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OF A REBEL CITY, WHO PERFORM AN OPERA-
TION ON HIM THAT MAKES IT IMPOSSIBLE
FOR HIM TO LIVE LONG OUT OF WATER.
DENE RESCUES ROLF, AND WITH THE AID
OF A HORSE THEY ESCAPE ACROSS A MARSH,
BUT PRESENTLY ROLF'S STRENGTH GIVES

OUT AND HE COLLAPSES. MOUNTED TROOP-
ERS CATCH UP WITH THEM. AND THEY ARE
CORNERED.

o

y SYNOPSIS
\(Ksom Df” DERICKSON DENE, INVENTOR, IS MAROONED
ON AN UNKNOWN PLANET. ROLF, HIS
0 [ MECHANIC, IS CAPTURED BY THE PEOPLE
IN

WSV, S v ]
PREPARED TO PUT UP A FIERCE RESISTANCE, DENE PULLS OUT HIS KNIFE AND FACES THE ONCOMING

TROOPERS , WHO ARE EVIDENTLY BENT ON TAKING HIM PRISONER. SUDDENLY A MARSH-HORSE PITCHES
OVER AND BOTH HORSE AND RIDER DISAPPEAR INTO A GAPING HOLE IN THE GROUND.
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NEXT INSTANT THE SAME FATE BEFALLS THE 4 @W\Q}N K “mu’ "%‘

OTHER MARSH-HORSE TROOPER

= ROLF STAGGERS INTO ONE OF THE PITS HOPING THAT THE
-5 </ |WATER WILL HELP HIM , OF THE MARSH-HORSES AND
: Qfl, | TROOPERS THERE IS NO SIGN /s
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{,,,,,3,;,)/ 7/ CIRCLING THE PITS,HE MAKES A STARTLING WM,
DISCOVERY —A STOUT CREEPER STRETCHED BETWEEN !

TWO POSTS! THE PITS HAVE BEEN COVERED WITH
BRANCHES AND EARTH —EVIDENTLY A MAN-CONTRIVED TRAP ’
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“ DECEIVED BY A COWARD.”

Every Tuesday

MAD CAREW MAKES A THRILLING CAPTURE IN THE AIR
®
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THE WHITE FEATHERS

s¢ AJOR CAREW, I need scarcely re-
mind you that these dispatches ave
of o most vitally seceét nuture. If
they fell into the bands of the enemy, together
with the code word, withour whicl it is impos-
sible to decipher them, thers would be far-
reaching and disastrous resules.”

Coneral Harding, the Wing Commander,
a3 ho spoke these words in an alinost veice-
less whisper, gazed warningly acros: the
table of Mad Carew's little office, with cyes
tliat contained & far from frieudly glint.

Both these two—the wing commander, and
AMad Carew, the famous War Ace Flying
AMajor of Squadron No. 335, R.F.C.—werc
stern and relentless disciplinavians. DBut that
was the enly thing that they possessed in
COAIMON.

General Harding believed in ruling with a
mailed fist, apnd in using the power that his
rank bestowed upon Him, fo drive his
subordinates under threat of dive penalty if
they failed to carry out his bidding to the
letter,

Mad Carew was in no way a more lenient
taskmaster, but it was the dybamic, lire-cating
liltle moe’s boast that hie would unever pass on
to'a junior officer a task that he conld not,
or would not care Lo, tackle himself.

“Loet mo get this right, general,” lie said
quigtly. “The document has been sent to you
from Iingland so that you can decode it, and
decide what action should be taken concern-
ing its contents.”

“¥es,” General Hardibg suapped. “I am
passing it on to yon. The document expounds
i1 theory for projecting liquid fire from asro-
planes, and I want your wveport on its
1 Eactica bility.

“The authorities do not contemplale using
sich 2 weapon,” Genoral Havding continued,
*“They intend to lock up these doctuments with
the code word in some safe-depozit vaults in
London, and keep them theve as a sort of
seciel weapon; only to be brought out again,
should the enemy discover, and bring inlo
use, a similar sort of deviee”

“How many people in Trance know the
secret code word?? Mad Cavew dewanded.

“When I have passed it on to you, only
two—you and I,” Genoral Harding answered.
1t was sent out to me in a sealed dispatch
by one of our most trustworthy King’s Messen-
gers. I have read the docnment myself, and
now I am passing it on to you so that you
may read it, and report upon it. The King's
Messenger will call here for your report and
for this dispatch in twenty-four hours time,
and will then convey it straight back to Bng-
land. And so the document, you see, is por-
feetly safe, becausp it eould not possibly be
deciphered by anyone who dild not kuow the
code word.® As you will have to decode tha
doctument, T will pass (hiz word on to you.
The code word is—"

“H'st 1"  The hissed warning from AMad
Carew caused Genecal Harding (o bite Lis
tongue a3 he thiew a stactled glance over his
thoulder.

As the little office wrz emipiy. excepting for
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their two selves, the general turned somewhat
petulantly back upon Mad Carew.

“There is no one o overhear,”
testily.

With a jerk of liis hand Mad Carew flicked
a piece of paper across the table.

* Write it on there—in pencil!” he snapped.

General Harding complied sullenly.

Mad Cavew took the paper, and swept his
evor alevt eyes over the single word: © Iive-
brand.”

With & quiet nod of his licad, he tool
matehes from his pocket, and, striking onc,
opplied the tiny flame to one corncr of the
paper,

The flames flaved up, and, devouring the
frail slip of paper, transformed it into black,
coiling aszl, which Mad Carew crusbed to
powder with his fingers.

And then Mad Cavew folded the document,
and placed it'in a drawer of his desk.

The general rose testily to his feet.

Mad Carew had crossed the room, and liad
opened the door in readiness for the general's
departure.

At that moment the shill blast of & whistle
rang out. From eeross {he anerodrome eanme
the orisp, commanding voice of the officer in
clmrgﬁ of the air guard past,

“Encmy aircraft approaching!
all gun teams!

A split second later the Bad Lads wern to
be seen sprinting smartly from oulb of their
mess-iut,  and, doubling e  their “alarm
posts,” ealmly doming their © battlo-bowlers,”
and adjusting their gas-helmels to the “alers ¥
position.

From ouf of the silence that had setiled
over the drome, the throb of a high-fiying
Meveedes engine could be clearly heard.

Ceneral Harding threw an alarmed glance
sliyward,

“An alr raid!” he gasped. “Whicl is the
way to your dugout, Major Carvew?”

But Mad Carew had already Jeft his side,
and was at that moment barking ovders in
a stentorian voice for Sandy MaeTavish {o
have his Bristol Ilighter wheeled from its
hangar.

The drone of the Mercedes engine grew
londer and louder, aund then a jel-black
Fokker swooped down from out of {lie sky
towards the centre of the flying fleld.

Mad Carew-stopped dead on tﬁe cdge of the
tarmae. This was not a hostile raid. The
pilot of the swooping plane was tilting some-
thing—a bulky object—out from the cockpit.

It was a sack which burst open almost as
it left the swooping plane, and the next
moment & shower of white feathers, like
giganiie snowflakes, were fluttering down to-
wards the ground.

An angry gasp Macl
Lipe.

He had recognised the black-painied plane,
with a skall-ond-erossbones i white upornr ils
fuselage, as belonging {0 a German nee who
hed recently -appeared upon ihe sector
opposite to Squadron No. 333.

1t was Count von Sieine, the “Black Haupt-
mann,” commander of a Germon cigghs of
ceack pilots who called themselves  the
“Death Stafel”

' he said

Stand by

vaug fram Carew's

“Purple thunder!” Mad Carvew rapped
ficrcely. * White feathers, eh? So that Gexr-
marn vat thinks we're afraid of hin, does he!
He'll learn different befors lie’s very much
older [

The Fokker waz now climbing steeply up
away from the spreading cloud of featlicrs,

Iis pilot, the Black Captain, Count von
Steine, leaned out far over the rim of lus
cockpit to wave mockingly down &l the
Squadron No. 333 flying field.

Mad Carew shook his fist up at the Death
Sqnadron plane and then his eyes became glued
to something that was appeariig into view in

‘the centre of the wind-tossed feathers.

It was a small parachute with a hasket
swinging underncath it contsining a live
pigeon.

Joker Jameson was the first to reach the
parachute’s sirauge cargo as it touched the
ground,

He released the basket and, followed by all
the Bad Lads, earried it ncross to Mad Carew.

“It's a earrier-pigeon, major,” he cried,
“and there’s a scaled envelope sddressed to
you aitached to the basket. The bird is prob-
ably intended to earry vour reply to the
Black Fauptmann's leties back to Germany 1"

“It’s Frabnb!g challenging-the major to an
air duell” eried Mike Cotton, of C Flight,
with eyes afire with excitement.

Mud Carew ripped open the envelope and
perused the contents watched eagerly by the
Bad Lads. When he lowered the erested sheet
of paper his war-bitten face bore an expression
that they all Knew well, .

The waxed tips. of his little moustache wero
bristling like muniature horns—a sure sign that
the fiery little ace was donning Lis waipaint.

“Ye§, bogs, Count von Steine has challenged
me {o o dog-fight,” he said, with eyes aglint,
“He is rveturmng in an hour's tiroe, and he
dares me to go np alone to meet him above this
serodrome.  Sandy DMacTavish, get my
Bristol Iighter ready!”

Ay, ay, sorr!” answered the dour old Séot
chief-mechaniec esgerly. “8he’'ll be in frst-
class fighting irim for ye—and if that windbag
Fritz brings over a fasler plane than 1 send vo
up it, major, then I'll never wear o tartan
kilt again,”

“Oh, boy, this is going to be good ! Joker
Jameson chucklad, " “The dandiest dogfight
of the war—and we're going to be in the sialls
to wateh it

FORBIDDEN TO FIGHT

AD CAREW had signed to his adjutant
and best pal to return with him to the
orderly-zoom. Upon entering it thev

had found the little room seamingly desorted,

And then suddenly, to Mad Cavew's amnzs-
ment, Tubby: Hart began pointing towards the
table in the centre of the room.

Mad Carew staved al the talde with biz eves
widening with dawning jucredulity,

Tho long tablecloth moved slowlve (6 one
side and the erimson face of General Harding
appearcd into view,

“Er—Mzijor Carew—er—give me a band,
please,” the ginerd] stammerved. I —I—er—py
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—appear to have become wedged between the
legs of this table.”

ubby upended the table and, efter a
struggle, the general suceeeded in freeing his
portly frame from the table legs and
gorambling to his feet.

“T—er—dropped a coin and it rolled under
the table,” he stammered.

“Should T ecall your car, general?” Mad
Carew asked. “Count yon Steine dropped a
note to say that he would be returning i an
hour's time.”

General Harding glared fiercely at Mad
Caraw.

“Why did that insolent German send that
pigean to youT® he asked: “I zaw it floating
down under the parachute.”

“He has challenged me to a duel,” Mad
Carew told the zeneral.

General Harding coughed.

“Read the note to me, please,
Carew,” he said.

“Certammly—here it is,® Mad Carew rapped.

“*To Major Carew, Squadron No. 333.—The
white feathers cloquently convey to you my
opinion of you and your squadron. You may
have the reputation of being an air ace, but
¥ very much doubt if you have the courage to
meet me alone in the sky, man to maon. I
will give you, the chance to test your fighting
skill against mume—if vou have the pluck to
accopt this, my challenge to you, to a Sogﬁght
to the death. I will be back, fiying above your
ae me, alome, in exactly one hour from
pow- If you are net too frightened to eome up
and meet dea:h from my guns, then send a
reply to tis effeer by the sccompanying
carnier-pigeon [ am calling your bluff, Major
Carew; you have fooled most ple inio
believing that you are & fearless sky-fighter—
but you have not fooled me. Signed, Von
Steine, the Black IHauptmann, Commanding
the Death Stalfel.’ »

“H’m; and what do you intend to do sbout
it, Major Carew ?” General Harding asked.

“Po? Puwple thunder—there's ouly one
thing to do!” Mad Carew barked. “Captain
Hart, get a . pigeon-cparicr message-form
ready, and take down my reply.”

?uh'by roduced & pad of message-forms no
thicker than cigaretie-papers, and o pencil.

“To . Count. von Steine,” Mead Carew
dictated, “I shall have much pleasure in keep-
ing the appointment that you ‘suggest—>

* Wait, Major Carew.,” = ,

Mad Carew jerked questioning eyes towards
General Harding. y

“Yop must not accept that challenge,”
Ceneral Harding tapped. ““As your wing-
commander, I absolutely forbid you to accept
it. Have you forgotten the business which
brought me to this acrodrome? It is imipera-
tive that now you have seen the document of
wl_ﬁch”I speak you should take no unnecessary
Tis

“Purple thunder! And let this perishin’
Hun believe that 1 am afraid of him?” Mad
Carcw roared. “I'll be hanged if T will let
him boast all over Germany that he offered to
fight me over m{l own drome, and I hadn’t the
pluck to accept ‘ b

Major

18 challenge.” . :

“¥ou will send a message refusing to fight
Von Steine!” General Harding snapped.
“*And you will show me that message before
it is attached to that pigeon’s leg.” |

bby - Hari glanced -anxiously 'at his

dynamic. little commander, hali-fearing that
Mad Carew wonld fly into an ungovernable
rage. But to lus amazement Mad Carew
began slowly nodde his head

*“All right, general, if you insist—then my
hands are tied,” Mad Carew said grufily.
“ Captain Hart, destroy that message and take
down another.”

Straking his chin thoughtfully, Mad Carew
began dictating:

“To Count von Steine, Commanding the
Black Staffel.

“VYour insulting message to hand. Your
suggestion interests me considerably, bui do
you really think that you could put your boast
into exeeution? You will not, however, get
the chance to test vour sky-fighting skill
against mine, as I shall not be in the air wait-
ing to meet you in an hour's time from now.
We must leave the future to prove whether

MAD CAREW

or not I am the coward that you have been
so pleased to call me.”

“Hand that to the genergl to read, €aptain
Hart,” Mad Carew said brusquely, “and then
give it to me to sign:"’

General Harding read through the message
carefully, word by word, and then, nodding his
approval, handed it on to Mad Carew.

'he Flying Major, with a sidelong wink
at Tubby, Eretandcd to read it, with his
pencil poised over the texh

“Um! Perhaps these two ‘nots’ should
be underlined,” he musaed, “* You will NQTF
however,” and ‘T shail 'NOT be in the air!
Yes, I think that makes my meaning clear.”

Mad Carew jabbed his pencil at the two
words, but, instead of underliming them, he
swiftly scratched them out, thus clum¥mg the
meaning of the sentence completely, and
accepting Vion Steing’s challenge.

Then he scrawled his signature to the foot
of the message, snd then handed it across
to Tubby Hart. ;

“Send it off at once, Captain Hart,” he
said, "and then pleasa inform M.y.c'l"angf: that
I shall not be needing my Bristol Fighter.
No, wait} As the machine has been prepared
for the air I might as well use it for a recon-
naissance flight.. ¥You have no cbjection to
that, I supﬁgse, General Harding 1

“None whatever, providing that I have frst
seen, with my own e_y%"’ the al replied,
“that .cayrier-pigeon dispatched with your
reply to Count von Steine.”

“T'N try to remember that,” Mad Carew
answered dryly, :

Tubby Hart, roilinf up the flimsy message,
placed it into a little metal container, and,
watched closely by General Harding, attached
it to the hommeg pigeon’s leg. } i

A few minutes later General Harding, little
dreaming that the bird was _cu.rrycigfl Mad
Carew’s acceptance of Von Sieine’s challenge,
watched the pigeon soar up mnto the air, and,
after cireling the drome once, zet as
straight as an arrow towaerds Germany. ;

And then General Harding fook his

departare.
H LDING his roarisg Bristol Fighter in

a tight spiral, Mad Carew soared sky-
ward with the Sguadron No. 333 fiying feld
diminishing beneath him as if if were being
sucked down info a swiftly revolving whirl-

. -

pool, 2 =

His war-bitten face bor¢ an expression which
boded il for Count von Steine. His strong
jaws were grimly set, Fle was going up for
a fight to the death with the Black Haupt-
mann, iy direct defiance of his wing

A“‘s

News spreads rapidly in a war drome.
Crowded en the tarmae below was the entire
personnel of Squadron Neo. 333

“Hallo! Here comes the !a.tnb—beg pard’n,
wolf—to the slaughter 1’ cried Joker Jameson.

An execited thrill swept over the tarmac.
From out of the groy Western sky had
appeared a tiny dark speck, growing
rapidly with each passing second. In 2 short
while it had material info a fast-moving,
jet-black Folker, with the sinister skull-and-
crossbones of piracy gleaming whitely upon
its fuselage. W

It was the Black Hauptmann, arriving for
the nerial bLattle against Britain’s foremost

a1 ace.

An anxious hush—a silence of almest
breathless s nse—setiled over the Bad Lads’
tarmac. Although the Bad Lads had every
confidence in the sky-fighting skill of their
beloved leader, they were all too experienced
at aerial combat to be able to forget that in a
dog-fight the forfunes of war could swiftly
see-saw from one divection info another,

ne little tiny ship. one brief error of
judgment, and the cleverest fighter of the two
might find himself at the mercy of his oppeo-
nent’s unforgiving guns,

The Black Hauptmann was no oppenent
to be taken lightly—supposing this morning
tj_née luck of the grim game should be on his
side.

_ Mad Carew, as he circled to ewait the
jet-black plane, was sizing' his man up—as 2

boxer will tske the weight of ths man
striding confidently forward to meet him from
the opposite carner of the ring.

Count von Steine raised one hand into the
air in a moek salute. He was wearing the
jet-black flying helme: and fur-lined black
overalls, which had been the cause of him
being nicknamed Black Hauptmann.

Grim-jawed, Mad Cearew returned the
salute, and then jabbed his thumbs at his
friggers to test lis guns

t-tat-tat-tat-tat | :

The jet-black Fokker shied in the sky like

o _full-blooded steed, and then, dipping one
wing-tip, came skidding down at Mad Carew
in a space-annihilating dive.

“They’ve started?  Joker breathed

hoarsely.

The sky duél—sce versus ace—had begun!
How wonld it end? #

None of the thrilled watchers, in his wildest
guess, could have aeccurately forecasi how
this fierce dog-fight was going to fnish,

Mad Carew, instead of attempting to
escape from out of the pathway of the count’s
deadly guns, kicked his Bristol over into o
wing-festing roll, and, keeping his jogstick
pressed over hard, brought his guns up under-
neath the Fokker’s whirling propeller.

Rat-tat-tat-tat-tac

The breath-robbing sus at Mad Carew’s
daring tacties held the Bad Lads spellbound.
Uniil suddenly @ spontaneous cheer rang from

their higs. :

The Black Hauptmann had swerved, as if in
sudden panie, from the fight.

y, with only the first burst of shois
exchanged, Mad Carew had got his crack
opponent on the rum. :

With a grunt of satisfaction, Mad Carew
soared up past the banking Fokker’s tail and
kicked sharply at his rudder-bar, bringing the
Bristol up and over in a tight immehlnann,

It was = masterly piece of flying which
placed the German pilot at the merey of his
guns. Now ho was diving straight af the jet-
black plane, with its black-zarbed pilot
q;aﬁrtared by the crossed-hairs of his Aldis
sights.

And this meant that the Black Hauptmann
hiad only @ few brief seconds to livel!
It hadn’s, taken Mad Carew long fo prove
his superiority over this boasiful German—
Count von Steine was at the mercy of his

guns ]

Apd then, even as his thumbs came into
contact with the triggers, a sudden growl of
min anger and contempt was wrung from
Mad Carew’s lips, and he jerked his hands
gav"nige‘}g; from the corded-ring surmounting his
joystick,

And his guns remained silent—sparing their
intended v‘?:tim’s life. i

The Black Hanptmann had thrown both
hands up into the air in a gesture of sur-
render. The great Count von Steine was
admitting defeat, and pleading for his life
{o be spared. :

“The white-livered skunk!” Mad Carew
barked si'a.\!ufge.!:. “Purple thundey, and he
had the confounded insolence to unload white
feathers above my drome! I've a good mind
to let the rat have iti1?

But Mad Carew lmew that nothing would
ever induce him fo pow: a twin stream of lead
into the cockpit of a man who had thrown
in the apqng:, however eontemptible that sur-
vender might be.

nst, mstead of tti‘ﬂ:!n%‘h. filled his whole
dynamioc litile frame. This hadn’t been a fight
ac alll A victory too easily won seemed to
ba no victory at all

But G.H.Q. would rejeice at the capture,
alive, of such a great ememy ace, Great
eneu;i ace—an ace with feet of clayl

With contempt written all over his bronzed
fuce, Mad Carew signalled to the surrender-
ing German pilot te land.

unt ven Steine nodded, and, on half
throttle, swooned down to Squadron No. 333s

tarmac.

The Bad Lads crowded around his plane.

“Tough luck, Connt von Steinel” Jolke:z
cried generously. “What was it—engine
trouble, or jammed ﬁ;ﬂ”
. “It was neither I Mad Carew barked, press-
ing his way throngh the crowd. “Ii was
an altack of cold feet!”
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With a faint, mocking smile on his cruelly
thin montl, Von Bteine nodded iz admizzion
to this accusalion.

“I know when I laven't a chance, Herr
Major,” be said. “ After that clevey irarvel-
mann tarn I knew that vou Lad me at your
merey. - Knowing that T was beaten, it would
lLiave been foolish fo liave coniinued with tlie
fight. Do you not azree with ne, Herr
Major#?

Withawd delgning to repls
turned towards Tuliby Harl,

“CUaptain Harl, kindly telephone Wing H.Q.
wid inform General Harding that Count von
Steine has flown over heré and given himself
up!” he snapped. “ You needn’t mention that
1 took the air to accepi hiz challenge. Through
no_ fault of my own I have mnot disobeyed
orders—there was no dog-fight worthy of
mention.”

Mad Carew

THE BLACK HAUPTMANN EXPLAINS

OLLOWING the usual courleous custom
of the R.F.C., the Bad Lads took their
prisoncr along to the aness, where he

became their guest.

In vain did the Bad Lads lry to appear at
their case with Count von Steine, snd they
found - it impossible to treat him with the
hospitality which they had often extended
towards other enemy airmen whom, through
adverse cirenmstances, hacd become prisoners
of war.

‘They could not get 1t ant of their minds that
this hawk-faced Boclie in the black lsather
flying-suit had first seen fit (o suggest that the
Bad Lads were cowards by dropping while
foathers over their drome, and had they, him-
sclf, surrendered without putting up o fght
to Mad Carew, like a white-livered rat.

“¥ou do not understand,” said Count von
Steine at length in his strange, guttural voice
that seomed to miotk nt everyone and cvery-
thingl” “I see your majoi’s guns fixed upon
me, and so, not wishing {o die. I throw up my
anms in surrender. I a man is beaten lie is
wise to surrender—as I did 1”

“That's all very well,” Capiain Bol Siccl
inwerposed suddenly, “Bul if you were soaved
of dying, then why did you issue that cinllengo
1o Mad Carew

The mocking smile on the Black Haupt-
mann’s face expanded to a low laugh.

“ Perhaps 1t was bhecause of this silly war—
1 have had cnough,” he answered. “If will be
no disgrace for me i Germany when it is
lenrnt that at jast I have been beaten in the
air by an enemy airman with such & tremen-
dous reputstion as your great Major Carew.”

Aad Carew stared at the sharp-featured
German as if he could scercely believe his ears.

“You mean,” he snapped, “Lhat vou-came
wer here with the intention of giving vourself
That all aleng yeu wvover imecant to
233
“¥ou have guessed my scoret, mein hery,”
Von Steine sneerod. “An air ace cannot las
for ever: I have had 'emough of ihe war; I
shall be content now to spend the veat of (le
way in one of your excellenily manazed prison
camps.”

I'lie DBlack IHauptinann turned to  Mad
‘arew as lhas Jast staloment was reccived iy

1CG.

Herr Major,” he said, “if we can go
sarnewhere a little more private vhan (his, T
ey tell you something of immediate im-
portance.  Something concerning n big air
vaid that is planned for to-uight !

Mad Carew hesitated. Court von Sieine’z
mantner, even more than the words he spoke.
was angering the major almost bevond
endurance, but if the Block Hauptmann could
tell him anything about a big air raid, then it
was Mad Carew's duty to suppress his own
feeling and listen to any iuformation that
might very probably save the ives of
hundreds of people.

“Come. across to my orderly-room.” Mad
Carew said ensply. “Caplain Hart, kindly
uct as Count von Stcine’s escori.”

A pleam appeared for an mmstant in the
Black Hauptmann's doeep-set With the
spine mocking smile upnu Nis tliin lips he
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permitied Tubby Hart to lead him from the
Glory Hole.

Joker Jameson, crossing the mess, took a
pair of tongs from the fireplace and with them

icked up the glass out of whick the Cerman

ad been drinking, -

With a primace, be carried it across o the
stove and smashed it to splinters among the
glowing embera.

“It's probably highly contagious, blokes”
he cried: “Eugh! Open the window, some-
one, and leb some fresh air in. I feel I want
a bath after baving been near to that
despicable maggot. Funks in the air, and is
then willing fo give his own pals away to make
things casier for himself! I vote, blokes, that
we forget that he's s prisoner of war, and
when the major's finished ¢cross-examining him,
we'll give lmm back those white feathers he
had thie sauee o drop on us!” :

“Hear. hear ! roared the Bad Lads., “Hear,
bloomin® hear ! 5

T information that Count von Sieine was

willing* to impert fairly  took Mad
Carew's breath away.
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a carrier-pigeon.

Whilst loathing the cowardly informer, Mad
Carew was inwardly feeling highly oiated. If
thoy were being told the fruth—and this could
be easily verified later—then they were glean-
m;i) information of nnfathomable value.

he Black Hauptmann spoke freely about
an aiv raid of unusually large proportions
that he claimed was to be launched on the
British back-areas thet evening.

A few key questions from Mad Carew
brought startfing answers, and at the end of
ten minutes Mad Carvew felt convinced that
he had already learnt cnough to lessen con-
siderably the damage from this air raid.

1 can even ghow yon the route which our
bombing planes will fake.” Von Steine said,
“if you will let mie sce a large seale map of
this secior.” .

Mad Carew produced a man and enispread
it upon the orderiy-room tahle.

A cloud of white feathers fluttered to the ground, and in the centre of them was a cage containing
Count von Steine was sending a challenge, and the means of answering it.

5

“Tollow Lhe course of my finger, mein herrs,
aud I can promise you a big smprise,” the
Crorman suid, with a bland smile.

Mad Caerew and Tubby 'leant eagorly for-
ward with lieads together over the map, and
theiv prisoper thimst his closed fist towards
{hem and pointed with his index finger 1o a
town far behind thie German lines:

Too late Mad Carew saw (lio almaost ealas-
less job of vapour that shot suddenly Trosw
befaveon the German's beit thomb and his
lnnekles:

The dynamic little air ace leapt baclk in-
stinctively "as ' a puigent stingine © emell
assatled his postrils

“Look out, Tubby—gas!"” Le Lissed.

A deep, mocking langh on a mullled
vofe echoed up from belind them, Already
their heads were cnyveloped in a bluish-grey
Tapour.

Jerking roune, Mad Cavew saw Von Sicine
staring mockingly ar (Lo {hvongh a paic of
round goggles attached to a light gas-lielinet

“Purple thunder, you fiend—what's: the
,f;amr.v?" Mad Cavew roured.
A thousand slédge-liammers ‘staried sud-

denly to work inside hiz brain. Wiith an
alimost superhuman effort. he teied to hurl
himself at the sneevingly triumphant hawk-
fuee of the Black Hauptmann,

Horror and disimay gripped at his hearl-
steings;  ho conld not move! His muzelos
had becoe ironbound and frozen as if
eneased in ice.

He yeeled once npon his foet, from side to
side. and then, with a myriad lights blazing
before his eyes, and his throat swollen and
inflamed, so that no sound could eczcape his
lips, he suddenly grew stiff and pitched for-
ward, like an overbalanced log. to the floos,

Dimly, as he lay there with eves smariing
as if splashed with brive, and brain throbbing
until it secmmed that it must burst the confines
of his temples, he saw Tubby FHarl sprawl
fp!l;?'ar:l into a litnp and inert heap across the
table,
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Again {he mocking, triumphant laughter of
the Black Hauptmann rang, like a fendizh
nightmare, upon hs ears, and then darkness
closed upon Carew and he remembered no
mare.

CROUNDED IN DISGRACE

«rPHERE goes the major, blokes! Gosh,
look; he's off for o flip in Von
Steme’s black Fokker! T wonder

why? Lock, ofd Sandy is just going 10

swing the prop for him!1? 3

Thore was o puzzled note in Joker's voice as
ko stood with the crowd of Bad Lads who
were staring towards the tarmac from the
windows of the Glory Hale.

A few minutes ago, keeping carefully ocut
of sight, they had seen o dapper little figure
wearing M Carew’s familiar, well-worn
fiying suit and helmet, cross the fiying field
towards the Death Sguadron Fokker, an
bark coneise, crisp instructions (o Sandy
MacTavish. S

Had they had any doubt as to the identity
of that five-foot-four airman, which was not
the case, oubts would have been dis-
pelled by the little waxed false moustache
which Count von Steine had donned just
before Iemrin%Mml Carew’s orderly-room.

The Black Hauptmann had made his plans
with painstaking thoroughness. He was of
much the same build as Britain’s faomous
little air ace, and the false moustache, com-
bined with a natural flair for Lmpersonating
other people, had Blled him with confidence
that his dare-devil trick would succeed.

Sandy MacTavish was completely deceived.
The voice that barked to him to swing 4
Fokker’s prop was such a clever imitation
of Mad Carew’s voice that the astute old chief
mechanic leapt to ohey the orders without &
moment's hesitation. Thers was always fire-
works in the Bying field if Mad Carpw’s orders
were respanded to in anything “other than
double-quick time. 3

The Bad Lads watched the Black Fokker
olimb steeply from the flying field and head
{owards Germapy, and then at a signal from
Joker they bled from the messhut, and tip-
toad towards the orderly-room.

«S’a:ch 1 Joker hissed. ““Stay here, blokes.
I'l} go and ask Fritz if he would like a Jook
yound the drome, and then when he comes
out, yon blokes pounce on him, bung a hand
over his mouth so that he can't shout out,
and then Ing him over to that empty hangar,
where the tar and his own white feathers ave
waiting for him.” %

Grinning broadly, Joker tapped lightly
upon the orderly-raom door. There was no
';esréuuse, and so he topped again—this time
ouder.

Puzzled, Joker Jumesen turned the handle,
and pressed the door open. A strangled gasp
of alarm escaped his lips.

Tubby Hart was sprawled over a large-
scale map outspread updn the table, Med
Carew, looking dazed, and. as white as death,
was crowling slowly towards the door, as if
cach movement of his limbs was almest more
than he had strength to cope with.

He tried to speak, but as yet no sound

would come from his paralysed lips. ~He

could only blink silently up into Joker's

astounded, distressed [face. i

“Why, what's _happened, sir?” Joker
gasped.  “Who's done this? Where's Von
Sieine? Then it was him taking-off in the
Molker 17

The truth was slowly dawning on Joker's
bewildered brain. The Bad Lads, crowding

lo tho oléen door, stared into the room,
searcely able to beliove the cvidence of their
awn eyes.

Mad Carew's private den looked as if it
liad been swept by a fropical typhoon. File
cabinets and desk drawers had beenn torn
onen, and their contents sirewn all about the
room. ‘The Aoor was practically covered with
m::é::s and records, corres(i:ond_cnoe, and Army
orders, report shects, and fying charts.

Mad Carew was SJOWI% regaining the use
of his limbs. Tubby Harf groaned, and,
opening his eyes, gazed bewilderedly around.

At that moment Sandy MacTavish
approached the doorway. His jaw sagged

MAD CAREW

suddenly open as his saucered eyes came o
resth, ﬁxpon Mﬁd C&réw. bl i

“Hoots, Major Carew, sorr he gasped.
“Fhis canna youl It was spursjl that
I helped to take-off not three minutes s
By the guid Saint Andrew, major, then it
;vns?-,g;e prisoner that I started up the Foklker
or

“8s Von Steine has gof away, eh?” Mad
Carew barked, finding his voice at last
“Why did you let him ?)?“

“Jt wasn't Sandy’s fault, major,” Joker
answered. _“We all saw Von Bteine, and
were tricked into believing it was 'Eoul He'd
helped himself to your fiying outht, and he
was wearing o false moustache, just like yours,

T

«“All right, MacTavish!? Mad Carew

barked. “The only person to blame for this

is myseli—for letting that clever fiend trick
me into thinking that he really meant to sur-
render because he was tired of the war.”

His eyes flashed wildly around the dis-
ordered room. Suddenly, with lips thinned
to a bloodless straight line, he leapt to the
drawer of his table and tore it open.

A savage curse rang from his lips. The
drawer was empty!

Now the Black Haouptmann’s reason for
this dare-devil raid was all too evident. He
had stolen the coded dispatches concernin
the secret liquid-firo gun for use in aeria
warfare.

At that moment a crisp order from the
entrance gates came floating through the
frosty air:

“Guard, turn out!”

And then: “Guard, present arms!” -

Mad Carew’s eyes jerked in upison with
Tubb;’s eyes towards (he window.

“It's the general, major,” Tubby Hart said
gruffly. "I suppese he's come straight over
because 1 aphoncd up and fold him that Von
Steine had landed, and given himself up as
a prisoner of war.” :

Mad Caréw nodded his head, and then,
with an impatient wave of his hand, dis-
patched the Bad Lads back in silent dismay
towards their mess-hut.

“This is tough, major, and T'm mighty
SOTTY,” Tnbb& said ttlu:etly. “Jt’s given the
gm:e,x;al the chance that he wanted to slang

iu.
General Harding paused at the open door,
and stared questioningly into the paper-lit-

room.
“Why, what’s beon happening here?” he
gaid.  “Well, where is the B%auk Haupt-
mann??

Mad Carew hunched his shoulders. General
Harding started’ violently, and then glared
SaV at him.

“Well, come on; out with it Major
Carew ¥’ he cried angrily. “ Where is Count
von Steina?”

“Well on his way back to Germany by
m"‘rva'x] I imsgine,” Mad Carew answered
grimly. ;

For o moment it looked as though General
Harding was upon the verge of an apoplectic

fit.

“You mean,” he gasped, “that he landed
here, and you have sllowed him to escapo
again? Why did he come over? Was it any-
thing to do with that challenge? Did you
go up to fight him in direct defiance of my
orders?”

“Yes, T did 1* Mad Carew barked. “You'd
better hear the whole St%"

Without span;:lg himself, Mad Carew re-
lated how he had tricked General Harding,
and had accepted Von Steine's challenge
right under his nose.

e then related bow the Black Hauptmann
had surrendered, just so that he could land
at Squadron No. 383 drome.

“He completely fooled me—I admit it,”
Mad Carew continued. “He pretended that
he had important information to give away
to me; and so I brought him in here. All
that he wanted was to get Capiain Hart and
myself alone, in ordex {o enable him to use
this syringe-gun_containing some potent dra
in gas form, and put both Captain Hart .ms
myself to sleep, so that he could then search
:Iona oﬂ]iue for what he had come over here

steal.”

General Harding’s face suddenly changed
from crimson to @ sickly greyish p .

“You—you mean that coded document?” he
fha:‘pg’t} hoarsely. “D-did he get away with

Mad Carew nodded his head grimly.
_ “All right, you needn’t die of fright!” lo
snapped. “They haven’t got the e word,
and so there’s no greast harm done—yet.”

“How dare you speak to me in that tone of
voice " General Harding cried Gereely. “I
should have thought that you would at least
have the decency to be humiliated after this
disgraceful affaie!®

“Pm not proud of it,” Mad Carew answered
fiercely. “But we can all make mistakes as

es—"

tin

“Tt will be the last that yow’ll ever make as
a squadron-leader in France ¥? General Hayd-
ing interposed fiereely. I might have over-
looked your divect and insolent disohedience
had you heen able to hold so valuable a
prisoner. But the manner in which you have
allowed him to trick you, and steal that valu-
able document, proves that you are not worthy
of the rank you hold. You will hand over
your command to Captain Hart until I send
someone elsa fo command the squadron, an
consider yourseli to be under epen arrest.”

'Fhe general swung savagely round uponAfad
Carew's dismayed adjutant. S

“You will be in temporary command of this
acrodrome until other arrangements are made,
Captain Hart 1 he yapped. “And one of your
responsibilities will be to see that Major Carew
is delivered over to Wing H.Q. te-morrow at
9 a.m., to appear hefore a field officers” cours
of inguiry.”

Still quivering from head to foot with rage,
General Elm-ding stormed away to his awaiting
car, leaving Tubby Hart staring despondently
at the infuriated face of his deposed squadron

commander, ,
A bitter langh escaped Mad Carew’s lips.
“ Well, and that’s that, Tubby I”* he grunted,
“Grounéed_ and lost my command, and so
sappose thig'll mean back to England in dis-
grace, and & {rainiog camp job for the zest
of the war?

MAD CAREW CETS DESPERATE
HE hours sli by, but time now meant
nothing to Mad Carew—nothing except-

_ing that cach hour that passed brought
him nearer to the humiliation of being sent
home to England in disgrace.

He realised he could not take to the air in
pusuit of Count von Steine, even if he had
thought that worth while, for to do so would
onlg ave got Tubby Hart into troubje.

1f Mad Carew disobeyed the general’s orders
he did not only get himself into trouble, but
Tubby Hart, the new commander of the
squadron, as well.

Mad Carew was pacing up and down his
orderly-room with the sullen impatient fury of
a caged lion.

Suddenly he stopped, brandishing his
clenched fists in a paroxysm of rage above his

head.

“Purple thunder, ',l\_.lbb{l 'd willingly
give ten years of my life for just one more
doﬁ-ﬁght,” he cried sevagely. “if that dog-
fght was against that rat Von Steine.”

ubby Hart remained sympatlmhbnl!;lsﬂcnr.
What_could he either do or say? e was
suffering neerly as much mental torture as
Mad Carew himself. :

Suddenly the intermittent throbbing of a
high-Aying plane came down from ocut of the
groying afternoon sky. Dashing to the door,
Muad Carew watehed a black plane of the Black
Hauptmann’s Death Squadron cirele overhead,
and then saw a meeaa.%e—comalper aroe (.10“'\1
towards the flying field, carrying & tail of
coloured ribbon in its wake. )

Aad Carew's eyes parrowed angrily as he
picked up the container and opened up the
sheet of paper, and recognised Count von
Steine’s eramped, birdy handwriting.

“Pear Major Carew ™ (he read),—*I learn
from our secret agents—who keep us well in-
formed about most things—that you are in dis-
grace. It deeply grieves me to think that any

20/1/40



netion of mine should be the canse of your
Leing sent back in disgrace to Englavd,

“You have nothing to lose by Turlhor dia-
obeying your general, and so why not come up
and meet me for a little sky serap—this Livie
over Germany. If you have the courage to
accept this challenge, which I do not for bne
moment doubt, you will find e circling
around above Le Chateau Rouge, just before
dusk to-night, when I shall be only too glad
1o shoot you down:. . I will not survender rhis
Lafe.

“Yery sincerely wours, inein hevr

Vo SR,
“(The Black Flauptmann).

“ P8 —You Lad better bring a gunner ssith
vou in your rear cockpif, ‘as we lLave jusr
yeceived an order from highev antliority that
tlic Black Squadron way only zo inlo action
caltiving gunners.”

“ Parple thunder, Tubby ! There 0’| much
1t the German Seeret Service docin’t find
out ¥ Carew cried grimly.  “Don't I
wizh that T could accept this rat’s challenge !

“Then why don’t vou, major?” Tubby said
guictly. “It’s quite true what he says—
vowve mothing to lose by disobeving orders
alice more.”

AMad Carew shof a graleful glance at the
pal who was now in command over hin.

“No,* Tubby, even if you wused your
authority and ordered me o go, I wouldn't
1ako a plane up from this drome,” he said.
“Y'm in tronble, but that's no reason why I
should drag you inio the mire after me. I'm
in your charge, under open arrest, and
General Harding would have you court-
waviialled if you gave me permission to take-
off in a sgnadron plane.”

Tubby Hart snorted angrily. g

4Tt him court-martial me then ! he eried.
“T'va no wish to stay onl heve if you're being
sent back to England, See bere, major, if you
slook down Von Steine, then C.H.Q. would
over-tule Harding, mnd give you back com-
mand of this squadron."

Tor a second—Dbut only for o second—>Mad
(avew hesitated, and then he shoolk his head
vigorously. v

“Nothing doing, Tubly: it’s too risky,” he
enid. I noedu’t say thal I appreciate your
offer, but I couldn’t zo nnd fight Von Steine
awith the knowledge that I would be throwing
~vonr wholo future carcer into the balance,
Wo, Tubby, the Black Hanptmoun will have
1o wait in vain for me te-pight.”

Tor several seconds Tubby Harl stared
thonghtfully out of the window; then, withont
a word, he vose to his feet and strode frem
the hut.,

Mad Carew saw him dizappear nilo {le
Clory Iole. -

(- “What's he up: ta*"” he nmuliered. * He's
‘gol something up his slegve, I lonow ™

And then, five minutes faler, Tubly emergad
frony the Glory Hola again, dabbing lis vight
cye with a handkercliief.

When he enteved the onderlyroom he was
arinning broadly, aod whén he lowered the
handkerchief from Lis eye ik was fo disclose
oiie of the juciest black cyes Lhal Mad Carew
had ever scen in his lifc.

“Pyurple thunder, Tubbs! -~ Where (he
Llazes ({id you get that ffom 2 he' gazped.
| “Tubby's §um broadened, ;
| “Joker Jameson gave it fo me, and, by
thump, can he ‘hand oub o slraight left,
imajor 7 he chorfled. *Heé didn't wwang to do
'5t, but I nsed my authority, and (old him that
lif e hadn’t blacked my eyé in two minutes’
irime he'd ‘be grounded for a month, That
Isettled it, and this besub i the net result.”

i *You threatened to gronetl ‘éﬂ"“‘s““ unless
lie blacked your eye!” Mad Carew gasped.
[“Tubby, have you gone crhzy ™
! #“No fear, major! This is my alibi,” Tubby
grinned, “Now you can take np a plaue, and
i€ you don’t come back T'll take this peach of
i black eye over to the general, and tell him
iow you laid me ouf, and then took a plane
without my permission. Ii yon come back—as
T'm certein you will—Von Steine will be 1o
lmore. Your return will mfan that you baye
shot down the Black Hanptmann. dlmmrétl
Tarding will hardly be able (o press for sour
20/1/40 ;
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expulsion (o England at a time when G10.Q.
will be patting you on the ‘back for gelling
rid of the aco commander of the Germman
Death Squadron.”

Mad Carew's eyes glesmed. and shooling
out his hand he closed his fingers in a warni
grip wpon Tubby's nrm

“You're n good friend, Tubby !” he eried a
irifle huskily. “And, purple thunder, 'm
going to make (Lie most of this chance that
vouw've opencd up for me. But I've got more
to do than jnst sbhoot that rat, Von Sieine,
down from out of the sky; I am not coming
baclk without those coded documents which the
Black Hauptmaou stele froio this room !

“T pucssed vou'd say that major,’ Tubby
said, with a grimace. “And T only wish that
I conld come along with you. Oh, and by
tlie way, major, I vegret L heve to report
an attempt ot blackmail by Captain Jameson.

Mad Carew looked swiltly up to sec a grin
hovering about the corncrs of Tubby Havt's
month.

“ Blackmail 2 he cchoed.

Yoz, major,” Tubby answored. “Joker has
{hreatencd to blow the gaff aboui this black
eve to Gentral Harding unless I persuade
you fo let him be in your back cockpit when
you take-off to mees the Block Hauptmunn.”

Mad Carew's eyes glinted warmly.

“Stout fella” he said. “See Jameson at
oniee, Tubby, will yvou please, and fell him
that I do not intend to return withoub [lese
stolen documents—and thet this wieans that
the chances sre that I shall never veturn at
all1”

“ Joker Lknow: that alveady, sin,®” Tubly
said quietly

“And ho still wants to ecome with me?
Purple thimder, Tubby, i= it surprising [hat

7

I'm proud to be the commander of Squadron
No. 35347 Mad Carew said, with a strange
buskiness in his  voice.  “Please ‘convey
my compliments to Captain Jameson, and
inform him thet 1 very ‘!leeply appreciate his
offer—and that he is to bo ready to take-off
wilh e in ten minutes’ Lime !

EVER had a move resolute and delavmined
- expression been stamped upon the wat-
bitten face of Mad Cerew than when, a shori
while lator, Le lifted a fwo-seater Bristol
Tighter uwp from Squadron Neo. 333's flying
field and headed it into the blood-red szetling
aun,

He knew—and Joker Jameson, triumphantiy
waving a taunting farewell to the envious
Bad Lads from the back cockpit, knew—that
{lie odds were weighed heavily againzt the
safe return of this plane to its heme dréme:

It was a mission of deatl: that Mad Carew
was ombarking wpoti; he was net doceiving
himself into believing, in the depih of his
heart, that e had one chanee in a thousaud
of lauding Dbehined the enewy lines and
vecovering the stolen coded document.

But hs was grimly resolved nol to return
without it.

Le Chateau Rouge was len miles bacl
behind the German lines.  Had it been a
handred miles Mad Cavew would not bave

hesitated.

He was o man under arvest! Tle hiad just
one. chance in & thousand of saving every-
thing thas he held deavest in life. Vou Steine
et die in this diel!

I must bo death to the Black IHpuptmann
—or death to himself! And then, if ho was
the victor, 1lie 1mast hazardous parl of his self-
unposed misstan wonld commence !

Count von Steine threw his arms above his head in an u
bad attack of funk had caused the vnunlied t(l.::‘fmsn Air Ace to give up the fight almost before
t started, 2

e — "
istakable sign of surrender, A



8

Suddenly Mad Carew stiffiened in his cock-
pit and the battle-glint blazed from his eyes.
Joker was thumping the wall of the cocgpia
at his back

His dauntless gunner, too, had seen that
jet-black plane, circling just ahead and 1,500 ft.
elow them. 3

The low cloud ceiling formed a camouflaging
background to the Bristol Fighter

Tha pilot of the Fokker had not seen them
yet; even though the two planes were close
enough now for Mad Carew to recognise its
bluck-garbed pilot as the ruthless Black Haupt-
nann.

Gunning his motor to the full, Mad Carcw
lifted the nose of the Bristol up into the
wraith-like wisps of fleecy cloud, his object
being to get between Von Steine and
Germany.

The guick-witted little air ace hadn't over-
togked the fact that the Black Hauptmann's
challenge might be a trick to Iure him into
a trap.

Suddenly, when barely more than a hun-
dred yards separated the two planes, the
Fokker's gunner saw the Bristol, and thumped
his pilot’s shoulder warningly.

Von Steine, instead of turning to meet the
British plane, banked ateepls round towards
Germany, with 2 black cloud of smoke from
his exhaust trap proclaiming the vigorous
opening of his throttie.

*“Seo that, Joker—the rat’s running for it !”
Mad Cavew hellowed. “It's a trap, eh? But,
p&rple thunder, that's not going to scare us
off I

€Count von Steine had turned in his cockpit;
he had dragged something from his pocket
and was waving it in the air.

In the rose-tinged sunset, Mad Carew, with
o quick intake of breath, recognised the sheaf
of papers. They were—they must be—tho
vital coded document. . The Black Haupt-
mann had been allowed to bring them back
into the air becanse they were useless with-
out the cede word. :

Count von Steine had been instructed to
lure Carvew into some awaiting air-ambush,
when an attempt would be mado to capture
Mad Carew alive, so that he could be forced
afterwards to disclose the code words.

But Mad Carew needed no bait to persuade
him to pursue the fleeing German.

“He's got that document with him, Joker!”
he roared. *“ And he's not going to get away
with it this time! He’s going down if T have
to lock wings with him[*

“0.K., major! That suits me !’ Joker bel-
lowed, letting a short warming-up burst rip
. ouk of his Lewis gun. 3

Suddenly Count von Steine realised that
they had seen the Bristol Fighter too late to
escape from a fight by running from it

The British plane, with altitude in ils
favour, and the hands of a master at its con-
trols, was howling down from out of the sky
like an avenging fury, overtaking the Fokker
hand over fist.

Mad Cavew’s hawk:like eves had narrowed
behind hia gogzgles until they were litile more
than flickering pin-points of fire.

His thumbs jabbed savagely at his trig-
g-ers;‘ inside tho cord ring surmounting his joy-
stick.

Rat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat—

White splinters flew away like silvery darta
from the biack Fokker's tail assembly. Count
ven Steine, with a strangled curse, snatched
up his plane in the start of a vertical loop.

A}l hope of showing Mad Carew a clean pair
of heels was shattered now; he wounld have
to stay and fight!

At the top of his loop he kicked his plane
savagely over, swinging uuyi its tail.

He hoped that, by making this split-arc
tun, he would be able te dive straight down
on to the Bristel Fighter's tail and have the
Byritish plane completely at his merey.

But the German ace had made the fatal mis-
take of under-cstimating his opponent’s skill.

Mad Carew, anticipaling {hat mancuvre
with that uncanny sixth sense which bad made
him an gee among aces, had brought the
Bristol scrcaming up in the wakoe of f(he
German plane.

A strangled sercam  echoed shvilly from
between Von Steine's terrvor-bared teeth.

MAD CAREW

The twa planes were racing to mect each
other, each with their guns red-lipped, as the
gap between their whirling propelicrs shrank
away at an slarming rate.

White hot Spandau lead hammered a pepper-
pot deﬁls&ul of ominous black holes in thé wing
—above Mad Carew’s head, perilously close to
his petro] tank.

But, with his ja\rwamd, hie held his howl-
ing ‘engine to its task and the plane to iis
vertical chimb.

Count von Steine's nerve suddenly cracked
beneath the testing strain. The prospect of a
midair collision had turncd his blood as if to
water in his veins. .

With one arm upthrown in front of his face,
he ceased fire and kicked his Fokker frenziedly
over into a strut-straimng bank out of the
pathway of the climbing British plane.

At the same mstant his whirlini propeller
was shattered to fragmenis by the hammering
bullets from Mad Carew’s Vickers.

The steep bank turned the Fokkor wheels
towards the Bristol—and offered to Joker
Jameson a target that brought a fierce shout
of trimmph from his lips.

His finger tightened the
trigger of his Lewis gum .

With eyes blazing exeitedly, he saw his
bullets write their death sentence in grim
black holes up the underside of the Fokker’s
fuselage.

The black plane shook spasmodically from
nose to tail, and then dropped away into
space liko a wounded bird.

And from out of its engine licked ravenous,
merciless crimson flames! It was a ¢ Apmer ¥
for the Death Squadron plane!

The Black Hauptmoenn and his gunner eom-
menced to career earthward in a blazing
coffin.

“Good, shooting, Jameson|” Mad Carew
bellowed grimly. “That coded document will
he destroyed with them—and so our work is
done! It was an easier job than I antici-
pated——  Purple thunder, I'm wrongl
Qnr work is not yet finished ! That German
tat hias got a parachute! He's bailing out!”

THE FICHTING SKY DEMON
FIGURE in black leather had dived
bodily from the front cockpit of the
blazing plane, and was now folln\vmg

in the wake of its comet-like tail of fire an
smoke, with the sillen fabric of a large para-
chute snapping above his head. L

Then, after all, the great Count von Stcine
possessed feet of clay} He had so feared the
consequences of an aerial encounter with
Britain’s foremost air ace, that he had
brought with him a parachute, a thing that
in those days few planes carried, so that, in
the event of his schemie to lure the DBritisher
into an air ambush meeting with failure, he
would be able to escape from the Dritisher's
Tengeance.

And now he was making a parachute de-
scent from the doomed black plaue, leaving his
liapless gunner fo his fate!

“The cowardly cur1” Mad Carew hissed
fiercely. *“And, purple thunder, he’s still got
that coded decumeni! It won't be destroyed
with the burning plane.”

Banking the Bristol I"ighter sharply over,
Mad Carew circled round the Germian ace,
who was now drifting smoothly earthward.
Von Steine had thrust his goggles up on ' fo
bis fiying helmet. '

As the British plane glided smoothly past
him the German grinned mockingly, and
waved his band in a derisive gesture. He
knew full well that Mad Carew would never
nso lis guns agaiust o man swinging help-
lessty heneath a parachute.

_ Mad Carew glaved furiously at his taunt-
ing enciny.

Now Von Steine would be able {o land in
safety, and poessibly the German Secret Scr-
vice, after days, wecks, or perhaps ecven
months of tireless, painstaking work, would
be able to decipher the wital decument with-
out the need for thae code word.

“He's not going to get away with this,
Joker 1? Mad Carew voarved. “I'Il get that
dispateh from him f I have to go down to

swiftly wupon

after him, and Gght him for it
on the ground I” &b

““Fraid we're gowng to have no chance fo
do that, major!” Joker shouted grimly.
“Look over there—to the west [?

Mad Carew’s eyes shor sharply round. His
teeth came together with a low snap. In
the direction of Joker Jameson's pointing
finger he saw fully s dozen jet-black Folders
heading through the gatbering twilight to-
wards them. )

It was the remainder of the Black Haupt-
mann’s Death Squadron |

They had been waiting in a sky ambush
for Mad Carew, and when he had failed to
turn up, led to them by their ruthless
leader, they had come in search of him.

The reason for this ambush was all too
avident.

Count von Steine had planned to capture
Mad Carew alive.’ y

The German planes were to force bim to
land, and then the Germans would be able

to usze all the means et their disposal—possibly

torture—to compel Mad Carew to tell them

the secret code word. ”
One burning resolution blazed in Mad

Carew's brain, to be swiftly followed, by a
second. . i

He would not let himself be coptured alive,
and he was going to make one last desperato
effort to recover that vital document from
Count von Steine.

Swinging over his joystick, he banked the
Bristal Fighter sharply towards the para-
chute. A

The approaching Fokkers were still only
small black dots in the distant sky. There
were still several precious minutes before they
could arrive upon the scene.

" Von Steine’s mouth shaped a scream of
terror as he saw the British plane coming
straight at him, as if its pilot intended to

chaw him to pieces with the blades of its
whirling propeller
At the last

ible moment Mad Carew
snatéhed back his joystick, and kicked hard
at his rudder-bar. ;

The plane rose csharply, and the next

moment its left wing-tip was ploughing
through the parachute’s shrouds, and ripping

into 1is silken envelope .

As the stout fabric became entu%led with
the Bristol’s lower wing, Joker Jameson,
swiftly mahsin!f Mad Carew’s intention,
clambered out from the rear cockpit, and
threw himself down headlong npon the lower
wing, with his right hand grasping a sirut
to save himself from being torn away iulo
space by the screaming slipstream. !

And then Mad Carew, kicking steadily at
his rudder-bar, end pressing his_joystick over
to the right, tilted the Bristol Fighter
smootlily over into. the start of a right-hand

in.

FPThe action swept Von Steine—hanging
helplessly at the end of parachute’s
tangled shrouds—up ond_ under the plane's
landing wheels, so that Joker, shooting out
his left arm, was able to grasp the stout
leather of the German’s parachute harness.

The tangled chute was Glling with wind,
and threatening to cripple the British plane.

Like greased lightning Joker, hooking his
right aim avound the strut, used that hand
to press over the quick-release buckle on the
harness, freeing the parachute from the Gex-
man’s body. : i

The parachute was swiftly whisked away
by the wind, and Mad Cimw rolled the
Bristal on to the other wing-tip, thus enabling
Joker to swing the captured German spy up
on to the wing at his side.

“Now hand over that paper, you rat,”
Juker!,}:cllowd, “or PIl push you off into
space -

Only for a moment did Von Steine hesitate.
Their position was perilous enough. White
to the very lips, he tora the precioms paper
from his pocket, and Joker, his might arm
elanl.i}l lmnked] sround hth:a strut, elosed his
inzers eagerly upon the papers.

1‘glih.tt xou‘lF have to lani pig-dog 1" Von
Sieine roared, white to the lips with ferior
“My planes are surrounding yon.”

(Continued on page 12.)
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A STUDY CELEBRATION
ILDARE. school captain of Bt Jim's,

came alon
House, an
Merry’s study.

But he did not enler.

It would have boen dilficudt for the
smallest fag in the Scecond Form to have
ciutered that seady just then, leb alene the
slalwart Sixth-Former, for the sludy was
crammed.

And the noise that procecded from that
famoue study resembled a super-pandemoniuni,

Tom Merry & Co. wero celebrating.  When
tho chums of the School House celebrated they
could generally be heard at a cousiderable
distance. but on this eccasion thty were sui-
passing themselves,

Tn the exciterient (hal peigned in the stady,
no one observed, for the toment - the big,
good-looking captain of S Jiun's gazing in
willi & smilo en his face.

Tom Merry was on his feef. e was making
o speech—"*jawing,” as Blake described it

But his “jaw ¥ was constantly interrupted by
cheers. Indeed, thicve were mors cheers than
‘speech, and it was not easy to follow the
epoect,

But (he juniors did not mind that, The
study table was spread in a festive style, with
‘good things galore, and they attracted morse
attention than Tom Merry's speecit.

Round the table the guests were packed, and
all chairs were occupicd by one or two juniors,
while many more were stending.

For the occasion was ong of unusial im-
portance, and Tom Meriy's fricnds had rallied
from far and near.

Tom Merry, &2 we have said, was on hisg
foot. His stady mates, 1faryy Manvers aod
Muoniy Lowther, shared a. chair,

The fonr chums of Study No. 6. Jack Blake,
IMervies, Digby, aud D'Avcy, occupied a forin

the Skell passage in School
stopped ot the door of Tom

that had been capluved from somewhere and.

dragged 1n.

Kangaroo and Dane and Glyn semehiow
coutrived lo seat thetoselves oh pue chair, Ik
was a tight fir, and led to'slips and pushes and
loud protesis.

Then there were Reilly and Lumley-Lumler,
and Kerruish and Hammond sharing chaira

There was slso Figgins & Uo. of the New
House, the deadly rivals of Lom Merry & Co.,
but not looking very deadly at the present
moment, Indeed, they were looking excoed-
ingly lively, and Fatty Wynn cspecially was
enjoying himself:

There were two or three other fellows, {oo.
The study was large for a_ junior study, but
how so many fellows could cram themselves
into it was 8 mystery.

No wonder the door wasz lefl open. and =
full view of the festive =cone conld Dle
obtained from the passage.

The table had been shoved up close to the
Rreplace, and Tom Merry wis actually stand-
ing on tha kerb. Opgpesile Lim. across the
table, was Talbot.

Z20/1!50

, HAIL, SHINE

Every Tuesday

Talbot of the Slell hnd a whole chair to
himself, It was easy to pguess from this
civenmstance that Talbot was the guest of
hotionr. Talbot was smiling, and his face was
very bright and cheerful.

“Gentlenon, chaps, and fellows—

Tom Merry's voice came through the Luzz.

“Hear, hear! Poass the nuts!™

“Lowther zaid there was o pie!? This came
from Fatty Wynn, the Falstaff of the New
House. “You remember you sakl there was a
pie, Lowiher 7

“So thers is—or was !” said Monty Lowlher.
“Somebody push a jar of jam down the neck
of that porpoize! Order for the specch!™ .

“Weally, Lowther!” Thiz from Acthur
Auvgustus D'Arey of the Fourih, the clegant
swell of the School Honse. ©Weally, deah,
boy, that iz hardly polile te a wespecicd
vizsitah from the othal side——"

“Gentlemen [ voared Tom Mervy.

“Qurder |-

“Gentlenen, we have met on this suspicions
occasion—I  mean  auspicious occasion—ior
reason: you  well konow.  Talbot, liere
present—*

“Bravo, Talbot!”

“Hurral I”

“In the House malch this aflernoon T'albol
coveved himself with—" |

“Mud I interrupted Blake.

“¥Ha. ha, ha't”

“Glory ' roared Tom Meriy.

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed " in
Augustus,

“albot played up like a Trojan.” purahed
Tom Merry. “Gentlemen, [ necd vol describe
the matech to yon—r"

“Hear, hear !

“Both sidez plaged al ihe top of their
form,” went on Tom ATerry. “School Houso
perhaps a Dit better, than New House %

“Hpar, hear!” from the School Ilouss
follows. g

“PBozht Iiflle!” fraom Firgins & Co.

Tom Merry wag very warm, as his ironsers
wore dangevously neor {he fire as stood 1n
the fireplace. Bub o (rifle like tlat could nol
ba headed on an oecasgion liko this, Ile shifted
his legs o little and resumed.

“8chpol House won this alferncon—"" le
went on, then had to stop as groans came from
Figging & Co., and cheers from his_own sup-
porters. Bul e made Limself hieard again at
lengili,

“Heliool Tlouse owes ils viclory to the play
of Tulbot. A finer exhibition has varely been
geen on (e St Jim's ground—"

“Hear, hear!”

“ And so in conclusion—'

“Time you ot (o that
TFiggins.

“Huo, ha. ha ! :

*In conclusion,” roaved Tom Merry, “I rise
to propose the health of Talbot of the Shell,
Long may he play for the School House of
St.1 Jim's, and give the New House wastezs
soclks !

1

Arthar

Lit,* remarked

OR RAIN, WHO CARES NOW THAT—

* think of Talbot’s goal?”

THIS WEEK :
WELL PLAYED, TALBOT

“Ienr, hear!”

* Fathead !™

“(entlemen, three cheers for Talbol of (he
Shell, and good luck to him!”

Roars of applauss.

“Hear, hear!™ chimed in hearty voico
from the passage, and the juniors suddenly leff,
off cheering and looked round and beheld the
smiling face of the captein of St. Jim's look.
ing into the study.

Then there was a general chorus:

“Come in, Kildaye!”

TALBOT'S LUCK
KILDARE grinned. The inviintion

hearty, spontaneous, and geneval,

But exactly how it was to be accopted
was nob clear. 8o Kildare did not accepb ik
He stood in the doorway. 2 :

“Make room for Kildare. vou fellows,” said
Tom Merry. “Come in, Kildare!  Awfully
aood of you to give us a look in! - You've
come to the feed 7” 3 .

“Not exactly.” ;

“0Oh, but come in! Tt's an honour to enter-
tain the skipper of the school. Make voom,
some of you chaps! CUould you hang your feet
out of the window, Herries? We szaw: you
watching the match, Kildare. What did you

Was

“Topping !’ said Kildare.

«Eureah "

Talbot of the Shell flushed with pleasure.
Praiso from ihe caplain of the schionl was
praise mdecd,

“Tho fact is," said Kildare, “that’'s what
brought: me along. I guessed Talbot would
be here when I heard the thundering row
you were making, No, won't come . in.
thanks. Davrel expects me {0 tea. I wanled
to speak to Talbot, if I may inlerrupt for a
moment.”

“Buye, it's o pleasure to hear ve interrupt i
said Reilly,

“Yaas, walthal

Well, you know we'te playing Bapkwood
on Salurdox?  Their first clevien 13 a fre-
mendous team,” Wildure went on. “IVs a
new fixture, and a tough one. Well, yon
know some of my men are laid up?”

“Yes,” said Tom Merry wonderingly.

“1 dare say I'm going to surprise. you,"
said Kildare, with a smile, “but I've been
watehing Talbot play lo-day—I've avatohed
him before—and I've come here to ask him
to play in the school first cleven next
Saturday.”

Fhere was a gencral gasp. 3

A Bhell fellow asked to play in the fivs
cleven of St Jim's—that (remendotys  team
which was selected from the Sixth Forsm in
Loth Houses, with a few lucky members of the
Vifth thrown in!

It was not nnheard of, for such p thing had
happened before, when the great’ team had
been in a bad way throigh =ome of its




10

members being crocked. But it was enougn
to make the juniors gasp and to make Talbot's
. 2yes dance with delight. ;

Tom Merry stared blankly. Perhaps for a
moment there was a little pang of disappoint-
ment because the request had not come to
him.  He was captain of the junior eleven,
and e had been passed over for Talbot. But
loyalty to his chum and delight in his good
l_u‘c% mnmediately chased away any personal
feeling. :

“The first eleven!” gasped Tom.

“My hat!” said Figgins. “Quite sure you
don’t want a New House chap, Kildare? If
you want a goalkeeper, there’s Fatty—>

Kildare laughed.

“I don’t want a goalkeeper.
\\-i;g(er to take Langton’s place,” as
crocked. What do you say, Talbot #

“Say? ?asped Talbot.

“¥ou'd like to play #*

“Well, rather{” . ;

“Then turn out to-morrow for practice with
the first eleven,” said Kildare, “and T'll put
your name in the list when I post it up”

, with a cordial nod to the juniors,
Kildare walked away down the passage.

He left Tom Merry's study buzzing with
excitement, Congratulations: were poured on
Talbot from all sides.

If the junior thus henoured had shown any
signs of swauk, feeling would doubtless have
been different.  Buit Talbot bore his blushing
honours with becoming modesty.

“Bai Jovel” said Arthur Augustus, “Yon
are in luck, you boundah! But Kildare is
guite wight. 1f he wants a wmalliI good man
for tho first eleven he can’t do better than
come to-the Lowah School for cne. Of
course, he might have looked into Studay
No. 6—7

“¥ should say =0!” =aid Blake. “I don't
dun{ that. Talbot plays remarkably wwell for
a Shell chap, but in the Fourth—”

“Rats I said Tom Merry. *“Kildare's done
the sensible thing. If there’s o junior in the
scheol who's it to play in the first eleven it's
‘Falbot. He’s a giddy tower of strength-in the
iunior cleven.” s :

“Oh, rot!” said Talbot, colouring. “Don’t
pile it.an. FLots of fellows here are quite as
good as I am.” . v S

“Kildare doesn’t think so,” tgr‘ismed Figgins.
“I eongratulate you, kid, though I fancy
tiiere will he some sore fealings in the senior
Forms, Lots of seniors would jump at the
chance of getting into the first eleven. There’s
Cutts of the Fifth, and Sefton of our Honse.
Sefton has' been bothering  Monteith, our
House captain, to put his case hefore
Kildare. e all know that—>

“Sefton’s no goeod,” Tom Merry cut in;
“though, as a matter of absolute fact, T'll
bet Kildare might have put him in had he
kept himself fit. But Sefton’s slacking has
now.given Talbot his chance—and jolly good
fnek to him 1?

“ Hear, hear1”

“¥aas, wathah! I considah—>

“Pass the cake!” said TFalty Wynn.
“While you're considering, ask someone to
give me some lemornade. I want to drink
Talbot’s health 1

The feed went on with greathg]ee. All the
juniors, including the New House fellows,
were giad that a junior was to be played in
the first eleven in the Rookwood match,

It was an honour for the Lower School
And, de:ﬁm their jokes about their own
claims, the fellows agreed that Talbot of
the Shell was a good selection.

Talbot was a reslly wonderful player for
his age, and since he had been at St. Jim's
fi‘leB.l ‘Il.zad won golden opinions on the footer
!

When the celebration came o an end
Tiggins & Co. were escorted home to their
ITouse by a crowd of School House fellows, on
the most amieablo terms:

For once the keen rivalry and svarfare
between the Houses slept. It was generally
kept in a very lively state by the juniors,
though the seniors somewhat frowned on it.

Time had when Monteith, captain of
the New House, had heen very much u
sgainat old Kildare, and if Befton of the Sixt

I want a
he's

‘lines,

TRIUMPH

couh!uhave had his way he would have been
S0 5tk

But in these da_v‘;a Monteith pulled well with
the capiain of the school, and oven Tom
Merry & Co. admitted that the New House
skipper was a decent sort of chap. His
old jealousy of Kildare seented to Jave goue.

Sefton of the Sixth was smndmtﬁ- in' the
doarway of the New House when the mesry
party of juniors came up. They were smF-
g “Siegfried Line® in a chorus that could
be heard from one end of St. Jim’s to the
other, and the bully of the Sixth greeted
them with a scowl :

“Not so much thundering noise!” he
exclaimed. y

“Hallo, Sefton}® said Figgins affably.
“Top of the evening I*

“You're late in your House!” growled
Sefgon. “What do you mean by staying
out ¥

o tal oceasion,” urged Figgins. “Tlouse
mntcg% to-day, you know. We've been cele-
brating.” .

“Take fifty lines cach, you three,” zaid the
prefect, “and indoors at oncel”

“Weally, Sefton,” said Arthur Augustus,
with dignity, “on an ogcasion like (his—7

“Cnt off, you School House sweeps!” said
Seflton,

“Bai Joye |” ; S

“@Good-night, you chaps!” said TFiggins.
“8ec you to-morrow, and give you the
kybosh 1>

Shouting their farewells, Tom Merry & Co.
trooped back across the dusty quad, and
Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn entered their
House under the morose eye of | .

Sefton of the Sixth did net like Figgins &
Co., which—as Figgy had remarked, more
truthfully than be probably realised—just

‘showed what sort of a chap Sefton was.

“1 su you were only joking abont thoso
sﬁﬂﬁfw Figgins vemarked persnasively.
Sefton scowled. 2
“You'll find I wasn’t]” he snapped. .
d‘“Bm;.l ook here— began Fatty Wynn in.
ignantly.
5ié‘huty up and clear off, or Tl double
o/ par

m 2 :

“OhY? said Figgins. “Then I won't toll
you the news.” : <

-“Eh? What news?? ‘

“Oh, nothing—only about the new name
Kildare's putting down for the first eleven,”
said Figgins carclessly. ;

Sefton’s eyes glistened. It was his great
ambition to shine in the frst eleven of
St. Jin’s, though he never took the trouble to
keep himself fit for it. - :

‘* Whose name?” he asked quickly.

“ Good-night I said Fj s >
:‘Hald an’s You needn’t do those lines.”
] s 2

“YWhose name has Kildare put down for the
cleven??

“Talbot’s,” said Figgins cheerfully. “Come
on, you chaps! Not much time left for

prep 1?
"%iggins »—Seflon  caught the TFourth-

Former by the shoulder and swung him back
—“what do you mean? You dare to cheek
me !

“¥You asked me,” said Figeins.

“¥You're trying to pull my leg, you Foung
liound 1” said Sefton, his face inflamed with
anger. “Kildare would never play a junior !*

“Well, he zaid so.”

;:Is ﬂ’l’at the truth?”

Sefton released the junior, clcnchjr:i Lis
hands. His vage was so great that his hard,
sharp face went quite pale. But his anger
was not  direct agamnst Fig'%ms—it was
aga]inst Kildare. He gritted his testh venom-
ously.
“Talbot! A junior! He’s putiing him in
the fivst eleven! It's impossible I

“TFact! TFor this occasion only, I suppose.
"Tain’t & permanency !’ grinned Tiggins.
Langton’s laid up, and Tﬁ t's

. I;cécu.uge_ kn Kild
a grand winger, you know. ildare wants
him for the %oekwoed match. They're hot

stuff, the Rookwood First, though their junior
cleven wanld make a cat laugh.”
“It can’t he true?” exc%nimed Sefton.

“Kildare must haxe been joking. He would

never dare. By Jove, if he does—*
Sefton did not fmsh the sentence. Mo

hurried down the eteps and disappearcd

across the quad towards the School House.
rinned at his comrades.

noble Sefton is wrathy I* he xre-

“Looks as if there's going to be a

i

marked.

row, my sons.”
_"Ki.lgm-'e will boot him out if he cheeks
him I remarked Kerr, :

*Good luck to him if he does!™ said
Fxggms. “Come up and do your prep !*

And Figgins & Co. went up to their study,
quite unmoved by the thought that their
prefect might be “booted ” out by Kildare.

Indeed, if that should Mappen, Figgins &
Co.’s only regret would be that they were not
there to see it

SEFTON MAKES A CALL
“TIIERE will be trouble over the way.”
Darrel of tho Sixth made that re-
., mark. Kildare frowned a little. He
was in his study, with Darrel, Langton, North,
and Mulvaney major of the Sixth. Langton
was “crocked ” for the footer match with
Rookwood; his ankle had been damaged in
}Jmctme and was not likely to be right again
or some time.

Kildare had been much worried by the
crocking of his best winger, especially as two
other regular members of the frst eleven were
laid up with colds.

“I doo’t sce why there should be trouble,”
said Kildare, with o knitted brow. *Monteith
is & sensible We used to have our
Little bits of friction, but that’s all over.
Monteith sees as well as I do that we ought
to pull togather for the sake of the Schaol.
The School comes before the House.”

“Yes, but Talbot being a junior—>

“He’s the player we.want,” said Kildare.
1 kuow it%s rather unusual, but I suppose o
foothall captain is entitled to wse his own
iu
“ Hear, hear!” said Mulvaney major.

here was o | knock on the deor, and
Sefton came in, The four School Houso
seniors looked at him a little uncomfortably.
It was Sefton of whom Darrel had been
thinking when he tgemcbeled that there would
be trouble “over the way.” ’

“Come ini” said Kildare, as cordially as
he conld.

. He did not like the bully of the Sixth, and
It was not casy for him to assume a friendl-
ness he did not feel.

Darrel pushed a chair towards Sefton, but
the New House prefect taok no notice of it.

“T've just heard something,” he said. I
TORE=Tub T Shoghe B s oy sy
joke—hu hought you, Kildare.

“Go shead ! said Kildare.

“You haven't finished making up the
eleven for the Rookwood mateh?”

:;’1@5: II'wzr‘ se;:led ;li‘at ni;?ft'”

ay I ask who’s takin on's place

“Talbot of the Shell.” Ay

Sefton’s lips came tight together.

“Then it wasn’t a joke?”

“If that's what you heard, it wasn't a
joke,” said IKildare. Langton’s crocked.

you see, and we wanted & winger. Pre
watched Talbot's play, and I tlzinkgﬁtl:: Cﬁﬂ;l‘
keep his end u course, playing in a

semior match will Be rather a trial for a
junior, but I really think younz Talbot will
gl tth'ﬂ bill flor tlusdoccnmml‘on. h? has a pace

af 1s simply wonder and his passing i
splendid.” e e

“And you think the New House will stand
for it?” exclaimed Sefton fiercely.

Kildare began to look grim. The demand
was made so truenlontly that it was searcely
ossible o reply in a friendly manner. But

ildare did not want to quarrel

“Why, yes,” he said mildlv. “The New
House chaps have confidence in me, I
suppose, as captain of the team.”

*“We don't believe in rotien favouritizm on
onr side I E

“Ahem! I think youw'd better go, Sefton,”
seid Kildare dryly. ““After all, you are noi
o member of the eleven.”
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“Whose fault is that?” smapped Sefton.
“Your own, if you want me to answer. If
you took the trouble to keep yourself Bt, and
turned up to practice regularly, you'd have
as good a_chaiuce as anybody clse. I'd rather
play a Sixth-Former than o junior, of
course.” 3 2
“Which means that: you consider that kid
Talbot a better glnyer than I am?”
‘;Certamly. e’s as fit as a fiddle.
o 3

Sefton sheok with rage.

_“Look at the list!” he said. ** You've got
six School House in the feam to five New
House—I mean, you had. Three of your men
are orocked. You filled up two places with
School House fellows. Now you give the last

Jace to a_ Schéo! House junior rather than
et in another of our House. Do you expeet
us“t% !o?’k on that as fair play?”

d es.

You're

“Then you'll be disappointed! We don't.”

“I don't want your opinion, Sefton. I'll
tallt it over with Monteith, as vice-captain
and a member of the committes. You haven't
anything to do with it.”

*T should be in the team if I had fair play,
and ‘while there are seniors able and willing
to play youw’ve no right to put a junior in the
first _eleven.” :

Kildare rose to his fect.

“That’s enough, Seftan; you'd better go 17

_Sefton glared at him, his fists elenched and
his eyes burning. It locked for a moment as
if he would attack the captain of 8t. Jim's.

Kildare read the thought in his expression,
snd his own hands closed. He was guite pre-
pared to throw Sefton neck and orop out of
the study, prefects though they both were.

But Sefton evidently decided it wiser not to
attack the brawny school captain, for he turned
on his heel and strode from the study, closing
the door after him with a bang that rang
‘through the School House.

Kildare resumed his seat, and Darrel smiled
shightly.

**1 hopo that’s the end of it,” he remarked.

“Of course it’s the end of it,” said Kildare.

‘.“E Mﬂntl'&t},l’ takes up Setton’s cause—"

“Well, I hope he won't.” :

“1t won’t make any difference if he does,”
“said Kildare. “I shall stick to my '‘guns.
Tve acted as I judge best, and I think I've
done- right, I'd rather resign than be dic-
tated to. 1 think Monteith will take 2 sensible
view of it. Seciton’s in his House, but Monteith
knows my reasons for not imeluding Sefton
in the eleven. He agrees with me the
fellow’s not reliable cnough to be counted on
to train properly.” :

Darrel said no more, and the subject was

dr}oned. a .
eanwhile, Sefton, almost blind with rage,
was striding away from the captain’s stody.
Tom Merry & Co. were chatting in the Haﬁ,
and they looked curiously at Sefton as he
came striding by. The loud bang of the door
had reached their ears, of course, and they
knew Sefton had been to sce Kildare.

Sefton paused as he saw them and fixed his
eyes on Talhot of the Shell. e had not
dared to give vent to his rage in Kildare's
study, but at the sight of Talbot’s handsome
face he could restrain it no longer.

“Sp you are in the team, you young hound !
he said fiercely.

a'll‘albot met the enraged senior’s glance
e :
“Kildare says so,” he replied.

“VYes, you've contrived to wedge yourself
in semehow, you cunning young wheedler 1”

“¥You have no right to speak like that,”
said Talbot quieily. “Kildare selected me of
his own accord. It came as a surprise to

me.” :
“¥You (foung liar 17
“You'd better get out!” said Talbot.

“You—you have the cheelc to shove your-
self into the first eleven—you fawning young
scheamer——"" Sefton choked with rage.
“You— Hands off, you young hounds!"” he
rosred as Tom Merry & Co.. made a rush at

im.

“Tick the cad out!” exclaimed Tom.

“Vags, wathab—ihwow him outl” - -

Seften struggled in the grasp of the juniors,
20(1/40 .

but they were too many for him, znd he was
sent whirling down the steps of School House,
rolling breathless into the qundrang,]e.

“Now come back # you dare!” shouted
Tom Merry. : :

Sefton picked himself up, panting. The
juniors lined up on top of the steps ready for
him. But Scfton was too infuriated to count
odds. He charged up the steps like a bull.
Another moment. and the juniors would have
ha.dshim I?gnin, but a sharp voice rang out:

“ to 'y

It was Mr. Carrington, the Housemaster.
Tom Merry & Co. reluctantly dropped their
hends. Sefton halted on the top step, pant-
ing.

“You—you saw what they did. They—"

“Y saw it!” said the School House master
sternly.. ‘“And 1 heard what you said te

Talbot, Sefton. I am not surprised that the
boys treated you roughly. ¥You cannot expect

;

g

“ Kick the cad out ! ** exclaimed Tom Merry. Sefion siruggled In the grasp of the juniors,

1

and then—well, he won’t be £t enough fo play
for the first eleven when I've done wi im |
Perbaps Kildere will play me then!” |
That evening Talbot was walking in the
school %rounds when he heard a step behind
him. He looked round, and his handsome face
f;.jt grimly as Sefton of the Sixth came towards

im. /
A Dbitter look came over the prefect’s face as
he approached Tal .

“7 thonght I saw you out here,” he said.

“Well, what do you want?”

Talbot saw an ashplant under the prefect’s
arm, and be suddenly realised that Sefton must
have seen him come out into the grounds and
followed him.

His handsome face hardened. If the bully of
the Sixth had come looking for trouble, Talbot
was fully prepared to give bim all he was
looking for, and perhaps a little more.

Big as the Sixth Former was, the Shell

L

but they were too many forjhim, and he was sent whirling down the steps of School House.

them to respect a prefect who acts in so con-
temptible & manner.”

i F——I——" stuttered Sefton.

“You will beg Talbot's pardon, or I shall
roport your words to the Head!” exclaimed
Mr. Carvington.

“What ?”

“TInstantly I rapped the Housemaster.

Sefton looked as if he would suffocate. But
the stern lock on the Housemasler's face awed
him. Ho dared not be taken to the Head. 1t
was a bitter pill for the bully of the Sixth to
swallow, but he had to get it down.

“Y—J—1I heg your pardom, Talbot!” he stut-
tered.

Then he turned and strode away across the
quadrangle, quivering with rage. The cup of
his humiliation was full.

A BULLY BEATEN

¢ 'LL get even with young Talbot !” mut-
I tered Sefton, as ha reached his own
study, “I'll get hold of him when
there's no master and none of his pals about,

fellow had no fear of an encounter. He was
as hard as nails, and though Sefton was
evidently, out to thrash him, it was likely
that the bully would meet with a surprise.

“J apologised to you,"” sneered Seiton,
“hecause & master choss to interfere. T sup-
sos0 he heard me say you'd been selecied
}or the school cleven. Queer the yeason sone
people are made a foss of 1?

Talbot locked the bully fearlessly in the
eyes, but did not reply to the taunt.

Sefton staved back at him and then chuckled
softly, taking a grip on ths ashplant. :

“T euppose you kna® I'm going to -lick
you?” he said.

41 know yow're going to iry,” Talbot
answered contemptuously. ;

That was cnough for Sefton. He made a
rush at Talbot, the ashplant in the air.

But Talbot was on his guard, and as the
profect bore down on him he side-stepped
quickiy. : :

The next moment he was under Sefton's
guard, and his right came up in an upper-
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cnt that jarred every tooth in Sefton’s head.
The prefect stapgered bacl, dropping his
hands. ‘ ; -

In a twinkling Talbot jerked tho ashplant
from Sefton’s hand, and with n swing of his
atm sent it whirling away. It dropped twenty
or thirly yards -nwnf._

‘Then the Shell fellow faced the bully of the
Sixth, his hands up, his eyes gleaming,

“Now come on—use your fists!” he
exclaimed.

Sefton came on like a bull. Talbot had fo
give ground hefore the heavy ruszh, bub his
guard was unbroken, .

Scfton’s heavy fsts mever reached their
mark. ¥e paused, winded by his furious
attack, and then Talbot closed in like light-

ning.

_ Crash, crash! cemo his right and left, full
in the fAushed face of the Sixth Former.
Sefion struck out blindly, and Talbot caught a
hard knoek and his cheok was eub by the ring
Sefton _wore. N

Ha did not heed it, e closed in, hitting
oub with all lits strenglh, and Sefton’s leit
ore closed up, and his ntse spurted red.

The Sixth Former was steggering now, and
Talbos had no mercy on the bully. His
aitack came like lightning—right and loft,
left and right—till a powerful drive right on
the mark doubled Sefton up liko a jeck-
knife, and ho dropped gasping on the ground.
. Talboy stood_over hum, his fizls clenched,
his eyes glittering. ; ¥

“Do you want any more?” he asked, in a
l%;\rl"mma. “JE you don’¢ you'd better clear
o

Sefton stagzered up blindly, standing very

unsteady on his feet. He gave Talbot a glare
of dea hatred, but he evidently did not
want any mote, for he turned and staggered
aWAY.

The £ waa over.

Talbot rubbed his cheek., There was 2
trinmphant emile on his lips now.

He lmew why Sefton had atfacked him. Ti
was nob only to wreak venggance on hin.
After the terrible thrashing Seflon had meant
to give him, the junior would nof haye been
fit fo play in the Rookswood match—that was
undougtediy' Sefton’s chief objeet.

Bug the térrible tbrashing had not come off.

Talbot laughed as he thought of it. I the
schoot learned that the bully of the Sixth had
been thrashed by & junior, his humiliation
would be bitter. =

But Talbot was not the fellow to triumph
ovet a heaten fae, and he did not intend to
say a word.

———

A WELL-EARNED VICTORY
HE next day, after morning  lessons,
Talbot, went down to foolball practico
with the first eleven.
Tt was unususl to sce o member of the
Shell at practice with those mighiy men, and
a crowd of juniors galheretl to waleh hiin.
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Tom Merry & Co., nobly chucking their
own practice for the sake backing up
Talbot, stood in & ﬁroup by the pavilion, in
an enthusiastic mood.

It was undoubtédly an honour for the Lower

School to have a junior inclnded in the firsh

eleven, and they all agreed that Talbot was
first-rate, and that there wasn't an atom of
swank about him.

He threw himself into the practice, and
Yhtir]am was quite satisfied with the form he
showed.

Sefton was looking on ab the practics with
a sneering smile on his face. d

He had something else besides a smilo on
his face—a big bruizé on one cheek, a slight
swelling of the nose, and & bluish shade round
ono eve, Sefton looked as if he had been in
the wars.

Ho had been gs_gmeabbs‘ surprised’ nob to
receive any chipping on the subject from the
School House juniors. He had fully expected
that the story of his licking by Talbot would
have become common falk in the School
P{ou&e, and that Tom Merry & Co. wounld
gloagt.

But Talbot had evidently said mnothing
about it, and Sefton was greatly relieved.

Not' that he felt a spark of ‘gratitude to-
wards Talbot for kcﬁﬂng his humiliation a
seorot,  If anytbing, that gencrosity added to
his hatred. But he was very glad, all the
same, that the school did not know thai he
had been licked by o Shell fellow.

The New House prefect hoped to see Talbob
fail to play up among the tremendous plavers
of the Sixth, but he was disappointed. The
Shiell fellow held his own very well, and even
the New House onlookers admitted that he
filled’ Langton’s placa remarkably well for a
junior.

- . - - . .
0

THI] day of the great match arrived, and
“all 3t Jim's turned out Lo give the Rook-
wood team the werm reception they deserved.

It was a tremendous game. ¥rom tho kick-
off the play was hard and fast.

Talbot played  ipside-right, and he had
Monteith, the New Houge captain, on his
right. They played together like clockwork.

1t was not easy to get through the Rook-
wooders; they were in great form. Buf fwenty
minutes after the kick-off Monteith made one
of his rapid rushes down the touchline, and
rassed in to Talbot as ho was charged, and
‘Talbot centred deftly to Kildare just before
he fell to the heavy welfht of Bulkeley.

Kildare slammed the Ieather in with a shot
that heat the goalic to the wide. and Lhere
was & roar from two hundred and fGfty
throats,

“goal! Goal! Hurrali!l”

And the crowd saw Kildare clap Talbot on
the shoulder as they walked back to the centre
of Ihe field.

Monteith, Talbot, and Kildare shared (he
%l‘edjl_:- of Lhat roal, and it was lirst blood to
St Jim's,

But Rookwood played up hard, snd the
next goal was theirs, Bulkelsy scoring it.

Just before half-time, however, the St
Jim's forwards made o fierce attack on tha
Rookwood goal, The ball, sent in from
Kildare’s foot, came out from the fist of the
goalkeeper—only to meet Talbot's head and
shoot into the net like & pip from an orange.

The juniors yelled themsalves hoaize.

“Goal! Good old Talbol!l Cioall”

The whistle ‘went for half-fime with BL
Jim's leading by the odd goal. Any doubis
about Talbot's abilily to keep his end up were
dispelled now. Kildares choice of the junior
winger was fully justified, {

Langton, who was looking on, declared that
his place was jolly well filled, and thal he
himself couldn’t hayve done better.

After tho_re-starf, Knowles of Rookwood
equalised with_a deadly shot, and tlie match
went on in ding-dong_fashion. There awere
brilliaut attacks and defence on both sides,
but the attacks did nof materialise. -

Anxious glances wers onst towards the clock
tower over the élms, Time was getling close.

“Don'i lot it end in & draw, for goodness'
sake!”  grunted Jack Blake. “Only fGve
minutes to play, and two alil Plsx up,
Talbot 1” '

“Play up, deah boy 1" 4 b

“Talbot—Talbot ! ~On the balll Oh, well
trapped ! Well passed!” ]

The St. Jim's forwards were swooping
down. Kildare was over—a fair clarge.
Talbot had the ball, and was speeding on.

Would he have time to take a shot at goal?
The baoks were almost upon Lim, and Kildare
was nowhere. The goalie was walching, all
eves and hauds.

There was no chance of a shot. Oul went
the ball to outside-right, It was the last
chance. Head-over-heels went Talbot, fairly
charged by one of the backs. But a shout
arose from the 8t Jim’s crowd, swelling to a
terrific roar, as Montoith sent the ball in with
e long shot from (he wing,

The goalie was clutching at the ball. It
missed his finger-tips by an inch, and lodged
in. &, corner of the noet. -

With one stentorinn vonr Sf Jim's burst
out into o roar of triumph. :

¥Goall Goal! Goall” :

Then the whistlo_went;” but in the uproar
nobody heard it. Juniors and seniors were
tairly laying bock their heads and roaring:

“Coal! Coal!” S -

Kildare's choice had been juosiified, and in
the eyes of his chums Talbot would be a hero
for many o long day to come. STty

The only person who took no delight in the
teamn’s 'v:ciory was Sefton; but he didn't
matter !

Next week’s fine St. Jim’s story features Arthur
Augusius D'Arcy in fhe chief role. He tumbles
upon a ‘" wemarkable mystewy—the matiah of
* Levison’s Double.”*” Don’t risk missing this
splendid yarn. I you haven't ordered nexi
Tuesday’s issue yef, order if to-day. ¢

S DAWN PATROL

(P
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(Coneluded from puge 8.)

These were the last words ever spoken by
Count von Steine, the Black Hauptmann.

8 pext moment the first burst of bulleis
from his own planes whistled around Joker's
head; then, dropping suddenly, they smashed

, daylight through the erafty, evil brain of
Count von Steine,

One glance told Joker Jameson that the
figure that had grown limp in his arm was
now past all human aid.

owing the lifoless German ace fo slide
awny into space, Joker muade a swift dive
back for his cockpit.

At the same instant siz jet-biack Fokkers,
swooping in upon Mad Carew, sent a dozen

streams of deadly lead hemmering ominously
into his wings and tail-assembly.

And then Mad Cavew became a fighting sky
demon.

Within three minutes three Tokkers wera
seng carcoring earthward in Aames—two from
his Vickers, and one from Jeker Jameson's
gun.,

The remaining nine closed in upon hjm, and
tried to forco him to turn back towards Ger-
many; but Mad Carew, with a wild langh
and o sizzling burst of Vickers' lead. eut his
way clean through their midst, and set off
in g high-speed dash for home.

His work was done. The coded document
was recovered; Von Steine was dead, and
all that mattered now was fo escape back to
the British lines with the seeret code word
still safely locked up inside his braint

Threec more German planes: fell {o the
deadly guns of that Bristol Iighter before
at last the shell-scarred whste of No Man's
Land was reached. and the six survivors
of the Death § _
without showing the least trace of reluctance,
and turned and headed for home.

taffel gave up' the pursuit:

A merry, deep-throated Jaugh rang from
the lips of Britain's foremost sky-fighter, Mad
Carew. -

“So much for General Harding. eh, Jame-
=on P he roaved. “With Von Steine dead, six
of (he Death Staffel shobt down, asnd thag
codled dooument recovered, he'll never dare
to relieve me of my command and send ma
back home to England lo a {raining camp.
What say you, Joker?”

“No feay, lie won'lt, major1” Joker chortled
morrily. “If he tries to, he'll get it from
G.H.Q., where tlie chicken got the choppee!
And I say, majos, T've just thbusiu of some-
thing—I needn’t have givén old Tubby Hart
that black eye, after all, meed I? Never
mind, I've been owing the old bounder one
for months, All adjutants ought lo be given
black eves at regular infervals.”

And Mad Coarew, happy in the keowledpe
that he was still likely to remnin commander
of Saquadron No. &3, chuokled merrily.

Another fioe yarn of Mad Carew, Demoa Air
Acs, in the TRIUMPH next week, Don’t risk
missing it, II yon haven't ordersd next Tuesday's
issue yef, order it to-day.
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“WE'LL FOOL 'EM YET1”

HE thousands of Milten Rovers fans who
every Saturday yelled themselves hoarse
cheering the dazeling play of Bteve

Bradshaw, the Rovers skipper and centre-
forward, would have been thunderstruck if
they could have seen their popular favourite
nOW,

Steve, a sinister crouching figure dressed all
in black, was staring with unbelicving eyes at
a dead man. A dead man who, only a few
seconds hefore, had been a living, breathing,
talking human being.

Steve's tenso face was shadowed by the
slanting brim of a broad black hat. His
eyes glittered from behind elits in a black
mask, In his black-gloved hand he gripped'a
gun. But it was not Steve’s gun which had
fired the shot which had killed the man.

Steve had turned cracksman for secrot
reasons of his own. Late ot night he had
come to the office of a local bookmaker named
Bethmann, to Aod out how much he knew
about a gang of crooks who were out to ruin
the Rovera

Befare Bethmann could utter a word of
what he knew he had becn shot dead.

Qteve tensed. Some sixth sense warned him
that danger lurked behind his back. Ha
started to whirl, then froze as o ccld, harsh
voice spoke grimly:

“Drop that gun, Black Maskl We've got
vou cornered 1”

Steve turned slowly in the direction of the
menacing voice.

Three nien were stepping threateningly
through & curtained doorway behind him.
Heavy, gaudy-coloured scarves were round
their faces, so that only their eyes showed.
All three were armed.

The man who had spoken steod in the centre
of the trio. He was big and broad-shouldered.
His whole ottitude suggested a druel, ruthless
strength. His voice and bearing betrayed him
as a man who would stick at nothing to gain
his ends.

Steve lnew that it was he nho had fired
the shot that had killed Bethmanu.

Stove lot his gun drop to the carpet. He
had no choice. A man had committed murder
once this evening, and would do so again
if it became necessary.

But Steve was not quite beaten. He still
had one trick in reserve. His glittering eyes
were fixed mockingly on the gunman.

“Bo you're the Boss!” he remarked. “T've
been waiting for a chance to mect you”
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“Take a good look ! snarled the crook.
“It'll be your last chancel”

“Perhaps we could do a deal,” Steve pro-
posed.

He had no intention of coming to terms with
the Boss, but he wanted to keep the man
talking.

The Boss uttered a snarl

“] don’t make deals with anyone!” ha
suapped. “And I don’t allow anyone to get
in my way! When you decided to muscle in
on my racket, Black Mask, you made a big
mistake

He jerked his chin at Steve and spoke
tersely to his two confederates.

“Pake him | he snapped.

The men closed in on gteva from either side.
They grabbed his arms and pulled them behind
his back. Then they bustled him over towards
the desk whero the dead man sprawled.

The Boss gave a gloating chuckle as he
reached towards the telephone.

“Listen to me, Blaek Mazk {”” he snarled. “I
think it will interest you”

Rapidly he dialed a number.

“(Give me Inspector Collins!” he rapped.

Ho looked up over the telephone, and hia
eyes glowed with savage amusement as they
contemplated his victim,

Then he jerked his attention back to the
telephone.

“Am I speaking fo Imspector Collins?” he
asked quickly. *“This is Mr. Bethmann, I'm
speaking from my office in the Midlund Union
Building I understand that yon're looking
for a crook called the Black Mask. Is that
right? Then yow'd better come quickly,
becanse I've caught him I

He stooped and picked up Steve's gun. He

put his mounth close to the phono and
screamed :
“Quick | Help!”

Then he held the gun close to the telephone
and fived a shot across the fiont of the mouth-
piece.

Boom !

The roaving explosion rocked the room.

The Boss uttered a wild, prolonged scream;
then, with his lips close to the mouthpicce, he
said in a hnsky whisper:

“He pgot me, inzpector! The Black
Mask: h :

With a sweep of his arm the Boss knocked
tho telephone flying off the desk and sent il
crashing to the floor.

With a wrench he tore the wires out of the

FRAMED FOR MURDER!
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wall to disconnect the instrument, to make
sure that nothing more that was zaid in the
room should be heard by anyone at the other

end.

He slipped Steve's gun into his pocket and
laughed jeeringly.

“How do you like thati™
“Neat frame-up, eh?”

“1f you think you can get away with this
you're crazy I"' Steve told him curtly.

“What's lo stop me?” sneered the Boss.
“Do_you_think Inspector Collins'd believe a
word of it if you told him the truth?”

Without waiting for an answer lie gave o
slight nod and jerked:

“0.K.! Bop him}!”

One of Steve's captors swung tho butt end
of a gun down on the back of his head with
stunning foree.

Steve went out like a light. His knces
buckled and he sagged helplessly in the grip
of his captors, They let him fall to tle
carpet with a crash.

“Nice figurning, Boss!” eaid the man who
had hit Steve with the gun

The Boss bent down. He was holding his
own gun—the one which had fired the shot
that had killed Bethmann. He thrust it iuto
Steve's limp, black-gloved hand

“Now we're all set,” he declared with satis-
faction. “The police station is only two blocks
away. Inspector Collins will bo down here
before you can say knife I

One of the men was peering from the
window. He saw a polica ¢ar whirl round tho
corner ai the end of tho street and speesd
towards the building.

“Hero he comes now, Boss I” ho exclaimed.

“Tet's get goingl” =mapped the DBoss.
“We've cut it finel”

The other man stooped over Steve's sprawled
figure and whispered:

“Wait 1

“What do you think you're doing?” snarled
the Boss.

“T'm trying to get his mask off,” explained
the crook. '“May a3 well have a look zt his
face while we've got the chance.”

In another couple of seconds the secrct of
Steve's identily would have been revesled.

Then, somewhero in the front of the build-
ing a door slammeqd with o mufiled evash, and
running feet echoed along the corridors.

The Boss grabbed his henchman by the
collar and houled him off.

“We got no time for thai!” he snapped.

ho encercd.
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“*We'll know sho he is soon enough when
Collins lays lold of him. We've gotta beat i

Swiftly the three men backed (lirengh the
curtains, opened o door behind i, and
vanisped.

Swift, anxious feet pounded up the staivs,
The door of the office: burst open, and a tnan
charveed iulo the vooon.

But it was not Inspector Collins.

It was Sam Harris, the Rovers (rainer, the
only man who knew Steve’s scerel.

Sam pulled up with a gasp as he surveyed
the scene, The murdered Bethmann was
sprawled across his desk in a pool of blood.
Steve, huddled on the Boor, had the killer's
gun under his limp hand. ‘

"~ Sam Harns uttered a2 horrified ory.

“Steve 1”

He leapod round the desk, dropped to one
Lneq beside Steve, and rolled b on his back.

Then he propped him inlo a sitting position,
shaking hies shoulders and pinching his cheeks
in an cffort to rouse him.

“Spap out of i, Stevet?
desperately.

e looked round anxiously. There was a
water-juz on the desk. He grabbed if, and
dashed the contents into Stove's face.

Steve uttered a faint groan. His eyes
opencd slowly. e reached o hand towards
his aching head.

“Pull yourself together, Stere!” cried Sam
desperately  “The police sre on their way.
I saw Inspector Collins in the car. He'll be
heré at any mowent?

Steve stmgglcd to his feet. 1

“Good old Sammy ! he gasped. “Iknew I
could rely cn you!”

* “Iwas on the watch ouiside.” explained fhe
trainer., “As soon az I saw you standing in
the room near the window with your hands in
the air, I koew that something had gone

Wwrong,

“Smart 1ad,” grinned Steve:

The {rainer stared af him, wide-eyed.

“But what happened ?” he galped, “I know
Bethmann was'a dirty crook, buk you shouldn’s
haye killed hin t*
- 1 dida’t kill him 17 8teve vetorted (ensely.
1t was that fellow who calls hmself the Boss,
He shot Bethmann ard Lried to frame mao for
i :

Steve went cautionsly towards the main
door and pecred out. i
Then Sam grabbed ot his arm, :

“Ligten " he whispered tensely. *“They're
coming up the stairse. We're trapped!”

Steve jumped back swiftly into the room,
clm&d the door, and tnened the light out.

“Cently. Sam—don’t paniet” he whispered.
“TWe'll fool 'em yett”

DON'T MISS THIS THRILLER!

he begged

Ask the Newsagent for No. 264 of
THE CHAMPION LIBRARY—4.id.

BEHIND THE CURTAIN

NSPECTOR COLLINS was mounting the
stairs fowards the top floor of the building
on tiptee. Two detectives followed close

at his heels. :

Reaching the top floor, Collins paused and
slipped his g‘-un out of his pocket, Ha looked
back over his shoulder, and made a stealthy
gesture, warning them to take care.

He approached a door that had Bethmann's
name painted on it in gold letters, and
bammered on it with his clenched fist.

“Open up, Black Mask I he shonted. “And
you'd better have your hands in the air when
we come through, because we'll come shoot-
tn |”

There was no answer to the inspector’s
shouted words.

The office on the other side of the door was
as silent a. a grave.

Inspecior Collins geasped the knob, hurled
the door wide, and plunged into the room with
his gun drawn.

His eyes blinked against the darkness.

“Lights1” he rapped tersely,

The two detectives behind him switched on
torches. The brmght beams fashed across the
office, and played over the sprawled figure of
Bothmann,

. The inspector uttered a smothered exclama-
tion as he leaped towards the desk,

“BShot clean throngh the head, by thunder !”
he declared. “And hers's the gun{”

He stooped and picked up the gun carefully
by the barrel, handing it back to one of his
assistanis,

“Take care of that,” he instructed. “We'll
have it tested for ﬁngar-prints though I doubt
whether we shall find any. Black Mask is too
cute to slip up as easily as that.” "

“But where did he go?” asked one of the
detectives. :

* may b hiding here somewhere,”
answered JIuspector Collins.  *(ive me the

light.”

%o flashed the torch round. Suddenly he
stiffered, held up his hand in warping to his
nien to keep quiet, and pointed silently.

The torch beam was shining straight towards
the enrtains that covered the sccond door out
of the office—the door through which the Boss
and his men had come-and gone. :

Inspecior Collins gradpally lowerad the
forch, so thas the circle of light travelled down
the curtain until it came to the floor. :

There. sticking out from the bottom of the
curtain, were the toes of a pair of shoes!

Inspector Collins permitted himself a grim
smile of trinmph. -

Black Mask was cornered at Iast. Unable fo
escape from the office in time, he had taken
refuge behind the curtain, not knowing that

-his shoes were betraying his hiding-place.

With the torch in oné hand and the gun in
the other, the inspector tiptoed softly aCross
the room until ho was facing the curtain with
the gun nof a foot away, the muzle Ep'nting
shraight at the spot that would cover the heart
of the hiding man.

“All right, Black Mask!”? Collins said in o
Ioud, eclear wvoice. “Come ont! You're
covered.” 3

There was no movement from behind the
curtain,

The inspecior's Tace was grim and hard.: He
reached ont and tove the curtains aside. He
sierted to Tip out a command,

f-I.:Iand-s_-)')

His voice broke off abruptly. There was
nothing behind fhie curtain execept a closed
door. There was no one standing in the shoes,
. Once again Black Mask had fooled the
mnspector,

With a grow! of rage, the inspector stooped
and picke uf» the shoos. Then he ripped the
door open, e saw a short, narrow corridor
ending in a stone sfaircase.

“That’s the wdy he went,” snarled the
inspector. “The trick with the shoes was just
@ stunt to hold us up while he got a bit of a
start on ys, But he won't bo able to go very
far, or very fast, in his stockinged feet. Come
on! After him{”

Gim in hand, ho led the way through the
door. The two détectives were close Eehind
him. The vattle of theiv heels on the stone
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staircase. grew gradually fainter as they
clattered down flight after Bight in full cry.

A silonce fell on the darkeuod office.

It was a silence that was broken after a
time by a faint crcak. The door, which the
inspector had open and which had
remained open while the office was being
examined, now starvted to swing awaey from
the wall. ;
_Bteve and the teainer crept out from belind
1t.

Stove's eyes twinkled with dare-devil amuse-
ment behind his black mask, He was enjoy:
ing the situation immensely. Not so Sam
Harris. With a shsky hand cluiching: a
balled-up handkerchief, he mopped at Lis
pem&)it:::g brow.

“Phew ¥ he muttered hoarsely. “That’s
the worst couple of minutes T ever spent. I'd
vather go to gaol o dozen times thau go
through that againt” -

Steve slapped him encourngingly on the
shoulder,

“Chin up, Sammy " he chuekled. “I don't
think we've much to fear Erom Inspecior
Collins? '

“I don’t sce how Fou can say thatl”
crogked Bam. “Tiven before this business
to-night Collins suspected that you were the
Blaok Mask., Now he'll be after yon move
than ever.” J

*“I hope: he is!” grinned Steve. “We'l
haye some fun with him.”

Sam shuddered,

“You're the first bloke T ever me! who saw
anything funny in being chased Ly the cops!”
he declared. N
“It's time Lo be going,” Steve said quietly.
“F think I hear them coming bacle” -

On tiptoe, Steve and the trainer slipped
through the door and wont guietly down the
stairs to the ground floor. They entered a
room at the rear of the building, clambered
throngh a window, and dropped noiselessly
into an alley.. -

hey faded away liko Lwo shadows, while.
up on the top floor, Inspector Colling jras
snarling viciously because once again Black
Mask had managed to give him the slip.

N RR - - . L] . . v

HALF an hour lafer, Inspector Collins was
ringing the bell outside Steve's flal.

Ik was Sam Horris who opened the door.

“Why, inspector,” gulped Sam, “ihis iz 2
queer time of the night to be paying calls1”

“This is o gueer time of night to find you
in somecone else’'s Jodgings!” reforted  the
inspector.,  “What are you doing here?”

“T've moved in with Sleve,” the trainse
said, “We thought it wonld be cheaper to
share expenses. Besides, U've got to be hero
to give him some special atfention. He came
a cropper in the mateh this afternoon.”

“Where is DBradshaw?" smapped
inspector.

“In bed,” said Sam, 3

“T want to sec him ! barked the inspeolor.

“Can’t you feave it until the morning?”
begged Swn. “Sleve noeds to vest, He's had
a hard day.”

“I can  well believe ihat!” retorted
Yuspector Colling sourly. “ Stand aside !

e shouldered liis way past the rainer and
strode into tho bed-room. Then he pulled
up with & smothered gasp.

Steve, wearing. a prir of gaudy pyiamas,
was Iying in bed. Bub that was not what
made the inspector gasp. .

Steve’s_right legy heavily bandaged and
Eastened in splints, was rigged up in a kind
of sling over the bed, A

Stove and the trainer had pub in some [ast
work since gefting back to the apartment.

Inspector Collins scowled fereoly.

Steve grinoed at bim clicerily,

_“Hallo, Collins!” he greeted. “Xouw'll be
missing your boauty sleep. Why the worried
me -all your

the

e
frown? = Sit down a:ul tell
troubles.”

Steye's baotering fone made the inspeclor’s
fage turn crimson with wrath, He stabbed his
thum)d at the bandaged léz in the sling.

“Whai's going on herz " hedemaunded sus:
picionsly. ;

“Treatment for the léz  Sam’s handiwork,”
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said Sieve airily. “I came & cropper in the
match this afternoon, and had fo leave the
fiold for o bit. Bat, of course, you know all
about that. You were theral”

The inspector clenched his teeth.

_ “Bradshaw,” he rapped, %I want to Imow
just where you've been to-pight.  The truth,
and no alihis,” 1

~“Have a heart, inspector!” grinned Steve,
“Whare could I go, all russed vp like this?”

“YWore you in the Midland Union-Building
half an hour ago?” rapped the inmspector.
“ Answer me, yes or no.”

“Yes or no!” laughed Steve, “Me in the
Midland Unicn Building with a lcgi in
splints? What are you getting at, Collins?

m not sure that yow've gob amy right to
come bursting in here, shooting questions at
me, Anyone would think you suspected me
of something criminal. 1 think I ought to ged
annoyed with you.” <

“Yisten, Bradshaw !’ snarled the inspector.
“The crook who calls himself Black Mask
murdered & man tonight, and for that I
mean to get him if it’s the last thing I do

Steve’s eyes widened in mock surprise.

“Vou don’t say |” he exclaimed. “This is
getting quite a rough neighbourhood, isn’t
i, ‘inspector? Tell me, have you any idea
who this Black Mask is7”

“T've got a darned good idea!” exploded
{he v. “And the day I arrest n%)h is
ab

zoing to be the happiest in my lifel
ﬁa‘y won't he long in coming.”
“Splendid 17 puvred Steve politely. *Give
me a ring on the phone when you nail him.
¥ shall be interested to hear the news.”

The inspector got up and strode angrily
towards the door. Omn the threshold he swung
round.

“T wasn't fooling, Bradshaw ! he rapped.
“Plgek Mask lélt o clue behind him lo-night
that is going to put a vope round his neck.”

With that he clapped his hai on his head
and strode out in a towering rage.

As soon as the inspector had gono Steve
swung his leg out of ibe sling, jumped out of
the bed and hobbled stifi-legzed 1o the
window. He watched the inspector get into
his car and drive away.

Then Sam rushed into the voom, wild-eyed
and panicly.

“They're really on to us this time, Steval”
he gulped in horror. *“We've gob to leave
town while we've got the chance.”

“_Keeg gyour head, Sammy, old scout!”
emiled Steve. “There’s nothing to be scared
of while we sit tight. But leave town? That
would be a confession of guilr.”

“But Collins said he’d got a c¢lue!” pro-
{ested Sam. “You must have oyerlocked
something, Steve.”

Steve snapped his fingers contempluonsly.

“T don't believe it!” hao declared, “¥ think
Collins waz bluffing, He wants to scare us
into doing something vash, so that he can nab
_};{s’. l}}ut wo aren’t poing fo fall for it, Sammy

¥ 1"

“BRADSHAW MUSTN'T PLAY"

THE following day Steve rcad all about
the happenings in Bethmann's office in
the local newspapers.

_Sam Harris shivered as he read the head-
lines. But Steve seemed to find them vastly
amusing, for he chuckled frequently as ho
read the accounta

He didn’t believe that the {mlice had any
clues at all, except for the killor’s gun which
Collins had picked up. It was quite im-

ossible for the police to frace the gun to

teve, since it had never belonged to him,
and he had been wearing glovoes when it was
thrust into his band.

He was equally certain that the real ewner
had taken precautions to seo that it would
never be traced back to him.

As the week wore on, and the police made
no further moves, Steve's feeling of confidence
increased. :

Saturday morning arrived, and the whols
thing seemed to have died down. lac
Mask had dropped off the front pages of the
newspapers, for there was nothing fiesh on
the case to report,
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On_ the Saturday morning the Rovers
iravelled by (rain io Forborough, to play 8
First Division League malch against For-
borough Athletic. :

The players oecupied & corridor coach, and
Steve did not fail to_cotice the fwo bowler-
hafted men who continually prowled up and

down the corridor, pausing to serutinise. the
Rovers players every time they passed the
door of the compariment.

The irainer nud{,'cd Steye. .

“You're being shadowed [ lie whispered.

“Td noticed that,” Steve answéred calmly.

9T don't like the look of it,” iwhispered
Sam huskily. “You'd beiter not play this
aiternoon. Go sick.  Then, il there’s any-
thing wrong, you can bunk.”

Steve looked at him in amazement.

“You don't kuow what yowre saying,
Sam,” he protested. Do you think 1'd let the
Rovers down just because o couple of detce-
tives insist on following me sround?”

When the team left the train at For-
borough, the detectives left it, too.

A coach was waiting at the station fo take
the players to the Athletic’s ground. The
detectives tagzed along behind in a taxi.
Steve looked behind, then gritmed at Sam.

“They're still sticking close,” he grinned.

“ What does this interruption mean? *
play this afternoon,”
the police st;:ttiun at' onee.

“We'll find *em a cdouple of spare jerseys, 50
that they can come on the field with us”

«T smell tronble,” groaned the trainer,
Steve only zrinned.

A big ecrowd had travelled over from
Milton fo see the maieh, and they gave Steve
a terrific cheer as he led his men out on to the
field for the kick-off.

The players gathered round the goal avea
and fired in pot-shots ot Fred Lockhart, the
Rovers goalie, to give themseclves & leg-
loosener, while Steve trotted fowards the
middle for the toss.

CGrinning broadly,
tha referee and the
tossed the coin.

“Heads 1 guessed Steve.

It came down tails. 1

Tho Athletic skipper chose his end. Steve
swung round and clapped his hands ‘at his
team to bring them trotting to their positions.

The referee rolled the ball on to the centre-
spot, and stepped back with the whistle be-
tween his lips,

but

Steve shook hands with
Athletic’s skipper, who

demanded the referee.
replied Inspector Collins.
I want o question him about the murder of Bethmapn !*

B

Steve, the ball at his toe, ewaited the sigaal
kick-off.
The referee was just about io blow his
whistle when (here came an amazug infer-
ruption.

“Wait! Don't start the match yet!"
Three figures had suddenly invaded (he
pitch, and wers hurrying towards the ceatre-
spot. They were Inspector Collins aud his
two detectives,

Steve's eyes narrowed thoughtfully.

The referee strode to meet the tvio,

“What does this mean?* he asked custly.

“Pm sorry!’ emapped Colling. “I sm
Inspector Collins. Steve Bradshaw nusia't
play in this match this afternoon. I must in-
sist_ that he ‘accompanies me at once t0 the
police station. I have some questions to ask
him in connection with (ke murder of
Bethmann."

All the pleyers came running up DNOW. The
Looing of the erowd was tremendons.

Fred Lockhart ntiered a 'snort of protest

“There must be some mistake!” he ex-
g.llailﬁed' “Bethmann was murdered by Black
Mask ™

“SJteve Bradshaw iz Black Mask ! said the
inspector deliberately.

io

“ S{eve Bradshaw musin't
1 must insist that he accompanics me fo

“T hopo you ean prove theso charges, in-
spector,” said Steve coldly, “otherwise you
will find yourself in a very serious pesition.”

“0f course 1 can prove them!” said (he
inspector, with a grim smile. “I told you
that yowd left a clie behind, dido’t 17 ¥ou
thought I -was DLluffing, but that was where
you were wrong. Just think o moment.
Remember the shoes—those shoes that you
left under the curtain to trick me? You ovei-
reached yourself that time, Bradshaw. I've
still got those shoes. Pm going to take o
caste from your foot. I've taken one from
the shoes. comparison will prove heyond
all doubt that yon were in Bethmann’s office
the night he was murdered. Bafter couie
quietly, Bradshaw!” he rapped. “The
game's up 1®

More remarkably fine chapfers of this intensely
thrilling story next week. Don’t risk missing
them. If you haven’i paid that visit fo your
newsagent yef, go to-day and make sure he will
save a TRIUMPH for you next Tuesday.
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BRITAIN’S ACE SECRET SERVICE MAN TAKES BIGGEST RISK OF HIS LIFE TO GET

Suddenly two powerful searchlighfs sprang

to life. Burt saw the side ol the guarry,

and something else which interested him
far more—

WHEN THE TELEPHONE RANC
R. WAINWRIGHT'S shabby frock-

coated fizure was a very Familiar one
to the North End district of London.

Blost people were sorry for him, for
although he was very amiable he scemed to
make no fricnds at wll. Moreover, he lived
edtirely by himself in a small Gat.

uite a . number of people nodded and
smiled at the man in the old-fashioned tailed
coat as he came home one evening, and,
entering a modost block of flats, climbed the
steps to_his front door.

Inserting the key in the lock, he turned it
not once, but three times,

It was parhaps rather unusual to treble-lock
a door, but, after all, it only went to prove
that Mr. Wainwright was of a rather nervous
dir.i)o‘.-;:_tinn

“Lintering the hall. he swilched on the light
and- then passed: through to the dining-room.
His hand reached .out snd pulled down the
«witeh, and then he stood as thoagl paralysed
for a strange, bizarre sight had prc_senleci
itself to his gaze.

Seated at his dining-room table was a young
man. He was Jeaning forward, with his
clbows on the table-top; but the thing that
fascinated Mr. Wainwvight was the sight of
the twe deadly guns in the stranger’s Lands.

Both of them were trained
Wainwriglt,

Tt then scemed that Mr. Wainwright was
not so very nervous, after all, for lie recovered
Lis eomposure with surprising quickness, and
when he spoke his voice was harsh with
wnmer,

t “What's the meaning of this tomfoolery ?”
he demanded. “How dare you enter my
rooms | And how darc vou menace me with
guns! T'll have yon know that the police—?'

The young man with the zuns smiled.

“You can eut it out, Mr. Alfred Wain-
wright,” he said, and his voice was sharp.
“I've been wise to your veal name for quile
a number of days. T'vo every reason fo
believe  that you were clivistened Hans
Housa.” :

Just for a moment Mr. Wainwright’s eyes
flickered.

“You're mad!™ he rapped. “Stark crazy !
Aly name is Wainwright, and averyono in this
district will vouch for my good character.”

“Of oourse they will,” mFlicd the other
“You have been” very caretul to build up
quite o nice little reputation for yourself. As
& mabter of fact, there are auite a lot of
things about you that I admire, but now that
our £wo couniries ere at war I'm afraid my
admiration must take a back seat.”

Again a queer light came into the other's
oyes, . )

“Who are you?” he demanded.

The wyoung man at the table smiled so

upon DMr. .
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broadly now that he looked
youthful.

“¥You pain me, Hans,” he said. “I should
have thought that mine was {he one face with
which you wonld be familiar. It secems that
I'm not so well known as I thought I was.
But if youw're interested, my name happens to
be Burt Kennedy.” >

Tor the first time Mr. Wainwright showed
real feeling. Iis mouth sagged open, and Le
took a quick step backwards.

“Burt Kennedy !” he gasped, and there was
sheer, unutterabie horror in his voice.

It seemed that the name had struck terror
to his very soul.

“¥os, Hans,” said the other. “*I'm Burt
Kennedy. Perhaps yow'll realise now that
your little game is u -

indeseribally

Mr. Wainwright looE:ed at Burt Kennedy a3

though he would never be able to tear his
gaze away.

He was looking at Great Britain’s master-
spy—the one man above all others the Nuzi
rogime wished to see dead.

Mr. Wainwright’s hands had been hanging
limply by his sides, but now Kennedy saw
that in Ius right hand he was holding a round
object. In o flash he realised he must have
taken it from the tail-pocket of hLis old-
fashioned coat. SN 5

“¥ou fool I” Wainwright hissed. “Do.you
think I'm not well prepared for a situation
sucl as this? Why—"

He didn’t have a chance fo say more. Even
as he spoke he pitelied the small objeet for-
ward, and it burst on the table right in front
of Burt. 5

Strangely enough, the young Secret Service
man didn’t fire. " As the small object landed
on ihe table he was already on his feef..

Then, like an acrobaty he came diving across
the teble. His arms went round BAlr. Wain-
wright's middle, and then he crashed down on
top of him

M You don't
gas ! snappe
cls{"“' - - - -

He lifted his victim onece, in order to bang
hiz head against the floorboards, and then
gripped him by the coat collar and drapged
him out of the voom, closing the door on the
swirling fumes,

A moment later he opened Lhe front door.
Outside stood three keen-faced men.

“0.K., boys!” said Burt. “In you come.
But "ware of gas.”

ut-me out of action with tear
Burt.  “Or with anything

- » . . -

HIEN Mr. Wainwright, alias Hans Housa,
recovered consciousness four men were
bending over him.

A cry choked in his throat when he saw that
his pockets had been rifled, and that Burt
Kennedy was going through his private papers.

The young Secrok Servico man appeared to
be greatly interested in the contents of a smail

iary.

“Well, Hans, " said Burt, “we're just going
to turn this flat of vours inside out, and then
we'll take you away.” i

Hans Housa made a misiake then. Before
fie replied his gaze rested for:a moment upon
the telephone.

“All right” he growled. “You've bowled
me out, so there’s no sense in my kicking any
more. But youwll waste your (ime if you
search  the flat. You don't think I
foolish enongh to keep incriminating papers
for any cornmon-or«§arclen burglar to get his
hands on, do you? If you're going to take me
away from here, the sooner twe- loave the
better.”

But Burt Kennedy laughed.

“No, Hans,” he zsaid,. “I thinkowe'll hang
on. a little lonzer, I'ye a queer fueling fhiot
al any moment we may be veceivitg a tole-
phone eall”

Ho saw the olher’s eyes flicker, and he kiew
Iis guess had been a good one.

It was perhaps ten minptes later when I
telephone bell rang shrilly, Instantly one of
Burt's companions ¢lapped a hand over Haus
Housa’s mouth.

Burt lifted the receiver.

“Woll £ lic demanded.

A voice at the other end spoke witheul any
traen of accent,

“Is that Alfred Wainwright®” it inquired.

“Speaking 17 said Burl :

“Good 1” was the reply. ' A mecfing has
been arranged for eight o'clock to-night.”

Before Burt could acknowledge the miesaze
there came a click at the othier end,

His unknown caller had rung off.

Burl looked down at Hans Housa and
smiled. . .

“Bo, Hans,” he said, “a mesting has been

/arranged for tomight, Las.if, and il's to Lo

held at cight o'clock.  Well, ‘T don't Luow
where the meeting is to be held, but perhaps
your diary will give me_ thie information.”

The contents of the diary appeared fo Le
complotely meaningless, for every entry was
in code; bui, flicking the pages over, Burt
chuckled.,

“We've discovered the seeret of this code,”

he said. . “I ean yead your entrics as oasily
as: though they weve ‘written in -ordinary
inglish.* >

Suddenlf kis zazo bocame arrested.

“Ah1” he exclaimed. “Hore it .is! The
meeting tonight i3 to bp hold at Johnson's
Warehouse, Riveredge. I note, too, that only
the side door of the warehouse is to be used.”

Again ho saw that steavge Hicker in his
prisonct’s eyes,

Ha turned {o two of his men.

“We don't need him any more,” he said.
“You know whers to take him, and there’s a
car outside.”

At the door Hans Housa turned his bead,

Had any of his acquaintances seen him then
they would probably have failod to TECOZNIse
lim, for his face was tiwisted with fury,

“BMake (he st of your triumph,
FKeunnedy,"” he rasped, “for you're not zoing
to live very long! I may have failed, but
there are many others to folloss me. . As far
s we've concerned, you're slready 8s good as
dead.”

“Well,” said Burt, with a chuckle, “for a
dead man I'm still able to kick pretiy
hieftily. Take him away, bogs!”

Tho door closed Lehind Hans Housa. and
when he turned to the Inst remaining Seeret
Service wman, Burl's eyes were alive wilh
excitemeant,

*This is the most important capfure wo've
made fo_date!” he exelaimed. “I'va beon
trailing Housa for days, and I've discovered
that he's one of Carl Streoter's right-hand
men.”” :

“Cnrl Strecter?” querled the olher. “He's
somothing {o do with aubmarines, isn't ha "

“Yes,"” said Burk.  “We've distovored that
he's boen working for the supply depots for
the German submarines that are out in
English waters. Tve even recvived a hint
that the biggest depob of all iz actually
sifuated i this country. Well, I've an idea
ihat when I got to this meefing to-night I
shall sce Carl Strester himself. JIE that

‘happens, I kope to know all about his seceot

depot beforg dawn.”
Ho looked at his watch.
Lo We've got to hurry, dim ! ho added
“Ii's your job to geb the big car ready. You
20'1/40




know exactly what to do. As for me; I've
got to go efter Hans Housa, [or it’s very
necessary that 1 should have another little
interview with him,”

When Burt left the flat he insurted the koy
in the lock and turned it three times

“Hans Housa slways made suve,” he zaid,
“g0 therc’s no reason why I shouldn’t do like-
wise.”

ON THE TRAIL

WHEN Burt Kennedy's interview with
Hans Housa' was only half over, the

unfortunate Nazi agent was clad
only in his underclothes, for his suit was
taken away from him and was quickly donned
by Burt. 3

Then, settling himself dircctly opposite the
Nazi agent, Burt took out a make-up box. A
~dfew deft dobs to his face and he bad com-
pletely altered his expression. i

When at last he pulled a soft hat over his
¢yes he was Hans Housa to life. 2

At exactly querter-past eight that evening
Burt Kennedy erossed a warchouse yard.
Coming to a small door set in the side of
the building, he rapped smartly upen it.

A shutter was pulled back and a pair of
cyes peered oot at him., Then, slowly, the
door was opened.

Burt Kennedy stepped into a derk passage-
way.

“ You're late!” snapped the doorkeeper.

The others have beenm wondering if any-
thing has happened to you.”

Burt shrugged his shoulders.

“In these days onme must take care,” he
said. “'I suspected that I was being followed,
and bad to make sure.” -

“ Well,” said the other, poniting to a gleam
of light which showed underncath a door,
‘“the others are waiting for you. You'd
better go straight m.”

“I will,” said Burt, and stepped close to
the dogrkeeper. -

Despite the darkness he gauged bhis
distance perfeotly, and his fist struck the man
right on the point. As lie started to fall,
Burt's arms closed around him.

Having ' placed him on the floor, Burt
struek him again with an object which he
took from his pocket. L

“Sorry,” he murmured, almost under his
breath, “but the lives of thousands of
British seamen may dopend on your heing
unconscious for the next five minutes or so0.”

Ho opened the outer door then, and left it
standing ajar befors he went down the
corridor. v

Coming to the door, Le opencd it and
passed through.

For a moment he stood hlinking in the
sudden light. Then, when he saw the hali-
dozen men seated vound the table, he lknew
an infinite satisfaction.

TFor one of those six was the man he most
wanted ' to meet  at  that moment—Carl
Streeter.

Streeter, a tall man with a havwk-like face,
flashed him 2 sharp glance.

*'Sir,” he repped—and he might have heen
a Nazi officer giving orders on the parade—
“the time was eﬁht o'clock.  You arve fifteen
minutes late. Why3?

Burt shrugged his shoulders.

“These are dangerous times, Strecier,” he
said, and his voice was almost a perfect copy
of Hans Housa’s, “I was afraid someone
was shadowing me, so 1 took precautions. As
a yesult of those precaniions I have some-
thing to show you. Just one moment !

With that, he stepped back to the door,
swung it open, and then stepped quickly
aside. L

Next moment men were Howing into the
room, and Streeter and the other spies came
leaping to. their feet.

. “'We're trapped I cried Strecter. “Housa
is a traitor, 2 ]

He made to ﬁuli a gun from his pocket,
on]]g to stop half-way.

" He

realisad that he hadn't a ghost of a
chance, for already the reom was half-filled
wi rd-ey icemen.,

Streeter look
20/1/40

for Hans Housa, but he had
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disappeared. It only mado Strester the more
convinced that Hans Housa was a traitor.

& few minutes all the spes had been dis-
ermed, and they were being held securely

“Get them out to the ears!” came an oxder.
“The zooner we got them away from heve the
better.”

Two men who were holding Streeter by the
arms dragged him forward He was the fivst
of the prisoners to leave the room.

Down the passage-way ho was dragged, and
then ont into the yard. His guards had only
taken a few steps forward. however, when
something happened.

At one and the same time both his guards
stumbled, and both released their grip on the
Nazi agent. .

_n a flash be had taken advantage of the
sitnation,

A fairly bright moon had climbed mto the

sky, and he was able to see near objects
distinetly. It seemed that his luck was almost
too good to be true, for, standing half in and

half out of the yard gate was a large car.

Its engine was runmmng, and Streeter could
see no one behind the wheel.

Like a hare he flew to the car, wrenched
the door open and clambered behind the steer-
ing-wheel. As he had thought, there was no
one inside the car.

OF came the brake, in went the cluteh,
and then the big ear had turned out of the

gates to go racing down the street.

After a few seconds Streeter heard confused
shonting behind him—and_then silence. He
had made his escape!

“They won't get me agam!” he snarled.
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“If they ecapture the others.” he mur
mured, “I ean trust evary ene of them. No
matter what bappens to them they'll mever
open their mounths about me ™

He went forward cautiously then until ho
was right_on the edge of r.gm cliffs. Thew,
lying ﬁ’ar, he pushed a torch aver the edge
and slione it once.

Immediately from the darkness below him
came two quick fashes. .

“Everything is O.K. !” murmured Streeter.
*It'’s safe to go down.” = y

It was as he moved away from tha car
that a movement came from l.{:e vehicle. -

It was o big car he had stolen, gnd at ihe
back it possessed an enormous luggage boot.

The lid of this was now slowly lifted and
a dark, indistinct figure climbed out, Had
Streeter seen that figure he would have thouglt
it was Hans Housa, but it was, of course, Burt
Kennedy. : :

Strecter had been deliberately allowed to
make his escape. His two guards had pu:-
posely stumbleg and released their holds.

The car had been deliberately left in the
gateway with its engine runmmng, and the
moment the police had entered the warehonso
Burt had raced out to the car and had climbed
into the lugzage boot.

Becauso of the mstructions he had given
when Hans Hopss had been arrested, the lid
of the boot had been so fixed that it couldn’t
be opened from the outside.

Thus, when Sireeter had driven away le
had taken Burt Kennedy with him.

The young Secret Service man listened

hlights focused upon them, and

instantly became siill. Cries of alarm eame up from the eave.

“Thank goodness P've got a boli-hole—a bolt-
hole which will never ba located, even if
every spy in England gets on my track.”

eral times e turned his head anxiously
to gaze behind him. As far as he could tel,
there were no pnrsuing cars

The dimn headlights were just sufficient to
show him the side of the road, but ho drove
on recklessly as though it were broad day-
light.

Strecter evidently Imew the countr
for on half a dozen occasions he circle
big towns.

Then the car climbed steadily until it was
running along a road right at the edge of
tall cliffs. He could hear the angry mutier
of the sea quite distinetly.

. Presently the car dropped downbhill for a
little way, and again Streeter showed that he
kmew the conntryside very well indeed, for
suddenly, despito the darkness, he swung the
car off the road and drove it right into a
clump of bushes. s

He chuckled as ho chimbed out.

“Well,” he muttered, ““that’s that. T've
got away after all.? 2

For some minutes he stood looking hack
the way he had come. 14 saon heeame evident
that there hed been no pursuit at all.

well,
round

intently, located tho sound of carveful foot-
stepls, and then—he was once again on the
trail.

THE NAZIS’ SECRET

TEIERE was no moon mnow, bub having

been shut up in the boot so long, Burt's

eyes had become accustomed to the dark-

niess: Dimly ho realised that he was descend-
ing o path into a small cave.

. When he reached level ground ho passed a

signboard. On if; in hig letters, was written:

“GREY COVE QUARRY, LTD.” '

Ho was so close behind Strecter that he
could just see the spy’s hgure. The latler
walled down to o long wharf and then, out
of the shadows, two men stepped in front of
him. One of them fashed a torch in his face.

“Strecter I he exclzimed in surprise. “Wae
weren't axpect.ing you to-might. Has any-
e oo 1% anatied Sucees

“ Everything has happen SHAT, treeler
in rapid German. “As far as I can make
ont, Hans Flousa turned traitor, and every ene
of my men has been arrested.”

“Then,” gasped ane of the others, “they've
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discovered about Grey Coyve, Lid.! Weo may
expect trouble at any moment.”

“No,” snarled Streeter, “there will be no
teonble here, for Housa knew nothing about
Grey Cove. Howe\er for the time being I
must stey here.”

The tiwo men turned to walk along;,sde him,
and again Burt followed. Right to the quarry
face went the three men—and then they
seemed to vanish into thin air.

“This,” thought Buyt, “gets more interest-
inr every moment,"

1t waz hialf an hour later (hat a man climbed
the ¢hff path. It was Burt Ilennedy, and his
exes were wide with excitemont.

Gniug o the car, he lifted (e Tid of the
tool-bux and took out a vather queerly shaped
apparatus,

1t consisted of a poir of earphones and
a small metal box. to which a couple of long
wires wore attached.

Making his way to the road, Burt stopped
at the nearest tctegra.ph post. ‘A fow minutes
later he was swarming up the iron fpotholds.

Reaching the top, he reached ouf earcfully
and, 'taking the two long wires, he clipped
them into the nearest telephone wire.

Placing the earphones over his' head, he

BURT KENNEDY

was in touch with the nearest exchange in
a sacond.

He gave a number, and in a few moments
he was talking excitedly.

Conversation lasted perhaps five minutes,
and then he came scrambling down again,
to fing himself face downwards ab the edge
of the cliff not far from the car.

He had been there about ap hour when
he licard tho sound of footstepe. Caufbiously
someone displayed the light of a tovch.

“Here it is I" eried & voice. It
take us long."”

Burt lay perfectly still.

One of the men scrambled :nsade the car,
started up the engine, and then backed it
out of the bushes. They teok it down Lhe
road a little way, and then a voice came
faintly to Burt's cars.

“Af) vight," it =aid.' “Let her zo!

Despite the darkness, Burt caught sight of
a black shape leaping over the cdze of the
cliff, and then a sullen eplash came to his
oars.

Exvidenlly Strecter was determined lo leaye
no clues behind lim.

The car he lad taken had been driven
over the clilf mto deep water.
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TRICMTIL Offire.,
A'he Pleetway Howvse,
Farringdon Street,
Londor, E.C.4,

HOW- PALS,—T wanl to thank: the many of you
twho evidently ihads New-Year Resolutions to write
to me. I have greatly enjoyed reading your ?e!fm. and
Hhaze wyﬁed o all t.'eosc wfm enelosed slon resged
eneelopes, and to as many wore as 1 mm mam to

mcmrwo.

these New-Yenr Resolulions are ones that will

be l'e Jor some months {o come. I am delighted thal

o8l of scom to have the same ldgh opinion of ** The

Foo’M Cracksman " as I havo, [t's .'Jm Jinest serial
we'vs edor hod in the TRIUMPH, {sn't if 2

Dhere are ws a few yzaders who woyite up 1o say that

ehums who want (o commenes to become regulnr readers
of t!to TRIUMPH casnnot do #o becawsg aewsageits do not

ANY m?’ EVERY mnewsagent will ordor or many
copies of TRICMPR as lie 15 cerlain (o sell. But pou,
or your chivm, must make hin Pe.{ that yon il call and
pay for the copy you have ' afraid quite a
numbar of people, adulls as mﬂ’ as boys, siinientionally
lel newsapents down somelines., 00 into o ahop.
order a paper, and then, perhepe being able {0 borrow
o paper from a pal aftericards, don't trouble to cancel
the order they have given the ngweagent,

The consequence €3 thoat the next person whe orders
any paper ab all—unless the newsagent Enows Fim well,
and knows he will J'nu Jor what ke has ordered—is
wnlikely to m:eieo paper he has ordered, for the
steisagent will not pass that order on to the wholesalers.

Onee a newssgent Inows he can expect @ boy to come
it evory) weel: for Kis TLRIUMDH, H:c:e will be o poper
veserved regularly for that boy.

Youre till guinca pigs have tails,

THE EDITOR.

_...._...I.l.'I......Il..l....l....l...............I.l..l.ll......

CUTHBERT’S PRIZE CORNER

you ‘wam to win o useful prize, send ONE joke, or riddle, on o postcard, to " Cuthbert,”

I
‘ﬂu TRIUMPH, Flectway House, Farringdon Street, London,

E.C4. Add your nome and address

and the nomes of the two storles you lke best now running In the TRIUMPH.

MEN OF LETTERS.
The shepherd ond the old cowman were
dizscussing (he new squire. z
Their conversation was as fellows:
“ICEBAOBL” said the sheplcid.
“EB ]133}1‘.!" rcpimd the cowmat:,

|
“YBFAO B
ilYlﬂBAh{ P UG ”
“OIIICY
(Useful prize to Kenneth Byfield, 29, Dudley
Avenue, Wenton, Harrow, Middlcsex.)

* . « @

CIVING THE CAME AWAY.

Patert Medicine DProprietov: “Thiz is a
nice mistake you've made.”
'L‘eatlmonml Writer: “What’s the trouble

now ¢’

P. M. P.:%T lold you to write a testimonial
from a blind man saying how his sight was
restored by Dr. Faker's Xyelene, and you
begin it * Dear Lll.-I saw your advertisement
in the “Scorcher.’

(Useful liltle prize to Peter Baldwin, 23,
Black Prince Road, Kenmuyu.: London,
8.10.11.)

EVERYONE KNOWS IT.

The lesson was geography, and (he teacher
asked the class:

*What is a famous country in Burope?”

Tommy Jones answered :

“ France, miss,’

“Good, Tommy 1" said the teacher, “Next
boy—whit is the name of & fainous town in
Francs 7"

"Same“‘l!erc," replied Jack Brown.

(Useful litlle prize to Dennis Jeuking, 53,
Orchard Street, Llanfaes, Brecon.)

¥ - L

A COLD ANSWER.

.f\] Leamp went into a butcher’s shap, and
siiic

“1 heav ihat you have a joint to suit every
purse.*
.‘. Y i‘g‘n
rml.:.

¥ Well," said tha tramp,

you for an empty puwe"
“T'he cold shoulder " canie the quick answer.

(Usofal liltle prize to Peter Stauley,
Sutten Road, Walsall, Stafts))

answored  the  buleher, “(hat’s

“what joint have

231,

- TWO FAVOURITE STORIES MUST BE NAMED -

Presently Burf was auxidusly looking at

thg lummoua face of his wa}tch 3
on,’ e murmure

7 'I‘ha;- should ieau;nﬁeen here by now.”

Then, with a suddeoness that made him
jump, night was transformed into day; for,
from a little distance out to sea, two powerful
searchlights suddenly focused upon the cave.
They showed up eversthing in bold relief.

Burt saw the face of the quarry, bul lm
saw something else which interested lir far
nore.

That was the sight of two submarines,
moored to the tiny wharf,

The searchlights Ffoeused upon them, and
instantly became still,

Cries of alarm came up from the cove—
cries that were drowned by a sudden ox-
plosion, and then the scream of a shell.

That frst shell hit the svharf foll and
square, and a blindiog flash of hight o
Duort’s eyes.

As hisg sight cleared. lie saw Ggnres running

He alzo gaw men work-
the inooring ropes of the

in every direction.
ing fmm.l-h at
submarines.

Came two further explosions, the whine af,
{wwo shiells; and it seemed (o Bort that both
submarines had been strnel.

Then. as g sight eleared again, and the
cloud of ‘dust died down, he saw fhat o
wharf was nothing but o mass of tumbted
wrecknge. Of the submarines there was no
sIZIL

Bll up the cove path a line of mien werc
racing.

“T hope my other men aro in posilion,’
murmured Burt. “These Naziz mustin't be
allowed o get away now!”

Then, as if in answer to his thoughts, there
came, from not far away, a sharp comnand.

Burt stood up and grinned.

“1,\91\tl|m" has gone f‘(*(‘nrmnrr fo pro-
granune. lw |1mrrnured “We've cerlaiily
destroyed this Nazi web.”

All tle men who came running up the eliff
path ran straight into the arma of a large
body of militnry and police,

It was some time later that Bart went down
to the cove. Dawn was breaking now, and
lic could see that the sea was thick with oil.

There was no doubt that both submarines
had been suuk.

He led a party of wmen lo the guarry, and
then entered what appeaced 1o be simply d
crack in the rock wall.

But immediately it widened, and soon thes
were standing in a tremendots uadergrowid
chamber, stacked from floor to ccl{nm with
large caus of petrol and oil.

“You see,” said Burt, “the quarry com-
pany was only a blind. They cerlainly
aunarried g lnt]c rock, but most of their men
were engaged in backing out thiz uunder-
ground ¢ chamber,”

The officer with Lim wlusllc& shrilly,

“Good work, Kennedy,” he said. “If you
hadn't mun this place to earth, they swould
have able to keep submarines supplied
with fuel for months on end, Thev probably
supplied them with food as well”

Burt nodded,

“¥es,” lLe eaid. “And it doesn’t finish
here, Eor the submarines at sea won't know
anything has happened here, oand'one Lv
one they'll be coming in for fresh supplics.
Every one of them will be coming in to cer-
tain captuce.”

The officer IDOLCJ qmr::r‘nl v ab Baork

“Keunedy,” he said, “I'm mllmg to take
a wager to any amount that you're the man
the Nazis hate most of anyone in Lhe world, ™

Next week’s grand mystery-thriller infroduces
two new characters—Jack Murray, Ace River Cop,
and Ken Sharpe, his assistant—in a story that
will make you gasp for breath so exciling is it.
Go to your nawsagent to-day, and make sure that
he will have a TRIUMPH lor you next Tuesday,

STAMPS FHEE, 35 OCATALOGUED 13!‘-. inel!

ROYAL VISIT CANADA COMPILETE
SET, mm\mm ato., to nnnrm::l applicante umﬂn: 2id.—

OCKRILL. 13. Montrell Rd., London, S.W.2.

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
11 PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER, ::

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

Sond a stamp and you will loarn how to ﬂ s'ou-wu n!

;uch a "lcor:;mr- am:uti?é fg'naigl dl’l.e?“:m 1 in esafi-
eRee? . TEMP a . = Oomm
House,” 72, Oxtord FSI: at, LONDOHN,

(Eslabiighcd 39 yrars.)

115 DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE!

brosd 60 B.0) A B ASHAIe WiBLOn B o i mouth,

S/- BRITISH COLONIAL or sparce OLD

BORNED FREE to approvnl nnnllc-anta enclosing

24, postage. — WAY, ARPLE. CHESHIRE.
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DERICKSON DENE—(Continued from page 2)

SOME TYPE OF HUMAN
HABITATION. HAVE YOU

'W}-‘nr* ™) |REVIVED SUFFICIENTLY To | /%7
N o AL RIDE THE MARSH-HORSE 2 /
o5 f’ WE CAN TAKE IT EASY

§ \ NOw THAT THE ENEMY

(/1 ONCE MORE WITH THE MARSH-HORSE

.| TO THE TRAIL

AS GUIDE, DENE AND ROLF TAKE

e

ir

/A

“Yy

i
»

s

THE MARSH-HORSE UTTERS AN
DRAWS HIS KNIFE AND CAUTIOUSLY APPROACHES.

BUT DENES PECAUTION IS UNNECESSARY. THE ONLY
OCCUPANT IS AN ENFEEBLED OLD MAN.

WHAT GOOD FORTUNE BRINGS

YOU HERE, FRIEND 2 | AM HALJ,
THE HERMIT, AND FOR DAYS HAVE
BEEN GRIPPED BY FEVER AND
UNABLE YO DO A
ANYTHING FOR
MYSELF

™ DID | HEAR HIS FRIENDLY NEIGH

| WILL TELL YOU WHAT HERBS TO
COLLECT AND HOW TO PREPARE THEM :
FOR ME. BUT FIRST TELL ME, HOW FARES

MY HORSE? 1| HAVE MISSED MIM.

| A MOMENT AGO ?

OFFERS TO HELP THE OLD MAN.

20/1/40

sued on

neXt pogel



Please hand your TRIUMPHi to

a friend when you have read it. m

e

F:;

: -. 4

“

WHILST DENE 1S MAKING HALJ COMFORTABLE. HE EXPLAINS
TO THE OLD MAN HOW THE HORSE CAME TO THEIR RESCUE
AND ABOUT THE DISAPPEARANCE OF THE. TROOPERS.

A~

IT MUST BE THAT MY FAITHFUL ‘MARSH-HORSE, KNOWING
-THAT | WAS IN A SERIOUS. PLIGHT, SEY OFF . TO GET AID HE
FOR ME. HE KNOWS THAT THE TROOPERS ARE '

NOT OUR FRIENDS.

| HAVE LIVED FOR MANY YEARS IN THIS SPOT. THE TRAPS

[THE MARSH-HORSE , WHEN IT WAS A FOAL, FROM THE JAWS
OF A CROCODILE . FROM THAT MOMENT AT HAS BEEN MY
DEVOTED FRIEND, AND KNOWS THE MARSH-LAND AS WELL

AND PITFALLS 1 CONSTRUCTED FOR/MY SAFETY. 1 GAVED ¢

THE HERMIT DESCRIBES CERTAIN PLANTS AND HERBS WHICH
| HE WILL REQUIRE FOR HIS CURE, AND ROLF, WHO HAS BEEN:
HELPED BY DRUGS FROM THE HERMITS MEDICINE CHEST. v
W e N SETS OUT TO COLLECT THEM.

TN e

UNSEEN BY ROLF, A DEADLY KING SNAKE GLIDES INTO

= gt 4
MEANWHILE, BACK IN THE CABIN DENE.RELATES HIS -
ADVENTURES TO THE HERMIT, TELLING HOW IN THE BEGGARS'
STRONGHOLD IN THE REBEL CITY YHEY ARE COLLECTING
THE MATERIALS FOR HIS GREAT INVENTION,

e _

e

ROLF RETURNS WITH HIS BASKET OF HERBS

= *Ee 3
OUT FLASHES THE ENRAGED
SNAKE. WITH UNERRING ACCURACY IT DARTS AT DENE'S THROAT

WHERE ' UNKNOWN TO HIM THE POISONOUS -
REPTILE 1S LURKING.- - ~- - et

ONE BITE FROM THE POISON FANGS MEANS CERTAIN DEATH ~—
AND A KING SNAKE NEVER MISSES.(TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK)
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There can be no more pleasant or satisfactory way
of usmlg the long dark evenings than in equipping
yoursell for a better position in life. Whether you

wish to increase your grasp of a specialised subject,
or to improve your generalpknowied e, the course o
study set out in PRACTICAL KNOp\VLEDCE FOR
ALL will be invaluable. The acquisition of the
knowledge contained in these six handsome volumes
is the surest step to advancement in any walk of life.

100,000 SETS ALREADY SOLD

These famous volumes have slready helped many thousands of people
to achieve success. ey can be of equal assistance to you whatever
your occupation, whether you sre old or young, married or single, The
courses of instruction have been specially written and arranged for home
study. and they provide the easiest and most pleasant way of acquiring
the knowledge necessary for success in the world todsy.

REVISED AN
A new Edition is just off the printing preszes, and it has been brought

right up-to-date. Many scctions have been entirely rewritten to
include the most recently discovered facts and accredited ideas,

G

BRacicA | |
| | *NowrEDGH
| ]f _FOR ALL | |}

HAsongp ol

e s

6 VOLUMES

D BROUCHT THOROUGHLY UP-TO-DATE
whilat new maps and the mast recent photographs are given. Every
course has been re-examined by an expert and revision has been
made wherever it could be with advantage to the reader.

PRACTICAL KNOWLEDGE FORALL

Edited by Sir John Hammerton.



brings to your

home the 6 volumes of
PRACTICAL KNOWLEDGE FOR ALL

for 7days §Z:{33 examination

A!l you need to do is forward the coupon below stating which style of binding
prefer. The books will be sent to you CARRIAGE FREE and WITHOUT THE
SLIGHTEST CHARGE OR OBLICATION TO PURCHASE. I[f, after 7 days,
you wish to return them, you may do so, and that will end the matter. Should you
decide to retain the set of books, especially easy terms of payment have been arranged,
and these are clearly stated below. '

Choice of 2 Styles of Binding

STANDARD EDITION DE LUXE EDITION

Bound in a very attractive Bound in Roxburgh style, with

durable Red Rexine over British ?ark Blue }f"b"{ l:szks ﬂtst

i rom specially selected paste

bosrdy, decarsben 1887 mon grain skins, the sides being of

elegant fashion, with real gold fine quality art cloth in a shade
lettering on the spine. to match.

29 DIFFERENT COURSES FOR HOME STUDY

—as set out overleaf, are included in the volumes of PRACTICAL KNOWLEDGE
FOR ALL. Over 2,000 illustrations help to clarify the text and each volume of the
new edition includes two pages of COLOUR PLATES. There is no easier or more
pleasant way of acquiring knowledge than through the practical courses of instruction
contained in these volumes, but only by seeing and handling the books themselves
can you be convinced of the immense variety of subjects and untold help and interest
they will hold for you, Examine them at leisure by your own fireside—see how easy
it 1s to f'oﬂow the lessons, step by step. lmagine how valuable this knowledge will
be to you, in whatever sphere of life your activities may lie! This you can do, without

trouble or risk, by accepting this FREE APPROVAL OFFER to-day.

Yov may wot haus tiis chawei aqain | Aet NOW

EEEEEEL I SN SN S E ST NS IS NI RS ORI E NS

FILL IN AND POST THIS FREE EXAMINATION FORM TO-DAY

To the WAVERLEY BOOK Co., Ltd., 96-97, Farringdon St., LONDON, E.C 4.

SIRS—Please send me, carriage paid, for Seven Daya’ Free Ezamination, one plete set of * PRACTICAL KNOWLEDGE FOR
ALL " (New Edition), in six \oiume!' in the binding indicated below

It is understood that | can examine the work for seven days from its receipt b{ me, and if | then do not wish to keep it 1 may return it
on,the eighth day, and there the matter will end. 1f | decide to keep the work | will send you. on the cighth day, a ficst confirmatory

payment, and ing thirty days th fter | will send you further monthly payments, thus completing the purchase price as under.

(A} The set in rexine binding (standard (B) The set in leather binding (de ]un
‘R h edition), First payment 2/6 eight days edition). First payment 3/- eight da:

Please strike out the after deiwtﬁ,{;nd ::,n lur!‘h::lmu:;lh‘li after de!werfyk and leg fu:ithlr mon y
LI ayments o , making = total in ment: [« wit] t
binding not wanted. £1 7s. 6d. " of 51, making & fotal in all of £1 155, 0d
CASH PRICE Within 8 Days £1 6s. 0d. CASH PRICE Within 8 Days £1 12s. 6d.
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