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A PHONE-CALL—A SHOT—THEN SILENCE.

THE TWO BULLETS

(L

i K. 1 I'm coming !

Joe Bird, the young assistunt of

Dy. Justice, the famous private detee-

tive, laid sside his book as the teleplons vang
shrilly.

He was a cliecry, snnb-nosed  youngster,
with @ grin that didn't often come off. He
grintied as be reached for tho rocciver; and
then his grin faded suddenly.

A man's hoerse voice came ovor the wive:

"Dy, Justice—gmek ! I'mi beitg attacked!
In my fat in Babbington Mansions—Garth
Glosster1 Heln! Hes coming at me| He's

got o pun! Keep back—hack, vou hound!?
[t's  Marsh—Stophen Marshl  He—he—o
Ale1”

Thie’ may’s voice hyoka in a soream, Then

{ Joo Bird's
¢, a creash,

eame o report that almost shatt
cardrums, o ghastly, choking gu
oud the ling went degd.

Joe straightened up, and be wasn't grinning
nny more, As the assistant of a famous detees
tive, be was vsed to receiving shocks,

“Doe!” be ghouted Do !

A doar opened, and into the halll burst o
woh in carpet slippers,

Ordingrily; Dr. Justice was a short, thickly
buils man; with a disarming smile which many
e crook hod discovered too late, masked an
inflexiblo purpese.  But now be was just 2
bunch of steel springs as La lespt to Joe
Bird's side.

“What's' the matter?™ ho snappod.

"It's" murdor, doc! Fellow nawmed Gorth
Glosster; Hves 1 Bubbington Maonsions. A
bloke caled Stephen Marsh shot him while
Lie was phoning you.” Joo ropeated what had
come ovar the wire. “Golly, T vever Leard o
fellow scund &0 scarved i

“Glosster t® he repeated. “Garth Glosster
—vez? You'vo heard of him, Joe. Of course
you have!l He's the fnauciet~—ono of the big
noisea i the City.  But got the car round.
We'll ga o Babbington Mansions at once.”

“Right-ho. doct”

Joo’s: grin had como back as ho darted

way Ho liked nothing better than to be
arounid when Dr. Justice was on & case, nnd
this promised to Lo the veal poods,

He bLrought the cur round from the garags
to the house, and Justico took his plics ut
tlie wheel.

A minute latey they wore {eavelling west
thirough tho blacked-out streots

“Marsh1” = Justice spoke the namo sud-
denly. “I thonghr it sounded famibar, Joe,
go 1 looked it up in the fles whilst you were
fetching the car.  Fiva years ago o clork of
that wvame, cmployed by CGlossier, got 1ten
sears in Bleakmoor for embezzlemont, Ono
of the principall witnesses sgainst him waos
Glosster himself, and Marsh went down, pro-
testing his innocence and vowing revenge.”

Joe ottered a long whistle.

"Three days ago,” added Justice, “Marsh
eseaped from prison.”

Every Tuesday

“And came along to the flat to gob his
roevenge,” breathed Joe
“That's how it looks” nodded the detec-
tive. “ But here we sre Hop out”

Bubbington Mansions was a block of expen-
sive flats. From the janitor Justice learied
that My, Glosster had a suite of rooms on the
second foor.

Boyond that tho janitor was of littlo belp.
He was as deaf as a post, and had heard
no suspicious sound. He had secon nobody
leave the building, and the rooms below those
ccenpiod 'by Glosster wore vacant.

Justice Lortowed o passkey and Joa and
bhe went gp i the lift. The deor: leading
to the inancier's flat was locked, and no reply
come to the detective’s repeated ringing.

“Servants out!™ he snepped; and be god

busy with the pass-key

They c=tcpped into o small lobby, from
which soveral rooms openedd Ono of them
was Glosster’s siudy.

It wis'in a store of disovder, Drosvers ha
boen vansacked and their contents strewn on
the garpet; tho door of o wall safe was open;
the teleplione lay broken on' the floor.

Juztice was beside it in 8 moment, - A guick,
amazed gasp broke from him.  Ha' had
expocted to see Glosster's crumpled body
Iyvine by the des=k,

It ‘was ot there.

But there was blood en the desk; mers of
it on the carpet.

“Have a lock through the other rooms,
Jooi® ;napp}e&_ Justice. “1 don'tl supposo
you'll find: Marsh, but be may have hidden
the body. Oh, and if there's anothar phone,
ring throngh to the Yard and ask Inspector
Wakem:n to come along here

As Joe cbeyed, Justice resumed His seruting
of tho rcom. A sprinkhng of plaster heside
the skirting board drew his attention, Hia
gaze travelled spward. Bome 6Gve feet from
li‘w floor o bullot was embeddod in thoe
jlaster

l'l"r‘-.:k; fitted in with what Joe had beard over
thic i

Justice returned to the desh. A miessage-

ad lay there, and he gavo it 8 cursery glunce.
The top: sheet was blank, except for some
faint impressions of words woitten on &n
carlier page

Tho doctor peered at them

They were
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indecipherable—unti}l he sprinkled them with
some groyish powder and blew away the
surplus’ Then—in part, at least—they wore

leg:b!-:

. ttery, Ponruddock® ho read.

Thoro was nothing more, excopt a fingor-
print in the bottom right-hand corner of the
pasge.

Justice pursed his lips. Penruddock was n
remote village on the Carnish coast,  Could it
have ‘Bny connection with the criine?

He peored at the papor again, The writing
bore. no resemblance to a lotter, sig'ncﬁ
“QGarth Glosster,” which also lay on the desk.

Then Marsh musi have jotted down that
address.  But why? And the Gngor-print

Was that Marsh’s, 100? A comparison with
other finger-prints on some of Glosster's books
soon establisaed that they were Mareh's finger.
prints.

de Dc‘c !:’3

Joc's shout come from an adjoining room.
Hugrying. there, the detective found him
beside au opon window, An electric roreh was
in hiz band, with which he sprayed the sill.

“Here's the way he went, doc!” smd Joo
breathlessly  “There's 8 fro-escope loading

down 1o the yard, and— Look! There aro -

the marks of his hands!”

Justice comparad the fnger-prints on tho
grimy sill with those on the page from tho
mestage-pad.  The finger-prints were similar.

“But they were mode when be climbed into
tho fizt, Joc,” bo pointed out. % Look] Here
i5 o finger-print under a spot of blood I?

“Blood, guv'nor?” gasped Joa.

Dr. Justice nedded Lis head.

“Ihd you find Glosster's body ¥ heo asked.

Joo shouk his head.

*“Not a smell of it, doc.”

“1 thought not,” noldded Justice. “Seo
these other marks on the sill. Something was
dragged through the window.”

Joe whistled,

“Gozh! That would bo Glosster's body.
Maursh took it away with him™

Again Justice examined the sill. Thern
wore move fingar-prints on the outside edge of
the sill. He peered at them elosely

“Draw the curtains, Joc!” he snapped. “I
want to have 2 look round the room.”

It' was cvidently Mr Glosster's bed-roam.
A spleéndid eatin  bedspread covered tho
expensively carved bed. On it was an oblong
depréssion, where o small suileaze or perbaps
o box hud vested.

But though Justice searched the room
thoroughly. he found no trace of such a case.

“Mebhe 3Marsh took it—to carry sway the
boodle,” suggested Joe

Justice said_ nothing. From the dark
crimson satin of the be&s.pmsd he had pickod
up a eodrse grey hair, some threo inches long.

He examu it thvougk a magnifying-
glass. It scomed to have come fiom a man’s
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beard, but there was a small, hard bleb of
some vellowish substance adliering to its root.

“Gam !? spapped Juostice. ©Now, how did
that get there? And why? We'll come back
to that later, Jos.. And——  Hallo, what's
that?” He peered af the headrail of the bed.
“*What chipped off the corner of that wood

As he as the guestion he caught his
breath sharply Next mowment ha was on his
knees, groping beneath the bed and searching
the carpeted floor. Two minutes later he
stroightencd up

In his fingers was a sccond bullet,

“So the shot von lisard over the phone,
Joe, wasn't the only ong,” he said. “This was
fired from the doorway, judging by liow that
rail is chipped. It looks as if it was aimed at
somobody standing beslde the bed here—per-
haps bending over that nissing case.
And——"

The rest of Justice’s words were lost sz he
sloopnd beside ihe bed. On the thick, pat-
torned ecarpet he raw a tiny spot.  Blood?
And there were two pnra.lﬁ:! tracks iu thn
decp pile, an inch ov so apart, leading to the
door.

Theyr were visible again on the polished
floor of the vestibule Leyond,

“Bontothing in all that,” he muttered, and
turned as footfalls sounded in the hall, “That
will he Inspector Wakeman, Joe”

Il was  The Scotland Yavd inspector was a
tall, epare tan, with darting eyoes ps alert as
i bird’s,

fle listoned to Joo's story. examined the
bloodstains by (ho desk, and dvew himself to
L= feol.

T4 was murder all viglt, and Marsh is our
man, e said. FWe'll check up on those
finger-prints, doctor.  If thex're his, thet's
rood enonpin"

: He turied to the constable who accompanied
(ki

¥ Jofferey,” ha ordered, ''get down that

ﬁ[(‘.‘[‘.?f‘.alil_". and see if you can pick up his

trail.

All the policeman discovered, howover, was
that Glesster’s car was nising from  the
gorare attached to the mansions.

Walenan, meanwhile, learned ihat the
finaneier's two manservants bad been given n
night off by their master.

“It's as clear as day, dostor!” the inspector
said. “Marsh broke into the flat during their
abzence, surit!risetl and murdered Glesster, and
cnrried off his body in the car he ctole from
ilie garage. Well, vou needn't worry any
wore, doctor.” We'll rope him in. Yl ring
vou about those Bngar-?rinle as soon T'vo
checked up with Records.”

That call came when a yawning Jog was
jnsk about to turn into bed.

“No nead to fotch Dr. Justice son,” came
Tnspector Wakeman's voicé over the wire,
“Vou can tell him that those were Marsh's
finpor-prints, &l right..  Oh, yes, and the
stolon car was scen passing through Staines,
So it won't bo Jong before Marsh is back
behind prison bars.” f

Joo carried the messago (o his chief.

“] guessed a3 much,” nodded Justice.
“Well, first thing to-morrow, Dicky, you and
T are travelling swest, toe—io a little place on
the Cornish coast called Penrnddock. And
nnlesz I'm muech mistaken wo'rd going to up-
sot Tuspector Wakeman's theory t™

e—e

THE HOUSE ON THE CLIFFS

T was lute the following evening when,
aftér o fast ran from town, Justice and
Joo drove inte Penraddock village.

It was & huddle of whitewashed cottages
avound o weathered old church, ond over-
looking a small eove where a few Bshing
smacks rode at enchor.

In summer-time ariists and holidaymakers
thronged it; but now, when wild Atlantic
gales lashed the oliffs, it was almost dessrted.

Justice pulled up 2t the inn. Ten minutes
Inter ho was desp in converaation with the
ane-legged, esrainged landlord, who might
have stepped. straight from the pages of a
pirate book.

“QOttery _or Slatterr, maybe,” said Dr
Justice. “I'm looking for somebody with o
name like that.”

2/2:50
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The landlord's carrings rattled 03 he shook
his head.

“There bean’l none o that name in Pen-
ruddock, sir, an', man an’ hoy, I've lived hero
sixty year. 'In be Euvo 'twers ‘a pusson ‘eo
be lookin' fort” he asked. “ It weren't o
place, belikes. Nop the Battery, sirt"

“And what is the Batlery?" .

“A cottage, it be, sir—standin’ 'way up on
Penruddock Head,” was tha landlord’s veply,
“A rave, lonesomo place it be, and ‘twern't
pothing but & rain il & furviner Lought it. a
yenr back.”

“A foreizmer?”

Dr. Justice looked nenplussed, then lhe
realised that in these paris anyvone who came
from oftheér parts of England was a
“ foreigner.”

“A Loudoner, yon mean, perhaps®*® he
engrested.

“Ay! Come from Lamnon, T've heerd say,”
nodded tha innkeeper. — “Name of Smithers,
Oldish gent, w1’ spectacles and a grey heard.™

The detective’s exes gleamed.

A groy Deard?” he repoated. .

“AvI AMany a time Ive seed him sketehing
on the Head. Buot I can't toll "se whetlior he
be at the cottage now, Last week he were up
here, but he weven’t a geni as zpoke much of
Liis business.”

A fresh customey ontered the anm, and the
landlevd hurvied away (o serve L.

“What's the big iden, doc?" asked Joo.

Justiee did not feply for 4 moment. Batiore,
Penruddoel.  Was fliar the addivess Marsh had
seribbled on the pad?  And Smithers—who
was: he? Grey-bearded. And b was a giey
hair Tis had found on Glossier's bheg !

Was there a connectinon samewhere?

“To-night we're having o look &t (he
Battery, Joe,” snid Dy, Justice snddenly.

Ho said no more, and Joe was quile in the
dark when two hours later, they left the inn
and elimbod a llinty track to tho hoadland,
wory, rauch in tho devk, The night was like
;}_:ch:‘ with n shricking wind blowing in from
the =oa.

On the cliff-tops it et hem with the force
of a gale, bul now o walery nwon was vising.

il ==
\ M=,

Ak

The rog hid the body of a middle-aged man, and—— Bump—bump—b

3

By itz light they found a feotpath the inn-
keeper had described, which eventually
bronght them to Uhe Batltery.

A small stone cottnge, it was perched on
the very brink of the cliff. Trom its window
one could almost have tossed a stono into the
wavea thot thindored mmeng the rocks two
lumdred foot below.

“ Golly ! I wonldn't live here for a thouzand
quid 17 exclaimed Joe. “Give me good old
London, even in a black-out. Looks like the
Smithers bird isn't at home, doc—or gone to
bcd?."'nmyim.” he added. Do we knock him
Lip .

From {he shelter of a wall Justice studied
the cottage.

Not & crock of light showed from its shut-
tared windows; tho enly sound was the shrick
of the galc.

“Stay here, Joe,” he snapped, “and keep
your oyes and cars open.”

Like 4 scouting Redskin the deteclive stole
toward the cottago, gained tho door, and for
a hrief instant his forch  winked in the
darkness,

Its light spraxed {lie stone threshold.

There was nothing to tell him whether the
cottage wos ocenpied or not.  IIo knocked
loudly.

Tf nnybody answornd he conld eazily invout
a yarn abont his being lost on tlie eliffs.

No reply eame, however, and he got o
worl on the lock with an ingenicus pick of his
own invention,

The loek wos massive and clumsy, bt afier
nominwie's worl the tumblers elicked baek.

TJustice stepped inio-a dark, damp-smelling
living-room.

Guardodly lie flnslied 1l torch around.
There were dowd ashes in the hearth, an un-
disturbed laver of dust ou the table, A bhook
lay there, and, takivg it op, hie glanced af the
ly-leaf.

Written Charles
Briithers

Justica laicd it down with a grunt.. Then he
padded vound the ropm. Hhere was plenty to
interest liim, ‘but nothing fo snggest that Mr
Swmithers was bnythiag buy 8 very imediocre
nxkist,

there  was the same

Dr. Justiee

ump !
turned at the sound. 1t had eome from the steps by whieh he had descended from the coftage.
A ery and a thud followed ; then sllence.



4

Two or three unfinished canvasses lay
arcund, and in the bed-room beyoud was a
paint-daubed smock. A framed certificate on
the wall told that Charles Smithers had passed
wilth credit through a well-known art schook

Justice stroked his jaw reflectively. Smithers
appeared bevond suspicion, and yet—
uddenly he stiffened. A hollow, beoming
sound had come to his ears—from below where
he stood, it seemed. .

Stooping, he gut his ear to the stone-fluagzed
floor © He could hear nothing. He crawled a
f“d and listened again. The boominzg was

ouder. -A pard on, it was inaudible.

Only gbove one of the huge stone slabs form-
ing the floor could lie hear it at all. 5

He seanned the slab closely.

Tt-was no different from its neighbours and
fittad cios_el'i. exceph at one spot, whiere thero
was a slot through which the _!arfle of & scraw-
driver counld have been thrust. 4

A tiny sliver of stone had flaked off the
~adjacent slab. | :

ustice whistled softly. Next moment he
had whipped out-a penknife.
rting the blade in the slot, he pressed
slizhtly—and the slab moved :

| Silently it swung up on a concealed pivot,
o cleverly counterpoised that no other effort
was needed on the tec’s part. ) :

A dark shaft was revealed, with an iron
ladder clamped to the wall. From the depths
rose the sound of booming waves.

Justice swung himself on to the ladder.

Meanwhile; 1n the windswept darkness out-
side, Joe was growing weary of his vigil.

*Bust if I can zee what the Doe expscts to
find ‘up here,” he muttered. “Where does
this bloke Sinithers come in, anyhow? And—
gollyl What's that?”

" A sound had broken into his thoughts.
H i§hgr né) the cliff ran a stony track, and he
had heard the grind of ‘n car in gear.

‘He Keard it again—and then no more.

¥ Must have stopped,” be muttered, ““Some-
Yedy coming here. I'd better give the Doo the
low-down.” 3 x

He ran quickly to the cottage, and burst in,
switching on his torch.

& Dw ¥ ry

There was no answer, and the living-room
was empty, as was the bed-room beyond.

*Crumbs ! The doc's done o disappeazing
act1” be groaned. “ What—0"
- The door latch rattled. Joe whirled round.
His torch showed the door opeumﬁ. A man
uppeared on the threshold—an elderly man,
with tinted speclacles and grey beard.

For' a monient he scemed utterly taken
aback; then bis hand dropped to his pocket,
and’ with & quick exclamation, he whipped out
3

gun.

“*Stand where you are!” he snapped.

Joe drew a deep bresth. From the inn-
keeper's description he recognised = Mr.
Smithers, and the very fact that Mr. Smithers
carried o gun suggested to Joe that he was

& crook.
He snapped out the torch and ﬂundg himself
sideways. And then things happened. A rug
tripped him up, and ke fell headlong, hitting
the floor with & jarring crash.

Smithers wes on him in a fash—with an
agility amazing in so old a man. And his
strength was amazing, t00. :

Half-stunned, Joe found himself pirned to
the foor. 'Steugelo as he might, he conld not
break free. Smithoys' one band fastened on
his throat, tightening unmercifully. His
other groped over the Hoor to his left,

“There came a click which Joe, with his
sentes fast leaving him, heard dimly.

Phe sceret trapdoor had opened.

With a fierce’ ‘langh, Smithers thmst Joo
through it.  Joe's clutching hands caught
something, clungz for an instant, and slipped
—and he went down—down !

MR. SMITHERS' SECRET

RCH in hand, Dr. Justice descended the
worn stone steps. He was decp belt
the Battery now—in the heart of Pen-
ruddock Head—and the boom of the sea grew
londer with every step-he took.
Suddenly a massive <aor of iron-studded
oalc blocked his path. 1t was fast, and thei'o

DY¥JUSTICE

was no sign of & lock, A blur of finger-prints
around two of the rusted studs gave Justice the
answer (o the riddle of how'to open ik
As he prossed on them together, there was a
]cll‘mk. and tho door swung baok on well-ciled
1ges,
Hardened as he was to surprizes, Justice
conld scarcely suppress an exclamation.
He was locking into a cave—but smch o

cave | IExpensive mE’?_.'stEc\ve;i_ the foor, and
{apestried hangings hid the rocky walls. The

furn}tum would not have disgraced a luxury
10tal,

I'rom she roof hung a chandelier of glitter-

ing glass, that glowed with rosy light as
Justice touched a switch beside the door.
“Me. Sputhers' secret ! ha muttered.
He padded acress the foor. In the opFuslt_a
walll was another door, and as he pulled it
open a crash oi water that almost deafened
him, came from beyond the door.

Beyond that door was biack, tumultuous
darkness. A pencil of light Hicked out from
Justice’s torch and circled like a beam of &
miniature searchhght.

It snowed faammﬁ swirling water, flling
a vast cavern. Steps led down to it from where
he stood, and tied to the foot of them was a
sleek, zrey-painted motor-boat.

Ifor a long minute Justice stood staring at it
That the cavern had an outlet to the soa was
obvious—that Mr. Smithers bad been in the
habit of leaving the cottage that way was
equally obvious. .

But, why? :

Justice drew back into tha cave. For the
next few minutes he was occupied in subjecting:
it to a thorough scrutiny. His discoveries
were many and curious, :

_One .was a very modern safe, hardly dis-
tinguishable from the rocky wall into which
it was builtl 3

Another was & rug-covered heap in a corner.
He turned back its edge, and a gasp broke
from him,

’.glm rug hid the body of a middle-aged man,
and—

Bump, bump, bump |

Justice turned at the sound. It had come
from the stepa by which lie had descended
from the cottage. A cry and o thud followed;
then silence. :

In a flash Justice was ot the door, had
wrenched it open, and was mounting the steps
three at a tme.

Where they took a sharp turn, his torch
revealed a huddled smnething Iying in an
angle of the wall

1e bent over if. :

“Joel? ke jerked, and made o swilt ex-
amination. “No bones broken, as far as I can
tell,” he muttered. * But—7

_Gathering the'boy up in his arms, he carried
him down to the cave and laid him on a
couch. Two minutes later, under his expert
ministrations, Jos opened his eyes.

“Doe,” he whispered, Imﬁng up and
around. “Golly ! here are we? —

Jae straggled to sit up, giving Justice no time
to answer. “He—he's herel” y

“Who 1
_ “The bloke with whiskers! Smithers! Came
in & car while you were in the cotiage.
And— Listen't”

Joe grabbed the doctor’s arm. The sound
of scraping footfalls—prowing nearer and
louder—came to their ears :

“He's coming now ! whispered Joe. “ He's
got a guni” T .

“Sonthers I* Justice jerked himeclf erect,
drawing Joe to his feet. ““Get behind that
curtain and stay there! Jump to it!?

Groggy =s he was, Joe moved ‘quickly.
Then, m a couple of leaping strides, Justice
was at the door, flatiened Lo the wall beside
it. His fingors touched the switch, plunging
the cavern mto darkness. %

A tense minute dragged oy The scraping
footialls halted outside the door, whith at
lenzth began to open slowly

The white heam of a torch flickered over
{he carpot-hung walls, and 'a dark figure
shuffled with halting, uncertain steps into the

cave. ek
Than—elick 1' Light floodad’ {lie- cavern as
Justice flicked the switch dr::-wn 3

The_intruder was the gaunt and bearded

man_Joe had seen in the cotlage,
“Don't tarn round! Drop your gun!®
Orisp and eommanding the detective's voice
rang out. The man's weapon thudded to tho
carpet, ¥
“Who are you?" he whispered hoarsely.
“Dr, Justice! And the game’s up, Smithers
—almozt I” snapped Justiée, stepping forward

as_he spoke,

Twisting his fingers into the grey beard, he
tugged, and it ¢ame away In his hand.
Angther quick spatch removed the tinted
glagses, revealing the hard features of 8
middle-aged man.

“J thouglit so !’ Dr. Justica cried. “Quite
a clever stunt! T'm arresting you for the
murder ef—" ;

He broke off as the unmasked crook made a
sudden dive at him, trying to smafch the
revolver, - k

But Dr. Justice was not to be caught nap-
ping. His fist swung up, and caught the
crook on the point the jaw, and He went
down in an unconscious heap.

- . . - - .

[ ELY,," said Joe; & minute or two later,

when Dr. Justice clapped hand-
cuffs on his priconer, “that’ll put an escaped
convict back into prison to await o (rial for
murder.”

Dy. Justice shooic his head. -

“An escaped convich,” Joe?  No. That
fellow was never in prison in his life, though
he richly deserved it.”

Joe's ayes widened,

“But he—he’s Stephen Marsh, isn’t he??

Justice shook his head

“No. Marsh i3 over there.” He nodded
towards the rug-covered heap in the corner.
“Dead—murdered ! This fellow was his mur-
derer. Ar. Smithers—alias Garth Glosster!

“Listen, and I'll €oll you what happened
Iast night. Marsh, having escaped from
Blenkmooy, broke into the Hat, in search of
evidence to establish the fact that Glosster
had framed him five years sgo. He didn't

d it, but, secing the cass on the bed, he
learned of  Glosster’s masquerade as Mr.
Smithers,

“Glossier, you'll have guessed, was a crook.
For fyears he had been fleecing the public;
but for months he had lived a double lifn =0
that any day he could disappear. By spending
an occasional week-end here, he had created
a character in the old Mr. Smitliers, inlo
whose shoes e conld step st the right moment.
Nobody would have gumessed that the old
artist was the shsconding finoncier.

“But Marsh must have opened the suitcaso
on the bed, which contained Glosster’s dl.%uis'a
as Smithers, and that was why hs died.
Glosster returned, surprised, and shot him in
the bed-room. Then, to enable himseli to
disappear, he set the stage to look as if he
himsalf had been the murdered man, and cameo
here, with the body of Bis victim, intending,
no doubt, to dis of it later out af sea,”

“Cool” Jos ﬁ:_ou.t a long whistle. “And
yon saw through his little game! But how?”

“Well, ihero were two shots fired.” smiled
Justice, “And there were marks on the
carpet, to show that a body had been d»
from the bed-room to the study, where it Had
been dumped acress the desk. d then
didn’t it strike you as strange that, when
Glosster phoned, you beard no single protess
from Marsh? Why didn’t you hear anything?
Beeause af that time he was dead,

“Finally, there were the finger-prints on
the window:-sill. —Thase on itz inside edge
were Marsh's, made as he broke into the flat;
the others, made by the seraan who: left the
flat, were Glosster’s. And 1 faney we'll find
3»11; Jurther evidends we need in that sale,

oe

And Justice was right

Well, chums, that was Dr. Justice, that was !
How did you like him 2 There’ll bo many more
stories about him if yon would like them ! Let
me know. In the meéantime, next Tue In the
TRIUMPRH, Chou-Kung, the Chinsse detestive and
Dick Danvers, his newsboy assistant, will réippear
in a thriller entified : *“ Who killed Constable
Jones ¢ ** Order your copy te-day.
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VIVID WAR ADVENTURES WHEN THE “ BAD LADS” MEET “PHANTOM GIANTS OF THE AIR"

THE PHANTOM KILLERS

ECQOND LIEUTENANT FRED FENTON
—a nowcomer to Mad Carew's famous
Squadron No, 333 of the British R.IF.C.—
entered the “Glory Hole,” as the Bad Lads’
mess hut had 'been aptly chvistened, looking

as though he had scen a ghost
“Have—have you fellows heard what hap-

. pened over at Squadron Ne. 148 drome last

night ¥ he eried hoarsely

A sudden hush gripped the CGlory Hole.
Jeker Jimmy Jameson, the %‘mmg battle ace
captain  commanding O [Flight, abruptly
ceased playing the old and bettered piano,
“The four young war-hawks clustered at his
back, who had been getting ready to bawl
out Jokor's latest parody ou a popular song
of the moment, spun suddenly, with faces
inomentarily tonse.

Six more, erowded arouund o table playing
g noisy game of rummy, looked quick!‘y .

“Bhove a sock in it, Fenton 1" eried
Wilson

“Last night " said Mike Cotton, wilth a
Inugh which did ot ring quile as genuinely
is he had intended, * Lol me see—was there
i night last night ™

“ Liston, [Fenton, me ol’ brown son 1’ Jokey
Jameson cried. ““That subject is taboo in
jiecre ! That’s one of the thiugs that just isn't
talked about; so, for the time being, forget
il. Qneen Aune's deed and so’s last night,

‘“And so ave those poor devils over at.the
One-Four-Bight—" the new youhz pilot
began, when z genéral uprosc from all the
Bad Lads completely diowned Lis voice.

“Shurrup !”

Iyed Fenton staved sullenly avound the mess
liyt—and now the dark rings surrounding his
oves stood out even more conspicuously from
liis hagzard face than before.

“Why not talk of these things?” he cried
alinost liystevically. “They happened, didn't
they—last night—and the night beforc—and
the night before that? Are yon all  too
scarcd to tallkk about what's happening around
you

“Perhaps that’s the veason.” Joker said
auietly; “or perhiaps we just want to remain
cheerful when there's nothing to be gained
Ly becoming wet blankets  Let's have a song,
Lilokoes. ou can join in too. if you like,
Fred Fenton 1"

Turning back to thoe piano, Joker's nimble
fingers sped agilely over tho ivories; and
then, throwing back his head. he started sing-
ing 4 eong, which the Pad Lads, grinning
broadly, scon joined in:

“ Let's have w jolly pood ery—I1—I,
Let's have a jolly pood enivel.
Sob and sigh and pipe your eye,
Some—h'oo—day we've all got to die,
Lei's be melancholy: toars in every eye,
Boo-hoo-hioo till you're all wet thre',
Lot's have a jolly good cry.”

Biting his lips liard, Tred Tenton glared
round at the young war-hawks, most of whom,
with handkerchiefs held to eyes, were pro-
tending to cry their hearts oul

2/2.40

Baby *-

Yred Fenton swung angrily npon them,

“D'yer think I'm a kid#” he snavled.

“A moment ago you were behaving like
one—and not a wvery likeaple one,” Joker re-
torted promptly.

The new pilot deopped his eves, but the
next moment he faced Joker Jameson again
with two red hectic spots blazing upon hiz
cheeks. :

“Vou're not human—thiz war has killed
overything that's decent in all of youl!” he
cried ehrilly. How can yon behave so
callously after what happened last night to
Squadron - No. 1487 Either you're all too
scared to show it, or your hearts bave bzen
drained of all human pity. TFor three nights
now this—this borror has been rife—striking
death broadeast among us—wiping out whole
squadrons—killing men while they sleep ! And
vou—you laugh about it—and sing—and ma
fun of everything—"

Joker with a swift sign beckoned the rest
of tha Bad Lads to remain silent. There was
genwine pity for this nerve-racked youngster
1n his eyes.

I'ved Feuton's voice had risen almost to o
shriek

“What do yon want us to de, Fenton—sit
around holding cach cther’s hands?” Joker
said gruffly. “D’youn think it wounld do any
good if we all went into mourning and triec
to seo who conld whine the loudest? It's all
part of ithe game, and——"

“Camc? Ha, hal That’s good! Game!”
Fred Fenton shouted. *1 supposo it's part of
this game that we're all standing by now,
swaiting for orders to' go up as soon as it's
dark? Hosv T bate the thovght of night!
To-pight it may be our torn to meet the
phantoms. Have you limuﬁht of that? Our
turn must come; it may he to-night. By
dawn te-morrow there may not be a single
one of us left ”

“Perbaps we've all thonght about that,
Fonton,” Joker Jameson said quietly. “Per-
haps we've realised that we can’t alter things
by thinking abont it—and =0 we prefer to sing
and joke and laugh. There’s nothing heroic
about that, or cellons, cither; it’s just plain,
common horse-sense! Jf we're all dead by
this time to-morrow—well, that's because we
won't have been able lo do anything to save
ourselves, And as wo're not dead yet—well,
where's the sense in sitting round mopin’, and
dreading something that hasn't hoppened—
and perhaps never will?” :

Joker's hand dropped suddenly upon the
new pilot’s hand.

His voice was husky when he spoke sgain,
and several of the Dad Lads, who knew their
Joker, and believed him to be incapabls of
anything approaching  sentiment, stared
quickly at him,

“ Boliove me, old chap, we're not callous—
we've seen too much o} this war to ever be
that,” he said auictly. “Wo've lost good
pals, and we welcome new pals, and the whole
thing just goes on and on and on. You've
got to laugh at thiz game; otherwise, you'll
go crackers. And when you start laughing
at it, then you bezin (o find out (hat there
is plents of real good fun to be got. Whether
it's a long life or a short one, i's & man'z

Most airmen, whatever their nation-
ulily, are sporismen, and they play the
galllﬁ"‘—‘"

“Do yon call what happened Iast night to

game.

Squadron No. 148 playing the game?” Fred
I'enton asked quickly.

“We don’t know yer that Drome No. 148
was artacked from the air—" Joker begun,
and then his words ended abruptly, as tho
mess door operied and Sandy MacTavish, the
chief engincer, entored, carrying a large bals
of what appeared to be jet-black Hying
overalls.

“What have we ot here Sandy ¥’ Mike
Cotton cried. “JIs the major starting up o
niggor minstrel troupe? Sax, blokes, the
major would make a good Mr. Interiocketer,
wouldn’t he— O-oh, I'm sorry, sir! I—I
didn’t see yon thero!”

The Bad Lads, checking bock o roar of
laughter, sprang smartly to atiention.

ike Cotton, putting his foot into it as
usual, hadn’t seen Mad Carew's dapper little
fignre ?artly hidden behind the brawny Scok.

“If I thought, Lioutenamt Cotton, that I
could black-ont your voice as well as your
face, I'd start that nigger minstrel troupe to-
moriow 1” the dynamie littie air ace barked.
“1 want to sce evervone in the operations-
room at once. Get dressod anto those dark
overalis, all of you, with the éxcoption of—"
Iis eves swept swiftly ovor the young pilots'
tonsely ecager fnces in o penclrating glance
that missed nothing. “With the exception of
Capiein Jameson, who will remain on the
ground as my orderly officor; and Second
Lieutenant Fenton, who will repoit sick o
the sgnadron medical officor

I'red’ Fenton starvted violentlp.

“B-but, why me, sir?"” he stammered.
TI'm all right, sir.”

“You will learn to obey orders without
question I’ Mad Carow barked fiercely, the
words rattling from his lips like machine-gun
bullets. “You nead twenty-fonr hours’ sleep,
nn_r.l vou may tell the M.O that I say that
hio's to see that you get it. It's nothing to bo
ashamed of, my lads you baven't yet gob
acclimatised to this life.”

“I'm s-sorry, sirl!” the young pilot moaned
miserably. “I don’t think I have; and I do
want to give satisfaction——>

“If T didn’t think you were going to do
that,” Mad Carew barked, “you'd find vour-
self being packed off to the infantry instead
of baing sent off to roport sick ! Your Hight-
commander, Captain Jameson, has roeported
that you are shaping very promisingly.”

“0-oh, thank you, sir!” Fred Tenton
gasped, shooting g sudden glance of mingled
surprise and gratitude in Joker's dircction.

In the operations-room, Mad Carew, as
usual. cama straight to his point wilhout
praamble.

The Bad Linds, looking sirange in their jot-
biack overall: listened to their firc-cating
little major's words, with the eager light of
battle blazing from thoir eyes

“You will wear dark face-masks under
your goggles!” Mad Carew rapped. “I have
issued anstriictions for your plancs to be
painted black At supset plus bwenty minutes
—that is, in ten minutes' tima—you will take
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off, each flight spreading itself over the aveas
that_you sce marked upon this chart.”
With the point of his cane Mad Carew
indieated a large-scale map of the district,
“1 have arranged that this squadron shall
be the only one in the air to-night® Mad
Carew continued. “In consequence, you are
to open hre agsinst and aftack sny plane of
any description—or anything alse—that you
may encounter in the ajr. Is that clear,
gentlemen? You must steel yourselves against
being surprised, and the moment that you
encounter anything yon must open fire at ib
with your guns. Is that understood? Any
questions 1
Something quite foreign to the Bad Lads
momentdrily swept through the teuse atmo-
sphere of the operations-room. =
“Yes, major,” Baby Wilson said, striving
to kesp his voice steady. “Can you mive us
any idea of the type of—er— something’ that

we're likely to meet, so that we can prepars
varselyes for the right attack tacties? I mean,

if it’s Gothas that have been raiding the
dromes the last three nights, then low flying
is hest, so that wo can attack from below.

“T mn afraid I can give you no information
on the subject, Lieutenant Wilson,” Mad
Carew answered dryly. “You are geing up
te-night to aftempt to Lind out what new form
of menace the enemy are lsunching against
u3.  When you have found your enemy, the
you must degide -swifily the best method of
0%

“N-p-not much_good using bullels: against
i-f-f-f-phantom plaus!” stuttered “Rabbit”?
Timson, 'the superstitious membeor of C Flight,
hghtl}’ clutching the rabbit-foot in his pocket
swhich he would never think of flying without.
i “Thers s no auestion of Fban_tom planes,”
Mad Carew barked savagely, “so get that
idea out of your head! The enemy have
inyented soma means of crossing the lines in
planes that cannou be heard by our listeni
apparatus. Their planes, too, must be so well
cormouflaged that they bLecoms practically
invisible on these dark nights.”

Rahbit Timson made o wry grimace.

“And that isn't all about them,” he mut-
tered, in an inward whisper which he would
not havo let Mad Carew hear for the world.
“They dive on their objective with engines
that no one has ever hieard, drop bomba that
make no noise when they explode, and then
clear off again without being seen by anyone,
lasving nothing but dead men d them.
If it's not phantom killers that we're going
up siter to-night, thon what the blue, purple,
and scarlet thunder is it3™ y

And that was the problem which Mad
Carew wonld have Eivcn o lot to have been
able to solve, and which he was determined to
solve thai night, or dis in the attempt.

MASS MURDER—BY WHOM ?

HE flying ficld of Squadion No. 3335
ve=echoed to the soulstirring roar from
nearly two. dozen hip. engines being

given full throtile by tense-jawed young war
rawks prior to taking off. RN

A yocket soared up towards the piteh-black,
moonless sky from a corner of the tormac,
where Mad Carew had just received a report
from Tubby Hart, officor commanding night
eperstions, that all were ready.

It was the signal for the take-off, i

Ona after another, the black-painted Bristal
Fighters—with their fame-spluttering exhausts
giving them an eerie, ghost-like appearance—
rearved thunderously acress the fiying field, to
climb’ steeply into the air, whera they were
almost instantly swallowed wp in the inky
dorkness. | : .

Mad Carew sighed heavily as he watched
the last plane take off, whilst he wondered
desp down in his heart how many of those

brave young war hawks—climbing so fear-

lessly up into fhe sky to face uncomplainingly
whatever perils might await them there—
would be alive when the long night was ended.
But Mad Carew, as vsusl, had saved for
himself the mist perilous job.
S Anyway, whilat they're up there,” ha mut-
tered gruffly, “they can’t experience’ what
happened to Squadron No. 148 (last night.
Whatever this new Hun' frightfulness” is,

MAD CAREW

they'll at loast be able to put up a fight for
et Tives,”

At that moment Joker Jameson emerged
from out of the davkness, astrids of a

powerful motor-bike helonging o the
squadron’s trauspost lines. 3
Carew climbed at once into the

sidecar. ;

“Make strpight for No 63 American
Pursuit Squadron Jrome #t Purvaine{” la
rapped. “When vowre two miles from it
extingnish all lights. Stop a quarter of a
mile from the drome; we'll have moro
chance of approaching it unseen on foot.
You've gob a gun, of course?”

“Wes, major,” Joker answered cagerly.
“And it's loaded.”

“Good! Then get: going I
lJo!'ccr Jumeson thrilled as he let in the
cluteh.

Adventura was tho spice of lifo to the jape
specialist of (he Bad Lads, and he knew that
Mad Carew had honoured hin by selecting
him for a job that was likely to end in fire-
works before the night was through.

The young battle ace was Burning  with
curiosity as he opened wide his throttle, and
they flashed along the straight Flanders road
ab o speed which made the tall trees bordering
the road take on the aoppearance of an
unbroken fence.

But he knew better than to attompt to qnes-
tion the dynamie lttle frebrand seated
silently in tho sidecar at his side,

Joker Jameson thought of what had lizp-
pened last night to Bguadron No. 148 and
of the rumours of the ghestly things that had
been found at No. 58 French Escadrille the
E;efmus night, and his heart quickened its

at.

Suddenly hoe stooped forward and nipped
the rubber fubing from the acetylene-gas
generator to his headlight and tail-lamp, For
several minutes the motor-bike and sidecar
raced onward through pitch darkness at &
recklezs pace.

Joker seemed able to find his way through

the blackness as if he possessed the eyes of
o catb,

Suddenly he throttled down and brought the
ontfit to a standstill beneath a_dark hedge.

“The Vankep drome is just down this lane;
major,” ke said, instinetively dropping his
voice {o o whisper. : =

_They strode, side by side, down the lane in
silence. : :
pair of wide-open gates loomed up ahead.
Mad Carew’s war-bitten face clouded with a
puzzled frown as no low challenge Irom the
sentry on duty came from out of the night.

“Purple thunder,” he gasped suddenly, “ the
fellow’s asleep, or——" _

The words froze upon his lips. The sentry
was leaning in a nonchalant attitude against
one of the gateposts, with the bayeneted rifle
propped against his body |

Joker stretched forward a hand to grasp
the Ameriear sontry by the lapel of his over-
coat and shale him info wakefnlness.

Jokaor was tcuﬁh, but the next moment he
snatched his hand baclk with a startled gasp.

His fingers were web with a warm, clammy
liguid.

load ! .

The  American -seniry’s. body lurched
awkwardly, and then ¢lid slowly to the ground,
and s it fell & white face stared up into
Joker's, looking at him with two glassy, sight-
less eyes. : ; )

“Dead, major!® Joker 2 hoarsely.
“Stabbed to death, and recently, fool His
bleod is still warm——*? ;

The words froze upon Joker’s lips as Mad
Carew gave vent to a warning hiss

Wide-cyed, the two Britishers starved gcross
the dark flying feld—dark only for a few
seconds; mnd then bathed in a dancing aura
of brilliant light. : !

A huge hangar had burst, with a rearing
hiss, info a gigantic column of fire.

Instinctively Mad Carew and Joker jerked

their eyes skyward—but there was nothing:

to be secn bevond the
the

but a blue void
rapidly spreading yellow glow from
dancing flames.

“But, major, we heard nothing!” Joker

gasped in an swed whisper. “No plenes—
no dropping bombs—no explosion I
“We heard nothi:g becauds thers was
golhmg to hedr | Mad Carew hissad fievccly.
so hangars have been set on fire from
the ground| The fiends have struck earlier
to-night; we're foo late to save the Ameri-
cans, bui we
of [g.!ze raiders from getting awsy. Como
on
Creeping from shadew to shadow, Mad
Carew led ilhe way in threugh the gateway
and towprds the ominously silent officers:

quarters. |

With cach .et«;p, the cover offered by the
darkness was diminishing—as fresh ste-

rious fives burst into being among the colls:
sible hangars and repair aiops. - W
ad Carew with bated

Joker follawed
reath.

_ Still moye bangars burst into fire; fames
spreading in @ gigantic erescent in front of
them; fresh confagrations broke with every
passing second—and' no sign of life any-
where | Y

Where were the Amesican pilots, observers,
and mechanics who should belonz to this
blazing drome? Were they all like the sentry
at_the gate—dead?

If =0, then who bad struck them down?
Who—or what?

Raiders?  What raiders could there be?
There had been no sttack from the air, that
was obvious—and this 3
miles behind the British front line,

No raiding party of ordimary fesh-and-
blood could =urely be responsible for these

all-devouring Hames, :

Tho Imowledge that darkness had fallen
only o brief hoar ago added to the sense
of unreality which tormented Joker's whole
being as ho followed cautionsly in Alad
carew’s wale. .

Now they wers approaching the American
squadron’s miess hut. i

But if the pilots and observers belonging o
No. 8 Pursuit Squadron were still in tho
land of the living, then surely they wonld
have been sbroad, fighting the flames that
were ravenously devouring their hangars and
the giang bombers which wore heused inside

th%n.
oW every canvas ha in th ving
field was 2 glaz}r.ug hmﬁr’?u 0 ke’ Ayie

_Through a sweeping curtain of rose-
tinged smoke, Joker could see giant bombing

planes, enveloped in' roaring Names, insid
the blood-red skeleton stmcmfa of the dbﬁes
hangars

Suddeniy the young pilot’s hand closed in
a \';-c:‘:-hke grasp upon Mad Carew’s srm.

“ Look—look, major (" he gasped hoarscly.
“What—what are ilhey'?” . .

Mad Carvew's eyes jerked round—to follow
the divection of Joker's tensely quivering,
pointing finger. Joker was pointing straizht
at the nearest hangar—but all t Mad
Carew could see was leaping flames and
collapsing canvas walls. ;

“What did yor see?” he asked tensely.

“I—=I'm not sure, maljoxhthey've gone
now 1” Joker ‘gasped. “1 thouzht I saw
figiires—black figures, with weird, terrible
heads, like devilmen from another planet!

can ost swear that I saw them, major!”

Mad Carew looked hard at the young pilot.
It was nof, like Joker to get hystarim.lp and
start imagining that be could see spooks—he
was far teo level-headed for that!

This young war-bawk was one of the finest
fellows in the world to have at one's side in
o rough house.

Mad Carew stared again towards the
blazing hangars, but his eves encountered no
sign, either of the drome’s legitimate owners
or of the strange apparitions that Joker had
claimed to have seen.

“There’s probably someone there, Jame-
son, but not spooks,” he hissed “The fiends
who have set fire to the place must still be
about—those = flames - cast  strange-shaped
shadows,  Keep your gun ready for quick

Joker tightened his fist around the bntt of
his Service revolver and nodded hLis head
grimly.
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may be in time to stop o few,

digme was over thirty”
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Now ther were crouched benpsil the wall
of the Americans’ mess hub,  BMad - Carew
yaised lis lead cautiously above the level
of the window-sill.

His younz companion saw tha famous ace
start violenily and then his war-toughened
face bocame as fixed &s o marble mask; it
was the face of a man who had gazed upon
something which, for the moment, had tarned
his blood as if to ice in his veins

Wonderingly, Joker began raising his head
towards the window, What was in the room
beyond which had caused Mad Carew’s face
{o grow frigid with horror?

Suddenly his breath caught in his throat in
o gasp of greater horror than he had ever
known before.

His tongue instinetively circled his bone-dry
lips; his eyes, held by the ghastiy spectacle,
felt ps thowgh they were being drawn by
suction from out of their sookels.

“Mercy slive!” he gasped in @ voiceless
wlisper. :

The lights of the long hut had been extin-
cuished, but the flickering, eorie glow from
the blazing hangars illuminated its interior
all too vividly.

Down the centre of the room there was a
long table set for a meal and groaning with
moodly viands

And down cach side of Lhat table sat men
clad in the American Air Force uniform—as
motionless as waxworks.

Half-empried plates were in front of them;
nothing had been disturbed.

They were sitting there as if they had
Leen tumed to stone, with their faces pailid
and lifeless, and their glassy eyes staring
rigidly, sightlessly, straight in front of them.

And Joker, with hia heart thudding madly
against his ribs, knew that ho was staring ab
dead men! X

Men who had becn struck lifeless in e pass.
ing second, whilst seatedd at their cvening
meal, without even knowing that the shadow
of the grave had been at thoir clbowel

“Poor devile—gassed [

Joker started violently as Mad Carew's
whispered voice at his side broke the spell of
hortor that had dredged his limbs of all
power of movement.

“San Jameson, this pane has been cut out,
probably with a dismond,” Mad Carew con-
vined, “and it has been carefully senled again.
The hut was filled with some deadly instanta-
neons gas—probably an invisible gas without
cither colour or smell.”

And then o shout that became almeost a
voiceless scream, vibrant with abjeet terror,
rang from Joker’s lips.

“Look out! Look out, Major!
for your lifel” 1

Too late Mad Corew heerd the faint
whisper of padded feet at bis back.

He wheeled vound like gressed lighining—
1o cateh a momentary glimpse of a black,
sinuous ehape, surmounted by a hideous head,
with lerge, round eves and o featurcless face.
And then something heavy, wiclded by his
ropulsive assailant, crashod down with mur-
derous foree on to the side of his face.

A myriad lights blazed befors his eoyes
and seemned to explode in a blinding flash of
burning five that originated from the very
centre of his brain.

Blacknoss closed  upon him, and Mad
Carew slumped forward to the ground in &
limp and unconscious heap. ;

At the same instant half a dozen black. evil-
Jooking figures stalked stealthily around the
corner of the mess-hut at Joker's back

Then hateful black hands crept like evil
serpents over his shoulders as steel talons
closed in o murderous strangleliold around Lis
ihroat.

Ono. smothered, choked cry rang from
Joker's lips ere those cruel fingers robbed his
voice of breath and his frenzied struggles
began to grow feebler and foebler. ;

Madly Joker clawed at the oruel fingors

Down—

clamped around his windpipe—but to no

avail.

With his lupgs feeling that they must
hurst, and with the blood beating & thun-
derous tattoo in the veins of his temples, the
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voung pilet foll life and colisciousncss being
sapped from out of his boing,

ATTACKED BY FRIENDS

BRITISH Brittol Vighter was droning
its way through the inky blackuess of
the moonless night sky with tensely
alert fingers sensitively bandling its controls.

Those fingers belonged to Aike Cotton,
socond-incommand of € Flight—so aptly
nicknamed “Unlucky Mike,” because every-
thing that ho turned his hands to usually
went wrong, end generally throungh no fault
of his own.

Mike's whole being was on thie alerts his
thumbs were never far from the spade-
triggers of his twin Vickers; his heart was
beating & mad tattoo against his ribs.

It was lonely up there all by himself in that
Bristol Fighter, and Mike Cotton, for the first
time in his life, was nearly suffering with an
attack of wind-up—nearly, but not quite.

“Shucks! 1i a bloke only knew what he
was up against!” Le muttored fiereely. “If o
hloke could only find something to let fly »
little load af, then it wouldn’t bo so bad.
What does the major cxpect us to encounter
%I? here? Where's ho taken Joker off to?

ho are we supposed to be sarapping—
Germans or spooks?” .

His eyes swept soarchingly through the
darkness, searching for—what?

Mike was wondering about (hat as his
Bristol Fighter bored its way throngh the
black tunnel of the night, T, feot above
solid ground, with nothing but blackuess and
space surrounding him

It was as if he was in 2 world all to him-
self, and yet a world that might become
peopled at any moment with—agnin, what?

A dog-ficht with the odds piled heavily

st him was nothing new to Unlucky
iko; in fact, he vevelled in such odds-against
seraps, and it was usually the Germans who,
in this case, were “unlucky,” for havicz hit up
against such a demon, dauntless sky batiler

as Mike Cotton had proved himsclf fo-be more
than a hundred times.

But this was different.

This was the sort of thing that sepped away

““ Look out, major!
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a follow’s puls and backbono, and feft him
fooling as spineless as n jeliyfish.

What was thera for himn lo usoe hiz Vickers
guns on?

Where would this end uwp? . Whon dawn
came, wonld bhe be alive or dead? And if
dead, what manner of thing would have strick
that fatal death-blow?

No one—at least, no one on this side of the
RBritish lines—knew the apswer to  that
question.

That morning, soon after Lreakfast, slagget»
ing, almost unbelievable, news had reached to
the Bad Lads. During tho night Squadron
No. 148 had boen completely wiped out.

Their hangars had been destroved by fire.
Living accommodation, slooping-huts, work-
shops had all gono up in flame and smoke,
and there had not been o single survivor lefn
to tell the iale of how sueh a thing had
happened. : !

Most of the officers and men had been
massacred in  their sleep. Their charred
skeletons had been found the next morning
umong the smonldering emhiers of theiv camp-
beds and sleeping-huts, suggesting that death
hiad overtaken them in thoir sleep.

None of the lifeloss men lind scemed to make
o single bid to escape from their blazing huts,

Sentries and others who had been upon niglt
duties had been found siabbed to death, some
with wounds that suggested trench-kuives, and
othors with more ghastly gashes, which pointed
1o the more inhuman saw-bayonets sometimes
used by German soldiers.

The previous night the same thing had bap.
pened to & French Espadrille twenty miles
down south.

It wes rumoured that a similar torrible
massacre had taken place on the night befors
that, oven farther sonth.

And wot on overy mght the listening posis
all along the lines had vowed that no encmy

lanos had penetrated behind the British linss,
recause otherwise the drone of their engines
would have been picked up by theiv delieate
mnstruments.

Theso unexplainable night raids were bagin-
ning to affect the morala of every squadron on
the Wostern Iront. Everywhere the samp,
question was being asked :

L}

Down for your life 1  Too late, Mad Carew heard the faint whisper

of padded feet at his back. He wheeled round like greased lightning—to cafch a momentary
glimpse of a black, sinuous shape su:{'m?xmtted hfy a hideous head with large, round eyes and
a featursless face.
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Whose turn would be next? Who, to-night,
would the phantom raiders strike down with
their ewift and silent death?

Mike wriggled his shoulders uncomfortably,
conscious that, despite the hiting chill in the
air, thero were beads of sweat rolling down his
spine.

And then for a split-second he literslly froze
i his cockpit,

\What was that massive black shape looming
up out'of the darkness alicad of him, blocking
up-the whole night sky as if it wis the very
Si:adaw of Denth itzelf that was riding down
to crvelop him?

A fraction of a second lnter Mike had
zalvanised into lightning action aghin,

To climb would be to_hend straight into
that black, awiul shape. Hurling his jeystick
forward, Mike jerked his throttle open to its
widlest, and thrust down the Bristol's nose in
the; stavk of a screaming power-dive.

The huge black shadew was right on top of
him, stretehing far to left and right, seemingly
filling the whole of the night sky. _

Mike was no coward. Fear, until this
mmenient, he had never known. ‘But now there
was real fear in his: heart—that, terror of tha
unkaown which oan turn even the staunchest of
hearts as if to water. ;

Convinesd that his last moment had come,
he instinctively threw up his bent arm to pro-
toot his face. .

Above the howling screnm of his cogine ho
heard a sound like fhe Deating of a nillion
mighty wings, or like the rushing of air raging
thiough an invisible eanyon in the sky.

The uext moment, with the hateful chape
naw right abéve him, Mike Cotton found his
Bristol being tossed about the sky like a tiny
!eﬁﬁmughh in the vortex of a tropical wind
sk s ek i 4 3

Believing that he must erash, Mike, battersd
from side to side of his cockpit, succeeded in
switehing off his petrol.

‘Fariously he féug‘ht his ‘controls, and by
shecr <kill ‘snceeeded at Inst in suatching the
rebel planc over on'{o an evén keéel

Now & great calm seemed to have settled
over the ske. The black shadow had passed
by, heading towards the lines, as if disdeining

to waste its time upon such an insignifreantly -

puny prey as the Brisiol Fighter.

Mike, staring after if, ecaught a brief
glimpse, cre the darkness swallowed it up, of
gizantic wings and 'a long, fapering body, like
tha body of an enormous dragon-fiy.

If was a plane, but one of nightmarich pro-
sovtions. It was many times bigger than the
argest bombing plane that the ajr force of
any of the belligercnt countries had ever built.

It was so huge that Mike Cotion had the
cerie *feeling that. he must be watching it
through goggles that had suddenly become
powerial megnifying-glasges. ;

*“Jt can’t be reall No one has ever ‘in-
vented an engine poweriul enocugh to hizt such
o monster off the ground!” AMike Cotfon
gasped fiercely.

Than he realised that there was soniething
that he was intuitively missing.

It was sound ! Since lie had switched off his
own engine ho had heard practically nothing
excepiing that wneanny noise liko the beating
of milliens of inyisible wings.

A plans that size would have to have half
n dozen huge engines combining together in

.o thunderous chorus of power, and this sky
wonster had p him by in silencol :

“A phantom plane, indeed |” Mike zasped
hoarsely. “1t's a ghost of the sky1” ;

But there was no longer tertor in Aike
Cotion's dauniless young heart. With fingers
tenss but' resolute he switched on his petrol
again, and holding the Bristol's nose down
into a steop dive to enable his 250 h.p. engine
to_pick wp ifs revs with the least possible
delay, he skilfully nursed open the throttle,
taking great caye not 'to give the epoling
motor oo rich a mixture. ? i

“I'm going to see how that monster. likes
Vickers Tead 1 ho mmtteved grimly. “The
major's orders were that we were to attack
n:;y'thmi( and everything thai we encountered,
and so here gocs=—ihat's if T can overtake it,

L TRIUMPH
and find it szain in this confounded dark-
niess | ]

LOWLY Mad Carew came back to life
again, to experience a familiar sensation
that, with a sledgehamnier seemingly at work
inside his brain, he could not at firat aceur-
ately interpret.

_He tried to move, only to find that he was
sitting upright in & confined space, with his
arms tightly roped behind his back.

_As he moved he felt himself lurching to the
vight, and this supplied the clue that enabled
lum to solve what that familiar sensation
meant. $ X

He was seated inside o climbing plane.

He listened intently, and a puezzled frown
mrru]gg.tcd. his aching browa The vibrations
told him that he was aboard a plane of un-
usnally large dimensions, and he was listening
for the musicel throbbing vosr of its engines.

But the only sound that renched to his ears
was a faint whistle of propeller blades churn-
ulg the air.

Slawly Mad Carew forced open his aching
eyes. A myridd of bewildered thoughts
tumbed through his brain like a froupe of
erazy acrobats.

It was as though he liad just awakened—not
to real life—but into the middle of some ‘crazy

“and hideous nightmare,

He was sented in a monster -eabin,
illnminated by & faint biluich light—ivhich
gave him the momentarily illusion of being a
passenger inside a crowded miniature Fube-

train.

The cerie light rovealed . his fellow-
pgmcé:gern like shadowy beings from another
WO :

With the cxcéption of Joker Jameson, who
was a bound prisencr in tha next seat to him,

Jirs fellow-travellers upon this amazing, almost

incredible air voyage were all dressed in jot-
bluck skin-tights' with weird, closefitting
masks completely covering their, heads. d
- Several of these uncanny apparitions were
staring. steaight at him throngh large, round-
pehbled gi'zg'gle}a—a.ad the bluish light which
filled the long cabin came from tiny biwe bulbs
fitted above the eye-pieces of their close-
fitling masks.

Ho ‘unearthly and weird did these Dblack-
encased figures look that Mad Carew nught
have been tempted to believe that he had been
coptured by invaders: from another planei—
had it not been for the modern rifles fitted
with saw-bayonets, some of which bore
onminous rsset-hrown stains, which these men
were nursing between their knees,

The incredible truth dawned slowly upon
Mad Carew’s dazed brain.

Thess wore the raiders who had sot fire to

-the Allied dromes; amd had massacred the

entire personmel of the British, French, and
American Squadrons to whom they had
belonged.

He was in a eabin, built inside the fuselage
of a monstor plane; & maechine of far greater
dimensions than Mad Carew had aver seen
before, or had ever imagined in his wildest
dreams concernmg the development of aere-
planes as a fighting force, : -

The Germans had built & gigantic troop-
carrying acroplane eapable of conveying
infantrymen raiders fur bebind the British
lines. The mystery was solved—snd the
troth. was almost as stagpering as ithe
mystery itself had bean.

The enemy hud consiructed ‘an teroplane of
such immenso size and engina-power that they
werg able to land armed troops behind the
British lines, carry out a lightning raid, and
then convey the troops back to Germany
ggain—leaving behind them the impression
that the raiders had béen epirited away into
smpty ain

Mad Carew was able to count fully twenty-
five of the armed, jet-black raiders sitting
tightly packed along the walls of. the Jong;

lu]:u:'m:gi cabin. Dimly in the nose of the
giant gf\lle he could’ ses its pilot, in an
enclosed glass cockpit, seated behind a large

joystick, with o steering-wheel superimposed
upon it—looking, in the esrie blue light, like
o faiurist’s impression of the days yat to come.

“Major, what's it all mean? What's hap-
pened o us?? s

It was Joker Jameson’s: streined, purzled
voice. darising from out of the bluish gloom ab

side.

“It means, Joker, that we'ra hu‘mg taken
alive back to Germany in a plane thet's abous
five times bigger than anything with wings
that's ever been used m the war before I Mad
Carew answered erimly. “Welve solved the
mystery of those ransacked dromes!”

* But, nailor'—tha engines I’ Joker gasped.
“They're silent!?

“Which explains why they've never been
%mked up by our l:sr.emnan. paratus,” Mad
cavew replied grimly, “ Perhaps, when we
reach journey’s end, somewhere in Germany,
we may get a chanee to discover how those
engines are being muflled. Purple thunder,
though—maybe. we won't reach Germany!
Look—look, it's ope of the Bad Lads!”

Those last words hissed from Mad Carew’s
lips in a tense whisper., His erfﬂ were ghied
to the stout glasa window in the wall of ths

cockpit at his side. = -
A black shape, which was swiftly
materialising into a ‘steeply zoomin risto

Fighter, wus coming up out of the night
beneath the monstar plane’s tail—liké a pes':y
sparrow dating to atlack a mighty eagle.

With thinning lips, Joker Jameson realised
that it wos one of bis own pals—bent upon
obeying Mad Carew's orders to destroy any-
thing and m'm'ythinkg that might be encoun-
tored 1n the night sky.

They were about to be attacked b
the dountless pilots of ‘the famous Squadron
No. 335—with its tense young war-hawk
erouching over his eontrols, little dreaming
that if he destroved this monster raider hoe
would destroy with it his own fiery but beloved
commander, Mad Carew, and Joker Jameson,
the popular skipper of € Flight.

Suddenly, splutiering red fire stabbed the
darkness from the tre of the Brislols
whirling propeller. X

British lead hammered like' a devil's taltoo

ono of

against the giant plane’s side, punching
ja holes in its cabin #oor: ;
*Good shooting, Jad!” Mad Carew muf-

tered thickly. “Let 'em have it, boy! Bring
the ;[::a'rishe: downl?, :

Jolter’s vyes flashed with a Jight of fire. He,
too, was inwardly hoping that the guns of
this dauntless Iiitle attacker might bring this
monstrons raider crash
night sky. .

Their own death would spell a glarious
victory for the famous Squadron No. 333,

A FLAMING COFFIN

HE savage hammer-thud of Vickers lead
through the gisnt troop-carrier’s meial
sides was the frst intimation that the

Germans received that o small British plane
was daring to challenge their monster raider’s
supremacy of the skies =

Farther -doWwn the long cabin five of the
black-clad raiders lurched forward, one after
the other, like tumbling Aunt Sallys in o
fairground  sideshow—riddled by  Britizh
bullets thet were creeping with the relantless-
ness' of an unforgiving fate along the long
cabin towards the piloi's enclosed pit.

Instinctively Mad Carew and Joker hunched
their shoulders and, watching those hammer-
ing bullets crecping closér towards them,
waited with tensed nerves to feel the sledge-
hammer thud of British lead striking home
into their own bodies.

It was a strange experience—waiting help-
lessly aboard an onem% machine for death to
be dealt out io them by bullets fired from a
British plave, : .

But, even had it been possible, neither Mad
Carew nor Joker would have made their

resence known to the dauntless pilot of the
%rit.ish plane, and by so doing, check his
heroic attempt to shoot down the monster
enamy plane. s

The thundering British  bullets punched
jagged holes thmug!: the floor at the two
Britishers’ fect. One deadly leaden pill
snatched like invisible fingers at the cloth of
Mad Carew's flying-suit within a few inches of
his heart 2= it whistled beneath his armpit,
en roule far the ¢abin roof.

Another grazed the sole of Joker's boot—
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and then the deadly stream passed on towards
the giant plave's pilot.

But in the mock of time, the German pilot
banked the monster plane sharply over.

The Bristol zoomed up past the cabin
window so close to it that Mad Carew and
Joker were easily able to discern the outline
of its pilot’s begogzled bead. But the black
faco-mask prevented them from recogaising
which one of the Bad Lads it was.

Joker’s oyes narrowed as he watched the
Bristol Fighter winging steoply round in a
tight immelmann turn.

Who was the masked Bad Lad who was now
mancecvring his machine to again attack the
monster German plane? “Baby ¥ Wilson?
Tony Bevin? Mike Cotton?

It would be just the sort of eruel trick that
Fate woula pluy npon Unlucky Mike—to turn
the sweotness of a magnificent victory bitter
by the knowledge that in ehooting down the
iant raider he had killed two of his closest
riends | 5

“When the swinehund aftacks sgain, he
dies ¥

The words came in o gruff, guttural snarl
from a masted fizure in 8 jet-black German
officer’s uniform, who was seated at o sccond
control column beside the pilot's enclosed
cockpit, :

He was undoubtedly the officer-in-charge
of the raiders—and as he snarled these savage
words his hand dropped to the handle of 2
small lever at lhis side. = 5

Mad Carew _and Joker watched him with
fascinated eoyes. With horror dawning 1in
theiv hearts thoy saw the Bristol Fighter
climbing again to resume its attack beneath
the monster plane’s tuil. ;

Suddenly its twin-Vickers became red-lipped,
and two deedly streams of bullels again beat
g devil’s tattoo upon the fying monster's side.

Rat-tat-tac-tat-rat-tat !

Something resembling & stifled cheer
escaped Joker's lips. .
“gtmho}-. whoever' you arel” lie gesped

exoitedly. ' She wou't survive much of this 5
- Those murderous streams of bullets were
stitching a line of ominous black holes along
the wall of the giant plane, straight towards
;_ts {;ig.umic petrol tanks above the pilof's
sead, :
‘Much more of this and the giant raider
would scon be careering eartinward, enveloped
in o sheet of flames, carrying all on board her
to their death. i 2
And then the German officer, with 4 snar] of
yage, jerled over the small Tever. 3
Botli Mad Carew and Joker, had been
instinctively stroggling with their bonds in a
vain atfempt to reach him and prevent him
from manipulating that fateful lever
Thoy stopped dead, with fzces tense, as the
Jever suapped over, and they twrned appre-
hensively o stare through the cabin window.
A gasp of abject horror hissed from Joker’s
lips; & prickly scnsation attacked his skin as
though it were being sconrged by a million

needle-poinis. il !
“Purple thundert” jerked Mad Carew in
“The inhuman

a horrorcharged whisper.
devils!” i

From a wide bareel, shaped like a torpedo-
tibe, immediately beneath the monster plane’s
outspread tail, a number of long steel amows
had been cjected, in such a manver that they
swiftly spread in all directions, in the pathway
of the attacking Bristol Iighter.

And from the tail of cach of the innumerable
arrows futtered o streamer of blazing cloth.
Evidently these cloth-trailers had been soaked
in petrol, and some forin of mechanical con-
trivance had ignited them as they had been
discharged by explosives from the torpedo-
tube,

For a moment the night sky in the _%iant
planc’s wake was illuminated in a brilliant
vellow ball of light. :

.Spellbound with horror, the two capfive
Pritishers watched the Bristol Fighter zoom
straight into that murderous hail of Saming
grrows. Tight-lipped, they watched a dozen
prrows pierce its wings, snd become firmly
fixed there with their burning €ails whipping
the air, and the loking fames rapidly spread-
ing to the doped fabric.

ther arrows rained dowa upon the cockpit
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and fuseloge: within a matter of a few
poignant seconds the whole plane became
enveloped in roaring flames.

Its masked young pilot stiffiened in his cock-

it; and his arms rose in the air as he tried
or & moment to boat back the snaking
tongues of fire around his cockpit.

One of the blazing sarrows pievced his
shoulder, and he slumped back in the cockpit
of the doomed planc.

The next moment, with its wings, fusclage,
and tail rapidly being transformed into a_glow-
ing, blood-red skeleton, the Bristel Tighter
lurched over like o wounded bird, and then
plunged earthward, streaking the sky in its
wake with a long pennant of fire and smoke,

The last that the two horrified Britishers
saw of their doomed pal was a huddled Bgure,
crumpled up in_its cockpit, viridly illumin-
ated by the hissing flames of his blazing
coffin.

And then the hapless pilot was swallowed up
by tho ernel flames as the burning Bristol

Mad Carew turned just in time t
door like aperture in the fioor of the cabin,
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This is only an experimenial raachine ; soon we
shall bo building more by mass production.”

He lapsed into silence for s moment whiist
lic cast his birdy eves proundly down the length
of the long cabin.

“Tieb me deseribo this magnificent maching
fo vou, my swine guest,” he continued. “In
the first place the whole of this plane—which
incidentally ia of my own design, and will
eventually become known as the Schaffen
troop-carrier—is built of a new metal. cilled
Dunckonite, which is a combination of steel
and =luminium, and is as strong as the former
and as light as tho latter,

“This enables four ordinary engines, made
of the same material, to be suflicient to supply
all the necessary motive power,” Von Schalfen
continued  “'This machine carrics no less than
twenty-fiva passengers. Perhaps the most
interesting and nscful of all my inventions are
the exhaust mufllers—whick have taken e
over thres'vears'to bring to their present state
of efficiency. With their aid we are able to
iy on a dark night et o normal altitude over

parachute-fixed to the underside fuselage.

Fighter lanced downward through the dark-
ness like & blazing toreh flung from a giant's
ruthiess hand.

On (o their horrificd ears pang a brutal
laugh.

The German officer had risen to liiz feet and
was lurching down the parrow cabiu towards
them.

*Well, Mad Carcw, how o you like seeing
one of vour young fledglings go down in
flames?” he sneered. *And {haf is the fate
which awaits any verdamnter hunds of the
Allies who are foolish enough io attack us"

Mad Carew’s lips curled with savage anger.

“That's what you hope, eh?” he eried
fiercely. “*But this giart plane isn't immune
to British bullets I”

The German officer laughed harshly,

“You under-estimate my inveniion, Herr
Carew,” he lecred. “Oh, yah, I, Baron von
Schaffen, invented this monster of the sky

your lines without fcar of being cither seen ov
hieard.”

Mad Carew, despite his attempfs to keep his
feelings under control, eaught his breath in
his throat.

“1 see that you realise the possibilities, Iferr
Major,”” Von Schaffen sneered. “So far we
have confined outr setivities to landing cloze
to soma Allied acredrome, and then launching
an uncxpected attack upon it, wiping out its
entire personnel with the aid of daggers,
bayonets, and poison gas, and then scitin
fire o its hangers,

“These are in the nature of exporimental
raids. Ultimately whole flights of these miant
planes will be constructed, and that will enable
us to land hnge partics of figliting troops far
behind your lines, and launch a surprise attack
upon any ohjective that we may considor to be
worthy of our atienfion For example, cne
thouzand armed raiders could be easily landed
close to your GLH.Q., end before an alarm
could be Taised yvour genoral-in-chief could be
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either assassinated or captured. A few raids
lixe that, eh, mein lerr, and the war would
soon be won for Germany, I think.” E

Mad Carew’s blood seemed to turp as if to
ice in his veins, Each word sliced into his
brain like a sword-stab.

Perha.ra it was the voice of a madman that
he was listening to—but it was also the voice
of cold, mereiless, ‘and unrelentless death.

Barqn von Schaffen had already proved with
what ghastly results this new and terrible
weapen could be used—supposing they did
wanufacture these planes on a gigantic scale !

The blood throbbed sgainst Mad Carew’s
temples. I on‘H' he: could do something!
-Perﬁa‘ s if he could destroy this monster plane
with Von Schaffen on board, then the Germans

would never be able to baild their monstrous:

fleet of gigantic troop-carriers.

But how could he get free and tum the
tables on the ruthless Bavon von! Schaffen?
How? How? How?

AT THE POINT OF A PISTOL

HE monster plane slid silently down to a
smooth landing, and Mad Carew and
Joker were released from their bonds

and marched, with the needle-sharp ;;;mts-of
trench-knives sticking into their backs, from
tha cabin, by the black-clad raiders, ;

Still- Mad” Carew was turning over in his
mind o number of wild plans Tor making a
sudden dash for liberty in the hope of being
able to sst fire to the monster plane, and then
snatehing up & gun from somewhere and put-
ting a bullet through the fiendishly ingenious
brain of Baron von Schaffen.

“ But as Mad Carew stepped out from a door
in the giant plane’s wall, and descended a
short: flight of portsble wooden steps, a great
sound of rushing air reached to his ears.

He would gamn nothing bﬂ destraymg this
monster plane | It was not the only onel

There waa another giant plane swishing
down like a gigantic vulture from out of the
night sky. Y

ozens npon dozens of oil-pot flares illumin-

ated the flying ficld with therr fickering glow.

By their light Mad Carew caught his first
glimpse of the homes that had been built for
these monsters—gigantic hangars os large as
Zoppolin sheds.

And then his breath caught in his throat,
Upon the wide streteh of tarmae in front of
these sheds there wers two more monster
planes.  They were so gigantic in proportion
that a number of Fokker D.VIIYs standing
uear by looked like child’s toys in comparison,
and the mechanics swarming over them were
dwarfed into looking like  nudget ants
clambering about the wings of some gigantic
prehistorie bird.

Then there were four of these planes—aerial
rransports years aliend of everything else in
design ! J :

All four had evidently just returned from
the night raid upon the British back-areas.
Each plane bad carried at least twenty-five
rifle-and-knife-armed raiders

Little wonder then that four complete Allied
syuadrons had been massacred during the
past four nights i

Bavon von Sehaffen paused with a mocking

Inngh at the two Britishers' side,
. “You sce my other little toys, hein?” he
sneered. “Yes, there are four of them in
all! And so you see, mein herr, even if one
of my monster planes was destroved, and I
with it, our Air Force could still copy the
remainder, and produce the Van Schalfen Air
Armads in my memory. You will now be
allowed o resi—and sleep if you wish—for a
few hours. I shall not require you again uniil
un hour befare dawn.”

Mad Carew and Joker were cost inlo a
small pillbox-shaped’ prison possessing walls
and doors of reinforced coucrete, and one
siiall, heavily barred window. ;

Joker was about to make & despairing
remark to Mad Carew when suddenly le
siopped dead, listening intently.

’I'!m muzical purr of an nrprmching aoro-
cugine had come down clearly on to the two
prisoncrs’ oars, -

“Listen, major!” he whispered hoarsely.

MAD CAREW

“That's a Bristol Fighter, or Pm a Dutch-
man 1
“Tt eertainly is, Jameson,”
answered cnﬁ:er!y. “One at least of the Bad
Lads has followed the giant raiders home.”
The Germans had evidently heard it, too,
for through the little window, Mad Carew
saw shadowy figures racing about the drome,
rapidly extingmiching the oil-pot flares. Z
apid orders were barked in guttural
German; but now the drone of the British
plane had vanished.
“Either he's landed at the otlier end of tho
field with a dead engine,” Mad Carew hissed,

“or eclse he's turned and headed back for

home.”

His words were interrupted by the sudden
savage rattle of a machine-gun, and then the
deep-throated roar of an engine. The next
moment a terrific crash and a staccato ex-
plosion rent the air. ;

Through the window of their small prison
Mad Carew and Joker had scen a DBristol
Fighter race at almost ground level across
the fiying field and then ecrash into a corner
of a to\\:erm%- chateau. Now the wreckage
was blazing furionsly, and from out of the
roaring flames there momentarily protruded
o erumpled wing bearing a red-white-and-blue
vinged symbol upon its seorched and blacken-
ing canvas,

“Number two, Joker!” Mad Carew mut-
tered sadly. “This is a bad night for
Squadron No. 33317 :

=

. . i -

EVERAL hours later the two prisoners
from the window of their tiny cell
watched German soldiers dressed in  black
skin-tights and hideous face-masks, and
armed with rifles and knives, file aboard three
of the ‘monster planes, to be a short while
later carried away up into the dark night

¥.

“They're going out on another raid.
major,” Joker gasped. “Two in one night.”

The rattle of keys reached fo their ears.
The door of their prison wads thrown-open
and a party of armed Germans entered.

By the light of hurricane lanterns the two
Britishers' arms were | d to their side,
aboye tlie elbow, leaving their hands free for
limited movement, and then they were
marched to the tarmae, and forced once again
tci cnter the ecabin of the remaining giant

ane,
p'rhis time, when the monster plane rose
smoothly up towards the night sky, there were
1o troops abosrd, only the pilot, o navigator,
two seowling brutal-faced unter-ofliziers—and
the Baron von Schaffen.

No word was spoken to the two prisoners
until long after the pilot had pulled over a
lever to muffle the engines, and the plane had

etrated for several miles into the British
ack-areas. :

“YWe are going down low, swinehund-
major,” Von Schaffen snarled. “Look through
the window—you will recognise the ground
below, I think!®

Masd Carew pecred downward into the inky
darkness.  Grodually the ground took shape
beneath them.

He caught sight of a lake, and then a small
copse, then a cluster of ruined, shell-shatiered
houses that he had scen from the sky many
hundreds of times.
 They were circling at a low altitude over
the countryside in the immediate vicimity of
Squadron No. 333s acrodrome,

Suddenly in an open field, which Mad
Carew recognised as being some two miles
distant from Squadron No. 333's flying Geld,
e espied three mionster black-winged shapes.

They were the Von Schaflen trcop-carriers,
cach of them motionless like gigantic birds
of prey, and each onc disgorging black-robed
raiders armed with rifles and murderous
knives. 2

So a2 raid was being launched against
Squadron Ne. 3331 Well, all that the
assassins would fnd at that flying field were
its mechanies, and Frod Fenton and the M.O.

Every other one of the Bad Lads still left
in the land of the living would be fying

Mad Carew °

about the night sky in accordance with Mad
ew’s orders.

At a sign from Von Schafien, Mad Carew
and Joker were dragged to their feet by the
two burly unter-offiziers, and foreed, at the
point of murderous knives, to walk towards
a small open window in the centre of the
long, dark cabin, 3

The gant plane had cireled and x-vs.s now
climbing gradually. -
Von Schaffen approached them with a

“heavy Luger service revolver in one hand.

Flashing on an electrie torch, he illuminated
a bracket sccmred to the wall, containing a
gery Light pistol and an array of coloured

ares, $ - ] :

With a murderous gling in his oyves he
:n'gst_zt@ the re_\;ln:\'er tung,] the muzzle ﬁ:ﬁ
pointing straight a o contre of i
Carew’s forehcad -

Major Carew, you are about to die—unless
you are preparad to purchase your life at a
certain price,” he said quietly. “We are now
flying immediately above your own flving
field.  Twice {o-night members of your
squadron have been guilly of meddlesome
interference. True that both of those pilots
had paid for their impudence with their lives,
hut, nevertheless they have amnoyed me, and

had docided to wipe out the entire
Qq(t}l#l‘ﬂﬁ.”- : 3

ou mean mass murder, eh, vou £ )
Mad Carew snapped. g ed

YVon Schaffen shrugged his shoulders,

(-;hli it what yvou will—but all iz fair in
war,” ho retoried, “T happen: to knew that
if we raid your flying field now we should find
few, if any, of your pilots at home. They are
circling around, searching the sky vainly for
my planes, which are so well camonflaged that
it is' highly unprobable that any of them will
see us. ere is undoubtedly » certain flarc
signal, known to them .all. which waouild
summon them back bome. If you wish to save
your own hife. and epend the rost of the war
i a German internment cawp, then you will
select the necessary flaves from this collection.
and fire them at once, through this window. 1
ueed scarcely warp you that any attempt al
;;i?‘r;ﬁry would spell certain death for wvour-

Mad Caerew's lips curled with contemnpt.

“And do you tg?nk. you spineless :-sltj, that
I would buy my life at that price?” he cried
e lif

"It 35 vour life; not mine, that is up for
sele,” Von Schalfen said, with a shru Af his
shoulders. “WWhat do ﬁou say, Herr Jameson
—that is the nawme, I think? ~ You, too, would
know tha signal: would you stand there and
watch me blow ent the breins of your snuadron-
commander when a word from you conld save
his life? It will not be nice to remember, for
the rest of youwr days, that the brave Mad
Carew died because of you I

Cold beads of perspiration broke out upen
Joker Jameson's %erows, It was trua :lmzphc
knew the signal that would bring all the Bad
Lads racing back to their home drome.

But must he saerifice the life of the man
who meant more to him perbaps-than any
other man, i1 order to save his own pals from
being massacred?

Perhaps, if he spoke the waords that wonld
save Mad Carew’s life, the Bad Lads would
see the raiders in time to put up a fght
against them, and repel their murderous
asg.u!t. o th N 3

ut even as this thought fashed across hie
mind Joker knew that, ga'f:er what bad hap-
pened at the other four Allied dromes, he
could not run the risk of jeopardising the
lives of all the Bad Lads to save their beloved
squadron-loader—even though he knew that it
would be their wish that he should do so.

H¥You will, of course. remain silent.
Lieutenant -famason I* Mad Carew spoke the
words in & quiet, calm voice.

But the next moment the dynamic little

‘major had difficulty to snpgrgzsa a violent start

of mingled amazement and joy.

The blade of a sharp knife had been pressed
sgainst the ropes behind the centre of his
back, and those ropes were dropping loosely
down his bady, leaving his arms froe!

And then, to his abject amazoment, he felt

(Continued on pape 14)) &
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READ HOW BLACK MASK ROBBED THE MUSEUM WHILE IT WAS SURROUNDED BY POLICE

STEVE'S ALIBI
1 OU can’t do it, Steve! It's erazy!
You'll be caught the moment you
step out of this house. Every police-
tan in town is looking for youl”

The distracted warning brought a reckloss
gleain into the eyes of Steve Bradshaw, the
popular skipper and centre-forward of Milton
Rlot;ers, the [amous First Division football
club.

The warning was uitered by Sam Harris,
the Rovers’ tramer. Sam was the only man
who knew that Steve Bradshaw-—for secret
teasons of his own—had turned cracksman.

“You're crazy!” the trainer repeated.
“I'm telling you, you'll walk slap into the
arms of Inspector Colling, and he'd ask for
nothing better than lo be able to prove that
vowre Black Mask—the crook who's been
insking rings round the police in this town !”

Steve favoured his nervous pal with a dare-
devil grin, and then went calmly on with his
task of laying out the black clothes and hat,
the mask, and the black cotton gloves which
he wore when he adopted his role of Black
Mask, the mystery crackswan.

Steve knew that Inspector Collins strongly
suspected him of being the notorious Black
Mask. But, so far, the inspector had beeu
unable to gain a single atom of evidence ta
prove his suspicions.

Steve had been too cute for him.

In his disguise as Blaclk Mask, Steve bad
boen framed for a murder that he had never
commitied by a gong of crooks who were
out to ruin the Rovers.

If Steve should be caught it would seal his
fate, for he had no preof of hiz innocence

But Steve dido’t mean to be csught,

Sam Hatriz uttered a wail of protest

"“If wyou'd really made up your mind to
burgle the museum to-night, you might at
least have kept quiet mbout it until the job
was done!” he pointed out. “Why did you
have to go and telephone Collins and tell him
what you were going fo do?”

Steve utteted a geninl laugh.

With a reckless impudence that was
characteristic of hiin, he had telephoned {o
Inspector Collins, warning him that, between
ten o'clock and midunight that night, Black
Mask would raid the local museum, and steal
a pair of china dogs from # case of exhibits.

't was a challenge that thé inspector caulil
not afford to igrore. Also. it looked like a
golder opportumity 1o Inyv hands on 13lack
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Mask when he was in the very sct of com:
mitting a_ fresh crime.

It certainly seemed as though, ot last, the
daring cracksman had over-reached himself.

The inspector had placed a pair of detectives
to watch Steve’s house, with orders to shadow
him the moment lie set foot outside the door,

He had also placed a cordon of police
round the museum, and had had the gates
locked and guarded.

As a final precauntion, the inspector himself
was at that very moment inside the museum,
seated in a chair alongside the threatened
exnibits, and vowing that he was not gomg
to take his eyes from them until midnight
was safely past

Ii. seemed as though the football cracksman
had set himself un 1mpossible task.

“Sammy, my lad, I will explain,® Steve
promised lightly. ““Our suspicious friend,
Inspector Collins, -insists that I am Black
Mask, even' though he can't prove it. 8o if
Black Mask robs the museum to-night, and I
can salisfy the inspector that T haven't set
foot oulside the house all the time, he'll have
to apologise to me, won't he?"

The trainer gaped at hin.

“Now I know yow're erazy!™ he declared.
“You can't burgle the museum and stay home
all night af the same time—not unlese you have
figured out a way of being m two places at
onpe 1"

Steve chuckled happily.

" Perhaps I've done just that, Sammy,” he
said lightly.

He seuntered to the window and looked out.

In the street below a man lounged under
the lamplicht. He had been there zll the
GYening. e was one of Inspector Clolling'
wien, and he had orders to watch the house,
and to follow Steve if he made any attempt
to leave the house.

Steve chuckled, and went through to the
bath-room at the back. In the alley behind
the house another detective was pacing rest-
lessly up and down.

As the light went on in the bath-room his
head went up suspiciously, as if he was
afraid that Steve was about o make a bolt
for it by the back way.

Steve stepped back from the window, and
hiz eyes went thoughtfully vound the room.
Ho lifted a bottle frem o shelf, 4nd handed
it to the trainer. :

“8lip that in your pocket.” Steve instructed
2 You’rl be needing it shortly.”

The trainer looked at the bottle in surprise.
“What's in it?" he asked.

“Some of the powder the doctor gave me,
that timo when I couldn’t ﬁEt any sleep after

I broke miy collav-bone in that match with the
United,” Steve reminded hun

The trainer obediently put the bottle in his
pocket. Iull of bewildexment, bhe followed
Steve into the living-room.

Steve glanced at the clock, The time was a
uarter tc nine.  Steve opened the front of
the clock, and pushed the hands on an hour.
Then he went down and opened the strect
door, and walked out to he gato

The watching detective ceved him sus
picionsly.

“Good-evening 1" Steve grected pleasantly.

Mo was answered with o surly growl.

“Wouldi't you prefer to come inside?'
Steve suggested jountily. " Jt’s terribly cold
out. there! Yon must be frozen stiff|”

The detective ‘gave a viclent start.

“1 don't think T know what you're talking
pbout I he mnuttered.

Steve chuckled.

“Inspector. Colling has got a bee in his
bhonnet,” he smiled blandly. “He seems to
imagine that I'm a dangerous crook, anil
he's put you here to keep an eve on me "

The detective’s tone became less sy,

“I'm only obeying orders, Mr. Bradshaw,"”
he contended. “I've been teld—"

“To watch me, and follow if T go out,”
beamed Steve. “I know. why not come
and sit beside my fire? You ean watch much
more comfortably from there

The detective hesitated suspiciously.

“T don't get the idea,” he said cautiously.
“What's your game?”

“T1 be honest with vou,” said Steve with
disarming candour. “Inspector Celline hes
wade up his mind that I'm this crook they
cali Black Mask., If Black Mask pulis off o
erime somewhere to-night, the inspector is
bound to imagine that, in some miraculous
way, I've slipped out of the house while your
bhack was turned. But if we both sit beside
the fire I’'ll have an alibil” .

The imfwstor's watch-dog rubbed his chin
thoughtfnlly.

“There's certainly something in that,”™ he
admitted,

Steve grabbed his arm and hustled him
along, giving him mno further chance to
hesitate or back out of the arrangement.

Steve piloted bim inside. As the pair came
in. Sam Harris’® jaw dropped, and he locked
ready to sink through the flcer with amaze.
ment and horror.
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Sam, hLaving once done a spell in prizon,
Lud o 'deep aud abiding dislile for all police-
men, He couldn’t have been moro lorrified
if Steve had brought o hiealthy python into
the houso.

Steve beawed pleasantly, igooring Sam's
ontraged looke,
“Sammy, we've gob o yisitor,” he an-

notniced.
fer Mr.—cr——'

“Barlow,” supplied the dotective.

The disgusted trainer sioved up  belingd
Sieve and hissed oww of the corner of Lis
miontli :

“Noun lopeless maniac! Aeen't we laving
enough tronble with the cops without you in-
viting ong of the dirty Uligliters nto the
house 1"

“He's my alibi, Sammy." Steve wlispered
back.

Steva drew his chair up Lo the fire on the
opposite side to the detective,

“Do you play chess, Mr. Baclow?” ho asked
pleasanty.

The detective admiited modestly that he
played n moderate gamu:  Steve produced a
board and a box of chessmien, and they began
u game with Sam standing over the board
and watching the game A

After a while the clock, which Steve had
put forward an bour, &{ruck ten.

Baclow looked up in sstonishment. He
stared at the clock, thien pulled out his wateh.
and compared it. Accerding (o his watch it
was only nine,

“Are you sure your clock's right?® he
ked.

“Draw an armehaiy up to the fire

as {
Xt was dead right by the vadio time signal
ab eix o'clock, and it keeps very good (imo,”
Stove assured him innocently.

“By Jove, I had no idea it was so late!
Alust have forgotren to wind my wateh” ex-
claimed Barlow. “I'll L going off duty in
another hour's time.” i
-Ho gave the watch a few turns of dthe
winder, carvefully advanced the hands an hour,
and slipped it back into his pocket.

They sottled down to their chess.

Helf an hour lazer, when the situation on,

tho board was getling complicated and tense,
Steve siddenly looked at the clock again.

“Huli-poast ten, Sam,” be said. “Time for
you to make our coffes.. Bring a cup for Mr.
Parlow, too.” :

Sam gave bim o baffled look, seratched his
head, and backed ot inio tho kitchen, He
could be heard making o clatter with the
crockery, - . i :

Steve jumped to his feet.

“Fxonso me.” e said. = f must go and seo
what ho is doing.”

He went into the kilchen, whero the trainor,
slizhtly dazed like a man who had been hit
behind the ear with a elub, was mechanically
prepacing coffes for the three of themn.

¥ie looked at Steve wild-cred.

Steve tapped his pocket.

“Give me the powder,
quictly, n

“Huk 77 gulped Sam dizzily.

“The sleeping powder,” Steve insisted.

The trainer hauled the bottle from Ids
pocket, Stove took a measured quentity in a
spoon and dumped it info one ef the cups.

“See that Barlow gets that cup,” I’:e in-
steneted,  “For goodness’ sake don’t bungle
‘t-”

Steve went back to the clicss game. A fow
moments later Sam Harris came in with the
coffee and handed it ronad.

Steve and his pal exchavged sly elances os
the detcetive first sipped, then drained, lis

ar

lie  whisperad

clp.

“That's the best coffec I've tasted for a
long time,” he declared.

Steve pushed a pswn up the board.

“Your move, and you're iu check,” he said.

The detective leaned over the board to study
the positions of the pieces, I was a tieklis
situation. The gemo hed resclied a critical
stage, and
be cheekmated and beaten,

He rubbed his chin with his thumb in a
pondering g:stum He tilted his head to
study the hoard from a fresh angle. Fo
reached ont and touched his king, was abonf
fo move it, then thought betler of it

if he made a falee move he would

. He grinned sheepishly as be realised that
Steve had got him into a tight corner.

He combed his hair worriedly with bhis
fingers. He etared unwinkingly at the board
for the best part of a minute. i

Then he smothered a vawn, and rubbed his
oyes.

“I'm beginning to feel sh-shleepy.” lic ad-
mitted in a8 woolly voice.

“The heat of the fire makes anyone slcepy,”
said Stove casually.

Then' he yawned noisily.

Sam yawned, too.

The dotective blinked owlishly. This
yawning was cetching.

He leaned his bead back againet the top
of the chair and yawned so gustily that Steve
and Sam stared at him in fascination, wonder-
ing how his jaws kept together.

detective closed his eyes and smearcd
his hand across them.
_“Sh-funny,” ko mumbled. “Come over
tired all at wunsh, all &’ wn—"

His head flopped on one side, and lie began
to snore,

Steve looked at him for several sceonds in
suspense-filled, breathless silence. Then lio
rose softly to his fect, and struck a mateh just
lﬂn_ fr]ont of the detective’s eyelids. He did not

inch.

_ Steve calmly blew the match out and tossed
it in the fire.

Then he grinned at the trainer.

“He's out like a log,” he declarod  wiih
atisfaction. “I'll havo to write that doctor
o testimonial, He cartainly puts up a nice
line in sleeping powdars.”

He went softly infto his bed-room., When
ho reappeared a fow minutes later he was
dm_ss(xf_ from head fo fool in sombre black,
the outfit he’ wore for his daring exploits as
a cracksman, . 3

He nodded at the snoring detective.

“Keep an cye on him, Sammy,” he advised.

“The dose I gave him should Dhold him quict -

for an hour, at Icest. I ought Lo be back
before then.” oS ;
Sam's eyes mirrored his enxiclty as he
watched his daredevil companion walk
jauntily to the’'door. ?
“But suppose you don't gel back before le
wakes up? What then?” he asked.
; I?{. the doorway Sleve paused and looked
hag!
Beneath the black mask that concealed his
eyes his lips were curved in o less smile.
“In that case yow'd better telephone the
police station,” he suggested lightly, “because
I'll be in gaol!™

———

HOW BLAGK MASK DID IT

TEVE'S black, crouching figure was a
dark, shapeless shadow as he Iurked at

a corner of the square of stecl railings
enclosing the shrublicry that surrounded (lie
museum. 1

The main enirance (o the muscunt was a

hundred yards away and the gates were
locked.
Given time and left to himself Steve would
hove had no (rouble in forcing the locks, but
Insp{,;::tor Collins kad put 2o econstable on
guard.

His only way in was over the railings, each
of_ivbmh ended in a sharp, formidable-looking
spike.

Steve listened tensely. He could hear move-
ments in the derk shrubbery, and knew that
it was being patrolled by the inspector’s men.

Ho waited until the sounds of movement
made by the watchers began to recede to
tnother part of the grounds. Then he set
about lis task of gefting over the first ob-
stacle; the high iron railin

he ugly looking spikes would have daunted
any ordinary burglar, for a single slip while
climbing over might be the cause of n fatal
injury.

But Sieve had come prepared.

From his pocket he tock a number of large
bu;:ci corks. Raising himself on tiptoe, ho
reached upwards and impaled the corks on
top of the spikes.

He grasped two of the railings firmly. With
a lithe leap, he swung himself upwards. With

muscles tensed, he hauled himself higher uniil
his chin was level with the vow of spikes.
_He hunched his shoulders, gave & convul-
sive squirm, and got the e&ge of his elbow
across the protecting corks. ? :

The rest was easier a8 ha got his waist
across the top and swung /his legs over to
drop sifently into the shrubbery, but his hat-
band was damp with sweat by the time that
le was safely inside

He drew his gun and pushed branches aside
with an oufstretched hand as he crept
cautiously through the shrubs. Y

The steps of a patrolling constable crunched
on g narrow path. Steve melted back into
the shadows rs the unsuspecting oconstable
went by.

A few paces farther on tho constable
paused and looked to leit and right semong
the shadows, ¥

Steve moved ount of hiding.

: On _tiptoe,
with cat-like stealth, he spproached the con-

stable from behind nntil he could look over

the man'’s shoulder.

Even then, thanks to the silence of Steve's
approach, the constable did not realise that
he was not alooe.

Steve craned his neck forwnrd. His lips
came close to the constable's ear. Softly and
distinctly he whisperved :

“BDIO lu

With a smothered gasp of elarm the con
stable whirled, clawing for his whistle, to find
limsoli staring streight into the' menncing
muzzle of Steve's gun.

Without hesitation, Steve struck with speed
and accuracy.

“He used the barrel of the gun to swipe
the constable under the chin, Tt was & knock
out blow.

As the constable sagged at the knecs, Steve
hurriedly grabbed him under the armpits and
lowered ham zlowly to thip ground, to prevent
any noise,

Steve ' towed his in 3
of tha shrubbery and went to work swiftly.

AE top speed thie unconscious constable was
siripped of his cape and uniform, and a few
minutes ‘later he 'was helplessly gagged and
bound under the shelter of a bush.

Steve took off his black clothes and donned
the police uniform. He made a bundle of his
discarded clothing and stowed it out of sight
in a fork formed by two leafy branches.

Then he scooped up some dirt and smeared
it over his face. Then he clapped the helmet
on his head and jumped out on to the paib. -

He sprinted towards the main doors of the
museum, with the police whistle between his

1pAa.

’pPheceep! Plheecep |

Stove blew shrill blasts as he raced up the
broad steps of the entrance Hubbub broke
loose as the screeching warning shattered tho
expectant silence.

Ho raced across the vestibule, brushing
aside the queries of an cxcited curator.

& (Ijut.sid», sir!” le rapped. ““Quick as you
ﬂ&n -l,

When he plunged into one of the muscum
galleries he was dabbing nt his dirt-streaked
face with a big handkerchief which obsciured
most of the lower pazt of his fentures that
waould have been visible bencath the helmet.

Ho was entering on the boldest and most
reckless phase of his enterprise. There was
no drumﬂs; bacle. Tf he was recognised if
would be all up with him.

His beart thumped excitedly when he
% ht sight of his old enemy, Inspector

ing,

The inspector was sitting stolidly in a chair
in front of the showease thal;yStGrs had
vowed to rob. His face lost some of its rigid
look as Steve camo Igeltmf in.

“What's going on¥” » pped Collins.

“Black Mask, inspector!” gaggad Steve.
“He's been seen out 1n the grounds!”

The inspector leaped to his feet with a

LOAL.

“The dickens he hesl” he thundered.
“How did he manage to get this far?”

Steve held the hnndkerchief to his face,
debbiog st hismose, -

“Had a bit of 8 scrap with him myzelf,”
he mumbled. “He gob away.”
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The  inspector hssitated, then lunged

towards the door.
“Stay here!” he instructed curtly. “Keep
Don't

your eyo on that pair of china dogs!
move @l I come back(”

He went sprinting cut into the grounds.

Immediately he had gone, Steve went to
work on the showcase with s jemmy and
ripped the top open. It was the work of a
moment to transfer the twe china dogs to his
pocket,

Then he raced through the galleries and
down the steps.

Dim figures moved about in the dark
Torches Hashed. He could hear the log
‘horn tones of Ins[lmctor Collins, urging s
men to hurry and lay the Black Mask by tho
heels.

Steve plunged through the shrubbery.

He unrolled the constable's cape. He put
the whistle to his lips and blew a shrill blsst
Then he yelled:

“There he .goes—over the railings!”

He hurled the cape into the air. It
soared shove the railings, a shapeless, flap-
ping mass against the sky which might easily

- be mistaken in the excitement for a leaping
nan.

The cape vanished, It had lodged in the
overhanging branches of a tree:

Police raced towards the gates.

Collins' voice was blaring: -

“Hurry! Hurry! He's getting away [’

The gates opened with a crash. Cousiables
pounded along the pavement. More whisties
shrilled. Then came the rasping roar of a
police car being revved up. as it shot away
fromn the kerb.

Gradually all the hubbub died away in the
distance. Quictly Steve reirieved his bundle
of black clothes.

BLACK MASK'S REAL ENEMY
TEVE was grinning jauntily as he entered
his house.
“Detective Barlow still slept by the fire.

Sam Harris eyed Steve anxiously.

- “ T was beginning to get scared I Tie gulped.
“Did everything go ofi all right?”

With & quiet smile Stove nm.ﬁ.ied. then went
into his hed-room and changed into his
ordinary clothes.

Then he returned to the living-room.

The clock, which he had put forward an
hour before inviting Barlow inside, was point-
ing ‘to half-past eleven. He put the hands
back to hali-past ten.

Then he hghtly fingered the sleeping detec-
tive's vest: pocket and drew out his watch. He
moved the hands back to the proper time, to
coincide with the altered clock, then tuckdd
the watch back in place,

The detective grunted in bis sleep and
stivred restlessly.

Steve settled in his chair before the chess-
board, and kicked the fre-ivons over with a
loud clatter.

As he stooped lo pick them up, Barlow
voused himself with a start.

“Sorry if I seared you!” grinned Steve.

Barlow gave him a startled look.
grinned m a sickly fashion.

“7 believe 1 almost went to slecp,” he con-
fessed drowsily.

“J believe you almost did,” Steve smiled
back abt him, and glanced up at the clock.
“ Never mind. You'll be off duty in less than
fialf an hour.”

Bang, bang, bang!

Bteve smiled sefﬁy to himself as the crash-
ing of the door-knocker cchoed through the
house.

That,
Collins:

He was right. A few moments later the
inspector came charging into the room. He
glared fusiously at Barlow.

*What the dickens are you doing in here?”
hie demanded thickly

The detective locked huffed.

“Mr. Bredshaw invited me,” he explained.
“1 aceepted the invitation because my orders
were to keop watch on Mr. Bradshaw, and 1
thowght that he couldn’t pull any funny stuff
if I was in the room with him all the: time.”

“Fla! So it was Bradshaw's idea, was it 17
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snorted the inspector suspiciously. “How long
have you heen here?™

“ About three-quarters of an hour,” said the
dotective, with a glance at the clock.

“Three— What time did Bradshaw go
out? And how long was he gone?” snarled
the inspector.

“He didn't go out,” said the:detective con-
fidently.

“Didn't go out?” yelled Collins.
must have done. 2

“But he
He—-"

“ Quietly, inspector—quietly i purred Steve.
“Would you mind telling us just what it is
that's worrying you "

‘Black Mask robbed the Milon Museum
less than half an hour ago !” snarled Collins
savagely. “He stole n pair of china dogs
that onee belonged to your father, Bradshaw.™

“ And you've been insisting all along that 1
was Black Mask!" said Steve sadly. “Tch,
teh, inspector! T think you owe me an
apology.™

i

From his pocket Black Mask took a number of large bung corks. Raising himself on tip-

13

He gazed round the room with angry,
glittering eyes. :

This was the ganﬁ'a hideaut.

Threo men in shirtsleoves were playing
cards over by the window :

A sleck. wosp-waisted youth was sitting on
o rumpled bed, carefully oiling a revolver.

The Boss glared at his nien. :

“From now on the gloves are off ' ho
snapped.  “The time's come for a show-
down! We've got to get Black Mask, ond
we've got to do it quick before he has timo
to wreck our racket!”

The sleek youth shrugged.

“Aw, von've got it wrong, chieft"” he
declared., “The way I see it, this Black Mask
is just a screwpor. Look! He raids tho
museum, where he could have lifted stuff
worth thousands. And what does he take?
Just a couple of poofy china dogs! Nuts!
Let Inspector Collins handle ham ¥

“Those {wo dogs are more important to us
than you realise?” snarled the Bess. “And

e .
'
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toe, he reached upwards and impaled the corks on the top of the spikes. Though police
waited for him inside and outside the museum, the Football Cracksman intended fo
commit the crime he had promised to commit. f

The inspector glared in baffled fury.

Bither he was compleiely wrong, and Steve
Bradshaw was not Black Mask, or clse he
was bamboozled in @ manner that was heyond
his understanding.

He jorked his ¢hin at the detective, and
stnrtu(j to clump out of the room. At the
door he paused and turned

“T'll bo seeing yon again, Bradshaw!” he
promised darkly,

“Sure!” beamed Steve pleasantly. “Drop
in any time you're passing i

'3

QO Black Mazk has dore it agmin!”

The mysterious crimingl known az the
Boss, leader of the gang of crooks thai was
oui to tuin the Rovers, spat out the words
with vicious anger.

With a snarl, he crushed up the copy of the
local newspaper in which he imd been reading
an account of Black Mask's lalest and inost
daring exploit. :

as for Inspector Colling, that dim-witted ox
couldn’t cotch Black Mask in o thousand
years! We've got to do the job ourselves!”

“0.K. ' shrugged the other. “'Tell me wha
Black Mazk is, and I'll bump him off for you,
chief 1

“1 dou't know who he is,” admitted tho
Boss.  *Nobody knows. But wo're going (o
set a trap for him. And we're going to strike
a knock-out hlow at tha Rovers at' tha saue
time. Twa birds with one stonc—sce 1

“Shoot the works, chiefl” drawled
gunman.

“T've got it all doped out,” declared the
Boss. “On Satirday afternoon the Rovers
play a home match against Fairfax Town.
That's when we strike. My plan’s fool-proof.
Tt means good-bye to Black Mask I* - .

New foes are on Steve Bradshaw’s trall now !
Does ke know about them ! And will ke be able
to deal with them as successfully as he does with
Inspecior Collins 2 Don’t miss next Tuesday's
chapters of this fine sfory ! Does yonr newsagent
know you want TRIUMPH evory week ?

the



MAD CAREWS DAWN PATROL

(Continued from page 10.)

the buft of & revelver being pressed into the
fingers of his right hand from out of the dark-
ness ab his back:

Mad Carew could not even blindly guess at
an explanstion to this staggering ocourrence,
but he made use of the opportunity that if
offeved him with tyvpical promptitude and

His left arm shot up and struck the gun in
Von Schaffen’s hand to one side, and then he
jabbed the muszzle of the revolver home into:
the German’s ribs.

“Drop that gun!” he barked.
and you're e dead mant”

“And that apphes to anyono in this plane [*

Aead Carew could scarcely beliove his ears
u3 thosa fiercely barked words in an un-
mistakably boyish veice: rang through the
cabin of the gant plane,

It was the wvoico of Fred Fonton, the
youngster whom he had told (o remain bahind
ab the squadron dromne end report sick to
the DL.O.

¥red Fenton swiftly released Joker Jame-
son, and Mad Carcw pessed the Cerman
inventor's revolver into the young ight-
commander’s fingers.

“Takes charge of the pilot and navigator,
Jameson,” Mad Carew rapped. “And look
arcund for a suitable landing ground, Now,
¥enton, perbaps you'll explain what the
purple thuonder you're doing liere, and how
you got here?” g

Y hated the (hought of being left bohind,
mejor, as if I was afraid to do my job with
the rest of the chaps.” Fred Feoton gulped.
“As soon as everyone had gone, I scrounged o
motor-bike and followed Joker and you to the
Amprican drome. 1 aveived there just in time
10 £ee you being overpowered and carried off
to these giaut planes, I rushed back to our
own dromo and took-off in a Bristol. and by
a gtroke of luck I was able (o trail one of
tliesa  monsters back (o their drome in
Sermony.

“I didn’t dare to try (o shoot the plane
down because I feaced that it might be the
ozne that you both were on board. When I
reached the Cerman drome, I landed ot one
end of it and thon staged a cresh so that the
Hunz sbould think that I'd been killed—"

TClever work, Fenton!” Mad Carew
barked. “And tben what?"

“Y can speak a bit of Gorman, sir’ Frod
Tenton continued. **And I was lucky enough
to overhear Von Schaffen relaling his plans fo
attack the Squadron No. 338 fiying field to
his pilot; and so I decrded to try fo smuggle
myself aboard this plane, 10 the hope of being
able to do something to help you. I hi
myself in a sort of signaller’s cabin just
Eehind the pidet. Oh, and siv, I discovered
that thers are sigual lights under the fuselage
of this plane, oud 1 sent'a Morse Code message
whilst we wore circling ebove our drome, toll-
ing what wus happening, It was read by
someons down thore, becanse I received a
* messagoe read ' signal baek:®

“One move

“Oh, stout work indeed, young un!” Mad
Cavew cried warmly. “MacTavish will have
read the message and he will now be sending
through to the nearest infantry battalion for
sugporb By the time your raiders, Von
Schaffen, reach my fying Geld, there'll be a
warm reception awaiting them. Right, I'll
send that signal for you now; it will lure
your raiders iuto launching their attack.”

A baffled snarl rang from Von Schaffen’s
lips as Mad Carew turned towaerds the flare
cabinet.

Apd then, even as Mad Carew sent the
“poturn home ” signal arcing out through the
smell window a warning, startled shout ranz
from Joker's lips.

Mad Carew swung round just in time to sce
Baron von Schalfon vanishing, feet-first,
through a trapdoor-like aperture in the floor
of the cabin.

Dashing to the trapdoor, he saw a parachute
opening In the wake of the giant plane, with
Baron von Schaffen swinging beneath it.

“Purple thunder, that's Gendishly clever!”.

Mad Carew gasped. “ A sort of escape devico;
I suppose ne dropped siraight into @
parachute-harness fixed to the underside of
the fuselage, immediately beneath thet trap-
door. Right, Jameson, we'll go down; tell
that pilot to land us in the same field that
the other Lroop-carriers have lapded in!®

I giant plane slid noiselessly down to a
smooth landing. In the darlmess Mad
Carew eonid just sce the gigantic, outspread
wings of the motionless and deserted trobp-
COTTICES,

“TPake the navigator and pilot to the
ncarest camp, and have them safely locked
up,” he instructed Joker and I'red Fenton.
“Then make your way to our fiying field; I'll
join yon as soou as I've mace these planes so
that they can’t be taken back into the air
agein.” ) .

The two young pilots tock their departure
with their two prisoners. and Mad Carew was
just’ abour to re-enter the giant plane when
suddenly o thunderous explosion rent the air.

Heo instinctively threw himsslf flat to the
ground as a great ball of flame and smoke
mushroomed up into the aie from the centre
of tho fying Oeld

When the dedfening. roar had died away,
Mad Carew, staring wideeyed across the
fiold, saw that two of tho mouster troop-
carriers had been blown to pieces by the
tremendous explosion.-

And then ho saw that the third was racing

‘away across the brilliantly illominated ' feld,

taking-off. The dancing flames from the
blazing planes revealed a whito parachuie
lying tangled upon the ground, and then Mad
Carew saw that the pilot of the escaping
jant plane was none ofher than Baron von
gchuffon

Ho had deliberately destroyed two of the
onstor troop-carriors, and was making o bid

Pizno Plnished
ot
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to escape back to Germany in another.

For o split second Mad Carew stood and
zasped, and then he galvanised into light-
ning action. 3 E

Leaping into the cockpit of the giant plane
that had brought him back & prisoncr from
the enemies' back-areas, he, in ono vicious
moverent, rammed home the mester-throttle
and yanked back the mufflar control lever.

The heated engine caught at once. The
huge  plane trundled forward and 2 few
seconds later it was climbing smoothly bLack
into the air.

At five hundred feet Mad Catew’s eyes
came suddenly to rest upon g small lever with
a single German word inscribed beneath it.

“A" searchlight,” he muttered. “Purple
thunder, nothing could be better !

He thu the switch sharply oyer. In.
stantly a broad beam of dazzling light gashed

through the darkness ahead of his elimbing
plane like a slash from a giant's knifc.

And framed in the centre of that round,
white beam he saw the other escaping gianl
planec.

With a vicious oath spitting through his
clenched teeth Mad Carew jabbed both his
thumbs savagely at the trigger release, and
held them there.

Six Spandau machine-gina ftted at in-
tervals along the leading edge of the monster
plane’s lower wings, opetied out in a soul-
shattering chorus §

Six vietous streams of fire peneilled blood-red
lines down the beam of the searchlight and
buried themselves into the bowels of the other
gigantic plane,

A great sheet of Rame spewed from out of
the belly of the doomied monster, and then it
went down, swirling in & huge vortex of rag-
ing flames—io crash into, the ground like =
falling meteor,’

- . - -

TIIE 333rd Flying Field was silent and
g guiet once more, Tho ruid had, from
the

lete fiasco, and all the cut-throat Germans in
their  black skintights were now being
marched, as prisoners of war, away towards
the nearest military prison, under an escort
of armed Tommiex i

And out on the contre of the Igmg field
stood the gigantio plane that Mad Carew had
captured, dwarfing the Bristol Fighters that
staod lined up upon the tarmice in the gather-
ing dawn light.

ila.d Carew was in the Glory Hole, swarmly
praising his young war-hawks, who hLad all
gathered there—with one exception.

-That exception was Pilot Officer Bob Brown-
ing—a young gilot, who had been with the
squadron less than a month.

“1 commend for your admiration, gentle-
men, the gul!nnt aviour of Pilot Officer
Browning,” Mad Carew said quietly. “As an
cye-witness of his attack upon the giant
troop-carrier, I can otily say thiat his heroism
and his death was a credit to the proud name
of the 333rd." g

“ Poor old Browny I Mike Cotton muttered
solemnly. “I can thank my lucky stars that
that wasn't me! T thought I was being true
to character, and Dbeing unlucky when I
couldn’t find that bloomin’' great plane again,
after it had nearly bashed headlong inlo
me—"

Hiz words ended abruptly as & thunderons
explosion echoed through tho air, shaking the
mess hut as if it were in the thrges of a vielent
carthguake.
= Rus aiuf to the door the Bad Lads saw huge
splintered remnants of the giant troop-carricr

ying high into the =ir in all directions.

“So that was why Von 'Schafien didn't
bother sbout trying to destroy this plane as
well as the other,” Mad Carew cried grimly.
“Feo knew that there was an infernal machine
on board it, So that's the last of the Von
Schaffen’s monstors, ch? Well, it's a good
riddance to them. Perhaps when this war is
over we shall see giant plancs like this again,
being used as peaceful liners.”

A few minutes later, sfter Mad Cavow had
yublicly congratulated Fred Fenton upon his
1eroism which had been the indirvect cause of
Von Bchaffen’s downfall, the dynzmic little
air ace strufted contentedly away from the
mess hut

“Blokes, three cheers for young Fenton.”
Mike Cotton roared. *Fenton, me young
cock-sparrow, you did a fine picce of work
Tast night.”

A mischievous smile played around (o
corner of the new pilot’s lips, and his face was
no longer drawn and haggard.

“Last night, Mike?” be said innocently.
“Let me sep; was there a night last night?”

And the bigz roar of laughter was agaipst
snub-nosed Mike Cott

Ol

Another One Six-Page story of Mad Carew and
the Bad Lads In next Tuesday's issus ol the
TRIUMPH. Have yon Introduced them fo your
pals yel 2 There’s ons more day In February
this Je‘nr. and thers's one more copy of TRIUMPH
obtalnable for that chum of yours—if he gives &
definite order to a newsagsat.
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SCHOOL HOUSE AND NEW HOUSE RIVALS fOIN FORCES AGAINsT A BUL.L'YING PREFECT

THE CAPTURE

£ ALLO, what's that thumping row ?”

Tom: Merry, Harry Manners, and

Monty Lowther were at tea in their

study in Schoo! House at St. Jim's when Tom

made that remark Talbot, the iootball star
of the junior school, was with them.

Tom stepped to the window es a roar of
voices came {rom the guadrangle below.
Indignation came into his face immediately.

“The cheeky rotters i he exclaimed.

“IWhat's the row 7" asked Talbot.

“New House cads! They've come info our
quadrangle 1"

The Shell fellows gathored ot the windaw.
Tiuly it was a sight to wmake any School
House fellow indigoant.

Aoross from New Honse bad come long-
legged Figgins, and he was hacked up by s
three New House pals, Kerr and Wynn, and
TRedfern, and half a dozen other New House
chaps.

Furthermore, with unexampled check, they
were punting @ footer ahout under the very
windows of School House.

Three School Housa chaps—DBilake, Herries,
and Digby of the Fourth—had spotted them
before Tom Merry had done s=o, and had
promptly rushed upon them, with the inten-
tion, of courte, of bagging the footer as a
punishmeut for thé cheek of the Now House

punters. .

But Blake and Herries and Digby had been
sent sprawling, and were left sorting them-
selves out in & rather muddy state, while
Figgins & Co. continued their little game,
actually banging the footer on the very wall of
the School House.

“My hat! The nerve! Come on,
fellows !” shouted Tom Merry.

Leaving their tea unfinished, the four Shell
fellows rushed out to take instant vengeauce
upon the inyaders. They yelled to other chaps
as they rushed along the

“Rally round, School
cads are here ! :

Kangaroo of the Shell, Glyn and Reilly,
Hammond and Lumley-Lumiey, and half a
dozen others were soon speeding after Tom
Merry & Co. i .

They came downstairs with & swoop, and
out into the quad with a yell.

“ Buck up, ool House !

“On the ball I’ 2

The School House juniors charged at
Figgins & Co. There was a wild and whirling
scrap at once, and the footer lay forgotten in
the mud. Arthur Augustus D"Arcy gathered
himself up out of s puddle, and, heedless of
ihe mud that clung to his beautiful bags,
borled himself into the fray.

* Cwush' the boundahs, deah boys! Buck
up”
“Give "em socks1?

More and mare Schiool House chiaps joined
the fray, and the odds mounted against
Figgine & Co.

3 2/40
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ouse! New House

Back they were driven across the quad-
rangle, right to their awn House, where they
were forced into the porch.

“WVictory 1 howled Arthur Augusius, “And
the}"fe leit their footah, deah boys!"

‘The School House chaps gave their defeated
foes a final yell, then rushed back to their own
side to capture the neglected footer.

#We'll punt it under their windows, and see
if they come out!” shouted Blake.

“Good idea!” ;

A few seconds later, Figgins & Co., breath-
less and infuriated, looked out of their rorch
and saw the enemy puniing the New House
ball within a dozen yards of them.

It was not to hebome. |

“Go for 'em!” shouted TFiggins.
got to get that ball back I

The New House rushed to the attack.
Sefton, the Sixth Form prefect, looked out of
the door after they had seurried past him.

“Stop that row, you izgs!” be shouted.

But Figgins & Co. did not heed Seiton.
Their eyes were on the captured football If
School House succeeded in keeping that ball,
it wonld be an indelible disgrace for the New
House.

Tom Merry kicked the ball away towards
his own House, and his whole crowd rushed
after it. Figgins & Co. panted in pursuit.

“Give us our ball, ‘you cads!”

“Come and get 1t1”

Jack Blake seized the ball as Figgins & Co.
made a desperate charge, and wh:pﬁec_i up the
steps of the School House into the buildin

A minute later he aqpearcd at the window
of Study No. 6, dangling the ball triumph-
nuu'(_}? over the heads of the juniors in the
guad.

Tom Merry & Co, packed the steps of the
School House and invited Tiggins & Co, to
charge.

Figgins gasped with rage. Even the darin
Figgins conld not think of invading the riva
House and penetrating as far as the Fourth
Form studies,

The number of his enemies did not matter,
but in case of such an invasion, masters and
prefects would have something to say.

“Yictowy, deah bogys! s

“Ire've

Huwway |

“Who wants a footer?” roarcd Blake from
the study window.

“Yah! Schoo]l House cads!”

*QGive us our ball 1

“Come and fetch it!"” -

At thet moment, Mr. Carrington, House-
master of School House, looked out of tho
window. At the sight of the Housemaster,
Figgins & Co. melted away across the dusky
quad. There was no argming with authority.

In great spirits, Tom Merry & Co. crowded

up to Study No. 6. Blake fHourished the cap-

turad: footer.

“We'll stick that up in our study as a
trophy," sdaid Tom Merry.

“In our study, you inean,” =aid Blake
warmly,
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CATCHING OUT A CAD ®

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

“““Rol! We captured it1” said the.captain
of {he Shell.

“Rats| Didn't X bring it in?” - o

“Yes; but if wo hadn’t come fo thie rescue
thev'd liave walked all over yvou.”

“Wubbish ! That's our ball¥?

: “Yook hers, you checky Fourih TFarm
ags—

I tell you— !

It looked as if the House row woild be
followed by a Form vow. It never had bien
scttled whether Tom Merry & Co. of the Shell
or Study No, & of the Fourth were the
leadeérs of the Bchool House juniors.

It never was likely to be settled. But Tallios
of the Shell Uhippcg in and poured oil on tho
troubled waters,

¥ (Gentlemen 17

“Yah! Get outl”

“ Gentlemen, we have licked the Nesw Ilouse
and scored a worthy victory. T now suggest
that whichever study keeps this ball, stands a
feed all round to celebrate the victory.”

“‘Hear, hear!” shouted all the fellows who
did not belong to either rival study.

“TFaith, it's a grand idea,” said Reilly of
the Fourth. * Passed unanimously.”

“That's all very well,” sard Tom Mervy,
“but our study is out-of funds. Welve only
got three sardinesi™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! Gentlomen, I had a fivah from
my govenah this mornin’, and—">

“Bravo Cussy’s father!” :

“And 1 am weady to stand a toppin’ fced

in honah of the victory.”

“Done!” said Blake. “The footer stays
here. T'll hang it up over the mantelpiece,
and you Shell bounders can come and lock
at it whenever you like. Volunteers to fetch
the tuck ! Go with Gussy and help him carry
it home, some of you. 1'm going to keep an
eye on this footer. I don't frust these Shell
bounders.” 1

Tom Merry laughed.

“Well, it 15n't o bad jdea, but i’s got to
be 8 frst-class feed.” he said.

“Wely on me, OF-"*

The captured football was hung up over the
looking-gless, with a card stuck over it boax-
ibg an inscription in large letters:

“CAPTURED FROM THE ENEMY !
SCHOOL HOUSE I8 COCK-HOUSE.
2 HURRAH 1"

1

SEFTON CHIPS IN

RTHUR' AUCGUSTUS D'ARCY did
things in style. 'Arthur Augustus could
always be relied upon to do thet. The

feed was topping, ond the chaps came from
all mdcis 10 join 1n it. N
The barquet overflowed inta the:passage.
But 1hat joyous celebration was not desiied
to pass off in unbroken harmony. Qe fease



1

was in full swing when voices sounded in ex-
cited tones from the passage.

“No room |”

“You can't come hy!”

“What does a2 New House bounder want
bere, anyway?”

Tom Morry looked out of (he study door-
;;‘:lﬁ‘. wondering if Liggins hoad como for his

all,

But it was not Tiggins. A Bixth Foimer
lind comp up the siairs, and il was Scflon of
Now Flonse

Sefton had bad to stop. The passage was
crowded—in fact, crammed. WNearly all the
Fourth and the Shell who belonged to the
School Houso had gathercd there.

twas not every day that such a
feed was open to all comers

Sefton was o prefoot of the Sixth Iorm,
but he was a bully, and uwupopular even in
15 own House, unJ had vo authority here.
1'81'0 the chaps, slromg 1o nunibers, did not
ekt

“Lst mo pass, vou checky young
rapped out Sefton.

*No room !"

“What do you want, anyway?”

“Hallo! What's the trouble?” called out
Tom Merry. “Want anything, Scfion?”

“You'vo stolen a football belonging to the
New Houwse. T've eomne for il,” growled
Sefton.

Tom Merry staried.

In all little regs and rows between the rival
chaps of St. Jim's it wes an unwritten
law that they depended on their own re-
sources, and newer called in the aid of masters
or_prefects.

To sneak wos unpardonable. The law was
kept with strict honour on both sides.

“Shame!” howld Gore. “Hes Figzins
been sneaking ¥

“If IMiggins wants his ball, why can’t hoe
co{n% over for it himself, Sefton?” Tom Merry
aalel

*A pretty reception you'd give him, I sup-
pose,” paid Sefion.

“Wall, we should chuek him out, of course,”
Tom admitted.

“Exacly., That's why I've come.

stunning

cads!”

You've

STJIM'S

teken Fi%gins' bail, and 1 decline to see the
Juniors of my House put upon, so I've conie
for the ball, Don't say you've mot got it
If you deny Figgins' statoment——"

“Tiggins' statemeat?” gasped Tom Merry.

“Do you deny iti"”

“Nunno !"* :

“Then I want that ball, and if sba kids
don’t pget out of the way I shall tread on
you " added Sefton.

He shoved his way through the feastors in
the passage, with disastrons resulis lo the
jam tarts and cups of coffee and hunks of
cake which were scattered on all sides as the
chaps were tumbled out of the prefect's way.

Thero was a buzz of indignation, and the
fellows eama wery near to laying hands on
Sefton, prefect thougli ho was. :

The bullying senior reached the deorway of
Study No. b and noted the ball hung over
the looking-glass, with its trinmphant inscrip-
tion, and scowled

“That's Figging' ball. T suppose.
over at once.”

The junigrs in Study No. 6 looked at ono
anothier grimly. They were not in the least
inclined to hand ovee the troply of victory.
That would be a litlle too much like a come-
down,

Tom Merry turned the mattor over rapidly
in his mind. Seftion was a prefect on his own
side, but he had no anthority whatever in the
School House.

“Arc you going to give me that ball?”
shouted Sefton impatiently.

“Nol” answered Tom Merry.

“Then I'll take it!1” declared Scfton.

He made a movement to push his way
towards the mantelpiece. It was not easy, for
the guests of Study No. 6 were wedged in.

Hand it

And they wedged themselves close between
IISeftq:m and the mantelpiece. The prefect had
‘o stop.

p.
“Will you let me take that ball?”
“No,” said Tom Merry determinedly,
“Onco for pll—*
L3 Rnts !ll
Sefton wns red with rage. He made a jump
at the captain of the Shell, and seized Lim

SKILFUL CAME for 2 PLAYERS

Exciting & Amusing

_OVER-SHE»GD‘E% i‘s a npew, novel :;{al
intrigulng game which everyoue, young
old, aan“égn;oy As casy to play as deauzhts,
vetitcanbeasskilful asehess, The fortunes
of the game change very swiftly and the
intecest is sustained untidl the last counter
hias bees pla

On sale at ol Siationers, Twskog; and
Stares. Order from Bools Stationcry -
wienls, Timothy White's and Taylors, W. H.
| Smitk’s, Wyman's, Harrods, Barasides, or
Baotalls, Kirpston-on-T hames. Post free, 2]q,
from gg[w . Waddy Prodactions, 2ya,
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by the collar.

“Pilo  in!"
Bloke,

A second later there
would have been an
unexampled scene in
Study No. 6.

But just ef that
moment & trim figure
in o frock-cont ap-
peared in the doorway,
and the voice of Mon-
gieur Moruny ex-
claimed :

“8top 1 Stop viz yon
at vunce! Beffon, if
you sall strike 2zat boy,
you find yourself in ze
trouble, sn't iti"

roarod

ORDERED OUT
EFTON glared

vound at MMon-
sicur Morny,
The juniors, who

had beon about to close
on him, held off. It
was just as well for
them that Mossop had
chipped in at that
critical moment, [For,
though undoubtedly
Sefton was exceeding
Lis authority, it was no
light matfer for junior

cliaps (o handle o
profect.
Monsieur Morny

raised his hend in a

commanding gesture.
“Befton. zis 13 verrco

wrong | ¥ou sall not

do zat.
Befton almost choked
with rage. To hLe

called yto account like this before juniors was
too huhiliating.

“Sir!” spluttersd Sefton.

*1 hear n great noise here,” said Mounsiear
Morny. “I come viz mysclf along to say zat
it bettair to make less of b noise viz you.
And I find, Seiton, zat you bully. Zat is
wrong."”

Seiton controlled himself with an effort.

“I've come over here to take away a foot-
ball which these young rascals have collared
from a junior in my House.”

The juniors loolted on with bLaoted breath.
They wondered how Moszoo wounld play up.

They were not long left in doubt.

“I iuterfere not with prefects as o rule”
said Mossoo mildly, “But in 2is IHouse yonu
arc not a prefect. You are prefect in ze
ozzer ITouse  If you shall have complaint to
muke, you shall to your Housemaster go, and
you take not ze law in your own hLands, isn't
it? You have no right here.”

“But I tell you—>" began Sefton, wha
knew vory well that Mossoo's statement was
quite correct. Ho had no vight lhere

Another commanding gesture from Mossao.

“You tell me nozzing, Sefton It is I zat
toll you. Zere ave prefects in zis Honse to
deal viz ze garcons here. You liave no right.
I _suggest to you zat you rebire yourself from
zis study.”

Sefton ground his teeth, but even a prefect
dared not disobey B master,

The Sixth Form bully cast a furious look
behind him. He mentally promised Tom .
Merry & Co. all sorts of things.

The chaps in the passame cheerfully made
room, and the bully of the New House walked
away, followed by Mossco.

Mossoo was' very quiet and very calm, but
very determined. 'He followed the bully slong
the passage to the landing, and watched him
go_down the staircasa,

Then Monsicur Morny walked away.

Kildare was standing in the lower hall,
tnlkmﬁ to two other School House prefects—
Darrell and Rushden. The seniors stared ab
the sight of Sefton.

“Good-day, Sefton!” said Kildare amiably.
“What brought you over to this Houso?”

“Your young cads have stolen a football
belonging to our sidel™ hissed Sefton. I
came to take it back1”

“And they wouldn't give it to yon?"
chuckled Rushden, “You ought to know
better than to taokle 2 gang of juniors on
their native heath! Why ocouldn't you ask
Kildare ¢

“Well, T ask him pow!” snarled Sefton.
: Merry and his fricnds bave stolen
Figgins' football 1"

*Btolen ? Dion't. l}a an a.ssl"] enid Igi!dam
unceremoniously. supposze they've bagged
it for a lark.  Still, ‘?t shall cor:ainl_v,ggba
returned. I'll get ic1” °

Kildare ascended the stairs. He arvived at
Study No. 6 jnst as the School House chaps
were getting down to their feast again, and
voting Mossoo & real brick. They quietened
down a little as Kildare looked in.

“Make room for Kildave,” gaid Blake

hospitably. “Come in, Kildare, old chap!
Cou'll like this cake(” -

Kildare laughed.

“I'ye come for a football belonging to the
New House,” he said. "I see it there. You
can keep the victorious inseription, but hand
over the footer "

“Oh, bai Jovel"”

“I say, Kildare!”

“That’'s our footer now,” explained Tom
Merry, “It wos a2 New House footer once,
but it's ours now by—by right of conquest

“I'm waiting,” said Kildare.

Amid a general gloom the football was
handed over to Kildare, who departed with it.
Sefion left the School House with the footor
under his arm, satisfied that he had “dono "
the juniors to that extent, at least,

In Study No. 6 there was gloom and
indignation i

“Our own familiar captain backing up
against us!” said Blake bitterly.
“Our own femiliar Eriend!”
Monty Lowther.

murmured
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“A wegular twaitor to the House, bai
Jove I

“Perheps Sefton ssked him for it,” sug-
gested Talbot.  “Kildare couldn’t do sny-
thing else in that case.”

“That’s =0,” said Manners,
a cad!”
The junicrs gave a deep groan for Sefton
and then proceeded—much less joyously—with
the feed.

“But Sefton’s

UNDER A CLOUD
T was just after morning lessous nest day
that Iiggins & Co. hieard of *the Seflon
incident ™ in School House.

They had ‘wondered, when, the previcus
evening, Sefton had looked into their study,
ciucked their foothall in to them, and then
walked away without & word.

The unexpected return of the footer had
set them making inquiries, and gradually they
had %lcaned particulars of Sefton’s visit fo

School ‘House and his artempt to demand the
ball back from Tom Merry & Co.

“*What did ‘Sefton want to interfere for?”
. Figgins asked angrily, “We can fight our
own battles! Wa don't want blinkin® prefects
vursemaiding na 1" .

“Making trouble on purpose, I guess!”
rrowled Kerr.

“Tike as not, Tom Aerry & Co. will think
we sneaked to Sefton !” sard iggina

" Not they I'' protested Redfern. “We may
call each other names and pretend that
nothing good could possibly come out of each
others’ Honses, but—well, they know we're
not sneaks!”

Figgins was not improssed.

&t any rate,” put in Kerr, “I think we
ought to set qurselves right with the School
Ilouse chaps!”

Rediern nodded

“They might think us sneaks if Seilon came
in for the ball and fold Tom Merry & Co. you
had asked him to come for it!” said Kerr
“T's just like that ead, fo make trouble!
Come up to the study end let’s think ocut o
note ¥ 2

And thus it was that, immedistely after
dinner, a messenger was dispatched to ihe
School House.

“BAI JOVE! Don't I wecogniza that

footah 7™
Pom Merry & Co. were standing on the
steps of t.!:ek?&:hno; House after dinner when
Jameson of ths Third. a New Hense fag, was
spotted coming across the gquad. Jameson
l:al:] a football in one hand and & note in the
other.

The School Housa chaps watched him in
some surprise. Footballs pre much alike, but
they thought they recognised {ha ball which
lizd been the cause of o much dispute.

Jameson handed the ball and the note to
Tom Merry, and bunked mmﬁ withont a
word. The chums of the School House looked
at each other in astonishment.

“7¢’s the ball I said Blake.

“aas, wathah!”

“What's in the note?”

Tom Merry opened the missive and unfolded
it. The School House fellows crowded to-
gother to read it It was written in Figgy’s
sprawling hand, with one or two of his lf.:ltle
originalities of spelling.

“Here's the footer,” it read. “Keep it ns
long @s you can. 1 promiss yon it won't be
for very long. We don't kmow, of course,
what you rotters may bo ‘thinking, but wo
didn’t esk Sefton to act as our messenger and
fetch it. AS mny rate, we're sending. the' ball
back herewith, as it may have fonnd its way
back to us through a misaprehensyion.”

(This word had apparently presented con-
siderable difficulties, for it was orossed ous
twice before the writer had achisved that
finzl, happy result)

*“You just see how long you can kepe that
ball, you School House kidz. And wa the
undersined are'ready to lick any School House
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cad who has comough pluck to come round
behind the gym efter lessons.
‘(Sined) George Figgins,
Georzé Korr, =
David Wynn.”
“P.S.—Rats "

Tha School House chaps read through thab
touching niissive, which, to judge by Lhe
number of blots und smears on it, had been a
task of some difficulty to Figgins of the
Fourth,

The ferce indignation of George Figgins
seemed to breathe through the scrawl, the
blots, and the smears,

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another
when they bad finished.

“There's only one thing to be done now,
deah boys |

“What's that?” demanded Tom Merry.

"“Give 'em tlio footah back, deah boy I" eaid
Arthur Augnstus firmly.

* Gussy’s vight,”’ remarked Talbot. *“Therc'll

be no honour in keeping it now 1"

Taom Merry nodded assent.

So the whole party frooped over to New
House, and not seeing eny sign of Figging &
Co. downstairs they ascended to Figgy's study.
Figey & Co. were there:
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“What do you worms want erasvling cver
here 7" was Fatty Wynn's greeting to them.
“Thanks for the balll” said Tom Merry.
“But under the cires we think it would Lo

best if you kept it.””

20b, bad attack of funk—what?"” snoried
Flg%ms.

“Why, you ass—" .

“Pway leave it- to me, dosh boy¥l" =aid
Arthur Augustus with lofty dignity. “We can

lick these persons sftahwards!”

“Lick your great-grandmother|” encernd
Figgine. * You couldn't lick our smallest {av.
you glass-eved monkey 1"

“Hai Jovel”
“QOrder 1" said Talbot, tryirg to keep the
cace. “Do  listen and reasontlble,
Figgins” And instead of going for onn
another, suppose we put our heads together
and make Sefton sit uP? He'd no busiiiess
to interfere, we agree!

Matters had begun to look very threaten-
ing, but there was a general rolling-by of the
clouds at that suggestion. All the facea
cleared. Talbot had succeeded in pouring ail
on troublad watera.

Ho placed the footer on the study table

“Well, that’s right,” =aid Blake. “Safion
had no righ! to chip n." |

DERICEKSON DENE

Derickson Dene, inventor, is marooned on an unknown planet Rolf, his
. mechanic, is captured by the people of 2 rebel city. : y

Dene rescucs Roif, and they escape to a log cabin in which lives an old hermit
named Halj. Hegives Denea map that will enable him and Rolf to cross the
Marshland and reach some beggars and down-and-outs they are tr

Dene and Rolf set cut on their journey.
hours when, from a tree-top, they see squads of men salvaging the rocke:-
flying-boat in which Dene had come to the planet, and which the rebals had
brought down with a gravity-plus ray plant

SYNOPSIS,

ng o help.
They have been travelling several

AS DENE AND ROLE WORM THEIR WY THROLGH THE RECDS, MORE GAS-FILLED CYLINOERS AZE

TO THE ROCKET - BOAT
BACKE

T, AND MOW IT IS ALMOST CLLAR OF THE MAQSH.
D UNDER “THE CRAFY E\‘E’BC‘H.\'WC

MOTOR-BOATS
¥ IT O THE REBELQTY. -

PASSING BETWEEM THE TRUCKS THEY ARE SEODENLY HALTED 8%
THE SOUKD OF VOICES COMING FROM 'gn:m ROOM.
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“Yes, I'm
Uizeging,

“Yans, and we give up the Yoolah [

“Fou can keep it,” sawd Figgine

“No. Wo've brought it beek."

“I'd rather you kept il," insisted I'iggins.

It was o contest of werosity now. Tho
clonds bhad quite roiled %,:

S No, ﬂai(ll Tom Merry Grmly. “Buf come
om, cut outl further argument, and let’'s have
a counell of war, and decide how fo deal with
Sefton. And I propose that sll House rows
are barstd until the cad aforesaid is made to
feol properly sorre for himself.”

“Heoar, hear "

Aud the rivals of 8t. Jim's. all animosity
row banished, put their heads {ogethor to
malo plans for the discomfituro of the bully
of the Sixth.

But they were still laying plans when the
bzll rapg for afternocon school, und ns lessons
could not be posiponed, even for the most
important enterprises, Sefton of the Sixth had
to be granted a respite.

FIREWORKS
¢ J M going." said Figmns.
I 5‘}.“ et tea while you're gone.” said
Fatty Wynn.  “Mind Sefton doesn't
spof you, that's alL"
“That's all right,” soid Tiggins.  “Scfton's
oul, ‘Of course,™ he added thoughtfully, *wo

willing to pdinit that,” said

arranged with tnose School House chips to
let them have a hand in ragging the cad.”

“This  jape won't  wait swhilst “they'ro
fotehed," said Kerr, with a shake of his head.
“ Besides, it's n one-man job. It's not even
wise for us to come and watch you. We'll
toll them aboul it afterwards. They're com-
g over (o tem, and il we tell them then,
thoy'll agree we were wise to act ‘whilst we
Lad the chance.”

“Right 1" said Figgins.

“Be eareful," said IKerx.
come in.”

“You trust your uncle,” replied TFiggins
re-assuringly

He. left the study—on tke warpath. He
sauntered, with & very carveless nir, inlo the
Sixth Form passage.

Fortunately, there were no prefeets hanging

“Leave it to mel”
“Befton may

about, and Figgine slipped quietly into
Safton's study.
Figginy' object wus simple. He had n

packetful of jumping crackers, whicl: wore to
be arranged in Sefton's grate, where the fire
had been neatly laid by hia fag.

When Sefron put a maetch to the firve, he
would meqt wit.’h the surprise of his life.
Figging chuckled to himself as he proceeded
to arrange the crackerz in among the sticks
and paper, so carcfully piled up by Sefton's
fag. :

In order fo make his arrangements without

DENE CREEPS FORWARD AND PRESSES A RIVET IN THE WALL.
YA PANEL SLIDES BACK, DISCLOSING A SECRET CRAMBER,

leaving auylhing sosproious in sight, Tigey
had to Le very careful.

But he was done at last, and he rose (b
his feet with the feeling of satisfaction that
comes of a good work well done.

“About time I cleaved,” le murmured.
“0Oh, my hat!”

Footsteps sounded in the passage outside.
Probably it wasn't' Sefton coming home, bub
Figgy didn’t want to take risks. He knew
what would happen if the bully of the Sixth
caught him in his study—espocially when the
firc came to be lighted.

Figgins promptly slithered out of sight be-
hind the bed. There were onrtains round the
bed in the' eleove, and Figgins was well
hidden. e waited for the footsteps to pass.

But the footsteps: did not pass. They
stopped at the door of the study, end the
door openied. It was Sefion, after all

1“:5{;1115 thanked his lucky stars that he had
had the forethought to get out of sight. As
it was only tea-time, Sefton couldn’; be going
to bed, so ho was not likely to discover thio
junior in his hiding-place.

hen Figgins made the disconcerting dis-
covery thai Sefton was not alone. He had o
School House junior with him.

*You can come in, Levison,” he heard the
prefect say. “What do you want?”

“Just a word or two, Sefton,” came Levi-
son's voice.

“Well, buck npl"”

Levison, the cad of the Fonrth, eame inlo
the study, and elosed the door earcfully beliind
leim.  Sefton watched the procecding with
surprise,

“What the deuce is the matter?” Le de-
mandéd gruffly.

“T've gol something to tell you," Levison
pnswered. Y Tt’s ahout Mossoo.™

“Hang Mossoo!” growled Sefton.

“Fd hang him with pleasure,” said Eevi-
gon.  “Look here, Sefton, you don't like
Mossoo. He ordered vou out of the Scliool
House, and made you look o fool before ull
the fellows."

“Well, what’s that got to do with rout”
growled Sefton. 3

“I've eome fo tell you Liew you can got
aven with Mossno,” said Lovison.

“Don’t jaw to me aboul any of your fug
japes,” replied Seflon contemptuously,

""Pain’t ‘a fag jape. It bught get Mossoo
the sack.”

“What?"” Seciton was interesiod now., “1
know you're o deep young scoundrel, Levison,
Lith what vou just said is rot."

“I'll tell you," said Levison. ‘“Did von
know Mossoo's been visiting pawushops 7

“No, I didn't; and I don't believe it.”

“It's true,” said Levison, « “I saw him
wyzelf, sneaking out of Moses’ place in. Way-
land.  But I can prove it," he ndded; as
Sefton shrugged his shoulders, implying very
plainly that something more than Levison's
word was wanfed. “I've got the ticket.”

“You've got what?” ejaculated Seflon.

“Look atthat " -

Selton took a pawnticket Lovison held out.

“My only hat!” he ejaculated.

“Looks like Dbusiness—what
Levison.

“You've pinched this®”

“I—I picked it up in the quad,” =aid Lovi-
son.  “Mossoo is frightfully careless with hiz
things, you know. ' Must have droppedl ib."

“More likely wou pinched it out of hLis
study,” said Sefton.

“Well, it doesn’t matter how I ot lwold
of it. Thera it is. What would (he Head
think if he saw that?"

Sefton whistled. :

“My hat! It's enough to make a regular
scandal! I den’t suppose it would mean the
sack for him, but I shouldn’t like to be in
his shoes when the Head nsks him about ji."”

Well," said Levisan, “suppose you take il
to the Head? You ncedn't mnention me, or
Mossoo mey think I took it out of his siudy.”

“As vou did.”

“Well, supﬁosa I did? Dlossoo doesn’t
know. It might have been anybody, and who-
ever took it 'might have chueked it out into
the quad.. You picked it up in the quad, and
vou take it (o the Head.”

Saftan’s eves gleaed. e had been simply
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yearning for a chance to pet his own bock
on the French master, for the humiliation he
had suffered in Study No. 6, end now it
seemed the cliauce had come.

“But the Head would ask me why I hodn't
taken it 1o Mcssoo, as his names on it,"
he said slowly "1 can't let the Hend think
I want to down Mosioo."

“That’s easy enough, You can say you
don't believe 1t's a real pawnticket. snd that
you think some fang had made it up for o
joke on Mossoo. Of course, you're not supposed
to know anything akout pawmtickets Find-
ing that in the quad, you feel it your duty
as a prefect to bring o to the potice of the
Head. as a disgraceful joke aguinst & master
whom you respect bighfj' e

Sefton gazed ar rhe cad of the Fourth in
silonce for 8 woment, Then he exclaimed:

“All mght, P'm on. The Head wll bo
waxy—there's no doubi about that.  He'll
know it's a gonuine pawnticket. Still, there's
no reason why I should know. The Head
won't even know: that I've ever seen one
before."

“Don't mention my name, of course,” said
Lovizon anxiously. “That would spoil it all.
It would give it nway that you'toc up sgainst
Moszsoo. "

“That’s all right.
quad." said Sefton

Figgins. peering out through the eurtains,
saw the &:‘nfd.-cr slide tho ticket into his waist-
coat_pocket.

“You're going to the Head, then?? gaid
Lovison.

“Yes. I'l cut across after tea. You'd
better clear ofii No need for you to be scen
bhere. Aud mind you keep your mouth shut.”

“¥ou ber!”

“You ean lLight my bro before you go,”
said Sefton. “and call my fag for me as you
go our-cyoung Dibbs.”

“All mght,”

Levison struck a match, and knelt beforn
the fire.

Figging waned breathlossly in his hiding-
place  The crash was coming now. and Lovi-
son was goiug to get the cﬁief benefit of it
instead of Sefron But after what he had
just heard. Figgins wos nor sorry for that,

The paper in the grate flarad up, and o
moment or two later the fun began.

Baug. buugl

My hat’

Bang!

“Great Scott|”

Bang, bang, bang!

1]

I picked it up in.tho

BACKING UP M0SS00

EVISON staggered away from thie grate.
His foce wos black with coal-dust.
Sefton yollod as a jumping cracker {oll

at his fear.

It was one of those fearsome crackers that
cxplode a dozen times in succession. It ex-
ploded between Sefton’s shoes, and Sefton
um

Then it bangod behind him, and he jumped
agein, end jum right on_it. Then bang,
bang, bang ! under his very fect.

“What the thunder—="

“Oh, oh! Yow!"”

Bang. bang, bang, bang!

“*What on earth's the row?" shonted Mon-
teith of the Sixth. throwing. open (ho door
and logked 10 inamazement, “ My hat! OL!"

Bang, buﬂg. bang | =

“¥arooh |

“Grear Scott!” gasped Monteith. “What
a nilf of gunpowder! Really, Sellon, this is
a bit too thick 1" :

*“You silly idiot 1"

“ Eh—what 7"

“Some young cad has filled my fivegrato
with orackers!” welled Sefton.  “Do you
think I should make my study in this state,
you fathead? Look at 1t!"

Bang. baug, bangl

““Well. it does look rather in a imuck,”
prinned Montaith. T think I'll be off,. I
don’t like the smell of this study, Sefton.”

The romn was filled with emoke and tha
reck of gunpowder. Seattered aticks and conl
lay over ;Iho. carpet. Sefton threw open tho
window. Levison dodged out. and his coaly
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aflpearance 84 he hurried down the possage
elicited yells of laughter from the fellows
who had been attracied to the spot by the
explosions

The reek in the study was a little too much
for Sefton. He stamped out furiously into
the passage, breathing wrath and destruction.

That was Figeins® opportunity.

He whipped out from- belind the bed,
scudded across the study, and swung himself
out of the window Ir a mowent wiore
had dropped into the quad, and was walking
round to the door with o perfectly calm
CXpiression. 2

Kerr and Wynn had joined the crowd in the
Sixth Form passage. and Figgius joied them
there.  The three chums exchanged joyous
grins, ;

“Wha did this?"” .Befton was  yelling.
Y Dibbs—whera's Dibbs? . Dibbs, you young
scoundrel, you put crackers in my grate when
sou luid my fire 1™

“That I jolly well didn't!? exelaimed
in slayrm  “The Bre was all fight
when I laid 1, Sefron.”

“Then who did it?" roared Sefton.

“Blessed if I know— Yow! Leggo my
car |

“Leot bhim go, Sefton!” cxclaimed Figging
indignantly, ~ “Dibbs says that he hudn't
snything to do with i."”

“Draw it mild. Sefton.” said the head pre-
fect. © Bettor find the right parvty before you
band out the licking, you know."
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Sefton let Dibbs go. -

F:g%ms & Co returned to their study.
They found quite a crowd of guests awaiting
them  Tom Merry & Co. had arrived as
invited.

“Kept you warting?" said Kerr

“Pway don’'t mench, deali boy.”

“We've beon delayed.” explained Figgins.
"Somebody scems to have put crackers in
Sefton’s grato. and there has beep lots of
trouhle.”

“Ha. ha. ha!”

“We'll have tea now,” said Fatty Wynn.

“Told on 1" zaid Figgins,

Fatiy stared at his leader.

“Hold on?" hc ecchoed. “What do yau
mean? We'ire lare for ten as it 1"

“No time for ten;” said Figgins auto-
cratically. “Wg've got to hold o council of
war now."

" After tea, Figgy,” urged Fatty Wynn.

“No. now.” zamd Figgy firmly

“Anything wmng?” asked Tom Merry.

“Jolly wrong,” edid Figgins. " Shat the
door, Kerr. Look heore, you fellows, this is
awfully serious.”

Fatty Wymn suppressed o0 groan It was
corrainly awfully serous, from his wpoint of
viuw. if tea was to be postponod:

“That cad Levison  has been: aver ‘here,””
said Figgims.

“Wa passed him in the quad;” said Tom.

{Continued on next page.)

" SOI’I’S"-”

B rh
MOUNTED ON THE TRUCKS 17 IS
COMVEYED TO A MUGE DROME

=
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bl T Bow pre we lo hapdle Scfton " said Wiiite . with fury, Seften .proceeded to 5
Figgivs. “That's ithe questior. He's going  piocing & Co,'s study. deternined. 1o disesvor
, + totdka the ticket to the Head after tea. He }og Figging & Co, lind kuow 5 abont the p_‘“n.

:::l i on cither side of the pa!l: iah

20 Please hand your copy of TRIUMPH to a friend when
“He Iocked gs if hs'd leen sweepicg o - . Bofore thie cad of the Sixth conld struggle,
chnmu.\ the chaps were alll piling on hini:

And as_ he sprawvled under tho sm;ymg
swarm, Pom Meriy's hand ghded into bis
-waisteont pooket, and lis fingers closod o
the ticket there, - 2

Tom jerkod u out  ruickly. lrl !he deik

“¥ans, wathali!  FHe was black, but not
r.omely., remarked Arthuy .:‘\ug'ubms
ftens grinned. 2
e lighted tho fire for Sciton, and got
r.hc full benefit of some lireworks I'd placed

for Bofton,”” he explained. “ But to eome 'lm could not soc it. but ho bad 6o doubt ghat -
to the point.  Sefton eaxme wto his study il was the cm:mcket uc thruw! it baaul;
l}efom cuu_lldl dedi‘e and I took cover belz‘m(} mio bis pocf:’

S == hen Vison cane i, ot et e 1 : 2
couldn’t_help hearing thoir jaw. Thar awfal | Tﬁ:‘: lh:’:al{l_.;ﬁ 'I“J?mﬂlo}&\(:;g\:::gds:g;f;h?

“had boned a pnwﬂhc ot bc!ougulg
Mom—-am-aked it out of his sludy X

“Bai Jove!" -

“He’s given it to Sefton,” went on Figgins,
‘1 saw Sefton put it in his waistcout pocket.
He's q‘omg to tike it to the Head after tep.
-He's woing <o plr.teud that lo found it in
‘the quad.  aund “for sotno made-np

ticket—a kind of iol;c_ o Boasoo, That's so -
that the Head won't know Sefion is trying
to gor Mossoo into a scrape, scel?' :

Tom Meiry sot his teeth,

“d\\’o'[l mike Levison sorry: for this,” Lo
sah

paits of hauds and buinped down huyd.-
¢ S Yaw 1" roared Sefton. .
v “Hay ha, hal’
+ ‘The juniors Qifted away through the elms,
leaving the broathiess &:l\th Former eluawlnu
on thie ground.

Sofian sal up as tho footsteps died m“.*:e-
in the ‘distance

“Tho voung pups!” he mattered Furiously.
““PBumping & prefeet, by Jove! . And they
took the pawnricket, oo, 1 fell them take "

But he thouglt he knew where to look for
the fellows whothad collared hin

said 5. That's what we've got b sottle”

u(.Lu. % Ay
The juniors all tooked vory serious % ; . X

Suddenly Tow Merry had nn idea: . . —-.__ =

“Sefton’ll have to go lhrough the-elms to ‘BQ'L X _‘\dto- could mgcu h!“;ggu‘:s
get to the Sechool Hogse," lic said, @ and -it's o Low Mc!n was in° Mogsieur
as dark as a hot in the quad — You New Morn oo™

Elouse chups stay here * As he's your prefect;
vou'd betier lkeep ont of it, and soven -of . us=~ light 4t sight of the lili““hﬂ-m- -
will be ‘onough. 1o handle the cad.- = We'll '-M,h. my deve Loy P4 e eried:
collar him in the quad sud havo that ticket, | l{“d"-l lost  Lim. 1 was
if we have to ah‘lv liin £o the skint™ S 4y t it -billet avas® taken from m} study.
 Yaus, wiathah1” su']rc \.OTil] dlld ]no‘l‘ takeé him., :
U u bt sk, said Figins, © “but I om (ushed T
suppose thit's the only thing. I* saw him'., ~Certpinly !/ not, sir. We Iu‘.plae-‘:cd to fini
Wit i into his right-hand ©w nisteont poeliet. ~aut Aliat “a voper had: taken Git, fmd t\(, LC‘QL
id:m 't know whether yoit Schiool Hm:w chaps il c-i;i uf hl:.i pmkel. lm'smd w3

-]

A ugh » =" 26
oo!tighn:%:ge :.k’"fhﬁ}f;‘,\t “Lv.np it o nat: Timc Wwas o pa_us{.- Tom BIJ.'ry 1"11(.|. e
I sevbin'of ne can't handlo a cad Tike Sefton, - ment, (owiindsTtlis ‘3‘:"2,’. N R
ou ﬂf-ll Ceall this mml!dv oId pl.wn C‘Oc!. touse | i I\‘Iorr\, smd L o, rcn(.u
of St cditn’s. and we fcomie:? |
2 dom Merry ‘& Co. were grinning as
mey slrpped out of the New House to oy - s
tliat lntle umbusll for Sciton in tlm qu&d- {7

I din

| canglé. B (el 0
# - - -
- = 2 . . - et bt =T <5 Trioypt Office, <
: B e "‘iﬁ.’amm.; Rousn,
l"‘l"TO\I come out of New Houso ‘and P el ""’"‘9"‘9" “Sieed, | -
sauntered aorcss the quadrangle. | and Aondon, ECA,
fmm ¢ window of I-!gstm “siudy o light a1 Do, !‘.{&3 —DJ'. -F!gi-"fm NJ'ﬂ appears (iis
glegnied as the blind was drawn back for a aiegk:, oyl (e (i CoPs, wcho wovs i last tneck's

iesire, €0 newy Chradders, bul We'no wot had 0 Te SERIAL

thie woar sento = The } wtball Cravksnan ™ swrw i

the firstzecel: bf er&m
Alays spmithing ht!b :

woment, and then replaced.

At was the signal to the Scliool Housc
c!m&m ‘in' hiding -under the' clms.

“"Ware cudsl' murmirad Tom Merry,

“Wighr-ho

 Shush !" 2 |

\Tomn Merry & Co I‘:ul L\nan wailing lialf
an kour. The vigil fsad Leen sonu.“.hat WEsryY,
wund they were very glad w hen Softon cami.

Footstopa ennndf:ﬁ cloze. * It was piteh dork
under -tl:u clima.” The ehaps Lad to trust
whedly" to theirhearitly for gmduncf.- Fho

STEPS oo “abresst of thom s they swud

Alwaye senicthing b-rf»:r!

nm scrial, ixn'l 31 2
Well, r.f;uc s one op fhe iray, An astounddip, on -
W"ﬂ: and an_excitemenl-packed adeentitre-yera Ual'll
it dong more thts ever for weeks (0. vpecd By &0
that o ean read arother thrilting inetalment.

I Lo many of wowt Like oengoy thal s mg’mu when o
soriod ehids ol it wokt crciting viomont yott. hevo (o
tewrit @ rocel bafore st east condizito it and T haot goetrred
naother-aerial of Moz tepe, sohich sdill vun iz the T llllﬂﬁ
“gide. f;_; gifle aoith our sensalionelly wmm fid 1 /]

y. ial. Nloro parliciHore, abtt 7 next
¥ ous Ll Bugar A€ bitler,

to.’ dmggcd off theaground in che grasp, of seven -

==t FErench-master's cyos h' up \\:L’Ls de-

“Ze pawn-
vere worpied, L”

LY ho

e You wera At tie stude 77

% That's mi.t »wro, tu.d' 50 9'8 abord time we hed anofhor

you have read lt TRIUMPHf

master . “8ince, you' h'\r{- Teen ium ils hilmt
| zluk zot 1 ex icata 10 you =
I 't my bustuess, L-u‘,” mpll(-d Tom
3 would' like vo explom,” wissted Messoo.
*Likeszis-it is. Merry 1 sall not hke you to
zink zut :,mu ‘wodter he go, powning zings.
Ecoutez! My uiczs, she marry, o Gc‘i)ran who
hate zat man Hitler. My nieze's husband, ho
bave to go to-fight But he know 2ot his
" wife, beeause she {'rench, reecive ill- tmmimt
when e go. and w0 Lo help lier cecnpc- 1o
Frabee
* Alpsd T¢ Gormay sugret poljco, ll‘.L} cntch
him. wiied orde (iin shoi.. My uieze, slic feach
Francé m.fdv. but * wizou oney ond
L-'“J.I\lll“'
Al vory mu_\, to lrar lh:s. 511." Tmu
ke
SOl s \\"Il.'—l Ay in du-qmll
seont oms 1 sond Tz anoupy vl
zal 1= por enopgh” 2re is 011!3 vun way——"

o \'Imma

“1_undersiand. Sin" suig - Foin, - deeply
o |u.d - \’u u needi't be ufra:d of Ils l}cllig
R ||| od phoar”

o “1 zauk you, Merry." ! lau are one good

lon: Nmﬁcd I ._‘.\d\ 1 Aaving pum Mn“uo
T L'Ii"_-ﬂ‘l‘. Le_i.c

."_' . . - - -

LF'I‘O\' fouml I":"'[;uss & Co. alono aiien
lie. reached _their study.. Tom Mumy
'Co. lind “theught it hetter to pustpone their

ten thivre to mmlhm' tl::}

M Hallo!” said g1n= “Nice ovening,
Sefton, " Been mdu[-"‘?ﬁz ‘ih, by more Biucl’s
Benefits in your Study et
Scfton - nearly chokdd: ™.

“You young hounds! l want lo know
which'of you assaulied mu'in thic quad, and'1
cvant v.l\m you stole fyom, m:-' :

o honi ' Well,' you' m nE- to “be up-
[ucks 1 zaid FPiggits  doliveretey: S And, if
you' say © word.abous it _‘llfi sy samerhing,

! L

_too—soipoethmg "about .1 nrd you tal
“ng'to E{-\ mmf:?hu?i‘? in ’oun’f-l.lld}—saluﬂl?m"
about. & .dirty sehptoa betwoin & ynunﬁ-: thitel
olg £ pisnticior and a cowardly cor
fio tool. it fm.n liim " to Lse against 2

nagtert” - <
"-Qr-ftcm stapgercd It was o drivo right
¥, anr.l it urneyved hink

"from thas!lfo
i £ You—tou “lieard ¥ stuttercd . tho pmfc(.t

“Yeu  Fd 2jds finiehed prtting the ﬁm-
works- in your graie when vou cang in md:
the other cad,” said I‘lggllb- affably,”
Sefton stared a1 Figgins as if be cnuld .bilu
Lips. - Tle ‘could ot spl.'n].' -

“Rather an infcresiing: story Eor thc t.qd.
don't you think ¥ at Fi lggms.- “Shall wo
£o o the Head taigethior, Sefton & i il

Sefton did pol refly o that. - Without"a
word be strotde out of thestudy.

the sahool if he lmd cunred to berray. him, apd
Sefron knew ir.. The bully:of the"Sixtl bad
to. choke down his rege: nhd tako his ur.su\.
m}'{mfb[hm%?m% i £ &
nd thou 115, Teg mm. towan 'lm:ﬂ‘m
Co. were n*moal Loraicidal; “the bully of tho
New House was capelul “aftpr. that to gixe
,_,(hg,dnunl[ess« theee auvide binth, tifh the a air
roul\i ha\.o Irad tino: lo b!o\ N S|
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Egl.q.n uuev by surprise, was bowled ovor s spice advertised - o (it e, aef: for oie: uﬁw l}rﬂle trun! ,ql anenphant Don‘! mlss
ks b piow e Tt ;,-r:.h Jor. Cuthbests Cornee liﬂﬂk fine yara ol t]fﬂ ﬂtﬁnhnt im’s,
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Figgins couldi have got chim sacked fmm-




