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The Upper Hand !
PLITZ 1

“Aeh] T
\Iil‘l'(l 5
“ You will stay here,”

“Oh! Goot!”

" And keep watch over
the prisoner|” said Dr.
Sparshott.

“I vill keep vatch ofer
taf peast and a prute,
mit colossal bleasure !’
beamed Fritz Splitz.

It was a sunny morning on Castaway Island.
: Grimslade castaways looked
ight as they looked that morn-
r. wel Sparshott had a cheery smile
ronzed face. Jim Dainty & Co, were in
Even Fritz Splitz was not
The only g#omn_\' face was
[zra Sarson—which wore a black and
scowl,
m pole had been driven \]!"t‘p into the
he castaways’ hut. Kzra Sarson
with his back to it. He had been
t his breakfast, Sammy Sparshott
im with a revolver in his hand—
After that, Sammy had
y again, and he sat in the
nd, leaning back against the post,
like a demon.
his black looks had no eoffcet on the
Grimsladers. They had been through
o peril at the hands of the 'Frisco
: but their headmaster had pulled them
h; and now they had the upper hand.
were now going to hunt for the boat
in which Ezra had come to the lonely island—
with great hopes that it might prove possible
to sail away 1 it, and reach some inhabited
iland in the West-Indian seas.

Dr. Sparshott looked down ai the scowling
face of the ruffian.

Where did you hide the boat, Sarson?!” he
asked,

I['ind out!” grunted Hera,

I'hat,” said Dr. Sparshott,
hout to do. Rawlinson ™
Oh!| Yas, sir”

“Please feteh the pineers from the hut.”
“The—the pincers! Oh, yes, sir!"

(tinger went into the hut, in which were
packed the stores and utensils and fools, which
had been saved on the raft from ihe wreck of
the Spindrift. He came out with a pair of
pincers in his hand and a surprised expression
on his face, What Sammy wanted the pincers
for was rather a mystery.

Now,” said Dr. Sparshott calmly, “take
arson's nose in the pincers——"

“Wha-a-6 7" g’nspur‘ (inger.

“His noso!” barked Bammy,

“Oh! Yesl Right!” y

Cinger Rawlinson approached the rullian,
and adjusted the pincers on his beaky, bony
noze.  Then he looked to Sammy for further
instructions. ‘The other fellows leoked on,
grinning, 'This, apparently, was Sammy's way
of persnading tho frechooler to give the re-
quired informaltion,

Saramy could be as gentle as a cooing dove,
but ho conld also be as hard as a rock. And
it wns his rock-like quality that he was
displaying in dealing with the ruffinn who had
brought the castaways within the shadow of
'l"a‘r!'l.

“Will you kindly tell me where you parked
your bont, Bargon?” inquired Dr. Sparshott
|m|ifr-ly.

“Nope!” hised Bareon. “1 guess you ean
hunt for it if you want it, and [ guess you
won't find it geon! And if T get loose, Sam
liﬁpnr-:,lmll, 'l get the ¢ineh on you yet, and

vyas so

o, for once.

him securely

“is what we

"Rawlinson, kindly compress (he fellow's
nose with the pineora!” srdored Bammy,

Gingor obioyed at snes. e put on n gentloe
preasure, and thore was a gasp ,I om Bzea, The

NG, LONG WAY TO ENGLAND, BUT THE SCHOOLBOY CASTAWAYS AREN'T DOWNHEARTED !
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pressure intensified, and thore was a howl from
the ruffian. Jim Dainty and Duawson, Streaky
Bucon nnd Sandy Bean, looked on, feeling no
pity whatever for the desperate rasenl.  Thoy
wd no doubt that Sarson would soon come to
terms.

“Let up!” bellowed the ruflian.  “By the
rent horned (oad, 1 guess I'll put you wise !
ot up!”

At o sign from
released the pincers,

Dr.  Sparvshott, Gingoer
Sarson, wriggling in his
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THE CASTAWAYS versus A
DEMON OF THE DEEP!
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bonds, gave the headmaster of Crimslade a
glare of deadly hate.
“T am waiting,
Sammy gently. ‘

“1 guoss you'll find the hoat on the south
ghore,” velled Sarson.  “It's hidden under o
rock, the highest rock on the shore—you'll raise
it onsy enough !

“Thank you ' zaid Dr. Sparshott, (:in{u-r‘
grinning, took the pincers back into the hut,
and Dr. Sparshott turned to Frita. " 8Splitg, 1
ghall allow vou to indulge your laziness (his
morning, as you have lately been through such
oxhausting experiences, You may remamn here
and rest—but you will keep a nhglr[» aye on
Sarson. He is sceurely bound—but if he should
make any attempt to free himsell von will
thrash him with that bamboo until he desists,
Do you understand ™

“Jal Ja wehl!” grinned Frite,
like to trush tab peast and n prufe!
to me, sir "

“Vory good! Now follow on, my boys!|
said Dr. Bparsholt; and he (ramped away
along the sand, with the juniovs at his heals,

Izrn Soarson stared after them, with bitter
rago in his face, Fritz Splitz sat down, in the

my good follow!” gaid

“T tink 1
Loafl him

ey
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CASTAWAYS !

A novel, thrill-packed story
featuring Jim Dainty & Co.

shade of a boulder, with a bunch of bananns,
In a few minutes the castuways wore onl of
sight.

The south shore of Castaway Island was a
wilderness of rocks and roefs, with channels of
the sea running among them, Somewhere in a
channel among the rocks was hidden the boat
that had brought Ezen (o tho island; but o
soareh for it might have lastod days, without a
olue to ils hiding-plage,  Fara—under the
poevsuasion of the pingers—had provided the
olue |

Dr.  Sparshott swung on with his long,
springy  strides—and the juniors, in merry
mood, jumped from rock to rock, and racod
one another over stvetchos of sand and seca-

weed.  They wore very keon to discover tho
boat—il wns u chanece, they hoped, of gelting
naway.

Not that they wors dissatisfiod with Cast-
awany lsland==in spite of many perils, and
many hardships, thoy agreed that it was rathop
u lark living like Robinson Crusoo on o lonely
iwland  in  tropical scas.  Still, (here was
England and home, and Grimslade School. to
be thought of, :

High ovoer tho low reefs and seattered hroken
racks, ono tall vock towered, far ont from the
shore.  Dr. Sparshott headed for if, and smiled
ns the eager juniors raced ahoad, Splashing
through salt pools, stumbling over tanglod seon-
weed, slipping over wet rocks, and pieking
themselves up again, the cheery oastaways
raced for ihe higﬁ rock, on the undor side of
lwln:-h they had no doubt they would find the
yont.

" Boat you (o it 1" velled Gingor Rawlinson,

“Rats 1" retorted Jim Dainty.

dim was the first to seramble on the high
rock.  Ginger was only a second behind him,
Thoy ran noross, Jim a yard shead, te thy
farther side, where it deopped sheor to the
wator,  Looking over the odge, Jim spotted
a boat, with mast lowered and sail furlod.
halfchidden under a bulge of the rock, and
moored with soveral ropos,

Disappointmoent swept over him as e saw it,
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it to
him by
led Jim

ol gra
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olly well

Ho serambled up, and graspod aflter Ginger,
but the redhy W jumtor ol Grimslade was
alroady jumping down into the boat

It rovked as he landed in i, and CGinger
rolled over. As he rolled, he grinnsd up at
Jim's wrathy face. But the next moment the
grin was washed from Cingor's countenance,
and every vestigo of colour wont with it. Jim,
about to jump down, stopped,

“ What——" ho stuttered.

“ Help 1" shricked Ginger. “ Oh, help!”

In Direst Peril !

LU | ELP I
Rawlinson shricked wildly,
still at a o

dunt I'he eniacle wa
whenimg under the pull
¢ Frantiwally, desperalols
h atid resistod | but the strength of ten
met could wot have resisted the pull e knew
that he going, and th utter horror be
shitoked 1o Sammy

ke A oo

clune

Was

But Samitoy was there The glistensng ave
was whirhing alaft in both Sanony's strong
hamds, and it came erashing down, and the
sovond tentacle parted like a tant rope. Jim
Dainty, reloased, sank down, with the (entacle
sl wriggling round bim,

A hideous, almost shapeloss thing was float:
ing just undor the mrfu': beside the boat ;| the
octopus was rising.  Sammy had & glimpss of
) of two saveer like two
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Feoling Frita !
said Frite Splite, shaking by
L 0 )
pddreseed Vo stebidy, spowl
' sat bound agures the
4 A He did et mens
' the dingy, walssves
thing et ’-lul‘ 14
fomby 1™
wale? mujtersd Baey
tedd Frathe “H & ol pessuss
wilogtald i [T ol fewares b

]

vy cmd 8 paasl and & Jorobe |

Q*p‘A'A Lo
pod onl goke

Frite had had a happy merning ! He bhad
bwen eating mowt of the s, Pash of the tiaw
ho had besn sapping. e had s
for houms. save 10 !ul'rp", the ‘“ y with
provender

It was warme on Castaws l:.ll-h o warm
for Fatty Frite ta moave, § cauld W W
though had the temparaiure besa dowmp [
probably the fet German would nol bave

woved 1f he could have helped
pile of trq‘r::lklnhn.ﬂ“d

e, Pol e e

With »
him, and & stack
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fastennd on the fat wrist, contrived to spoak; in o hissiog

mbl thirongh the elosed tosth

Got me loose Ul bite to the bone! Gok me loose |*

itz cennod to hammoer at the savage face. The pain in his wrish

more than he could enduar
lnto e understood why Keea had wanted to pot him within
this had beon in the villain's mind sl the time. And Frite
vt —1il v (ab rabhbit in a Lrap.
o I " 1" hiwsed Bzra, thraugh the gripping teeth. *“ Get me
U I g

" pgroanod Frite,

A the vullian would enrry out his threat if he refused,
was nol of tho stidl of which hero
He howled

soaro made |
with pain.  Frite Splitz nover could bear poain, and the
vas terriblo; and tho ‘hought of his bonoes orunclivng under the
Leeth mada him sick with terror. Ho reached hehind Sarson
froe hand, and began to fumble ab the knote,
el olumaily, in spite of the urge of the pain in his wrist,
it livl\m.m lovsenod the knot , Not for a second did tho qrip
he teeth relax,
1 l‘i“

with the pain, I'ritz worked as
Fara felt the

v Lo

hiard and fast as ko could,

rope loosening al last, A fic ree, savage wrench, and

o, and Bara rolled

( 1 away from the palm pole, releasing the
v of lus jaws on Prita's wrist,
bounded away from him like an indiarubbor ball the instant
rp was gone. He rnced away as fast as his podgy little logs
I enrry him, only anxious to

gob oub of reach of the desperado
Zra was not quite frea vot, His ankles
e sal in the sand, toaring at the knitted cord

thal he was ‘ree. But B
wed togother,

md his ankles, while Fritg ran for his [t hifo,
l b last 1 The vullian leaped to his feot! 1lis savage glance
» bay It was high noon—surely timo that Dr. Sparshott
back with the beat, The escaping frechooter had no time to
But he was relieved to seo that the wide bay was still bare of
il
lo dashed into the castaways' hut. Food, and what woeapons he
1 find, he needed, if he was to keep the froedom he had gained.
vot he had time, though every moment, he koew, the sail
t come dancing rcund South Point.
Hurriedly he seized a rucsack from a nail in the wall, and dragged
L} stores,

%, Cans of beef, oans of bisouit, remaining fiom the

wed from the Spindrift, a fow cooking utensils, were hastily

od in the bag. Tle picked up an axe and a knife, and throst
mto his belt. But a fircarm was what he most desperately

nted.

Sammy Sparshott had gone, with a revolver in his belt: hut there

w5 a seoond one, which he must have left in the hut. If it was

rded—

In fieren

haste the ruffian rooted through the hut, lhrm\in;ﬁ stores,
s,

blankets, boxes, right and left in wild disorder in his des-
perato search, But if S8ammy had left the revolver there ho had not
t it where 1t could easily be found,

interior of the castaways’ hut looked as if a hurticane had
it; but still Ezra had not found what he sought. And suddenly

throngh the open gateway he glimpsed a brown-patched sail that
| lanced befare the wind on the bay,

Sammy Sparshott was coming !

He leaped to the doorway and fixed his eyes with bitter rage on
the boat

It wag his own boat, and it was packed with Grimslade juniors, Dr,
Sparshott at the tiller. The wind from the Atlantic was almost
directly astern, and the patched sail bellied out before it, the boat
hooting into the bay like an arrow.

He heard a shout from the sea, borne on the wind. Ile was seen;
every eye in the boat was on the gaunt figure that ran from the hut
on the open beach. He caught Jim Dainty's voice:

“Iv’s Sarson! He's loose!”

Dr. Sparshott’s tall figure stood up in the stern of the boat. There
was a revolver in his hand. He stood erect in the boat, and threw up
arm. His voice came clearly on the wind:

Stop, or I’ll shoot 1”

Iizra bounded away desperately.

Crack! eame ringmg from the sea. Crack, crack, crack! came
again and again, The ?wndrrms!m’ was shooting, and the lead knocked
up the sand nt the feet of the ruffian as he ran for the jungle.

Ioven from the distance, and from the dancing boaf, the shooling
wns good. Bpouting sand splashed over the running desperado from
the shots as they struck round bim. And then suddenly he gave a
vell as he was hit. . : ;

Dot it was only a graze: the bullet tore a strip of skin from his
shoulder. One last desperate bound, and he was in the cover of the
jungle, running with his head low. ! .

The boat bumped on the sand. Fritz 8plitz, squealing with excite-
ment and terror, ran to meet it, Jim Dainty & Co. leaped ashore,
but Sammy Sparshott was first, splashing throngh tho shallows, and
rurnming up the sand, the smoking revolver in hig hand.

But Jara Sarson was gone, swallowed by the thick jungle. Once
more the bitter foe of the castaways was loose on Castaway Island !

(You can bet your last butfon that |E:zra Sarson will cause
plenty more trouble for the Grimslade castaways. Bui Dr.

Sparashott's motto is ‘' Be Prepaved "'—and he is! Don't miss
next weel's thrilling story.)
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TO READERS IN THE IRISH FREE STATE.
"' Readers in the Irish Free State are requested to note that when
free gilts are offered with this publi

cation, they can only be supplied
when the article is of a non~dutiable character,”

Afine model of @

Railway Dreah-

down Crane¢

made entirely of
M eceano,

Every boy is happiest when he is inventing, creating and
building. That is the reason for the everlasting popularity
of Meccano. It is the most wonderful and the most fascinat-
ing hobby in the world, because it enables full scope to be
given to all the inclinations and desires that are the natural
heritage of boys. 9

The Meccano system is composed of a series of perfectly
finished steel and brass engineering parts in miniature, with
which practically any mechanical movement may be repro-
duced in model form. There is no limit to the number of
engineering models that can be built with Meccano and the
system is so simple that any boy can commence to build as
soon as he gets his Outfit home.

Boys who have never built models with Meccano have
missed one of the greatest thrills of their lives. There is
nothing like it for young inventors who are keen on creating
things and who delight in developing their own ideas.

No wonder Meccano is every boy’s choice for Christmas |
Wear a " Meccane Engineer™ Badge, price 2d. from yeour Dealer.

srsestaierane

PRICES OF MECCANO OUTFITS,

rrrressessennane

: Outfit : Prics Ouifit Price :
: No. X1 1/3 No. 3 27/6 s
: No. X2 2/- No. ¢ 52/6 .
: No. ooo ’ 26 No. 5 (Carton) o[- -
: No. oo 3/6 No. 5 (Cabine) 100fs :
: No. o 5/- No. & (Carton) 125/ B
: No. 1 10/- No. 6 (Cabind)  155)« .
s No, 2 16/- No. 7 (Cabinel) 415/~ -
e ST TN e P S

Get this New Meccano Book Now —It's FRE

This fine new hook contains splendid
illustrated articles dealing with many of the
world’s greatest engineering feats.  In ad-
dition, it describes and illustrates the fult
range of Meccano Constructional Outfits,
Horuby Speed Boats, and the wonderiul new
Kemex and Elektron Outfits,

We will sead you a copy,
return for the names and add
of your chums. Write your own name and
address clearly, and add number 37 for
reference, A posteard may be used with
A penny stamp, but if you send a letter i1
requires a three-halfpenny stamp.

MECCANO LIMITED DEPT.

post free, in
of three




