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MEET THE SCHOOLBOY CRUSOES IN THIS WONDER-STORY OF ADVENTURE IN THE TROPICS !
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CASTAWILS!

By FRANK RICHARDS

Fritz—As Usual !
= PLITZ!”

No reply. *

“Where is Splitz 2

Still no reply.

Dr. Samuel Sparshott
frowned. Jim Dainty &
Co. grinned. As there
was work to be done, it
was not surprising that
Fritz von Splitz had
disappeared from sight.
: It would have been
surprising if he hadn’t!

_It was a hot morning on Castaway Island.
~2e tropical sun blazed down on the white
ach and the green, dark jungle. The tide
is going out in the bay, and the boat rocked
e water at the end of the painter, tugged
the receding tide. .
m where the Grimslade castaways stood
- front of their hut the boat looked empty. It
! not occur to them that a fat and podgy
=ire was crouching in it under the gunwale.
tz Splitz, safe out of sight of Sammy Spar-

oit’s kee]_l eyes, grinned, as he heard his
:;Jma.ster s voice. He heard it, but he heeded

cre was hoeing and weeding to be done
norning in the cultivated patch by the hut.
er hoeing nor weeding had any appeal
* Iritz von Splitz. He disliked work in any
ape or form. Fritz Splitz, like Brer Fox in
= tale, “lay low and said nuffin’.”
Splitz1” roared Sammy. DBut only echo
s ::‘ed( and Sammy gave an angry grunt.
Dainty |”
“ Yes, sir!” said Jim Dainty cheerfully.
I shall be absent most of the morning. You
ork in the garden till noon. But first,
i Splitz, and give him six with a bamboo
=4 see that he does his share.”
What-ho—I mean, yes, sir "> answered Jim.
=2 Dainty and Dawson, Ginger and Bacon
! Bean spread along the beach looking for
lusive Fritz.
Sparshott gave a last frowning glance
od, and then walked into the hut. A short,
man, with a hard, tanned face and ice-
es, sat there, his arms bound behind his

im Stack, the gangster, was a prisoner in
= hands of the castaways, but he was taking
turning of the tables with his usual coolness,
wing tobacco, he was squirting the juice
2d_him on the floor of the hut, while he
sited to learn what his fate was to be.  He
sred up at the tall figure of the headmaster
rimslade as it darkened the doorway.
I'll say you've got me, schoolmaster,”
led Slim. “What’s it going to be? You
t the guy to knock me on the head, I guess.
I reckon T'm ready to talk turkey. You
.2 rip, and I'll sure mosey across the island
] I left my plane. I'll light out, and
the last of me. That’s what you want,

quite, Mr. Stack !” said the headmaster
slade. “In the first place, as you came
r the treasure of the island, I’ve no
¢ that you would return if I let you go—
oring with you enough rascals of your own
fo give you the upper hand here.”

= gangster grinned.

ay that you won’t ever be caught
vith both eyes shut, schoolmaster !’ he

the second place,” went on Dr. Sparshott,
1 fortunately able to pilot a plane. I am
z 10 borrow yours, Mr. Stack.”

“I guess you won’t get all your crowd on
that plane, schoolmaster.”

“Not at all! My intention is to take your
plane, get away to an inhabited island, and
return in a ship for the boys under my charge.”

“ Leaving me here?”’

“Hardly I” Dr. Sparshott pointed from the
doorway to the sea, and the gangster, following
the direction of the pointing finger, discerned
a speck far out on the Atlantic. “On that
rock, Mr. Stack, I have marooned a scoundrel
named Ezra Sarson, who scuttled the ship we
sailed in, and caused us to be cast away here.
T’ve no doubt he will be glad of your company.”

Slim shut his teeth hard, and his icy eyes
gleamed at the headmaster of Grimslade.

INANANANANANANANNNANNANANNNANNANANANATT

HOW FRITZ VON SPLITZ, BY HIS
COWARDICE, THREW AWAY THE
ONE REAL CHAXNCE OF RESCUE
THAT CAME TO THE SCHOOLBOY
CASTAWAYS !

“You figure on marooning me there?” he
muttered.

“Exactly! You will be out of harm’s way,
and will find sufficient food to support life till
vou can be taken off—with the other rascal.
That will be when I return in a vesse] to take
the boys.”

“And the treasure?’ muttered Stack.

“And the treasure!” said Dr. Sparshott
calmly. “If it is possible to raise it from the
pool where the great octopus guards it, I shall
certainly take away the treasure also—quite
regardless of your wishes and views on the
subject. Now kindly get on your feet. We are
going out on the tide—the boat is ready.”

Slowly the squat ruffian picked himself up.
He gave a last squirt of tobacco-juice and set
his teeth. His muscles almost cracked as he
made a fierce and desperate effort to break the
cords that secured his powerful arms behind
his back. The sweat stood out on his forehead
with the effort. But it was in vain; he was
too securely bound. Dr. Sparshott watched
him, with a faint smile, his hand near the butt
of the revolver in his belt.
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Slim relaxed at last, and stood panting. He
was a helpless prisoner, and there was no

chance of getting loose. Dr. Sparshott signed
to him to follow, and strode from the hut. The
gangster tramped after him, with a black and
bitter face. He could hardly have hoped to be
allowed to leave the island free in the aero-
plane in which he had come—but he had not
expected this,

Marooned on the lonely rock far out at seca,
he would be helpless, with nothing to do but
to wait and watch during the weary days, all
hope lost of ever laying hands on the treasure
of Castaway Island. A desperate light was in
his hard, cold eyes. He was ready to take the
most desperate of chances, even if it cost him
his life. 5

Jim Dainty & Co. were along the beach,
hallooing to one another as they hunted for
Fatty Fritz among the palms and the rocks
by the stream. Fritz, in the boat, lay low and
grinned as he heard their distant shouting.

So long as they did not think of coming
down to the boat and looking into it, Fritz was
satisfied. He was not aware that Dr. Sparshoit
was taking out thle boat that morning—or
certainly he would not have selected it as a
hiding-place. And he started and pricked up
his fat ears at the sound of tramping footsteps
on the sand, coming down to the sea.

“Mein gootness !” murmured Fritz in dismay.
“Is tat tat peast and a prute Sammy! Vy for
he gum tis vay, plow him !”?

He crouched lower in the rocking hoat. It
rocked at the end of a long rope that was
fastened to a peg driven in the sand. Fritz had
waded out through shallow water when he got
into the boat. Now he heard the voice of
Dr. Sparshott.

“Get in!”

Whom he was addressing Fritz did not knosw,
for a moment. Then he heard a muttered
curse, and there was a splashing as Slim
tramped through the shallows. The squat,
stocky figure of the gangster appeared bes
the boat, and Fritz’s saucer eyes blinked up
him in alarm.

Slim was not locking at him, however
like Sammy, supposed the boat to be em
He turned as he reached it, standing knee-
in the sea, and looked back at Dr. 8
Sammy had stooped, and released the
the peg in the sand. Coiling it over h

1S a
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he came towards the boat, which bobbed and
tugged under the pull of the tide.

Slim’s eyes glittered. A sudden desperate
sliove at the boat would have torn the rope
from Dr. Sparshott; he could have hurled him-
self into it, and the running tide would have
whirled him aw ay out of reach. Had his hands
been free——

But to float out to sea with his hands bound
was to condemn himself to a lingering death of
hunger and thirst. Desperate as he was, he was
not desperate enough for that. He dismissed
the thought and turned to the bogt to scramble
in—and his eyes fell in amazement on the fat
German crouching there.

For a single instant the gangster stared. His
active brain worked swiftly. Fritz blinked up
at him dismally. Discovery was inevitable now,
and it meant a whopping from Sammy. Little
did the fat Rhinelander guess what was flashing
into the ruffian’s brain. What followed took
not only Fritz, but Dr. Sparshott by surprise.

Suddenly, sharply, Slim hurled his whole
heavy weight on the boat, already tugged by
the tide. The sadden unexpectcd jerk tore the
rope from Dr. Sparshott’s hands and it
slithered into the sea. That sudden shove,
added to the tug of the tide, sent the boat
shooting out—and as it went, Slim, with a
desperate spring, threw himself in headlong
over the gunwale. He landed with a crash,
and rolled over Fritz Splitz, from whom there
came a suffocated howl. The impact added to
the boat’s way, and it fairly shot scaward.

Dr. Sparshott grasped swiftly after the
escaping rope. It whisked away far from his
reach. The boat, rocking wildly and shipping
water, rolled and plunged away on the tide.

“You madman !” roared Sammy. “Will you
go to your death?” He stood for a moment or
two anxiously watching, half expecting the
boat to capsize. Then he plunged into the
sea, swimming swiftly after the receding boat.

Hand to Hand!

@ CH! DMein gootness, I vas vun tead
A Cherman !” groaned Fritz von Splitz.
Fritz hardly knew what was hap-
pening. But he knew that most of
the breath had been knocked out of his fat
carcass, and that he was crushed in the bottom
of the boat by a heavy weight, and that salt
water was washing over him. So wildly did
the boat roll and pitch, that it threatened
every second to plunge gunwale under, and
the sea washed in fore and aft.

But the weight was removed from Fritz as
the gangster rolled off him and gained his
knees. One swift glance Slim gave back at
the beach—he saw Dr. Sparshott plunge in
and swim—and farther up the beach he saw
Jim Dainty & Co. start running down to the
water. But he had time to act—to carry out
the desperate plan that had flashed into his
mind at the sight of the fat German in the
boat.

Dr. Sparshott was swimming strongly; but
the tide ran hard, and carried the boat fast
seaward. It was likely to be minutes, at
least, before the swimmer overhauled him.
And one minute, Slim reckoned, would be
enough for sJim.

He gained his knees in the rocking boat,
gave that one swift glance back, and then
fived his gleaming, icy eyes on the terrified
face of Fritz. Before the fat German could
even think of stirring, a sinewy knce was
planted on his fat equator, pinning him down,
gling wildly.

Ach! Gerroff!” gurgled Fritz.
re te breff! Mein gootness!
Gurrrrrggh!”

wt that bully-beef trap of yours, you fat
Slim bit off the words. “Get me loose—
You got a knife or something—get
I guess you want to be quick !”

nk tat I gannot—yurrrgghbh!” gasped
anguish, as the gangster’s knee
into  his  stomach. “Urrrgh!

“1 have no
I tink that

my hands. you fat geck!”

= Bnt I guess I can use my feet,
sure tramp the life outer you if 1
se m two shakes of a ’possum’s tailt

“Urrrgh! Mein gootness!
gurgled the hapless Fritaz.

The knee was removed from him, and the
gangster stood up, hecdless of the wild rock-
ing of the boat. He gave Sammy another
glance—coming on hard, but yet at-a distance.
His boot crashed on Iritz Splitz in a savage
kick. There was a gasping howl from I'ritz.

“You gettin’ me loose?” snarled the gang-
ster.

“Ach! Jal Ja wohl!” gasped Tritz.
“Kick me not after—urrggh!—I vill cut you
loose so quick as neffer vas pefore! Mein
gootness‘ Urrght”

“Quick, you fat guy, unless you want to be
kicked over the side!” hissed Slim.

Fatty Fritz groaned, gathered himself up on
his fat knees, and groped for his knife. He
could not have stood on his feet in the rocking
boat, though it gave Slim no trouble. With
tlevnblmv hands the fat German opened his
knife to carry out the gangster’s orders. Ior
his fat life he dared not disobey. He was
utterly at the ruffian’s mercy.

Any other of the Grimsladers would have
put up a ﬁ“ht and held the gangster long
enough for Sammy to come up. But Fritz
would have laid hands on an alligator in the
swamps of Castaway Island as soon as upon
Slim Stack. The ruffian would have trampled
him down without mercy, and Fatty Fritz was
not the fellow to face that, or to take the
risk of it.

_ Getting the knife open as quickly as his
trembling fingers allowed, Fritz began to saw
at the cord that fastened Slim’s hands together.

As his hands were secured behind him, Slim
had to turn his back for the fat German to
free him. That would have given Fritz Splitz
a chance, had his nerve been equal to taking
advantage of it. But it did not even occur
to Fritz to resist; his terror of the desperado
was too deep for that.

He cut and sawed at the cord, the shaking
of his fat hands causing him to cut the bound
wrists also, gashing the hairy skin in two
or three places. But the pain seemed nothing
to the gangster. His snarling voice breathed
savage threats, urging Fritz to hurry.

There was a shout from the juniors on the
beach. They could sce Fritz Splitz in the
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boat now, and though the distance was in-
creasing, they could sce how he was occupied.
Ginger Rawlinson shook a fist at him, and
Jim Dainty yelled:

“Fritz! You rotter! - Chuck it!”?

Fritz did not even hear. He cut and sawed,
and sawed and cut, and the strands of the
cord parted under the knife.

Slim panted. His eyes were on the dark
head astern of the boat, where San uny Spar-
shott was coming on with long, swift strokes.
Sammy had seen Fritz, and he knew now why
the gangster had taken that desperate chance.

With set teeth and glinting eyes, the head-
master of Grimslade put every ounce of
strength into his strokes, to reach the boat
before the ruffian had his hands free. Closer
and closer he came, sweeping down on the
(hifting, rocking boat; and Siim knew that
it would be touch and go. If he was not free
when Sammy came, he would not have ancther
chance.

He wrenched at the cord. It was cut half
through, and it cracked and parted under
that desperate wrench. The fragments of the
cord fell away, and the gangster was free.
A backward smack from his hand sent Fritz
spinning h(,lplenlv The fat German sprawled
theze, gasping and groaning, unheeded further
by ¢ Slim.

The ruffian scrambled for an oar.
grasped it, Sammy reached
gripped at the gunwale.

Up went the oar in both Slim’s

hands, brandislied in the air over Dr.
shott’s head.
_ “My giddy goloshes !” panted Ginger, watch-
ing from the beach. Samm\' It scemed
to the juniors that their hearts had stopped
beating, as they watched their lieadmaster's
terrible peul

Crash! The oar came down, and for a
second both the gangster and the watching
juniors fancied that the blow had told. But
it was only on the guniwale that the crash
landed—Sammy had slipped deep in the water
in time. So heavy was the blow that the
impact jerked the oar from the ruffian’s
hand, and it dropped. He staggered as the
boat 1ocked wildly. The next moment a hand
was on the gunwale again, and Dr. Sparshott
was scrambling over the side.

Slim spat out an oath and plunged at him.
He had no time to catch up the oar again
and aim a blow. Sammy was clamberm" in
like a cat, and needed only a second, a sph'
second! He had a leg over the gunwale as
the gangster plunged on him and _grasped him.

Sammy returned grip for grip, and they
struggled fiercely. Sinewy and strong as the
gangster was, a mass of muscle and sinew,
Sammy was as strong, or stronger. But Slim
Stack hud the advantage of position. Sammy.
half over the gunwale, struggled ﬁercely to
get in, but he could make no headwsa

The gunwale dipped, and the w ater rus hed
in in a flood; and Tritz Splitz gurgled
horribly as it w ‘ashed ov er him. He scrambled
to his feet, holding on, gasping for breath,
and spitting out salt \\ ater,

“Splitz!” panted Sammy. “Lend a hand
here! Splitz!”

“Urrggh! Mein gootness!” gurgled Fritz.

“Back up, Grimslade!” )elled Sammy.

Even Fatty Fritz was not deaf to that
appeal. The rocking of the boat tumbled
him over on his podgy knees in the floodinz
water. DBuat he realised that both Slim-
hands were busy, holding Sammy, and &
blinked round wildly for a weapon. He
spotted the boathook, scrambled at it, and
grasped it. Then, screwing up his courags
to the s’rlckmg point, Fatty Fritz plunged a:
the gangster, lunging with the hook.

There was a fearful yell from Slim as the
boathook jabbed in his back. He would have
torn himself free from Sammy and tur
on Fritz, but Dr. Sparshott’s grip was like
a vice—he could not get loose.

Fatty Iritz lifted the boathook and broughs
it down on the back of Slim’s head, answered
by another fiendish howl from the gangster
Then Slim kicked out suddenly backwards
catching a fat shin, and Fritz von Splitz wen:
spra,wling. He crashed on the gunwale, and
plunged helplessly overboard.

As he
the boat and

sinewy
Spar-
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Escape !
A\IMY SPARSHOTT gritted his teeth.

He had a footing in the boat now,
and in spite of Slim’s fierce 1eal:tanre,
he was gaining the upper hand.
Fiercely, savagely, desperately, the gangster
exerted all his strength, but the headmaster
of Grimslade was forcing him back, gaining

inch after inch.
If the boat did not capsize, it was fairly
certain that Sammy would soon overpower

Slim Stack. But to his ears, from the running .

sea, came the wild ghriek of Iritz Splitz, cut
off in a drowning gurgle as the tide washed
over him.

Fritz could swim—at Grimslade all the
fellows had to learn to swim. But he was as
good at swimming as at anything else, and
keeping himself afloat in a swimming-pool was
very different from battling for his life in a
fast-running tide.

Fritz went under, and went under again,
dropping behind the drifting boat where his
headmaste1 was fighting with the gangster.
And Sammy knew what he had to do. Fritz
Splitz was drowning—and his headmaster
could not leave him to drown.

He gritted his tecth. If Slim captured the
boat and hoisted mast and sail he could run
round the island and reach the western shore,
where the aeroplane lay, before the castaways
could cross by land.

That was Slim’s intention if he got the upper
hand—there could be no doubt about that.
And Sammy had to gwe him the upper hand
to save the helpless fat duffer who was shriek-
ing and gurgling in the tide. It was a bitter
pill to swallow, but Sammy had to get it down.
His grasp on the rufiian in the hoat relaxed.

Slim did not know what was in his mind,
but he knew that the ircn grasp had loosened—
that Sammy was no lunoel foxnmrr him back.
He freed a hand, elenchnd his fist to drive it
in the face of the Grimslade headmaster. But
the blow, as he gave it, met with no resist-
ance, as E;wmmy shppod back into the sea and
the gangstm almost toppled after him.

“Doggone my cats I he gasped.

Sammy, unhceding the drifting boat, was
striking out for Fritz. A fat hand was
thrown up from the water—the last sign of
Fritz Splitz if help had not been at hand. The
gangster stared, understanding now why
Sammy had given up the struggle. Even his
great strength had been exhausted, and he
half-crouched in the boat, panting for breath,
watching Dr. Sparshott as he reached the fat
(l}crnmn, grasped him, and dragged him up to
ife.

Fatty Fritz, half-senseless, hung a dead
weight on Sammy. His saucer-eyes were
closed, and hes gurgled faintly. Holding his
head abme water, Dr. Sparshott stared round
grimly at the boat

Slim grinned at him breathlessly from the

boat, scrambled up, and seized the oars. They
rattled into the rowlocks. The water washed
round his knees as he sat to the oars. The

boat had shipped so much that it floated deep.
But floated, and Slim did not lose time
in baling. He dipped the oars.

it

“Gaood-bye,  schoolmaster !” 1‘ozu'ed the
sgangster.  “I guess you'll see me ag'in on
your lala.nd-) ou sure will, schoolmaster ! Say,

if you're going to borrow my plane, you'll sure
have to burn the wind!”

The boat glided away. Sammy Sparshott
made no reply to the gangster’s taunt. He
was a good half-mile from the shore, with the
tide running strongly out of the bay—and if
he was to save Fritz and save himself he had
all his work cut out. With a bitter disappoint-
ment that was too deep for words—if he had
had the breath to waste uttering them, Dr.
Sparshott turned shoreward, leaving the
gangster to his own devices.

Not till he was at a distance of two or
three cables’ length did Slim venture to pull
in his oars and start baling the waterlogged
boat. Then he stepped the mast, ran up the
sail, and steered out to sea, to clear the rocks
at the mouth of the bay before he tacked to
the westward to run round Castaway Island.

The sail, glancing in the sun, vanished sea-
ward.
The strong and sinewy headmaster was

almost at the end of his tether, when he felt
the sand under his feet and dragged himself
and his gurgling burden ashore. Utterly
exhausted, the headmaster of Grimslade sank
down on the sand, and did not stir till he
heard the sound of running feet.

Jim Dainty & Co. were running along the
curving shore of the bay, to meet him when
he landed, but they had a great distance to
cover to reach him. Sammy had recovered
a little by the time they arrived. He sat up,
passed his hand over his eyes, and blinked at
them. Fritz Splitz, lying on the soft sand, did
not stir. Fritz was hardly sure yet whether
he was dead or alive.

“You're all right, sir?” gasped Jim Dainty.
the first to arrive, breathlessly.

Sammy smiled faintly.

“Quite !” he said. He rose, slowly and
rather painfully, to his feet. “Stack has taken
the boat, owing to that incredibly stupid block-
Lead, Splitz! e will make for the western
shore, to get back to hus plane. And I—"

Sammy shut his teceth. He was weary to
the bone, and in no state for a despcrate race
across woods and jungles to the other side of
Castaway Island. Jim broke out eagerly:

“Let us go, sir! We’'ve get a chance—"’

Dr. Sparshott considered quietly for
moment or two with knitted brows.

“He’s unarmed, sir, and there’s five of us
if we get there in time,” urged Ginger Rawlin-
son. “We can handle him, tough as he is.”

Dr. Sparshott took the revolver from his belt.
It was soaked from the sea. Quietly, while
he considered, he reloaded it with cartridges
from his waterproof case. The juniors watched
him eagerly. The Head of Grimslade nodded

a

at last.
“You may try,” he said. “I will follow as
fast as I can. I shall trust you with the

revolver, Dainty—you can handle it well, I
know. Do not hesitate to shoot if you meet
with that scoundrel.”

“Trust me, sir,” said Jim.

He put the revolver in his belt and started
at once, the other fellows following. More
slowly, breathing hard and deep as he went,
Dr. Sparshott followed on. Fritz Splitz sat
up on the sand and blinked after them.

Jim Dainty and Ginger Rawlinson were in

the lead, racing over the sand, lea
rock to rock so long as the way lay b
shore, then pressing on without a pause th
the thick jungle and the tangled woods
other fellows were doing their best, but gr
ally tailing off

If Slim escaped in the plane it me
end of the hope of escape for the cs
from the lonely island. And they knew
the gangster would be losing no ti
perhaps, he had run round the
boat while they were toiling
tropical forestr

Neck and neck, Jim Dainty and
emerged from the forest, on the w
of the island, aching with fatigue,
with p‘\lspuatlon The wide sands
western sea were spread before their

And to their cars came a sound 7
familiar in far-off England—the 1*ummm" bu
01 an engine! Ginger gave a panting vell.

“My giddy golmhes' Look ”

The aeroplane, which had landed on a level
stretch of firm sand, was now in motion.
Dainty snapped his teeth at the sight of t
plane taxi-ing along the sands. Fu
the distance he saw the boat bobbing in
shallows, where Slim had left it \.],cu 2
jumped ashore. The gangster had won the
race !

As the plane taxied the Grimslade ju
could see the squat figure in the pilot’s s
Jim Dainty burst into a desperate race, i
Ginger rushed after him. The revolver was in
Jim’s hand now.

Crack! Crack!
trigger as he ran.

a

ga

-

Crack! He pulled
He saw the pilot in

plane start and flinch for a second.” One
had whipped by Slim’s head, grazing
it flew. Another and another tore through t
wings.

Cuu" ! Crack! But even as the shots ra

along the shore the plane took off, rising grac
fully as a swallow. Jim Dainty, haltmg
up the barrel and fired his last shot after
plane as it flew. It seemed to him that he
heard a yell tlnongh the roar of the engine
and the rush of the plane, but he could
be sure. The plane rose and rose, head
saawald
“Oh, rotten luck !” groaned Ginger.

“Gone !” said Jim Dainty, between his teeth.

Higher and higher rose the plane, glanc
in the sun, streaking away over the sea.” Daw-
son and %tlea.w and Sandy came panting ale:
as the two juniors stood _watching it. t
dmnmehed to a mere speck in the fleecy clouds.

“We've got the boat back, anyhow !” s
Ginger at last. And the juniors went down
beach to secure the hoat. They dragged it up
the sand and sat on it, watching the spe
that gleamed in the duep blue of the sky
visible. But they rose as Dr. Spar
emerged from the forest, and came tramping
down the sand.

“Gone, sir!”
late I

He pointed to the glancing speck in the b
Dr. Sparshott fixed his eyes on it, and
vanished as he looked. Slim Stack was gon=
from Castaway Island—but for how long?

(Boys, yow'll enjoy cvery line of next
week’s full-o’-thrills story of the Castaways.
Don’t mniss it.)

sail Jim Dainty, “Just tc
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Self-control, Virile Manhood. Complete Course,  5/-
Details—STEBBING. 28, Dean

INSTITUTE Aa),
Road, LONDON, N.W.2

INCREASED mv helght, to 6ft. 83ins.1 T, H.,

age 163, to 6ft 21, from 5?r 5 to 5ft. 101
RossSystemlsG ne. Fee £2 25, Partics. 2id
stamp.—P. ROSS, IIughL Specialist, Scarborough.

STAMME ING Stnt(umg New,

T 3

Certain .Cure. Bookl e

¥ privately, —~SPECIALIST

Dept. A.P.,, 28, Dean Road, LCNDON, N.W 2

JTearn to fear no man. Or send P.O, 1/- for
PaAN,: 0 <= 7 ¢ Blenheim House,”
Be ldfont I.a.ne, Peltha,m, Middx.
Your Height increased in 14 days or Money
BE TAL Bmck Amazing Course, 5/-. Send STAMP
NOW for free book. —STEBBING
SYSTEM, 28, Dea.n Road, LONDON, N.W.2.
' Cure yourself as I did.
STAMMERING Partlculars Free.—
FRANK B. U’G-HES
7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1
NG Shyness, ‘'‘Nerves,” Self-C i s
BLUSHI ¥ Worry :Habit, Unreasonable Fears, etc.,
cured or money back! Complete Course, 5/=. Details—
L. A. STEBBING, 28, Dean Road, London, N.W.2.
FREE TO STAMP LOVERS. Fine Sev Large Italy
Pict. Commemoratives: St. Anthony; Nav.
Ar;ad(-mv, Dante; Garibaldi; Fascist. Send_1id. stamp.—
W. A.WHITE, Dept. G I:nglne Lane, LYE, Worcs.
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