
7. And Tinker was soon free from his bonds, and rubbing his numbed limbs.  There was another window in that attic.
If_lake flung it open. Outside, the wall of the house was covered with ivy,
Tinker. ‘“1 can hear them.” Sexton Blake had heard them, too, and smiled grimly. ‘* We climb down the wall,” he said,
Tinker didn’t like the idea of leaving the house that way. He wanted to get that other half of the chart back, and he badly

wanted to get even wilh'the ‘man who had floored him in the telephone box. But Sexton Blake knew what he was doing and
had prepared for everything in a way which Tinker knew nothing about.

Sexton
“ The Wops are up on the roof, guv'nor,” said
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“THEY MUST COME -
UICKLY - TINKER. .
ROPP 50 MY HALF
o:ws CHART ON THE
ROOF - FOR THE PURPOSE/ Mi

LIgE , TINKER —~
NOU GO KIGHT DOWN —
KL‘N TO THE CORMNER - !
GENT FOR THE MILITARY '
THE\’ OLGHT 10 Df- THERE
B NOW — EXING THEM
(’Afif Wit You /

w;n’e 14E IDEA, GUVA
CAN TdEY HELP 14 GET TH
CHART FOR You 7

8. Down the ivy-clad wall they climbed until they came to the open window through which Sexion Blake had made his first
entry into the house. There, Sexton Blake paused. Ife told Tinker to go right down to the ground and to run down the road
where he would meet some soldiers. Sexton Blake had sent for them and was expecting them along, pretty soon. Tinker
couldn’t understand what his guv’nor had in mind. ** Can they help to get the other half of the chart ? " he asked. Actually,
they would have to help to get all the chart, for Sexton Blake had purposely dropped his half of the ¢hart on the roof, That
puzzied Tinker more than ever, but he obeved his guv'nor’s orders,

0N THE Rourlr

Look, s’:aﬂo;z
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9. And, as Sexton Blake intended, Rinaldi, Lurano, and their servant, Pablo, found the half of the torn chart lying on the
rool. lhe y grabbed it eagerly, i‘ablu had wcn the sm'xshod skvlight ami 1oul ing down saw that Tinker had got away. He
gave the alarm, but Rinaldi and Lurano weren't bothering about Tinker. They had got the other half of the torn chart. Now,
they had only to go downstairs for their half, and then get well away before Sexton Blake could feteh the police. Excitedly,

they left the roof and raced back down the stairs. Pablo wanted to be sure that the scrap of paper was the other half of the
chart.  Rinaldi said he'd soon make sure about that.
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10. They raced into the big toom wiere Sexton Blake had first scen them. They quite thought that Sexton Blake was running
away to fctch the police. They had only to work fast and escape with all the chart before he could get back. Naturally, they
imagined that Sexton Blake had dropped the chart by mistake. Actually, Sexton Blake had wanted them to f[ad it, for he
knew that when they realised what they had found they would immediately go to the hiding place of the other half of the chart.

And that is just what they did. Rinaldi went to the wall and shifted a huge picture that hung there.  Lurano was all nerves
and kept urging Rinaldi to hurry.

gee ' 1T Firg!
WE RAVE ALL THE
HART, NOw;
/ -

.. = e

11. Behind the picture was a wall safe.  Rinaldi opened it and took from it their half of the torn chart. Eagerly they went
to the table and fitted the two halves together, It hitted ! At last, they had the whole chart in their hands. They were so
excited they did not notice Sexton Blake, who was hiding behind the curtains, reach out for a china ornament that stood on a

near-by table. ~Cautiously, he got hold of it. Tinker had not yet got there with the military, but he felt sure he would not be
long now. All the same, he could not let these crooks get away. They were already planning their hurried ¢scape. Somehow,

[

Sexton Blake had to delay them until Tinker returned !
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12. While Kinaldi, Lurano and Pablo were bent over the table, exanining the chart with eager, greedy eyces, Sexton Blake
hurled the china ornament across the room. It crashed against the door on the far side of the room, and smashed to little
pieces,  The crash startled the three crooks., In a sudden panic, they spun round—facing the door. * Sapristi, what was
that 7™ cried the nervous Lurano.  Rinaldi made a wild guess. ** They have come ! ™ he said curtly. He quite thought that

the police were pounding on the door. He pulled out his gun, Lurano had his gun ready. They were determined to shoot
their way out of the house, if it were really necessary.

117



Y AL TUANK. YOU, GENTLEMEN = | o
JUBT WHAT 1 WAS LOOKING FOR [ ]

~
#
/(d—

A
=
==
=
=

- Y e i
e
: === - G EZZ1!|

13. 1hey wWenl over Lo the door, creeping cautiously,  They could hear nothing.  Then Rinaldi noticed Lue smashed china
on the floor. He knew he had been tricked, but it was too late. They had left the table with the chart lving upon it, and
Sexton DBlake had seen his chance. With a bound he sprang from his hiding place to the table. He swooped on the chart,
gathered il up and stuffed it into his pocket, even as the three crooks spun round to face him. * Ah, thank you, gentlemen,’’
laughed Sexton Blake. ** Just what 1 was looking for ! Rinaldi was livid with rage. “You meddling rat! You shall

is gun was readv to shoot the daring detective down

| FANeY THIS 14 THE END,
GENTLEMEN — “TINKER |18
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14. Lut Sexton Blake had handled armed crooks many times during his adventurous career, and he knew what to do. He
sprang at them. He was in the midst of them before they knew what was happening.  His fist came up and eracked home on
Rinaldi’s jaw, sending him reeling backwards, senseless. Another hefty blow caught Lurano on the car and put him down
on the floor, dazed and helpless. But Pablo was there,  Scxton Blake was just in time to swing round and grab his gun hand,
forcing the revolver he grasped up towards the ceiling. They were grappling together, knec to knee, when Tinker burst in
with the soldiers hot on his heels. The game was up. Pablo stopped struggling.
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15. Runaldi, Lurano and Pablo were put under arrest as enemy aliens. Sexton Blake knew all about them, and said so.
When the British had arrived at Massowah, the three 1talians had somehow escaped. They had trekked across Africa and had
salled in a ship for South America. Then, with forged passports, they had come to England to look for Anharic and the other
half of the torn chart.  Throwing the bomb at Sexton Blake had been a big mistake, for it had put the cleverest detective in
the world on their trail.  And later, Sexton Blake handed the whole chart back to Anharic so that he could recover his fortune
and return to his own people. And you can guess how grateful Anharic was |
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With a tremendous leap, Big Bess sailed right over the heads of the audience.

KOKO COPS THE ROBBERS

The Adventures of a Baby Chimp in the Wild West

Koko Smashes a Window
s Dickey Bird and his sister, Betty,
A walked along the dusty Main
Street of the western township of
Eastville, Dickey gave a sharp cry.

For Koko, their pet baby chimpanzee,
took a flying leap off Dickey’s shoulder
and landed on a near-by window-sill.

“Come back! Come here, Koko!"
cried Dickey.

Koko took no notice. Ile'd been given
to the little evacuees by Tom Everett, a
new. hand at the Bar U Ranch, which
belonged to their uncle, Rancher Bird.

Chattering excitedly, Koko was peering
through the window-pane into the room
beyond with longing little eyes.

“ Koko, come here!’ cried Dickey,
trying to grab his pet.

Koko chattered. He sprang nimbly
aside. He landed on the dusty side-walk.

One paw grabbed a big stone. The next
moment Koko flung the stone straight at
the window.

“Crash!"

That stone smashed a hole in the pane.
The two other stones which whizzed after
it, smashed what remained of the cracked
glass to smithereens.

“ Oh, goodness !’ gasped Betty, in
alarm. “ 0Oh, Koko—Koko—you bad
chimp—just look what you've done ! Oh,
dear, Dickey, if old Barton catches us—
catches Koko—he'll—he’ll——"'

“ Quick, run for it, Betty!"
interrupted.

Out of the corner of his eye, Dickey had
spotted Bad Hat Barton, the worst man
in Eastville, stride out of the near-by
saloon.

** Go on, Betty, run!” Dicky repeated.
“1'll grab Koko!'”

Dickey
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Dickey jumped to get hold of Koko.
He missed. Koko took a flying leap
through the window. The next moment,
Bad Hat Barton's huge, red hands grabbed
both the children.

“ Huh, throw stones through my office
window, would yuh ? " snarled Bad Hat,
shaking both Dickey and Betty.

His black eyes blazed with fury.

‘““Say, boss, it wasn't them kids,”
chimed in Cross-Eyed Crabtree, one of
Bad Hat’s gang who had followed him
out of the saloon. Cross-Eyed seemed to be
looking up the street, which meant he was
rcally peering into the room where Koko
was.

“ Say, who was it, then?”
Bad Hat.

“ It sure was that thar monkey, boss,”
replied Cross-Eyed. ‘“ Say, boss, that thar
monk’s sure making short work of them
bananas ! " :

““What?" roared Bad Hat, in a
terrible voice. ‘‘ Stealin’ my bananas!”
He let go of Dickey and Betty and strode
angrily towards the open window. *“ Why,
why, I'll sure fill th’ i’ varmint with lead.
He'll sure look like chicken-wire !

“ Bananas ? "' cried Dickey. ‘“ No
wonder Koko got excited, Betty ! Ie just
loves bananas 1 "

By then Bad Hat had reached the
window. The sight which met his eyes
inside made Bad Hat see red. His guns
flashed out. )

“ Steal my bananas, would yuh !’ Bad
Hat roared. “ I'll show yuh, you durned
thievin’ coyote ! ”

“ Oh, goodness, Dickey, he'll kill poor
Koko!"” cried Betty, in alarm. ‘° Oh,
Dickey, do something ! "’

It was too late,

“Bang! Bang! DBang!

Bad Hat was sure quick on the draw;
but Koko was also mighty fast on the
withdraw.  Even as Bad Hat's guns
flashed out from their holsters, Koko
grabbed a second banana off the shelf.
He flung it at Bad Hat with all his
strength.

“ Wham ! "

That banana hit Bad Hat bang on his
ugly nose. His hands jerked as both guns

scowled

blazed. Both bullets missed Koko. They
blew a couple of bananas to bits. Two
more bullets whizzed straight through the
ceiling.

In the room above, Peppermint Pete,
another of Bad Hat's cronies, was lying
on the bed asleep. His head was lolling
over the side and he was snoring loudly.

One bullet grazed Peppermint Pete's
upper lip. It shaved his bushy moustache
right off. Pete woke with a yell. He saw
himself in the mirror opposite, minus his
much-prized whiskers. That was more
than enough to make Peppermint Pete
piping mad.

Pete grabbed his rifle and leapt to the
window. When durned coyotes started
shooting up Peppermint Pete when he was
taking a nap, and shaving off his moustache
into the bargain, they were sure heading
for trouble.

‘“ Bang ! Bang! Bang!

Pete started blazing away with his rifle
at anything and anyone in sight. One
bullet hummed straight through Bad Hat’s
sombrero.

Bad Hat, who didn't know it was Pete
upstairs, rolled behind some near-by crates
for cover and started shooting back.
Cross-Eyed Crabtree and Killer-Diller
Dixie, another of Bad Hat's gang of
desperadoes, followed suit.

Bullets whizzed and whined and kicked
up the dust as Dickey grabbed DBetty's
hand and dragged her over the sill into
the room where Koko was still scoffing
bananas as fast as he could go.

*“ Keep down, Betty | "’ gulped Dickey.

“ Oh, goodness, if Mr. Barton finds us
here he'll—he’ll be ever so angry !’ cried
Betty, who was much more frightened of
Bad Hat than any bullet.

** It was the only cover we could get to,
Betty,” said Dickey, as they lay flat on the
floor.

At that moment Sheriff Sampson, the
Deputy-Sheriff, Sourface Silas, and the
rest of his posse, poured out of the East-
ville Saloon, just as a bullet from Cross-
Eyed’s gun, aimed for Pete, zipped past
the Sherift's ear,

“So it’s Bad Hat agin’ startin' some-
thin’,” shouted Sheriff Sampson angrily.

”
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“ Come on, men, we'll have those durned
coyotes in th’ hoosecow before you kin say
Dead Man’s Gulch ! ”

Guns blazing, Sheriff Sampson and his
posse pelted down the street.

Killer-Diller Dixie grabbed Bad Hat’s
arm.

“ Say, boss, shouldn’t we beat it ? ”’ he
rasped. ‘‘ Sheriff’s comin !

Bad Hat lowered his guns. He knew
Sheriff Sampson didn’t like gunplay mid-
day. It gave the Sheriff a pain under his
pinny, and when Sheriff Sampson got a
pain under his pinny it made him very bad-
tempered. And when Sheriff Sampson got
bad-tempered anything was likely to
happen.

“ Yeah, beat it, boys!"” hissed Bad
Hat, leaping towards his horse, tethered
to a near-by rail. ‘" Meet at thar hide-
out!”

The next moment the three desperadoes
had leapt into the saddle and were away
like the wind.

As for Peppermint Pete, who'd also
spotted the Sheriff, he leapt out of the
window. Pete dropped clean as a whistle
on to his own horse tethered below and
was away like lightning.

“ Git after ’em, men!”
Sheriff.

He and his posse thundered past the
window, below which Dickey and Betty
were crouching. They disappeared down
the trail in a cloud of dust.

“ Come on, Betty!" cried Dickey. *‘ Let
us get out of here! Come on, Koko!"”

But Koko wasn't in any hurry. That
little chimp was busily polishing off the
rest of those bananas.

“ Oh, you bad boy, Koko!” cried
Dickey. “ Haven’t you caused enough
trouble already ? Don’t you know it’s
wrong to steal other people’s bananas ?

Koko just chattered, grinned and went
on munching. His mum and dad, Mimbo
and Jimbo, the big, performing chim-
panzees, who toured the Wild West with
Big Bill Windbag’s Mammoth Circus, were
always pinching things. They had never
told Koko it was wrong to steal. And what
was good enough for them, for Mimbo and

roared the
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Jimbo were always stealing anything they
could lay hands on, was good enough for
him.

*“ Come on, Koko ! ” cried Dickey, mak-
ing a rush for his pet.

Dickey’s outstretched hands missed
Koko by inches.  Nimbly, Koko had
dodged. He sprang on to the big square
table which stood in the centre of the room.
On it were what looked like a lot of lumpy
objects. But they were covered by a big
white cloth,

Dickey swung round. * Grab him,
Betty ! " he cried. ** We must get away.
We can’t leave Koko here ! "

As Betty obeyed, Koko slid down the
side of the table. He clung hold of the
cloth to break this fall. But Koko’s weight
pulled it right off the table.

Dickey gave a gasp.

" Look, Betty, what’s this ? " he cried.

Dickey and Betty peered at the big tray
which covered almost the whole of the
table-top.

“ Goodness, why it’s a model of Moon-
light Canyon,” cried Dickey, after a
moment. ‘‘ There’s the railway line and
the Bar U halt and the trail running
through and everything ! ”’

“ Yes, and look at the little train,”
chimed in Betty, wide-eyed. ‘“ Who does
it belong to, Dickey ? "

" Bad Hat DBarton, I suppose,” replied
Dickey, puzzled. * But what's he doing
with a model of Moonlight Canyon ? "’

Neither Dickey nor Betty could under-
stand it. They had heard from Uncle Bill
that Bad Hat was a pretty strange customer
and that the Sheriff would give his ears to
catch Bad Hat red-handed when he was
up to no good. So far the Sheriff hadn't
succeeded, although he suspected Bad Hat
of being behind several bank robberies and
rustling of cattle. But to date Bad Hat
had planned them so cleverly that the
Sheriff hadn’t been able to scratch up any
evidence to prove it. :

At that moment a scuffling sound made
Dickey and Betty look down.

* Oh, goodness, look, Dickey ! "' laughed
Betty. " Look what's happened to Koko !"’

The cloth had fallen right on top of
Koko, covering him completely. Fierce
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chattering sounds came from beneath the
cloth as Koko struggled to get free. The
more Koko struggled the more he got
tied up.

Suddenly, the sound of approaching
horses’ hoofs reached Dickey’s ears.

“ Quick, Betty ! " he cried. *“ Maybe it’s
some more of Bad Hat's pals. Let's get
out of here!”

Dickey and Betty both bent down.
They tried to get Koko out of that cloth.
It was easier said than done.

The next moment Sheriff Sampson and
his men, with Bad Hat and his three
henchmcn in tow, stopped outside.

“0.K.!'" Dickey and Betty heard the
Sheriff growl. “ Guess 'ah’ll take youse
hombres’ word for it that them kids an’
their monk got vyou goyotes started on
that shootin’. Three of yuh git goin'.
But ah guess it won’t do yuh no harm,
Bad Hat, to cool youse heels behind bars
- for a night!"”

Shouting angrily, Bad Ilat was led
away. Peppermint Pete, Cross-Eyed Crab-

tree and Killer-Diller Dixie were left
standing sheepishly on the side-walk
scowling after the Sheriff,

“ Come on, quick, let’s go!"” gasped

Dickey, as they set Koko free at last.

Even as Koko vanished over the window-
sill, Betty and Dickey realised it was too
late.

The three bad men swung round grimly
and marched towards the door of the room
where they were hiding.

It looked as 1f Betty and Dickey were

trapped.
E door-handle, Dickey grabbed Betty's
arm.

" Quick—hide ! ”" he whispered.
der the table!"” :

“ No good ! " Dickey and Betty heard
Killer-Diller growl, as the door refused to
open : ‘“ It's locked. Guess Bad Hat's
got thar key ! "

“ Waal, we kin git through th’ wmdnw
grunted Cross-eyed Crabtree. “ Come
onl"

Even as Cross-Eyed Crabtree flung a leg

The Bad Men Get Dicky and Betty
vEN as Killer-Diller Dixie rattled the

“h Un_ -
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over the sill, Betty and Dickey crouched
quivering beneath the big table.

“ Huh, what's been going on hyar? "
growled Killer-Diller. '* What's that thar
cloth doin’ on th’ floor ? "’

“Aw, it's that thar durned monk up
to his tricks,” scowled Cross-Eyed, stoop-
ing to pick it up.

Even as Cross-Eyed’s optics were about
to come level with the crouching children,
Peppermint Pete grunted : ‘“ Aw, leave
it ! Thar’s no durned time to waste ! We
gotta decide what's to be done about th'
boss !

“ That durned monk sure has upset
things,"” scowled Killer-Diller, as Crabtree
straightened his back, and Dickey and
Betty heaved sighs of relief.

“ How kin we hold up th’ bullion train
and grab that gold ter-night with Bad Hat
in jail ? "

Cross-Eyed rubbed his stubbly chin and
winked.

“ We'll sure think of some way ter git
th’ boss out,” he drawled. ‘' Don't fergit
it’s to-day Big Bill Windbag's circus comes
to Lastville. LEveryone'll be at th’ first
show ter-night. That’s why Bad Hat
reckoned it'd be easy money ter-night of
all nights to stick up th’ Limited and
grab that gold. Even Sheriff Sampson,
Deputy-Sheriff Sourface an’ the rest of his
posse’ll be safely round th’ ring, you kin
bet 1 ”

“ Gosh,” whispered Dickey to Betty.
““Do you hear what they're saying ? "

Both strained their ears and listened
with bated breath as Killer-Diller chimed
in: ““ What we're sure gotta do is to go
over this hyar plan, an’ make sure we got
everythin’ clear so as we kinda put Mike
Mulligan wise, when he gits hyar ! ”’

Cross-Eyed laughed throatily. * Nice
of 'em to let Mike out of th’ County ]Jail
jest in time for ter-night's stick-up !’ he
chuckled. * He’s ridin’ straight over.
Oueht ter be hyar any time now ! "

The three bad men lowered their voices
and bent over the model of Moonlight
Canyon, which Bad Hat had made so that
he could show his fellow outlaws exactly
how he'd planned to steal the bullion.

“ That’s whar th’ Limited slows,"



growled Killer-Diller, stubbing a grimy
finger into the sand beside the model
railroad.  ““ It’s a mighty good pull up
thar for several miles, an we kin get
aboard, O.K.! "

“Yeah!" agreed Cross-Eyed. * An’
that’s whar Bad Hat’s fixed it for us to
vamoose | ' He pointed to a spot where
a dry water-course wound away out of
Moonlight Canyon and through the hills.
' Reckon,” Cross-Eyed went on. “ we kin
beat it into California, be over thar border
line before Sheriff Sampson an’ his posse
even git goin’ ! "

“0.K.!" chimed in Peppermint Pete,
cheerfully chewing gum. “ We’ll git Bad
Hat outa jail as soon as it’s dark, youse
hombres. Then we'll beat it to thar
railroad an’ carry on—according t’ plan.
See you hombres later! Il stay hyar
in case Mike shows up ! ”

As Cross-Eyed Crabtree and Killer-Diller
Dixie climbed over the sill back into the
dusty street, Peppermint Pete settled him-
self comfortably in the armchair by the
window, shot out his legs, folded his big
hands across his large tummy and soon
started to snore,

“ Oh, goodness, Dickey, did you under-
stand what they were talking about? ”
said Betty.

" You bet I did!” whispered Dickey,
grimly. “ They’re going to hold up the
Limited and steal a lot of gold bullion
unless we can get to the Sheriff and tell him
their plans. Now we know what that
model was for, Betty. Gosh, we've got to
stop Bad Hat and his gang stealing that
gold 1"

“ But how ? " cried Betty anxiously.

" Ssssssssh | " hissed Dickey. * First,
we've got to get out of here. Then we'll
go straight to Sheriff Sampson an’ tell
him what we know | "’

“ But—but suppose we can’t get out
without waking up Peppermint Pete ? ”
gulped Betty.

“ We've got to get out without waking
him """ whispered Dickey. '* If he wakes up
and catches us, he'll probably guess we’ve
overheard all the plans, and we'll never get
a chance to tell the Sheriff anything !
Come on, Betty ! Quietly, now |

Scarcely daring to breathe, Dickey and
Betty crawled across the floor.

“ Oh, goodness, Dickey," whispered
Betty, suddenly, in dismay. “ I'm—I'm

afraid I'm going to sneeze|! Oh l—ah—
ah—ah——"
“Quick! Put a finger under your

nose ! " hissed Dickey in alarm, as Pepper-
mint Pete stirred and crossed one big boot
over the other.

Betty obeyed. The finger stopped the
sneeze just in the nick of time.

“ Come on! Careful now ! " whispered
Dickey, as they crawled closer and closer
to the window.

The next moment Betty gave Dickey a
nudge.

“ Oh, gosh1” gulped Dickey.

Even as they reached the window-sill,
Koko reappeared. His bright little eyes
had fastened upon the big, gold watch-
chain which was laced across Peppermint
Pete’s heaving waistcoat.

*“ Go away, Koko | " hissed Dickey.

Koko took no notice. He edged closer.
The next instant he shot out a paw and
grabbed the chain. He gave a big tug.

“ W-what the—w-where t'——'' bel-
lowed Peppermint Pete, leaping up. “ Hey
—you kids—what are you doin’—hey ? "

‘‘ Beat it, Betty | " cried Dickey.

Peppermint Pete made a grab at them.
He missed.

Way down the street there wafted the
sound of a brass band, the rumble of
wheels, the cloppitty-clop of horses’ hoofs,
and the tramp of feet. But Betty and
Dickey didn’t notice them at first.

“ Quick ! " hissed Dickey. “ Run, Betty.
Come on ! Peppermint Pete musn’t catch
us!”

Dickey and Betty pelted for dear life,
with Koko chattering excitedly at their
side.

 Hey—hey—come back | "' they heard
Peppermint Pete bellow behind them.

By then the sound of music had grown
louder and louder. Suddenly, into Main
Street pranced two milk-white horses,
Big Bess and Big Bertie. On their satin-
smooth backs sat two men in red coats.
They wore white buckskin trousers and
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They had big, black

shiny black toppers.
Each carTied a long,

waxed moustaches.
curling whip.

Behind them marched a fine brass band.
The players were 2ll in red and blue uni-
forms, with green facings to their tunics.
They had gold-peaked caps on their heads.
At their head rode Big Bill Windbag, the
owner of the circus, on a shiny black horse.

Farther back still, stretching as far as
Dickey and Betty could see, was a pro-
cession of cages, caravans, and horsemen.

“ Gosh | " cried Dickey. ** It’s the circus,
Betty ! ” :

The sound of the brass band had brought
everyone in Eastville pouring into the
street. As Peppermint Pete rushed after
Dickey and Betty, a mob of cowboys burst
out of the saloon, yippee-ing and firing their
guns into the air in their excitement.

They crashed into Peppermint Pete fair
and squarely.

“ Wham 1"

Peppermint Pete sprawled flat on the
sidewalk with a dismal howl.

“ Yoooow ! Groogh! Yarooh!"”

Weird and wonderful sounds came from
that struggling heap of bodies, but they
were drowned by the blaring of the band.

“ Oh, Dickey, look at the lions ! " cried
Betty, clapping her hands. *“ And look
—there are the clowns! Oh, aren't they
funny ! ”

For a moment Betty forgot all about
Peppermint Pete and Bad Hat’s plans to
pinch that gold bullion. But Dickey didn't.
Although Dickey would have loved to stay
and watch the rest of the procession, he
knew they must find the Sheriff right
away.

“ Come on, Betty | " he cried.
on!”

“ Dickey ! " cried Betty suddenly, as

“ Come

she turned to follow him. ‘° Where's
Koko ? 7
Dickey stopped and looked over his

shoulder. He was just in time to see Koko
darting towards a big cart on which stood
a large cage. In the cage were two big
black chimpanzees.

“ Koko ! Dickey yelled.
Come here ! "

Koko couldn’t hear Dickey in that din.

“ Koko !
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Even if Koko had heard he wouldn’t have
heeded. At that moment Koko had no
eyes nor ears for anything but those two
chimps.

Koko scrambled up the side of the cart.
The next instant he had squeezed through
the iron bars of the cage.

Koko was so excited at seeing his Mum
and Dad that it was some time before Dicky
could persuade him to come back.

“Don’t be angry with Koko,” Betty said,
“ He was talking to his mummy and
daddy ! "

“ I'm not angry, Betty,” replied Dickey.
“Only we must find Sheriff Sampson
right away ! "

As Koko bounded up, Dickey and Betty
wriggled their way through the crowd
towards the Sheriff’'s office.

By then the procession had passed, and
that part of the street was deserted, except
for a tough-looking customer, who was
leaning against a near-by post.

Dickey rattled the door of the Sheriff’s
office. It waslocked. Betty stretched up
on tip-toe and looked through the window.
There was no one inside.

“ Oh, gosh, | wonder where the Sheriff's
got to ? " muttered Dickey, in dismay.

“ Say, what do youse kids want with
th' Sheriff ? "' asked the tough-looking
cowboy, with the scar across his face, who
was leaning against the post.

“Oh dear, we must find the Sheriff
quickly,” said Betty. " We've got to
warn him about the train robbery ! "

“ What train robbery ? "’ drawled
stranger.

Dickey hastily explained.

“ Say, you sure oughter git to th’
Sheriff right away,” agreed the tall tough-
looking guy “An’ 1 know he's just
ridden off t' Antelope Creek to look into
some rustlin’, an’ won't be back before
sunrise. An’ the Deputy’s gone, too ! ”

Ohy dear,” cried Betty, ' whatever
can we do ? "

‘“ See hyar, kids,” drawled the stranger.
“ I've gotta ride that way pronto, an’ I'll
give youse kids a lift, if you like ? "

Dickey’s downcast face brightened.

“ Gosh, thanks ! " he cried eargerly.

Ten seconds later, with Dickey, Betty
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and Koko clinging on for dear life, the
stranger’s big black horse, galloped down
Main Street and out across the prairie.

After a breathless ride the stranger
heaved the horse to a standstill outside
a lonely shack.

‘“ Hyar’e, kids ! "’ grunted the stranger.
“You'll find thar Sheriff inside that thar
shack, I reckon!"”

Dickey, Betty and Koko followed the
tall man  He pushed open the door and
beckoned them inside.

As the door banged shut behind them,
Dickey and Betty gave a gasp of surprise.
For the first of three men playing cards
around a small deal table in the middle of
the living-room, who turned his head, was
the last galoot Dickey had expected to
see—Cross-Eyed Crabtree.

“ W-What—the ?" gulped Dickey,
as he recognised Killer- Diller Dixie as
well. * Where's Sheriff Sampson ! "

A harsh laugh came from the stranger,
who had brought them as he strode for-
ward. :

‘ Say, what's the big idea ? " snarled
Cross-Eyed Crabtree, springing to his
feet. '* What’s the idea—bringing these
hyar kids hyar, Mike ? "

““ These hyar kids were looking for th’
Sheriff to spill the beans about the whole
of ter-night's set-up," drawled Mike Mulli-
gan, the tall stranger, who, Dickey now
realised, was a member of Bad Hat's
gang and had led them into a trap.

“ What ? "’ shouted Killer-Diller, spring-
ing up as well.

At that moment the door crashed open
and Peppermint Pete strode into the
shack. He stared in surprise at Dickey
and Betty, but when Mike Mulligan ex-
plained their presence, his face grew
black with rage.

“ Jest as well youse was standing out-
side the Shenff's office, figuring how to get
Bad Hat out,” he snarled. ‘ Guess these
kids'll have to stay hyar until we've done
the job ! "

“ You can't keep us here | "’ cried Dickey.
“ You'd better let us go or our Uncle Bill'll
skin the hides off you!"

“ Shut your mouth, yuh!¥
Cross-LEyed Crabtree.

snarled

A jam jar hit Cross-Eyed fair and square. He
staggered back with a howl.

The back of his hand caught Dickey a

clout around the ear which sent him
staggering.
Chattering with rage, Koko sprang

forwards like lightning. His teeth fastened
into Cross-Eyed’s thumb. He bit hard

“Ow! Yow! Yaroogh!"” howled
Cross-Eyed. * Why—you—ynu durned
little coyote. I'l—I'll——"

His undamaged hand flew to his holster.
His gun flashed out.

* Oh, Dickey, they'll kill poor Koko ! "
gulped Betty, in alarm. * Do something !
Oh, if only Uncle Bill was here | "

But by then Koko, still chattering
angrily, had bounded up on to a shelf on
which were jars of jam, treacle, bags of
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flour, pepper, bottles of fruit and various
groceries. ’

The next moment Koko grabbed any-
thing he could lay hands on and started
pelting the bad men for all he was
worth. '

Wham ! Crash! Bang! Wallop!

A jam jar hit Cross-Eyed fair and square.
He staggered back with a howl. The
gun thudded to the floor. The jar broke.
Thick, sticky jam smothered his ugly
mug. It poured into his eyes, nose, ears,
mouth and down his neck.

“ Groogh! Glug-glug ! ”’

A second jar hit Killer-Diller as his
gun flashed out. ~

“ Bang! Bang!"”

The two shots went wide. One hit a
tin of treacle and knocked it for six. It
dropped slap on Peppermint Pete’s bald
head. Peppermint Pete’s face vanished
under its treacle bath.

“ Groogh! Glug-glug-glug ! ”

Two bags of flour and pepper followed
as Koko really got going. The air was
thick with flour and pepper in choking
clouds. Doubled up, the bad men couldn'’t
do a thing for coughing and sneezing as
Dickey and Betty made a dash for the
door.

But just as Dickey and Betty got out-
side, Bad Hat, who had broken jail and
just ridden up, slid off his horse.

“ Quick! Run, Betty, run!” gasped
Dickey.

It was too late.
grabbed them.

““ What are youse kids doin’ hyar ? "
How did yuh find .this hyar hide-out ? ”
he bellowed.

Bad Hat dragged them, struggling
vainly, back to the shack. Crashing open
the door with the toe of his boot, Bad Hat
stared in astonishment at the sight which
met his eyes

‘“ Say, what's the big idea ? "’ he roared.

Killer-Diller wiped jam and flour off his
face.

‘““ Gee, boss, how did yuh get hyar?”
he gasped.

‘“ Broke jail, of course!” snarled Bad
Hat. “ Whadya think ? It takes more
than an Eastville jail ter keep me behind

Bad Hat’s hands
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bars, my son!
huh ? "

Cross-Eyed Crabtree, wiping his face,
explained. As Bad Hat listened, his face
grew more and more angry.

“ Waal, you kids, try and git away
agin an’ see what youse git ! " he roared,
thrusting them into a small room next
to the main one. ‘ Shut an’ bar the
window from th’ outside, Killer ! shouted
Bad Hat. *‘ Cross-Eyed, light the lamp,
so as them kids kin see to wash dishes! "’
Bad Hat pointed to the pile of dirty dishes
in a corner. ‘‘ You kids get on with them,
an’ no more tricks, if you know what'’s
good fer yuh 1" _

Bad Hat lumbered out, slamming and
locking the door behind him. Alone,
Dickey and Betty looked at each other
miserably.

“ Where's Koko ? " gulped Betty.

In the excitement, no one had noticed
Koko hop out of the window, scuttle
across the trail and vanish.

“ Guess, Koko's around somewhere! "
said Dickey hopefully. ‘‘ Guess perhaps
he’ll rescue us. If Koko can open that

Now, what’s goin’ on,

window -
“ But if those bad men see him they’ll
shoot him ! ” whispered Betty in alarm.

Whichever way you looked at it, thought
Dickey and DBetty, it wasn't a very
pleasant prospect. Only two or three
hours were left before Bad Hat and his
gang would hold up the Limited and grab
all that gold. And it looked as though
Dickey and DBetty were powerless to
prevent it. ;

Koko to the Rescue
DOWN at the first performance of Big
Bill Windbag’s circus, Sheriff
Sampson and his men were enjoy-
ing themselves, with one exception.

It was a grand show, but old Silas
Sourface, the Deputy-Sheriff, didn’t seem
to be getting much enjoyment.

“1 oughter stayed an’ seen Bad Hat
didn’t try an’ make a break |’ he moaned
to Sheriff Sampson.

“ Aw, fergit it,"” chuckled the Sheriff.
‘““ What if Bad Hat does make a getaway ?
He’s only coolin’ his heels, anyway | "



“ It ain’t right ter leave Bad Hat un-
guarded ? "' argued the Deputy.

“ Say, Silas, if youse wanter know, I
left th’ key in the jailhouse lock—just by
mistake, mind ! ' winked the Sheriff. 1
thought— mebbe—Bad Hat'd like t'see
th’ circus, too!”

Just then Mimbo and Jimbo, Koko's
mum and dad, were careering round the
ring on that lovely, milk-white horse, Big
Bess. They were very clever chimps. And
they were performing all sorts of funny
antics on Big Bess’' smooth back. They
were standing on their heads and pérform-
ing somersaults. The whole audience,
except Silas Sourface, was simply scream-
ing with laughter.

Suddenly, as Big Bill Windbag, who was
the ringmaster, seized a big paper hoop for
the next trick, a small black figure scuttled
into the ring. .

The audience thought the newcomer all
part of the show. Big Bill Windbag knew
better.

“ Great Christopher Ann,” he gasped
under his breath. *“ It's Koko !

The next instant Koko had leapt on to
- the horse’s back and was chattering
furiously to Mimbo and Jimbo in monkey
language.

“Git off ! Git off | ” blared Big Bill
Windbag furiously, cracking his long whip.
“ Git off, Koko ! ”

Koko took no notice.

He was chattering away to his parents,
and the older chimps seemed mighty inter-
ested in what he had to tell them. They
seemed to have forgotten that they were
supposed to be giving a performance !

Suddenly Jimbo leant over and grabbed
Big Bess’ reins.

Swinging round, Big Bess made a dash
for the ring exit. Spotting half a dozen
elephants barring the path as they waited
to appear in the next turn, Big Bess
swerved and sprang into the air.

With one tremendous leap, she sailed
right over the heads of the audience and
crashed through a small public exit by the
ring-side.

“Stop! Stop!” roared Big Bill Wind-
bag, waving his whip wildly. “ Stop!”

By then the audience was on its feet, as
Bill Bird, Dickey and Betty’s uncle, came
shoving through the crowd towards the
Sheriff.

Rancher Bird had only just reached
home. To his surprise, he had found his
small nephew and niece from England
missing. Riding into Eastville, he had
found everyone at the Circus. He wanted
to find out if the Sheriff knew where the
children were.

“ By golly,” Sheriff Sampson shouted,
“ that thar hoss has run amuck. Come
on, boys, we’ll git after her. To your
hosses, pronto ! "

They started shoving their way through
the crowd, before Rancher Bird could
reach them ; but he was hard on their
heels as, leaping on their horses, Sheriff
Sampson and his posse were away like the
wind.

By then Big Bess, with Mimbo, Jimbo
and Koko clinging on for dear life, was

‘thundering across the rolling prairie to-
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wards Bad Hat's hide-out in the hills.

None of them knew just how they were
going to rescue Dickey and Betty from
those outlaws ; but they were going to do
their best.

Even as Big Bess slid to a standstill
outside the shack, Koko, Mimbo and
Jimbo dropped to the ground.

Koko scuttled across to the shack, leapt
through the window, while Mimbo and
Jimbo dashed for the door.

Koko looked round the room, and
seemed surprised that it was empty.

Suddenly a loud hammering on the door
behind the chimps sent them spinning
round.

“Help! Help!”
cry.

Even as Mimbo and Jimbo pulled the
bar down and opened the door, Dickey and
Betty almost fell out. They had only just
time to stammer their thanks when they
all heard the thunder of approaching
horses’ hoofs.

“ Gosh ! Bad Hat and his gang rode off
to Moonlight Canyon ten minutes ago,”
cried Dickey in alarm. * But maybe they
have forgotten something and they're
coming back. Quick | We've got to escape

they heard Dickey



before they catch us again. Even
there may be time to tell the Sheriff—

“Tell the Sheriff what, son? " came
Sheriff Sampson’s booming voice, as he
strode into the shack, followed by Silas
and his posse.

Breathlessly, Dickey told Sheriff Samp-
son all he knew about Bad Hat Barton’s
plan to hold up the Limited and grab that
gold bullion, just as Rancher Bird, who
had followed the Sheriff as fast as his horse
could carry him, appeared.

“ Are you youngsters all right?” he
asked, anxiously.

“We're fine, Uncle ! " cried Dickey.

“ Come on, men ! " shouted the Sheriff.
“We've got to git after them galoots,
and we ain’'t got much time to do it in.
I'll see you kids later. Come on, men!
Ride 1"

As Sheriff Sampson and his men
thundered off towards Moonlight Canyon,
Rancher Bird smiled proudly.

“ Gee ! " he exclaimed. * You kids sure
gave me a scare when I found you weren’t
anywhere around Bar U. But you sure
have done a fine job. By the time the
Sheriff gets through with Bad llat and his
gang they'll look like mincemeat "

“ Oh, Uncle, can't we go along and see
them captured ? " pleaded Dickey.

“ Guess not, kids!” Uncle Bill said
kindly, putting his arms around their
shoulders. “ You've had quite enough
excitement for one day. And besides, it’s
long past your bed-time.”

But as Dickey and Betty rode back to
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Bar U on their uncle’s horse, Rancher Bird
said :

“You'll get a big reward for what
you've done to-day ! "’

“ What—enough to buy Mimbo and
Jimbo, so that we can all be together at
Bar U all the time ! 7 cried Dickey eagerly.

Behind them on Big Bess, who was on a
leading rope, Mimbo, Jimbo and Koko
pricked up their ears.

“ T guess so,” said Rancher Bird, with a
smile. ‘* If you want them at Bar U1 "

““ Rather ! 7 said Dickey happily. ‘' That
is, Uncle, if you don’t mind having Mimbo
and Jimbo on the ranch ? "

Uncle Bill grinned.

“I1'1 fix it up with Bill Windbag to-
morrow,”” he promised.

“ Oh, won't that be lovely, Dickey ? "
cried Betty happily. “ Oh, Koko, aren’t
you happy, toe 7 "

Koko must have known what they were
talking about, for he chattered, grinned
and nodded his little black head. As for
Mimbo and Jimbo, they were so bucked
they started turning double somersaults
on Big Bess' back, just as a slow-moving
procession came winding out of a near-by
defile. :

“ Look, it's Sheriff Sampson,” cried
Dickey. ' And look, he's got Bad Hat
and Cross-Eyed and Killer-Diller, Mike
Mulligan —all of them ! Guess they won't
worry anyone for a long while to come ! ”

“ Nope, I guess they won't,” agreed
their uncle, ** thanks to you!'”

THE END

GOGGLES - -
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© RLETTIN.REDSWORD
SOUNDS THE AIR RAID |
‘SIREN AND BORRMS
A MOTOR FIRE ESCAPE

(Continued from page 43.)

1. The daring British spy, known as Red Sword, because of his red hair and the flexible sword he carried in a flexible sheath
around his waist, was in the heart of Germany. Of course, his hair had been dved a dark brown, and he was disguised as an
electrician, Ie was there to capture the new Junkers plane the Nazis had built, and also to rescue Karl Friedrich, the inventor
of the plane, from the Black Castle, at Flettin.

Z

[
7

,./_
1

il

i
Ul

B KARL | HANGON) %=
B WE'VE GoT maa}
OuT OF T'HISD oy

, bbbl

& 1

2. And, to do it, he had sounded the air-raid sirens, sending the people of Flettin scurrying to the air raid shelters.  Then,
leaping aboard a fire-engine, which was fitted with a telescopic escape ladder, he had driven it at a reckless pace over the rives
bridge to the Black Castle. It was touch-and-go all the time, but he made it without any danger, althorgh he knew there would
be bound to be plenty of danger laterlon. Karl knew he was coming and was waiting for him at his cell window
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3. Red Sword backed the fire-engine against the Castle wall, and the ladder went shocting np to (ke cell window, Karl casily
snapped the iron bars at the window, for Red Sword bad filed them off when he had vi i disguisced as adoctor.
Karl didn’t need to be told what to do. He clambered through the window on to the esc ; that
asentry came round the corner and gave the alarm, “ Holdon, Karl ! " roared Red Sword, as he drov
Castle vard. Karl hung on grimly as the vehicle thundered on its way. Then be climbrd cown th
Sword.” By that timc the pursuit had started.

And then it w
e fre-engine out
ddvr znd so reached Red

Nazis on motor-bikes and in high-powered cars were strcaming from the Castle. Powerfnl though the fire-¢ngine was, it

was plain that the cars and motor-bikes could travel faster, ** We cannot get far in thisl'’ cried Karl. Red Sword had been
well aware of that from the first, and he had his plan ready. * Get ready to jump !'” he yelled, above the roar of the engine
“We're going into the river ! " It was a crazy thing to do, but its very craziness fooled the Nazis. Crashing tbrough the parapet
of the niver bridge went the fire-engine, toppling over and down into the water, Red Sword and Kzrl Friedrich leapt clear,
diving into the river and swimming away for their lives.
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5. For a time they swam under water, but, of course, they could not rcmain under for very long. But they got well away
from the bridge where the Nazis were gathered, flashing their torches on the dark flood of the river. Red Sword hoped they
would think he had gone over the bridge by accident and had been drowned. ITe made for the farther bank, and Karl, although
wealkencd by his long imprisonment, managed to keep up with him. It was a desperate adventure, but Red Sword was alwavs
lcoling the Nazis by doing things which they thought were utterly impossible, They reached the bank while the Nazis were
still watching the river for their reappearance.  So far, so good. They were safe for the time being, at all events.
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6. And on that side of the river were streets of cmpty houses, the people having been evacuated because of Allicd air-raids,
“ We shall be able to hide in an empty house until dawn,” explained Red Sword, Then suddenly he drew Karl back into the
shadows. * Here come the two uniforms we need | " he said grimly.  And round the corner came two Storm Troopers, talking
aloul {he queer air-raid Alert.  They felt sure there was something funny about it, because no raid had taken place. And
then the alarm-bell at the Castle jangled. And something else happened, too] Red Sword and Karl Friedrich jumped out
on them. It was a priceless piece of luck for them that those two Storm Troopers happened to pass that way just at that time.
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7. Tt was all overin a few seconds, for Red Sword and his companion dared not make any mistake over it
Troopers were put to sleep in double-quick time.  They were dragged into a dark doorway, and they lost the uniforms t
prized so much. And they were uniforms which would not be questioned anywhere inside Geimany., Bt they sull necded an
«ampty housein which to hide the unconscious Storm Troopers. For if they left the men Iving in the street someone might find thom
and then the Gestapo would be looking for two men wearing stolen uniforms,  So Red Sword and Karl Friedon I dragged the
senseless men to an empty house and left them Lhere, trussed up and gagged, so that they could not give the alaim (oo soon.
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8. When dawn came, the Flettin aercdrome was a busy place. The new Junkers plane was there, amda hoard of dals and
high-ranking officers stood around it. There were Storm Troopers, wearing their arm-bands, in graat foxce. And amongst the
Storm Troopers were Red Sword and Karl Friedrich,  Aud then, lolling back in his official car, come Baron von Stuck Limsclf—
the chiel of the German Secret Service. ** T expect he is looking for us ! ™ whispered Red Sword to Karl,  And they wexe quite
close when the Commandant of the Gestapo told Von Stuck that Red Sword had been in Flettinand had rescaed Karl Friedrich,
had fallen into the river but may have escaped drowning.  The Nazis knew Red Sword too well tothink he hadac i lly drowned.

[ RED SioRD IS INTERESTED ) ( ACH!YES| [KKOW HIS METNOPS IF HE
1N THE NEW PLANE . THATS ESCAPED HE WiLL BE HERE AS A TROOPER
' WHY HE RESCUED FRIEDRICH.) } ORper ALL ARM-BANDS To BE WORN

. ON THE RIGHT ARM  THAT WiLL FOOL Hm
AND WE'LL KNOW HIM IN A FLASH /

| ConFusStON BND
THERE'S CONGTD

o = L2 LRDuN
; AN s ; B ) >

e = | AR R i | B a1

9. And they guessed, casily cnough, that if Red Sword had escaped from the river he would not lea ve Tlettin while the e w
Junkers plane was there, Then Baron von Stuck had a brain-wave. There were no civilians ox the aerodreme, so if Red Sward
did try 1o get on to the acrodrome he would probably disguise himsclf as a Storm Trooper., “ Sotel) yoar men to put their arme:
bands on their right arms,” ordered the Baren. It was a cunning idea. For Red Sword could not, he thouglit, guess that
such an order had been given. Ile would turn up with his armband on Lis left arm, as it isusuvally warn—and that would
betray him to the watchful eyes of the Gestapo. But, unluckily for Von Stuck, Red Sword was almost beside him just then,
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1o. Red Sword heard the eunning order, and pramnptly changed his armband on to his right axm.  So did Karl. Even so,
Karl saw no chance at all of stealing the ncw Junkers plane with so many Storm Troopers around. [But Red Sword never
despaired,  The more difficult 2 job scemed to be, the more he enjoyed pulling it off. And as the Storm Tioepers were
swarming there, all looking for Red Sword, be decided to throw them all into confusion, Sleppimg moiselessly vp behbind a
Storm Trooper, he deftly took the armband from the man's right arm and fastened it round bis left arm. He did it so
neatly that the man never knew it had happened. Trouble was coming.
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- Red Swordand Karl moved away, Then Red Sword spun round, pointed at his victim and shoutcd- There s
Red Sword "' In a flash, every Storm Trooper saw a man in uniform, with his armband on his left arm. Everyone was eager to
be thr man to arrest the famous Red Sword. They all made a dive for the astonished trooper. Everything was in confusion
then, and Red Sword and Karl made a quick dash for the Junkers plane. It was neatly done.  Only oné man saw them, and he
was too far away to interfere.  There was one mechanic inside the plane, and the prop was already moving, and the motors
ticking over. [{wasnow or never, as Red Sword said. There was not a moment to be lost and any wrong move would be fatal.
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xz. Red Sword took his scat at the controls, The mechanic was too surprised by their arrival to do much, and before he
conld revover, Kiarl kad thrust him out of the plane. * Red Sword prefers to pilot the plane himself, mein herr,” he said. Dv
thar time the Junkers was taxi-ing forward across the acrodrome, Down below, Baron von Stuck and his Storm Troopers had
discoversd how they had been tricked. They were running onward in a vain attcmpt to stop the audacious theft,  Messengers
were driving frem the *drome on fast motor-bikes, The radio was hurling frantic messages for help. But Red Sword had
got the Junkers into theair. [t was speeding onward and upward, the motors humming merrily,

AND IT WAS REALLY
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escapec drem Flettin acrodrcme but they had not escaped from Gormany.  And very soon they knew it,
for Genran figater planes zocmed up from below to bar their way. Karl Friedrich manned the gun, and good work he did,
keeping those fighters at bay, More than one ecne my machine went hurtling downwards toruin, And the new Junkers showed just
what a grand machine it was, for it outdistanced every plane that challenged it. It sped high over Germany and crossed to
Molland, beading for the North Sea and Britain, After a time, all the encmy planes were left far behind. It seemed as if every-
thing was over, and safety lay right ahead. Karl thought so, but he was wrong. As for Red Sword, he just hoped for the best.
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14. And trouble came—over England. Out of the blue came British planes, swooping on them with guns blazing. That
Junkers was a Nazi and bore the Nazi markings, How wcre the Dritish pilots to know {here were friends aboard her ? Red
Sword never had time to signal to them before they were on him, and the Junkers was crippled. He gave the order to jump
for it. So, hastily donning their parachutes they leapt from the stricken machine. As they floated to earth, Red Sword told Karl
tostay by the fallen machine while he went to make things okay for him. Karl never suspected anything. He trusted Red Sword
to the limit, and he couldn't be blamed for that, after all, Red Sword had done. And he never saw Red Sword again.
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15. At lcast, he thought be hadn’t. Red Sword knew where he was when he landed close to a British aerodrome. How he got
to the 'drome building without being challenged was a sccret he explained to no one, He took off his disguise and his hair
became red again.  And he next faced Karl Friedrich when he was brought in a prisoncr.  And Karl thought he was facin
Squadron-Leader Daunton.  And so he was.  For Squadron-Leader Daunton was Red Sword, but it was safer that no one shoul
ever know. As Daunton, Red Sword made things all right for Karl, who was soon working for the Allies. And Karl is still
wondering where Red Sword got to, and what happened to him, But Red Sword’s sccret was safe, and that was all that mattered.
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Ned whispered a few

Ned Runs Away

“ EY, you lazy rascal,
you? "

Young Ned Travers looked up
from the harness he was polishing. It was
his guardian's voice.

“ Yes, sir,”' he called out wearily, and
dropping the harness on to a heap of straw,
opened the stable door. Squire Rankin
was standing in the stable-yard, a heavy
riding whip bent between his strong hands.

“ Oho, so that’s where you're idling your
time now, is it ? "' he barked. “ I thought
I told you to clean the harness.”

Ned stared sturdily back at him.

“ But that's what I've been——"" he
started to explain, but before he could say
more, his guardian strode forward and
caught him roughly by the shoulder.

“Don't arcue with me,” hissed the

where are

[

words in the mare’s ear, and she leapt over the bridge.

STAND AND DELIVER!

A Thrilling Adventure of the Days of Dick Turpin, Highwayman

* Squire in a sudden rage. ‘‘ What d'ye
think I keep you for, hey ? Much more o’
this and out ye go—neck and crop. In
the meantime, perhaps this’ll teach you a
lesson.”

Raising his whip, he brought it down
across Ned's shoulders and the boy had
to bite his lips to keep back any outcry.

“There!” snarled Squire Rankin,
thrusting the whip into the top of his
riding boot and hurling Ned into a corner
of the yard. ‘ Now saddle my horse at
once. The Bow Street Runners will be
here at any moment.”

Rubbing his shoulders, Ned picked him-
self up. He longed to throw himself at his
guardian, but he knew he would be
helpless against the Squire's giant strength.

He led Cavalier, the Squire’s horse, out
of the stable and threw a saddle across the
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satiny back. As he tightened the cinches,
he heard the thud of galloping hooves.

Glancing over his shoulder, Ned saw a
body of horsemen sweep through the stable
entrance and rear to a sudden halt. They
were all wearing blue coats and scarlet
waistcoats and Ned recognised them as
Bow Street Runners, the mounted police
of those times.

“ Ho there, Rankin, are ye ready ?”
bellowed their leader.

The Squire nodded, and flung himself
across his horse'’s back.

“ Here, you,” he scowled at Ned. “ I'm
expecting Mr. Penn, the family lawyer,
this evening. If I'm not back, tell him
I'm riding with the Runners on the trail of
Dick Turpin.” He turned to the Runners.
" I've heard Turpin is at the ‘ Stag and
Hounds ' Tavern over in Long Stanton.
He’s a slippery eel, so let’s away.”

Ramming his spurs viciously into his
horse’s flanks, Squire Rankin led the
Runners at a gallop out of the stable yard.
Ned watched them vanish in a cloud of
dust round a bend in the highway.

“"And you're after a better man than
any of you,” he cried out.

Ned’s father, the owner of Stanton
Manor and the surrounding estates, had
died when Ned was little more than a baby.
In his will, he had stated that a distant
relation, Jasper Rankin, was to be his son’s
guardian and take charge of the Manor and
cstates.

But Squire Rankin had always ill-
treated Ned and the boy was now nothing
more than a stable-bgy in the house that
was rightfully his.

Ned walked determinedly back to the
stables, His shoulders still ached from the
beating he had received.

‘“ I've had enough,” he muttered. *“ I'm
going to run away. Who knows—I might
meet Dick Turpin. I'd rather be a high-
wayman than put up with any more of
this |

He climbed the rickety ladder leading
to the loft over the stables which had served
him as a bedroom for many years. Gather-
ing one or two of his belongings together,
he wrapped them in a large handkerchief
and tucked the bundle under his arm.
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Warily, he descended to the stable and
peered out into the yard. He didn't wish
to be spotted by any of the Squire’s grooms.
That would mean the end of his adventure.

There was no one in sight, so ramming
his three cornered hat well on to his head,
Ned ran swiftly across the yard and out
into the highway.

Rounding the bend in the road, Ned
knew he was safe. Free at last! Ile
heaved a thankful sigh and then frowned.
Here he was, running away, without even
saying good bye to his one and only friend.

Ned and Jill, the daughter of Sam
Brent, the squire’s gamekeeper, had always
been the best of friends. Now and then
Ned had been allowed to take an afternoon
off, and he and Jill had had some grand
times together exploring the woods nearby.

Ned had just left the highway to set
off across the fields to the gamekeeper’s
cottage when he heard the tantivy of a
coach guard’s post-horn.

A sudden thought crossed his mind, and
he grinned,

“ By Jingo!” he chuckled. *“ I'd for-
gotten! The Squire told me to look out
for Mr. Penn. [ bet he’s on that coach !

Turning, Ned watched the mail-coach
top a rise in the road. Suddenly he heard
hoarse cries, and saw the driver standing
up, dragging the horses to a standstill.
And then, above the trampling and neigh-
ing of the startled horses, there came a
steady, clear voice :

“Stand ! Stand and deliver | ”

“ A highwayman!"” exclaimed Dick.
‘“ Dick Turpin for a wager ! "’

Screened by the hedge, he made his way
cautiously back towards the highway.

A pistol cracked and the coach-guard’s
blunderbuss was whipped out of his fists
as though by an invisible hand.

The highwayman thrust his still smoking
pistol back into his saddle-holster.

I merely shot that blunderbuss out o’
your hands to show you what I can do
with a barker, my friend,” he said dryly.
“Don’t try any more tricks like that if
you value your life!”

The highwayman was a fine figure of a
man. Dressed in a scarlet coat, three-
cornered hat and thigh-boots, he bestrode



a coal-black mare. Ned realised, as he
watched, that for the first time he was
seeing the finest horse in the country—
Bonny Black Bess—and astride her was
Dick Turpin, known as the King of the
Road.

“ Out in the road, all of you,” ordered
Turpin, thrusting his head in at the coach
window.

Three men trooped out of the coach.

" You—you rascal | How dare you hold
this coach up? D'ye know who / am ? "
demanded one of thom.

The masked face grinned down at
him.

“ Of a surety. D'ye think I'd stop this
coach if I didn’t think there were rich
pickings ? " asked Turpin. ““ Ye’re Alder-
man Bumble—and I'll thank ye to hand
over all those taxes ye've wrenched from
poor people ! ”

Alderman Bumble turned a deep shade
of purple.

“I'll have you know
Turpin interrupted him.

“And I'll have you know,” he said,
tapping his long horse-pistol, ** that I have
a very itchy trigger finger. Come now—the
guineas | You take 'em away from the
poor—Richard Turpin gives 'em back. A
very fair exchange, don't you agree ? "

Fuming with rage, the alderman dug
down into both pockets and brought out
two heavy, clinking bags. Reaching down,
Turpin transferred the bags to his own
pockets.

“ Tchah | " rasped the fat alderman, and
waddled back into the coach.

* And now you, sirrah | " smiled Turpin
pleasantly, levelling his pistol at a wizened,
shabbily-dressed old man.

“ Oh, sir | " whined the old man, “ I'm
only a poor old shop-keeper. You wouldn’t
want to rob the poor, would you, good
Master Turpin ? "

The highwayman shook his head.

* Nay—you're right there. I wouldn’t
rob the poor. But all the same I'm going
to filch your purse, bad Master Scrivvins | ™
he mimicked. *“ I know you, miser and
crook. Ye're no better than yonder fat
alderman. Quick—your money or your
life |

KO

" he started.

Whimpering to himself, the miser ex-
tracted a large purse and flung it at
Turpin.

“ Take it,” he snarled. “ But I'll live
to see the day when you're captured and
safe behind the walls of Newgate Prison,
you villain ! ”

The highwayman laughed gaily and
patted Black Bess’s neck.

“ As long as I have Bess,” he replied,
“ there's not a Runner alive who'll see her

_heels for dust.”’

He turned to the third traveller.

“ And now you, sir,”’ said he. ‘I have
not the pleasure of your acquaintance,
but you nurse a nice fat travelling-case.”

Ned glanced at the man through the
hedge.

“ By jiminy! Mr. Penn!” he mur-
mured, recognising the lawyer’s jovial
features. Mr. Penn handled all the family
affairs of Stanton Manor and on his rare
visits had always treated Ned with kind-
ness.

Mr. Penn shook his head in determined
fashion.

‘“ Not so fast, Turpin ! he replied. * I
have no money here—only some papers—"

The highwayman shrugged his shoulders.

“ I've heard those tales oft-times,” he
grinned. * Hand me that case or 7 and
again he raised his wicked-looking pistol.

Shaking his head, Mr. Penn passed the
travelling-case up to the horseman.

Turpin thrust the small case into his
belt, doffed his jaunty hat and bowed from
the saddle. Laughing gaily, he urged
Black Bess sideways.

With only a run of two or three yards,
the horse soared over the hedge and Ned
ducked his head. Bess sailed right over
him, landed safely and was off like the
wind.

Ned watched the highwayman disappear
over another hedge and then turning back
to the coach, saw that the passengers were
again all aboard and the driver was gather-
ing up the reins.

“ An’ wot I sez is this 'ere,” he grinned
over his shoulder to the guard. * That
ain’t the fust time I've bin 'eld up by
Turpin an’ like as not it ain’t the last.
Giddap 1 ”
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He cracked his long whip and the coach
lumbered away up the road.

“ Phew ! " chuckled Ned, almost turning
a cartwheel in his excitement. ** So that’s
how Dick Turpin works,” and throwing his
bundle over his shoulder, set off anew
towards Sam Brent's cottage. He was
anxious to unfold his tale to Jill.

A Ride on Black Bess!

JILL’S father, old Sam, was out for the
night, scouring the woods for poachers,
and it was fast growing dark as Ned

‘recounted his adventure to his friend.

They were standing in the doorway of the

little cottage.

But Jill was more interested in learning
why Ned was abroad at this late hour.
Ned's face clouded. In his excitement he
had almost forcotten he had run away
from Stanton Manor and Jasper Rankin.

Briefly, he told Jill what had happened
that afternoon.

“ And so you see, Jill,” he ended. * I've
come to say good-bye."”

* Ohy; Ned,” she returned. ' Are you
sure you'll be sate? Don’t you think
you'd better wait until morning ? "

She looked round at the darkening
countryside and shivered. Neither of
them seemed to notice the drumming of
hooves in the distance.

“ Only highwaymen and footpads are
out o' mights,” said Jill.

“ Well,"” answered Ned. *‘ If there are
none worse than Dick Turpin, I've nothing
to be afraid of. And now, Jill, I must be
off. Good-bye—we'll meet again some day,
and ’

Ned whirled as there came the sudden
thunder of horses’ hooves accompanied
by wild yells and hallos.

Hastily, Ned pushed Jill back into the
cottage as a lone horse and rider came
dashing towards them. The horseman was
almost level when Ned heard a single shot
and the powie ! of a bullet.

Without uttering a sound, the rider
toppled trom his saddle and rolled over and
over into a ditch on the other side of the
road. His horse scrambled to a standstill.

Ned raced across the road and stared
down into the ditch.
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“ By jiminy | Dick Tuarpin himself!”
he exclaimed. Even in the gathering
darkness, Ned recognised the stalwart

form of the highwayman. Unconscious,
Turpin breathed heavily. Ned could hear
the yells of the highwayman's pursuers
growing ever nearer. Above them all,
Ned thought he detected the Squire’s
brazen bellow,

Ned's eyes flashed towards Black Bess,
peacefully nibbling the grass nearby. With-
out further thought, he vaulted into the
saddle.

Jill looked anxiously up at him from the
doorway of the cottage. Ned nodded in
the direction from whence came the sounds
of pursuit.

“ Runners, Jill,” he told her briefly.
“ Let 'em get well past the cottage and
then tend that man in the ditch. He's
wounded. I'll be back,”” and with the
words, he clapped his heels into Black
Bess's sides and set off up the road at
breakneck speed.

He was just in time. Glancing over his
shoulder, he could see a yelling body of
horsemen fly past the gamekeeper's cottage.

“ There he is! Turpin! Turpin!” roared
a voice. Ned grinned.

“ It’s the Squire all right,"’ he chuckled.
“ And he thinks Dick Turpin is still riding
Black Bess. Now to give him and his
Runner pals the ride of their lives.”

Bess was answering to every touch of
Ned's knees. He urged her off the highway

to the grassy track at the side. [t was
easier going for the gallant mare.
It was Ned's thrll of a lifetime. Here

he was astride the fastest horse of the
century, riding a life or death race.

His heart pounded with excitement as
Bess headed into the night. This was some-
thing he'd always wanted to do.

Ahead, a turning led off the highway.
A slight tug on the near-side reim and
Black Bess rounded the cormer without
slackening speed. On, on, on, they sped
with the yells and hallos of the Runners
ringing in Ned's ears.

Straining his eyes to pierce the darkness,
Ned gulped as he saw that the country
lane ended in a five barred gate. As he
drew rapidly nearer, the moon suddenly
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Black Bess soared over the hedge, and was off like the wind.
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broke through the heavy clouds and Ned
made out a row of evil-looking spikes
buried in the top bar of the gate. It was a
six foot clearance.

But there was no turning back, and sur-
render was out of the question. No, there
was nothing else for it—Bess had to take
that gate. He patted the glossy neck.

“ It's up to you, Bess,” he cried. * Neck
or nothing.”

The gate loomed up in front of them—a
slight pressure of the knees and Black Bess
rose like a bird.

Up—and over! Bess’s hooves just
cleared the spikes and then, leaning well
back in the saddle, Ned braced himself
for the shock as the mare landed and,
with hardly a pause took up the wild
gallop.

Jasper Rankin and the Runners, how-
ever, were not going to risk their necks.
Jerking frantically at their reins, they
reined their mounts to a stand-still.

‘““A plague on that rascal Turpin,”
raved the Squire, and dismounted. Tak-
ing a pistol from his saddle holster, he
aimed at the heavy padlock that held the
gate fast. There was a loud crack and
the Squire tore at the ruins of the padlock.
Throwing the gate back, he leaped into the
saddle.

““ After him,” he rasped.
him yet.”

As Ned breasted the grassy slope of the
meadow beyond, he turned in his saddle
and saw Squire Rankin leading the Run-
ners through the gate.

There came the brigsk crackle of pistol-
fire and a bullet whined past Ned’s ear.
But Black Bess was fast drawing out of
range.

And so the desperate chase went on.
Streaking along a meadow path, Ned saw
the moonlight glinting on the waters of a
rapidly-flowing river in the distance.

The meadow path ran down towards a
narrow bridge spanning the river and it
wasn’t until Bess’s hooves were drumming
on the wooden planks that Ned saw that
there was a twenty-foot gap in the bridge.

The bridge had fallen into decay and
it was obvious that recent floods had
washed away a large part of the structure.

“ We'll have

Black Bess stopped almost in her own
length, her forelegs pawing the air. Ned
clung to his saddle grimly @s the horse
stood trembling on the brink of the broken
bridge.

Here was Ned's chance to lose his pur-
suers. With fresh horses, the Runmners
would be unlikely to jump the gap—with
blown and winded horses they would never
attempt it.

Ned turned Black Bess back a few yards
and then turned again to face the gap. A
few words in the mare’s twitching ear and
she leapt over the bridge.

For a second Ned gazed down into the
swirling waters beneath—and Bess had
cleared the gap.

With a laughing “ View halloo !’ Ned
headed towards the highway winding its
way over a hill half a mile away.

On the other side of the river Jasper
Rankin and the. Runmers were shaking
their fists in fury. And then wreanly
turning their tired horses, they rode off,
angry at their failure. :

Dick Turpin Repays a Debt!
NED dismounted outside Sam Brent’

cottage and leaving Black Bess to

graze at the side of the road, pushed
open the door and went in.

There was an exclamation, and Dick
Turpin, a heavy horse-pistol in each hand,
stood facing him. A bandage was tied
round his head.

“ Oho, a youngster,” cried the high-
wayman, thrusting his pistols back into
his belt.

Jill poked her head out behind him and
breathed a sigh of relief.

“It’s Ned,'’ she said. ,

Turpin looked steadily at Ned.

“ So you're the boy who stole my horse,
eh ? " he queried harshly. But there was
a merry twinkle in his eyes. Ned nodded.

“ Well, lad, out with it. What's hap-
pened ? "

Ned recounted all that had happened,
since Turpin had fallen into the ditch.

The highwayman fingered his chin as
Ned finished.

‘“ So, but for vour leading the Rummners
astray, they'd have had me,” he said
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slowly. “ But tell me, how did you know
who [ am? "’

Ned grinned.

“ 1 watched you hold up the mail-coach
to-day,'’ he replied. Turpin’s eyes opened
wide.

“ Where were you ? " he asked.

“ Behind the hedge,” returned Ned.
The highwayman threw back his head and
laughed.

“ That bullet grazed me,” he told Ned.
“ Another inch and " He shrugged
his shoulders and, turning to Jill, smiled.

“ Thanks to you, lass, I'll be my old self
in no time. But I mustn’t endanger you
both by remaining here any longer—I must
away.” '

He took up his rakish three-cornered
hat and looked down at Ned and Jill.

““I owe you a debt I may never be able
to repay,” he said. ' Is there anything
I can do to help you? Money ? " and he
held out a fistful of golden guineas to the
girl.  Jill shook her head.

““No, sir,” she replied.
need paying for kindness.”

Turpin looked thoughtfully at her.

“ And very little kindness Dick Turpin
ever receives,” he told her. ““ And what
about you, lad ? "

Ned thought for a moment.

“ There’s only one thing,” he answered.
“You took some papers from Mr. Penn,
the family lawyer, to-day. Can I have them
back so that | can give them back to him ?
You see, he's always been very kind to
me.l’

“ Why, surely,” said Turpin, and took
out Mr. Penn’s leather case. Placing a
hand on the boy’s shoulder, he smiled
down at him.

“ Jill here has told me all about you,”
he went on. * That guardian of yours
doesn’t seem to be a very agreeable person,
does he ? "’

Ned shook his head.

“ So Mr. Penn is the family lawyer, eh ?
continued the highwayman, thoughtfully.
“1 wonder what these papers are all
about. Let's see,’”” and before Ned could
stop him, Turpin opened the case and
tock out some folded pupers.

“ D'ye know anyone named Sir Richard

“I do not

¥

Travers ? "’ he asked as he commenced
reading.

" Why, yes,” replied Ned excitedly.
“ That was my father’s name. He died
when I was a baby."”

“So ho!” exclaimed Turpin. * This
paper happens to be his will. Listen to what
it says. ‘ And Jasper Rankin shall be the
guardian of my son and take charge of
Stanton Manor and estates until such
time as Mr. Penn, my lawyer, considers
my son responsible enough to take charge
himself."” What think you of that, Ned ?

Ned could only gulp.

“ D’ye think you could look after the
Manor and estates, lad ? ’’ asked Turpin.

“ Of course 1 couldn’t,” returned Ned.
“ But what "

“And Mr. Penn 1is paying Jasper
Rankin a visit this evening. Right ?”
said the highwayman. ' Well, this is
where 1 repay that debt I owe you, Ned.
Come on, my fine fellow, we're going
to persuade your Mr. Penn that you are
now the new Squire.”

“ But what can you do ? " queried Ned.

Turpin placed a finger alongside his nose.

‘ Come and see,” he chuckled.

‘““Oh, Ned,” broke in Jill who had
remained silent all this time. *“ Isn’t that
wonderful ?  You'll be the Squire at last,
and as for that nasty Jasper Rankin—well,
I hope you run him off your land as soon
as you can."”

Ned shook his head doubtfully .

“ I'm not Squire yet,” he said.

Turpin clapped a hand on his shoulder.

“ No, but you're going to be before the
night's out,” he laughed. “ Now you
can show me the way to Stanton Manor."

“ Can 1 come, too ? " asked Jill.

The highwayman shook his head.

" This is going to be man’s work, little
lady,” he responded. * You stay here—
and to-morrow you can dress yourself
up in your Sunday best and pay a visit
to your friend, the Squire of Stanton
Manor. Come, Ned."”

Ned followed the highwayman out of
the cottage. Placing two fingers to his
mouth, Turpin whistled and in reply, Black
Bess came trotting up. Mounting, the
highwayman hauled Ned up behind him.
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“ Good-bye, Jill," called out Ned, as
they sped into the night.

[t seemed no time at all before Turpin
drew rein outside Stanton Manor.

“ Are the gates locked ? "’ he asked as
he lifted Ned down.

“ No,” replied Ned, and the highwayman
grinned.

“ Well, let this teach you a lesson,” said
he. ' Always lock them in future.”

Quictly, Ned led the way up the short
drive leading to the front of the house.
A light shone through a window on the
ground floor. ‘

“ Squire Rankin’s study,” whispered
Ned in Turpin's ear.

Together they crept over to the window
and peered in. One of the little panes
had been thrust open to let air into the
room and they could hear everything that
was being said in the room.

Jasper Rankin was facing Mr. Penn
across his desk.

* So,” he was saying evilly. *“ Ye think
that that brat of a boy is now old enough to
be Squire, eh ? "

“1 do,” returned Mr. Penn stoutly.
“ You've done nothing else but ill-treat the
lad ever since you came here, Rankin.
Well—you've shot your bolt. I'd advise
you to start packing."

““And I, Mr. Penn, would advise you
to say your prayers,” answered Jasper
Rankin and, taking out a pistol levelled
it at Mr. Penn. “ Not a word,” he rasped
as Mr. Penn opened his mouth. “ You
tell me that Dick Turpin robbed you of the
will to-day. Well, that’s out of the way.
There’s only one other person apart from
me who knows the contents of the will—
and that's you. With you out of the way,
I shall remain Squire.”

Hearing the words, Dick Turpin acted like
lightning. The highwayman hurled himself
through the window.

There came the crash of splintering
glass and before Jasper Rankin could fire
his pistol, Turpin’s sword had whipped
it out of his hand.

With a roar of rage, Jasper drew his own
sword. _

"“ Who are ye ? What d’ye want here ?
he raved.
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“ T'm Dick Turpin, and 1 want you,"”
replied the highwayman quietly. Jasper's
eves glinted.

“ Dick Turpin, eh? And without his
mask ! Well, my fine friend, you escaped
us earlier this evening, but you'll not
escape this time.” And with the words
he lunged forward.

Turpin thrust his sword aside.

“ So it was you who raised that hue
and cry after me, was it 7 "’ he murmured.
“ Faugh ! 1 can't waste time on you."”

Their swords engaged, a quick turn
of Turpin’s wrist and Jasper's sword
sailed through the air,

Thrusting his sword back into the
scabbard, Turpin leaped forward and,
throwing his arm round Jasper's middle,
lifted him from the ground.

““Is there a horse-trough mnear, Ned 7 "
panted the highwayman.

Ned, who had entered the room through
the broken window, nodded.

‘ Just cutside.”

“ Let me down, you knave!” roared
Jasper, twisting and trying to break
the steel-like grip.

“All in good time,” grinned Turpin,
and stepped through the broken window.

Glancing round, Turpin spotted a large
horse-trough and, despite all Jasper’s
struggles, strode towards it and with a
single movement dumped the raging Jasper
into the cold water.

“ Perhaps that'll cool ye off a bit!”
laughed the highwayman. '‘ And now if
it’s any news to you, here's the will that
makes young Ned here Squire of the Manor,
and Mr. Penn, who [ see is quite unhurt,
will see that the job's done properly.”

Ned and Mr. Penn had followed Turpin
out of the house to see the fun.

“One o’ these days, Turpin, the boot
will be on the other foot,” screamed
Jasper, as he floundered about in the
water. The highwayman laughed.

" Come on out o' there!" he ordered,
and dragged the gasping Jasper out of
the trough by the scruff of his neck.
Hauling him willy-nilly down to the
Manor gates, Turpin kicked him out inte
the highway.

‘ Vanish, you rogue,’

2

said he, ' and
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The highwayman hurled himself through the window.

if ever I hear of you within a hundred
miles of this place again I'll chase you
into the sea.”

Shaking his fist in fury Jasper Rankin
slunk, wet and bedraggled, up the road.

Turpin turned to Ned and Mr. Penn.

“ He won’t bother you again,” he
chuckled. “ And now I'm sorry, but it’s
boot and saddle for me. I meet Tom
King at Hampstead to-morrow.”

Ned caught hold of his arm.

“ Take me with you, Master Turpin,”
he begued. “ I've always wanted to be a
highwayman and——"

“ Nay, Ned lad,” replied the highway-
man kindly ' There’s no need for you
to take to the road. You're Squire
Travers now, and remember this: mine
is a hard life and only need has forced
me to it. Every man’s hand is against
me. ['m hunted from one end of the
country to the other for the rascal that I
am, if I be a tender-hearted one. And
one of these days ['m going to ride my
Bonny Black Bess to death if I'm not
careful. | was forced to the road,”

Turpin went on. ‘ And now there’s no
way back.” He turned to Mr. Penn.

“ Look after him, sir,” he said. “ He's
a brave lad.”

He whistled, and with a whinny of
pleasure Bess trotted up to her master.

His spurs clinking, Turpin sprang to
the saddle.

“ Farewell,”” he smiled down at them.
“ Think kindly of Dick Turpin some-
times,”” and he was off down the highway,

Mr. Penn and Ned stared down the
road after him.

“ He may be a highwayman, but he's
all a man,” said Mr. Penn.

Ned could only nod. Then as they
turned to go back to the house, they
heard the lLlt of a song.

“ The swiftest of coursers, the truest, the
best,
The horse of the highwayman—Bonny
Black Bess!"

Dick Turpin was riding the moonlit
highways again.,
THE END
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BASHIBAZONKA! — AND THATS
THE BEST 'PHONE BOX IN WIGAN

HERE WE ARE AT
THE ROYAL PALACE
ERNIE! YOUu'RE
GOING TO MEET
THE KING AND

Well, first they changed old P.c. Bean
From Bobby into Fairy Queen,

Then phone-tox into Ice-Cream Store,
With * Free lce ™ notice on the door !

Then ofi to Wigan Palace, where
They were to meet the Royal Pair—
The King of Wigan and his missus,
And little Princes and Princesses,

PERMIT MeE TO
INTIKODUCE You TO
THEIR MATESTIES !

Well, big surpnse young Ernie had,

'Cos Rovalty were lus mum and dad,
Both were wearing royal Sunday clothes,
And Reyal Powder on Ma’s nose.

WELL GO AND HAVE SOME TEA NOW !
COME DN RIP, YOU MUST BE HUNGRY (F
— ITS 500 YEARS SINCE =

YOu HADYOUR ¢
DINNER |

THAN K YOU
A —
TRATS FINE

WHAT' WITH OUR ERNIE IN f

IM A PRESS MAN
THEM TOGS 7~ NOT LIKELY !

YOUR MAJESTIES —
MAY I TAKE YOUR
PHOTOGRAPHS ?

I'Ll. SOON CHANGE
ERNIE. , QUEEN — |
BASHIBAPLONKA :

: %

TAKE ONE
OF ME
INSTEAD ‘
MISTER |

Press man came dashing up Lo say

He'd take Roval portrait right away.

But Ma said ;" ** Nay, you'll not, by gosh !
Not till we've made young Ernie posh ! ™

LONG LIVE IKINGENT THE FIRST — QUEEN ENT -
PRINCE ERNIE AND PRINCESS SIS !

oy

Well, Rip Van Wink just waved his hand,
Which gave young Ernie royal robes, and
A lickle crown instead of cap,
So photo man got luvly snap.

The King Ent. said : ** It seems L0 we
We'd best go in and all have tea."”
And Rip Yan Winkle being sport
Drank toast to all the folk at court.
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IT's THE Coes'

GoLLy Boss !
| AN'T Buack Joe! --
I'SE JUST A WHITE &

—~\THAT SuRE 15 A SwELL
AN sPoT OF

3 WHITE

J G, wasning!

{ | TOLD HiM TO FoLLOw me!

Questions.
I. Why is the letter “ G** like the sun ?
2. When does a caterpillar grow good ?
3. When is a rock not a rock ?

Answers,
Because it is the centre of light.
When it turns over a new ledf.
When it is shamrock.
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Out of a shower of earth—came a long, black cigar-shaped monster.

Strange Sight in the Moonlight
ID you enjoy the pictures, Molly ?"'
asked Pecter Hayward, as he and
his little sister - came out of
the cinema.

“ Oh, yes, Peter, they were lovely !’ cried
Molly. “ 1 could have sat and watched
them all through again. Couldn't you ?

“ Well, yes, | could,” said Peter with a
laugh. " But we have to get home. Come
om, we get our bus in the market place.”

Molly and Peter lived with their uncle,
who was a gamekeeper. The cottage was
a lonely one. When they left the bus
they would have a two-mile walk across
the fields. But they didn’t mind that.
They were used to it and there was a big,
yellow moon on this particular night.

The bus was fairly crowded. As it
moved off, Peter heard a man sitting in
front of him say to another man :

* Did you hear the six o’clock news to-
night 7 ”

“ No, was there anything special ? "’
said the other man,

“ I should think there was,” replied the
first man. *‘ Those bank bandits have
been at it again. The rascals broke into
the steel vaults of the Midchester Bank
last night and stole over one hundred
thousand pounds !’

“ You don't say?”

ejaculated the

other. ‘“ Are the police certain it was the
same gang that’s been carrying out rob-
beries all over the country ? ”’

“ Yes, they're absolutely certain,” re-
plied the first man. * There was a great
jagged hole in the floor of the vault, the
same as has been found in every bank
vault they've robbed. They get in through
that hole, of course, but it’s an absolute
mystery how they make the hole and
where they come from.”

“ Pecter, what are they talking about ?
whispered Molly, noticing how intently
Peter was listening to the two men
talking.

“ They're talking about the bank rob-
bers,” replied Peter. * There’s a mysterious
gang of thieves who have been robbing
banks all over the country. But nobody
has the slightest idea how they do it.”

“ Why haven't they ? " asked Molly.

“ Well, it’s like this,” explained Peter.
“ All banks have vaults where all the
money and important papers are kept.
These vaults are made of solid steel and
special concrete. Even the floors are made
of steel. Yet these robbers make a hole
in the floor just as though it was paper or
something.  They get into the vault
through this hole, fill the vault with poison
gas so that no one can get at them, and
then rob it.”
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“But doesn’t the poison gas hurt them?”
demanded Molly.

““ No, because it's thought that they
wear special gas masks and clothing,"”
replied Peter.

‘“ And when they've come in through the
hole, do they go out through the hole after
they've robbed the vault ? '’ asked Molly.

““Yes,"” nodded Peter.

‘“ Then it should be easy to catch them,”
cried Molly triumphantly. “ Why don't
the silly old policemen follow them down
the hole and see where it leads to ?

‘ Because it doesn't lead anywhere,”
said Peter, shaking his head. * That’s
just another part of the mystery. After
about twenty or thirty feet down the
hole is always found to be so filled in that
it’s impossible to find out where it leads to.
It’s thought that the thieves blow it up
behind them, bringing downfalls of rock
and earth, like you sometimes hear about
in a pit accident.”

“1 see,’” said Molly after a pause.
“ They must be very clever men, Peter.”

“ And very wicked ones, Molly,” said her
brother. “DBut here’s our stop. Come on!”

The bus conductor knew them and he
had already rung the bell for them. As
they got off the bus he bade them a cheery
good-night. Then the bus rumbled on
along the quiet, moonlit road, and Molly
and Peter were alone.

* I never mind the walk on a fine night,"
said Molly, clambering over a stile into a
field. ‘* It's the dark, wet nights I don't
like."” !

‘“ Well, we don’t go out much then, do
we 7" sald Peter with a laugh.
love these moonlight nights. Isn’t every-
thing so quiet and peaceful ? "

It was, indeed. Nothing broke the still-
ness and the hush of the woods and fields
which lay bathed in the light of the moon.

* What time do you think it is, Peter ? "'
asked Molly, as they walked along hand
in hand.

‘* About eight o’clock, I should think,"
said DPeter. “ Yes, there it'’s striking
now."”

Across the sleeping woods and fields
there came stealing the distant chime of a
church clock. It struck eight times.

“But 1.

Molly satisfied herself about that, because
she counted the strokes.

““When we get in it'll be supper and
bed," she said, as she and Peter walked on.
“T1'Il think about that lovely picture we
saw. I do think it’s kind of uncle to let
us go to the pictures !

Abruptly she broke off and stopped in
her tracks.

““ Peter, what's that ? " she asked.

“What's what? " exclaimed Peter in
surprise.

‘“ Can't you feel the ground trembling ? ”
cried Molly. “ I can. It's ever so slight,
but I can still feel it. Can't you? "

“Yes, I can,” said Peter, for the
ground certainly seemed to be trembling
beneath his feet. ‘I can hear something
as well, Molly, like a droning noise.”

“It's getting louder, Peter!”
Molly, catching him by the arm.
whatever can it be ?

“ Nothing very much, I should think,”
said Peter. ‘‘ Perhaps it's a train in the
distance.”

“ It’s not a noise kke a train,” argued
Molly. ** Besides, a train wouldn’t make
the ground tremble at this distance. ’Least,
I've never known it do so before.”

“ No, nor 1,” agreed Peter timidly.

“ Do you think it can be the beginning
of an earthquake or something like that ? ”
cried Molly in alarm.

“ 1 certainly hope not,"” replied Peter
uneasily. ““ I don't know what to make of
it. Let's stay here a minute. It’s getting
worse | "'

The ground was trembling harder than
ever beneath their feet, and the droning
noise was getting louder and louder.

Holding Molly's hand tightly in his,
Peter stared about him. He and Molly
were standing beside a bush. Fifty paces
or so in front of them the ground sloped
steeply up to the top of Humbledon Hill
It was along the foot of this hill that Peter
and Molly would wend their way home.

There was nothing at all that Peter could
see anywhere to account for the droning
noise and the trembling of the ground,
which was getting worse and worse.

Then suddenly an amazing thing hap-
pened.

cried
[ Oh,

’
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*“ Look ! " cried Peter, clutching tightly
at Molly’s hand.

Molly was looking. And the sight she
saw filled her with terror. For a hail of
earth and clods had suddenly flown from
the foot of Humbledon Hill, almost
exactly opposite the spot where she and
Peter were standing. And out of the
shower of earth and clods—out of the very
hillside itself—came a long, black, cigar-
shaped monster which seemed to be
made of gleaming black steel.

Molly and Peter could see it quite plainly
in the moonlight. It had a sharp, pointed
nose fitted with blades rather like a
circular saw, It was by means of these
whirling blades that the monster had
bored its way out of the hillside.

* Oh, Peter, what is it ? "’ gasped Molly.

“1 don't know!" ejaculated Peter.

Molly tugged at his hand.

“ Come on, let's run!” she begged.
*“ Come on—come on! "

Peter certainly felt like running away.
But to run away before he had found the
mysterious monster to be really dangerous
would be cowardly, he told himself.
Besides, it was quite plain to be seen
that the monster was a mechanical one
and not some mysterious beast which
had come up out of the depths of the earth.

“ Molly, let’s wait ! ” he urged. “ Come
on, let's hide behind this bush and see
what happens ! ”’

“ But, Peter, ['m frightened ! ” quavered
Molly, staring at the monster which had
come to rest at the foot of the hill.

“ There’s nothing to be frightened of—
not yet, anyway ! '’ said Peter. ‘' Come
on, let's hide. We simply must see what
happens.”

In spite of her fears, Molly crouched
down out of sight behind the bush with
Peter. Peeping round the bush, Peter saw
a curious thing happen. For a steel door
in the black, curved hull of the monster slid
smoothly back and two men stepped out.

At least, Peter fancied they were men.
But they were very strangely dressed.
They were wearing tight-fitting black
helmets and tight-fitting black suits which
seemed to be all in one piece.

Were they really human beings, thought

Peter fearfully, or were they some weird
creatures who lived somewhere far down
below the surface of the earth ? Then sud-
denly he gave a sigh of relief. For, after
staring about them for a few moments,
the two figures had lighted cigarettes.

That settled it, so far as Peter was
concerned. They were men all right.
Creatures from out of the depths of the
earth wouldn’t smoke cigarettes. At least,
Peter couldn’t imagine they would.

“ They're men all right,” he whispered
to Molly. *““ There's nothing to be
frichtened of.”

“ Oh, but they're coming this way!"
quavered Molly, pressing herself close to
Peter.

“ Keep down and don’t move,” whis-
pered Peter. “ We can’t run away now
or they’ll see us.”

Crouched still and motionless behind the
bush, the two children listened with
straining ears and wildly thumping hearts.

What would happen to them if the two
men found them ? Who were the two
men, anyway, and what was that mech-
anical monster they had ?

On the still night air the men’'s voices
came plainly to the children’s ears as they
strolled slowly towards the bush.

“ Well, it’s nice to get a breath of fresh
air and to be able to stretch one’s legs
after being cooped up in the Mole,” said
one of the men with a low laugh.

“ Yes, but I don’t like it,”’ said the other
man uneasily. ‘‘ You don’'t know who
might be around here.”

“ My dear Karl, there will be no one
around here at this time of night, I can
assure you,’’ returned the first man with
another laugh. ‘' This is one of the
quietest spots in the whole countryside.
And we have to have some fresh air
some time.”’

“ Yes, I know, but I'm getting sick of
it,” said the man Karl sullenly. ** Think
of the risk we run every time we carry out
a robbery. I tell you, Vorz, I can't stand
much more of it. My nerve's going. I
find myself thinking what would happen
if ever the Mole stuck with us down there
in the depths of the earth. We’d just die
down there—that’s what would happen ! ”
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“1 know, but the Mole isn't going

to stick,” replied the man Vorz easily.
“ She's never stuck yet, has she 2"
“ No, but one day she might ! broke
in the other violently. “ I téll you, I'm
not going on much longer. We've already
stolen more than a million pounds. Are
you never going to be satisfied ?

“ Yes, when we’ve robbed the Bank of
England,” replied Vorz. ‘“ When we've
done that, I promise you we'll quit. In
the meantime, this job that we're going
to do to-night ought to bring us in another
hundred and fifty thousand pounds. It’s
easy money, Karl.”

Again he laughed and flicked away his
cigarette end. It dropped by the bush be-
hind which Molly and Peter were crouched.

The voices of the men were receding
now. White of face, Peter peeped round
the bush. The two men were strolling
idly back towards the black steel monster.

Peter turned to Molly. His eyes were
like saucers in his white face.

“ Molly, do you know who they are ? "
he said in a trembling whisper. ‘“ They're
the bank thieves for whom the. whole
country is looking.”

‘ Oh, Peter, let’s run!’ gasped Molly.
“ They'll kill us if they find us herel”

Ride with the Bank Robbers!
“MOLLY, we can't run—not yet,”” whis-
pered Peter. ‘' If we do they'll
see us. We've got to wait until
they get back into their machine.”

““ Then we'll run and tell uncle and he'll
tell the policemen,” said Molly.

““ Yes, but that won’t catch the thieves,”
said Peter. “ When they get into their
machine they’ll go back into the ground
and nobody will ever see them again.
If only we knew what bank they are going
to rob to-night.”

‘“ Are they going to rob another one
to-night ? " quavered Molly.

“Of course they are,” said Peter.
“ Didn’t you hear that one called Vorz
say that the job they’re going to do to-
night ought to bring them in another
hundred and fifty thousand pounds? If
we knew which bank it was, uncle could
warn the police, but we don’t know.”

He peeped round the bush again. The
two men had passed the iron monster and
were strolling slowly along on the other
side of it, their backs to Peter and Molly.

As the one named Vorz had said, they
were stretching their legs and getting a
breath of fresh air.

Peter thought swiftly. Something had
to be done and done quickly. At any
moment now the two men might get
back into the Mole and vanish away into
the depths of the earth.

Suddenly he started. An idea had
flashed into his mind. But it was an idea
the very thought of which made him
tremble with excitement and fear.

His mouth went dry and his heart
thumped harder than ever. But he would
do it. Yes, he jolly well would do it. It
was the only way. *

“ Listen, Molly,” he whispered. ‘' I'm
going to try to hide aboard that machine
somewhere and see where these villains go
to r

‘ No, no, Peter | ” cut in Molly fearfully.
“You can't—you mustn't

“Yes, [ am | " said Peter determinedly.
“ It’s about the only chance of ever catch-
ing them—to find out where they live.
If 1 can manage to hide aboard the
machine, you wait till we've gone and then
run and tell uncle all that’s happened.”

“I'm not leaving you!” whispered
Molly, hugging his arm tightly. *“If
you're going into that machine, then I—I
am as well I "

“ But, Molly:

“ I'm not going to leave you | "’ persisted
Molly, holding him tighter than ever.

Peter peeped round the bush. The two
men were still strolling away with their
backs to him. The monster lay between
him and them.

‘“ Come on, then, let’s chance
breathed Peter. ““ Run/"

Next moment the pair of them were
simply flying towards the mechanical
monster. It took them only a few seconds
to reach it. But they were seconds full of
peril, for the two men might have turned
back towards the machine at any moment.
And if that had happened they were bound
to have seen the two children.

it]”
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But they didn’t, and Peter and Molly
reached the monster without being seen.
The sliding door in the hull was still open.
With their hearts in their mouths, they
stepped inside.

Now that they had really started on
the adventure, they didn’t feel quite so
frightened. They were in for it now, and
there could be no going back.

There was a dim electric bulb burning
inside the steel hull of the Mole. The
atmosphere was warm and smelt of hot oil.
By the dim light of the bulb the two
children could see a gleaming and be-
wildering array of pipes, gauges, pumps,
batteries and electrical equipment.

The Mole was tapered at both ends and
had revolving blades at hoth ends. This
meant that she could be driven in either
direction and didn't have to be put into
reverse.

There was a sort of driver's seat at each
end inside the hull. In front of each seat
was an instrumnet board on which was a
gleaming array of gauges and dials,

“0Oh, Molly, isn’t it a wonderful
machine | ” exclaimed Peter.

“ Yes, but where can we hide ? " cried

ol "
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Molly urgently. ‘“ Those men might come
back at any moment !

Along each side of the curved hull, about
a foot above the floor, ran thick iron pipes.
It was dark and shadowy down there,
and DPeter reckoned that he and Molly
might hide under the pipes with a good
chance of not being seen.

** Come on, we'll get under those pipes ! "
he whispered, gripping her by the arm and
hurrying her to them.

A few moments later the two children
had wriggled in underneath the pipes.
Nor were they any too soon. For as they
lay there they heard the wvoices of Vorz
and Karl approaching the machine.

The two men stood talking for a little
while longer outside the sliding door in the
hull. Then Peter and Molly heard Vorz say:

“Well, come on, we may as well get
going ! "'

Lying as quiet as mice heneath the
pipes, the children heard Vorz and Karl
climb into the machine. Karl pressed a
switch, flooding the Mole with brilliant
light. Peeping out from beneath the pipes,
Peter saw Vorz press a switch. In response,
the steel door in the hull slid smeothly shut.

With their hearts in their mouths, they stepped inside.
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Seating himself in the driver's seat,
Vorz sat a moment studying the instru-
ments on the dashboard in front of him.

“O.K.?"” he asked over his shoulder
of Karl.

“ Yes,"” grunted the man.

Vorz pressed a switch and the mechanical
monster was filled with the droning hum of
powerful electric motors. The blades on
the tapering end began to revolve, and,
within a few moments, the Mole was boring
its way back into the utter darkness of
Humbledon Hill.

Vorz pulled a lever and the floor tilted as
the mechanical monster bored down and
down into the depths of the earth. The
powertul whirling blades cut through chalk
and rock and clay as though they were
butter, for they were made of stahlite, the
hardest metal known to man.

“ What’s our depth ? ' asked Karl once,
for the two men spoke but little.

“ We're fifteen hundred -feet down,"
answered Vorz.

Peter could scarcely believe his ears.
They were fifteen hundred feet below the
surface of the earth. Suddenly the Mole
rocked violently and the hull was filled
with a deafening roar which quickly passed

“ What was that ? " asked Karl hoarsely
when all was quiet again except for the
hum of the powerful motors.

“ An underground river,” answered Vorz
calmly. " We went through it and it
roared right over us. I expect it empties
itself into some vast underground lake
somewhere.”

The time passed and then he spoke
again.

“ 1 am going up to two hundred feet,”
he said. ““ We will then be almost directly
below the vault of the Oldhampton Bank.
Get the gas cylinders ready and the explo-
sive to blow open the door of the strong
room.”’

Peter quivered with excitement. So the
two villains were going to rob the bank at
Oldhampton. They were nearly there.

“ Are you ready?"” demanded Vorz
suddenly.

“ Yes," growled Karl.

Vorz pulled a lever. The floor of the
Mole tilted steeply and the hum of the

motors rose to a shrill, high-pitched whine
as the great steel monster drove swiftly
upwards towards the floor of the vault.
Suddenly there came a jar. The whirling
nose had touched the underneath part of

the steel flooring of the vault. Next instant

there came the scream of riven steel and
the powerful mechanical monster burst up
through the floor of the vault and heaved
itself up to lie not far from the heavy steel
door of the strong room.

“Quick! " rapped Vorz, switching off the
motors and leaping from his seat. “ Every
alarm bell in the place will be ringing !”

He whipped on a gas mask. Karl, who
was already wearing his, turned the tap of
a gas cylinder. The nozzle of the cylinder
had been inserted through a specially
drilled hole in the side of the Mole. As the
gas hissed out, the vault started to fll
with a deadly, yellow fog.

“ Bring the explosive!” cried Vorz,
pressing the switch which controlled the
steel door in the side of the hull.

As the door slid silently open, the two
men leapt out into the gas-tlled wvault.
Dashing to the door of the strong room, .
they placed the high explosive against it.
Then, as Vorz fired the fuse, both men flung
themselves flat on their faces on the floor.

A moment later there came a deafening
roar and the heavy steel door swung open,
its locks completely shattered.

Meanwhile, as Vorz had said, the alarm
bells were ringing furiously throughout the
bank. Ior they were mechanical con-
trivances so set that they rang whenever
anybody entered the vault.

One nmight watchman was already tele-
phoning madly for the police. The other
had rushed to the vault, only to recoil
choking and gasping from the deadly gas.

Staggering under the weight of heavy
boxes of gold and bullion, Vorz and Karl
came out of the strong room and made a
lurching run towards the Mole,

But when they reached it they got the
shock of their lives. For the sliding steel
door in the hull was firmly closed.

“ What’s happened ? " screamed Vorz,
dropping his bullion boxes with a crash
and beating madly on the door with his
gloved fists. *“ Who's shut this door ?*
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" You'll getthe reward all right,'* said the inspector.

Had he but known it, it was Peter who
had shut the door. For Peter had seen
just where the switch was when Vorz had
pressed it.

Peter had had two very strong reasons
for closing the door. The first was that
neither he nor Molly had gas masks and
the deadly yellow fog had been drifting into
the inside of the Mole. The second reason
was quite a simple one. He had shut the
door in order to keep Vorz and Karl out.

“ We're trapped!” screamed Vorz,
banging madly on the door with his fists.
“ If we don’t get it open we’re done for ! ”

Next instant he wheeled with a snarl of
rage. For coming at him through the
deadly yellow fog were uniformed figures
wearing gas masks and with revolvers in
their hands.

From pockets in their tight-fitting black
suits both Vorz and Karl whipped out
guns. The yellow fog was split by stabs
of lurid flame and the vault echoed to the
roar of guns.
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Suddenly Karl spun round and went
down with a bullet through his shoulder.
His face contorted with rage and hate be-
hind his gas mask, Vorz backed away.
He had fired his last cartridge. Then, with
a rush, the policemen were on him.

Vorz fought desperately, but he had no
chance. His hands were jerked together
and handcuffs clicked shut on his wrists.

The bank robbers had been captured at
long last !

But it was not until the yellow fog had
been pumped from the vault that Peter
and Molly could leave the Mole or even
open the sliding door. When they did
come out you can imagine what a welcome
the policemen gave them and how eagerly
they listened to their strange story.

““Well, it's really you who caught those
two rascals by shutting the door, so that
they couldn’t get back into the machine,”
said a grizzle-haired police inspector. ‘' So
you'll get the reward all right."”

THE END
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® DOowN WITH 5

THE GIANTS OF JUPITER

A Tale of Adventures in the Land of King Kog

The King Cries!

HE planet of Jupiter is millions of
miles away from the Earth. Yet
although it is such a long way away,

three people from the Earth managed to
reach Jupiter.

The three daring travellers were Peter
Hayward, his cousin Molly, and their uncle,
Professor Pooter. They reached Jupiter
aboard the professor’s wonderful rocket
ship, and a very queer planet they found it.

For one thing, a race of giants lived on
Jupiter. For another the animals flew and
the birds walked, and very peculiar animals
and birds they were.

The giant King of Jupiter, King Kog,
was very kind to Peter, Molly, and the
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professor. The three of them lived at the
royal palace in a giant dolls” house which
had been specially made for them by the
xing's carpenter.

This dolls” house stood on a table in the
window of the king’s parlour, where it
could get the sun all day.

One day Peter and Molly were playing on
the table. A heap of sand had been placed
on the table, and Peter and Molly had
made a fine sand castle. Suddenly the king
came inte the parlour. For once the king’s
jolly face was looking very sad and
unhappy.

Picking up Peter, who was still carrying
his spade and bucket, the king said with a
groan :



“Oh, little Peterkin, how unhappy I
am | "

“Why, what's the matter,
Majesty ? ” cried Peter in dismay.

“ 1 must give up my throne to Prince
Poddlepot,’’ groaned the king.

Prince Poddlepot was the king’s step-
brother. He was a tall, thin giant, with a
long nose and a nasty, spiteful face. Also,
he was the most cunning man on Jupiter.

His dearest wish in life was to steal the
king’s crown and make himself King of
Jupiter.

In this wicked plan, Prince Poddlepot was
helped by Duke Boris, Duke Snorter, and
fat Duke Bulbus. These three dukes were
the king's three chief ministers. But in-
stead of being loyal and true to the king,
they were always plotting behind his back
to make Prince Poddlepot the king.

“ Yes,”” groaned the king, gazing sadly
at Peter, who was standing on the palm of
his giant hand, " there is no help for it this
time, little Peterkin. [ must give up my
throne to Prince Poddlepot |

“ But why, your Majesty ? ” cried Peter,
in astonishment.

“ Because Wodo the Wise says so,” said
the king sadly.

“Oh, does he?"” said Peter, who had
never heard of Wodo the Wise. * And who
might he be when he’s at home ? "’

“ He's a very wise man who lives all
alone in the mountains,” said the king.
“ He's the wisest giant in the whole of
Jupiter.”

“ But what the thump does he mean by
saying you've got to give up your throne
to Prince Poddlepot? " cried Peter, in
astonishment.

“1 cannot tell you,'” said the king,
shaking his head. ‘* All [ know is that he's
left his cave and is going about the country
telling everybody that unless I give up my
throne to Prince Poddlepot a terrible
disaster will happen to Jupiter!”

‘“ And do the giants believe him ? " cried
Peter.

“ Yes, they do,” said the king sadly.

“ But you don't believe him, do you? ”
cried Peter.

“ Yes, little Peterkin, [ do,” groaned the
king. “ I must. Wodo the Wise can see

your

into the future. He is so clever that every-
thing he says comes true. I am certain
that if I don’t give up my throne to Prince
Poddlepot a terrible disaster will happen
to Jupiter.”

“Oh, rot!” cried Peter. “ I bet you
what you like Prince Poddlepot is behind
this somehow. I bet it’s just another of his
wicked, cunning schemes to steal the throne
from youl”

The king shook his great head.

“ That is impossible, little Peterkin,”
he said. ' Wodo the Wise is such a good
giant that he would never help Prince
Poddlepot in any wicked plot. No, Prince
P}odd]epot has nothing to do with this at
all.”

Peter was silent for a few moments.
Then he said :

‘* Where is Prince Poddlepot, anyway ?
I haven’t seen him around here lately ? "

* He’s away hunting,” said the king.

““Oh, is he ? ” said Peter. “ I wonder ?
In spite of what you say, your Majesty, I
can’t help thinking that somehow or
other he's at the bottom of all this.”

The king shook his head, and at the
moment there came angry cries from out-
side. Carrying Peter and Molly, who were
still holding their sand buckets, the king
strode over to the balcony outside the
window, and placing them on the parapet,
the king pecred over.

A groan escaped his lips as he saw long
processions of giants marching past carry-
ing banners which read : * Down with
King Kog,” and ** King Kog must go! "

The tears fell so fast from the king's
cheeks that Peter and Molly caught
bucketfuls in their sand buckets and
poured the tears over the edge of the
parapet.

At last the king wiped his eyes and
glanced tearfully down at Peter.

“ But you will see Wodo the Wise for
yourself,” he said. ‘ He's on his way
here now. He comes to tell me with his
own lips that unless I give up my throne
to Prince Poddlepot, a dire disaster will
happen to Jupiter. He will be here to-
morrow."’

““Good 1" said Peter.
have a dekko at him | "’

“I'd like to
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Song and Dance by Duke Bulbus!
AFTER talking to Peter and Molly a
little longer, the king set them down
once more outside their little house
on the table and went out of the parlour.
Scarcely had he gone than a huge fat face

rose into view above the window-sill
outside.
“Oh, look, Peter!” cried Molly.

““ There's Duke Bulbus!”

“Yes, it's me ! ” grinned the fat duke.
‘“ He, he, he ! ”

“ You've been hiding out there listening
to the king talking to me, I suppose ? "
cried Peter.

"* Yes, that's right,” leered the fat duke.
‘*“ T heard every word he said. He, he, he !
Isn’t he in a state about having to give
up his throne to Prince Poddlepot ?

"“I'm jolly sorry for him, and besides,
there's something fishy about all this,”
cried Peter. ‘“There must be, or you
wouldn’t laugh like that !

' I'm laughing because I'm so delighted
Prince Poddlepot’s going to be Kking,”
giggled the fat duke. “ He, he he! I'm
so pleased about it I could dance with
joy l "

He started to do so, capering clumsily
about outside the window, snapping his
giant fingers above his great head and
singing in his wheezy voice :

" Poddlepot's king ; Poddlepot’s king !
Lift up your voices and all of you sing ;
" Poddlepot's king, Poddlepot's king 1’
Shout it aloud till the rafiers ring !
Strike up the band.
Don’t he look grand,
There on the throne,
Sitting alone ?
The crown on his head,
His robes gold and red,
The courtiers all bowing,
And humbly kow-towing ;
Oh, what a fine thing,
That Poddlepot’s king !

By the time he’'d got that far, the fat
duke was exhausted with his dancing and
singing that he had to stop for breath.

“ Whoosh | " he gasped.
I'm quite puffed—I am, indeed

He puffed and blew until he’d recovered
his breath. Then he looked in through the
window again at Peter.

" Yes, it’ll soon be all up with you, my
little manikin,” he leered. “ I wouldn’t
be in your shoes for anything. Prince
Poddlepot'll soon have you yelling for
mercy, you nasty, interfering insect |

“Sez youl” snapped Peter. ‘‘ Any-
way, d’you mind taking your great ugly
dial away from that window? Apart
from blocking the light, it reminds me of a
big underdone suet dumpling that's gone
mouldy ! "

“Oh, my, just you wait!" roared
Duke Bulbus, shaking his huge fist and
fairly gnashing his teeth with rage. * Just
you wait, you horrid little Earth creature !
I'll make you pay for your cheek when
Prince Poddlepot's king |

“ Yes—when he's king | ” jeered Peter.
“ But he's not king yet and never will be,
if I've got anything to do with it1”

“ You can't do nothing ! ” roared Duke
Bulbus, forgetting his grammar, so great
was hisrage. “ What Wodo the Wisesays,
goes. The crown’s as good as on Prince
Poddlepot’s royal nut already, so you’d
better get ready to meet your doom !
But I'm not going to waste any more
breath on you. You're not worth it.
Yah!”

With that, Duke Bulbus rolled furiously
away, telling himself all the awful things
he’d do to Peter when Prince Poddlepot
became king.

‘* Oh, dear—

1

Wodo the Wise

T]-u-: king and his courtiers were early

astir the next morning in readiness
for the arrival of Wodo the Wise at
the royal palace.

They were all looking very sad. For
everybody loved the king and hated
Prince Poddlepot. Everybody except the
three dukes, of course.

As befitted a poor hermit, Wodo the
Wise was making his way to the palace on
foot. A look-out was kept for him, and at
length he was seen coming striding across
the great plain towards the palace.
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Peter was one of the first to see him
coming. Peter was up on the battlements,
perched on the shoulder of Kaper, the
king's jester.

Wodo the Wise was a very tall and very
thin giant. His feet and his lean, brown
legs were bare, and he was clad only in an
old animal skin.

He had a long, grey beard, and his long,
grey hair, all dirty and tangled, hung right
down to his skinny shoulders.

In one hand he carried a long wooden
staff, and that seemed to be about his only
possession.

“ What a wild-looking giant,” said Peter
to Kaper.

“ Yes," said the jester; “but he is a
very wise one, Peterkin.” Then he added,
with a sigh : “ Alas, to think that he is
coming here to tell the king to give up his
throne to Prince Poddlepot ! "’

By the time Wodo the Wise reached the
palace, Kaper had taken Peter down to
the courtyard to see the hermit arrive. As
the hermit strode across the courtyard, all
the giants bowed to him respectfully.

But Peter didn’t bow. He was staring
hard at the hermit. Then suddenly he
said :

“ Lift me up to your ear, Kaper. 1
want to whisper something ! "

Kaper did so. But as he listened to
what Peter was whispering, his face took
on a look first of amazement, then of
horror.

“ No, little Peterkin, no!’ he said
quickly. ‘“1 couldn't possibly do it!"”

“ But you must, Kaper!"' insisted Peter.
“It's only a trial, of course, but just
think, if it’s successful it might save the
king’s throne for him.”

“"Oh, very well, then,” said the jester
very reluctantly. '* But I warn you, little
Peterkin, Wodo will be very angry in-
deed | ”

“ Never mind, we'll chance that,” said
Peter. ‘“ He's going to address the king in
the main hall, isn't he ? Come on, then,
we've no time to lose!”

Much against his will, the frightened
Kaper carried Peter swiftly into the hall.

““ He'll speak to the king from about
here,” cried Peter.

A few minutes later the main hall
started to fill with all the royal courtiers.
Then in came the king, looking very sad,
and seated himself on his throne.

Next moment all the courtiers started
bowing very low as Wodo the Wise strode
in. Kaper was standing near by with
Peter hidden in his hand.

“ Allow me to have the honour to touch
your garment, O Wodo the Wise,"” said
Kaper very respectfully.

He put up his hand. It took him-just
one split second to thrust Peter on to the
hermit’s shoulder beneath that wise old
giant’s long, straggly hair.

Wodo the Wise turned and faced the
king and courtiers.

““ Hark to me, O King of Jupiter, and
all the royal courtiers | '’ he cried in a voice
like thunder, raising his brown hands in
front of him. “ I, Wodo the Wise, who
can see into the future from whom naught
is hidden, do hereby warn the king that
unless he gives up the throne to his step-
brother, Prince Poddlepot, a terrible dis-
aster will befall Jupiter and all the giants
on it!"”

The king rose.

“Wodo,” he said quietly, ' to save
Jupiter and my giant people I will give
up the throne!”

“ Thou hast spoken like a great and a
brave giant, O king,"” said Wodo the Wise,
stepping forward.

But as he moved an amazing thing hap-
pened. His mass of long, tangled grey
hair was jerked backwards, right off his
head, leaving smooth and glossy black hair
below. .

‘““ He's an impostor ! ”’ roared the cour-
tiers angrily. ‘ He's been wearing a
wig I "

“ It's Prince Poddlepot himself ! ”’ thun-
dered the king. “ 1 know his hair!”

He rushed at the make-believe hermit
and seized him by the beard. As he tore
at it, the beard came away in his hand,
leaving exposed the crafty features of
Prince Poddlepot.

“ You villain ! ' roared the king. “ How
dare you come here disguised as Wodo the
Wise! Where is Wodo the Wise! What
have you done with him, you scoundrel ? "
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Poddlepot saw that the game was up.

“ 1 kidnapped him from his cave,” he
snarled, his nasty, crafty face twisted with
fury. “ He’s a prisoner in one of my
castles. But what I want to know,” he
roared, “ is how did my wig come off like
that 2

“ It was little Peterkin who did it!”
cried Kaper, the jester, with a great shout
of laughter. *‘‘ Before you came in here
we tied a piece of string to one of the
pillars at the back of the hall. Peter had
hold of the other end of the string. I
popped him on to your shoulder as you
passed me. While you were talking to the
king and his courtiers, Peter tied the end
of the string to your long hair. The
moment you stepped forward, your wig
was jerked off by the string. Ho, ho, ho !
Diddled again, prince "

The courtiers were roaring and bellowing
with laughter. As for Prince Poddlepot
and the three dukes, they were absolutely
mad with rage because Peter had spoiled
their plot.

‘“ But how did he know I wasn’t Wodo
the Wise ? *’ screamed Prince Poddlepot.

“ He didn’t know ! "' cried Kaper. ‘‘ He
just thought you mightn’t be, see ? Ho,
ho, ho "

“ And you'll release Wodo the Wise at
once ! ” thundered the king. ‘“ Do you
hear ? "

“ Yes, I hear!"” snarled Prince Poddle-
pot, and strode furiously from the hall,
followed by the three raging dukes.

He had to release the hermit. The king
saw to that.

The King goes on Tour

Ol\'E afternoon when Peter and Molly
were playing on the table, the king
came into the parlour.

* Well, little Peterkin, I leave to-night
to make my yearly tour of my kingdom
and visit my people,” said the king. “ I
only wish I could take you and Molly and
your uncle with me."”

“ We'd like to come, your Majesty,”
said Peter. ‘ But uncle’s in bed with a
VBQ’ bad cold, as you know, and Molly
and I don't like leaving him.”

“ I know, little Peterkin,” sighed the
king. “ But neither Prince Poddlepot nor
his three duke friends are coming with
me, and 1 fear that something might
happen to you while I am away ! ”

“ Nothing's going to happen to me, your
Majesty | ”” cried Peter. “ In a way, I'm
rather glad I'm not going with you on your
royal tour. 1 want to be here to keep an
eye on things in your absence. Nobody
knows what that rotter Poddlepot might
get up to when you’re not here. [ mean,
about stealing your crown and making
himself king 1 >

The king smiled.

“He cannot steal my crown, little
Peterkin,” he said, “ for [ am taking the
crown with me. And he cannot make
himself king unless he has the crown to
place on his head. That is the law of
Jupiter. Only he who is crowned with the
king's crown can be king. And, as 1 am
taking the crown with me, there is nothing
at all that Prince Poddlepot ¢an do ! ”

“ That's all right, then, your Majesty 1 "
cried Peter. “ Still, I’ll be here if he and
the three dukes do get up to any of their
dirty tricks ! "’

Peter and the king talked about the tour
for a while, then the king bade him and
Molly farewell.

Peter got one of the giant guards in the
parlour to put him and Molly on the
window-sill in order to watch the king and
his giant courtiers ride away from the
royal palace.

The king turned more than once to wave
to Peter and Molly, whom he could just
see standing on the window-sill. Peter
and Molly were waving their handkerchiefs
when suddenly a wheezy sort of voice
beside them said, with a sneer :

" That’s right, wave to old kingy, you
horrid little insect! You won’t be here
to wave to him when he gets back1”

Peter and Molly turned. Standing be-
side them, outside the window, was fat
Duke Bulbus.

“Oh, it’s you, is it ? " said Peter. “ I
didn’t hear you come along | "

“No, I can walk very softly when 1
like," leered Duke Bulbus.

“ You're telling me | "' said Peter. And
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he started to sing a jingle which had been
made up by Kaper, the king's jester :

‘" Smooping and prying,
Sneaking and spying ;
Who'd you think does st best ?
At once, right away,
‘I's Bulbus !’ you say;
Oh, yes, the right answer you've
guessed ] "

‘1 suppose you think that’s very clever|”
snorted Duke Bulbus, with a frightful scowl.
‘ Never mind, you nasty, cheeky little
manikin! You'll be laughing the other side
of your silly little face before very long ! "

““What d'you mean by that ? "’ demanded
Peter.

"I mean what | say,” leered Duke
Bulbus. “ You think you've been jolly
clever, the way you’ve interfered with the
plans of Prince Poddlepot and me and
Duke Boris and Snorter. Well, you’ll not
interfere with them much longer, you
horrid hittle insect | He, he, he] We've
got something up our sleeves which would
make you as mad as anything if you knew
what it is. But you're not going to know
what it is, see ? He, he, he | ”

And with that, fat Duke Bulbus turned
and waddled away, shaking with laughter.

The King’s Crown is Stolen !
PE']‘ER turned to the giant guards in
the parlour.

'“Put me down on the ground
outside | " he cried. “ Quick, put me
down outside | ™

' Oh, Peter, where're you going ? "’ cried
Molly in alarm.

“ I'm going to follow that fat rotter! "
cried Peter. “ There's something in the
wind, and I'm jolly well going to find out
what it is1”

The guards had to obey Peter’s orders,
of course, because the king had told them
they must. So one of them picked him up
very carefully, and, leaning out of the
- window, set Peter down on the ground
outside.

Next instant Peter was running as swiftly
as he could after fat Duke Bulbus. If
Duke Bulbus hadn't been such a fat

giant, Peter might never have caught him
up. But Duke Bulbus was just waddling
slowly along, enjoying the air of the
royal gardens.

Round a bend in the path, Peter saw
Prince Poddlepot, Duke Boris, and Duke
Snorter sitting on a seat. It was quite
plain that Duke Bulbus was going to join
them. A huge bed of flowers was close
to them, so Peter climbed up the stem of
the highest flower and hid himself behind
the flower’s large petals.

“ Well, the king’s gone!” wheezed Duke

Bulbus. “ He, he he! He’s just ridden
out, taking his crown with him. I saw the
box it was in myself. He, he, he | ”

He and Prince Poddlepot and the other
two dukes laughed so heartily at this that
Peter was very puzzled indeed.

“ Yes, he's got the crown in his royal
hat-box,” giggled Duke Bulbus. * Oh
my, isn't he going to get a shock when he
opens the hat-box. What was it you put
in the hat-box, your Highness ? "

‘“A—a suet dumpling,” spluttered
Prince Poddlepot.

At these words he and his three pals
roared harder than ever with laughter.
But as for Peter, he caught his breath and
his heart missed a beat.

“ It was the easiest thing in the world,”
went on Prince Poddlepot, when he had
recovered sufficiently from his mirth. ** I
had a royal hat-box secretly made exactly
the same as the king’s. 1 put the dumpling
inside, and, when the king was having his
lunch to-day, I slipped into his royal apart-
ments and swopped the two hat-boxes. It
didn’t take a minute ! ”

“ And now you've got the crown of
Jupiter, your Highness!"” cried Duke
Bulbus, shaking like a monster jelly with

mirth. * He, he, he!l”
“ Shut up, you fool!' hissed Prince
Poddlepot. *“ Don’t talk so loud. Some

of the royal gardeners might hearus. You
haven’t breathed a word about this to that
nasty, interfering little manikin from the
Earth, have you ? "

“ No, of course I haven't | " said Duke
Bulbus indignantly. * But, tell me, when
are you going to have yourself crowned
King of Jupiter ? "
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“ To-morrow morning,’’ said Prince Pod-
dlepot. ‘ The king should be well away
on his tour by then. I'll sit on the royal
throne and I'll have the king’s crown placed
on my royal head and I'll proclaim myself
the one and only lawful King of Jupiter!"”

‘“ And the king won’t be able to do a
thing about it afterwards,” put in Duke
Boris triumphantly. ‘‘ The law says that
. if anyone of royal blood—and that’s you,
your Highness—sits on the throne and has
the king’s crown placed on his head, then
he’s the one and only lawful King of
Jupiter. Ha, ha, hal You're going to
be king this tlme your Highness, and no
mistake about 1t

*“ I hope you've got the crown safe, your
Highness ? " said Duke Snorter anxmusly

““ Oh, yes, it's safe enough !’ laughed
Prince Poddlepot. “ I've got it locked
away in my wardrobe. And there it’ll
remain until it’s put on my royal head in
the morning | ”

He gritted his teeth,
savagely :

* And the first thing I'll do when I am
king will be to get hold of that nasty little
Peterkin and give him something he’ll not
forget in a hurry. I'll make the beastly
little insect absolutely howl for mercy!”

“ Sez you! " muttered Peter, crouched
farther down into the flower.

“ Well, your Highness, what about
having tea?” said Duke Bulbus. “1
don’t know about you, but I'm getting
frightfully peckish. He, he,he! We'll have
a sort of celebration tea to—day, what ? "’

“ Yes, come on!’ said Prince Poddle-
pot, rising.

He and the three dukes strolled away.
Waiting until they were out of sight,
Peter climbed down the flower-stem and
scuttled back to the window of the parlour
as fast as ever he could run.

Molly was watching for him from the
window-sill, and very glad indeed she was
to see him. She called to one of the guards
to pick Peter up, and, a few moments later,
Peter was safely on the table again.

“ Where've you been, Peter ?' cried
Molly. *“ Did you discover anything ?

“You bet I did ! " cried Peter. “ Come
on indoors. We've got to see uncle ! ”

and went on
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He ran into the giant dolls’ house.
Followed by Molly, he ran quickly upstairs
to the room where Professor Pooter was in
bed with a bad cold.

The next morning, the courtiers and
soldiers who hadn’t gone with the king were
very much surprised to receive an order
from Prince Poddlepot, telling them to

‘report at the throne-room.

Peter, Molly, and the professor went as
well. They were seated on the shoulders of
their giant guards.

Prince Poddlepot and the three dulkes
were standing beside the throne when the
courtiers and soldiers filed into the room.
When everybody had arrived, Duke Boris
stepped forward and cried :

“ This morning we are going to crown
Prince Poddlepot the one and only lawful
King of Jupiter. We have here the royal
crown to p]ace on his head. If anybody
thinks it isn’t the king’s royal crown they
can come and have a look at it and see for
themselves that it is.’

At these words a dreadful groan broke
from the courtiers and the soldiers. None
of them liked cunning Prince Poddlepot,
and the thought that he was to be king
filled them with dismay.

How he had done it they didn’t know,
but it was very plain that he and three
wicked dukes had diddled the poor king
somehow.

Grinning with evil triumph, Prince
Poddlepot seated himself on the throne.
As he did so, however, he let out a terrific
yell and bounded high up into the air.

“ Oww, I'm stung—I'm burned!” he
roared, his nasty, spiteful face twisted with
rage and pain. ‘ Oww-ww "'

* Why, your Highness, what on Jupiter’s
the matter ? "’ cried Duke Boris, in fear
and astonishment.

‘““ There'’s something the matter with the
throne ! "’ roared Prince Poddlepot. ‘' It’s
either red-hot or else there's twenty
thousand bees in it | ”

“ But—but it looks all right,” stam-
mered Duke Boris.

“ Let me try it,” wheezed Duke Bulbus
importantly. ‘¢ I'll soon find out if any-
thing’s wrong with it 1"
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Peter climbed up the stem of t

He seated himself on the throne. But as
he did so he let out a screech like the F lying
Scotsman.

" Eeee-ee | " he howled, leaping high into
the air. “ Oww-ww ! ['m stung——"

He went bounding about, yelling like
mad.

“ The throne’s bewitched !’ roared
Prince Poddlepot, dancing with pain and
rage. ‘' I can’t sit on it—nobody can sit
on it!”

“ Then if you can't sit on it, you can't
be crowned king ! ”* cried Peter.  You've
got to sit on the throne to be crowned king.
Everybody knows that! "

“Yes, we all know that | "’ roared the
courtiers,

Prince Poddlepot glared at them, his
spiteful face twisted with baffled fury.

“ Somebody's been messing about with
the throne | '’ he roared. “ Who is it ? "’

“ Never mind, you scoundrel !’ thun-
dered a voice, and the king himself came

he highest flower and hid himself behind its
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largest petals.

bursting into the throne-room. ‘“ Thanks
to little Peterkin, I have learned of your
wicked plot and have returned. A mes-
senger summoned me back here. So you
thought you could sit on my throne, did
you? Ha, ha, ha! You didn’t reckon with
Peterkin and his clever uncle, you villain ! ”’

“ What d'you mean ? ” screamed Prince
Poddlepot.

“ 1 mean that during the night Pro-
fessor Pooter had the throne all electri-
fied,”” cried the king. * That is an Earth
word, but it means that anybody sitting
on the throne would get a terrific electric
shock. Oh, yes, you got a shock, you ras-
cal! Diddled again, eh ? Ha, ha, ha!”

Prince Poddlepot glared at Peter and
the professor.

Then he slunk from the throne-room,
followed by the three dukes, who looked
as though somebody had biffed them good
and hard behind the ear with a sandbag.

THE END
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Digger Dawson caught the edge of the table and slammed it against Van Buren.

YOU CAN'T GET A DIGGER DOWN
(Continued from page 62)

Dawson, as the boy joined him. ‘‘ We have

the crook, and now we have to find

Ujumpa. Maybe we'll get this rat to

confess when we get back to the ranch.”

‘ No need for that, Digger," replied Billy.
“I know where he is. Look at this.”

As he spoke, Billy crossed to the far wall
of the cabin, and showed Digger the mark
he had seen on the wall.

‘“ Seen anything like that before ? *’ he
asked.

““ Sure, plenty of ‘em,” replied the
foreman. ““ On a stable door. That was
made by a horse’s hoof—but Ujumpa can't
be in here.”

“ Not exactly,” replied Billy.
don't think he 1s so far away."”

The boy was pressing against a wooden
bar that ran across the wall of the shack.
Suddenly, there was a click and the whole
of the wall swung inwards, and there, in
what used to be the old mine tunnel, was
Ujumpa |

’

“ But I
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Honest Tom Russell arrived back from
Melbourne the next day. He was anxious
at first, but when he saw that life at Twin
Forks Farm was going on as usual, he was
very much relieved. It wasn’t until after
Ujumpa had won the Melbourne Steeple-
chase that he knew of the exciting hap-
penings that had taken place during his
absence.

Billy, Digger and Moola had made that
their secret, and as Digger said: *‘ It sure
saved the boss a lot of headaches.”

But now that Twin Forks has been
rebuilt and is prospering, you can see
Honest Tom Russell stop in the middle
of something, scratch his head and say :
“What a foreman, what a blackfellow—
what a SON! You can’t keep a real
‘ digger ' down 1"’

No wonder. The gold in these parts
was not in the mine working, but actually
on Twin Forks Farm—and the Eldorado
Land Syndicate had known it all the time!

THE END
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Questions. Answers.
I. Why is a king like a book 7 Because he has pages.
2. What is as clever as a horse that can count ? A spelling bee.
3. What goes from London to Brighton without moving ? The railway line.
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Riddles. Answers.
1. Why is it impessible for a butcher to be honest ? Because he steels all the knives he uses.
2. On which side of the jug is the handle ? On the outside.
3. Why has a horse six legs ? Because it has fore legs in front and two behind.
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IT'S THE GREMLINS!
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1. Gurch, the Gremlin, was out for a stroll the other day, chums. He went to see what the lads of the aerodrome were up to,
when suddenly something bard and knobbly donged him on the dome ! ’Twas a cricket ball, and Gurch was annoved when
Squaddy laughed at his bump, and told him to teach the Gremlins to play cricket. It wasa good notion, and Gurch got busy |

Qv! WHO AVINTED -
“THIS BALL WiTH / = .
e /

. Timid Ted made up a nifty suit of armour. Dizzy went flat out beneath the roller and old Hookem put up a big score—
om the board. But Rookie stuck to a speeding ball and hasn’t come back yet | Not that anybody bothered. They were too
busy laughing at Squaddy, who walked into & barrage of cricket balls. See more of the Gremlins on page 36.
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Page 63 Answers

1. The Professor had his
son's photograph.

2. When it is shelled.

3. 16 stone.

4. None—it was
hole |

5. Sunderland (S under L
and).

just a

6. 300 marbles.

7. Saturday.

8. Page 146.

9. 4567.

10. B, C,D, G and I—only
A,E, F, Hand ] really are
knots.

11. Halfway only—after that
it begins to go ow!, doesn't
it !

12, ‘' Wm. Williams." The
signature was just printed
in reverse as though it had
been written backwards ;
hold it up to the mirror
and see for yourself |

13. Elephant, lions, mon-
keys, bears, camel, llama,
rhinoceros,

14. Nine—all the sisters
had the same brother,
Tommy himself |

15. Blackpool.

16. No ; yes. Of course we
know Nelson didn't do in
the Armada, and that
Russia isn’t the capital of
Moscow ; but nine nines
are not ninety-nine, so

the first answer is still
“ no." Likewise, with
the other part; Drake

did not find America, so

WHAT'S YOUR SCORE?

award yourself 3 marks for all
d we trust you to mark yourself fairly. Possible total, 66 marks, If
with the title of Senior Brain-box ;

the answer is still *' i:""
wherever Musso may be.
17. Timothy, anyway— who

ever heard of a peacock’s

egg ; if in that family at
all, it would be a peahen’s.
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18. The secretary is her
brother !

19. In this order—Arthur,
Eddy, Dick, Frank, Clem,
Bob |

20. Exeter and Leeds.

21. Blunderbuss— fly-
squashing, Pinkeye —tid-
ley-winks, Poonah—shoot-
mg.

22. A rolling stone gathers
no moss, and Too many
cooks spoil the broth.
Read alternate letters for
each proverb !

23. 22 birds and 14 rabb'ts.

24. Ha'f an inch—as they
stood on the shelf with
Volumes 1 and 2 numbered
to the right, Page 1 would
be next to the front cover
of volume 1, which would
itself be next to the back
cover of volume 2.

25. Buckingham Palace,
Trafalgar Square, The Zoo
and The Tower, in that
order—they missed the
Marble Arch, St. Paul’s
Cathedral and the British
Museum.
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26. A4, B3, Cs, D1 and Ea.

27. The same time—same
saw |

29. 124
30. A yard.

Allow yourself 1 mark
in Nos. 10, 13, 25, 29,
-correct in each case, 2

with over 45 you're quite good.

28. 1 2 5 6 8
AstdiFdm
—it was to be solved
either by trial or error,
or simply by adding half
the subtraction difierence
to half the addition total
to find the larger number,
and taking away the other
half of the difference from
half the total for the other

number |

““ solos.”’

31. (a) No; (b) Yes, a and
c; (c) Yes, the first sign
in row e ; (d) Rows a, c
and d ; (e) row e.

32. (a) Thames ; (b) Quse ;

(c) Trent; (d) Tees;
(e) Severn.
33. **I shall have to find &

hide-out for the time being,
as the police are watching
me. Will you_carry on
with the plans we made—
don't try to get in touch
with me.”

34. 7 inches square.
35. That that is, is ; that

that is not, is not; but
that that is mnot, is mnot
that that is ; nor is that
that is, that that is not—
is not that so ?
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36. 450—not g¢oo, as soms
people tried to tell us |

37. 54, 15, 21 and 6.

38. Reading across : 18, 1,
24, 7, 15—5, 23, 6, 14,
17—22, 10, 13, 16, 4—
9 12, 20, 3, 21—1I, Ig,

Solution to Puzzle Letter on Page I12.

Dear Bill,

You know I've got a job at Covent Garden.
the big fruit market in" London.
what my firm is selling this week ?
of cherimoyas over from Peru.
know what they are, so I'll tell you.

That's
Well, do you know
They've got a load
I'll bet you don't

They are a new

fruit that tastes lke custard flavoured with peach, pine-

and wvanilla.
means cold,

apple

name round

I'm pulling your leg but I'm not.

don't believe what [ say.

The Indians named

it, and the
I'll bet you think
Look it up if you

fruit.

Cheerio, chum,

Dick.

Solutions to the Puzzles on Pages
63 to 6é—How Right Were You ?

2, 25, 8 The “key* to
this one was to complete
the bottom line first.

39. At first sight this looked
a real baffler, but you saw
(01 we hope you did) from
the second line of division,
that A must be 1, and with
a little thought the whole
answer becomes clear as
a 13,601 divided by 15=
9x2, with a remainder of
ix,

40. 20, if you read it
aright 1

41. 10 feet.

42. 35 ways.

43- I

“ 11 I

45- | X and X

46. -

47. 98— 76 + 54 + 3 + 21
= 100.

48. 74x x 82 = 727,662,
iClue : the difference be-
tween the second and
third rows of figures was
half of 1,482, or 741,
which was evidently the
multiplicand !)

49. 7—this  was  reall
‘‘cushy " ; A, B, C,
equalled 22, which less

B C gives you your answer
straight away.

50. 54 X 3 = 163,

for each correct answer, except
31, 32, 35 and 42, where you can
for nearly right, or 1 for enly part right.

ou got over 55 we invest you
nder 352 . . .

Now Check Up on the “Fun Book"” Puzzle-Letters!

Solution to Puzzie Letter on Page I78.

Dear Dick,

You and your cherimoyas | You won’t catch me that
way | Listen, I’ve got a job in the fish-market, and my

boss is selling a mew kind oi fish.
whale
chipped potatoes, vinegar, and ice-cxeam.

but tastes like a

It looks like a herring,
favoured with cod's roe,
They sell it

in bottles and if you add water, it swims about and

looks lovely on the dining-room mantelpiece.

So now

go and chase yourself round the gasworks.
Yours till the cows come home.
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CURLY AND THE TAILWAGGERS

Curly’s dog Bingo takes him on an exciting
adventure to the Kingdom of the Rats

Curly’s Strange Ride

URLY CHUckLES lay on his back in
bed staring up at the ceiling. He'd
had a mixed sort of day. He had

caught twenty-five tiddlers down in the
stream which ran at the bottom of Big
Meadow. He had lain in the bushes near
Old Falcon Wood and watched a couple of
grey squirrels having a grand game of
“ he ” high among the tree-tops. With his
net, Curly had caught a lovely Royal
Admiral to add to his butterfly collection.

Curly frowned. Against these good
things, Curly had mislaid his mouth-
organ. His dad, Farmer Chuckles, had
given the mouth-organ to him for his
birthday, and Curly felt very badly about
the loss. He had left it on a ledge at the
back of the farmhouse when his mother
had called him in to his tea. When Curly
had returned, it had disappeared.

“ Surely that wretched old King Rat
hasn’t taken it ? ” Curly thought.

That was Curly's nickname for the huge
brown rat which he'd spotted more than

KO

once running across the yard. King Rat
was the biggest and fiercest-looking rat
Curly had ever seen !

“ But what would a rat want with a
mouth-organ ? ' Curly mused. “ A piece
of cheese or a bit of corn—yes. But a
mouth-organ—no ! "

As Curly lay half-dreaming of King
Rat and all the other rats who, so his dad
said, were doing an awful lot of damage to
the crops, he suddenly lowered his eyes and
saw Bingo staring at him from the foot of
the bed.

Bingo was a black and white terrier
and Curly’s very own pet. At that moment
Bingo's front paws were planted firmly on
the coverlet, and his brown eyes were
troubled.

‘““ Hallo, Bingo boy!"” cried Curly.
“ What's the matter 7 "
To Curly’s utter amazement, Bingo

replied in a human voice: ‘ Matter?
I'll show you what’s the matter ! Come
on! Come and see for yourself | ”

“ Why, Bingo, I—I didn’t know—jyou
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could talk?"” gasped Curly excitedly,

* Of course I can talk as good English
as you can—when I like ! ”’ snapped Bingo.
‘“ But never mind that now ! Come along !
There's no time to waste !

" Come where ? " cried Curly, still be-
wildered.

“ I'll show you ! ” replied Bingo eagerly,
darting round to Curly’s side. * I'll lead
you! Come on!”

“ But where to ? ” Curly repeated.

“ You'll see!” answered Bingo. Just
climb on to my back ! "

“But I'm too heavy!” Curly cried,
“You can’t carry me ! '

“ Frizzle my forepaws, can’t I ? ” barked
Bingo, who, Curly realised, seemed to have
grown bigger while he, Curly, dappeared to
have shrunk-a bit. “ Come on!" cried
Bingo. * Get astride ! And hang on 1

Still puzzled, Curly obeyed. It was
just as well that Curly got a good grip on
Bingo's collar, for the terrier shot across
the room with the speed of an express
train. .

With one leap, Bingo was through and
out of the window. Bingo tore across the
lawn. He cleared the white fence with
another grand jump. Through the apple
orchard he sped, and out on to the winding
road which led to Twining village.

*“ Ooooooh | Look out | ' gulped Curly.
“ Mind that car, Bingo! You're on the
wrong side of the road !

" Honk-honk-honk ! "’ blared the car’s
hooter.

It seemed that Curly and Bingo must be
run over, but Bingo skidded and swerved.
The car missed them by inches.

“ Road hog!" snorted Bingo, as he
raced on.

Suddenly Bingo applied all his brakes
and half-slid to a standstill in a cloud of
dust outside Mrs. Wiggins’' little white
cottage. )

“ What are we stopping here for ? "
asked Curly.

" You'll see!” said Bingo.
on!"”

He turned and raced up Mrs. Wiggins’
garden path. Suddenly Bingo stopped dead
in his tracks, his ears pricked.

" Quick, hide ! ” he snapped.

“ Hang

'The next moment Bingo had darted
behind a near-by tree-trunk, and lay
doggo, with Curly half-sprawled on top
of him,

Meanwhile, the front door of Mrs.
Wiggins’. cottage had opened. Out came
P.-C. Porker, the village policeman, leading
a small Scotty on a piece of string. Mrs.
Wiggins followed him. She was an old lady
with white hair. At that moment, her
eyes were red-rimmed. She was wringing
her hands.

“Oh dear! Oh dear!” cried poor
Mrs. Wiggins. *“ Whatever shall I do
without my little dog Chips?  Oh, please,
constable, let me keep him! Don't take
him away ! ”

“ Sorry, Mrs. Wiggins | ” answered P-C
Porker. “ You can’t keep a dawg without
a dawg licence. It’s agin' the law | "

“ But—I—I can’t afford seven-and-
sixpence to pay for a new licence for him 1
wailed Mrs. Wiggins, who was very poor,

“ Sorry, Mrs. Wiggins,” said P-C.
Porker, not unkindly. * But I've got my
duty to do ! ” -

Poor Chips was led away down the road
towards the dog pound, which was a sort
of poor-house for pets, down in the village.

“Oh dear!” groaned Bingo, '‘we
mustn’t let Chips go to the pound. Once
he's in there, anything might happen.
He might be sold to someone, and his
mistress wouldn'’t see him again.”'

Before Curly could say anything, Bingo
rushed down the path. Curl y hurried
after him.

" What are you going to do? ”
cried. ’

“ You'll see!” snapped Bingo, over his
shoulder.

By then, P.-C. Porker had mounted his
bicycle and was pedalling slowly up the
hill with poor old Chips still in helpless tow.

Suddenly Bingo scampered alongside,
barking furously.

“ Get away | Get away!" shouted
P.-C. Porker, aiming a kick at Bingo.

Quick as lightning, as the policeman's
leg left the pedal, Bingo dodged, and then
leapt up. His teeth got a grip on the man's
trouser leg. Bingo swung dizzily in mid-
air, clinging on for dear life. P.-C. Porker

Curly
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let out a yell of alarm as the bicycle
wobhled all over the road.

“ Stoppit! Ow! Leggo, you—you !
he roared angrily.

The next moment—crash /—the bicycle
and bobby landed in a tangled heap in the
middle of the dusty road.

“Ow! Yow! Yaroop!” yelled P.-C,
Porker.

In falling, the copper had lost hold of
Chips. As Bingo swivelled out of harm’s
way, he shouted to Chips :

“Quick! Bunk for it !
Jump on my back 1 ”

Curly clung on for dear life, as Bingo
flashed across the road and cleared the
ditch with one big leap. Through the
hedge—where there was a hole—he went
like a flash. Bingo raced across the field
beyond, with Chips struggling after.

Behind them, P.-C. Porker had struggled
to his feet.

“Come back Come back!"” he
bellowed, shaking his fist, and starting to
follow them.

“ Hurry up, Chips!” shouted Bingo.
 You don'’t want to get caught, do you ?

Chips did his best, but his little legs
were short and weak. He just couldn’t
stay the pace.

“ Keep it up,” gasped Bingo, *“P.-C.
Porker’ll. catch him at this rate. We'll
have to hide | "’

“ Over there | "’ cried Curly. “ Over to
that barn! It's full of sacks and straw.
P.-C. Porker won't find us there1”

Before you could say Jack Robinson,
Curly, Bingo and Chips were inside. They
scrambled under some piles of straw
behind a heap of big sacks, as P.-C. Porker,
puffing and blowing, ran straight past.

“ That fooled him ! laughed Bingo.
“ Still, just to be on the safe side, 1'll
take a look around to make sure the coast

Here, Curly !

is clear I " You two stay here and keep
quiet 1’

As Bingo vanished, Chips gave a
whimper.

“ What’s the matter?”  whispered
Curly.

“Look! TLook! Over there | ” Chips

whispered back.
“ Gosh 1" gulped Curly.
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“in the wall.

Only a few feet away was a big hole
Out of the hole had come
two of the biggest rats Curly had ever seen.

“Gosh!” = he gasped again, recog-
nising the rodents. ““ It’s King Rat! And
that must be Queen Rat with him. Why,
they’re even bigger than I thought !

To Curly’s amazement King Rat sud-
denly started to talk, in a high-pitched,
squeaky voice.

*“ Shall I give you a tune, my dear ?
squeaked King Rat,

From behind his back, King Rat pro-
duced something long and thin and
silvery looking.

“My word!" gasped Curly. King
Rat’s got my mouth-organ, the old
meanie ! So it was he who pinched it |

'“ Ssssssssh | " hissed Chips, who was a
bit nervous of rats and didn’t want to
attract their attention.

“I've been practising for hours!”
King Rat went on. *““I'm getting on
splendidly. What shall 1 play ?

Queen Rat turned her head as if to make
sure no one was about. But Curly and
Chips were too well concealed.

‘“ Play the signature tune of Ratdom !
she squeaked, fondling her husband’s long
whiskers.

“Sure, my dear! Sure, I willl”
replied King Rat. Then he looked
nervously over his shoulder. “ That is,

I'll play it, if you think it’s quite safe ! ”

“Safe! Safel Of course it’s safel”
snapped Queen Rat. “ We're quite
alone ! ”

King Rat still looked doubtful. * Don't

forget what happens when that signature
tune is played !’ he reminded her.

“Iknow! Iknow!” replied the Queen
impatiently. “ No rat who hears that
tune can stay away. He or she has to
come out of his or her hole to listen !

“ If ever our enemies got to know that
tune it might be awkward!” muttered
King Rat.

“Oh, you old jitterbug ! ”* cried the
Queen, who was anxious to hear her
favourite bit of music. “ Don’t be so
nervous. I told you there’s no one about.
No one will hear. Come on, now! Play !
Play | "



The next moment King Rat lifted Curly’s
mouth-organ to his mouth and started.

“ Diddle - hum - dum - dee - dee - dum -
dee-dum,” played King Rat. * Diddle-
diddle - diddle - diddle - diddle - dee - dum ! "’

“ Goody ! Goody!" cried Queen Rat.

““ Goodness, just look !’ gasped Curly.

There was such a rustling and a scamper-
ing as, from all directions, rats appeared,
attracted by that queer little tune the
King was playing.

“ Diddle - lee - der - lee - der - lee - lee -
lee,

Diddle - lee - dee - dee - dee - diddle -
lee !

“ Encore ! Encore!’ cried Queen Rat.
All the other rats started to applaud just
as a voice behind Curly hissed : “ Oy "

Curly turned his head. Through a hole
in the wall behind him, Curly spotted
Bingo. F

“Comeon! Iurry up!” Bingo hissed
* Coast’s clear!”

With Chips at his heels, Curly crawled
into the open air. The next moment,

Curly found himself astride Bingo's back
again.

They were off like the wind.

Chips is Rescued
“ WIIERE to now ? '’ cried Curly, hang-
ing on grimly, as Bingo sprinted
along a marrow, winding lane.

“You'llsee! You’llsee! " barked Bin-
go. ‘' Come on, Chips! We mustn't be
late for the meeting 1"

“ What meeting ? '” cried Curly.

“ The meeting of the Ancient Order of
Tail-waggers, of course,” snapped Bingo,
swerving and making tracks for a ram-
shackle hut which stood in the middle of
some near-by allotments.

The door was shut. DBut that didn’t
worry Bingo. With one leap Dingo sailed
through the window, Chips following as
best he could.

Curly blinked in amazement, as he
climbed breathlessly off Bingo's back.
For the shack was full of dogs of all sorts,
shapes and sizes. * In one corner was what
looked to Curly like some kind of band.
But it was the queerest-looking band Curly
had ever seen. Most of the band’s instru-
ments seemed to be home-made out of
old bones, tin-cans, dustbin lids and jam
jars half-full of water. There was a very

"

/
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old big drum which looked as though it
had been found on a rubbish heap.

A long, lanky dog was standing on his
hind legs, waving a home-made flute,
constructed out of old bones stuck end to
end. Curly guessed he was the conductor.

“Who are they ? " Curly whispered to
Bingo.

“ Ssssssh ! That's Al Satian and His
Hot Dogs | " Bingo said,

Curly had no idea what Al Satian and
Ilis Hot Dogs were supposed to be playing.
[t was an awful row; but everyone was
so busy talking, that they either didn't
mind, or just didn't notice.

Then there was a sudden hush. The
band stopped in relays all on the wrong
notes. Iwveryone stopped talking. For
the first time Curly noticed Worshipful
Brogher Dulldog, who sat hunched on
top of a barrel at the far end of the hut.
He was wearing the queerest chain of
office Curly had ever seen. It was made
of a lot of old bones. At the bottom
hung a dog’s round tin dinner-plate.

“ Members of the Ancient Order of
Tail-waggers,’’ boomed Worshipful Brother
Bulldog. “ You all know why this extra-
ordinary meeting was called. We have
got to save our poor friend—Chips—from
the pound ! "

All the other dogs turned sympathically,
and stared at Chips, who shufiled his small
paws and looked very sorry for himself.

“ Now, members,” went on Worshipful
Brother Bulldog. '“ Hasanyone any bright
ideas ?

“ What about us all going out and
collecting old bomes, slippers, tin kettles,
bits of i1ron and anything else we can
find, and getting Curly here to sell them
for seven-and-sixpence to Mr. Diddlem, the
rag-and-bone man ? '’ cried Bingo eagerly.

“ Ha, so you want this young man to
act as salesman?" barked Worshipful
Brother Bulldog. * So that’s why you
brought him along, Bingo ? "

“ Yes,"” agreed Bingo eagerly.

“ Come over here | "’ exclaimed Worship-
ful Brother Bulldog.

" Go on, Curly!” whispered Bingo.
“ He's not as fierce as he looks. He won'’t
hurt you ! ”

Curly stepped forward.

“ D'you think you could sell the stuff
if we got it ? " asked Worshipful Brother
Bulldog.

“ Well, I don't know,” replied Curly.
“ You see, Mr. Diddlem’s an old meany.
Ile won't pay a penny in cash if he can
help it.  He mostly gives flower-pots
in exchange and things like that !

“ Well,” muttered Worshipful Brother
Bulldog, *“ d’you think you could swap a
flower-pot with a nice plant in it for a new
dog licence at the post office ?

Curly thought of sour-faced old Susie
Snapdragon, the village post-mistress, and
thought not.

He said so.

“ Well, well, have you a better idea ? ”
enquired Worshipful Brother Bulldog.

Before Curly could answer there was a
sudden commotion behind him. A small
dachshund, named Billy, who had been
keeping a look-out outside the hut, wriggled
into sight.

“ Bunk for it!" he gasped. * Here
comes P.-C. Porker!"
The warning came too late. The door

crashed opened. There on the threshold
stood the constable.

“Quick ! Out of the window, Chips!”
hissed Bingo. * Grab my collar, and jump
on my back, Curly ! This is where we beat
it!”

Up, up, up sailed Bingo in one splendid
spring, with Curly clinging on grimly, as
P.-C. Porker, spotting Chips, roared : “ Ah!
There you are, you little varmint! I
thought 1 spotted you sneaking across the
allotment ! "’ Before Chips could do a bolt,
the constable dived forward. * Gotcher!”
he cried, grabbing Chips by the scruff of his
neck, as the meeting broke up in disorder.

Scarcely had P.-C. Porker marched Chips
off to the near-by dog pound than Bingo
turned around and sailed back into the
hut, where the members of the Ancient
Order of Tail-waggers were hastily
reassembling.

Once again on top of the barrel, Worship-
ful Brother Bulldog looked down.

** Something’s got to be done and done at
once,” he growled. ‘' Any suggestions for
getting that seven-and-sixpence quickly ?”
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Al Satian sprang forward.
“ Why can’t I take the band down to the

village, and play in the square ? The boy
could take a collection. We'd soon raise
the cash ! ”

“What d'you think?” Worshipful
Brother Bulldog asked Curly.

Curly didn’t think. He knew. He

wanted to be polite. But he was certain
Al Satian and His Hot Dogs’ kind of music
wouldn't suit the willagers. Curly was
afraid they would throw everything but
pennies.

Before Curly could answer, Jimmy, a
terrier, suddenly sprang towards a dark
corner, yelping madly.

“ What’s the matter?"” cried Curly,
startled.

“1It’s a rat! A rat!” shouted Bingo,
excitedly. ‘" After him, boys ! "

“Stop! Stop! Order! Order!’ bel-
lowed Worshipful Brother Bulldog. ““ Come
back here! We can't waste time rat-
hunting. We've more important things to
think about. We've got to get poor Chips
out of that pound before "

“Yes! Yes!' cried Curly, as something
inside his head seemed suddenly to click.
“ And I know the way to do it 1

“You do?" cried Worshipful Brother
Bulldog. “ How ? "

‘ How ? " repeated Curly. “ By clearing
all the rats off my father's farm ! ”’

“ But—but there are thousands of

'em ! " gasped Bingo. '* It'd take us days
and days! And every second counts
now ! " ’

‘“It won’t take more than an hour, if
you do as I tell you ! " cried Curly. " Come
along ! ”

As Curly scrambled on to Bingo's back
again, he shouted to Al Satian : ' Bring
along your instruments. We’ll need those 1"’

Once Curly and Bingo had reached Big
Meadow, Curly got all the dogs to gather
. round, so that he could explain his plan
to catch the rats and drive them off Farmer
Chuckle’s land.

As Curly finished telling them his plan,
Worshipful Brother Bulldog growled :
“ You're sure it'll work ? "’

“ I'm sure of it ! said Curly. “ Now,
get going. And, don't forget, not a move-

ment or a murmur until I tell you to
charge 1 ”

As all the dogs, except Al Satian and his
boys, stole away to surround the meadow
on three sides, Curly turned to the band.

“ This is what I want you to play,”
Curly said, ** Listen!”

Curly started to hum.

Y Diddle-lum-durn-dee-drm-dee-dum,
Diddle-diddle-diddle-diddle-diddle-dee-dum !
Diddle-lee-der-lee-der-lec-lee-lee,
Diddle-lee-dee-dee-dee-dideile-lum."

“ Come on, boys ! " cried Al, raising his
baton.

As the baton fell Al Satian and His Hot
Dogs started making an awful noise ; like
a couple of bad-tempered steam-rollers
having an argument,

“ Stop! Stop ! ” shouted Curly. “ That's
terrible | Listed again!”

Once -more Cuarly hummed the catchy
little tune. Again Al Satian and His Hot
Dogs did their stuff. This time the row was
even worse.

Curly stuck both fingers in ‘his ears
to shut it out.

“Oh, that’s awful!” he moaned.
“Gosh! If only [ had my mouth-organ
I'd play the thing myself!”

““ A mouth-organ ? ”" barked Al. “ Why
didn't you say so before? ”
“Why ?’" cried Curly. ' Have you

got ome ?"’

“Yes, yes!” cried Al Satian, licking
his chops. “'I got it from a musical
clown when the circus came here the
other week |'”” Al Satian winked. ‘' He
didn't know, of course! We’ve all tried
to play it, but we can't 1”

Curly was just about to ask why when
Al dived a paw behind the big drum and
produced the mouth-organ. And then
Curly realised why. For it was the big-
gest mouth-organ he had ever seem. It
was almost as long as his arm.

“Gosh " cried Curly. ““ 1 don't know

if I'll be able to play it either. But I'll
have a go!”’
Grasping the enormous mouth-organ

in both hands, Curly drew a big breath,
swelled out both his cheeks a.nd started
to play.

Down in their

holes, honeycombing
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the ground underncath Big Meadow, King
and Queen Rat and all their Court pricked
up their ears.

Then by the thousand the rats
scampered up to the surface from all
directions, led by Their Majesties.

“ Look " gasped Worshipful Brother
Bulldog. ‘““Curly was right! The rats
can’t resist their signature tune. See
how they come!”

““Let’s up and at 'em ! ”” hissed Billy.

““No!"” said Worshipful Brother Bull-
dog sternly. ‘“ Wait for the signal |

A few moments later Curly shouted at
the top of his voice, * Charge !

Even as the word left his lips and the
Ancient Order of Tail-waggers closed with
the enemy, the scene faded and his mother
was bending over him, saying: ‘ Time to
get up, Curly !

“ But, mummy, poor Chips!” cried
Curly, sitting upright. “ We haven’t had
time to buy him his new licence yet ?

“ Good gracious!” cried his mother,
puzzled. ‘ Have you been dreaming? ”

“No! No! It wasn't a dream!”
cried Curly, as his father came in.

“ Hallo, Curly ! "’ smiled daddy. Then

he turned to Mrs. Chuckles and exclaimed :
“D'you know, there doesn’t appear to be
a single rat left on my land | "’

“1 know ! " cried Curly.

“You know ? " said his father.
do you mean, Curly ? ”

Breathlessly, Curly told them.

‘“ So, you see,”” he concluded excitedly,
“if Chips isn't got out of the dog pound
right away it may be too late!”

“Don’'t you worry about that, old
chap !'” said Farmer Chuckles. “ If all
you say is true, we’ll soon have him out
and back with Mrs. Wiggins ! "’

Of course, Curly’s parents thoucht it
was all a dream. DBut when Farmer
Chuckles found Chips was in the pound,
he changed his opinion.

Curly and Farmer Chuckles took Chips
and the new licence to the grateful Mrs.
Wigeins.

“Isn’t it grand, Bingo ! " Curly cried.

“Woof-woof I " barked DBingo, and
closed one eye as if to say : “ We'll have a
good chow-wow when we're alone !

But much to Curly's disappointment,
Bingo never did !

THE END

“What
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INVENTED THE DWINDLING PILLS
R D TINHR awno rmull,

TINY
PATSY&TIM
AREIN b,
WOODLAND.{3
THIS
WEEK TUEY

TEACH
OLD FOX
A LESSON!

1. Patsy and Tim had swallowed some of the wonderful Dwindling Pills 2. Fox cared for mobody but himself, so our little chums

which their Uncle had invented. Very tiny people can have adventures were surprised 10 find him building a Glide, with a notica

which bigger boys and girls would miss. For instance, Patsy and Tim were on it saying that little rabbits coull use it free of charge.

able to wander in Woodland, where all the animals talked and dressed just ™ 1 Dbelieve it's a trap,” said Tim, They went to see
like real people. One day they saw Fox very busy over something. " what he was up to.

S
My
| LIKETHET

WEL,
1 {WELHAVE 10 HURRY TM -
2= FOL HAS GOKE 10 (AL TIE

3. At the foot of tne Glide, Fox dug a hole, and covered it with grass. 4. “ Fox will catch them when they fall into that hole,” said

Patsy and Tim were sure that it was a trap, The little rabbits would Patsy. * We must stop bim, Tim." Just them, Fox went off

think that the grass was there to make a soft landing. But they'd to call the little rabbits. Tim spotted a tar boiler close by,

g0 right into the hole ! What could Patsy and Tim do to save the “ I've got a plan,” he said. * Grab that string and swing that
little rabbits from the trap ? can over here'’

5. Patsy couldn’t understand when Tim moved some of the grass 6. He was only jast in time. They heard music, and presently they

and filled the hole beneath with tar. * Why," she cried, " this saw Fox coming aloag, playing his banjo. Bebind him cams lots of

will make it worse for the little rabbits, Tim.”” But Tim laughed. little rabbits, hey loved muasic, and just couldn't heip dancing along

" Worse for Fox, you mean,” he replicd. Then he covered the after Fox. Theartfal old thingledthem straightup to ihe steps of his
hole again with grass. Happy Glide.
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7. They were all eager to have 2 go, and came erowding up, all wanting to 8. But when old Fox climbed to the top of the Glide, Tim

be first. Oh, thank you, Fox,"” they cried. *' This is grand!" Patsy chuckled to himself. It was just what he wanted! Fox sat
ind Tim were walching from behind some bushes, “ The rabbits don't there, and sang to the rabbits again, telling them that (he
seem to have any sense at all'’ said Patsy. Glide was free. Tim called softly : * Scrubby, where are you:"

SEE, A =
TO LAKD 0! c
N¢

©o. He came the moment Tim called him. And Tim pointed to old Fox 10. They had met before, and Fox didn't like Scrubby,

up there on top of the Happy Glide. Fox was telling the little rabbits all either, " Whoof, whoof I"" barked Scrubby, as if to say:

about hiskindness. Then Timtold Scrudby what todo. " Go om, Scrubby!” * Wait till I get hold of you ! And away he went after

ke urged. * After him, boy !" Scrubby diduo’t need telling twice. He Fox, so fast that you could hardly see his legs move.
didn’t like old Fox a little bit. Up the steps went Scrubby.

11, Fox turned and saw him coming. That did it! " Omygosh I"* he 1. Splosh! Fox landed on the soft grass—and into the hole

cried. " It's that dc;‘g again! " Almost before he could move, Scrubby bewent. Butit was full of tar | How Patsy and Tim laughed

was on (op of him. ox tried to rum, but, in any case, there was only one  as he crawled out, black from head to foot. * Have another

way ke could go—down the slippery side of the Glide. He had tosit down, glide, Fory,” laughed Tim. “ It's grand fun!*  All the little
and shoot down, just as had wanted the little rabbits to do. rabbits laughed heartily with Patsy and Tim |
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THIS IS WHAT BILL WROTE TO HIS PAL DICK

Can you read it ? Correct solution on page [68.

b8 N,

On page 112 you will find
Dick’s letter to Bill.




DEEDYAIDIY,

Co0o! ILL MEVER
BE ABLE TO

IT5 LWUCKY To HAVE A PARK YOuNG
MAN ON MY DPOORSTEP AT NEW
YEAR ! COME N, SONMY! J 0

175 MY LONG
LOST BROTHER,
Basw !

YOUVE PAROUVGHT
Vs GOOP LUCK ,

by 5u—r A
7 SUARE PEG N A RCUND
HoOWLE!
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HOW UN

CLE SILAS BECA

=N

ME

A LAMP-POST

More Fun with Mickey’s Pal the Wizard

Silas Gets a Knock
! UN, Mickey ! ” cried Betty Royston.
But her brpther stopped where
he was and watched the ball he
had just hit whizzing through the air—and
heading straight for the bedroom window
of his uncle, old Silas Marley.

“ Oh, corks!” yelped Mickey. “ Now
for it | ” He had hardly finished speaking
when—crash /! Silas’s window disappeared
in a shower of broken glass.

It was a lovely summer evening and
Mickey and Betty Royston had managed
to get permission from their miserly uncle
to stay out until eight o'clock. Little
Sammy Smy who lived down the road
had just had a cricket bat given him for a
birthday present. Willie Harris, whose
dad was the fishmonger, had a ball and so
Mickey, Betty, Sammy and Willie had
decided to play cricket for the evening.
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Unfortunately, they had no stumps, so
they were using the village lamp-post for
a wicket. The little village of Barchester
only boasted one lamp-post and that stood
right opposite Silas Marley's old second-
hand shop. In fact, one reason why mean
old Silas had opened his shop there was so
that he could get free light for his window.

They had all been having a grand time,
and it was now mearly eight o’clock.
Mickey, who was batting, wanted just one
more good slosh at the ball before he and
Betty went in.

Mickey had a good slosh all right—and
broke Silas’s window in the bargain.

The ball went straight through the
window, and there came a roar of rage
from inside. A few moments later Silas
Marley stuck his ugly face through what
was left of his window. He was rubbing
his head furiously.



“Ow, ow, ow!” he yelled. *“ You
young ruffians, 1'll Oho, so it’s you,
you brat, 1s it?"” He had just spotted
Mickey standing with the bat still in his
hand. “ You cummere at once—and
bring Aer with you.” '* Her ” was Detty.

“ Oh dear,” muttered Mickey. ‘ More
trouble. Come on, Betty. [ suppose we'd
better go in.”

H¢ handed the bat to Sammy Smy and,
taking Betty’s hand, made for the back
door of the shop.

“ What do you think he'll do to us,
Mickey ? '” asked Betty.

' Send us to bed without any supper,”
replied Mickey. He knew his uncle of old.
“ Still, I'll offer to pay for the window.
['ll give him that half-a-crown that Farmer
Giles gave me for cleaning out his stables
yesterday. "

“ H'm,” said Betty. “ 1 don’t suppose
that will make him any better tempered.”
She chuckled. “ I bet he got a nasty crack
when that ball hit him. Perhaps he won't
be so handy at hitting me in future, now
he knows how much it hurts.”

Betty was right. When Mickey offered
the half-a-crown, Silas's face twisted with
rage.

“So, you brat,” he hissed. ‘ Holding
out on me, ¢h ? Haven't I told you before
that you're to bring all the money you
earn home to me? "

“ Yes, but——" began Mickey.

“ Don't answer me back," roared Silas.
He grabbed the half-a-crown and catching
hold of Mickey's shoulders, shook him to and
fro until Mickey began to feel quite dizzy.

“ Get to bed, both of you,"” yelled Silas.
“Go on, off with you—and if you ask
me for any supper, I'll give you one.”

Silas didn’t mean he’d give the orphans
any supper if they asked for it. ‘' Give
you one " meant a hefty clip round the ear.

So Mickey and Betty climbed unhappily
up the stairs to bed.

Mickey looked so miserable that Betty
followed him into his little bedroom.

“ Never mind, Mickey,” she said. * Per-
haps Farmer Giles will let you clean his
stables out again next week.”

Mickey shrugged his shoulders and
throwing his window wide open, leaned

-

out. It was still quite light and Mickey
gazed wistfully at the white chalk wicket
on the Jamp-post opposite.  His eyes
rested on the little broken glass windows
of the lamp-post.

“ I wonder when the lamp-post was last
alight, Betty,” he said. Betty looked out
over his shoulder.

“ 1 don’t know, Mickey," she answered.
““I've never seen it alight. [ suppose there
was a lamp-lighter in Barchester once.”

"Mickey grinned.

“ He couldn't have had much to do
with only one lamp-post to light,”” he said.

There was a stealthy footfall behind him
and, turning quickly, Mickey was just in
time to dodge his uncle as Silas aimed a
vicious blow at him.

“ Didn’t I tell you two to go to bed,”
roared Silas. ‘‘ Fancy standing here yap-
ping about lamp-posts and lamp-lighters.
There never was a lamp-lighter, so it’s no
good filling your head with daft ideas like
that, and if you aren’t in bed in two
minutes, I'll give you something really to
think about,” and so saying he stamped
out of the room.

Mickey’s lips tightened.

“ My word, what a fuss to make aover his
silly old window’ getting busted and him
getting a little wallop from a cricket ball |
Now, if he were that old lamp-post we
use for a wicket, he might have something
to complain about. That's taken some
wallops this evening, hasn't it, Betty ? ”

Betty nodded.

“And I bet there was a lamp-lighter,
anyway,” she said. ‘‘I've never met a
lamp-lighter. [ wish I could.”

As she spoke, a cloud of green smoke
suddenly whirled down from the ceiling,
and gazing down at them, the orphans
saw a bearded man with a hooked nose,
dressed in a turban and eastern garments.

“ 1 heard my name and | am here to aid
thee, O Youth who Delightest My Eyes,”
he boomed.

It was Mickey’s Pal the Wizard. Mickey
had one day accidentally released him
from an old brass bottle, in which, be-
cause of an evil spell, he had been im-
prisoned for a thousand years.. Now he
was Mickey’s devoted slave and servant.
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“ What is thy wish, O Youth of Infinite
Kindness ? '’ he asked.

“ Well, Mr. Bagrag, replied * Mickey,
who by now wasn’t at all surprised to see
the Wizard. ‘‘ 1 was just saying that if
Uncle Silas was that old lamp-post over
there and got used as a wicket for a game
of cricket, he might have something to
complain about !’

“ And I'd like to meet the man who
used to light the willage lamp-post,”
perked up Betty.

“ Enough!” rumbled the Wizard, hold-
ing up his hand. * I know what this evil
Marley hath done to thee, O children
who delight mine eyes. Thy wishes are
granted. It is done!”

“Eh?” cried Mickey. ‘ What'’s done?”

“What thou hast wished,” answered
Akbar el Bagrag. ‘' The evil Marley is
now an old lamp-post.” -

““ Oh, corks,” grinned Mickey. ‘ You're
certainly quick off the mark this time,
Mr. Bagrag.”

The Wizard spread his hands.

“Is there aught else, O Master ? ”

Mickey's eyes twinkled. “ Can we see
him ? 7 he asked. Akbar nodded.

“ Verily,” he boomed. ' Ask the lamp-
lighter where he is.”” And before Mickey
and Betty could say anything, they sud-
denly found themselves outside a strange
little house.

“ Ooooh, look, Mickey ! "’ broke in Betty
excitedly and she pointed to a notice
nailed up outside the house. It read:
“ Lamp-lighter Lollie., Lamps lighted once a
night. Please knock !’

“Jings !’ chuckled Mickey. * This must
be the home of the lamp-lighter. Mr. Bagrag
told us to ask him where Uncle Silas is.”

“ Well, it says ‘ Please knock !’ " replied
Betty. *‘ Let’s knock.”

Mickey raised the heavy knocker on the
door and let it fall.

Silas, the Lamp-post
ancg! Crash! CLANG! echoed the
knocker.

The door swung open on creaking
hinges and a queer-looking old man peered
drowsily out at them. He rubbed his eyes,
yawned loudly and scratched his hair.

“ Well,” he mumbled.

want ? ”’

“ Pup -please, sir,”’  gulped Mickey,

“ we're looking for our uncle, Silas Marley.
He% been changed into a i'lmp—post."

“Oh!” said the old man, not at all
surprised, “Is that all? 1 thought
it must be something important waking
me up like that. Come in, come in ! "’

Mickey and Betty followed him into
the house.

“ 1 suppose you’re the lamp-lighter? "’
asked Mickey. The old man grinned and
nodded his head.

“Yes,”” he answered. - “ I'm Lamp-
lighter Lollie. And who are you'r"”

“ I'm Mickey Royston and this is my

“ What do you

sister, Betty,"” repllcd Mickey. “ DIr.
B'igrag sent us
“ Oh, yes, s'ud Lamplighter Lollie.

‘T haven't seen old Akbar for a long time.
How is he ?” .

“Very well,” chimed in Betty. ‘' But
tell me, Mr. Lollle, why don’t you ever
light our lamp-post in Barchester? "’

The lamp-lighter looked startled.

“Eh?" said he. ‘' Barchester ? Now
let me see. I seem to remermnber that place,
Just a moment while I gt my book out.”

He went over to a big bookease and took
down a large volume. Flipping over a
few pages he began muttering to himself.

‘“ Banfield, Bambury.” He turned over
another page. “ Bonstead, Bunton.”” He
looked up.

“1 don't seem to see Barchester‘
told the orphans.

““Can 1 have a look, Mr. Lollie?”
asked Mickey.

“ Certainly,”’ answered the lamp-lighter,
and handed the big book to Mickey.

Mickey looked at the pages carefully,
and then suddenly grinned.

" he

“ Look, Mr. Lollie,'” he chirped. ** There
are two pages stuck together,”
“ Dearie me,” said Lollie. * So thexe

are. I wonder how that happened.”

He carefully separated the pages.

“ Tut, tut,”” he muttered. ‘' Chewing-
gum. I must have stuck some chewing
gum in the book some time or another.
Er—Barchester, wasn't it ? Yes, that's
right. Here we are. Why, goodness me,
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it's years since I last lit your lamp-post.
Well, I'll light it to-night for you,” he
ended, smiling. He closed the book and
put it back in the bookease.

“ Now let me see,’” he said, turning back
towards Mickey and Betty. “You said you
were looking for your uncle, didn’t you ?”

Mickey nodded.

*“ Yes, please,” hereplied. ‘' Mr. Bagrag
has changed him into a lamp-post.”

““ Well, come along,” grinned the Lamp-
lighter, *‘ Let's see what has happened
to him.”

Grabbing an old twisted stick, the Lamp-
lighter led Mickey and Betty out of his
little house and down the path.

Mickey ran forward and opened the
gate, and as they walked through—Io
and behold ! there they all were in Bar-
chester High Street, just outside Silas
Marley's second-hand shop.

Opposite, Sammy Smy and Willie Harris
were still playing cricket, Willie was
batting just in front of the old lamp-post.

Mickey gazed at the lamp-post for a
few moments and then clutched Betty's
arm excitedly,

“ Gosh, Betty ! ” he cried. ' Look at the
old lamp-post! D'you notice anything ?”’

Betty stared across the road.

“ Why,” she exclaimed. “ It—it's
Uncle Silas.”
Betty was right. The broken glass

windows of the lamp-post had disappeared
and in their place was an ugly face—the
face of the miser, Silas Marley.

Sammy Smy took a sudden run and
flung the ball straight towards Willie
Harris—and Silas. Willie swung his bat
backwards and caught the lamp-post a
terrific swipe. Mickey could hear the
lamp-post roar from the other side of the
road.

“ Ow-gw-ow! Oooch!” it yelped. “ Oy,
just you stoppit!”

But Sammy and Willie didn’t seem to
notice the cries, or that there was any-
thing wrong with the lamp-post. It was
probably all part of the spell laid upon
Silas by Akbar el Bagrag.

Sammy was preparing to bowl! again,

“ Try to stop this one, Willie ! "’ he yelled,
and slung the ball as hard as he could.

Willie tried, but didn’t stop the ball.
There was a loud thud as the ball hit
Silas amidships. The lamp-post actually
bent forward with the shock.

“Urrrrrgh! Aw dear! Aw dear! Why

Silas had just spotted Mickey with the bat in his hand.



doesn’t somebody stoppim? "’ Silas wanted
to know.

“You're out!” cried Sammy.

Just then something happened that
put a stop to the cricket. A big tank
rumbled round the corner of the street at
break-neck speed. A soldier was standing
up in the turret waving his arms franti-
cally.

“1 can’t stop it ! " he was yelling.

The tank surged towards the lamp-
post and it looked as though Silas was
not going to make a very good job of
trying to stop the tank.

“ Mickey ! " Betty almost screamed.
“It’s heading straight for Uncle Silas !

“ Help ! roared Silas, ‘‘ Help!"

Mickey swung round, only to discover
that Lollie had vanished.

“ Mr. Bagrag's the only one who can
help us, Betty ! ”” he cried. ‘

He had no sooner spoken, than there
was a sudden swirl of green smoke, and
Akbar el Bagrag was standing in front
of them.

“ Thank goodness you're here!” said
Mickey. “ Quick, Mr. Bagrag, that tank
is running away and it'll squash Uncle
Silas.

Quick—save him, please ! ”

“ Thou actually wishest this ? " boomed
the Wizard in amazement.
“ Please save him | " implored Betty.

“It shall be as thou asketh,” the
Wizard boomed.
The Wizard waved his hands. Mickey

and Betty were gathered up in a sudden
whirlwind and opening their eyes, found
themselves back in Mickey's little bed-
room.

As they looked round, they heard
stumbling footsteps running up the stairs,

“Ow, ow, ow!” they heard their
uncle yell. ** Aw dear! Stoppit! Help!”

‘“He’s safe, Betty!” Mickey chuckled.
* And doesn’t know it yet ! ”

But Silas soon did realise he was safe,
and when he did, he just leaped into bed
and pulled the clothes over his head.

Mickey and Betty looked out of the
window and saw the old lamp-post across
the street twinkling dimly in the gather-
ing gloom. .

‘“ Look, Mickey ! ” said Betty, “ Lamp-
lighter Lollie’s lit the lamp.”

Mickey nodded.

“And now let’s go to bed. I've had
enough for one night,” he grinned.

THE END

The tank surged towards Uncle Silas, who was now the lamp-post, and it looked as though Silas was not

going to make a very good Job of trying to stop it.
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BILLY BUNTER

THE FATTEST SCHOOLBOY
ON EARTH -

REMEMBER - THE MORE BLRCKBERRIES
JGATHERED FOR QUR RANNUAL BLACKBERRY
PIE - THE LARGER THE PIE WILL BE!

| LOVE BLARCKBERRY {TF
. PIE! L‘“!._

L

/' (GeT BUSY AL YoU ROTIERS-)
‘gﬁwrlﬂf

AH' HERE WE RRE ' NOW Yoy MAY ALL PROCEED)
0O CATHER THE RIPE AND JUILY BERRY! ad
GO 10 11, YOU SLACKERS

'NE CARRIED fHE EMPTY i)
— BRSKET ALL THE

1. "Twas late in the year, but early in the day, when Quelchy
took the Greyiriars’ lads into the woods to pick blackberries.
And William George Bunter went, too!

2. Billy loved blackberry pie, and he wanted it to be a big one,
so that his double share would be five times larger than any-
body else’s.  But he hated the picking !

PROCEED WWHYOUR TRASK, BUNTER.
WO OUNCES 15 NOT NERRLY ENOUGH

RS A CONTRIBUTION S mmre-D PRE
BUSHES \T DOESNT QNE

EV\FED UP PICKING BLACKBERRIES FOR OTHER
CREEDY ROTTERS 10 EAT— VLl
SOME JRAM FOR | ¥

{ MYSELF! TEE!

MAKE
=y

3. Yes, chums.

k Quelchy was (uute nasty about the handful
Billy gathered. ' Two ounces! Pah!” he snorted. Billy was
annoyed.

Food was to eat, not to work for !

4. But the bottom end of a bashed-about old basket set the
mighty Bunter brainbox buzzing! Our fat lad bad a notion
that would get all the blackberries for himself.

A SPLENDID EFFORT ON BEHALF OF ALL, BOYS.
CEASE YOUR LABOURS - WE RETURN 10 SCHOOL
WV MANY POUNDS OF THE DELICIOUS - :

5. So, setling to work, he cut the bottom from Quelchy’s
basket, and fitted his old job-lot remuant over it. No one
would notice what had happened ! Oh, very crafty |

6. The lads were picking away like one o’clock. bringing in
bushels of berries, all black and juicy. They poured them into
the basket while Billy turned dside to smile.
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Coo' V1S NOT
B0 HERVY =
AFTER ALL

BRSKETOF BLRCK-
BERRIES RLL FOR
ME ! 5

7. When the out-sized basket was full, Quelchy tucked his

paddies behind him and stepped out for home, telling Cherry

and Bolsover to carry the doings between them. And the basket
was simply packed tight with the pickings !

WHOOPEE' WHAT A LAET OF JAM I CAN
MAKE - AND ALL THOBE SILLY ROTIERS
cou.e.c'(ao Bmmsenme.s FOR ME!

8. How they groaned! Those berrics were going to weigh a
few stones! At least, that's what they thought. But when
they lifted it up they left the bottom behind, just as Billy

reckoned they would.  And, of course, the berries got Ieft, tco !

=TT (1 vont suPPesE COOKIE
I L WiL MIES ONE LVTLE
— BAG OF BUCAR. | kL

 ASPNEED W (05 INE
i W 5 COTR SWEET T0oTH’

([I,‘

9. The moment they were out of sight, Billy grabbed his juicy

loot and legged it the other way, He'd got the lot for himself,

and he wasn't going to bother about a rotten pie! No, sir!
It was jam for him—the stickier the better.

BLACKBERRY JAM J
AN AL. FOR DEAR &

10. He arrived back at school and dumped the bexries in his
study. Then he toddled down 1o the kitehen and borrowed a
little bag of sugar, as big as he could carry. He meant to
put it back—when he'd finished with the bag—mnot the sugar!

LOVELY' SMACK!NOWALL |
NEED |6 LOTS AND 1LO1S OF JARS
10 §1T0RE MY GHM N COO! Lk

o e——

lie borrowed a tin bath, and setting the Jot over

11. Likewise,

a Bunsen burner, he started jamming. Adding a drop of

water, he brought the mixture to the boil and the top of the
bath. ‘Then he stirred and stirred—and stirred !

12. You ncver saw such jam, chumns | It was the blackest

juiciest, sweetest, stickiest mass of mcss that ever was o

ut there was so much of it that it would take a few thousand
jars forstorage. Something had to be done about it.
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| DONT EXPECT WHARTON Wik
MIND IF | BORROW HIS BEASTLY
P ¢CUPS AND JUG - HE CAN ERSILY

CRUMBS' | &TILL HANENT
CoT ENOUGH ROOM 1o STORE
ALL MY JAM = | LL HAYE 10 USE
THESE HATS RS WELL-1DONT
SUPPOSE THE MASTERS

Wikl MISS THEM ey

13, daoour By went aroud, i
1o room, and all round the “j

VLU STUILY,

horners,"

rom room
collecting

THERE' THATS THE \.o}— JusT A LTILE §
By ON AHE FLOOR . BUT THE CLERNERS §
A CAN HAVE THAT-

I'M NOT CREEDY"'Y

He
And what didn't go
ot on th #eer

N
»
»]
a

14. Cups and jugs and basins—with and without handles-
He belped himself to the masters’ Sunday-best hats.  After
all, he had to put the jam in something or other.

COODNESS
ME' W-WHAT \S
1HIS STICWY

SUBSTRANCE
WHICH DESCENDS

| » P -

16. ln fact, so much sploshed out on the floor that it soaked

clean through the carpet and oozed through the floorboards
il h the ceiling below

———

ow' 1T CANT
ge! v 1s!
BLACKBERRY
JAm
DESCLENDING
FROM
51 BUNTER'S
RoOOM !

' [CLERAR OFF
ALl YOU <3

what was dnipping, Quelchy got
And he couldn't see that that was
upstairs, Billy groaned.

gianemg ap to sec
il of blackberry jam.
right | Meanwhile,

1
aneyef

OH LOR' THAT MERN
BEAST QUELCHY'
| WONDER HOW HE
KNEW | WAS
MAKING JAM?

18. There was trouble coming, chums. The jammy smell
had brought along every wisp in the west country, to say
nothing of north, south and east! Quelchy came too!
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BooT THRouGH THE WINDOW AND— —S NOW LOOK WHAT .
TR YOUNE DONE  SIR! Jjj s
[OLVE LETHE SN0 ShamM
WASPS IN AND 1L [j | 0UT AT ONCE,
AHENLL BRT ALl ) (BUNTER—
— My dam! | 0BJeCT10
WASPS!

PLERSE SIR. YOUNE THROWN YOUR L I '

19. Yes, chums ! He knew Billy’s study was overhead, so he ‘ 20, Whoops | Mind your hack ! Down flopped Quelehy, and
guessed the jam was there. II= proved it to be so, by sliding  one boot, fiving off his foot, weat clean threugh the window.
up on half a pound of the best and purest ! Ancd, of conrse, the wasps=<aid, “ Ta, a lot 1™’
~{\ SHALL MRAKE FORTHE RNER, L4 <A WHERE YoU ARE - fHE
MISERRARBLE YOU"H—B‘U'\' THERE 1S *a) WASPS WILL MoT HORT You
NO NEED FOR You 10 COME! J72 "(UNI..ESS )

- - : LATTALK

—
21, They were looking for a good opening, and there it was ! 22, QJuelchy headed lor the river, and Wilkiam Guorge was a
They swarmed in to the attack, and Billy and Quelchy close second. The wasps followed and sometimes caught up.

swarmed out, smothered with jam—and more jam ! When t hey did, they macle Ltheir prosence felt!
o
Z o T M & N
- & SO
Y )

N
/ A DISGRACEFUL EXHIBITION OF W
O\ CooRRDICE, BUNTER. You wie ) B, N
. RETURN AT OMCETOHE SCHOOW Lo ‘i‘u

AND WRVE 500 TIMES -"THE WASP ) |

23. Sting! Sting! Yow! Yelp! Quelchy felt sorc in many

24. Even 5o, the wasps st had a go al what was left poking
places at once.  Reaching the niver, he dived in. Billy dived, “out above the water. (Quelchy yelped and vowed he'd teach
to0, and Quelchy was struck by his skill. Billy a lesson about jam and wasps—with a cane !
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OUR ERNIE

MRS. ENTWHISTLE’S
LITTLE LAD

Ok CHARLE!
LD Lunpon!
| WONDER
WHO WE'LL
MEETHERE!

ZO! EET EES MY FRIEN' ERNEE!
CLAUDE DUVA

- 2E FRENCH HICHWAYMAN!

LCOME LAD! I'M

VOUA! COME WIT' ME ERNEE
AND MEET ALL MY CHUMS!

In Loadon Towa, in cays of old

Lived lots of tough boys, bad and bold,
And Ernie knew, as like as not,

He'd mest with some of this bad lot.

So when he heard ““ Stand and Deliver !

He didn’t quake, or shake, or quiver;
Nor had he need, 'cos back of gun
Bad man were only having fun.

So that's how Jad met Claude Duval,

Who cried, '“ Eet ees Ernic. Welcome, pal |
No doubt you know me—you've been told

1 am ze French Highwayman bold ?

HEYYu-STOP! A ( BUNk ERREIEETEES A ‘
4) BOw ST.I:(‘iETNN.KER!f: 8

&ur YOU MEAN JLNOLAD!ZE RUNNERS BELON
W OTREET 0 DicK TURRIN
RUNNER CLAVDE? o

PuE! WOTTA RUN! (M TIRED!

S0 tome wil' 1 giev you treat |

My nanghty fressis—zem you shall meet |
1 tell zem you are our new chum—
Butlook out, lad! Ze Lobby come !

PUI

=v

1 use thus butt to hide-out in ;

‘Fake covair, lad, in yon dust-bin ;
Zat Bow Street Walker’s after me
He weesh me under lock and key.

Hal! Hal! He go! Ze way ees clear.
So come out, lad. Do you not fear |
Ze Cow Heel Inn is not ver’ far ;

QUEEK! DOSUMTING!
& BOW STREET WALKERS
COMFE TO ARREST ZE BOYS.

|
ZE N}

NRECERNE'| A SO N

We go in zere—Oui! Oui! La! ILa!

o pER’ M A, CHUMS!
,‘.“"‘f“ b § % \COMELPABT
. T A g M)

g o o
2
Wigpy i T 5
o X
- -
OUR ERNES INTHE MIDDLE OF THEM
FRENCHIES ! PLOTTING PLOTS THEY ARE !

Yousink us piave ces tull of ight ?

Oui! Ouil Some mwore | Yes, you are right !
Sometimes we Aght like best of freens;
Sometimes we sing—eet all depen's] ”

Well, lad had just squeezed clear of erush,

When door burst open, and with rush
In came a Frenchman bold to say
Bobby were coming back their way.

Now law said fighting were a crime,
Unless at proper place and time,

So Frenchies quickly cleared the floor
And thought up trick to beat the law.

»
PLEASE Chu DiniE 1015, k'k a
L\ FOR WINVLES ?

i
!

Er G

PLEASE NOTE -
NO FIGHTING !
SEET

The % d -
SiesiEa! 7
e LEMING ! oty MR

So when the bobby gave a shout,

And cricd, '*What's all this here about ?
He found a party had begun—

Al kinds of ganes, and lots o' fun

No clash of steel on steel were heard—
" No sound of blows ; no naughty word,

So bobby sighed and went his way,
Hoping for better luck next day.

I01

Ihen Eruie smd to Claude du V:
" Ee, how’d vou like to come to tea ?
We'll hold up 1na aud pa and make

'EEm ‘ stand and deliver ' slice of cake ! "



=Dib Yo HEAR THAT,
BNy Y - THE Sani=e

WANTS HS Howse
SHOD AT ONZE !

MY HOoRSE WANTS A
NEW SHOR — GET HiM
SHOB AT ONCE !

SHOT 1=WHo'S
GoING To BE
SHoT?

TTHE OUs MEANE =
JusT BECAUSE HE'S
Too STiNGY To Buv
You B NEN SHOE
Youne Gotr '

Pt BE SHOT!

GLRCHER =Y [\

HE SAD SHOD

—=Ny7 SHarT ! )
7

|
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Where’s my

BOURNVILLE
COCOA?

He looks forward to his Bournville Cocoa with
its rich chocolate fiavour —though he may not be much concerned about
tﬁesp 5 reasofis why it does him good: (1) Extra nourishment, (2) an
aid ®o digestion, (3) contains iron, the blood enricher, (4) and phosphat

‘1 healthy growth, (5) and the Sunshine Vitamin D,




