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THE THRILL-STORY OF THE YEAR! READ OF SANDU'S FIGHT AGAINST THE WOLF QF KARISTARN

THE TRAITOR'S SECRET

HE broiling sun of the Himalayas shone
down on a thrilling sight.
U:ﬁh above a gorge ‘which twisted
tortuonsly through the mighty barren peaks
“of the huge mountains, a slender 1o
stretehed from a ledge of rock to o spur on the
opposite side.

That rope was all thut remained of a rope
bridge. and vow across it shot Sandu, the boy
chiel, who was making o desperate attempt
to escape from his arch-enemy, Khuba Khan,
the Wolf of Karistan.

Sandn was bound hand aud foor, and he
was cros€ing the rope by banging on with his
weoth to a pulley.

Danger beset Sandu in froar and belund.

In front, coming along the rope towards
him was » buge snake, and every revolution
of the wheel m the pulley carried Sandu
nearer to tho deadly reptile, which would be
able to kill him n‘idx ease, either by crushing
Lim to death in its coils or burying its poison
fangs in him.

But Sandu might pever rcach the spake.
Behind him a rival—a member of bis own
tribe, but a treitor who. wishing to supplant
him as chiefrain, was ready to work and help
Khuba Khan—was slashing at the rope on
schich the pulley ran.

Alrcady the rope was fraying = When its
last strand parted. the rope would dro? and
the. pulles would run back until it left the

rope and Sandu was sent ' dizuly whirling
down into the gorge thouzand. of feet below.

But Sandu had = knife  Its hilt was in his
hands, bat at present its blade was wedged
between bis forearms, where he had plmge it
for safety when he had rolled from Khuba
Khan’s camp to this precipice. -

Sandu tensed himself  His ‘lithe, brown
body twisted as he wriggled bis hands, which
were ‘bound behind his' back until the keen
blade of the knife touched the ropes which
bound his wrists. it

ould he cut himself lcoss in time? = Or
would the traitor cut the [rail rope first and
send him plunging dowy. ibto the depths of
the gorge? ;

The perspiration rolled from his foreliead
as he worked oquickly, Surely he was
doomed ! But no—as the razor-sharp edge of
his knife touched the cords there camo a
snapping sound. 3

The cords began to drop away from him,
and suddenly his arms were iree

Shooting his left erm upwarn Sandu
ﬁ;abbed the rope. The terrific strain which

had put on his tecth wos cased and the
pulley was stopped.

For the moment he was in uo danger from
the snake, which had still some distance to
crawl along the rope to reach him—if it ever
dared to leave completely tho other side of
the gorge :

With a laugh of triumph Sandu stuck the
koife in his loincloth end gripped the frail
ropie, with both hands.

pap ! ;

He was not & moment tco soon. The
veiled wraitor, with a last vicious slash at the
rope bridge, had succeeded in cutting through
15

He gave vent to a yell of triumph as rope
and Sandu sped downwards into the gorge.

The traitor was as keen on sending Sandu
plunging to his death as the
Khubs Khan was

By lalling Sandu,
himself with the Wolf of tan and gain
from himn the silver dagger which was the out-
ward sign of chieftainehip of Sandu's tribe.

Khubs Ehan had stolen thar dagger, with
its =trangely engroved hieroglyphics, and
‘Sandu had vowed that he \mulé‘ recovor it.

The sound of the spapping rope echoed like
o rifle shot in tho narvow confines of the
gorge

Raucous voices echoed the traitor’s cry of
friumph, as racing down the pass came the
black-bearded Wolf of Karistan himself, his
ruffianly foilowers close behind him

They expected to sce Sandu jorked from

ndrel

he btl?cd 1o ingratiate
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bis bhold snd sent hurthng to I:heu‘]'g ed
rocks and the onrushing lorrent sever lﬁngew
sands of feet below

Bu! next moment their cries of triumph
were turned to yells of fury, as they saw that
Sandu’s hands were still grippiug the rope,
and that he was not rushing down the rope
to disaster.

_Tenaciously Sandu clung to tho rope. but
his heart was missing beats os ho saw that he
was s_win?fi.ng like o pendulum towurds the
oppesite face of the gorge  Would he crash
inte the cliff with such force 2s to be knocked
unconscious?

Then, mevitably, he would lose his hold and
would be dashed to death in the foot of the
gorge, probably beforé he even regained con-
sclousness. o

But the end of the rope bridge was mad
fast to an overhanging poinr rock, and
wmsiead of being smashed to pulp against the
cliff face Sandu found himself swinging back-
wards and forwards in inidair

He was spinning round like a top, but he
twisted his legs around the rope to get a
better grip.

Suddenly something hit him with almest
enough force to make him release his grip.
Bur it cannoned off him and sped on down-
warrs,

As he glaneed after it ¢ gasp of surprise
escaped him.

It was the huge snake. Perhaps it had
been crushed sgainst the rock when the ropo
had fallen downwards. At any rate, it must
bave been surprised into relensing, moment-
arily its hold on the rowe, and it bad over
balanced from the ledge above, and now it
was growing smaller and smaoller until it
became no larger than o speck, as it sped to
certain death. ]

But the swinging of the rope was lessening,
and it was ceasing to spin. Sandu tum
his faes upwards to the ledge nbove him.
There was esafety there now, if he could only
climb the rope.

“Shoot him! Shoot him! Don’t let bim
ezoape, you dogs!”

Blazing with rage, Khuba Khan yelled the
order to hiz men Not if ho could help it
would Sandu escape!

Crack, crack crack!

A voﬁey of shots rang out, and Sandu saw
picces of rock chipped off from the cliff face
and heard bullets whizzing past him, as they
missed him by inches

But he saw something more—a narrow
crevice in roc : 2

Sandu set the rope swinging towarda it

With hia free hand be gripped the side of
tho crevice : -

It was little more than a yard in width,
but that was sufficient for the lithe young
Indian. In 2 few seeonds he had wedged
himself nto it, and then ko let the rope swing
back:

The rifle-fire ceazed, for now Sando could
not be seen by Khubs Khan's ruflians

Placing the flat of his feet against one wall
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cf the erovice and his back sgainst the other,
Sandu prevented hrmself from slipping down,
and tested.

Thoughts rioted through his brain. Could
he remain in hiding untul Khuba Khan and
his followers tired of waiting for him to re-
appenr? g

He ilonnced downwards. There scemed to
be no bortom to tite erevi.e. Possibly it went
down right to the bottom of the gorge.

“That 1 must discover,” muttered Sandn.
“Nor will I mve up yu my endeavour to
recover the silver dagger from the Walf of
Karistan ”

He began to descond. Plucing the flat of
his hands against the rocs bebind hum, and
cauriously shifting the pressure of hands and
feet from time to time, b. worked his way
very slowly downwards. z

It was a journey that taxed his strength to
the utmost Une false move would have sent
him heiplessly shipping and lithering  down
the crevice p

Bui Sandu was tough and wiry and deter-
mined. and eventiially he reached the bottom
of the gloomy ravine. He looked up. There
was no sign of Khuba Khban's men. They
hsd spparently retired from the ledge where
the trartor had cut the rope.

The torrent roared deafeningly through the
go and Sendu must crss 14 before he
co&rﬂ;lchmb back to Khuba Khan's camp.

Shar rocks ““‘?'ﬁﬂ the bed o‘ tho
river, and he made use of these, passing lram
onc to another until he had crossed the
torrent. ) ]

Then be gazed up at the frowning mountains
that hnrrcg his path, searching for & way to
climb them.

. - - . - .

IN a sun-scorched valloy the Wolf of Karis-
tan faced the veiled traitor. Khuba

and his ruffiaus had moved their camp farther
into their mountain fastnesses. Now they

were in one of their strongest lairs. -

Entrance to the valley could only be gained
by parrow, tortuous which
guarded by Khuba Khan's sentriecs. From the
towering peaks that lay on cither hand they

no dauger. -

No one, they imagined, eould elimb them.
They did not yot realise the skill of Sandu
of the Himalayas ] ;

The Wolf of Karistan toyed with the silver
dagger. His bloodshot eyes wore glittering
like a snoke’s, ond his parted lips ehowed
gleaming. fang-like ftecth.

“Sponi dog, and say why I should noi
plunge this dagger into your, heart!" thun-
dered the Ehan. x :

“Mercy. Great Khan,” the traitor pleaded.
“Kill me not, and I shall kill Sanda who I
know you hate. He does not suspect me.
The veil I wear has kept my' identity hidden
from him. Let me o bhack to my village.
Sandu will return there, and then shall ¥ slay
him with poison.”

“A cowardly way!” snarled Khuba Khan.
“Better far thut vou proved yourself a warrior
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by meoeting him with the sword. But I shall
ponder until day-break. In the mecantime, go-
to the tent that has been set apart for you,
and do not leave this valley until I give
my decision.”

The sun was sinking over the western moun-
tains, and soon night would fall on the valley,
_ Of all the fantastic landscapes to be found
in the Himalayas, this valley presented an
appearance that was grotesque in the extreme.

The towering peaks had been eaten away by
wind and weather until they presented a suc-
cession of weird, unecarthly designs. It was
casy fo understand how it had come to be
called the Valley of Devils.

In the distant past it had housed a race of
cave-dwollers, and the entrances to their sub-
terranean dwellings were still to be seen,
piercing the walls of the eliffs that rose
abruptly from the barren land.

Strange legends were told of the Valley of

evils:

The veiled traitor shivered as the sun went
down. It seemed that a chill had desconded
upon the valley, bringing with it an ominous
foreboding of evil. IVit place was this for a
bloodthizsty wvillain such as the Welf of
Karistan.

In the round, felt Mongél tent which had
been pitched for him, a smoky lamp of animal
fat burned dimly. The traitor started appre-
hensively as he entered and watched the
dancing shadows on the wall of the tent.
To his frenzied imeagination it seemed that
the shadows were alive. He was beginning
to regret having thrown in his lot with Khuba

[ an.

The Wolf of Karistan was playing a deep
game. He was striving to foment trouble
hetween the frontier tribes and the White Raj,
ruler of India.

In doing this, Khuba Khan hoped to make
himself ruler of the Himalayas

Suddenly, the traitor stopped dead as he
reached the centre of the tent. He tried to
shout, but his tongue clove to the top of his
dust-dvy mouth.

Tha shadows were alivel
—coming towards him!

A croaking gazp was all that left his lipa.
Then—thud! A clenched fist caught him
squarely on the side of the jaw, and the
traitor's legs buckled beneath him as he
dropped, 2 huddied heap, to the ground.

A hand reached down and whipped off the
concealing veil. Then there was a hissing
intake of breath as the lithe, brown bGgure
straightoned u

“So the traitor who would have murdered
me is Iskara, my cousin!” whispered the
voice of Sandu.

One was moving

BEARDING THE WOLF

ANDU stood irresolute, but only for a few

moments, Then he ripped off the cover-

_ ings of Iskara's camp-bed, tore them into
strips, and tied up his cousin securely, then
gagged him. s

Next he slung the traitor into the darkest
parct of the tent.

“So Khuba Khan will give his decision at
daybreak!” he muttered, revealing that he
had overheard the conversation that had taken
place between Khuba Khan and Iskara:

Iskaras had alweys appeared veiled to Khuba
Khan and his cutthroats. That veil was now
going lo stand Sandu in good stead.

He picked 1t up and fastened it over his
own face, then sut down to wait.

It was not until darkness, punctuated only
by the fitful gleam of camp-fives, had settied
over the camp that Sandu roze to his feet. He
Elew out the reeking lamp and peered through
the flap of the tent.

The camp was silent as the grave. Here
and there he caught sight of a sentry squat-
ting cross-legged on the sandy soil, his rifle
across his knee

Dropping flat on his face, Sandu wormed his
way from the tent. Gaunt, ghost-like rocks
dotted the valley, throwing deep shadows, and
in these shadows he made his way towards the
sleeping place of the Wolf.

Not a sound came from Khuba Khan's tent.
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SANDU

In front of it a ecntry paced monotonously
back and forwards, but Sandu had made for
the rear of the tent,

The =oil was soft and sandy, end when ha
reached the tent Sandu dug with his bands
liko a dog until he had hollowed out & narrow
tunnel thot would lead under the stretehed
felt of which the tent was made. Such a
tunnel would allow him to pass under the tent
walls without shaking them.

Directly he bad dug out sufficient soil he
flattened himself and slithered his head and
shoulders into the tent. A curiously fashioned
lantern hung from the roof. Under it an
elaborate couch had been placed, piled high
with soft, silken cushions.

Khuba Khan was on it, but he was not
asleep. He was seated, cross-legged, upon the
couch, examining something which he held in
his hands. It waos the silver dagger. He
muttered into his beard as he strove to de-
cipher the hieroglyphics. engraved on the

aae.,
_ Then suddenly Khuba Khan started, as over
his shoulder a hand appeared, and in a flash
it seized the dagger. The hand gripped the
dagger by the hilt, and turmed the point
quickly so that it pressed against the breast
of the treacherous scoundrel.

As he loomed above Sandu, the Spirit raised his arms high in the air,
2 serpentine-bladed dagger gleamed and flashed in the firelight.

3

But even as Sandu reached for the rug
there came a starctling ioterruption from
outside the tont.

“Master, the BSpirit of the Dead! He
comes! He secks audience with you!" came
a yvell.

The whole camp scemed suddenly to leap
into a turmoil. éandu heard footsteps ruu-
ning towards the tent, and strident cries
echoing down the valley. Then—

Half a dozen of Khuba Khan's men burst
inta the tent.

Sandu wheeled. Tor a moment the fol-
lowers of the Wolf were petrified with amaze-
ment at the sight of their chief being held
by the traitor from another tribe whom they
all despised, but a deep-throated ery from the
bearded lips of Khuba Khan roused them into
action : . i

“Seize the dog! He shall die the death of
the thousand torments!”

Sandu sprang back as the Wolf's men
surged forward. One raised an ugly, curved
sword, and aimed a smashing blow which
Sandu parried with the blade of the silver
dagger.

Then the whole crowd fell upon the boy
chief, and by sheer weight of numbers bovw
him to the ground. I3

In one of his hands
¢ See how I deal out death

to Sandu !** he roared.

“Make no sound, Woll of Karistan, or the
silver dagger will be sheathed in your black
heart!” said the voice of Sandu,

Khuba Khan's eves dilated as he shrank
}'chk from the gleaming blade which menaced
him. s

Then from behind him stole a dark figure.

“The traitor 1” gasped Khuba Khan, as he
stared at the veiled faco of Sandu.

Khuba Khan was puzzled. Never had he
thought that the craven-hearvted traitor would
dare such a venture as this. .

Sandu laughed low and mockingly. :

“Get to your feet and face the wall of the
tentl’ Make no resistance, or I shall kill
rou |

Khuba Khan rose, backed across thg tent,
and faced the wall.

Keeping the point of the silver dagger
pressed against the rullian’s back, Sandu pus
out his free hand and unfastencd the belt
on which hung Khuba Khan's sheathed
scimitar. :

Sandu threw the weapon upon the couch.

Then he snatched an embroidered covering
from the couch. His intention was to thirow
it over Khuba Khan's head to strangle any
cry that the scoundrel might try to give.

Sandu struggled desperately. The silver
dagger buried itself deep in the breast of one
of the attackers, who rolled over with a
strangled ery, blood pouring from a gaping
wound.

But against such overwhelming odds Sandu
was powerless, His arms were gripped and
twisted  viciously behind hiz back until he
winced with the pain. The dagger dropped
from his grip. .

He was hauled roughly to his feet, and
stood there breathing heavily as he faced the
rage-filled Wolf of Karistan. 3

“Remove his veil!” thundered the Wolf.
“He shall pay with his life for his boldness
in threatening me, but I would gaze on his
face as he squirms at my feet and pleads for
mercy ! 4

The veil was torn from Sandu’s face, and
then Khuba Khan's bloodshot eves almost
started out of his head,

“Sandu!” he cried incredulounsly. “How
can that be? Sandu was net the traitor! It
was another. What devilry is this?”

“Master, the epirit calls! It
impatient !”

The cry came from outside the tent,

Khuba Khan hesitated for a moment, then

grows
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drew himself up and buckled on his belt and
seimitar. Then he pointed gt Sandu.

“Drag that carrion after me!” he snarled,
his lips enrling in a crucl smile. “The Spirit
of the Dead shall speak his doom!”

He strode from the tent, and Sandu iwas
dragged aftor bim.

Outside Sandu stared down the velley with’

astounded eyes.

Where one of the ancicnt cave dwellings
ended in 2 dark, dismal patch on the moun-
tainside a line of brilliant white fire was
stretched. 5 :

It cast a weird, uncarthly light on the faces
of the Wolf of Karistan’s lollowers, who were
prostrate on their knees, and muttering under
their breaths and calling upon sh to
presérve them. :

In the mouth of the cave towered a gigantic
figure. He was at least six feet six in height.

His face was as dusky as that of Khuba
Khan's, but his hair, and a whito beard which
hung down to his waist, was as white as the
snow on the pesks of the Himalayas. :

He iwas dressed in a shapeless white
ia;-mmt that draped him completely, and, as

huba Khan advanced, he flung up his arm
in an imperious gesture which brought dead
silence upon the assembled followers of the
dreaded Woli of Karistan.

Sandu gozed in amazement. It was the
Grst time he had seen this mysterions Spirit
ot the Pesd, who could thus command respect
even from the bloodthirsty followers of the
Wolf of Karistan, and even, it scemed, from
Khuba Khan himself,

IN THE MOUNTAIN OF THE DEAD

IKE the rosring of 'a mountain torrent
L tha voice of the Spirit of the Dead
boomed out. .

“ Approach, Wolf of Karistan!™ it eried.
“(Give an acoount of your journeyings and the
suceesses you have achieved I
. Sandu_was astounded to sce the proud
Khuba Khan stride forward and make & deep
ot pnt: i | T have

“Mighty spirit, it is good news ave for
you!” he cried. “Soon shall the hated Lroops
of the White Raj be driven from the land of
the meuntains. Soon shall the banners of
thy servant, Kbuba Khan, flaunt the breezes
from Dibrugarh to Badakshan. The frontier
tribes wait restlessly for my signal to revolt.
Only a few think not as T think.  One of those
tribes belongs to Sandu, and Sandu I have
here. He shall die bo»njﬁht\, and anether, who
will do what I bid, will reign over Sendu's
tribe. See, hers is Sandn.  Speak, mighty
=pirit, and say what torments he shall undergo
ura death releases his tortured soull”

He pointed to where Sandu steod in the
grip of the men who had captured him.

There was silence for some moments, &nd
then the spirit spoke again.

“Bring forward this Sandu!” he ordered.
“Y would fain see him more clearly.”

Sandu was dragged forward l.mtlt] e stood
heneath the light of the weird, cerie fire’that
lit up the mysterious heing.

For a while there was silence, but Sandu
felt the flashing eyes of the Spirit of the Dead
fixed upen hinv as if they were peering down
into his very soul. :

“Shall we bury him to the neck in sand,
and then smear his face with honey that the
ants shall eat out his eyes and tongue (0}
great spirit?” eried Khuba Khan. “Or sil_a-li.
we tether him to the bent trees that. being
released suddenly, shall tear him limb from
Jimb and scatter his accursed remains to ihe
four winds#” X

“Neither, Wolf of Karistan!” roared the
epirit. “I myself will deal with Sandu. Bind
him securely and stretch him upon the altar
that lies beneath my sacred cavern!”

In a few moments his commands had been
obeyed . Sandu was tied hand and foot with
leather thongs that bit into his flesh,

Then be was carvied forward to a crude,
oblong slab of stone that lay just in front of
the lime of white fire which guarded the cave
of the spirit.” :

The white firc was dying down now, but iis
light was still sufficient 1o allow Sandu to see
the carious carved figures on the crude altar

SANDU

and the ominous staine that covered its smooth
surface.

~ “Build s five in front of the altar!” came
ihe further command of the spirit,

Quickly o fire wos built in front of the
mystic alter. Soon tho flames from it were
leaping up toward the sky. The Spirit of the
Dend waved his arm, and the followers of
Khuba Khan drew back.

Then, as Sandu strove vainly to loosen the
bonds that held lim, the spivit advauced
slowly towards the altar upon which the
Indian boy lay. =

As he loomed sbove Sandu, the spirit raised
his arms high in the air, and in one of his
hands a serpentine-bladed dagger gleamed and
flashed in the firelight. The other hand was
tightly clenched.

“See how I desl out death to Sandul” he

roared. . “By the power of my magic shall .
make himn vanish as though le bad never
existed 1

The serpentine dagger flashed down; but
even as the curved biade swept towards the
naked breast of Sandu the spivit opened his
other hand; and Sandu had a fleeting glimpse
of something being hurled over the altar
towards the fire.

Next moment everything was blotted from
sizht, for from the fire aroso @ blinding cloud
of smolke that spread rapidly.

The !cnpinﬁ- flames died down as though by
magic, and the smouldéring embers of the fira
glinted redly through the smoke-fog that had
been created.

But the dagger had not struck Sandu to the
Lieart!

It had halted barely an inch echove his
breast !

Beeause of the concealing bank of smoke
Sandu could see little, but ho had o hazy
vision of the long-bearded face of the spirit
looking down into his own.

Then hands gripped him; and he was raised

from the altar.
b'.'[‘o his _utéier .nﬁaznmnnt,h he fcl; him‘sor}f
cing carried guickly over the rough ground.
Then blackness swept around him, and he
knew that he had been carried into the cave
of the spirit.

He was dropped to the stone floor. There
came the sound of hurrying foolsteps retreat-
ing from him, and he was leit alone.

A few moments later from outside the cave
ceme o long-drawn gnai: of amazement. and
then the strident yells of the Wolf of
Karistan's followers,

_ “Hg has gone! Sandu has vanished! This
is magic indeed I .

Sandu was as amazed as they were.

Why, instead of plunging the dagger into
his hesrt, had the mystic spirit carried him
off in this manner? Had he meraly done it
to impress the superstitious followers of
EKhuba Khan?

Then Sandu heard the voice of the spirit
again.

“Vengeance is mine! So by my magie arts
deal I with those who stand in oux way. Get
you to your tents. Let no man set foot abroad
again until the sun rises over the valley, or lie
will rouse my anger against bim. have
spoken.”

Sandu had evidently been carried around a
bend in the ecave, for no light penetrated into
the place where be had been leit.  He realised
that the mystic spirit had worked quickly,

dropping him there out of sight', and bad then
hnrried back to the altar before the smoke
cloud had cleared away.

Ssndn heard the hubbub of voices dying
away in the distance as Khuba Khan's men
sought their {enls Then foofsteps came
through the darkness towards him.

Hangds felt for him, gripped him, and swung
im np as though he.was a mere feather-
weight.

e folt himself thrown over the shoulders
of the mystic spirit, who then carried him
farther into the darkness.

Sandu’s brain was in a tormoil.  Who was
this mystic spirit? Why was he carrying him
off into the depths of the mountain in this
manner? What lay beyond ?

Death, perhaps—desth a thousand times
more horrible and tervifying than any which

even the warped brain of the Wolf of Karistan

~could conceive |

The dark : : ned endless.

It am ! Sandu that a white-bearded,
seemingly frail being like the Spirit of the
Dead should be able to carry him with so little
effort along the countless twists and turns of
that subterranean maze.

Then ahoad of him he saw a flickering light,
end o few minutes later the passage ended
abruptly, opening out into o larger cave,
where the light burned. -

In the centre of the cave stood a large while
slab of stone. Gourds containing food, which
stood upon it, showed it to be nsed as o table.
It was from the table that the light came.
The light came from
crudely fashioned in the native manner frem
the fat of monntain sheep and goats. And tha

1 “candlesticks which beld those candles sent o

thrill of horror through Sandu’s veins.

For they were human skulls | 2

The guttering candles sent fantastic shadows
playing across them, giving them s terrifying
apgea‘.r_ame of being alive.

ut that was not all! Ranged around tho
walls of that gloomy underground chamber in
the heart of the Mountain of the Dead wern
fﬁ_herl skulls—hundreds, pay thousands of
om N :

‘The place was one vast charnel house !

The sirange being who had carried Sanda

here bore him acrosa this eerie chamber.
_ A% a spot where a patch of rock wal:showed,
just =t the dark entrance to another such
underground passage, & staple was let into the
wall, and from it a length of chain dangled.

The mystic spirit placed Sandn on the floor.
Then ho wound part of the chain around his
waist, fastening it with an old rusted lock.

The s#rania being crossed to the table,
placed the key of the lock u it, and
gathered up some of the gourds containing
food.” Ho carried these back to Sandun, placing
them down alongside him.

“Eat1” said the Spirit of the Dead in a
voice that echoed weirdly tound thet grim
chamber of death.

At the same moment he slashed at Sandu’s
bonds with & knife. Then he wheeled round
and strode back towards the passage by which
he had earried Sandu into the chamber.

Sandu’s cyes followed him. The .ﬁhost-!y.
bearded stranger listened intently. 1en he
stepped into the darkness and dizappeared.

Sandu’s brain was working quickly. What
law in store for him?

He had heard strange tales of the mountains
and the devils which were reputed to live
thiere. There had heen legends of vampires—
strange croaturves, half human, half animal,
who Ffeasted upon human flesh.

Despite  himself, a chill cr?_pb down lis
gpine. Chained as he was, he felt helpless if
more danger suddenly threatened him.

Then he started as he looked st the gourds
of food which had been placed a!o‘ngde Tainn.

For in one of them there lay a imifel

But s knife, even though it were sharp-
pointed, would be useless to cut through l-.]r.lpa
chiain which held him unless—

Another thought flashed through Sandu’s

brain. Could he logsen the staple which held
the chain to the wall?

Ha wasted no more time. Swiftly he zet fo
work, digging the point of the knife into the
rock around the staple.

Bit by bit he dug the steple free, and as he
worked he tugged &t it, and o thrill ran
thirough him when at last he realised that the
staple was becoming loose.

en, catching the chain in both hands, he
tugged with all his might ! :

But at that same moment there came the
zonund of fooisteps irom along the passage that
led to Khuba Khan's camp. The Spirit of
the Dead was coming back!

Sanda redoubled his efforts.

Come what might, he meant fo escape.

“Can Sandu escape fsom the Spirit of"the Dead ?
Next Tuesday’s chapters will be more exciiing
than eyer. Teil those chums of yours to placa
a definite order for TRIUNMPH with a newsageni,
as our paper is In greater demand every week,
By the way, there’s news coming aboul your
faveurite feature that will delighl every one of
vou
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Every Tuesday

“THE ICE-RAY.” MAD CAREW VERSUS A FIENDISH INVENTOR WHO FREEZES PILOTS TO DEATH.
AWN PATROL

FROZEN CORPSES

¢ PPURPLE thunder! What's wron
you, MacTavish? Iave you
moonstruck 1" -
Mad Carew, the famous flying major of
Squadron No. 353 of tho British Royal Flying
Corps, barked the words sharply across the
inoon-bathed tarmac.
Tramed in the doorway of a mear-by hut
was the figure of Sandy MacTavish, the

with
ecome

squadron’s donr Scots  ser ant-mechanic,
;tmrmg up at the moon as i hypnotised by
its cold, pale glow

At Mad Carew’s words he turned, saluting
smartly.

“Hoots, sorr, but I'm after feeling certain
that I've just seen a plane fly across the face
of the moon I” he said in puzzsled tones.

Mad Carew glaved slmost cagerly up at 2
bright, silver moon which seemed to be racing
through fleecy clouds.

“A plane?” he echoed,
“I can’t hear aoything.” :

Sandy MacTavish rubbed his bristled chin
as again he turned his cyes to the moon.

“Naw, sorrs an’ I dinnag hear & sound,
sitlier,” he answered. “It happened that I
looked up the noo and saw it 8a it crossed
the moon. I thought at first that maybe ic
was Gaptain Harg returning, sorr.”

Aad Carew looked swiftly down fo conceal
ihe anxiety on his war-scarred face.

“Yf it is him, then he's run out of petrol,
and is coming in on o dead mofor!” he
barked: “Quick! Get flares out!”

The old Scot hesitated. :

“But, sorr, it wasna a Bristol Fighter!”
he exclaimed. “Yon was a big plane—
maybe & bomber. *Twes as big as & Handley
Page”

“A bomber?” Cerew rapped.
sure that you didn’t imagine it?”

The Scot shook his head resolutely,

“1 didna imagine it, sorr,” he answered.

Nad Carew again eyed the moon. It wasn't
like Sandy MacTavish to see things that did
not exist. And yet the night was so eerily
silent and still

Yven the front line guns had ceased their
monotonous beat,

If a plane with o dezd motor had been
circling over the drome they would have
heard the swish of the idling propeller.

“Very welll’ Carry on, MacTavish,” the
fighting major grunted at last. “And if you
soe any more bombers with silent ongines
flying around the moon let me know.”

Mad Carew turned away, leaving the Scot
still staring skywards.

But the moment he was out of sight of
AMacTavish the dynamic little air ace dodged
futo the shadow of a hangar, and for several
winules stood staring upwards, with a look
of concern on his shrapnel-scarred face,
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listening. intently.

“Are yon

e

Captain Tubby Hart, the
adjutent, was his best pal.

sentiment like ison,

squadron’s
Mad Carew hated
but Tubby. was now
four hours overdue from a dusk patrol over
the German lines. /.

Unless he had landed at another drome, his

petrol tanks wonld now be as dry as a bone.

When Mad Carew bad frst heard Sandy
MacTavish’s words he had hioped that Tubby,
having run out of petrol, had managed to
got back in a glide; but if that cireling plane
was & bomber, then it could not be his pal.

But why should 2 bomber be cireling over
Drome No 333 with its engines cut off?

For fully five minutes nothing disturbed the
corie silence of the night, save for the strains
of a tinny gremophone from the direcfion of
the Bad Lads’ mess hut.

Then, just as Carew was about to abandcn
his vigil, the headlights of a powerful car
swished across the tarmac and came fo' &
stop outside his orderly-room.

Mad Carew stepped forward. A

Perhaps Tubby had made a foreed landing
af another drome and had finished his journey
in a borrowed car,

The famous ace was across the tarmac in a
fow scconds, reaching his orderly-room just
after two figures had vanished through the
doorway.

Fle burst in, then stopped dead as he saw
that neither of the visitors was his pal.

“(@Good-evening, gentlemen !” he snapped.

One of his two visitors was Colonel Jordan,
the tall, lean chief of the Special Branch of
the Secret Service.

The other, dressed in the uniform of a
Trench flying officer, toyed nervously with the
cord of his revolver.

Their haggard expressions and tired eyes
proclaimed that they had slept little of late.

“(ood-evening 1” Colonel Jordan returned.
“We have come over to ask your help, Major
Cavew. Major la Fane and I are up against
1&" 3
Mad Carew nodded.

“Jf it’s a Mfying job, count on me” he
answered, * But what's happened to get the
Seeret Service all washed up?” "

Colonel Jordan brushed a hand across his
forehead,

“Jajor la Fane will give you the facts,”
he said grimly.

Mad Carew indicated chairs, and when all
were seated the Fronch officer started.

With many wild gesticulations, and pausing
oceasionally to mop his perspiring brow, ho
rattled off a story which caused Mad Carew’s
eyes to widen with incredulity.

For five minutes he sat as if turned to
stone, listening intently, vet hardly able to
believe his: own ears. It was only when
Major la Fane came to the end of lus story
that he finally spoke.

“PBomber blanes disavpearing without o

shot being fired at them?” he echoed. “Dead
pilots returning frozen stiff at their controls®”

He swung sharply round to face the Secret
Service man. .

“Do you believe this, Jordan?’

Colonel Jordan's thin lips twitched.

“I'took a lot of convincing until I saw for
myself that it was true,”” he answered heavily.
“1t was o ghastly sight, Carew. Two French

ilots frozen stiff at the controls of a French

jomber which had disappeared a week ago
over the German lines.”

The fighting major
other. -

“ And this has happened at threc different
Trench dromes?” he asked distantly.

Major la Fane nodded.

“Q0ui, monsieur le major. The planes have
landed, unseen and unheard, at night-lime,
not far from our dromes” he answered.
“Tach of them had two frozen men in their
cockpits.”

Mad Carew sprang to his feet.

_ MaoTavish’s strange story returned to him
in o flash.

“At night—unseen and
echoed. “Purple thunder

. He broke off as the sound of running foot-
steps on the tatmac outside the ordecly-roou
came to his ears.

The next moment Sandy MacTavish, gasp-
ing breathlessly, burst into the room.

At the sight of Carew's visitors he hesitated,
then drew up his hand smantly in salute.

“Phat plane, sorr ! he gasped. “¥ou lold
me to tell you if I saw it again!”

Mad Cerew was at his side in a second, -

“Yowve seen it again, MacTavishi" he

ra Te»d

The Scot gulped heavily.

“No, sorr. But I heard a plane land in the
field on the other side of the drome.”

“Purple thunder! Come on!” Mad Carew
roared, seizing s hand torch from & rack
behind the door.

He raced out through the door like a strenk
of lightning, Colonel Jordan and the Frencli
major of his heols, and the breathless
MacTavish following behind.

The shell-battered barn—all that remained
of a pre-war French farm—was & good hilf o
mile from the tarmnac. Mad Carew reached it
fully a hundred yards ahead of the others.

Clambering through a hedge bordering upen
the flying field, he staved wildly about.

Suddenly his breath caught sharply in his
throat

Fifty yords away, barely discernible against
the dark shadows of some battle-scarred trees,
was & towering shape—a huge bombing plane.

One glance told Mad Carew that it was not
a Handley Page, but a French bomber of such
similar design that, in the darkness, it was
not surprising that MacTavish hed mistaken
it for a British plane.

stared from one to the

unheard ! he
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A Tew seconds later Carew stood in the
shadow of the strangely silent machine, play-
ing the br:fht; ray of his torch along the
fuselage and then on to the undercarriage,
which had buckled up in the soft earth.

The light moved slowly upwards, coming to
rest on a motionless figure crouched over the
controls in the forward cockpit. The flying
helmet and shoulders only wersd visible.

“Hallo, thera! Where're you from?” Alad
{Zavew barked.

His words rang hollowly through the trees,
I.m‘f% i_;ixlera }\'as no s.nsvi;er.! et

ith a low grunt, he leapt agilely up on to
the lower wing, pulling himself level with the
forward pit.

Even as he played the light from the torch
on to the motionless figure of the pilot the
ather three pounded up.

*“Ars they alive, Carew?” Colonel Jordan
panted in a tense voico, 4

The circle of white light was illuminating
the helmeted figure's face—a face which
glistened like that of a waxwork doll.

Unasecing, glassy cyes gleamed sightlessly
bnck at Mad Carow.

“Mon Dicu!” Major Ia Fone gasped
hoarsely.
“Pead! Frozen stif!” Mad Carew

muitered grimly, reaching out to touch the
1ce-cold ﬁegb' of the young pilot’s cheek.

lonel Jordan and the French officer
clamberad quickl:g on to the wing at his side,

“Yook! There’s another!” Jordan gasped.

Carew turned the torch on to-a second still
figure in the rear cockpit. =

Gl eyes set in a frigidly frozen face
stared back at them, and twisted ll_g's'secmcd
to scream out in silent agony, as 1f the last
words that had been uttered by them had been
cnrses of torment. i
_ Mad Carew heard Major la Fane's sudden
intake of breath. s :

;‘%o yon recognise either of them?” he
ashed.

The French officer nodded.

“They are both from my squadron—
Snuadron No. 89,” he answered huskily.
;]' "hey have been reported missing for six

3)’8-“

Afad Corew turned the Light away from the
frozen corpses.

_ “Well, Major Carew, what do you make of
it 1 Colonel Jordan asked thickly.

Mad Carew grunted. ;

“What can I make of it?” he snapped.
“Dead men caw’t fly planes. It's impossible
to tell how ldng thess unfortunate fellows have
been dead, because the ice has preserved their
vodies. But ohe thing is certmin—they didn't
die on this side of No Man’s Land 1"

Carew was thinking of his pal, Tubby Hart.

Was thera any connection between these
frozen corpses and his loyal friend’s failure to
veturn home from the speeial mission he
had set out upon at dusk the previous
evening 7

“But, monsieur, I do not understand,” the
French major said in puzzled tones. *“Zese
unfortunate officers have been frozen to death
inside their cockpits. Is it possible zat there
is some_hitherto unbeard of climatic condition
in the sley which results.in a pilot being frozen
to death when he attains a certzin altitude?
If zat is not the case, zen how do you explain
d;em ?si,ttmg in such life-like position in zis
plane ¥

Colonel Jordan looked hard at Mad Carew.

“Yes, Carew, I get his point,” he said.
“Tha Er!ots could not have been frozen to
death before they were &Jilt into this plane.
Their frozen bodies would have been already
set in eome other position. Besides, their
fiying overalls are frozen to the bucket seats.”

Mad Carew nodded in grim silence. He
climbed to the ground and mspected the giant
plane closely. 3

“And yet there is no ice formation on the
wings1” he exclaimed suddenly. “To have
frozen those men stiff the outside temperature
would have to be low cnough to jam up the
ailerons and rudder controls. And yet it's
only the inside of the plane which bears any
sign of frost!”

is eyes wandered towards the bomber’s
massive landing-wheels, and a low hiss escaped
his thinned lips.

Adherine to the semi-inflated fyres was a
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considerable quantity of reddish-brown earih.
The only red earth on any known aerodrome
on the German side of the lines was at Vanda,
the big eu:g:yhdroma \thchd'l‘lﬂ)tgstﬂart had
gonio over to photograph ab dns st evening.

Did this mean that Em al had suffered !fe
same mysterious and ruthless fote that bed
been meted out to these two hepless French
flyera?

Would Tubb;
days' time—a

vy Hart refurn in five or &ix
rozen corpse?

MAD CAREW VOWS VENGEANGE
u'w HATEVER the explanation may be,
Major Carew.” Colonel Jordan said,

W
his haggard face lined with anxiely,
“something has got to be dons about i{.
That’s why we've come oyer to you. Major la
Fano reports that the pilots oi every French
Escadrille op this sector ars becoming un-
nerved by these nncanny happenings.”

*Something will be done about it.”
tlél}::d Carew’s veice had & ring as of cold
steal.

He had climbed up on fo the wing again,
and in the open door of the cockpit wes ex-
amining the giant plane’s frozen pilot.

As he did s0 he saw a =mall piece of pasle-
board secured like a luggage label to the
pilot’s flying suit.

Masd Carew's eyes narrowed to an angry
glare as he saw tho words that had been
grmled neatly in English upon that label in

load-red ink:

DEATH BRINGS YOU
A CHALLENGE, MAD
CAREW (—FROM
LA

Those two capital Z's, printed close to-
gether, stiick a familiar chord in Mad
Uarew's brain. w -

“Tho Double Z!” he muttered. “That
German ace of twelve months ago, Baron von
Hauser, always carried a double Z painted
on his fuselage. But he's dead—or is he?”

_The two visitors were watching tho dynzmic
little flying major closely.

“You have a clue, major?” Colonel Jordan
asked eagerly. i

Med Carew’s eyes glittered.

“T have more than a clue;” he answered
grmﬂ% “Bither that, or these dead pilois
have brought me a challenge from a man I
killed in aerial combat twelve months ago.”

“But thet ees impossible !’ the French
major gasped.

“Of course it is, monsieur,” Mad Carew
answered. “Therefore, 1 know who is behind
this fiendish devilry. A yvear ago I shot down
the Dounble %, Baron von Hauser, in flames
behind the German lines. T believed that he
went down to his death. It now appears that
this wasn’t the case, and that he is living to-
day. The fight we sterted a year ago 1s to
be continued again at once. I am going to
Vanda.. Double Z has issued a challenge, and
I am going to accept it. MacTavish1”

*“SorrI” cried the dour Scots mechanic,
stiffening to ramrod attention.

“Service my Bristol Fighter I Aad Carew
rapped  “I shall be ready in half an hour.”

ut you're: not. going alone!" gasped
Colonel Jordan. A

“1 prefer to go alone. It would take my
squadron some time to be cquipped with ice.
resisting clothes. It will not take me so lopg.”
WITB the drone of the Bristol Fighter’s

250 h.p. Rolls-Royce Iaicon engine.
warming up on the near-by tarmae, resounding
upon his ears, Mad Carew made his final pre-
Eatat:ona for the Hight from which he knew

e wonld possibly never return alive.

Beneath a loose-fittin, i
donned some strange clothes of his own in-
vention—the result of many hours of pains-
taking labour and experiments. x

He had designed these clothes for high-
altitude flying, so that a pilot should be pro-
tected from the extreme cold experienced when
temperatures as low as 60 degrees below
freezing point were emcountered high above
the clouds.

flying suit he had.

The clothes: consisted of waisicoal, baols,
gloves, and helnet, electrically wired other,
and cennected to 8 series of poweriul | 1
batfteries which he wore around his waist sfter
the manner of a collapsible life-belt.

The wheole equipment tock up suck little
space that it could completely concealed
heneath a spacious flying suit, leaving nothing
to view that would betray the fact that cloihes
of an nnusual nature were being worn.

“Now I can stend up api'n.insl: anything up
to 60 degices of frost, so long as these cells
hold out,” ho muitered. “And I could per-
haps sutvive 100 degrees helow fieezing point
for a shoit space of time.”. ;

When, a few minutes Jater, he strutied, with
his usual sharp gait, across to the tarmac, he
looked a shade plumﬁer than usoal; but the
difference was so slight that even Sandy
MacTuvish’s gimlet eyes failed to detect it

Climbing into the cockpit, Mad Carew {ock
the Bristol up into the giey dawn sky in a J
rocket-like climb. _ £

As he flew over No Man’s Land at 10,000/
fock he plugged in the clectrically heated
clothes {o the eells around his waist, ¥ Y

Almost_instantly, despite the sharp bite oF
iho morning air, & warm glow swept over his
dynamic body. . z

Switching off again, heo set his course for
Vanda, hity miles behind the enemy lines, and
swept, the cky with experienced cyes for enemy
airerait.

His journey

was only half-completad shen
the 'sun, began

to peep sbove the Eastern
horizon, bringing a mew day to the shell-
scarred battlefields of Flanders. :

Keoping the Bristol at clond ceiling, Carew
flew on, his hawk-like eyes darting ever from
side to side. i -

Suddenly, when almost within sight of his
destination, ho espied seven torpedo-shaped
Pfalz Seonts, in 'V formation, streaking acyoss
the sky towards him. To his right were nine
more plan lack-and-white siriped Fokkers
—slawing up towards him in three waves of
{lree planes cach. y

Sixteen enemy planes in all!

Ti, would be sheer suicide to attempt to face
such overwhelming odds. 4

But with grimly set lips, Mad Carew pointed
{hemose ot his Bristol straight towards Vanda,
and opened his throttle to its widest. £

Both formations turned inwards to ent him

off.

The spoedy Pfalz Scouts were the first to
geb within offective machine-gun range, as the
sgissors closed upon the trapped British ace.

Strgms of h; %ets] hbammered through
Carew’s wings and fusclage. iy 8

The cnd wgus near. No plano eould live for
many minuteas in such a withering hail of
death.

Mad Carew hesitated. He was ebout to furn
upon the Pfalz Scouts like a cornered tiger,
meaning to go down fighting to the very lasi,
when suddenly a red light avced from the
cockpit of the foremost black-and-white striped
Fokker. 1 :

Instantly the pilots of the Pfalz Scouts
ecased iheir murderous fire, and, banking
sharply, headed awaér across the sky.

"lp see;” Mad Carew mutlered grimly.
“T}e Fokker pilots have claimed me for their
meat, eh? Right! Then it shall be o costly
meal for them " X

He flashed steely eves back over his shonlder
to select the first of the onene:g planes to attack.
A swishing of wings sounded upon his cars.

A Fokker soresmed past his side, its pilob
signalling menacingly to him tfo surrender,
and pointing earthward.

Then, as the German plane banked steeply
away again, Mad Carew’s eyes became riveted
to_its fuselage. L

Just behind the pilot’s cockpit. in blood-red,
was a double Z, followed by a figure “271

Every one oi the Fokkers bore the “ZZ°
brand, each with a different number beside it,
the numbers ranging from 2 to 10.

" ‘Turning nerrowed eyes carthward, Mad
Carew saw that he was immediately above the
large Vanda acrodrome

580 that was it] They had been sent up to
capture him, and wanted to take him alive.

The abscnce of a “2ZZ I * plane told that
Baron von Huuser himself had not come up
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to mest him, but was waiting sompwhere down
thiere on the ground for him,

“O.K. If you want me down there, I'll
zo!” Carew muttered fiercely. “But nob in
the syay you miean—not yeb, anyway [

He dipped the nose of the Bristol down
towards the enemy field. Then he gunned his
engine savagely, thrusting open his throttle
so widely that his steep descent turned into
4 screaming power-dive.

the crowded tarmac of the German
drome, pilots and mechanics stared skyward
in sudden 'horror. =

Down from out of the sky, straight es a
plummet, sereamed the Bristol Fighter.

A hundred feet from the ground the
fighting major fipped the Bristol on to a
wing-tip, side-slipped, and then rolled fat.

Bumf-red points of firp frothed from the
twin muzzles of his chattering Vickers.

Fully two dozen running figures sprawled
flat to the ground and remained motioniess—
riddled with British lead. <

I;»In.r] Carew was avenging Lhe loss of his
rall

Up_screamed the Bristol, to bank steeply
round and then come ripping back.

And then, from the lofty tower of a chatean
Sordering the aerodrome, came a sudden beam
of 1m]{:l white light—like a daylight search-
fight, - .

Tt scomed 1o burn a dazeling pathway
through' the air, joining the chateau tfo the
cockpit of the diving plane.

But it struck Mad Carew like a sudden blast
»f Arctic wind, so intensely cold that it seemed
to tear the flesh from his face as if with needle-

sharp claws, and transform his fingers into
vigid sticks, deveid of all sense of feeling and
touch. ‘

In the nick of time Mad Carew switched on
the current of bis electrically heated clothes.

The warm glow from:the wires leading to his

waistcoat. boots. gauntlets, and helmet brought
tingling life back into his veins just in timo
to enable him to snatch back the joystick and
pull the Bristel up from out of its power-dive.

He had discoveréd why pilotz who flew to
r}]:e German drome at Vanda never returned
alive!

Pt for his electrically heated garments, he
would now have been a frozen corpsel

BARON VON HAUSER
AD CAREW’S brain worked with vivid
clanty

The deadly Ice-Ray had been
switched off, but the black-and-white striped
IFolkkers were circling overhead, as though
ready to pounce upon him if he attempied to

make @ bolt from out of the ray's reach.

They evidently wanted to give him a chance

to land intact, for Mad Carew sensed that had
the ice-cold ray been kept focused upon him
for long, not even his electrically heated
clothes would have saved him from being
frozen to death.
" But Mad Carew turned down the thought
of attempting to make a bid for life, and chose
instead & course which common sense warned
him was akin to suicide,

He was determined ito meet Baron von
Hauser face to face, and so ho pointed his
Bristol Fighter earthward, and brought off &
deliberately bumpy landing close to the
German tarmac.

As feld-grey-clad figures raced towards his

lane he switched off the current from the
attery inside the concealed belt and allowed
his body to slump forward across his controls,
his eyes tightly closed.

Despite the heat from his - electrically
warmed garments, ice had formed, through
condensation, upon the outside of his flying
overalls.

His breath had turned into glittering icicles
upon the fur-collar around his neck, and 2
glistening hoar-frost was coating his instru-
ment board, joystick, and those parts of his
plane which the deadly ray had encountered.

# Jawohl, the pig-dog is as doad as frozen
mutton,” grunted an unter-offizier. “Did I
not say that the Herr Baron, in his fury, had
made the strength of the zay too great?
Never before have I heard the ray sizzle as
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MAD CAREW

it did when it was being directed upon this
vordamnter Allied plane[”

German pilot climbed up on to the
Bristol's wing and stared closely into’ Mad
Carew’s war-bitten face,

“Nein! Neinl Ho lives!” he said in a
guttural growl. “See, the frost mells around
his mouth, which proves that he still breathes.
Carry him at once to the chateau, where the
Herr Baron waits to sece him 1*

Keeping his body rigid, as if frozem siiff,
Mad Carew ellowed himself to be lifted down
from the cockpit' and conveyed across the
tarmac to the chateau, keeping his oyes tightly
closed. :

Heo felt himself being placed—still in a
cramped sitting position—on a hard floor with
his back against a wall.

It was no easy matter to keep his body in
that cramped position, but he feared that if
he moved too soon: his ca}l)tors might suspect
the existence of the -electrically warmed
clothes.

The fierce heat of » fire glowed upon ‘gjs

ace. =

And then he heard a voice so devoid of “Tife,
and vet so utterly evil, that an involuntary
shudder ran down his spine.

In a desperate bid for life Mad

Carew hurled himsell upon the maniac scientist. But the

7
moved his leg and bared his teeth as if stifling
back a shrick of pain .

An inhuman cackle rang in his ears.

“Where am I?" Mad Carew muttered
thickly * Merciful heavens—tlie pain! 1
can’t stand it—I can't!”

He slowly opened his eyes, and the words
faded from his lips in o penuine gasp of
mingled amazement and repulsive horror,

_ Standing over him was a huge man dressed
in the ficld-grey uniform of s German
squedron-commander.

But the uniform was the only .normal or
natura)] thing about the repugpant. fgure. Tt
seemed to add a grotesque hideousness to the
rest of his repulsive béing

His head was covered by a cylindrical mask
made out of dark-stained mica which rested on
his beast-like shoulders, giving him the
appearance of an invader from another planet.

From & parrow slit in the mask gleamed
two blood-red eves, surrounded by yvellow.
parchment-like skin as devoid of living tisstes
as the skin of an BEgyptian mummy.

Instead of arms protruding from his tunic
there were strange-looking sleeves, ending in
grotesque steel implements.” :

Where Baron von Hauser's left hand should

¢

Double Z threw up the hideous prongs of his left arm and two powerful jets ol icy vapour

shot from the protruding

“Not too close to the fire—the shock of
thawing might kill him, and then he would
escape my vengeance!” that lifelessly flab
voice said. “I want him to come back to life
slowly, so that he will suffer to the full the
pain that always accompanies frost-bite.”

Mad Cavew knew that at last he was face to
fade with the German whom, for twelve
months, he had believed to be dead—the
Double Z'!

He longed to open his eyes, but knew that it
would be a fatal mistake to do so yct awhile.

For five long 'minutes he remained as
motionless ‘as a corpse  Then that lifeless
voice broke the silence again.

“Now, you may see whether a [ittle mas-
sage will bring the English pig back to life!”

In a flash Mad Carew realised that the
moment had come for him to show the first
symptoms of recovering. :

If his captors started to massage him_ they
would undoubtedly discover the electrically
heated clothing, and his game would be up
with 2 vengeance.

He gave = realistic hollow groan. He

antennaes, striking Carew squarely upon the chest.

have been there were protruding anten-
naes, like the feelers of o snail.

Instead of & right hand there was a pair of
hinged pinchers, milled like a lobster's claw,
which at the present moment were graspin
an automatic with a special device attache
to it, so that the trigger could be operated.

“Yes, shudder, Major Carew!"” the Baron
von Hauser snarled. “You arve looking at
your own handiwork.”

The evil, foneless voice was muffied by the
mica mask. i

“I don't understand you!” Bdad Carew
barked, still writhing in well-assumed sgony.
“My handiwork—why "

“This' mask hides & face that I shall never
disclose to the world again, because of ils
hideous disfigurement,” Baron von Hauser re-

torted. in an angry voice that echaed hollowly

inside the mica mask, “Until ane day
twelve months ago, my fellow-countrymen
looked upon me as a handsome-featured pilot.
Then we fought in the air—you and I You
won; I went down in flames T was dragged
from a blazing eockpit, more dead than alive.
Skilled scientists and doctors saved my life,
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but when I saw my own face in the mirror, 1
abmost wished they had let me die!”

The Double 4's voico grew shrill with ficree
anger.

“I shuddered when I saw it, and swore that
no other human being should set sight on
features so repulsive,” he continued. * And
so I had this mask made. But although so
facially disfigured, I realised that I still had
my brain left. I vowed, there and then, that
I would use it to wreak n terrible revenge
against the verdamnter Allies—and especially
the one man who had been directly respon-
sible for my disligurement—you, Major
Carew |” 3 i

The fighting major’s lips ecurled with
mingled pity and contempt for this madman
standing before him, for there was no doubt
that the Baron voun Ifauser was a raving
madman.

““And has it never occurred to your warped
brain,” he said bitterly, * that your unhappy
fate was the fortune of war? That it was
something that all of uws who fight in the air
must be prepared for?”

“Nein, herr major; death T was prepared
for, but not for something a thousand times
worse than death |*" the Double Z snavled.
“¥or mwonths I lay in hospital nursing an
all.consuming hatred for you. My one burn-
ing desire was to get you into my clutches,
scl:r I.hrmi]I.oould revenge myself against you lo
Tio full.

“Now I have got yon! I knew that when
you saw the frozen corpses, and when your
friend, Captain Hart, failed to return from
his attack upon this- drome, you would come
in soarch of me. Well, you have found me,
and you have found death, too!”

Mad Carew’s brain was working vividly.

The sentence of death he had Lust heard
left him unmoved—his one thought was to
try to think out some way .of outwitting
this maniac,

“You are still mystified as to how I have
sent back frozen corpses in charge of Piancs
to the dromes of the accursed Allies,” the
Double Z continucd. *“As you will not live
to benefit by the knowledge, I will let yon
into my secret.”

With his repulsive handless arm he made a
swift signal to two German pilots standing
guard over Mad : S

They crossed to the Dritish ace, and
dragged him to his feet. :

ad Carew, still play-acting superbly,
allowed his legs to drag aslong the grovnd
as ho was cairied roughly to a window on
one side of the room.

The window overlooked a courtyard at the
back of the acrodrome.

Standing wheel to wheel were row upon
row of lorries, on each of whish was mounted
a massive instrument which bore the appear-
ance of a portable searchlight..

“They are my Ice-Ray projectors,” the
Double Z said gloatingly. “They are all
raady to leave for the front line to-night.
At dawn to-morvow the rav will be directed
. peross No Man’s Laud, and every accursed

British soldier manning your front line will

be transformed inio a frozen corpse!”

Mad Carew's breath eaught in his throat.

“¥ou have already experienced the power
=f my Iée-Ray, herr major,” Baron won
Hauser continued. *The strength of the ray
can be varied aecording to the purpose for
which it is required. With its aid I have
heen able to numb the limbs of every Allied
pilot who has flown over this drome, and
compel him to make a- forced landing. In'
your case, I was in such a rage, because you
had daved to ground-strafe my drome that 1
divected upon you a stronger ray than I had
originally intended. At first I feared that I
had overdone it, and that you would crash
to your death. You must be able to endure
very great cold, herr major.”

Mad Carew remained silent: He had the
electrically heated garments to thank for
bei :5 alive now.

“Now I will show you why I wished to
bring your pilots down to the ground alive,”
Vou Hauser continued. “Bring the accursed
pig-dog along |"

ad Carew was dragged down a long, stone
corridor, and in‘o a room with marble walls

“friend [* Von Hauser sneered.

"MAD CAREW:

—a room that struck as cold as an iceberg to
his face.

Along its four walls were benches ladened
down with immense electrical instruments and
ggantie retorta.

But for the mament Mad Carew had no
eyes for anything, oxcepting two [figures,
lashed hand and foot by stout leathel straps,
to. chairs in the centre of the room. Their
uniforms were stiff with frost, their faces blue
with cold.

One was dressed in the horizon-blue uniform
of the T'rench Flying Corps; the other in the
uniforin of an R.F.C. officer.

It was Tubby Hart!

Mad Carew’s heart leapt madly.

A tight gag was strapped across his pal's
month, but the slow, sgonising movement of
tha eyes told hium that the friend whom he
bad mourned for dead was still alive.

The agony in Tubby's eyes seemed to
increase ten-fold as they came to rest upon
Mad Carew, and Von Hauser chuckled evilly
as he saw the menial torture Dis helpless
prisoner was suffering at the realisation that
the famons British ace had also fallen into
his inhuman clutches.

With o stifled cry of rage, Mad Carew leapt
angrily forward, but his escort seized him by
the arms and dragged him back.

“No, herr major; you cannot lielp your
“He would
have been dead by now bad yon not come to
his rescue. I have kept him alive because he
has given me mch trouble, and I wished to
punish nim by letting him see that T have you
n my gowe:_- Now you shall sce how your
accursed Allied pilots are turned into frozen

corpses !’ }
Crossing to a bench, he picked up a small
metal cylinder, which he fastened into a

leather pouch inside his flying overalls.

He then connected @ nozzle upon it to the
end of a heavily insulated metal tube which
he extracted from the rop end of the sleeve
of his left arm. -

Slowly he began walking towards his two
hielpless prisoners. Paunsing immediately in
front of them, he raised his hateful artificial
left arm towards them. . -

And then abject horror dredged all power
of movement from Mad (Carew’s limbs, :

Two thin jets of vapour were emitting in
twin high-compression streams {rom the horn-
like attennms which formed the Double Z's
substitute for a left hand. 5

The vapours were striking the French pilot
squarely upon the chest and spreading in a
b?uish cloud all over him. : 5

The hapless French pilot was being frozen
stiff in front of Carew's eyes. First the doomed
man's eyes grew glassy as the intense cold
slowly numbed away all sense of feeling; then
his limbs grew ominously rigid as the frmmﬁ
vapour performed its fell work, until at lengt!
he was seated in the chair like a waxwork
figure, his lifsless eyes pazing sightlessly up at
18 I'ﬂ‘!‘ia-sﬁln.

He was now a frozen corpse. Maod Carew
had witnessed the ruthless wurder of a French
pilot by their mwaniae eaptor !

For a moment the air ace feared that the
Double Z would next divect the freezing
vapour upon Tubby Hart. He nerved himseli
for a despcrate cffort to tear himself free
from his burly escort's hands.

Perhaps, if luck went with him, he would
be sble to reach Von Hauser beifore the
revenge-crazed maniac could divect cither the
deadly attennees or'the antomatic upon him,

But the Double Z’s next action proved that
Tubby Hart’s life was to be spared—at least,
for the time being.

With an inhuman chuekle, the baron furned
from the murdered Frenchman and, switchin
off the deadly vapour streams, faced Ma
Carew.

“*My domonstration is over, herr major,”
he said in a jeering, fiendishly inhuman voice.
“You see for yourself my subject has been
frozen to death in a sitting position. It is a
simple matter now to thaw him from that
chair and place him into the bucket seat of
an Allied plane—his own plane, possibly.

“It is then easy for me fo fly his plane at
a high altitude across the hnoai and volplane
down to a landing somewhere close to his own

serodrome. Another plane follows to pick ma
up after I have given the lifeless pilot another
taste of the freezing vapour to freeze him into
his cockpit. The next morsing his comrades
find that yet another of their planes haz
returned home, seemingly piloted by a frozen
corpse.”

A torrent of angry words came to Mad
Carew’s lips, but he checked themn on the
point of utterance. He know that they would
be a mere waste of breath. S

He had learnt the amazing explanation to
the mi-s;'ery that had so completely bafed
Colonel Jordan and Msjor la Fane, but he
saw that against such a fiendish weapon as
Von Hauoser g?éseésed there would be very
little hope of his escaping back to the Allied
line witgﬂthe staggering informaticn he had
obtained. .

“I intend to keep your friend, Captain
Hart, as a sccond string to my bow,” the
Double Z continued in the same cold, merei-
less voice. "“VYour turn will come [irst.
To-night I shall take you back to Sgunadron
No. Bying field in your Buisiol Fighter.
Just before dawn to-morrow you will be
found by your young pilots, a frozen corpse
in your cockpit, with s picce of paper crushed
up in your icy fingers, Upon #it will be
written, in a clever forgery of youe own band-
writing, instruetions to vour pilots to bomb
this serodrome.” i

Von Hauser paused to give voice to anaother
evil chuckle. : ' /

“Then, at the tinie my Iec-Roys are being
directed across No Man's Land,” “hel con-
tinued, * your entire squadrvon will come here
{o Vands, eager to avenge your death. My
Ice-Ray will %}ring them down one by one.
Then, Herr Carew—and not till then—wili my
vengeanco agzainst you he complete: I shall
punish you for all T have suffered during the
past twelve months by completely wiping ous
your entire squadron |”

MAD CAREW'S TURN

‘IP URPLE thunder, Tubby,
could do something 1
Mad Carew utteved the words in

tones of hollow exasperation bordering upon

despair for the twentieth time during the past

if only we

long, slow-dragging hours. =

Throughout the whole of the day their
fiendish captor had added to their mental
torture by kecping them locked up together
in a grimy du bencath the chatean.
They had been lefy entirely alone and without
food behind a prison door that was made of
solid iron. : el

They had examined every inch of their evil-
smelling prison, to discover that without aid
there was not the slightest hope of escape.

And there was not the slightest hope ov
chance of any aid coming to them from any
quarter.

Bitterly Mad Carew remembered that he
had told Colonel Jordsn to take ne steps for
twenty-four Bours, and by the time thai
twenty-four hours had elapsed, ke and tho
whole of Squadron No. 333 would ba far
beyond reach of human aid.

“1 suppose I was a fool to come here alone,”
Caraw muitered thickly, “though at the timo
it scemed the wisest course. But if I'd
brought tho whole squadrom, that -fiendich
Ice-Ray would have wiped them clean out!”

And then, with gritted teeth, he thouglt
of the fleet of lorries laden with Ice-Ray
searchlights at the back of the chateauw, wait-
ing to set out for the front line just befora
dawn.

He alone knew of the frozen death that was
awaiting the entire garrison of the Britizh
front line trenches—and he was powerless fo
raise a finger to warn them of their peril!

The hours of the night dragged by.

““They’ll be coming for me socon, Tubby,”
Mad Carew said quietly, “When they do we
must try to fizht our way out.. Perhaps one of
us can escape and kill Von Hauser. Without
him to lead them, the Huns might abandon
their fiendizh plans |

Another hour dragged slowly by, Mad
Carew estimated that it must now be within
two hours of dawn,

Suddenly 8 key grated barshly in the lock
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of their prison door. Pressing themselves flat
to the wall, one to each side of the door, the
\wo Brilishers waited with baited breath.

The door opened slowly, and a beam of
strong light opened up across the Boor.

They bounded swiftly forward—only to find
thomselves running beadlong on to & wall of
bavonet-points.

Their guard was leaving nothing to chance.
A dozen square-headed Huns were barring
theit path.

Quly by pulling themselves up dead were
they able to save themselves from running
straight on to the murderous beyonets.

“Back, pig-dogs,” snarled the unter-offizier,
“or you diel The Herr Baron wishes to sce
the swinchund Major Carew 1"

Carew's escort marched him ont into the
open, and took him along tho side of the court-
vard where the vast fleet of lorries had been
paraded.

Lights were moving about everywhere; from
the gabble of guttural voicss, Mad Carew
gathered that the drivers and the experis
trained to manipulare the deadly IoeJRag' ?ro-
jectors were making final preparations before
setting off towards the front line

Mad Carew fumed inwardly. Was there
nothing he could’ do to avert this impending
cotastrophe for the Allies?

Now he was being marched past the tall
tower from the summit of which the powerful
Ice:Ray searchlight had been directed upon
Lis: Biistol Fighter.

I'he door leading into the tower was stand-
ing wide open,

A sudden desperate plan flashed
Carew’s alert brain.

Lo deliberately faltered in his stride, and
then stumbled forward on to one knee.

‘s [—feel—ill,” he stammered hoarsely.

The guard stooped over him.

“Got up, dog!” snarled the unter-offizier.
“You will have cause to feel ill in a few
minutest”

Ie aimed a brutal kick at Mad Carew's
ribs. But that heavy field-boot never reached
1= mark.

AMad Carew had only feigned illness to throw
the escort off their gunrd. His lLand shot
suddenly forward and closed upon Lhe Hun's
fool,

T'he next moment, with a lightning ju.jutsu
{lirow, Carew hurled the burly Cerman clean
over his liead, to cannon heavily into tliree of
the escort,

A picreing seream rang from the German's

into

lips as the poiut of s bayonet plunged into his

yilis,

With & lightning sweep of one Ieﬁ,e Mad
Garew kicked another Hun's legs from beneath
him. A burly German leapt at him from
behind as he started to scramble to his feet.

Like greased lightning Carew's hands swept
up to each side of his head. His fingers
closed in a vice-like grip eround the back of
the German's neck.

Ducking sharply forward, he hurled the b_i[ﬁ
Jimbed German bodily over his shoulder wit
a .f?:ce that snapped his neck like s match-
stick ;

One man against o dozen—but they could
not hold Mad Carew. - -

Another closed with him—only to at once be
givon the half-nelson, and sent hurtling into
Tiis comrades' midst with a force that bowled
three of them over like ninepins. :
© Then the dynamic little air ace, as elusive
as an eel, darted swiftly through the midst
of the remainder, and leapt through the open
door of the loity tower

Turping like lightoing, hc slammed the
licavy door in the face of his pursuers, and
shot homo ils huge bolts. :

With the bafled Fluns bammering upon the
door with their rifle-bukts, Mad Carew raced
up & s&ml staircase as fast as his legs would
carry him. :

The shrill scream of a siren echoed in his
eara. It was the warning that a prisoner had

cscaped. . ey

Ere its deafening note had died away, Mad
Carew reached the top of the tower.

Hurling open a door, he found himself inside
an elaborately fitted laboratory, similar to the
one in which he bad been brought face to face
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wiih the maniac Double Z, excepting that in
the centre of this room was.a gigantio wheel
attached to a stout shuft which led up through
the roof.

The roof was of stout glass, and through it
Mad Carew saw the mussive projector, ifs
gizantic lens ponting skywards,

Knowing that there was litfle time to waste,
Mad Carew took swift, stock of the murder-
dealing instrument.

Attached to the spokes of the giant wheel
was a smell lever, on a crescent-shaped metal
disk, which was marked off in degrees.

At the moment the point of the lever rested
upon a German word which, translated into
English, read: “Off.”

“But how the blue blazes 1s the confounded
thing siihmd 7 Mad Carew muttered fiercely.

And then he saw that the centre of the giant
wheel was made of glass:

Peering up into it he realised that 1t was a
gigantic periscope, with cross-hairs bisecting
1ts range-finder into quarters,

He grasped the giant wheel, and found that
he could move it tn any direction; as he
pressed it up away from him the lens of the
giant projector were tilted downwards. 2

He swung the wheel round and pressed it
sharply upward. Into the range-finder swept
fiest of all one corner of the chaleau, and then
the crowded courtyard below,

A fierce gasp of triumph came from his lips
as scross the sweeping “eye ” of the periscope
appeared & row of lorries with the deadly pro-
jeetors mounted upon them.

With a savage hiss he seized the lever and
swung it as far gs it would go across the face
of the dial.

A fierce crackling sound filled the aiv,

Through the eve of the periscope Mad
Carew saw a group of men elustered smong
the lorries topple stifily to the ground like
felled trees.

Setting his jaws primly, he began sweeping
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the deadly Tce-Ray backwards and ferwards
across the crowded courtyard.

Death came so quickly to the Germans
manning those lorries that they were frozen
corpses long before any of them could escape
fromn out of the ray's icy reach.

But Mad Cuerew’'s heart was utterly devoid
of pity. These men, had . they lived, would
have shown no mercy to the British Tominies
whom they had been ordered to annihilate.

Suddenly Mad Cavew heard o door open at
Liis back, and an angry cry sounded in his ears.

Swinging on his heel, he saw the Double Z
striding across the roomw ftowsrds him, his
blood-red eyes blazing incarnate rage through
the shit in his hideous mica head-mask.

In a desperate bia for life, Mad Carew
hurled himself at the maniae seientist.

But when he was still five yards short of
him, the Double Z threw up the hideous
prongs: of his left arm, and powerful jeis
of . icy vapour shot from tho protruding
antennaes and struck Carew squarely on the
chest.

In the nick of time the fighting major
switched on Ihe curvent of his clectvieally
heated clotlies. .

Had he not donp so, the next second would
have found him pitching stiffiy ito the floor, a
frozen corpse.

But even the warmth from tho cells around
his waist was insufficient to combat the perish-
ing cold of the freezing vapour.

He felt his limbs growing numbed with the
intense cold. It drained every atom o
strength from his body. His outer clothes had
swiftly "becomo frozen stiff upon him. He
allowed his knees to sag forward beoeath the
weight of his body.

But even as he slumped heavily to the fioor,
darkness closed in upon him, and he remem-
bered no more. The freezing vapour had
robbed him of consciousness

For 2 moment Mad Carew remaingd as motionless as a statue, the stout joystick poised above

i 3

his head. Then, taking careful aim_he brought it erashing down on the top of Double Z's
hideous mask
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' REVENCE
SLOWLY Mad Carew opened his eyes
again.

: Despite the fact that his head was split-
ling with pain, he realised that he was inside
the eockpit of a ﬁp:anu that was volplaning,
with engine cut off, through the moonlit sky.

Slowly the truth dawned upon him. His
electrxcallg, heated clothing had saved him
from death.

But the deadly vapour had frozen his flying
euit stiff, and the Baron von Hauser had been
tricked into believing that he was a frozen

corpse.

B.E;Z?ng slowly in his seat, Carew discovered
that he was in the back cockpit of his own
Bristol Fighter,

The Double Z was piloting the British plane,
manipulating the joystick with his claw-like
right hand.

Mad Carew could see the domed top of his
hideous mica mask protruding sbove the head-
rest of the fromnt cockpit.

Suddenly the flying major became aware
that there was a crumpled piece of paper
crushed in ‘the stifly frozen fingers of his
gauntlet.

Holding it up into the moonlight, he was
able to see that it was a note addressed to
the Bad Lads in a fiendishly clever imitation
of his own handwriting It read:

“The fiends have got me, and I am done
for, Tubby Hart still lives. If you want to
rescue him you must launch a squadron attack
upon the German drome at Vanda without a
moment’s delay. Tubby is doomed to die
shortly after dawn, and only a lighining raid
can save him. Carew.”

*Purple thunder, it’s a perfect imitation of
my owno handwriting 1" Mad Carew muttered
fiercely. ‘“But the trick won’t work now, as
this madman will fnd out when he lands this
plane1”

The swishing of the wind through fiying
wires and struts told Mad Carew that they
were even now glidiar% gradually down
towards Squadron No. 335 flying ﬁclg.

A ‘sudden thought fashed to his brain.
Throughout the time he had been unconscious
the electricity from the cells around his waist
Snd itlmen heating his clothes, saving him from

eath.

But he could now feel a chill creeping over
his body. The cells were becoming spent; in
a few moment they would be too empty to
generate apy further heat.

Upon landing, the Double Z would only
have to direct the freezing vapour,on to -
and he would be swiftly frozen to death !

“Then I've got to act before we land!”
Mad Carew muttered grimly.

He threw = swiit glance back over his
shoulder.

In the darkoess behind them he saw a black
winged shape; it was the escorting German
plane that was to land and pick up the
Double Z.

With a hiss of relicf, Mad Carew saw that
it was too far away for ita pilot to see any-
thing that happened aboard the Bristo!
Fighter. f

Grim-jawed, the flying major removed the
spave joystick from its dual-contrel socket,
and, slipping loose his safety-belt, rosze
su-.ajthily to his feet.

For a moment he remained as motionless
a3 a statue, the stout joystick poized above
his head. Then, taking careful aim, he
brought it crashing down on the top of the
Double 2's hideous mask.

The mica was so strong that it no more
than dented beneath the terrific blow, but
such fierce force had Mad Carew put into that
blow that the manizc scientist sank limply
forward across his controls in an unconscicus

enp.
The Bristol Fighter lurched madly. Tt
began to slide over into a deadly falling-leaf

spin.
With frantically working fingers, Mad
Carew fitted the joystick into its socket, and,
switching on the dual-contral ignition, roared
the engine into life.
There were lights on Sguadron No. 333

. MAD CAREW

tarmac, where the Bad Lads were preparing
for their routine dawn patrol,

These lights spun madly beneath Mad
Curew as the Bristol Fighter, twirling round
and round, raced carthward.

But, finally (hrough skilled pilotship, he
succeeded 1u checking the deadly spin and
bringing the plane's nose up.

As he circled the drome, brilliant landing
lights were switched on, bathing the fiying
field in a yellow glow.

Sendy Mactavish had recogaised the tune
of the Bristol's roaring engine, and, beliov-
ing that Mad Carew was making a long-

overdue return, had ordered the Janding lights”

to be switched on.

A HBerce smile flashed across Mad Carew's
compressed lips.

If he landed, the following German plane
would return home to report that Baron von
Hatser had been captured, and probably
Tubby Hart would be put to death as an act
of retaliation.

But Mad Carew had formed o swift plan
which maae landing unnecessary.

Taking the forged message, he swiftly tore
off the top line of the cleverly imitated hand-
writing. The pote now began,

“Tubby Hart still lives , ., .

“Thoey've recognised my plane, and they'll
think that's my writing ! Mad Carew mut-
tered, with a grim smile. *“That's all 1
want 1”

He swiftly rolled the noto into o message
container, and then, swooping low over the
floodlit tarmae, hurled it over the side of his
cockpit: : o

As soon as he saw the flattering ribbons
streaming ia the air he banked the plane
sharply rovnd wmto the darkness over the
hangar's roofa.

Then, rising to his feet, he removed the
mics mask from the Double Z's lifeless head,
and, reaching forward, unfastened the safety-
belt from around the ruthless German's
waist.

The next time that he flew across Squadron
No. 333's flying field he kicked the Bristol
over into s slow roll. A limp figure slid from
the cockpit, and, turning slowly over and
over, hurtled away throufh space.

Baron von Hauser would never again Iea_,\'e
an Allied plans behind the British lines with
a frozen corpse at its conirols!

The Bad Lads would find his mangled
romains in the centre of their Bying field,
and, reading the note their commandant had
dropped te them, would swiftly put two and
two togethar :

And the result would cause them to set out
with the least possible delay for the German
drome at Vaonda, with wmachine'guns and
bonib-racks fully loaded.

Again end again Mad Carew chuckled
softly ag he flew on a straight course back to
Vanda.

Just before lie brought the plane down lo
a neat three-point landing, he drew the
hideous mica wask down over his head.

The escorting plane came down from out
of the darkness in hiz wake. Its pilot crossed
the tarmac towards him as he clambered down
from tho Bristol's cockpit.

“Herr baron, what went wrong?” the Ger-
man asked. *“You did not land, as wo
arranged.”

*1 know that, don’t 1, fool?"” Mad Carew
snapped in German, in a realistic imitation
of the Double Z’s toneless and brutal voice.
“Y am lucky to get back alive! The ver-
damnter Bnitish pig-dog came back to life
and tried to attack me. I only saved myself
by rolling the plane, and sending him hurt-
ling to his death. Buf his accursed friend
shall pay for this! Fetch the other pig-dog
Englishman from his cell, and bring him to
{:1:; in the projector-room of the fower. And
rin

“Dynamite, herr baron?”

“Are you denf, fool?” Mad Carew snarled.
“Ja. I said dynamite! Have you any further
questions?”’ ;

“Nein, herr baron, I go at oncel” the
startled pilot replied.

me, too, a case of dynamite.” =

. With the mask ssrvin%u a perfect dlsguise
in the darkness, Mad Carew made his way
to the tower. X

A few minutes later marching feet re-
sounded upon its spiral stone staircase, and
Tubby Hart, was brought into the pyojector-
voom in the charge of a strong escort.

“All right, leave him with me. T am not
ofraid ot tha pig-dog Englishman!® Mad
Carew =narled. 'gnd gee that I am mnot dis-
turbed. TInstruet everybody in the drome to
stand by on the tarmac, ready to repel an
air-raid by the acoursed British Squadron
No. 33317
_Tubby Hart glared at tho masked figura
like a tiger at bay as the door closed behind
his escore. :

Suddenly gritting his teeth, he hurled him-
=0l forward in o rage-maddened charge, nok
caring whether he lived or died. § ”

“Steady, Tubby!” Mad Carew ecried, in
English. *“BDon’t get rough!”

‘Tubby Hart pulled ug_‘ ead.

“Major, is it you?" he gasped hoarscly.

“Yeos, Tubby,” Mad Carow m‘?lied, with a
low laugh. “Our mutue] friend, Double %,
is no more. And now fto get busy. We've
a lot to do before dawn.”

Dawn was just greying the castern horizon,
when the deep note of a gong ee&d SON0Y-
ously through the flying field.

Instantly the tarmec. on the flying field
below beeamie o hive of aciivity. That gong
was the warning thet the Bad Lads were
approaching. .

“And now to give these rats a taste of their
own fendish medicine I’ Mad Carew suapped
fiercely. -

Gripping the wheel of the deadly projector,
he directed its murderous lens down towards
the busy tarmac.

Through the riscope he saw pilots
clambering into the cockpits of their black
and white Fokkers, and mechanics swarming
everywhere. -

Then, setting his jaws grimly, he pressed
over the fateful lever as far as it would go.

Wien three minutes later Mad Carew, no
longer wearing the mask, and Tubby Harg
descended from the chateau’s tower, there was
no sign of life anywhere.

The few Germans who had escaped the
deadly Tee-Rey had belted for their lives

As they entered their Bristol Fighter and
took-off s.tc'erly from the Held of death, Carew
and Tubby heard the drone of the approach-
ing Squadron No. 333, on vengeance bent.

_ And then as thoy soared towards the grey-
ing dawn sky, a shattoring, ecar-splitting ex-
plosion reunt the air at their b

Tuwrning their eves earthward, the two air
l'mls saw the tall tower collapsing earthward
ike a broken child’s toy, enveloped in a
blinding sheet of flame,

The dyoamite that Mad Carew had planted
in the projector-room had done its work. Tha
Ice-Ray searchlight would never bring another
Allied plane down from out of the sky, with
its pilot a frozen corpse at its controls.

Then the Bad Lads swooped, and, althongh
they could find nothing to attack with their
machine-guns, their bowbs did devastating
work.

Wihen at last Mad Carew gave the signal
to return heome, the hangars and the chatean
had been transformed inte a blazing heap of
useless wreckage. P

And in the vast courtyards were hundreds
of lorries, with the deadly portable Ice-Ray
projectors, burning furiously around gaping
bomb craters.

“That's the last of Double Z's Ice-Rays,
Tubby,” Mad Carew said grimly. “Wa
adopted drastio methods to blot it out of
existence, but the only way to oure the Huns
of frightfulness is to give back frightfulness
in exchange. Those poor devils of the French
Flying Corps who were frozen to death have
been avenged |” -

Another magnificent - six-page story of Mad
Carow next Tuesday. Tell those chums of yours
to place a definite order for TRIUMPH with a
newsagent, as our paper is in greater demand
every week. By the way, there’s news coming
about this feature that wlll delight every one of
Fou, -
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THE SINISTER WAREHOUSE

¢ FOVE, Ken, I don’t like the tone of those
erman voices coming from that ware-

( bouse across there I’ Jack Murray, ace
river cop. pointed across the dark Thames to
the silhovette of the building. “They’re
Gestapo or 8.8, men, I'm eerlam.”

Ken Sharpe, his assistant, stared in the
same direction.

* Shucks ¥’ he ejacalated.® " They're Nazis
all right | What the heck are they up to 7"

“I don't know. But I'm darned soon going
to find out! Come onl”.

A touch of the cop’s foot sent the police
launch roaring towards the building.

The ops would never have heard the Nazi
voices but for a special gadget they used when
on night work. 1is secret was a special micro-
phone which amplified conversation or any
other sounds up to half a mile away, so that
they could be clearly heard through light-
weight headphones. =l

Tﬁe instrument had a telescopic s:ghunF
device. Only sounds from objects scen through
the telescopes, or in line with the sights, could
be heard. “Everyshing else was cut out.

Jack c¢ut down the launcli’s engine, A
moment later he switched it of altogether.
Silent as a phantom, the police launch drifted
into the shadow of the giant warehouse. They
could still hear the guttural German voices
through the headphones.

Jack squared his jaw as the launch came to
a silent stop. He had ne illusions as to the
ruthless men who were in that building.

“Come on, Kon!" he whispered. *We've
got to find out what they're up to. Then we'll
give the station the wire and get the boys
down here in force and round "em up guick |”

The pals crept ashore.

“Reckon they're on the top floor " grunted
Keén, “That's where the voices came from !

“TUm 1" grunted Jack. * Where's a window
we can get in " ]

The pals soon ferced an entrance, and tip-
toed info the blackness. 1

[or & brief instant Jack flashed on his torch.
They were in & provision store-room. Great
packing-cases were piled up slmost to the
ceiling. X

“ Come on I whispered Jack again.

Hardly daring to breathe, the cops made
their way across the store-room. At lasi thoy
found the staircase.

One false step and they knew what to expect.
A fusillade of bullets! If they were caught
they would never live to take back the story
of what was going on.

Silently they crept up the first flight, then
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round o landing and up the next, until at
last they reached the top floor,

“They're on the roof now I whispered Ken
again.  “What the heck sre they deing up
there 7*

A quick flash of Jack’s torch showed him a
ladder leading up to a trapdoor. Silently the
cop made lis way to it and crept up. He put
his band against a trapdeor and pushed, and
peered through the opening.

A gasp eseaped him. He could not believe
the evidence of his eyes. There, standing on
the roof, round what seemed like & small anti-
aircraft gun. were fully o dozen jackbooted
Storm Troopers,

In the light of a sereened electric bulb Juck
made out a black-uniformed man sitting
behind the gun. Ho was maui}imlat.iug B com-
plicated set of switches and dials.

At his side was stacked scores of thin shells
ahout & yard long and about four inches wide.

Juck saw that what he had first thought to
be the barrel of the gun was one of the shells.
It was just resting in pesition in a sort of
cradle.

Then in a Nash be realised that they were
not shells. They were rockets! At the tails
of the rissiles were three triangular fins.
Between these was & device: like the silencer
on the exhanst-pipe of a car.

Obvicusly this was meant fo stifle the flame.
There was a heavy metal plate on the roof to
take the blast. But the flame would probably
be only momentary. The missile would be
practically invisible from the ground when
fired

In addition, Gorman scientists lind no doubt
p?rfo::lcd them so that they were practically
silent.

There was a big bulge about half-way down
the rtockets. It looked to Jack like rubber.
Probably a float, so that they would not go
under the surface if they landed on water.

Whero had these men come from? Were
they some of Hitler's Blitzkrieg men dropped
from aeroplanes? And what was their dcvi?ish
purpose |

The leader of the Nazis walked over and
spoke to the man at the rocket-gun.

He spoke in German, but Jack’s knowledge
of the gutiural tongue of the Fatherland was
sullicient for him to understand what was
being said. It was highly technical—about
ranges and trajectoriea.

“When 15 the U-boat due off the North
Faoreland ?** questioned the gunner suddenly.

“Just about three hours’ time,” replied the
leader. “Got the latitude and longitude
correct? We've got to land the rocket within
o couple of hundred yards of her,”

"Oh, we can do that casily |” replied the
other. “The Hizlmar rocket is as accurate us

a shell! No flame, except for a second, and
completely noiseless 17

“Hjalmar was & genius to invent such a
contrivance I ejaculated the leador. * Well,
that rocket is loaded with the nemes and
description of sll the cargo-boats going down
the Thames in the next twenty-four hours.
Even though the British keep tha times of
sziling a dead secret until practically the Jast
moment, it'll be a surprist to me i our
U-boats don’t torpedo & few of 'em I¥

He went back to the subject of range. But
Jack had heard enough! TInstant action was
vital! The alarm must be given without a
sccond’s delay | :

There were probebly a dozen special
constables within ealling distance.. The place
must be surrounded before the Nazis eould bo
alarmed !

Jack stepped backwards. But he was not to
get away unsecn. One of the Nazis chanced to
glance back towards the trapdoor, and he zaw
Jack instantly.

Crash !
with a bang loud enough to be heard on tho
othier side of the river.

So quickly did it drop that it caught Jack a
heavy blow on the side of the head. He
g'rab[‘;e(l wildly for the ladder. His fingers
missed it by inches, and he fell backwards.

“8tand clear, Ken ! he hissed as he spup
through the air. g

Thud! He expected to hit somothing hard
and be completely knocked out. Instead, lia
felt himself canght round the shoulders,

““Steady on !’ grunted Ken.

Many times he had saved a man from a
nasty tall in the gym by acting first and think-
ing afterwards, but thie was the frst time lio
had done it in pitch darkness,

Jack had no time to thank his pal. Eyen
through the leavy trapdeor he heard tho
Nuzis racing across the roof.

**Not a second to lose " spat Jack. " Down
the stairs like blazes1 There's half Himmler'a
secret polico up there, getting ready to firo
rockets full of shipping information to Nazi
U-boats! If they catch us we're as good as
dead | :

The pals tore to the staircase. By the time
they had got to the top of it the Germans
hm? got the trapdoor open and were piling
th}ough. scrr_‘m'{:irig blue murder . :

Zip. zip. zip! Ping, ping, piog

Bullets frorg a silenced F'::swl screamed after
the pals, but they got down the first flighs
and were at the top of the second when Jack
grabbed his pal's sleeve frantically.

“There’'s some more coming up
below 1"’ he hissed. ¥

Troe enough, the sound of climbing feet

from

‘came from the stairs below them. Probably

The heavy trapdoor bashed home .:
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the Nazis had a phone tine from basement to
roof, and had phoned down a worning.

“What shall we do?” eried Ken. i

For a couple of.sceconds Jack stond stock-
still. Then—

“Quick I he whispered. “Into ono of these
packing-cases! There's some emply ones
somewhere on this floor, T know. I'flashed my
torch on 'em as we came up.”

The pals scarched for an empty packing-
case. They found one just as the Nazis were
about to enter the room.

“Quick—inside I’ hissed Jaclk.

Ken climbed into the packing-case, and
Jack sprang in after him as the Nazis
thundered down into the room, seizing the lid
by the projecting ribs which held it together.

As he lugged 1t ju place the blinding beams
of the Nazig' torches swept round the walls.
A few moments later those from below piled
up the last few steps.

Through a chink in the woeden box Jack
saw that there were now sbout twenty of
them. Their harsh voices grated out as they
guestioned one another It did not take themn
long to arrive at the most feasible explana-
tion. The intruders must be hiding on this
floor!

The leader, a typical German, in a black
uniform with a gaudily be-badged cap,
snarled out orders for a search, Two of the
Storm Troopers stood guard ot the top of the
stairs, The rest started making a thorough
scarch.

They soon got to the case under the one
in which the cops were hiding. The pals
held their breath. Would the Germans think
of looking inside the box on top?

They were not left long in doubt. One of
the Storm Troopers satisfied himself, with a
vicions kick of his jackboot, that the bottom
sase contained merchandise and nothing else.

Ile gripped his pistol by the barrel and
erashed it into one cormer of the lid of the
top box. Jack could not get more than an
insecure grip on the inside ribs. ;

The blow sent the lig slithering from his
fingers. One corner spun inwards and caught
Ken a tliwack on the top of the head. Then
the bottom edge slipped away from the side
of the packing-case.

Crash! It hurtled to the floor, and the
Storm Trooper opened his wouth to call his
companions as he saw the two cops crouching
inside.

Jack saw that they had only one chance
of saving their lives. [

“Down the stairs like the deuce if you value
your life I he yelled to Ken

As the cops sprang forward a fusillade of
bullets spatte the case. The puls did not
wait for a second salve. Three at a time, they
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A hail of bullets told I:Iu:m that the Nazis
were hot on their trail. ¥

In a few moments they were thundering
down the last flight of stairs. Once at the

bottom, they had only to get ncross to the.

window they had enteretl by, then a yell
would bring help at the double

Thera wore dozens of special constables
within calling distance who would be only too
thankful for something to break their mono-
tonous vigil. :

With one wild leap, Jack sprang down the
last half-dozen steps Ken ecame hurtling
behind them. As they crashed to the floor the
Nazis tore round the landing at the top.

“This way!” hissed Jack.

They dare not use their torches. Tf they
did they would make a good mark for the
Germans' guns. Hands spread out in*front
of them, they raced between the giant pack-
ing-cnses. £

“We didn’t come this way!” muffered Kon.
3 “We can  get through!” hissed Jack.
The words died in lis throat as suddenly
he felt himself hurtling down into spice. In
the darkness he had run into an open Urap-

door.

Crash|

He hit a trestle-table, snd the weight of
his body jammed down the Het top. He slid
to the floor. P )

Although his shoulders and side were
braised by his [all, Jack managed to scramble
to his fect and totter forward. But he had not
gone a couple of paces when a snarling,
guttural voice ground out:

“ Handts up, you accursed Englander!”

QOut of the corner of his exe, in the dim
light coming through a doorway, Jack saw a
blaclk-uniformed Nazi scated in a chair. Tle

ey 3armaat sl WDy M.

Jack stoplzlc:._l_ in his fracks and slowly raised
his hands. The Nazi evidently hod o gammy
leg, for hie still sat in the chair. is leg

must have forced him to stop here while the
258 wbetiing A pilinl ab 36 37

As Jack put up his hands he saw a Storm
Trooper's: black jackboots coming down the
ladder which led up to the trapdoor. The
the floor, and shot the heam of
his torch up into the blackness. TIn lis olher
hand was his gun.

“Come down, English dog!” he snarled.

A moment later Ken came slowly down the
steps. He was immediately followed by the
rest of the Nazis, ¢

Ken had been dumbfounded when Jack had
so suddenly disappearcd into thin sir. By
the time he bad discovered what had hap-

ned the Germans were on him, and he had
Eﬁd no alternative but to put up his hands.

Evidently the lame man was the big boss,
for as his eye caught the cops’ radioscopes
slung over their shoulders, he snapped :

“What are those? Let me see them!”

Helf 8 dozen Storm Troopers sprang
forward with meghanical precision and
instruments from the pals’
shoulders.

“Give me——" roared the Nazi chief, and
grabbed one of them.

‘He looked at it in a puzzled way for a
moment. Then he saw the light-weight head-
phones, and fitted them to his ears. He
touched the dials. A second later he bad
divined the purposa of the gadget.

“So!” he-snarled. “These swinehund have
been listening-in {o us, have they

I'or some seconds there was dead silence.
Gestapo Chief Kar] ‘Strasser, now on special
duty m Enq_[n.ml, was one of the most feared
of Himmler's execution-squad bosses.

If a man fell foul of Strasser, the best he
could hope for was an indefinite sentonce in a
concentration chmp.

“Um!” he grunted. at length. “Have they
communicated with the police station? That
is tl:he question—that is what we must find
Ou "I

He paused again, evidently turning over

something in his mind.
“Ach!” he grunted. “They must be taken

away from here at once! See, we have tWo
hours yet before—— ;

Again he stopped. ;

“Um! We have some—er—apparatus
aboard the ehip, have we not? We will take
them there to question them. Then we will
return at the appointed time. We cannot
move the gear we have here. Some of you
must. stay_and guard: it. You will have ic
take the risk of a police cordon being throwr
round the building. If there is any danger 1
will send the launch back for you. ans,
Gustav, ‘and Fritz—you stop. Comeo on, the
rest of you; therels mo time to wastd.”

At the pistol-point the cops were taken to
a black metor-boat \hidden in a ramshackle
tin building just off the river.

She was soon launched, and tho pals were
pushed abonrd ~ With hardly @ sound her

dilenced -engines  pushed her through the
water, purring softly down-rviver,
Soon they came to & grimy cargo boat. In

the shrouded yellow light-from a rusty port-
hole Jack cnught a glimpse of the merchant
flag of .a wvondescript South American
republic. -

ost of the ship’s company were Gorman.
Their guttural snarls clashed : unmelodiously
with the softer quasi-Spanish sceents of the
nominal owners. :

Strasser spat imperious commands &t his
men. The pals were marched forward, and
there, before their astonished gaze, was
another rocket gun, similar to the one on the
voof of the warehouse, only smaller. Behind
it was a stack of rockets.

“You sco that gun?” snarled the Gestapeo
chief. “I sngpose I need hardly tell you that
ity is used to fire those rockets. Now. tell me.
did you communicate with your headguarters
when vou discovered what we were us:ui the
warehousa for? Do any more police know
what we are doing there? Come on, talk, or
T'll strap you beneath that rvocket. When it
goes off the momentary blast from the tail
will ‘blow wyour face off'1”

The cops' lips remained firmly shut. Not a .
muscle of their faces' moved.

They would gain nothing by lalking. Once
Strasser was ceriain that they alone knew of
the prescnce of the Nazis on the Thames, he
would not hesitate a second to snarl eut an
order to the ring of S.8. men to drill them
with lead. 3

Then their weighted bodies would be
quickly dropped overboard into the black
rivor.

“Come on," Strasser snarled, “or I'll strap
you on ' .

The pals stared woodenly at the armed 8.8
men. :

“Swinehund |? Strasser voared. “Speak
curse ym_:—sﬁcak 1 -

Bug still the cops remained silent.

Strasser’s patience was wearing thin,

“Strap tho big one under " he shrieked,
gesticulating at Jack.

The Storm Troopers leapt forward and
grabbed Jack. Thoy soon had him firmly
secured so that his face was within a couple
of inches of the tail of the rocket, and one of
them moved fto & switch and looked inguir
ingly at the Gestapo chief.

“One last chance I Strasser roared. “Did
you communicate with the police station?*

But Jack’s determined expression showed
him that whatever he did he would never
find out what he wauted to know, and whas
little self-control he had left vanished.

“Pull the switch ! Pull it!” he shrieked.

The Storm Trooper pushed over the lever
which would send Jack to eternity.-

Even as ho did so, however, there was a
thwaek from behind Strasser’s back, and one
of the §.8. men pitched forward with a cry.

The next second Strasser felt himself shoved
from behind, and let out a snarl of rage.
Completely off his balance, he caréered wilgly
towards the devilish machine.

Ken, mable to stand the sight of seeing
Jack's face blown off, had socked one of the
Storm Troopers, and then flung himself at the
Gestapo chief.

The 8.8. men sprang forward to try to stop
their leader falling on to the rocket-gun. Too
late ! With a shrick of terror the seventeen-

- stone Nazi crashed on to the machine of death.

Booocom! A crimson spurt of flaming
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death flashed from the tail of the rocket,
but instead of specding up into the heavens
the missile hurled straight into the middle of
the bunch of blackshirts.

They let ont screams of terror, and flung
themselves wildly across the dock. The great
steel ?»lmder hit a donkey engine, ther rico-
chetted and ‘shot aft.

Another bunch of Nazis were directly in iis
path. They tried to fling themselyes flat on
the 'deck to get beneath it, but they could not
move fast enough. '

Two of them were knocked overboard,
screaming like madmen. There was another
resounding erash, then the sound of smashing
tinber and falling debris.

en saw that the rocket had crashed into
4 deckhouse, c_om{:lc:ely demolishing it.

Jack was still lying bound on the hase of
the rocket-gun. Strasser had fallen on the
side of the rocket at the moment it had gone
off, and by a miracle his weight had twisted
it so that the blast missed Jack’s face by a
conple of inches. The cop’s hair was singed,
but otherwise he was unhurt.

The Gestapo chief himself lay prone om the
deck, - _side blast had pretiy npearly
burned the jaeket off his back.

His head had crashed on to the capstan
machinery, and he had been knocked uncon-
scions. Most of the other Nazis had rushed
aft in blind terror

“Quick 1 velled Jack. “Cut me free!”

Ken whipped out his knife, and soon had
his pal lonse.

“We've got to pinch their launch!” cried
Jack.
switn 1o the stern, where they've left it 1"

The cops sprang to the rail, but as they did
30 one of the Nazis who hnd been hit by the
rocket crawled to his feet and took carefui
aim_with his pistol.

‘“Stop where you are,” he snarled, “or T'll
drill you with lead |” 3

It was point-blank range. and Jack knew
it would mean certain death to make a dash
for it now He slowly raisedihis hands

Ken followed his example. and the Nazi
marched them below. He told off two more
S.5. mern to cover them while he went to see
if Strasser had recovered. x

Soon the Gestapo chief came roaring down
the companionway. If he had been furious
before, he was stark, staring, raving mad
now, His face was purple.

“English swine, you shall E:E for this!” he
shricked. *“We are going back to the ware-
house. Evidently vou did noi communicate
with the police station, otherwise there would
have been a swarm of your acen launches
here before now. But for what you have
done you shall be tortured until you pray for
a merciful bullet.” He turned on his heel.
“TInto the launch I” he spluttered. “We can’t
waste any more time here I”

The cops were soon pushed down into the
motor-boat again, and one of the S.8. men
took the wheel. Back up the black, silent
Thames they purred uniil they reached the
warehouse, where they were marched back
down to_the basement. -

“T will deal with yon later? snarled
Strasser “Now I have urgent business else-
where. Come on, the rest of vou, up to the
roof! The U-boats are standing by waitin
Watch them closely, Rudolf an
Edmund 1”7 :

The Nazis lumbered out, loaving the pals
facing the levelled guns of the two Germans.

They heard Strasser and his men clattering
up the stairs to the top of the building, but
the Nazis had Dbardly been on the roof a
couple of minutes when there was the sound
of jack-boots again.

Two Storm Troopers came tearing back to
the basement, and started a heated argument
with the two covering the pals

From what Jack could make of it a vital
piece of gear had got mislaid, and the Storm
Troopers were soon on the point of blows

Jack looked at Ken. ha same thought
was in both their minds. Now was their
chance to break away—probably their last

Jack’s lips silently framed two words:

“At Icm I’l

In the same instant he brought up his foot
at tho nearest Nazi’s gun. Thwack!

The man let out a howl of pain as the
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weapon was torn from his fingers. It hit the
concrete with a clatter.

Ken dived down for it. Two of the Nazis
moved in the same second, but Ken beat them
to it by a fraction of an inch.

Zip, zip, zip!

He peppered the Germans' legs, and three
of them collapsed, writhing in pain. The
fourth tqueezed the trigger of his gun wvici-
ously. Jack and Ken flung themselves to the
ground, aud bullets sizzled over the cops’
heads. Then Ken replied.

Zip, zip. zip!

One of his shots found the Nazi's gun-hand,
and with a serecam he dropped his pistol,

Jack leapt forward and snatehed it up.

“Come on!” he yelled. “Out of this!”

The pals tore up mto the store-room.

*Quick I cried Jack. “¥Yon dash out and

give the alarm! Tell them to stop all ship-
i Then tell the

ping going down the river!

=———

s 2 = ';,”//)"} / =
Ken could not stand by and watch the pitiless Nazi fire the rocket that would mean death to
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_The Nazis saw him coming, and Strasser
ripped out an oath.

“Pull the switeh | Lull it hoe shrieked at
his henchman.

The man at the controls flicked the lever
over with a snap, but in that second Jack
was on them,

Thwack !

With a perfectly timed left he sent the
Gestapo chief staggering. In the same instant
Jack shot out his foot in a wild kick at the
rocket.

Whoooooshshsh !

The rocket shot upwards;, It did not make
a terrific amount of noise, but it was far from
being invisible, for the toe of Jack’s heavy
police boot had smashed the special flame-
stifling device in the fail.

A red stream of fire, visible for miles
marked the ascent of the Hjalmar rocket
into the heavens,

his chum. With desperate determination he freed himself from his guards® hold and flung
himself on them. :

inspector to surround this place. I'm going
up top to iry to stop them sending off that
roeket 1"

“ Buf—" protested Ken.

He did not like the idea of leaving Jack to
face the Naus alone.

“Do as I zay!”? rachd Jack, “If you get
outside and yell you'll have half a dozen
specials and a conple of air-rair wardens
come to see what's the matier I

He went off into the darkness like a streak
of lightning, and Ken turned and ran towsrds
the broken window.

Up into the blackness Jack raced, and at
length reached the ladder leading to the trap-
door. He sprang up it and looked out cauti-
ously on to the roof.

The Nazis were standing round. the rocket-
gun, The missile containing the vital inform-
ation was still in position.

“That'll be safe enough now,” muttered
Strasser. “I' think we've fixed it without
waiting for the staffeller. Right, let her go I”?

The man at the switch moved his hand to
click it over, end Jack wondered how he
could stop the deadly information reaching
the U-boats. . i :

Then a daring plan flashed into his brain.
He lexpt out on to the roof and hurtled across
to the gun.

In a very fow minuies half the police in
London would be speeding down to find out
the meaning of this extraordinary contraven-
tion of the black-out regulations.

And Jack’s kick had done. more than
destroy the flama stifler. It had knocked the
missile completely off its mark. Instead of
heading down-river to the U-boats, it was
speeding high over North London.

Strasser shrieked with rage. He saw tho
game was up. Madly he carecred across tho
rc%f in zhi ;(;Inp of hysterical fear.

e *crashed into the rapet, and next
second pitched head-first gger.P lotiing out a
wild soream of terror as he hurtled down to
the black water. .
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Billiards Table, carrisge paid
- o ACCRINGTON,
or Dept. 31,
46-47, Newgato
Street.
London, E.C.1.
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Every Tuesday

A VISIT TO THE PICTURES

TEVE BRADSHAW, skipper and centre-
forward of Millon Rovers, the famous
football club. shook his hezd at Fred

Lockhart, the Rovers’ goalie.

“Thanks, Fred, but I don’t want to put
you to the trouble of following mo about,”
10 declored. “Don’t worry, I can look after
mysslf.?

The goalie grinned broadly.

“I know that well enough,” he admitted.
“Just the same, I'm going to stick clost to
vou for the rest of the evening, ‘and not let
you out of my sight. 'It's tiwe that blunder-
g ass, Inspector Collins, was provided with
sbsolute. proef that you're not this crook,
Biack Mask.”

Sam Harris, the Rovers' trainer, who was
the third person in the room, uttered a chok-
ing splutter, as if he was trying hard not
to gasp. X

It was not surprising that the trainer
should betray signs of excitemont, for he was
the only person who knew that Steve really
was tho-daring cracksman kaown to the police
as Black Mask. A

Inspector Collins, of the Milton Police, was
siriving energetically to prove that Steve was
Black Mask, but, =0 far, thanks to Steve's
nerve and daring, the popular footballer had
outwitted the policeman everg time.

At the moment Steve and his two friends
were in a room in a hotel in Bessington,
where the Rovers were staying overnight,
after playing a League match against the
local team. : -

Steve had been on the point of setting out
on an expedition in his guise os Black Mask,
when Fred Lockhart had entered the room.

Steve had hidden his dismay, for there was
an_important job which he was determined
to do. before he leit Bessington.

“If Black Mask pulls off a coup to-night,”
continued Fred, “and we're together all the
evening, Steve, that ought to be proof enough
for anvons that wou're not the cracksman.
I shan't be in the way if I come with you,
shall ‘T, Steve?”

Steve suddenly grinned.

“Not at all, old man," he protested, “In
fact, I think you'se got hold of a very good
idea. We'll have an evening out together,
and you shall zee that I don't go getting
into mischief, so that von can report my
good behaviour to Imspector Collins, if the
need orises. Get your hat and coat, 1l
join you in the lobby in & couple of minutes.”

As soon as the goalie had gone, Sam Harriz
threw himself into a chair and uvttered a
grunt.

“That No Black

shackles you, Steve.

Mask business for yon to-night,” the trainer
declared.

Steve gave him 2 mocking grin.

“What makes youn so sure that Black Mask
will change his plans?” he asked.

The trainer gave him a dazed look.

“You can'’t still go through with this
stunt i he protested. “Not with Frod Lock-
hart banging round you all the time.”

“Sammy,” said Steve gravely, “therc's
something in this town that I've simply gos
to got hold of. I can’t tell you my-reason.
You'll just have (o tey to believe that 1 know
best. ~One day, perhaps, T'H ba able to
explain.”

“Y don’t cars what vour reasons are,”
argucd the trainer. “It's pure madness.”

“But don't you see?” Steve cried. “If
only T can pull it off, what a chence to tie
a. knot in Collins’ fail! Fred will be able
to give me o perfect alibi.”

“Don’t try it, Bteve!” begged Sam. “You
can‘t_ll E

Steve glanced at his' watch.

“I told Fred I'd be ready in two minntes,
and time's up.” he remarked briskly. *I
mustn't keep my alibi waiting.”

He gave Sam a hearty slap on the shoulder,
and left the room with a jaunty stride, while
Samn wagged his head in utter despair.

Ten minutes later Steve and the Rovers’
goalie were walking briskly down Bessing-
ton's High Street.

Fred Lockhart kept up a steady flow of
conversation, and, although Steve managed
to answer him correetly, his thoughts were
elsewhere. j :

Steve had sufgeswd that they should wisit
a cinema, and the poalie had fallen in
enthusiastically with the idea.

Steve had consulted a looal paper, and
had discovered that the leading cinemia in
the town was showing s _new gangster pic-
ture called “Gunman’s Vengeanes,” which
was just the sort of stuff Fred enjoyed.

This suited Steve’s plans perfectly, for
although the picture was one that ‘had just
been released, he himself had seen the pic-
ture some months earlier at a premiere in
FLondon, and remembered enough about the
plot and the players to be able to discuss it
without seeing it again,

In laying his plans, Steve had taken stock
of the fact that it wes Saturday evening,
and he was banking eéverything on the hope
that this fact would pack the cinema.

When they reached the cinema, Steve's
heart gave a jump. His hunch had proved
correct. ere was o notice-bonrd in front
of the box-office which said: “Standing
room only.”

Fred looked disappointed.

“1 don’t mind standing. #f you don't”
Steve said.

He knew what Fred’s answer would be.

“Of course I don’t. Let's go in, then,”
he answered.

Inside the darkened einems they obtained
positions at the back of the misle. A pews
real was just ending The credit titles of
“Gunman’s Vengeance ' began to appear.

Stove nudged the goalie

“Can you see all right?” he whispered,

“Fine!" his pal assured him.

“I'm going to move along a bit. Thore's
somebody’s head just front of me,” Steve
whispered.

“0.K " nodded Fred Lockhart

Steve edged along a few vards, and-it was
not long boefore the gap between them was

up’ by newcomers. -

Several times in the frst few minutes Fred
Lockhart looked round at Steve, and cach
time Steve grinned and nodded back at him
in the dim light.

But very soon, as the movie got into hia
stride, Fred became far too interested in the
drama on the screen to bother about Steve.

Steve waited for about a quarter of an
hour, by which time he felt positive that the
gonlie was completely absorbed in the movie
thriller.

Then he quietly slipped along the aisle and
left the cinema by a side exit. He knew that
he had at least fifty minutes to spare before
the lights went up, and Fred Lockhart startecd
to_look for him.

During that time Black Mask, the foothall-
cracksman, would bave to put in a lot of
energetic and dangerous work.

A BONE, A STRINC, AND A TORCH

TEVIP’S objective was the bouse of a
certain Mr. Aldersley, a wealthy gentle-
man who had gathered togzether an

extremely remarkable collection of trophies
and curics conneoted with sport. His big
house in Bessington was a museum of sport.

'he item winch Steve was after was a

framed photograph, nearly hity years old,
of the Brst Rovers team to win the league
championship.

The value of the photo, in hard cash, was
very small. There were Elenty of things of
much higher value in the Aldersley collection,
and no ordinary burgler would have risked
his libarty to lay hands on the picture.

But the picture had once belonged to

‘Steve’s’ father, and had been among the

things: sold after his death. Steve had his
own special reasons for wanting to get hold
2/3/40
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-set himself had suddcnliv

FOOTBALL CRACKSMAN

of it—reasons which he had confided to no
one, not even Sam Tris.

Steve, i his black clothes, was a figure
that blended invisibly with tho davk shadows
as he silently approached Aldersley’s house.

He took shelter behind a telephone kiesk,
and thoughtfully surveyed the house. =

The place was surrounded by a high brick
wall, and s pair of iron gates fronted on to
the road. From where he stood, Steve was

- able to see the whole of the house through

the grille of the gales,

The windows of one room were brightly lit.
One of the windows was partly open, and
Steve counld distinetly hear voices.

There was & streteh of layn in front of the
house, and at the back there was an orchard
of Irnit-trees.

_ It did not look as if Stere was going {o find
it very casy to carry ont his project,

He squeezed behind the telephone-box and
flitted swiftly along the base of the brick
wall to the gates. The gates were locked, but
that did not worry hini. The twisted iron-
work was easily scaled.

A quick rush carried him across the lawn
to the lighted windows. The curtains had
nol been very carefully drawn, and he bhad
litthe: diffienlty in seeing into the room,

Altiiough it served as a drawing-room, the
apartment was crammed with fems, from
Alderley’s collection.

There awere cabinets crowded with all
manner of things that had sporting histeries
attached to them, the walls were ﬁung with
sporting cquipment that had been used on
famous occasions, and with old prints,
pictures, and framed photos.

Steve shifted his head and faltened his
check agzainst the window pane in an efiort
to see who Aldersley was talking to.

Then he got a violent shock, and had difi-
culty in suppressing a gasp of surprise and
dismay. Y

For the sportsman had a visitor, and that
visitor was none other than Inspector Collins,
Steve's relentless enemy !

It had never occurred fo Steve that Collins
and Aldersley might be on friendly terms
buk now he realised that this must be so, an
that, finding himself in Bessington on the
Black Mask case, the inspeclor had taken
the opportunity to pay his friend a visit,

On the heels of this unpleassant: discovery
came another. On the \\'nﬂ, just above the
inspector’s chair, was & framed photo—the
phioto of which Steve intended to get hold.

Steve backed stealthily from the window.
his thoughts in & turmoil. The task he had
become  n hundred
times more difficult and hazardous than he
could have imagined that it would be. 'As
he glided back towards the iron gates n
daring scheme began to take shape in his
mind, It was o scheme full of the dare-devil
recklessness which the baffled police inspector
had learned to expect from Black Mask.

Steve vaulted the gates once mwore. Then
ho ghided into the telephone kiosk. After
swiftly ' consulting the directory, he dialed
Aldersley’'s number.

" He propped the kiosk door open with his
foot, =o that he could plainly hear the ring-
ing of the telephone-bell within the house.

Watching through the grille of the gates, he

" saw Aldersley get up out of his chair and

cross the room to answer the phone.

He could hear Aldersley’s: voice normally,
through the open window, as well es over the
wire, when he lifted the receiver to answer
the call.

“Mr., Aldersley?” asked Steve, in a gruff
voIce.

“Yes. Who is that?”

“My name doesn’t matter,” Steve an-
swered. “TI just want to warn you to be on
sour guard. Your house will be burgled
to-night.”

“What's that?” yelled Aldersley.

*Black Mask has got his eye on you,”
Steve warned grimly.

Then he hung up the receiver and eased
himsell out of the phone-box. He could hear
Aldersley shouting frantically:

* Coniound it, the line's gone dead! The
man must have been a manige. Why should
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he warn me that Black Mask is going to
burgle my house?”

There camie a hoarse cry from Inspector
Collins.

“Black Mask!” he ecliced in a voice that
trembled with fury., *“Did you =y Black
Mask " :

“Wes,” nodded Aldersiey. “Po youn think
someone is laving a joke at my expensei”
. ““Anyihing that Black Mask is mixed up in
i3 o long way from being a joke!” declared
the inspector bitterly. “That man has given
the dfo ce more trouble than any other erook
in the country.” ’

“But how does that explain the telephons
call?”? asked “Aldersley, in puzzled tones.
“Do you think someone with a grudge
against him has double-crossed him?” -

“Perhaps,” declared the inspector. *Buk
it wouldn’t surprise me if that call came from
Black Mask himself. I's the kind of fool-
hardg bravado that he delights in. But one
of these days be’s going to be a bit tao
daving, and then he'll trip up. Perhaps he'll
do so bo-night.”

“By thunder, if he does come, we'll grab
him1? promised Aldersley. “Are you
armed? No? Then put this pistol in your
pocket, and I'll take this rifie. Ar}:l just to
make sure that he won’t get away if he once
comes insida the grounds, T'll turn the dog
loose. If that dog gets its teeth iato, him,
it’ll tear him to shredst”

Steve grinned to himself as he stood with
his back Hattened against the wall. It scemed
ag if his reckless action had stirred up a
hornets’ nest, but he had good reasons for
acting as he had done.

He heard bolts and chains rattling and the
thud of a door opening. He poked his head

forward cautiously to peer through the gates,
and saw a huge Airedale come tearing out of
house and prance across the lawn.

l
““‘\‘4.-1 ¢

o
il

** Look 1" yelled Aldersley, pointing exeitedly t&#ards the jazzing light,
The dog’s got him cornerad !

Mask | He’sifpeed !
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Steve did not stay any longer.

The alteration m his plans meant that he
woilld have to work much faster than he had
intended ii he were to get back to the cinema
before Fred Lockhart had a chance to nete his

-ahsence.

Steve went swiftly through eeveral roads
until he came fo some shops. ;

Hare he boughi an odd collectian of articles,
including a cardboard box, a ball of strong
twine, & small torch, and a juicy meat bone.

He was buck at Aldersley’s house in less
than a quarter of an hour, and this time his
cracksman’s guize was complete. He wore his
mask and black gloves, and there was a loaded
gun in his pocket: F

This time he did not attempt to enter by
climbing over the front gates.

A brief glimpse in the direction of the lawn.
showed him the slinking fignre of the Airedale
watehdog prowling restlessly up and down, '
ready to give any introder a rough handling.

Keeping close to the wall, Steve followed it
round to the rear of the grounds, where
branches from the trees in the orchard over-
hong the top of the wall

Steve paused in the shadows and made his
preparations.

He unreeled about twelve feet of the twine,
and tied the big meat bone to the end of it
A few fect farther up he made a loop i the
twine and tied the torch to the line.

Then, with an athletic spring, ha gained
the top of tho wall and swung himself along o
stout branch.

The bare twigs of the tree ratiled under
Steve’s weight, and almost at once heard a
swift scuffing as the sound atiracted the
attention of the prowling dog.

The Airedale uttered a deep, rumbling bark
and leaped towards the tree in which Stevo
was crouching. s .

Steve promptly switched on the torch, which

&4

“ We've got Black
Here’s your criminal, Inspector Collins ! ¥
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was fastened to the middle of thie line. Then
he tied the end of the line to & branch, so that
the meat bone dangled temptingly a few fect
from the ground, I :
The dog continued to bark excitedly as it
leaped about in ifs efforts to reach the bone.
_ Every now and again his teeth snapped on
it, only to lose it again, and as the bone swung
10 anc?r fro the Aashlight Besm wheeled wildly
through the branches of the tree. 1
‘Steve regained the top of the wall with a
quick leap just as wild shouts began to echo
from the house.
A dook crashed open. ~
Aldersiey, his rille ready, came tearing out
of the houge with Collins, gun in hand, close
to his heels.
*Look 1” rg:lled Aldersley, pointing .ex-
citedly towards the jazzing light. “We've got
him!  'He’s treed! The dog's gob him
cornered I Hera’s your criminad, inspector!”
Collins lovelled his gun at the light. -
“We've got'you covered, Black Mask!” he
shouted.
The two men were the impr that
Black Mask had taken refuge in the tree, and
that the dog was tryiug to get at him.
o

Aldersley shouted st the dog in a command-
ing voice, and &t last it trolted to him
refuctantly.. . :

“Come down out of that tree, Black Mask !
ra Solling.

(_a tgut no rn;l:]y. :

With a snarl, be began to pace steadily
towards the tree, holding his gun ready, while
Aldersley, his rifie cocked, circled cautiously
0 as to cut off the retreat of the supposed
vietim if he attempted to bolt.

lins saw zomething moving.

He uttered a shout and fired several warnin:
shots. He leaped forward. Then he skiddeﬁ
to & stop and stood staring with bulging eyes
at the meat bone and the torch, twisting
!mgly on r.h% twine, o gt R

great bitterness sur Tou im ‘as
he reslised that, once agsin, he had been
badly heaxed.

“What's happencd " cried Aldessley, as he
ran forward. x

Then he, too, saw the dangling bone. FHo
stood and stared. Then he broke out into a

chuckle,

“What's funny?” demanded  Collins
F.ava_iely “While we're standing heve,
%ogg ing at that borie, Black Mask is probubly
oofing your place of everything that's wortli
carrying away. Comeon! Back to the house |*

They dashed inside.

At first everything seemed to be in order.
Then Aldersley uttered a cry and pointed to
a bare patch on the wall, a picture had
been hanging, but whieh now bore nothing but
a card held i place by a thumb tack.

The card contained a crude drawing of a
black mask and the single word “Thanks !

“But don't understand 1"  exclaimed
Aldersley.  “Nothing else has been taken,
und thaf old phote wasn't worth more than a
few shillings."

* Where did it come from 2" asked Collins,

“T bought it at the sale of old John Brad-
shaw's stuff.”

“¥ou mean Steve Bradshaw's father?”
demanded the inspector. “By Jove, that's
significant! Do you realise that tho whole of
the Rovers team, including Steve Bradshaw,
is in Bessington to-night ¥"

Aldersley gaped at him.

“But you can’t mean that Steve Bradshaw
might be this Black Mask Fellow?” he
exclaimed.

“¥m elmost certain of it!” gritted the
inspector. “But he's been too smart for me
6 far. DPm going straight along to the hotel
where the Rovers are staying.”

SUSPICIONS SPREAD

TEVE'S first action on getting clear of
Aldesley’s house was to pack Lhe picture
in the cardhosrd box. Then he handed

it in at & post office, after having addressed
it to his own lodgings in Milton

Then he hurried back to the cinems, paid

the price of admission once again, and quietly
{ook up his former position at the back of the
stalls,

It was ten minutes later that the Glm ended

TRIUMPH

and the lights went up. Fred Lockhart locked
round, spotied Steve, and grinned. 5

“How did you like 1t?” asked the goalie.

“Haven't enjoyed myself so much for a
long time,"” Steve assured him, 2

Quite & number of peopla were leaving, and
Steve and his pal were able to get seats for
the rest of the programmie. , . o

When “Gunman’s Vengoance ” eame round
again they got up” and leff, and all the
way back to the hotel they discussed the filn
and the actors. .

Then, as they entered their hotel, the firsk
people they saw were Mr. Allen, the Rovers
chairman, and Inspector Collins, who glaved
balefully at Steve.

* Where have yon been 7" he snarled.

“'Po the movies,” grinned Steye brightly.
“They'ro showing & wonderful picture called
“Gunman’s Vengeance,”! All about how the
Americun cops catch crooks. You should
makeo a_point of geeing it some time, inspector.
You might learn something.” :

Collins gritted his tecth and ignored the
inéu(!:u R 4
“Can you prove that?” he rapped. g

£ e_d{»ésu‘!; need fo prove anything” Fred
Lockhart pub in hotly, = “I've been with bim
all the evening, and I'm a wiinéss that he's
been in the cinema for the last three hours.”

The inspector's face registered blank
dismey.

Steve took him by the srm.

“This way to the door, inspector,” le
purred. “Call agein some time if there's any-
thing we can do to help.”

Collins was too dazed to resist. His hopes
had been shattered so nnexpectedly that he
couldn’t think clearly. He had been so sure
that Steve would be unable to give a satis.
factory imccount of how le had spent the
cvening. 7

As Steve went out with the inspector Br.
Allen rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“1 wonder!” he murmured softly.

Fred Lockhart gave him a quick look,
startled by his tone of voice,

“What's up, Mr. Allen?” he asked. “You've
not letting the inspector turn you against
Steve, are you!" Tk

“1. dou't know,” muttered tha chaieman.
“Sieva's a nice chap, and all that, but some-
times T wonder. There's something mighty
fishy behind all this. Listen, Fred. When
Steve comes back I want you to ask him
this question.” Ao

Ho spoke into the poalie’s ear in o low
whisper. Fred looked startled, but the chaiv-

o

man hastily hughed his questions as Steve

came back.

Fred clearad his throat,

“I say, Steve,” he began, “what did you
think of that bit in ihe picture where the
crooks tortured the hero with & blow-lamp?™”

Steve grimaced. |

“*Protly gruesome, wasn't it?? o answered.
“Can't say that I enjoyed'that part very
much. Well, who's for bed? T think I'll tun
in. We've got a long jowrney in froat of us
to-morrow."”

He departed with ‘a cheery “Good-night.™
Mr. Allen looked havd at Fred.

“Well?"* be asked torsely.

“I—I can’t understand i,” declaved the
goalie. “There was no such incident in the
picture !"

“No,” said the chajrinan sternly. “But I
hapen to know that, in the original version
shown in London, that incident was included.
People protested becausze it was rather hor-
rible, and before the picture was genaraily
released the incident was cut ouf of the film.”
_“Gosh?” gasped Tred. “Then you
men ¥
“Sieve could have slipped out of the sinema
while you were watching the film,” retorted
the chairman, “and it looks to me as if he did.
He probably saw the flm in London. He
couldn’t hnve seen ‘it fo-night, otherwite he
would have known the blow-lamp incident
isn’t shown in this town.”

“I can’t believe that Stove is' & erook” in-
sisted the goulic. “What will you do? Ave

you going to fell Inspeetor Collins?”
“No—not fora bit, anyway,” replied the
chaitman.  “I don't like Inspector Collins

well enough to do his job for him. Besides,
the fact that Steve probably did slip out of

the cinema doesn’t prove that he's Black

Mask. But I tell you this, Fred. From now

gu wc:il have to keep a very watchful eye on
teve.

THE crook known as the Boss uttered a
snarl of fury as lia glowered at the
members of his gang gathered 'in their
Lideout. :

“We're making no headway!” he snarled.
“Thanks to Steve Bradshaw, Milton Rovers
are playing botter than ever. We'll never
Mnasﬁ ihe ‘club if things go on (hat way.
What's more, Black Mask has been busy
again.”

A slim, cold-eyed crack called Nick laughed
derisively. R

“You've got Black Mask on the brain!” he
jeered. “Forget him. He's aus& a cheap
chiselicr. Suve, be burgled a house in Bes-
sington last ,niihl. right under Colling’ nose,
but what did he get? Nothing but an old
photograph 1

The Boss scowled. ;

* Don't forget that that photo once belonged
to John Bradshaw,” he pointed out. “And
I've got a hunch that the ghow. taken along
with & few other odds and ends that Black
Mask has been collecting together, may do
us a powerful lot of damage. I {tell you,
wu:,\‘e got to get Black Mask before he gets
us,

“That would be easy,” murmured Nick, “if
only we knew who Black Mask i

“I've got some ideas about that,” murmurad
the Boss. “Maybe Collins isn't quite such &
fool as we think. Maybe he's right when he
says that Steve Bradshaw is Black Mask!”

“Aw, vou're nutty!” snecred Nick.

“Yeah?” gritied the Boss “Woll, get &
load of this. First, this' Black Maslk 15 ob-
viously someone who is keenly interested in
the Rovers. Second, Black Mask and Steve
Bradshaw were both in Bessington last night.
Third, all the things that Black BMask has
stolen so far were once the property of Steve
Bradshaw's father, and they aren’t  thing
that an ordinary cracksman would risk his
liberty over.

“Jolm Bradshaw was well on the way to
finding out things shout us that were mighty
dangerous, and we bad to put him out of the
wey. If he passed on any of his information
before he died, who's the most likely person
for him to have talked to? Why, his son, of
course! It all adds up. Sieve Bradshaw—
Black Mask

Anothor member of the gang ultéered a

startled gasp.
“Gee, Boss, do yon sup that Steve
Bradshaw knows that you kiﬁed his. fa—"

“Shut up!? yelled the Boss. “One more
crack like that out of you, and I'll clese your
miouth for keeps! The coroner’s jury decided
that John Bradshaw committed suicide, and
don't you cver forget it” z

The abashed crook lowered his eyes.

“Sorry, chief. No offetice,” he gulped.

Nick nodding thoughtfully, drew his gun.

“T think you've got something, Boss,” he
admitted.

“First of all we've
wo're on the right track I snapped the Bos.
“The Rovers’ next match is a home gime
against Ringwood City. We shall be there
to watch the game.”

“Why " asked Nicl, in a puzzled tone.

“Pecausa 1 have arranged for something
rather intevesting fo bappen in course of
the game,” the Boss assured him grimly, “A
trap for Steve Bradshaw. I he really is
Black Mask we shall koow for certain before
that match is over. He's bound to give him-
solf away. My scheme can't fail.”

The Boss chuckled =oftly.

It looked as if there were desperate tiraes
shead for Steve Bradshaw!

What is the Boss' scheme to trap Black Mask 2
Don't miss next Tuesday’s beticr-than-ever
instalmant. Tell thosa chums of yours 1o place
a definite order for TRIUMPH with a newsagent,
as our paper is In greater demand every week.
By the way, there's news coming azboul your
favourite feature that will delight every one of you.
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A PUNCH IN EVERY LINE!

PARKER ARRIVES
youngster 1”
Arthur Augnstus D'Arcy, the most
eleﬁant fellow in the Fourth Form at
=

“H"
St. Jim's, did not turn his head. He did not
cven know he was being addressed.

Arthur Aupustus was strolling alonz the
platforin at Rylcombe Station. The local
train from Wayland Junction had just coma
I

In that train Arthur Augustus expoeted to
s¢e his clunns Blake and Herries and Dighy,
who had been over tor Wayland thal after-
Lodan, P
. Arthur Angustus, his celebrated monocle
jammed in his eye, continued his leisurely
nispection of (lie train, blind and deaf to a
passenger who was looking out of a carriage
window and shouting : -

“Youngster 1”

“Bai Jove, they don’t scom to be heah!”
murmured Arthur Augustus, as he failed to
detect his chums among the passengezs.
pwesume they have walked it, aftah all.”

“Iii |H -

Arthur Augustus tirned his monocle care-
lessly upon the shouting vouth, who was lean-
ing out of the carriage window and looking
towards him Arthur Augustus supposed he
was looking past him.

The youth in the carriage was 2 big fellow
of over sixteen, with a bullet head snd pro-
minent features, and wearing a cap stuck at
ﬁ“‘ angle upon a somewhat unruly mop of

air. :

“Hi, voungster] Hi!»?

“Bai Jove, what an extwemely loud and
unpleasant voice thet chap has!” murmured
the swell of St Jim's. “f wondah who he's
shoutin® to?"”

“Hil You with the glass in vour eye!”
Arthur Augustus jumped.  That deserip-
tion was certainly unlikely to apply to any-
one on the platform excopt himself,

The stranger, then, must ba addressing him,
There could no mistake about it. That
stentorian shout was infended for his ears.

The eye of Arthur Augusius gleanied with
wrath behind the eyeglass. Ho fized o stare
upon the youth at the carriage window which
ought to have petrified him on the spot.

BI}E t(llxa big youth did not seem in the least
petrified. :

yAre you desf?” he exclaimed.

“Bai Jovel Are you addwessin’ me??
ejaculated Arthur Augustus, driven to specch
at last. )

- Ts this the station for St. Jim’s?”

an Oh’ ood I}I

The big vouih threw open the door of the
carriage and stepped out. Arthur Angustus
azed at him with mingled wrath and in-

ignation and contempt. .

The fellow did not seem to. have the slightest
gense of the enormity of the offence he had
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been guilty of in addressing Arthur Augnstus
a3 a youngster.

From the stranger’s question D'Arcy could
ﬁ:ess that he was a new fellow for the school

e was big enough to be a senior, but his
manners, in D’Arcy’s opinion, would
n a disgrace to the Third Form.

The fellow pitched o bag and a rug out of
the oarriage. Trumble, the old porter, had
taken a box and @ hamper from the guard’s
van and put them on a trolly.

The big youth looked up and down the plat-
form; then he fixed his oyes on Arthur
Augnstus D'Arey. _

“ !{'ou belong to St Jim's " ho asked.

“ Yooz

bave

“Good! Then you can show me tho way.”

“Bai Jove ¥

“What Form are you in?” inquired the
stranger, looking over the elegant junier with
a decidedly disparaging expression.

The Fourth.”
A blessed fag!”

“Bai Jovel? murmured Arihur Angusins,
“I wondah what menagowie this awful
boundah has escaped fwom 7”

Old Trumble came along, closing the doors
of the carriages, and the train moved on out
of the station,

“Porter, pnt my trunks and hainper into a
taxi,” ordeved the big youth.

“Wessip 1

The siranger turned to Arthure Auguztus
again.

“Now, youngster—"

Arthiyr Angustus fixed his gleaming eyeglass
upon the neweomer.

“Will yon kindly wefwain fwom addiwessin®
me ¥ ho said. “1 do not desiah Lo make your
acquaintance.”

The big youth stared at him.

“Pick up that

7
£

']

¢ %'I;y hot " he exclaimed.

“What-at7? ’

“ Pick up that rug and carry it for me !*

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus. “I
can only conclude that you are off your
wockar,  Are you uttah ass enough to think
ihat I shall fag for vou, a new boy with the
mannabs of a Nazi$”

The new boy grinned.

“You don't know who I am yet,” he ro--

marked, 3 1

“I have not the slightest desive (o know,®

“Thn Parker,”

“I6 15 o watlah of utlah indiffowence to
nie.”

At Redclylfo,” conlinued the new bow, *1
was_,iu the Shell, and the Fourth farred for
me.

“They dullahs,
then " .

The new boy shook his head knowingly.

“No, they weren’t. 1 should have mopged
‘em up if they hado't. I keep fags in order,
I can tall you. I don't stand any check. Pick
up that rug and carry it to the cab, or I shall
mop you up ¥

must  have been awful

THE NEW BOY BELIEVES IN PUNCHING

Gy MARTIN
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This Week =
THE “ MOP-YOU-UP ” NEW BOY

Arthur Augustus pushed back his immacu-
late cuffs. Parker from Redelyile was nearly
twige as big as the swell of St Jim’s, but all
the blood of*the D'Arcys was boiling in the
veins of Arthur Au%ustus_.

“Do you hear me ™ demanded Parker.

“¥Yaas, wathah ! I'wegard you asa bullyin’
beast, and if you appwoach me I shall give
you a feahful thwashin’ ¥

The new boy grinned dishelievingly.

:'Alre you going to pick up that rug?” he
asiked,

“Wathah not !

D’Arcy squared up as the giant of a naw boy
rushed at him, but before Gussy knew what
was happening he felt his wrists seized in o
vice-like grip; then he received a push that
sent him staggering back.

At the same time the new boy reached out
and siruck Gussy’s topper such a blow that it
was squashed down over his head.

Gussy sat down on the platform. s

“I won't mop you up until the next time,”
said Parker magnanimously. “Sorry about
the topper, but it was looking a bit aneient.
Here, got yourself a paw ane |?

And, tossing Gussy a onc-pound note,
Parker walked off the platiorm with his bayg
and rug, leaving Gussy breat with

Trumble looked hesitantly at the fallen
E\\-cll, then wheeled the trolly after the new

0F. '

“Gweat Scott I Arthur Angnstus gasped.
;B:lxi Jovo, he's a dweadful wufhan! Oh

calr 1 :

Parker of the Sholl was gone before Arthur
Avgustins recovered sufficient breath to rise
frous the platform,

{0 ROY

« QOKS like a new merchant [?
Monty Lowther made that remarl
as he, with Tom Merry and Manners,
stood in the gateway of St. Jim's. 'The station
taxi had just driven up. On top of it was a
bag and a hamper. Inside was a burly youth,
who looked ont of the window as the texi
drove up to the school. : =

Tom Merry & Co. looked on idly as it
stopped at the lodge and Taggles came out.
The big youth descended fiom the cab.

Tom Alerry, Manners, and Lowther eged
him rather curiously. Ho was evidently a new
boy, but he had none of the shrinking modesty
of a new boy about him.

“How much 7’ he demanded of the cabman.

“Tour shiilings, sie.”

“Too much " declared Parker, and turned
to Taggles. “What's the right fare from
Ryleombe to hevo?” he demanded. ;

“Harsk the cabman1” said Tagsles, niot at
all pleased by the manner of Master Parker.
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Parker turned to the three juniors in the
gateway.

“What's the: fnre from Rylcombe,
fellows 7 he ssked.

“Ten =hillings!” sz24 Tom Merry, grinning.

Parker glared at him.

“ Funny, aren’t you t” he snapped. “Hore's
half-a-crown, cabby, and a bob for yourself!
You don’t get four shillings out of me!”

Without a word, the old cabby bumped down
the box, the bag, and the hamper, and tossed
the rug out of the cab, and drove away.

Parker, without a glance at him, came
towards Tom Merry & %o

“I'm a new chap,” be explained.

“ Not really 7 said Monty Lowther.

“¥es, really. You wouldn’t take me for a
new chup, I suppose. ¥ou see, I know the
ropes,” explained Parker. “I've come from
enother school. I was in the Sheil at Red-
clyffe—that's in Kent I'in gomng inio the
Shell here. I'm an old hand. If any chap
tries to pull my lez I'll mop him vup !”

“Not really 77

“Yes, really,” assured Parker. “I could
lick any fellow in the Shell at Redclyffe—any-
body in the Fifth, for that matter! I never
stand any rot!”

“By Jove "

“1 make it a point never {o stand any old
bunk,” explained Parker. “I find it's the best
system.”

i oh III

“Not that 'm s quarrelsorce chap—not a
bit of it. Only never stand any funny
business—see? What Form are you chaps in 7”

“We're in the Shell,” replied Fom Merry.

“0Oh, good!” Parker scemed pleased. *“Is
there a tuckshop near here?”

“There's the schoal shop ™ said Tom Merry,
hardly knowing what to make of this some-
what unusual new boy.

The three chums felt yery inolined to take
Master Parker by the seroff of the neck and
bump him in the gsteway, and yet they felt

you

that behind his bluster he mught not be such
& bad sort, after all.

“Will you show me the way to the tuck-
shop 7" said Parker.

“If you're & new kid you ocught to see your
Form-master first,” said Tom.

“Oh, he can wait!” declared Parker. “I'm
hungry, you see; I've bad a long journey. As
you're Shell fellows, what about trotting along

with me and having some ginger-pop 7

Tom Merry & Co. Iookcg at each other, It
was decent of the new chap to offer to treat
them, a2ud it would be:.churlish to refuse until
he gave further evidence that be deserved to
be bumped. !

The chums led the way to Dame Taggles'
little shop in the corner of the guad.

There were several fellows in the tuckshop,
and they looked curiously at the new chap.
Monty Lowther presented him with great
solemnity.

“Qentlemen, allow me to present Master
Parker, who has left lis old school because,
apparently, there was ro one there he hadn’t
mopped up. IHe deigns to honour us by
coming to St. Jim's, and condescends to come
into the Shell. 1t ia a great loss for the
Sixth, and we must expect the Fifth to be
jealous.”

“Which House are you in, new kid?” asked
Figgins of the Fourth, amid a general chuckle.

**School House,” said Parker. He turned
to Dame Taggles. “Ginger-pop, pleese,
ma’am—and jam tarts, Any fellow who cares
to jein me is welcome,” he informed the
assembled company.

“Well, I must say that's jolly decent for a
School House chap,” rcmarkc(f Fatty Wynn
of the New House. “TI'll join you with
pleasure I”

. A number of other chaps in the tuckshop
joined Master Parker with pleasure,

A tall and elegant senior who was chattin,
with another Fifth Former in the shop di
not appear to have heard Parker's genial
invitation. It was Cutts of the Fiith. Cutts,

like Gussy of the

Fourth, was a dandy;
but, unlike Gussy, he

TWO FAMILY CARD CAMES
THAT ARE DIFFERENT!

MAIN LINE is an exciting and unusual
card game that will make any party go.

Every boy and girl—and grown-ups,
too—will enjoy making up a railway
system of cards, using ingenuily and
skill in constructing, altering and
closing main and branch lines in

[ we‘o CAre ! \'V&(.r
‘Ware"! It's amazing
thenumber of words
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from Hariods, Bentails, Kingston-on-Thomes, or Gamages. i'ost Free, 219, from
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was & snob.

Parker looked at
him and noticed he
was not accepting thoe
invitation to ginger-
pop and tarts.

“Hallo! Won't you
trot up?” he asked.

“Thank you, 1 do
not generally consume
jam tarts and ginger-
beer with fags,” Cutts
replied, with an inso-
lont smile.

“Don’t worry about

him,  Tom  Merry

said to Parker, “Cutts

is nlwaﬁ rather a
ig. en't you,
ukts?”?

But Parker had put
down his glass of
ginger-pop.

isten fo me,
Cutts!” he said, with
a glare at the dandy of
the Fifth. “I'm not a
quarrelsome fellow,
but you called me a
fag Didn't you?”

“Quite =0.”

“Well, I don’t stand
any rot from any-
bio d ¥.? remarked
Parker. “I'm a perce-
able chap. But I
don’t like being called
o fag.”

“I am desolated,”
answered Cutts; with
mock humility. “I sin-
cerely hope that you
are not angry, Master
Parker. By the way,
are you any relation to
Mr. Nosey Parker?”

“Look here”

»

snapped Parker “I've already told rou that
I don’t stand any rot. 1 suppose you're
senior, what?” i

“Yes, I have that distinction.”

“Well, T don't care if youw're in the Sixth.
I don’t care if youw're a prefect. I don't care
tuppence for you, whatever you arel” an-
nounced Perker. “When I was at Redelyfie
I mopped up Fifth Formers ¥

“Indeed! You will find St. Jim's a liftle
different, from Redeclyffe, then,” remarked
Cutts. “May a fellow inquire why you were
kicked out of Redclyffe?”

“1 wasn’t kicked out of Redclyffe.”

“No? Then I'n sure you ought to have

“1 left because there was a row,” explained
Parker. “It was through licking a prefect.”

“My hat!”

“You see, I never stand any rot. I know
how to look after myself, Now, my opinion
of you is that yvou're a cheeky cad.”

“What 1" yelled Cutts.

“Ja, ha, hal”

“Go i, Parker!” chorused the
“Toll him what you think of him 1”

“I'm going tol” said Parker. “You called
me a fag, Cutts, and I've called you a cheeky
cad. That makes us even. But don’t give me
any more of it, or I'll bundle you neck and
crop out of this shop before you can say
kui?e 1

juniors.

Cutis stered at the mew junior in amaze-
ment and rage. Cuntts, dandy as he was, was
an athlete and quite a formidable fighting-
man, There was certainly no junior at St
Jim’s who would have cared to tackle Cutts
in a stand-to encounter.

But Parker from Redolyffe was nearly as
biz as Cutts, and he weas a tremendously
powerful fellow; and he was evidently not
used to measuring his words,

Tom Merry & Co. looked on, grinning.
They enioyed hearing Gerald Cutts of the
Fifth talked to in this way, It was refreshing.

“You—you—" shuttered Cutts. “Why, 1'll
lick you till you can’t erawlt T'Il smash you,
you cheeky cub ¥

“Here

“That's done it!” said Parker.
goes 1”

“Why, what—— My hat!" roared Cults,

Parker was attacking him vight and left.
The dandy of the Fifth gave pground before
the atfack, in great agtonishment. There was
& cheer in the tuckshop.

“Go it, Parker!”

Ha, ha, ha et 1
“Steady !” yelled someone. “Not in the
tueksholi.\ "

But the warning was unheeded. The con-
testants were going at it hammer and tongs.

Cutts had recovered himeelf and stood his

vnd, and had closed with the new fellow
rom Redelyife.

Then Tom Merry & Co, beheld an amazing
sight. Cutts of the Fifth was swept off his
feet in the grasp of Norman Parker, and flung
headlong through the doorway. He bumped
down in the quadrangle with a yell. .

“My hat !

“Hurrah |”

St. Leger, the Fifth Former who had been
sitting with Cutts, made & movement forward.

Parker turned on him, his big fists up. St.
Leger promptly made a movement backwards,

& E %wd 1 he said, and went out after Cutts,
who had got to his feet, but made no attempt
to come back into the tuckshop.

“And now I suppose I'd better go and
réport to my Housemaster,” said Parker,

“Youn had,” grinned Tom Merry. “Ask for
Mr. Linton.”

“0.K.,"” nodded Parker, and strolled off.

“Well, that merchant takes the cake!”
gurgled Monty Lowther, “Blessed if I've
ever scen & new kid quile like that before!”?

“HB, hﬂ-. h.& 122

“Something quite new in new kids,” grinned
Tom Merry. “And for a pezceable chap it
doesn’t take hi:lr,a‘ long to get into a row.”

a, ha, ha!

“He handled Cutts awfully well,” remarked
F:Fgms. “He seems & decent sort of ass, but
a first-class ass, and no mistake 1”
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PARKER crossed the quadrangle and looked
shout him, He was wondering where he
could find Mr Linton, the master of the Shell,
“Now, which blessed House is the Bchool
House " grunted Parsesr, lmhngf “ Here,
soungster, which 1 the School House?” .
of the Third—

It was DA minor—Wally
whom he. L

. “Hallo! When did yom get out of the
Zoo?” shouted Wally.

- Parker frowned.

“None of your cheek! Is that the School
House 2

“ Ask a8 policeman,” suggested Wally.

“Look here, you cheeky young mitwit—"

“Why, you thumping ass!”  exclaimed
Wally, with breathless indignation. “You—
Here. wharrer you at? Leggol”

Parker picked the fag up as if he had been
an infant. and mounted him on ane shoulder,
grinning. All St Jim’s swam round D'Arcy
minor for & moment, and then he found him-
self scated on the big youth's shoulder.

“Lemme down!” he yelled. -

“You'll take me to the School House,” said
Parker * Now, ihen.” 2

“Yo u rotter ¥’ bellowed Wally, his
dignity utterly outra by being carried on
o fellow’s shonlder like a& kid in the First
Forn *“You—you jabberwock! Put me
down, or I'll pull your silly ears{”

“If I put you down, I'll land you on your
load,” said Parker * And if you don't show
we the way to the School House ot once, I'll
dmg" you into the fountain.”

«My only Aunt Jane! [—I—"

“Now, then!” ;

“Go and eat coke]” roared Wally. s

Parker made a stride towards the fountain.

“Hold on!” gasped D'Arey minor “I'll
show you the way. There's the School House,
you fothead!  Auybody bur a silly idiot
would" kuow that that other rotten old barn
wasn't the School House. Now put me down,
you rotter 1"

Parker carried him as far as the School
House, aud then sat him down on the steps.
He jerked off his cap. and jamued it down
his gmck. and then went into the House

Wally juinped up, boiling with rage Never
had rhe
of the inky brigade, been so unceremoniously
trea

“Why, I—I'll scrag
“Tli kick his shinsl I’

Words failed the indigoant fag

Completely careless of the Third Former's
fury, Rfarm:m Leongyd Parker strolled into
the School House.

JACK BLAKE ON THE WARPATH

({3 USSY 1 My word!” >
: Blake and Herries and Digby
stared ar their noble chum.

Arthur Augzustus had not been able to find
a hatv in @ny shop in Rylcombe up to the
liigh stahdurd he demsnded. and so when he
met his chums on the way home they saw
ut once that he had been in the wars

Blake and Herricz and Dig were just turn-
ing out of the lanc from Wayland, at the
crossroads, ‘when Arthur -Au%usu!a D'Arcy
came along from Rylcombe. Thoy met him
face to face.

And they stared. 2 L
. “What on carth have you been doing with
your hat?” demanded Blake. “Trymng to
turn it into a concertina?™

“Bai Jove, I've had a feahfol} time, dezh
boys1” said Arthur Augustus. “ Have you
scen- anything of him?”

“Who?” asked tho three chums togethor.

“A wotten new kid—a new fellow for the
Shell, named Harker or Parker. or some-
thin' A feshful beast! I was at the
station,” explained Arthur Augusius. “I've
heen to my tailah’s, and T thought I'd dwop
ip at the station. as the twain was due. in
case you fellows came hotne thar way You
didn’t come. but that awful wottah did! A
disgustin' beast! A wegulah tewwah!”

Blake & Co. grinned.  Arthur Augustus
wag breathing indignation.

“Tell your uncle absnt it,"” said Blake
soolhingly.
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'tﬁm 1" gasped Wally.

hero of the Third. the great chief

STJIM'S

“The fwightful cad addwessed me as

youngster " [

“ Awful1” said Blake.

“1 chould bave tweated him wilh silent
contempt, deah boys, but he wanted me to
fa.‘g for him.”

* What 1%

“He ordahed me to pick up & wug and
cawwy it for him "

“Fagging the TFourth—o ' Shell bounder
and o new kid?" said Blake incredulously.
“You're dreaming, Gussy.”

“1 am not dwesnun'. Blake, though 1
admit it seemed like a howwid dweam
shortlay sftabwarids. He said be used to fag
the Fourth at Wedclyffe "

l" L}omeﬂ from Redelyffe, does he? Where's
that 1"

“1 wathah think 1t is the school near Gwey-
fwiahs This howwid wottah was in the Shell
there | 1 suppose he has been kicked out for
bein® such a wuffian.™

“Why didn't you lick him?* demanded
Herries.

“1 started hickin® him.”

“And what happened 1*

Gussy seemed unable to find words to reply,
end understanding fashed on the others

Bloke doubled his fsts in a suggestive
mauner

“f shall hove to tockle him,™ he remarked.

“Weally, Blake, you would hardly have
ﬁ;uch luck, as I have already failed to hck

1.

“Go hon I* -

. “The fact is, be is 8 vewy big beast—as hig
os a semizh; and I suppose he is old enoug
to be in the Wifth, only he is pwobably tco fat-
headed to get his wemove! He is as big as
Cutts of the Fifth—a fwightfully burlay
wiffian He left me gaspin”.”

“ But you didn't fag for bim "

“Wathah not 1
“If you had we'd bhave expcl!ed you from
Study Ne 67 said Blake. “I'm anxious to
seo this merchant. A Shell fellow who wants

————— ¥
— — =

shoulder.
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to fag the Fourth is worth logking at. He'll
find Btudy No. 6 down on him.” :

“1 don’t jump on new kids as mueh as some
chaps,” remarked Digby, “but il seems we'll
have to start by giving this gew kid o
hiding :

“Leuve that to me,” said Blake.

*“He'a an awf'lly stwong beast, deah boy I¥

“Well, =0 am L," replied Blake

Jack Bleke hurried his steps. He wes
anxious to get to St Jun's and see the nnusual
new boy. The mere idea of a junior in the
Shell trying to fag the Fourth put Blake's
back up ar once. He was prepared to wade
in'and wipe up the quad with Master Parker
as u preliminary lesson in manners.

" The four chuins rcached St. Jin's and

hurried into the School House

They were late for tea, and tes in the Hall
was just over when they armved  That did
not matier to Blake & Co., who generally had
tea.in their study. :

The School House chaps who had had tea

-in the Hall were ¢oming out, and amopg them

Y

Parker picked up the fag as if he hzd beep an infant and, grimuﬁg, mounted him on
“ Lemme down ! ** yelled D*Arcy minor.

Arthur Augustus ag’?twd the broad shoulders
ond bullet head of Norman Leonard Parker.

“That's the houndah, deab boysl” said
D’Arcy, carching sight of Parker.

“My hat, be is big!” confessed Blake. “ But
quality is better than quantity any day.”

Blake marched up to the new boy.

“You're the new kid 7 be asked.

Parker stared at him ingquiringly.

“I'm Parker,” he admitted.

“The chyp who thinks he can feg the
Fourth?” 2

“You bet|”

“;i’fill you step round behind the gym with
me?

“Qertainly 1”® .

“Come on, then!” said Blake impressively.

Study No. 6 led the way, and Parker
loungoﬁ after them, his hands in his pockots,
Several chaps whe spotted what was on
followed them. Hammond of the Fourth
tapped Blake on the arm.

one
““ Take mie to the Scheol House,™ said

the huge new boy, ““ or I'll put you in the fountain ! *

Vi
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"‘mu e gomg tn tacklo that mereliant 72’ he
s o=

= % 1]

~i % He's tnck!ed Gum o!' thie Fifth since hes
n herp.”

= “Roall 12
i« Ho il mske sawdusL of 30‘.1.

remarked

% “Iil ‘make sawduat of you if I have any

v l-.vk.

4 grow!ed Bla

Jaw
2 0k, * keep your woc-! on!” eaid Tevison.

_“I’m coming to help carry you in aiter-

i '-\ ards.”

"backod away hurriedly.

Blake tumad on him wrathfully, and cht-nn
Whether Blake could

* tackle' Parker or not, there was no doubt at

5 mtcrestm

 of the roof - Wit

all thot he could make rings round Levison. -
They turned behind the zym, dnd a crowd
of chaps gathered round to sec the fun. The
follows who had seen Parker's tussle with
Cutts of the Fifth had little douby as to the
wesult,
o “Will you have 'the gloves.onl” askod
Blake.
Oy \ct \mrth whils” said Parkée
““Who's going to keep time?™"
»**No nced to keep time," said  Parker.
‘;Thcro won't be more than one round.”
“ Blake "suorted with wrath. = He' tore hls
incket off and  tossed it o Dighby, . then
muamd up to the big Siell fellow. %
“Come on, you jabberwock!"”,
* Parker grinned and cane on.
£ For tho next minute the -scone s vory
Jack Bliko put up a fight that
was real y creditable, but <he’ wis over-

grhelmed. -

His skill in bo::mi did 1ot ab‘md him _in
much stead., for. Parker’s tremendons. drives
sranshied “through his guarfl. % At the end of
l!m minute Blaky was gnsping on'the ground.’

“ Bar Jove 1" murmured, Arthur- Auzustus.

- Parker put his Irands in his rockot&

St Are ‘you going on, 3ou ~choeky Foung

bantam " he .88 3 :
¥ C-going on gasped | Blake. “¥os b
rather!" ] 2t
“Parker looked eulpri‘-ed “but thare, was:
Admiration in his tone when ho spoke ggain.
& Better t:-huok it," he said’ good-naturedly.

Jhim by the ear,

®ize ¥ = You hiven't an @urthly "

“Not _much good, JacL. o]d chap," mur-
mured Digby. .

Blake

tnped up and came on. -
¥ Rm.si he said. ;
There, was another licking. for the un-
fortunate leader, of Study No, 6. < Parker
Tedeived two or three tcrnﬁc drives, but ho
did not seem to mind mem And lis big fists
‘smote like flails,
- Bleke wentZdown sgsin, and this time ho
couldn't, get up. When he tried ho dizzily
foll down again.

“Now chuck it,” urg\ed I‘nrltor “You con
seq it's no good. What do you want to pick &
row with me for? I'm a peaccabls chap. I
never stand kny rot, cspe-.mll; from fags, but

I'ma peaceo.bl-, chep.™
" Blake,” chumpmi

~“Get upand.go: on,
Melllsh of the Fourth.  The cad of the Fourth
was quite delighted at sceing Blake licked.

“You ain't finished yet. ' Don't be a funk 1”

= Blake turned orimnson.  He was done, und
could not go on. But to be called a funk by
8 worm like Mellish was bitter.

But o champion of Blake appeared from an
unexpected quarter,
" Parker swung towards Mellish and caught
Mellish gave a ve]l

£ Leggo, you ass |

%80 you'd call Blake a funk, would jou"’
sa!d Baiker. * Well, you can show- that you
can. do the same as ha's done. *Put “em up 1"

“What-a-at I” gasped Mellish.

Mallish!s idea had been to curry {m:our with
l.hu;{mwr. but ke had not succeeiied. P

o ‘you, going to put up your hands?’

l.lom:mdcd Pnrkcr -

“Then I'll lch yow.”!
e I\ecp off { T—" .
‘With -twist of his, sinew

whirled Melhﬁh over on to Inis knee, and then

Please hand your TRIUMPH to a friend when you have read :t.

SWhat's . the good of lacklu:g a fnilCm Joy .

{‘ arm Pnlkar:
i

]ns rlg‘ht hand rose and fall-with lcmf‘m force.

am .5 nnk spa.nk spank |
L 'Ohl Help I
Y Ha, h& 18 !” :
“Go it, Parker "™
Spank, spank, spankl s

:

-fme

ARt TLA S

! Ha. hn.
Il

“Biidove ! 2 .
bt ¢
lE‘::\nd aqutrming n :m o

or&?ﬂ

Parker p:tchcd him over on the ground
where he ley gasping,  Thea Parker Lurncd t
Jack Blake, who, with Digby's essistancs, !
risen and was 5tandlng uusteadﬂil on his p: e_.

Parker went up to him, with a fr:end
smile, and héld out a big hind,

“You're & plucky kid,” ho shid. “Gua us
your fin. I won't fag vou'

" Blake glared at him out of swollun o os.

“¥You jolly well won't!" znorted Blake! -

But he gave Parker his fin. * After that tho
new boy put his hands in his pockets and
saunte away, as though he had just béen
nalcbmg a ﬁght rather than Lukmg purt m

-wriggll

e,

r Tim chunis of Study No. 6 watched him gn.‘
and their feclings were-mixed: They had
thought that Parker was nothing more thany
bully, but his treatment of Mellish and the
sincere. way in which' he had shaken bands
with Blake made them wonder if they hid
been too hasty in forming their opinion of thu
new boy.

‘\I\ hat!? said Blake at Isst. “Ho's ;:.
touzh niut. anyway "

He picked up his jacket, and the ahums ld‘)b
the scene of brief combat.

Fiye minutes later Bloke was hsthmg hm
eye and nose, and as he did so he thought
again of Parker. If that cheerful youth wenp
on as he had bogun Blake could clearly see
sOme lm:!;F times in store for St. Jim's.

And in  that Blake. was not mistaken.
Norman Leonsrd Parker had still. further
surprises up his sleeve which were ‘destined’ to
cause more than oue seuaauon at the old
hclwol i

Next 'l‘uesday in lha TRIUHPH 8 Iongar slory ol
SL Jim’s” wlll appear, describing the further ad-

- ventures of tpls emmrdlnary new boy, Norman
. Leonard' Parker..

“Tell ‘those chums of yours fo
place .a _definite order for TRIUMPH with a

' 'mwmgent. as our paper is in greater demand
- @very-
tHat will delight’ evary one of you. Horo about

.week. * By the way." tlwm's news coming

It next week. .

(Continued from page 15.)
J ack rmnhod across and peored over the edge
2 gasp ho saw the Gr‘atqpo
ctuef sw:mmmg toyards his launch.;” Even
as he watched, the Nazi clambered a.board
Then came a roar. fram up-river ® It was.
tho remforcomonts Ken had fetched; but they
would ba too lato to catch’ Slrasserl =Y
‘Like & flash, he leapt over tho parapot,
luirthin ‘hoad-first, dowmr to the river, . 2% %
Splashil He.shot benesth“the sirface, and:

» seoond.a

-h:md flashed down for !n.s gun. “Too - lale!

Jack’s fist was half-way to his jaw -
Thwack { -

_The Nazi span lxend over hnuls cmt into tho
v.‘u.h'}r

+*Jack grabbed- llm wheel. In a oouple of

had the Jaunchy rosrmgil “down riv s-r
aftér the Nazi chief, gaining on him ;ard by
yurd, until he dropped ) ewE

Then Jack leapt on to the German’s boa!..

Strasser did not sco him coming in the pitch
darkness,” but next moment. g felt. his arm
almost twisted out)of its socket in a vice-like
ju-jutst’ lock, and hls p:stol ciauered 1o the
floorboards,

Jack shoved him un;ﬁqtlg towards the bows:
Then, gripping the whoet with his left hand
ho gave 1 a wild sw
drunkeu]y l.hen sl:ot

§ J.'wk grabbed ‘up -Strasser’s- pistol

camite up within s fow yards of.thb laus u.h A s{.ammed ‘the cold muzzlu in ﬂ-\ﬁ nape of tha
8zl

Nazi guarding her was frm:m.{sll\ Lr\mg to .

get hor to start so that he,Tboof could escapa.

L I{e saw. Jick coming over e a_m:ie and his |

s neck.,

4 Take. the whcol 1 hc spat, “E.aad back

up r:ver 1%

_‘ In o-few- mmur.ea .they were in the middle

"of the pelice boats, and ha,ndwﬂ'u were qumkiy

“from German, torpedoes. .

The boat: lurc'lm-c‘i-
*Qruﬂ} across the river..

and “ynv:

snapped ‘on, Strasser
The ?\T.a.zts in “the warehonse had almndg

been secured.” ‘Deserted by their leader, hope-
* lessly outnumbered,

:hcy saw it “onld e

suicide to fight. "=~
“The inspector detailed o domn Jaunchos: to
surround, the ship, then~turned to;the! paln.

< Sp]eud:d wvork, boys:” he cried. “Youlve
caught | ‘one of the clevorest and most danges-
ous of Germany's ‘Sderet “Apents, and prob-
ably saved scorés of British and m.?l.ral shipa
Well, Stfasser and'
his pals ars going to sea some more fireworks
soon, but they'll ia coming from the rifles of
o British firlig. sqiad'1”

Anuthar axuellant mver Cops story soon.

Tnasday-\a sn;m-thrilll brf:m entitled ** Tha
vasion~ That Failed "’ brings Burt Kennedy,
ace-sw. baok to these pages. Tell those chums

liours 10 place a definite order for TRIUMPH
wit

a newsagent, a5 our paper ds in greater

o, demand every weqk 5
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