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“GLIDING TO THE RESCUE!” DARE-DEVIL RUSE TO OUTWIT THE ENEMY

MAD CAREW GRASHES

#rHEY'RE both British planes, major.
They look like S.E.5's from ‘the
sguadron at Traovitle.”

Mad Carew listened to the report from
Tabby Hart, his adjutant, and scowled angrily
skyward, where two planes were just visible
in the haze beneath the clond ceiling.

“Then what do they want to circle round
here for?” he snapped in his true fire-catin
style. “They'll 8y round and round ti
Lbe]v’m dizzy, and then the confounded fools
will probably think that we're o German
drome and start dropping their bowbs on us1”

The mechanics inside the operations-room, to
whom Mad Carew had, a few minutes ago,
been speaking his mind, exchanged delighted
grins. It was a relief to hear the fighting
major “letting off steam " at somcone elso—
if only for a few minutes.

The grins faded as Mad Carow turned back
into the open doorway. 2

“When I say 1 went & quick turn-out,” he
voared, “I'm talking to every mmn of you.
from my leading mechanic down to the laziest
darned idiot of the lot of you! When I dismiss
you go back 1o your duties at the double ! If
[ see a man flopping around tliis drome like a
limp sack I'll flay the skin of his back!
Distniss 1" :

Thoe mechanics solemnly and swiftly fled
from the operations-room. But as soon us their
backs were turned upon their firc-caring major
broad grins appearcd on their faces.

They all knew that Mad Carew’s bark was
svorse than his bite. He worked everyone in
the squadron like slaves, but not one of those
men would have done anything clse but
grumble had he been transferred to any other
squadron of the R.F.C. The squadron had a
reputation in France to be envied.

The foct was that Mad Carew liked things
done properly; he was slways just and fair in
overything he did. And the min he worked
harder than anyone else was himself.

Mad Carew allowed the men: to get fifty
yards from the but, and then he brought them
all ap dead, facing him, standing sifly to
attention, with a barked command that could
have been heard far beyond the confines of the
drome. .

*“Now let's see if you've got your wits nbout
you!" he roared. “I want all planes out for
mspection, in line, across the drome. Tl
allow you five minutes. If there's a single
olane ~ut of elignment at the end of that timo
I'll ave you back in the hut and make you
wish you'dl never joined the Flying Corps!
Get to it 1" et

The mechanics leapt away as if their lives
depended upon their speed.

Mad Carew stood with folded arms in the
doorway of the operations-room, watching
“em with an expression of satisfaction on his
fiard face.

The mechanics were zetting about their tasks

in a swift. efficient manner which proclaimed
them to be perfectly trained in their work.
Plane aftér plane was pushed smoothly out

of the hangars towards the centre of the Byin
field. Every man had his own job to do. anc
every man did it well,

= Suddenly the look of satisfaction fled from
Msd Carew’s face. nnd he stared skyvward with
eyes ablaze with sudden anger and amazement.

A whining sound. growing with cach second
until it becamie o siren-like ~cream. filled the
gir.  And then a twenty-pound (loopers’ bomb
landed upon the tarmac and exploded with a
shottering roar.

“Blue thunder " Mad Carew roared. “The
howling idiots are bombing us1”

Before the wands were out of bis lips he was
racing towards the signallers” hut.

“Get me Major Drake !" he bellowed.

The operator st the telephone got the call
through in record time, but not before a
second Coopers’ bomb had dropped in a corner
of the flying Reld. making a buge crater in the
green grass,

Mad Carew leapt to the instrument, his face
purple with rage. -

“ That you. Droke?” he rogred. *Theres
two of your confounded pilots amusing them
sclves by dropping Coopers’ on to my drame!
If you don’t call the howling. idiots off T'll.go
up myself and What's that?" he added,
as @ reply came over the phone. *“None of
Four pifots in the air? Don't talk like a fool !
There's two S.E. 5' drepping their eggs on to
my flving ficld at this moment] You're the
only S.E. 5 nquatlron on this part of the front
\What's 1that 77

Mad Carew listened to the voico that eame
over the wire. and his eyes narrowed.

“Two of our S.E!5's disappeared mysteri-
ously at dawn this morning.” Major Drake
was sayving, “We suspect that that Cerman
tiiplane squadron whao've been making rhem-
selves o bit of a nnisance lately landed two
pilots near our drome. and they crept in and
stole them.™

“Then why on enrth didn't you report this
to me?” Mad Carew roared. *Or didn’t you
think it important exough? Stolen planes. are
thes? Right! We'll deal with "em ™

He hurled the telophone receiver from him
amnd leapt towards the door.

And then he stopped dead. The sky had
hecome suddenly 6lled with the rear of a
powerful sero engine diving on full throttle

Nexr instant nine German Pfalz triplanes
catae screnming out of the clouds and, led by
the two British S.E. §'a. were diving straight
at the drome.

There wasn't time to do anything. T.ess
than thirty seconds lator the air was flled
with a heart-stilling chorus of whining hombs.

Crump. ¢rump. crunip !

Eleven bombs exploded almost with one
raport about the flving feld. Huge clods of
earth and jageed frogments of metal shricked
viciously through rthe air.

A bomb exploded not thirty varde from Mad

Carew: he wae lifted up like a feather and
hurled headlong to the ground. In a flash he
wag on his feet again.

- The whole drome was wow covered with a
thin mist of pungent smoke, in which Mad
Carow could see the shadowy fgures of his
pilots and mechauics rushing about. seemingly
aimlessly.

Eleven more bomba crashed down into the
field with a desfening roar: then the two
stolen planes and the nine German triplancs
formed into a diving line. and. pointing their
noses down, raked the drone with a withering
shower of machine-gun bulless.

Two of the Bud Lads—as the pilots of the
squadron were nicknnmed—leapt into the cock-
pitz-of the D.H. 9's  But almost instautly they
both_slumped over their controls, their bodies
riddled with lead.

One plane burst into flames. Two of the
hangars were burning furiously; the whole of
the flying Held was peppered with bomb.
graters.

In o matter of minutes the triplanes had
rendered it almost impossible for any of the
squadron’s planes to ’lenm the ground. It
would be impossible for them to get a clear
raka-off snywhere.

Mad Carew, his face ablaze with fury, swung
upon his heels,

“Signaller. get through to Major Drake's
Rﬁmnmn again 1" rourved. “Tell ‘em
what's happened. We want their help 17

“Impossible, sir; the line's dead.” the
signallor reported.  “The hombs have cut
every hine. Linesmen are going out at once.”

“Then. by thunder, thet ssttles it1” Mad
Carew shouted fiercely.

Turning towards the centre of the flying
field. be tore at racing-track od towards
the neavest ‘Bristol Fightor 18 eves wero
ablaze with fury as he saw the damage which
fiad been done by the Germun triplanes and
the two stolen Britizsh planes,

There were mechanies lying sbout every-
where: some dead, many woun%ecl.

Mad Carew reached the Rristol.
swing of the propeller he started the engine
roaring into fifc Then he leapt into the
corkpit ‘and savagely
throttle,

He was going to attempt what hie knew was
well-nigh hmpossible. He was going to try to
take off from the crater-covered Aving ground,
with 2 fierce determination in his heart to
settle accounts with the pilots of these two
stolen planes,

The Bristol leapt forward with a powerful
roar. Mad Carew swung it round into tho
wind and headed for a straight streich of

round which, as far as he could =ee in the
ow-lying smoke, was free from bomb craters.

The Bristol roaced fo-ward for thirty yards,

ioking up Then Mad Carew’s eyes
narrowed s he saw a row of gaping craters
straight in front of his whirling prepeller.

Desperately he drew beck the joystick,
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lioping azuinst lope (hat lie would Le able to
ot the wheels off the Tround iu time: but he
knew in his heakl that he hadn't o ghost of a
chance, s
7 Iis landing-wheels dipped dows Inte o deep
- cvater; “the Bristol's nose lurched forward,
burying broken propeller blades deeply into
the oppoesite rim of the orater.
Then theo tail shot up, and the Brisiol turned
viclt over, with Mad Carew still in the cock-
ity buried beneath the wrechagoe.

s

= ' THE BOCUS PHONE CALL

¥ AD CAREW wos unconscions when a

d : party of mechanics carvied him from
out of the wreckago of the Bristol.

Tubby Harvt, his face pale and anxious

y supervised his baing carried to his own hut.

> There he stood by, scarce daring to breathe,
while the squadran doetor examined Carerw.

The stolen 8.1 5's and the German trie
planes had departed towards Gevmuny, leav-
iz the squadron looking as if o had been

. siruek by a tornado.

In a semze they hod cseaped lightly. Two
pilotz and four mechanics had been Killed.
the | oficer —Mad.  Carew —and  {fifteen
wechanics noeoded the dovtor’s sitention.

It was a heavy enough casualiy list. but
with tlie ddrome 0 completoly weecked it
scemed little short of miraculous [hal o single
niaty liad escaped alive.

The squadron’s planes hind suffered heavier
domage.  Three had beon conplolely de-
stroved. Ont of all the vest there was only
ubott three which coulidt be safely laken into
Ihe aie without fikst Laving o complele over-
‘hanl

‘The doctor oxamined Mad Carew carefully,
ane then looked ap with & relieved expression
on his face.

“ e may bave slight concussion,” lie said to
I'ubby Hart “Otherwise he appears to havo

czeaped almost miraculously from  serious
injury. We must keep lhim quictly in hed
for a day or two."

You']’l do what?”

The words were snapped out with such
vigour that the doctor and tho adjutant leapt
with surprise,

They turned and saw that Mad Caren’s cyes
wers open, and his granite-like face contained
an even more fire-eating expression than usual.

He had recovered consciousness just in time
10 hear tha doctor’s last words. T'o show lis
definnce of them he swung his legs from the
bunk and rose, staggering a lilfle, to his feet.

“But, major, you mistn’t ! the doctor ox-
claimed. “ You're not fit enough to—"'

“When the thunder did I start tuking orders
from a confonnded pill-roller®” Mad Carew
roared. - “Got out of here, doctor, hefore I
open your medicine ¢hest aud vam cvery pill
von've got down  your throat! Not i,
indeed 1" :

Carew tottered woskly towards the door, his
lips tightly compressed because of the agony
from his many bruises. i

At n glance he took in the whole sitaation,
and his eyes narvowed.

* Sergeant-major ! he roarved.

The sergeant-major came up at the double.

“Crot overy avalable man filling in Lhose
homb eraters{” the Bghting major barked. “1
expeet tlie Janding ground (o he fit for use in
at hour's time®

. - . - - .

T was at times like this that the personnel
of the Mad DMajor's sqandron provod
their worth. Every officer. N.C.0V, and
mechanic who had not been too hadly wounded
in the raid to either work a spade or push a
wheelbarrow, set to work with & will,

But the man who worked harder than any
was Mad Carew himself. He only ceased work
when, an hour later, with-the landing ground
now rerdy for use, he was called away to
speale to Major Drake on the tepaired line to
tite other squadron

*Have you phoned up to inquire afior our
health, Drake?” Carew pgrowled into the
mouthpiece, “ We've had o nice time heteo—TI
ton’t think t—and it's all thanks ta you. 1%
vyow'd warned mo that vou'd had Lwo ST 5's
stalen, I'd have had evers one of iy nlanes in
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the air, and we'd have given those German
triplanes a warm time.”

“I'm extremely sorry, Major Carcw!” came
the reply over the wire. “We onrselves have
suffered, too. That (riplane squadron attacked

us after they’d finished with you. They
bombed my hangars miglity badly. I‘\‘Il;:‘onl_-,'
isten,

got one Ef:me_ left that’s fiv to fly.
Carew, the pilot of that plune followed the
triplave squadron back home. He's found out
where their drome is.”’ e

“That's good work |7 Mad Carew rapped.

“T agrec with you,” was the reply.  “If you
like T'l1 send the pilot over. I'll tell him to
oircle above your dromo till one of your plancs
joins him. "Then he can guide vour man and
point out the drome to bim. That will enable
you to attack it with your bombers to-night.”

“Geod ideal” Mad Carew jorked.

A Fow minutes later e was walking swiftly
from (he orderly vooun

He crossed over first {o the hangars and in-
structed his chief engineer to put every avail-
able mean into getting the bombers into con-
dition again. Then he sent an orderly off to
find Sceond-Licutenants Adam Buller aud his
inseparable pal, Joo Lindsey.

These were two of -the Bad Lads, and real
fough nuts. They had been iransferred frowm
the Australian Expeditionary Force, and Mad
Carew konew that he could rely on them
in:{l;iiunly. s

hey reported to him in the orderly-room,
saluting and standing vigidly to attention.

“Buller and Lindszy,” said Mad Carew, "a
pilot of Major Drake's squidron has dis-
coverod the {li(id(‘h drome. that those con-
fonnded triplancs came from. An S.E.5 will
civele over this drowe in a few minutes' time.
L wunlb you to be ready lo take 8 Bristol up
and go with it, {o be shovwn wheve this German
drome 15"

The two 'lhlll‘,\'

Anssies’  oves - gleamed.

looked on that raid by the triplaves a5 an in-
sult to the squadrou, and one that had to lie
wiped out with ihe least possible delay.

Lashed to the top of the fuselage of the stolen Bristol were Adam

3

HGood-o, sir!" Beller exclaimed.  “We'll
give the dingocs something o remember,”

“That's just what you're not to do!” Mad:
Carew snapped.  “You're ito obey orders.
You'rve to tind where this drome is, and then
como straight back here and repors, I rely on
YOu not o epgage any cnemy sireraft unless
absolutely unavoidable. Understand®”

“NYes, siv,” the two Aussies replied, and,
saluting smartly, they turned away.

A few wminutes later the S.E, 5 circled over-
head, and the Brisiol, with Adsin Buller sl
tho jovstick, rose o join il

The two plancs turued their noses lownrds
the front line, and ern long they were lost to
view in the low-drifling clouds

. . - . -
~

II" Mad Carew had worked lils squadron Irard
before, he now settled ‘down to work tliem
Liurder than ever.

It neoded Jess than an hour to dusk, and hi
was determined to have evory plane possili
patched np and ready to fly away upon ay
attack npon the iriplanes’ drome as soon asihe
two Aussies returnped.

Mad Carew issued hiz ordors, and then he
went to his own quarters and donned a paie of
overalls. intending to sco about patching up a
bullet-damaged engine himself.

And then, as he emerged from Lis Lut, he
stopped dead, staring towards tlie enteance fo
the serodrome with an expression of mingled
surprise and concern on his face.

A motor-bike and sidecar was howling along
the drive, and ihe passenger in tho sidecar was
Mujor Drake.

It was the man who, not ten minutes ago,
had told him over the phone that the ST 5
was coming over to guide one of Carew's
plunes to the triplanes’ drome. and Drake's
syuadron’s drome was at Tranville, twenty-five
miles away !

For Major Deake to have made (he journey
in a combination onlfil in {his shorl ime was
imposaible.

Buller and Joe Lind:

say !

Mad Carew eould not erash that plane without killing both the Aussies.
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Droke stepped from the sidecar, and, sur-
veying Mad Carew’s overalls with evident
msﬁﬂg sirode towards him.

“Major Carew, I have come in persan to
to apologise ” he said in dignified tones. “I1
reported the theft of those two S.E5’s through
the corvect military channels, and I very
greatly rogret that the warning was not
pessad on to you, but, of course, I could not
phone up everyone who might possibly be
visited by these two stolen planss—>

** One minute I Mad Carew snapped. “Did
you phone me up sbout ten minutes ago to
tell me that you'd sent an S.E.5 over here?”

S1Of course mob!” Major Drake snswered.
“T have just told you that I decided to come
over In person to see you.” :

But the fighting major wasn't listening. to
}u‘m. There was an expression of rege on his
ace.

“Then it was ane of those stolen !plunesl" he
rasped. “The other must have landed and
one of the confounded Germans tapped the
wire and imitated vour voice. It was & ruse
fo steal one of my planes—and, by thunder,
Y’ve sent off two of my best men for them to
oither shoot down or take prisoner.”

Mad rew swung upon his heels and
started rocing towards a pear-by hangar at
cinder-track speed, with Major Drake staring
after him with bewildered oyes.

“Sergeant-major}” Mad Cerew roared. “A
Bristol Fighter out on the tarmac in double
quick time! See it is fitted with guns—no
fime to test them. If it’s not ready for me to
mir:i‘olfji in two minutes, I’ll reduce you to the
ranks!”

. . . . -

AS he throttled down his motor in order to

c keep pace with the S.E.5, Adam Buller
felt that he had only one complaint with life.
He was glad that Major Cerew had chosen
him and Joe Lindsey for this job, but he was
gorry that the fighting major had been so
definite in his order that they were to do no
bighting unless unavoidable.

Suddenly, when they were still about seven
miles from the British lines, the S.1.5 banked
sharply round and started dropping towards
the carpet in o tight spiral.

“Hallo, what's wrong with that digger?”
Buller exclaimed, swinging the Bristol round
and peering down over the rim of his cockpit.

The booded pilot of the S.ES5 was locking
up towards him and pointing at his en ine.,

“Engine trouble!” Buller growled dis-
gruntlediy. “Ain't that just too rough?”

He circled round, losing altitude, wondering
whether the pilot of the S.E.5 would be able
to find'a '!a.nging ground without crashing his
rane,

I Reaching a low altitude, the S.E.5 Aattened
out, and its pilot brought it safely to the
ground in the centre of a lurge, open meadow.

“We'd better go down, top, Joe,” Adam
Buller shouted over his shanlder. “If their
engine’s conked out, I'll have to leave you
behind and take one of those diggers to show
mée whera this German drome is.”

“That'nd be just my rotten Iuck” Joe
Lindsey bellowed. ' Hallo, they're beckoning
s dowin 1”

The pilot and observer had both alighted
from the S.F.5. and were beckoning to the
pilot of the Bristol to come down to them.

Buller circled round once te get the diree-
tion of the wind, and then brought off & neat
three-point landing, bringing the Bristo! to a
standstill with its wing-tip almost (ouching
the S.E.5.

They leapt to the ground, o find the othor
two fiyers examining their engine. The pilot
turned towards them as they approached.

“A broken carburettor-feed,” he said in per-
fect Englisli. “T was lucky to get the old bus
down, ™

The two Avssies moved forward to examine
the engine, while the two victims of the sup-
posed foreed Iaucﬁn%‘ stepped back’ quietly
behind fhem. and then, exchanging quick
glances, each brought a heavy spanner frem
the pocket of hiz overalls.

“Why, there’s nothing wrong here—>
Adam Buller began, when the head of the
spanner came down with eruel force upon the

MAD CAREW

back of hie head, and he sprawled limﬁpl{ for-
ward without a groan across the S.E.5' lower
wing,

At the same moment Joe Lindsey dropped |

unconscious under & similar blow from the
other German,

The pilot of the stolen British plane uttered
a grofl laugh, and guzed down at the two un-
conscious Britishers.

“ Easter than I had hoped, mein herr,” he
said in guttural German. “QCive me & hand
with these two English fools, then get off at
once in the S.E5. At this rate all the British
planes.on this sector will scon belong to us!”

INTO THE ENEMY DROME

AD CAREW piloted his Bristol with an
unusual heavy hand as he howled at
10,000 feet on full throttle towards the

front line. :

This was proving & black day for bis
squadron. In the first place he had been
caught napping, and the triplane raiders had
gone hack home chuckling with the knowledge
that they had dealt Mad Carew’s squadron a
hard blow.

And now he had been eau%ht. by a clever
trick, and had sent two of his best pilots
either to their death or to a German prisoner-
of-war eamp.

Mad Carew was vigilantly searching the
cloudy sky ahead, but he knéw that the S.E.5
and the Bristo] Fighter had a twelve minutes’
start of him, and he didn’t expect to see either
of them. Besides, in half an hour’s time it
would be dark, and then his quest would be
a0 even more hopeless one.

e was just telling himself that he hadn’t
a_ghost of a chanco of saving his two Aussio
airmen when, far away in the distance, he
saw an S.E.5 flying at o low altitude towards
the lines,

He opened the throttle and pressed the
Bristol’s nose down into a screaming dive:

Suddenly he stiffencd in his seat. He was
close enough now fo sco that there was only
one head protruding above the S.1.5% cockpit.

“One of the Germans has landed.” ke mut.
tered. “Now why should—>

And thea, 3 puzzled light in his eyes, Mad
Carew saw the Bristol from his drome rising
up irom the ground almost immediately
beneath him,

His foot kicked his rudder-bar, over went
his joystick, and the Bristol slid from & wing-
skid into o falling-leaf spin. :

And then, as be dived towards the other
Prastol. a ficrce exclamation of rage left his
ips. -
Through the ring-sights of his gun he had
seen something of an unusual pature lashed to
the top of the fuselage of the Brisiol, just
behind the back cockpit—two figures,

He rocognised them as Adam Buller and Joe
Lindsey ! They had been lashed at full length
seross the fuselage

With a groan of dismay Mad Carew realised
that one of the Germans was piloting the
plane, and his were useless to him. He
could not open fire at the Bristol without risk-
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THE EDITOR,

ing riddling his own fwo pilote with bullets
& could not crash the Bristol without killing
hoth the Aussies
Next inoment, before Mad Carew could re-
cover from lis anger snd surprise, the other
Bristol banked opened fire on the major's

plane ¥
Mad Carew’s hand leapt instinctively to his
gun-trip,  but he esnatched - it back again

without firing a single shot, and, opening out
his throttle, he lifted the Bristol’s nose into
2 steep ‘zoom.

For the first tume in his career he was foreed
to run away from a single combst dog-fight,
He was able to throw the more heav:tlﬁ;

laden Bristo] off his tail. but it filled him wi

a blind fury to think that be could do nothing
to stop it from flying back towards Germany
with &dam Buller and Joe Lindscy, helpless
prisoners, lashed to it fuselage.

At 10,000 feet Mad Cavew straightened out
and ﬁazed downwards.

And then his blood turned cold as he saw
that the captured Bristol was fiying straight
fowards a French Nieuport which was on lone
patrol work over the near-by French sector.

The French airman at the joystick of thit

lane would recognise ‘the Bristol as a

ritisher, and he would fall an easy victim to
a swift attack,

With a snarl of r Mad Carew saw white
streaks of tracer bullets Teap suddeniy from -
the stolen Bristol’s guns, and the French
Nieuport, less than two' hundred feet from it,
lurched like a wounded bird and then started
a mad dive earthward with fierce flames leag-
ing around its crumpling wings.

The stolen Bristo] immediately turned to-
wards Germany and set off at full speed zeross
the front line.” .

Mad Carew, in a terrible rage, sont his own
Bristol screaming after it, He could not
attack it because of his two captured pilots,
but he might trace it to the enemy drome,

He had travelled some fifteon miles over
German territory when five triplanes dived
down out of the dark n_islhz clouds and hurled
themselves upon him wit blazing guns.

Mad Carew had to fight as never before for
his life; while the cgstnmd plane continued
on its way to the hidden drome of the tyi-
planes.

And as he fought, hurling the Bristol madly
about sky, ha saw three coloured lights—
o red, a blue, and a green—float down
thmugp the sky from the direction in which
the Bristol had disappeared.

Almost instantly powerful
and searchlights illuminated a small circle
of ground in the far distance. But they wers
too far away for Mad Carew to able to
more than voughly estimate the position of
the hidden drome.

The fight with the triplanes lasted for fiftecn
hectic minutes.  During that time Mad
Carew’s Vickers sent two enem machines
careering carthwards, enveloped in Rames,

By skilful tactics the fighting major man-
czuvred the fight gradually bnﬁi towards the
lines, and when nally half a dozen of the
Bad Lads dived, in their repaired Bristols,
out of the clouds to Carew's rescue, the pilots
of the triplanes decided that they had bhad
enough. They turoed and fled.

his battle-battered

Mad Carew brought
plane down in a perfect landing in the centra
of his drome, and then, calling for six of the
most_skilled plene Builders in the squadron,
he disappeared into one of the worksho
hangars, and remained thore hard ot werk
till long after midnight.

When be at last emerged from the work-
shop, he was followed by the mechanics, push-
ing sowething in their midst out on to the
tarmac.

The Bad Lads stared at it in amazement.
In four hours Mnd Carew and the six
mechanies had built o complete motorless
plane—a glidfnrl x Ic'l

A silence of curiosity and expectancy sstile
ovegaéhe mess gs Mad w enal;;aired,wwtg
8pr open a map on an empty table. i
:idqauiek sign he beckoned Tuﬂby Hart to his

= 'i‘ubby, I estimate that the Germans tri
plane dreme is somewhere within thres miles
av/1i40
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of thiz spot,” ho said.s “[ have “discovered,
too, ‘that they keep the drome’ in darkness il
a special sign of Very lig i3 fired. This
cowbination of lizhis is oue ved, one Lloe, and
arje green, Is that clear?! -

Tubly nodded.

“I gather, too, that if they hear an acree
R-hme approach, and the signal is not given,”
Mad Carew conlinued, “they will keep the
drome in darkness, and send up  their tri-
planes to investigate. Now, this: is my
scheme.”

The Bad Lads moved chgerly Torward.

“You, Tubby. in your Bristol,” Mad Cavew
continued, “will fow me in the glider which
I have made ‘over ta Gernian  territory.
When vou reach this spol you Hie (ha signal.
Then you cast,mo off, aud hend buck for
home. 1

“This gliding stunt is n long chance, but
T think I can manage it. P've gob to manage

it. I mean to volpline around ir the glider,
and land somewlere near the lunding lights.
I'm not likely to be seen i1 the darkness.”
“But, major,” Tubby Havt sasped. “how
are you going te gel back?"”
“T.eave that to me,” Mad Chavew answered

(s 5 o

Stealthily Mad C'arew crept forward.

primly. 1L
oiee.”

you're ready, awe'll starl al

E\'ERY"I‘HING went jusl a5 Mad Carew

had planned. With the glider being
towed, out of Fight nmong tlie clouds, bebind
the Bristol, he crossed over Lhe lines, perchad
oti o frail scat in front of the ontspread wing
of his moforless plane.
\ AL the arrangzed spol "Unbby fired the siznal

1 its,

Their luelk woas in—cevidently sope of the
s of the enemy squadron were out on
rhit patrol. The landing lights flashied on

I,

Plie ghder jecked convnlzively, and Mad
Carew knesy that he hind been east off from the
Hristol Pighter.

[Te wnfastened he tow-rope feom bLeneath
iz fect and allowed it 1o drop varthward
Then, Hully manipulatiog the joystick of
whe glider, be brought it down out of the
clouds, and, civeling round and round, came at
r-‘::g.gi}. to earth in a darvle fiekd just outside tho
cnemy perodrome.

Wien he landed (Le drome wnz in darkpess
cnee apain; probably the Germans were won-
dering 'why the signal had been given and no
jitane had landed.

Mad Carew cropt cautiously feo (b
ind approached the drpras with the st

ledskin.

Ife "found that o lofty w3l baceed his

27140

At all costs he meant to rescue the two pris

entranec o it bt aitey halian Boud'sexfiloin
tion he  discoveicd & tree with outsporead
branches which allowed hiln 1o sirmouut th
wall, 3

It was now ¢lose on (wo o'clock in the
morning, and only an octusionnl scnlyy was
pwake mside the Gervman drome:

Mad Carew spent the next Lwo hours ocreep:-
ing from shadow {o shadow, hoping lo find
the place where his (wo Aussie pilots were
imprisoned, but his searveh proved fruttless,

Half an lionr before dawn o bugle sounded
shrilly, and. Oerman imachanics hasiencd out
on to the tarmac and started wheeling the
tripluncs from the hangnrs.

dad Coavew’s eyes npvrowed as he recosnised
the thren British planes among them.

Then a German officer came inlo view and
walled towards the eentre of the drome, flnsh-
ing the beam of an eleeitic torch in front of
him.

Mad Carew slarted violently. The little
circle of light came lo rest upon tho iron bars
of o large cage. An asrmed sentry stood
oulside the locked door, while inside the cage
Mad Carew saw  Adam Buller and Joc
Lindsey, glaring with angry eves towards Lhe
approaching Gernnan.

e | =i
s
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utlering & soluid and rolled ovdr, eoraplerols
ko Mad Carew biont over him and sucared
soesession of the koys, Barely half a wninub
L;lt-:- he was unlocking (hio door of the cage

“Not a,sound ! he lassed. 1%
S5 cacli; lenve ane the Bostol B
Thev're all fhree out on the taimpo,
got off without anishap we'll eome back and
give this drowe beans t?

Bwiltly leaving thoe small floodlit area, tha
piteh darkness before dawn Lelped thety (o
reach the tarmac ungeen. « Wikl o grim nod
of eatisfuction, Mad Carew netieod that {he
cngines of all Wives of the stalen Britizh p
had Leen stavied ‘op, ad Lad been left to
warin.

The thunderons roar that colised up fron
e faroiae (drowned the potse Lhe Britistiors
utade as thoy doshed to tho British plancs
and, clambering up into e cockpits, (s
tlivew open the throttles.

Mad Cavew, in the Briztol, was the firs (o
leave the ground, but he was closely followed
by .tle two S/E.5's.

Honvse, angry shouls echoed up from all
sides 85 they oared into the air, Mad Caveyw's
doring resous of thie fwo prisonerd had tilen
the whole drome completely by surprise:

75 )

German sentry.

“1 will explain whr vou have heon put
there,” the German said harshly an Dbroken
English. ‘elast night, after your capfure, a
British platic came here and gave our secrel
signal. Then it Hew away agwin. This nakes
it clear to me Lhnt the position of#our’ sccret
drome is kKnown to vour friends

“1 am poing to furn a floodlight on (his
cage, so if your fricnds cowe lieve o attaek
ug they will see yon lieve in the open, anid
they will know that they canoot drop tiwcir
bombs or open five with their machine-guns
without killing vou both.  Perhaps they will
go uway to wnake other plang, and that will
five s Lime (o move our drome elsewlicre.”

The officer Llurned townrds the
seniry.

“Seo Lthat they do not escape ' he snappod.
“You have the keyst"

The seutry todded smartiy.

It was all Mad Carew watted to know. Ile
watched the oflicer stride uway nevoss the dark
landing ground, and then erept forward on
hands and knee= tonvarids the floodlit eare with
the stealth of an ludiny sconl.  Bo toiselessly
did lie moeve aver (he ground hat (he fivst
sound the two sies licard was when DBad
Carew dushed suddenly rownd e corner of
the ecage and <dreove a piledoiver, straight
left home te Lhe point of the amazed sentry’s
jan.

The Cerman pitehiad ro e oraungd withont

sharply

omers in th

A A N

e

-

e cage, but first of all he had to overpower the

And then the fighting wajor, lis jasw grinly
sef, citeled the nose of {lie Bristol round aml
pointed it earthward,  "The Gorman triplans
squadron was noW going to gel o taste of jis
owil medicinge !

Straight along the line of hangars Xlad
Carvew flew, working (ho Bristol's Lomlbs-
toggles furionshy. The (wo 8.1, 5% fallawe
close on his tail. their muclind gz valtling
furiously. =

Mad Carew furned. and Mis {ime sore
back, low over the ground, with bol Lis g
spraving lead.

The hangars were now in flames;
figures were strelehed overywhiere,

Iivery tnplane was wreeked before any of
the Germans conld get them off Lhie ground.

In a few minutes Mad Cavew and the two
Aussies, in their recaplurved planes, liad trans-
formed the orderly drome into n stene of i
ntinost chaos. Then they tuymed and singed
lheir way howmeward, unscathed,

They lind taught the Genmans o leszon ey
wouldu't guickly forgel.

prrotin

Another grand SIX page story ol Mad Carew
and the Bad Lads next week. Tell your newsageni
you will want next Tuesday's issue of the
TRIUMPH. And how about your pals? Do
they know they can gel TRIUMPH every weak hy
ordering 1 2
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“I CAN'T-LET THE BOYS DOWN!”

DRAMATIC scene was taking place in

the middle of the pitch where Milton

Rovers were lined up for their match
against Forborough Athletic.

Steve Bradshaw, skipper and centre-forward

of the Rovars, contemplated his foe, Inspector
Cellins, with a smile of meckery. The players
erowded round, while the referee looked on in
helpless exasperation.

A packed crowd of fans on the terraces, who
had travelled from Milton to sce the match,
and especially to see their idol, Steve Brad-
shaw, in action, were booing and howling with
an snger and impatience that increased cvery
moment.

Hovering on the edge of the crowd, and
looking scared out of his wits, was Sam
Flarris, the Rovers' trainer, and the only man
who knew that, for secret reasons of his own,
Stove had turned cracksman snd was none
other than tha notorious Black Mask, whom
the police were hunting for murder.

“We want {o question you concerning the
murder of Bethmann, the bookmaker, Brad
shaw,” rapped the inspector. “We know now
that you're the Black Mask.”

The inspector, whose sudden arrival on the
field had delayed the starting of the mateh,
was grimly triumphant. In his own mind he
had Fl:x:cu positive for some time that Steve
was the Black Mask. But he had never been
able to prove it Steve had mockingly derided
his efforts {o collect evidence.

Even now Steve refused to betray the loast
sign of fear or anxiety. On the contrary, he
was the most self-possessed man on the field.

He watched Lhe inspector with a kind of
amused tolerance, as if he were dealing with
the tantrums of a small child, or with someone
who wasn’t quite right in the head.

It was true that Steve wus the Black Mask,
but he was not guilty of murder. He had been
framed by a buneh of erooks who were out to
rain the Rovers, and even if he did tell tho
truth it was hardly likely that Inspector
Callins would believe him.

“Bettor come quietly. Bradshew,” sug-
gested Collins. “There's nothing to be gained
by ereatling a fuss.”

Steve sighed patiently.

*No one cun say that T haven’t done my best
for you, inspector,” he pointed out. *'IFve
tried to stop you from making & fool of vour-
self, but ?or some rveason you insist on
believing tliat I'm a crock. But ’m afraid
vou're going ta have a hard job proving it.”

Every Tuesday

SOCCER STAR BY DAY—MYSTERY MAN BY NIGHT! WHAT WAS STEV

“T’Hl prove it just as soon as I take a plaster
mould of your feet and compare 1t with the
shoes you left behind on the scene of ile
murder " the inspector snarled.

Fred Lockhart, the Rovers’ goalie; uttered
an indignant exclamation.

“Looﬁl here, this is a lot of nonsense ! he
said hotly. “Of course Steve isn't a crook.
No one in his senses would believe such a

thing. If this is somebody’s idea of a joke, it's,

o pretiy poor one.  And what's more, the
crowd is going to start a riot if we den’t soon
begin the game.”

Steve grinned lazily. ;

*'Thanks for the lestimonial, Fred,” he said
lightly. “But I'm afraid that the inspector
doesn’t agree with you. Once he gets an ides
into his head he sticks to it like a limpet.”

“What's all this talk about shoes, anyway 77
asked the goalic. “It sounds like a lot of
twaddle to me.”

“T'll explain about the shoes;” rapped the
inspector.  “I went to Bethmann’s office in
response to a telephone call that he kad been
murdered. To give himself time to get away
the murderer piayed a trick on me. He put
his shoes on the floor at the battom of a
curtain, to make me believe that hé*was hiding
behind the curtain. The trick did work, up to
a point. » got away. But he’d over-reached
himself. e forgot that thosc shoes were a
clue to his identity.”

““And, of course; you are quite sure that
they are my shoes?” asked Steve.

* Positive 1”7 snapped Inspector Collins.
“We've been checking up. We found out the
size you wear. The brand you usually favour.
Evervthing. And all the facls check.”

“Marvellous!” exelaimed Steve in mock
awe. “A million people wear shoos my size,
and yet he has to pick on me!”

The commotion on the terraces incrcased in
strength: Steve saw a number of police run-
ning along the touchline to deal with an angry
erowd who were scaling the fence.

Steve grinned happily.

“I scem to have a few friends left, any-
way,” ho chuckled. *Inspector, you have
made these people very angry. They paid a
bob each to see-a good football match, and
they're afraid that you're going to cheat them
out of it. Unless you want to be tarred and
feathered I'd advise you to take yourself off
the field. T'll join you after the match.”

Tho_inspector Tooked at him with narrowed,
SSpIcious cyes.

He hesitated. But he did not like the
wallish note in the hawls of the indignant

TRIUMPH

E BRADSHAW'’S SECRET?

crowd. IHo knew that he ran the risk of
causing an unpleasant scene if he took Steve
away from his fans. At the same time he
wondered uncomfortably whether Steve had
got some trick up his sleeve.

“You've got nothing to lose by waiting nuntil
the end of tho mateh,” urged Steve. “Pll bo
here on_the held all the time. I can’t run
away. You can keep your eve on me all the
time.”

Still Collins continued to hesitate.

A3 goon as the game is over I'll come
with you to the police station, I give you my
word,”” Steve promised,

SFAlL right,” wled the inspector. “T'1
give you ut’ml after the match. But if this is
a tri W

“¥ou have a nasty, suspicious mind,” Steve
told him lightly.

Tie inspector wheeled and tramped angrily
towards the touchline, actompanicd by his twe
detectives.

As they ncared the fence they were grected

y a storm of catealls and boos

The referee's whistle shrilled and Steve =ot
the ball rolling.

Steve might have been forgiven if e had

layed badly that afternoon The know-
edge that deteclives were waiting for him
immediately he left the field should have
been enough to put the fnest player off
form. -

Yet nothing of the kind happened. Steve
was: at Ihis brilliant best. He was the most
unruffled man on the field. Instead of upset-
ting him, his encounter with Inspector
Collins seemed fto have given him 2 lkeener
zest and sparkle.

All through the first half he delightad the
Rovers’ fans with a dazzling exhibilion. He
never once put & wrong foot. He led the
Rovers' forwards with a dash and speed that
i'a.n the overworked Athletic defence off ils
ogs.

Five minutes from the start Steve went
through like a thunderbolt and tested the
Athletic’s keepor with a zooming shot which
he only just managed to tip over the bay,

Mark Poyser ook the corner kick and
lobbed the ball inte the goslmouth. The
goalie charged through a mass of players
in an effort to reach the ball. But Steve's
head was thero a split sccond before him to
nod the ball into the net.

L Gcg] 17)

“Good old Steve ! g

The Rover fens went wild

27/1/40
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No zooner had the than
SLOTe Was Aaway aganl.

The Athlotic’s centro-hal? lunged ol lunu
Steve checked himeself und swerved.  The
centre-hall skidded wildly, with logs spread
wide, as he frrove Lo ehnnge fhe direction
of lias rush.

Steve ficked the bull Detween his legs, ran
round him and slogged the leathor oub to
the loft wing to send tho Poyser brothers
wway in a combined movement which ended
with Noel cenponing @ well-placed contre
sast the clutching fingers of Lhe diving goal-
oeper.

“Anothor goal!”

“You're all over 'em, Ravers!”

*“Keeop it ), Steve Loy !

The Rove whirlwind sivles inspived by
Stove, had got their opponcnts zropsy. In
dosperation tlie  Athletic defeuders packed
their goal

They managed to hold oul ekl Lulf-time,
although their goul, time and again, had
narrow esecapes that made the fans vell

As Steve ran off the held he was met al the
menth of the tunnel by Sem Hareis.

Tho trainer, who was keeping badk so thab
Inspector Collivs shouldn't sce liim, had
Steve's overcoat over his aym and a bag in
15 baud.

“Here, Stovel" he whispercd.
these' and wake a bolt for it!™

Steve looked at ham with zood nunonred
ELprise.

Lot think 1
Sammy, he declared.

“T've got & iaxi waiting ountside,” whis
pered the trainer. “Don't hang sbout. ¥ou
can change i tho taxi. Colling won't realize
that you'rc missing until the game starts
again. That'll give you a good five minutes’
lead. You'll have to make the best use that
valy ean of your time."

Sieve's.  eves  widened,
Ansoment.

“Why, Sammy, are you suggesting that X
should run away i the middle of the game
atil lenve the Hovers in the foech 2 e asked,

“Don't stand here arening ! ericd the
iruiner desperalely. “You're
I".m(:."'

game _resiarted

“Lirab

quite ger (he idea,

sparkling  with

‘a

vosting

¢ chuckled, and gave hits ag
ul puneliin the chest.
s, Satumy. I appreciate whal
vow're trying to do for me, bub it just can’t
be doue,” he said.
“You mean you're wnol
Ln. ‘
1 can’t leb the boys down,” argued Steve.
“Besides, I gave Collins .my word.”

“Youll let yourself be pinched?” gasped
the trainer. “Bteve, youw're crazy! I kaow
vou didn’t do that murder! DBut vou'll nover
imake Collins believe it. He's got his knife in
vou, and—"

Steve shook lis head sadly.

“You know whal, Sainmy?” he asked.
“i've pot a fecling thal poox oid Collins has
onl an awful shock corming his swax hctore

ated pol

going *?' gasped

ANYTHING TO OBLIGE

NAPECTOR COLLINS, sitting belweon

his fwo assistants, watched the second

hulf of the gome with a dour, sombyro ex-
pression,  His ‘syes seavcely loft Steve Brad-
<iaw  during  the whole of | the  forty-five
ininnles.

Ho wotehied Steve zo down the field in o
Lrilliant solo run.

Stove sworved past (he cenbre-half  awith
duzzling footworl, met the Leandlong chareg
of 1 back with a solid shoulder, aud bounced
him to tho turf, then raced goalwards.

The 'sgitated goshic danced about i between
the sticks lilke a cat on hot coals. The ex-
cited TForborough faus  velled  conflicting
advice

“Run out, Joey!

“No; stop where you are ™

The goalie Ffell into o crouch, tugged az-
ripssively at the peak of his cap, then slung
larnself forward in a full-length dive at Stove's
k.

sSteve hooked the Lall ¢

27:1/40
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gloved fingers, and biffed it solidly info the
net to put the Rovers throe up.

The mspecior scowled.

“T don't like the look of i1t he wufiercd.

“What's wrong, &r?”, n:ld one’ of (he
dotectives,

“PBradshaw,” gritted the inspector. “He's
playing like a man who's got no care in the
world bevond foothall. How can suy man
act that way with the .shedow of the gallows
hapging over him 7"

#Vou think Les ot =ome sort of frick-up
his sleeve ?” asked the other ansiously.

“Ii's beginning fo look fi way Aoones
growled the iuspestor. SANd Aol T ocan't
imarine what he could possibly de.”

The inspector continued to watelr (lie field
with a¢ uneasy, worriod frowi. In his deal-
ings with Steve he alwuyvs had an ip! 1l
foeling of inferiority, Tt anmered himy, xet hiv
conldn’s get rid of it

Theve was always a mocking light in Steve's
oves during his exchanges with the mapecion,
as if ho was having some

A great roar went up from the erowd as the
yoferes’s whistle signalied the end of the
match. The Rovers had won cusily by 4—0, &
final goal haying been popped in from the
vight wing a few minutes from time.

The Athletic’s skipper ran across the field
to shake hands with Steve, and the pair canie
off the field togeiher.

Inspector Collins quietly left his seat and
hurried to the dressing-roomn. He was deter-
mined not (o lol Steve out of his sight.

Steve grinned cheetily as he came in.

“Be with vou in two ticks, inspeetor ! hie
said lightly, “just @s if they were going off
for an evening's amusement together.

Inspector Collins cleuched his tecth, and
watched Steve with narrowed eyves.  Steve
didi’t seem to be in the lesst bit worried.
He was as cool as a cucumber. It was the
inspector who was jumpy and nervous, The
réles were reversed, %

Hiz bewilderment increased when Steve
submitted auictly lo walking between the two

secret jole

% Here, Steve,"" whispered the

the lurch ?

Rovers’ trainer, holding out a coat and bag.
and make a bolt for it ' Steve looked at

7,

deicetives te & weiting par to be driven back
fo Milton.

On the trip back, Steve kept up a cheerful
chatter of amiable conversation, which drow
only answering grunts from his escort. Any
ordinary man would havae felt snubbed, but
Steve's spirvits remained undashod,

His bright chatrer almost drove the in-
spector crazy, and Collins hesved a gusly
sigh of relief when they reached the Milton
police stabion.

Heo kept o tight liold on Steve’s arm as they
alighted from the car, fearing a last minute
atlompe at escape. *

Steve made no attempl to gol away.

They all went dnto tho iuspeolor's ollice.
Ohie of the detectives hrought in the 1oy
potorions pair of sliovs.

“Do  vou wcopuise iese,  Bradshaw
snuapped  Colling

Steve shrugeed,

“How should I, now?" ho askod blandis

“ AN Llacle shoes loolk prethy vl alike o
e ™
“heyre your size, gritted Collins,

“Mine “and thousands of other peoples’.”
Doamed Steve.

“Mhey're the brand yoo always favour, w
{lie pattern,” growled Collins,

“1f you're going to arrcst cverroue who
wears that type of shoe, vou'll hove to huild
an extension to vour police stalion,” Stevs
assured him lightly..

“They were bonght in tho shop that yan
always go t0,” tlie iuspector “insisted stof
bornly. i

“It's the biggest shop in Milton,” Steve
said airily. ©They must hate one or twe
othier customers, besides me, or they would
have gono out of business before cow."

The inspector picked up one of the shoes
and stabbed a finger at it, as if he was sbout
to deliver a leclure.

“You think you can bluff vonr way oul of
this, Bradshaw, just becavse (ho shoes nre
moss produced. and are all alike whon thes
leave the factory. But listen to me, and Pl
tell vou sorething that will take thal grin off

* Grab these
him with good-humoured surprise. “ Why,
Sammy,” he exclaimed, * are you suggesting that I should run away and leave the Rovers ia

No. thanks, if the police want me I'll go to the station with them afier the mateh.”
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your face. Admittedly, there are a lot of
people walking about Milton in shoes of this
gize and pattern, but thera is only one person
who could have worn this particular shoe.™

Steve made an claborate pretence of stifling
a bored yawn.

“¥You mmaze me, inspector,” he drewled.
“Pleass go onl|” 5

The inspector’s face reddened with anger.

“When a shoa is worn it gradually assumes
s slightly different §halpe. The style of a
man’s walk the particular shape of his foot,

ives ‘each pair of shoes an individuality
gh.q.t can be detected by an expert,” he stated
grimly,

** Astonishing 1 beamed Steve.

MY propose to take a plaster mould of
our fect, and compare it with 2 mould made

m the inside of those shoes,” rnpﬁed the
inspector,  “Do you want to make any
ohijeations £ 1 :

**None at all, if it will give you any safis-
faction,” smiled Steve.

He gred cheerfully, and Dbegen to
remove bis shoes and stackings,

When the moulds had been taken away to
be dried out, ho looked inquiringly at
Inspector Collins.

“Js that ell?” be nsked jauntily, “Or is
there something else that I can do for you?”
“That's all, dl.ml.l-ii I get o report on the
shoes,” snapped the inepector.

“Tine! Tllllm I can go now?” asked Steve
with bland curiosity.

“You can go home now!” snapped the
inspector. “But take a tip from me, and
don’t try to leave the town, or you'll find
younrself in trouble.”

Steve picked up his hat and prepared to
leave. At the door he paused and smiled
mockingly at the iuspector. [

“I do hope I've been a help,” he said
jauntily. “ Don't forget to fhone me when
you catch the Black Mask. [ shall be inter-
ested about it 5

After Steve had gone ont Collins sat for
sgiie time at his desk, thoughtfully chewing
his lip. F

One of the detectives gave him a puzaled
look, then jerked his head at the closed door.

“Supposing be tries to skip town?” he
asked. !

“He won't run away,” declared the in-
spector, "I think T kiow Bradshaw betfer

an that bi this time. Listen, I'1l explain.
We prove that those shoes belong to Brad-
shaw, and wo are positive in our own minds
that he is the Black Mask, the murderer of
Bethmann, But what does that get us? Not
& conviction in a court of law. The shoes
will prove that Steve Bradshaw was in Beth-
mann’s office on the night of ths murder.
But they do not prove that his wae the hand
that fired the fatal shot. They are a power-
ful picce of evidence, but we need more.”

“And how does turning Bradshaw loose
help us to get 167" asked the detective.

The inspecfor smiled grimly.’

“1 think I've succeeded in scaring Brad-
shaw protty much,” he said confidently. . “He
realises that be's on the spot. So, being the
man he is he’ll try to pull off some fresh

sgheme. He'll try to trick’ us. And we'll
ba ready for him. We'll lay a trap. \g_c’re
teve

going to let him betray himeelf. 1
radshaw isn’t the only smart man in this
town.”

BLAGK MASK'S CHALLENGE
. THEN Steve arrived at his Iodginﬁ he
found Sam Harris a!rga.lg ere.
Sam looked at him anxio mjy
“What happened?” he asked fensely.
“'The inspector seems pretty confident that

ha is going to have mo hanged,” Steve re-
marked with relis B ds
Sam’s jaw dropped with dismay. {
t a trick

“Gosh, I was hnging that you'd C
up your sleeve,” he groaned. *“Get a rail-
way. time-table. We'll catch the next train.”

“Where to?” Steve asked mildly.

“ Anywhere 1” cried the trainer wildly.

Steve took him by the arm,

“Como heve, Sammy,” he said. “Let meo
show you something.”

'FOOTBALL CRACKSMAN

He led the trainer to. the front window
and poiuted te & man lounging under a street
luinp.

“One of InFYl'i_;f.Ol‘ Collins’ slouths,” said
Steve pleasantly. *“And ‘mow come this
way, "

He steerad the trainer to the bath-room at
the back of the apartmant, and pointed to the
alley below. 'The shadowy Bgure of a man
could be sesn patrolling up and down below.

*Another of ‘em,’ said cheerily.
“This })ln,co is- being watched front and
back. can’t move a yard without being
spotted. I was trarled all the way home
from the police statian.”

Sam, looked at him in despair.

*¥You're cornered, Steve!” he gulped. “¥You
might just as well be ic gool! T can’t under-
stand why Collins let you come home I”

“1 can,” smiled Steve. “He has’t got
enough ovidence. FHe wants me to do some-
thing reckless. He wanis me to stick my head
in' & noose. It would be a shame to dis-
appoint him.”

Ite picked up the telephone.

Sam clawed at his arn.

*Steve, what are you going to do?? be
choked.

With a gentle grin on his face, Steve dialed
the number of police beadquarters. As the
telephone was on an automatic,exchange, it
would be impossible for the call to be traced
back to him ' The only way in which he could
be bowled out was if the police had already
had his own wire tapped, snd he was
gambling on the fact that Collins wouldn’t yet
have gone that far.

A familiar voice barked over the wire.

““Is vhat Inspector Collins?” Steve asked in
a grufl voice

* Speaking 1” snapped the inspector.

“This is Bluck Mask | said Steve grimly:

The inspector ripped out w yell.

“Bradshaw | What are you trying to pull
now 7” :

“You seem to have got the name wrong,”
Steve contradicted. “1 said 'Black Mask.’
Tell me, mspector; Lhave you yet had a repott
on those shoes

“No!” snarled the inspector.

“T'm airaid you're in for a painful shoek,
inspector,” said Steve smoothly. “Thote ere
not Steve Bradshaw's shoes Before jumping
at conclusions you should have tried all the
other- possibilities—Bethinann, for example.”

“What are you driving atf" snarled the
inspector.

“The dead man's feek wounld have repaid
investigation, inspector,” Steve went om
“Those shoes were o pair belonging to
Bothmann. ™

“Bradshaw,” yelled the inspector, “listen a
moment |¥

“1 wish yon wouldn’t keep referring to me
by that name!” said Stave in pained tones.
“You ds Bteve Bradshaw an injustice,
inspecior. Why do you insist on calling him
the Black Mask when you haven't got a shred
of evidence to prove it1"”

“You can't pull the wool over my cyes!”
snapped Collins

“Pm giving you a chance to prove that
you're wrong I Steve said mockingly. “Some
time 1o-n'1th, between ton o'e and mid-
night, I shall visil the Milton Museam. In
the Pottery Room, in the showense numbered
8h, there is a pair of somewhat ugly china
dogs—antique, but not particularly valuable.
I shall remove them. Geod-bye, inspector I”

At the other end of the line Collins con-
tinued to shout and splutter into the phone
until he realised that the line had gone dead.

Then he slammed down the receiver, and
told his assistants what bad I::Iﬂpe.ned.

“We've got him!” hs declared. “He's
walked into our trap! I knew that if we
kept goading him long enough that reckless
bravado of would make him over-reach
himself, and, by Jove, he's done it 17

He jumped to his feet and strode briskly up
and down the room. y

“Have o cordon of constables thrown ronnd
the museuns, with ordess to arcest anyone who
tries to get through 1 he rapped.

“ He won't dave to attempt it argued one
of the detectives. “It's just a bluff,®

“He's maid enough for angthing,” retorted
Collins. “He thinks that, just because he’s
been lucky once or twice before, he can get
away with anything. But this is where he
trips up. 'For one thing, his house is
watched. * Ho can’t move a yard without being
shadowed ™

* You mesn Steve Bradshaw's house 7 asked
one of the men,

“Of course, Who else?” rapped Inspector
Collins.

“Bupposing that Bradshaw isn't the Black
Mask, after all 2

“Teha!™ enorted the inspecior contemptu-

ously.

He grabbed up his hat,

“Have my car sent round at once!” he
snapped. “I'm going down to the museum to
superinitend thi. thing myself. We can’t take
any chances on having 4 slip-up.”

The inspector drove: through the streets in
grim silence

High iron railings surrounded the museum,
and between the railings and the building
itself was a narrow sirip of gardens of orna-
mental shrubs.

As the inspector’s car pulled up a constable
moved quickly from the shadow of the high
gates:

“ Anything to
inspector.

"“No, sir. No sign of him yet,” answercd
tha constable.

“Good ! grunted the inspector. “ Open
these pates, and lock 'em again ay soon s I'm
inside |

“WYessir.  Welve pgot men patrolling the
shrubberies, siv,” said the constable.

“Excellent ! grinned Inspector Collins
happily.

Heo went through the gates, which clanged
shut after him. At the entrance to the
museum he wasz met by the worried-looking
curator.

At Imspector Colling’ request, he led the way
through severzl galleries, and stopped in
front of a showease.

“These are the china dogs that eriminal has
threatened to stoal,” he said. :

He indicated a pair of pop-eyed china dogs
—black-and-white Dalmatian coach dogs. -

Inspector Collins scowled at them.,

= museum bought them from the collee-
tion of the late Mr. Bradsh

report i demanded  the

jaw  whon  his
property was sold up after his death,” the
curator yolunteercd. s :

Inspector Collins looked at him guickly.

“Bradshaw? You mean Steve Bradshaw's
father” he exclaimed. “By thunder, ihat
makes it all very interesting i

He got a chair, drew 1t up close to the
showcase, and sat down.

““All right; you can leave me here,” he said.
“T'm going io sit here and keep my eyes on
those dogs. If our Black Mask can elude the
men wha are watching his house, get through
locked gates; dodge the cordon of police we've
put round this pl and lift those two china
dogs ¥ight from under my eyes, he'll have to
be a magiciani”

MEAN\\_’HILE, in his bed-room  at his
ladgings, Steve was carefully laying out
the black clothes and hat, the mask, and the
black cotton gloves which he wore during his
exploits as the Black Mask.
am Harrir hovered in the background, with
a distracted expression on his face.

“Bteve,” he pleaded, “you'ro not crazy
enough to try 16 go through with this thing ¥*

“Black Mask always keeps his word,
Sammy I” smiled Steve recklessly,

“But you'll ho walking into a trap, Steve,”
ingisted the trainer “Give it up, won’t you?
QCollins will nab you dead to rights1*

“I'm going to lLift those two china dogs,
Sammy,” vowed Steve light-heartedly, “and
our dear old pal Collins will never even sce
them go'}”

You know—l1 know—Black Mask wiil kee
his promise! But how will he manage to do ltg
Don’t on any ascount miss the fine instalment
in next Tnesday’s TRIUMPH. Don’t forget fo
order your copy to-day.
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THE HERMIT’S MAP! THRILLING INSTALMENT OF OUR PICTURE SERIAL
SYNOPSIS

/ ' / DERICKSON DENE INVENTOR, IS MAROONED
/ == ON AN UNKNOWN PLANET, _ ROLF, HIS
=) MECHANIC, IS CAPTURED BY THE PEOPLE

. OF A REBEL CITY, WHO PERFORM AN OPERA.

& - TION ON_HIM THAT MAKES IT IMPOSSIBLE

FOR HIM TO LIVE LONG OUT OF WATER
DEME RESCUES ROLF AND THEY ESCAPE
TO A LOG CABIN IN WHICH LIVES AN OLD
HERMIT NAMED HALJ, ME IS ILL, AND ASKS
ROLF TO GO INTO THE WOODS NEAR BY

TO GATHER CERTAIN PLANTS AND- HERBS.

3 UNKNOWN TO ROLF, A SNAKE CREEPS INTO .

. THE BASKET IN WHICH HE 1S PLACING THE
HERBS. BACK IN THE HERMIT'S HUT, ROLF

1 OPENS THE BASKET AND THE SNAKE FLASHES

OUT, STRIKING FOR DENE'S THROAT.

e
QUICKER THAN THE STRIKE OF THE
KING SNAKE, HALJ THE HERMIT WHIPS

A KNIFE FROM ITS CASE BY HIS BEDSIDE AND
SENDS IT WHISTLING THROUGH THE AIR, SEVERING THE DEAD

-

A DISTILLATION || THANK YOU, MY SON, BUT THE YEAR'S | HAVE | |THIS GIFT, | PRAY YOU, ACCEPT IN TOKEN OF MY )
OF THE HERBS || SPENT IN THIS VALLEY HAVE ENDEARED T %mme FRI“E v:g.n HELP YOU TO RETURN
IN TIME CURES |70 ME, AND WITH THE PRECAUTIONS | N 4
THE OLD HERMIT. | § HAVE TAKEN AGAINST THE REBELS | HAVE - 7"7 A MAP OF THE MhRSHI-A};m.'

HE IN TURN |1 A REASONABLE HOPE OF SPENDING THE gxo| HOW CAN | THANK YOU 7
HELPS ROLF YEARS THAT REMAIN TO ME IN PEACE @
WITH DRUGS. | [——7 ¢ —— X { f

|

Y.

DENE SUGGESTS
THAT HALJ SHOULD{
JOIN THEM IN

THEIR ATTEMPT
Y0 ESCAPE FROM
REBEL TERRITORY

- . e e =

/’/.//’% s '&‘ | '|.'.<"I |

e R
M oy, 8
\‘N 3“ " ] lh il'

THE DAY COMES WHEN THEY TAKE LEAVE OF THEIR V&=
GOOD FRIEND AND HIS FAITHFUL MARSH-HORSE
THEY HAVE MADE SUITS OF BUCKSKIN TO TRAVEL IN,




10 DERICKSON DENE

885 IN PLACES ROCKY
 BARRIERS BLOCK THE

THE HERMIT, BUT THE GOING IS DIFFICULY, FOR THE HOLLOW
IS FILLED WITH BRAKES OF FERNS AND PALMS.

;ﬁ\ oS %

\\W \/ﬂ\W

ONE OF THE TREE-BRIDGES HAS BECOME
§ ROTTEN AND GIVES WAY UNDER THEIR /7/)\"
WEIGHT. THEY MAKE A DESPERATE LEAP

FOR SAFETY AND CHEAT THE -
SNAPPING CROCODILES. <7777

SOME MII.ES FURTHER ON THEY ARE STARTLED BY A
GREAT THRASHING IN THE UNDERGROWTH.

AMAZED AT THE BRUTE'S SPEED. THEY DASH.
TO THE NEAREST TREE.

A SECOND LATER A HORNED GLYPTODON CHARGES
FROM THE BRUSH.

L

TREED BY THE GLYPTODON
7 THEY AT ONCE SET TO WORK

TO CONTRIVE A TRAP EROM
STOUT BRANCHES AND
CREEPERS

b 2. THE SWINGING TRAP ENGAGES
o THE cawunas ATTENTION

27/1/40




TRIUMPH

7 - '
WHILE THE BRUTE WRITHES IN THE ASPHYXIATING CLUTCH

IT 5 A SIMPLE p
MATTER TO CAST IT OVER THE BRUTE'S READ, THE TRIGGER
S KNOCKED OQUT AND THE PLIABLE BRANCHES SNAP TIGHT. §OF THE TRAP, DENE AND ROLF ESCAPE.

MAP AND NOTE THAT HALJ HAS RECOMMENDED TAKING TO
THE TREES AT THIS POINT TO AVOID DETECTION.

S RAY PLANT,

THEY ARE, BY THIS TIME , N
AND THEY ARE GLAD THEY HAVE KEPT TO THE PATH THE

ERMIT SUGGESTED. THERE IS CERTAINLY LESS CHANCE OF BEING
SR

H
ISPO'ITED AMONGST THE DENSE FOLIAGE BY THE WATCH-TOWER TELESCOPES

THERE FAR BELOW THEM IN THE
MARSH,THEY SEE SQUADS OF MEN
AT WORK SALVAGING THEIR ROCKETY
FLYING-BOAT. LIGHT STEEL ~—=
GAS-FILLED CYLINDERS HAVE BEEN
= ATTACHED TO THE FORWARD -:
PORTION, AND SLOWLY THE -~

f— EROEA'EI' BOAT RISES OUT OF THE
e 74 : ——

5{\
|
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Every Tuesday

READ THIS SMASHING YARN AND ENJOY THE THRILLS OF A MAN-HUNT BY NIGHT WITH —

ACE IV

THE HOUSE OF DEATH

é ASY, Silent! If vou drop that packet
overboard thero'sono thousand pounds
gone to the bottom of the Thames "

A harsh, guttural voice' rasped out the
words. Then theve was silence ngain over tlio
black watorway between Che crane-festered
wharves.

“Jove, Kenl

i

What the blazes is lLinp-
pening? : :

Jock Murray, big-shot river cop, grunted
tho words to Ken Sharpo, his assistant.

Their police launch, on uight patrol dovm-
river, was nosing its way through the black-
out close to the north bank. Both cops wore
a pair of headphones attached to an instin-
ment called a radioscope.

Withont this gadget thoy would never have
heard that guttursl voice. Tis secret was &

ecial microphone which amplified conversa:
tion or any other sournd up to half’a mile
pway so that it could be plainly heard.

By moans of a telescopie sighting device, only
sounds (x:mirllg from one particular spot were
picked up. Everything clse was cut out.

A secand later the.guttural voice rasped out

again

<A1l sot, Silent? Cood! Well, don't forget
there's some stuff to come back. ‘And don't
be too curious. No one comes back alive
from the House of Death if he finds out toc
much! Any man who discovers the identity
of Phantom-face is dead meat! Remember
No. 1, No. 6, and No. 102 They went into the
Hovso of Death, and were never heard of
again! Ah, just a moment! Von Reinhards
wants a word with vou.”

#Shucks " ejaculated Ken. “Phantom-face,
alias the Spy in Crey, the Nazi master-spy
the British Secret Service has been hunting
for ever since wat broke out!”

“3en” grunted Jaock. “It’s said that ho's
tho tmaster-mind behind dozens of leakages of
vital information, The Llome Office kuow the
Nazis have got the information from messages
sent by British Seeret Service men in
Ciermany, but the mystery is how it ever
got to the Naziz. Who is Phantom-face?
Where is the House of Death? Tivo questions
nobody can answer. 'Sheshshl Someona
_ yith a German accont is speaking now. It
must be Von Reinhardt.”

A harsh voice grated out of the blackness,
The radioscope dinls told the cops that it
came from o cargo-boat which was an indis-
tinet blur against the river skyline.

“Fere's the  docket!” eaid the voico.
“Hurry of now! If you're late Phantom-
face'll strafe the: lot of ust”

The sound of the spy's boat grinding slong

the side of fhe ship came to the cops, and
a second later Ken exclaimed : :

“Heck, Jack, there she is!t”

A black smudge was stveaking over the
water. It had cut out from the cargo-boal and
was sworving wildly across the fairway. Then
it tore off down the river

Jack’s foot stabbed down on the accelerator.

“We're goin’ after him!” be snapped.
“YWe're gonna find the Ifouso of Death and
unmask Phantom-face!"

With & roar, tho police launch shot forward,
sheets of spray flying from her bows.

Ken strained hia ears into the headphones,
and presently he let ont an exclamation:

 Jack, I rockon he's cutting into the bank!™

Both cops listened intently.

“Io's slowing down,” muttered Jack.
“Yes, he's making for the north bank.*

Stealthily the police launch nosed her sway
along closa to thie ghore, rapidly overhauling
the spy's boat.  No lights showed frow the
yiver banks on either side. London was, of
course, completely blacked out.

“There she is!” Ken grunted suddenly.

Tho spy’s boat was making its way 80ross
the river, and, as it did so, somrthing else
cau%ht Ken's attention.

“ Jumping rattlesnakes1* he cricd. “There
vou arel That's the Honse of Dealh! It
looks like it, too, by goth!”

The cops stared at the sinister outline of
tho Nazi spy's Leadquarters, silhouetted blnck
against the river skyline. The building was
practically round in shape, and there were
three tall chimney-stacks within a few feet of
each other in the centre of the roof.

Tlie spy’s boat was now moving slowly closey
to the sinister building. Through the head-
phones the cops heard him making fast. Then
camo his stealthy footsteps as he crepl over
the landing-stage and on towards the housc.

Suddenly the footateps ceaszed, and though
Juck and Ken strained their ears into the
hoadphonee, they could liear nothing whicl
might give them a clue as to what was hap
poning.

% Something darned fishy has befallen our
friend Silent ! wuttered Jock

Tor esnothor fow moments (hey waited
Then Jack's grip tightened on the schecl.

“Tomo on ' he snapped. “Lot’s go and sce
what is up.” :

Jack rave the launch just enough power o
keop her moving, and when they svere within
fifty vards of the House of Death he cut off
tlie engine.

The launch had cnough way fo carry her
silently ta the shore, Chrre, greve ! Her noso
humped (e rotted piles of the wooden jetiy.

R’
R

A minute later the cops crept ashiore.

“Bluzes, Ken!” Jack muttered. “Gonna bie
a bit of a job getting into this place!”

Ken zaw what his pal meant. ‘Surrounding
thie House of Death was a fence of close-mesh
steel wire about twelve fect high. Ken looked
farther along it, and then grabbed Jack's arm,

“Heck,” ho gusped, “look at that!”

Juck followed his pal’s pointing finger, and
a gesp. escaped him.  Silent, tho Nazi spy,
was lolling over the top of the wire fence.
The cops were expericnced enough to know at
u glance that the man was deed

Jack ran forward and flashed his torch on
{he man's face, and paled a3 he stared at the
torribly distorted features

“Thoe fonce is cleolrificd1” Juck snapped.
“Phantom-iace_has rigged his headnuarters
in regular Nezi style Stand cleay, Ll soou
fc;t_:lh thlixs' %d rnlan d?wnfl" e :

¢ whi a length of rubber to ron
his pocketr.) He always carried il u'i[m L.
and it had often come in handy.

Swiftly making a rnoote, he whirled il
through the air. It settled over the spy B
head. Jack geve a tug, and the dead mian
crashed fo the ground.

“J suppose we'd better get him down fo
the morg,” muttered Ken, “and give tlie
boys the focation of the Houss of Death.”

“Not s0 wickly,” answered Jack.
“ Phantora-face’ll be on his goard if this man
Silent docsn’t turn up on time. The odds
are he’ll have made o getawey down-iver
by the time we got the place surrounded.
Now we're so close we'd better hiave a look
in this Houvse of Deatln”

Koen rubbed his chin thonghtfully for a
moment,

“0,XK., Jack!? lie said,  “Dub how ™
_“Off with his coat!” Jack replied. *TI'll
impersonate bhim! Wilh the cont coliar
turned up and the cap pulled down over my
face, the Grey Spy won't koow the difie-
ence! There's tho identification docket and
tha package of papers for credentiais”

“But how are you gounn ol over
fence " questiotied Ken.

“I'll shiow yon in a secl!
* Where's his coat "

Ken helped lhim on with the coal. With a

muflor round his mouth, and the* scaman’s
peaked cap Fulied down over lis eyes, hardly
any of hiz tace showed.
_*Now,” he mutlered, as ho shoved the
identification_ docket iuto his pocket, *The
next job is the fence. Well, I've got rubber
hoots on. Come on, band down. I'm going
to stand on your shoulders and then spring
over the fence!”

Ken bent down and Jack climbed on Lo
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© he said.

his shoulders. The con poised himsalf care- .
fully, and then leapt up into the air with gll
his strengih.

Blinding blue sparks flached and crackled
up at his body. His toe had caught the top
of the fence! His leg went numh. Hands

. clutehing wildly, he crashed 1o the und

on the opposite side, toppling head over
cels
Far u momedt he lay still. Then he

csrawled slowly to his feet.  His shoulder was
bruised, but bo cauld walk on his leg, which
had been burat slightly through' his cabber
boots. 3

“Back in a few minutes; Ken1? he whis-
pered, then turned and made his way throngh
the darkness towards the House of Death.

He reached a half-open door, pushed
against it, and crept. inside. }

From what he could make out he was in a
sort of vestibule. Me dare not use his torch.
Silently he erept forward.

Suddenly there was a click, and the cop
stiffened. A secand later a blinding light
flashed on, and he blinkeg helplessly in the
glare.

THE SEYENTH SIGNAL .

s NTICK ‘e up!” snarled a guttural veice.
It camne from 2 kind of desk which
ran the length of one side of the room.

Jack swivelled round. A heavy-jowled
tough was pointing an aptomatic at him.
Ha was dressed in the black shirt and jack
boots of a Nazi stormy trooper. A

Phantom-face evidently felt =o safe in his
hide-out that he allowed his followers to dress
as they would at honv in Germany. .

Jack slowly raisen his hands; his brain
working at hghining speed.

“T's sll mghs, you fgol!? he muttered.
“1 want to sce Phantom-face with a package
of paperst” Y ;

He had taken the precaution of having the
identification docket ready in his hand, and
now he- flung it on the desk,

“There you are. Now put that gon away.”

The Nazi exammned the docket closely.
Evidently he was satisfied, for he lowered his
gun and put it down on the desk, :

“¥ouwve been here before, haven’t yout?”

“Well, you'd better go up. You
know the way, &Ql‘l!!’. you? I remember you
now, by your mufffer.” ;

“And I remember yon,” zaid Jack quickly.
“You'd better torn that corrent off, though;
there’s another of the hoys from the ship
coming up here with some more stulf in a
few minutes.”

“Doesi't he know the secret way through
the fenee, then 7 gueried the Nazi

“No: he's o fresh man,” Jack answered.

AN vight.” ;

The Nazi turned to a swiichhoard. There
was a click, and the current was cut off.
Jack would now have o better chance of
cseaping if he was ummnasked and had to cnt
and run for it.

ST ring up and tell Phantom-face you're
here,” grunted the German.

He reached for the internal phone anil
spoke swiftly in German to the Master Spy.
Then he replaced the réceiver and turned to
Jack again. .

“*I've got to ses the package before you
go up I’ he said. s

Jack pulled the papers out of his pocket
and luid them on the desk: The Naui
glanced at the envelope.  Then something
about Jack’s sleeve caught his attention, and
he looked bhard into the cop’s face.

In a Hash Jack realised what was wreng.
The German had noticed the blue serge
sleeve of Jack's police jacket

*You're an impostor!” the Nazi shouted.

e turned like lightning, and made a dive
for the swiichboard to give the alarm. But
quick as he was, Jack moved quicker. His
fist swung up between the storm trooper and

" the hoard.

Thwack |
The man’s own momentum, combined with
the force of Jack’s iPm:cll, sent him erash-
ing to the tloor, out for the count.
Jack gazed ab his inert form. What next?
Snddenly a stealthy sound came to his cars,
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and his eyes swept swiftly round the room,
Again the sound czmo, and this time Jack
located it.

Someane’s almost silent footfall just out-
side the doorl

Jack snapped off the light, then quickly
fished out the automatic from the unconscions
storn  trooper's pocket. Gripping it firmly,
lie crept towards the door.

Then & sigh of relief escaped him as he
dimly made out Ken's hurly form.

*Come. inside—quoick I’ he whispered. FHa
hurriedly toild Ken what had happened.

“You found the seeret way through the
fence 3
“T'll say! T thought I'd beltor come and

see what was happening 1

‘' Good man ! grunted Jack.

He paused. What was (be next moye?
Then ha had it

“Quick I'" he exclaimed. * Put that storm
l-rao;aer‘s clothes on, then I'll tie him up.
You're gonna be the doorman for a few
minutes. I'm going ulp aloft to have palavi
with the Phantom. T'll get the run of tho
place for one thing—and, what's more im-
portant, I'll see his face, and be able to give
a deseription of him if he gets away this
time.* :

Ken yigged himself out in the Nazi’s black
shirt and jack boots, and Jack guickly trussed
up the doorman

“Right-ho!” muttered Jack, at length.
“Keep your eye on that swiichboard, and
try to hnd out what all those gadgets are
for. I'm geing to see Phantom-face now.”

Jack found the staircase and went guickly
up them, snapping on his torch. K was safe
to use it now, as Phantom-face knew he was
coming. He tried saveral doors, but the
rooms were empty.

He fﬂt to the third floor. A corridor led
towards o great heavy oak door. Jack made
his-way up to it, and was within a couple
of yards of it when it silently swang open.

The cop stepped forward, but another
great door confronted him. It was about five
feet behind the Srst. He took another step,
and again the same thing happened. The
second door opened noiselessly,

But this time there was no further barrier.
Facing him from behind a &-reg.: mahogany
desk was Phantom-face, the Nazi master spy.

Suddenly a door in the underground cell” swung open, and Jack saw a crowd of men,

13

He was tall snd lean, and had the most
repulsivo features Jack had over seen.  His
vivid eyes flashed as his thin, crnel lips
parted in a supercilious enark .

“Where do you think you've been, Silent#

grated. “TPhink Pye got sll night o
waste?  Come on, haud over the stuff!
There's some to go back fo the ship. It mush
be got out of England without a second’s
delay 1”

Jack advanced slowly towards the Nazi, a
bold plan forming in his mind. ’

_The envelope the Nazi was holding out to
him ohvionsly contained information of vital
mnportance. Could he get possossion of if
and also keep the packer of papers be had
alveady got? -

Ten to one these documents would yield
cnough clues to enable the Sceret Service to
track down cream of Germany’s spies in
Ingland.

_“Come on, come on! We haven’t got all
night ' spat the Nagzi irritably.

ut Jack was coming quio.ke;* enough! Hao
lezpt at the spi; chief. A second later he had
torn the enve ﬂm from the surprised Geor-
man’s grasp and was rushing for the door.

He wasn't worrying about scarmg Phantom-
face into making a getaway now he knew the
lay of the House of Death and would recog-
nise Phantom-face again, .

Once he and Ken got back to their launch
they could get word to the =tation and hava
the Luilding surrounded and the ship boarded
in a few minutes.

For a momen: Phantom-face was too
astounded by Jaek’s sudden move to de any-
thing. Then he recovered from his amaze-
ment.

He sgw that Jack was in the corvidor
between the two great heavy caken doors, and
his foot came down on a hidden button undes-
neath his desk. ?

The next instant Jack felt the flodr moving
under him He Aung out his arms wildly, but
he felt himself hurtling towards the amide of
the corridor, where he crashed to the foor.

It was still moving bemeath him  The
section_between the two great doors was dis
npﬁarmg beneath the well of the corridor!

ere was a click and the wall opened; and
the moving floor carried the cop tg

iy

rough it

e
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cach armed with 4 sub-machine gun. flood inio the room, their flerce gazes and their Weapons
fixed on him.



4.

Ho was being carricd on an endless band.
He was pow in pitch blackness. He felt
himself going downwards.  Wheels grated.
1t was like riding on an escalator without
steps: The endless band was running on
bogies, which in turn ran on two rails st
either side y

Suddenly it took & sharp plunge down-
wards, and Jack clutched wildly for sup-
port.  But the smooth floor gave him ro
chance of getting tho slizhtest hold,

The #wac tilted down still Farther. e
lost his balsnce. Hoad over heels he went
crashing downwards on the rapidly moving

and.

Suddm:lﬂ- he sensed an obstacle in front of
him asnd flung up his hands. A second later
be hurtled through some swing doors, landing
with a ‘thud in the middle of a pile of
rubbish,

Apart from a fow bruises, he was unhurt,
and he pgave a grunt of relief. At any rate,
ho was off that infernal cakewalk!

He siwvitched on his torch. Could he got
back again through those swing doors if
Phantom-face cut off the power driving (he
chute? He shone the beam on the doors, and
evenr as he did so they swung to.

The eop was imprisoncd, and the torch
showed him he was in a stone cellar, con-
creted like a dungeon.

He heard a slight sound behind him and
swung round, every sense alert,

A strip of light showed at the bottom of
a concenled door at the fur end of (he
cellar.

A second later the door slid back, sn over-
head light flashed on, snd nearly ‘a dozen
block-shirted storm troopers piled into the
cellar, They were evidontly Phantom-face's
bodyguard, snd were all avmed with sub-
machibe-guns.

“Hands up!” growled the leader.

Although he still had the deorman’s auio-
matic, Jack saw that it would be sudden death
to try to shoot it out.

He raised his hands, and as he Jid co
the storm troopers meved to one side, and
Phantom-face strode inte the cellar.

“Tie him up!” he snapped.

A cozen hands seired Juck. Tie aulo-
matic, the two vital envelopes, and the

identity docket were seized, and Jack was
soon brussed up so #hat he ecould scarcely
breathe,

They laid him on the stone floor, and
Phanfom-face stared down ot him, morder
flaming from his cold blue eyes,

“8o you're an English policcman, are
you?" Le enarled. “Well, no linglishman
sees my and lives 17

He turned to his bodygnasd.

“Bring hiin down to the hollom!” he
rasped. Juck was grabbed by the shoulders
and feet, carvied out of the door the Nazis
had come through, down some steps. The
smell of stagnant water czame up to him.
Where' was ‘he being taken? What fiendish
fate had they in store for him?

They soon reached the boltom of the sieps,
where 4 breath of fonl air assailed the cop's
nostrits. The whitn besms of the Nuawis'
torches showed him that he was in ap under-
ground tunnel. Ho glanced downwards.

“Curious?” purred Phautem-face. “This
is ithe River of Death. It was a disuecd
sewer until we tool it in haod !

Jaex saw that he waps being carried along
u ledge about three feet wide. The rost of
the space in the tunnel was taken up by a
slowly fowing undorgrosnd river.

“It i=—er—smelly, but very usoful,” the
Nazi went on again. “Tweaty men have
died in this stream, as you arc going fo
dio to-might1”

He turnod to his men.

“Right! Heave him inl” he spak

Jack set his teeth as he fell himself being
swung backwards towards the wall, then for-
ward over tho foulsmelling water !

Iri that instant there was @ shrill shrick from
just over the cop's head. It came from a
powerful electric siven. Tho Nazis stood
transfixed, too surprized to let go of the cop's
body, ~ Phantom-face paled eand his lands
trembled.

RIVER COPS

“The soventh signal ho  quavered.
“That means the polica! Ulrich at the door
has given the alarm ! Quick, you fools! The
launch| She's down the sewer there! It's
our only chance of cscapo!”

SCUTTLING THE NAZIS

RAVE ouly when protected by a dozen
or fwo B, men, the Nazi's nerve
completely failed himm at the

avenging rifles of a British firing-squad.

A moment later ho was running along the
narrow pathway to his
had had o doz¢n men deepening and widen-
ing and camouflaging tho cntrance, so that
his launch could be kept ready for an instant
gotaway 1

The rest of the Nazs did not waste any
time. They let go of Jack as if he wero a
red-hot poker, and tore after Plantom-face.

The cop orashed down. Fortunately, they
had not been holding h'm right over the

sewer when the alarm “had sounded. The
lower part of his body splashed into the
water, his shoulders hit the path.

Frantically he tried to stop himself slip-
ping completely under water. :

But in that mstant he felt himsolf gripped
by the collar. A strong arm hauled him to
the surface, and a torch flashed in his face.

“Nearly finished you that {ime!” zaid a
familiar voice.

1t was Ken.

Jack gasped.

*“How the deuce did you find me down here,
Ken?” he asked. . =

“I've been followmng you with the radioscope.
I heard you up in Phantom-face's room, thén
I lost you. Next thing I got was the Nazis
threatening to drown you. ere was a lever
on the switchboard with a particularly dis-
tinctive sign over it I guessed it must be o
special signal of come sorf, so I lugged the
switoh over, Then I heard the Nazis beating
it, ?.',nd I hurried down like blazes to geb you
ount1?

“Smart work, Ken! You cortainly saved
my bacon that time! But now we've got to
catch "em. Come on, back to thr launch. At
all costs we must prevent the vital information
they've gob leaving tho country.”

The cops were soon back on the river, and
with the help of Ken's radicscope, it was not
long béfore they wot on the trail of the Nazi's
boat. Mile after mile they chased her, and

at length she cut in to the stern of a ship.
Remaining . some distance away, the pals
picked up ihe sounds of the Nazis going
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mere’
“thought of a cold morning walk to face the

boat For months he

aboard. Jack studied the black silhouette of
the ship. ;

Sdove!” hie eried.  “That's not the boat
Silont came from | She had two funnels—this
tub’s only got one. Look, sho's on the move
aigain, with the launch in tow. Thoy're not
wasting any time. I suppose Phantom-faze is
running from the fow score of police boats he
thinks are chasing him 1

“Suy, we'd better head back for the station
and give the alarm now, hudn’t we?” mul-
tered Ken, 2

“No good if we did” grunted Jack. “We
can't give the inspector any description of {he
ship, except that she's got one funnel. /We
don’t know her name or her nationality, Our
best plan i5 to try fto get a line on thom by
means of thoe radioscope. Then perhaps woe
could give the station enough information fo
be fairly sure of gelting the zight ship.”

For some minutes the cops followed the boat
without getting anvthing more than the
normal sounds of a ship on the move. Then
suddenly Jack let onut an exclamstion.

“Jdove, I've gob-semothing; " he oried. “I've
got the skipper’s cabin, Theres & deuee of
an argument goitig on  Tune in same as me *

Phantom-face was talking. He had got a
grip of himself again, nm? was speaking in
his_ vsual bullying manuer, evidently to the
captain.

“You may be in charge of tho ship, Here
Thessen,” he snarled, “but unless you do as T
say, you will be sent {o & concentration camp
when we teach Hamburg! You must stop
when we got abreast of the Cuxhaven, As
you know, she is sailing under the American
flag, and her name has been changed to
Talbotville. Tm going across Lo her in the
launch. . Her captain has a packet of vital
plana which I left with him for safe keoping

- ia tho event of a raid on the House of Death,
\.’,‘ £l

: -

“But tho police !” {ho skipper cot in. “If
we stop we'll be wasting twenty minufes at
least.”

“Polico or no police, we must stop, Capitan
Thessen !" grated Plantom-face. T eantiot
go wuhout'th::t poacket of papervs!”

< But—"

Phantom-face cut him short with a furious
roar of rage.

“Either you put in.” he raved, “or 11
have you clamped in irons, Your first mate
will take control of this ship, and you will be
put in a concentration camp the moment we
reach Germuny. I—a Cestapo man—can
promise you that!”

“T'H stop1” muttered the skipper.

Out on the river the cops, their ears glued
to the headphones, were listoning  intently.
Iow were thoy going to prevent Phantom-fare
cseaping with the vital plans?

By the time they had given the alaym {lie

-ship would have collgcted the papers from the

Talbotville, the vessel Silent had come from,
and would b miles down-river. i

Tiven if steps were immediatoly faken to
stop_ all ehipping leaving the estuary, the
Nozis' ship would probably evade the patrol
boats and get to sea. The cops had no de-
seription of her—not even, her name,

She slowed down as she approaclied {he
Talbotville, and canie o a stap within bwenty-
five yards of the othor boak, As she did o
Jack lel out an exclamntion, and smote his
fist on his palm,

“I've got it Ken!” he cricd. “ Wait until
they've gone over to the other ship. The
tough crowd’ll go with Pliantom-face, You
take the launch close in to. the side of this
ship, and let me got aboard. If 1 can get
into the whoelhovse T'll hold the ship. You
can go off in the launch and get the boya
down guick.”

,Een grinted his disapproval. Ho didu’$
like the idea of leaving Jack nlone o put his
daring plan into operation.

But Jack was deterinined,

“There they zo!” ke cried,

The launch, filled swith the Nazie was
making ila way soross to the other ship.

“The other boat hasn't got steam up,” muts
tored Joolk, “Clome on!*

\WConaludsd on back pagt)
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TRIUMPH

IN THE HUT ON THE MOOR

[ WEAT Scott!”
Arthor Augustus D'Arcy ubtered
that exclamation quite suddenly.

That afternoon was o half-holiday at St
Jim’s, and for ones Arthur Augustus had leit
the regular footer match to the tender
mercies of Tom Merry & Co.—though with
somo inward misgivings as to the result.

Arthur Augustus had been busy that after-
noon. The swell of St. Jim’s had received
& remittance by moruing post, and bad felt
the necessity of daing some urgent shapping.

His purchases made ot Rylcombe, he had
started for home, satisfied with his afternoen’s
activity.

Then it had gome on to rain, and Arthur
Augustus’ satisfaction lad been diminished.
He had his coat on, fortunately, so his elegant
¢lobber was quite safe; but he hadn’t his
amhbrella, so his shimmng topper was exposed
to the fury of the clements. And Arthur
Augustus prompdly locked round for shelier.

He was ing & short cut home across o
corner of Wayland Moor. He remembered
an old shepherd’s hut on the moor.

Ha rmﬂed it in a few minutes, and,ces
in entered the dilapidated little building, he
uttered a surprised exclamation, and stopped
dead on the threchold. 2

The shepherd's hut was not unmoceupied.
There were thres persons in the hut, seated
on broken ald beams round an upturned
bucket which served the purpose of a card-
table.

One of them was a fat, red-faced man
whom Arthur Augustus recognised ns a hook-
maker, named Banks Another was a dingy-
looking young man with watery eyes and
flabby features, and z general air of dilapida-

tion.

D’Arcy had seen him_ before—he was em-
ployed in Waypland. His name was Stubbs,
:m! he honoured & local estate agent's office
with his valuable services. But 1t was the
third of the trio upon whom the astonished
eyes of Arthur Augustus were fixed.

That individusl was a boy dressed in light
brown clothes and =a cloth cap with no
distinctive. badge on it. But his face was
Bq;:{c;tly well known to. Arthur Augustus

Arcy.

“Levison, bai Jove!”

Arthur Augusta: jammed his monocle moze
tightly into his eye, and regarded the youth
in grey with specinl attention.

Was it Ernest Levison of the Fourth Form
of St. Jim’s, or Lavison's double?

Tho features were exactly Levison’s—there
was no doubt about that: and Ernest Levizon
had strongly marked features that were not
casily misteken. His nose was a little
prominent, and inclined to be aquiline.
Arthur Augustus IYArcy could almost have
sworn to that nose,

The youth looked & little atouter than Levi-
zon, that was all. Yes; now that D’Arcy
sbserved him closely, he did look stouter

27/1/40

Every Tuesday

A MYSTERY IS SOLVED WHEN GUSSY HITS OUT AND SOMEONE GETS A BLACK EYE

R
than the Dblack sheep of the Fourili—of
thicker build altogether.

The threw card-players, after n stare al
Arthur Augnstus, went on with their game
quite regardless of his presence.

“PBui Jove! Is it you, Levison?” D'Arcy
exelaimed.

“Your deal;, Smith!" said Mr. Banks.

The junior in hrown itook the cards and
shuffled chem.

“T zay, you—" said D'Arcy, miving the
youth who had been addressed as Smith a
prod in the back. **You're Levizon,
snahly 1™

The junior looked up, still shuffling the
cards.
“FHallo! Who are you!” he asked.

“Pai Jove! I know your voice, too, Levi-
son. You are perfectly well awah who I
am.

“Don’t know you from Adam,’ said the
junior. “¥You're something like ihe dummy
in Mr. Wigg's window in Rylcombe.*

“You wude fellah! Your name is not
Smith. You are Levison I

“Oh, don’t be funny I

“¥ou have pwohably changed your cloiliss
outside the school,” said Arthur Augnstus.

The junior laughed.

“Yes: this is grand weather for changing
ane’s clothes out of doors,” he remarked.

“T am quite suah that youw're Levison.”

“Pon't jaw, then; you've interrupting the
game.” 7

“Lock here,” said Mr. Banks, locking
round, “yon wasn't asked to come in ‘erc,
Mister D"Arcy——"

“T came in out of the wain.”

“Well, if you can’t keep your ‘ead shut
you'll go ont into the rain again,™ said N
Banks. “Alind your own busiiess, and don't
warry my friend Smith,”

“His name is not Smith.
the Fourth.”

“Which he is something like Misier Levi-
son,” admitted ¥r. Banks, with a grin. %1
noticed it myself. I know Mister Lovison,
hut this ’ern young gentloman iz ‘Lrhers
Smith.”

w \Vats!l,

“ Oh, geb_on with the game!” said Mr.
Stubbs. *“ Never mind that tailor’s dwnmy.”’

“Well, let *im keep ’is “oad shut!” growled
Myr. Banks. “He ain’t wanted 'ero!”

“1 wefuse to keep my head shut 1”

With a snort of wrath Mr. Banks leapod
to his feat, and Mr. Stubbs followed his
example. The junior m r:~ threw himself
at Arthur Augustus, and the two men
Emmptly went to s aid. Three pairs of
ands grasped Arihor Auvgustus at the same
moment.

“Kick 'im out!” roarcd Mr. Banks,

“Bai Jovel Weleaso me, you wotiahs!”
gasped Arthur Augustus, as he was propelied
violently towards the door. “I will thwash
ou all' one aftah ancthah! Gweat Seott!

awooh 1

Ile is Levison of

]
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LEVISON'S DOUELE

Bump! Splazh!

Right. through the dJdoorway the clegant
form| of Avthur Augustus went huriling, snud
Iy Janded in' o pufght‘.‘.

““Haw, haw, haw!” roared Mr. Banks, ss
D'Arey rolled in the rain and mud

“Oh ewikey1”

“Haw, haw, haw|?

Arthue Augustus leaped up like & Jack-in-
the-box. For onee he forgot his clothes.. Hae
¢harged back into the deorway of the but Lika
an mfuriated rhinocercs. But thero were
three against him, ond ho had no chanee
Promptly ke was collared again and hurled
foyth, and agnin he yepgsed in the puddle.

Tlis time he lay gasping for hreath, and
the threa gamblers voturned to their. game,
chuekling. =

LEVISON AT HOME

o II c\;m;]:bs l”A
Arthur Auvgustus. sat np dazeds.
He had been pommelled prefiy
severely, and hurled torth with a heavy bump,
and he was dizzy and breathless. But he
realised that ho was sitfing in_two inches of
water and au inch of mud, and he serambled
{o his feat.

Ho cast a dismayed glanca down at his coat
awl tromsers. They were simply smothered
witle mud.  And his clegent topper had sailed
away, and was reposing in another puddle.

Arvthur Augustus collected it np sorrowfully,
and shook some of the wet and mud from it
He did not charge into the hut sgain. The
swell of 88 Jim’s was as brave a2 a lion, but
he realised that he had no chance against
three at a time.

The rain had stopped falling, and ovidently
the thres in the hut decided not to carry on
with their game, for they came through the
door and bade each other loud farewells.

Mr. Banks and Mr Stubbs started of by
tho footpath towards Wayland, and the junice
in brown made his way across the moor,
towards the wood,- through which a footpath
led ‘to the laus near St. Jim's. The direction
he was taking was another proof that he was
veally Levison. He ignored the swell of the
Fourth as he passed bhim.

Arthur Auguostus locked after him and hesi-
tated. "To prove that the fellow was Levison
he had only to follow him, sce him chango
his clothes, and yun him down as far aa the
school.

Ho was justified in shadowing the cad of
the Tourth in order to prove his deception.
Of course, he bad no intention of snesking on
the sobject. But for the satisfaction of him-
self, D'Arey felt an irresistible desive to dis-
covor whether the Iad in /~# was Levison cr

not.

So Arthor Augusius cantiously followed on
the track of the junior in brown.

The rain commenced to drizzlo again, bub
D’Arey hardiy noticed it in his concentration
to keep his quatry in sight.

The junior in brown did not leok back. Ifik
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was Levison, he scemed Lo be unusually

simplo’ and wEsSUEpICIONS. Levison of the

Fourth toight have been expectod fo be very

swary, and to keep his eyes very wide opeit.
PBut evidestly the fellow in brown was nat

on his guard at all, for he didinot zlance back:

apparently, the

once, aud did not cven hear,
detective's

ocensional sgueleh of the amateur
shoes in the puddles on the moor.
About twenty yards ahead of the swell of
St Jim's_ho entered the footpail through the
Wwood and dizappearsd among the trees.
Arthur Augustus broke iute o rum. He was

quite sure that the junior in brown did not

suspect that he was shadowed. But if Levison
scooted through the wood the track would be

lost.

D'Arcy ran in among he trecs.

It_wes o narrow footpath, a mere track
winding among the trees, still almost leafless,
but, some of thom showing the first green of
spring. :

The junior in brown had vanished.

Arthur Augusius ran down, the foolpath &b
{ho risk of overteking the shadowed junier
and putting him on his guard.

But the junior had gone.

Tvidently he had taken to the trees on one
<ide or other of the footpath, and the thickets
and brambles hid him from sight.

_ Arthur Augustus halted. breathing hard.
¥lo Lad stadowed the bey so carefully that

he was sure that he had not been suspected.

Tio did not think, therefore, that Lovison was

purposely dodging hiwmn. Doubtless Levison

fiad cut off to some seoluded spot where he was

flo‘ cliniige his clothes before returning to St
ita's.

“Bothah i’ muitered Arthue Augustus, O 1
have. lost him,  But it doesn't mattah, Y11
woturn to St. Jim's, and be there befoal him.
He will nat be able to say thaf he's been in
his studay all aftornoon.” A

Arthur Augustus hurried off fowards the
school. ! - .

Trom Wayland Moor fo St. Jim's was 2
good loug walk, and ithe awoll of the school
was vory nearly breathless when he arrived ag
the gates, having run part of the way, and
wallced the rest as fast as he could.

15 the black sheap of the Fourth had stayed
in _the wood to change his clothes, howevor
quick he was he could bardly have reachoed
tho sehool ahead of D’Aroy. D'Arcy was much
move ft than Levison, and o quicker and
botter walker, and he had not lost an instant,

He came in breathlessly at thé gates as dusk
?s-q‘s falling- g—ln p:hueee;lo; mement ot Taggles'
odge to speak to the er.

“Tgegles, deah boy !”

«ipffo 1™ said Taggles.

“Heve you seen Lovison come in (log

“Which I ain’t.” said Taggles. “Ain't soed
im \go out, neither, for that matter.”

SV s T

Arthur Augustus hurried on. A voico hailed
him from the tuckshop.

“Tiore he is. Come and have a ginger-pop,
Gussy 1"

s dowwy, Blake, T con't stop !” ‘

“Fathead ! We've beaten the New House !”
chouted Blake. “Talbot kicked the winning
goal. Come and celebrate with us !t

“Pai Jove!” Arthur Augusius stopped
then. ‘“You have woally won the match with-
out me in the team, desh boys?”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yes, casier than usmal.”! answered Tom
Meriyn  © Take a little walk cvery fime wo
play o House match, old chap, and we shall
Eknock the Now Houso sky-high.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Wa're colebrating!” called out Talbot.
“ Come and have a ginger-pap. Gussy 1*

“T am in watheh o hwwwy, I have stwuck
4 wathah wemarkable mystery,” said Arthur
Augustus  “T am not guite suah whethali or
not Levison has a double.”

“ A double?” said Tom Merry, in surprise.
\What are you getting att I say, what are
vou. doing with all that mud over your
clothas ™

D'Arcy explained.

“lq, Iz, ba " laughed the juniors, thinking

STJIM'S

D'Arcy, who was easily fooled, Bad been
deceived again.

Arthur Augustus took
“wnde” langhter.

Y have huwwiod back to-make suah of bein’
in befoah the boundah geis back™ be seid. “I
am goin' to his'studay now. When he eneaks

no notice of their

in by the back way I shall be waitin® for him
there.” :

®Good I” said Blake.  “We'll come with
you.”

Quite s crowd of juniors accompanied
DA into the School Housoe and up to the
Fourth Form passage. Arthur Augustus ex-
plained more fully to them @ they went his
adventurc on Wayland Moor.

“Heah wo are, deah boys” said Axthur
Augustus, as they reached Levizon's study.
“Now we'll just see that he isn’t there,
and— Bai Jove!”

Arthor Augnstus had opened the study door.
The study was not empty. There were Lwo
juniors tere—Blenkinson and Levizon!

The erowd of fellows in tho passage gasped.

“Tevisonl My hat! Then D'Arcy must
have seen his double
- TRIAL BY JURY
EVISON glanced round carelessly, and
Arthur ugustus’ eyes almost devoured

him.

Lavison was dressed in the schoal blazer suit,
e nsual. Arthur Augustus looked at Levison's
shoos, There was no mud on them—none of
the mud that must have been left on the shoes
of the fellow in grey, aiter his tramp on tat
woor, Merely o few stains such as he might
Lave picked up in the goad rangle of St Jiw's.

“PBai Jovo ”

“Tovison1” ;

#Yfallo !” exclaimed Levison.

The black sheep of the Fourth had a chess-
hoard on his knoes, and @ newspoper culting
in his hand. e was apparently working out
a chess problem. - He seemed surpivised by that
sudden visit of 50 many jumiors. y

“Doar me!” said Blenkinsop. #What is
the matter?” . X

“T,evison, how on carth did you gl in with-
out bein’ seen?” .

T.evison Jooked surpriscd. b g b ke

«YWhat are you driving at?” o inguired.

Arthur Augustus looked non lussed. .

“T thought I saw you on Wayland Moor, he

id.

i Well, I bz;vo:;‘t hoon on Wayland Aoor,”
snid Levison lazily.

& You were playin’ cards with B, Banks
and that fellah Stubbs of Wayland.”

# Anything olse?” i

«And you all thwee piled on me and
cliucked e out of the shepherd’s hut 1nto
the wain when I stwove (o take you home,”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus

«QOh, pile i5 on!”

“And I followed yout Acwoss the moor as
fah as the wood.” ;

“Keop it upt” x

“Vou disappeahed in the wood, and X know
vewy well that you went somewhal to change
your clothes.”

“T{ear. hear!™

«And then, somehow o othah, you got in
ahead of me,” said Arthur Augustus, breath-
ing hard through his aristocratic nose.

“Bravo !” :

“And I'm goin’ lo give Fyou & foarful
{liwvashin’, you wottah!” shouted the swell of
Si Jim's, utterly exasperated by Levison's
hutnorous reception of his accusation.

“Tlold on!” said Tom Merry. catching the
excited swell of the Tourth by the avm as ho
was: rushing to the altack. /

Y wefuse to hold on, Tom Mewwy.”

“Hold hard,” said Talbot of the Shell.
“T.ot's have Lhis out Lefore yoi begin puach-
ing noses, Guesy."” :

“0h, let him begin I said Levison coolly.

“Let's have this out” said Blake. “I'm
blessed if I auite believe in thut doubie.”

“Weally. I eithal saw Lovison or his
double, bai Jove!™

“Rleasad if T soe that it's any husiness of
vou fellows,” yawned Levison. “Guszy has

bien deeaming decams, bul it's none of your
bLusiness.™

" 47t is our business if you or any associates
chuoked Gussy intg the mud,” said Tom
Merry.

SRt there's notling proved against Levi-
som” said Talbob of the Shell. “Give him o
chnnee.” ' e

L Ev‘ur]{ochsp is entitled to & chance,” said
Monty Lowther, “Coms into the stuady, all
of you, and shut tho door. We don't wrant
any prefects nosing into this.”

The juniors crowded in, and the door was

closed.

el deal wilh the prisomer at the bar
ourselves,” said Blake. We lniow he's & bit
of a rotier, apd if this is a stunt to cuable |
him to play the goat to the limir, we ought
to jolly well put u stop to it. If the chap's
ot o double it ought to be established.”

“Ii’s only fair,” said Talbot.

“Yaas,. bu

“We'll have it -all out” said Monty
Lowther, “Levison is entitied fo a fair frial.
Are you willing to appear before the Court.
Levison?” _

“Oh rats!” answered Levison.

“Tf the prisoner at the bar refuses to plead
before the Court, he must be adjudged guilty
of dressing imself up for purposes likely lo
bring diseredit on St. Jir’s, and punished.”

“Hear, hear!” -

“0l, T don’t mind!" said Tevison, with o
fangh. “As a matter of fact, I'd be glad to
have it thrashed out. A double might et me
futo serious trouble some doy. 1 might be
accused any and every dey of doing things 1
haven't done.”
“We'll give Leovison a fair triall" said
Monty. Lowther. “Thiz is the judge’s seal.
and I'm the judge.” He sat on ithe table,
“*Nayw, prisoner st the bar—"

“Adsum 1" grinned Levison, .

“J suppose we'd better accuse you of having
played the giddy goeat on Wayland Moor with
ngh I:e’a.srly blackgunrds. Cuilty or not
guilty ¥ .

“Not guilty, my lord!? :

“The witness may row speak |

“AWeally, Lowther—*

“Put vou must not make a speech.  Cut
{ho cackle and come to the hosses. Yau
declare that you enw Levison at tho shepherd’s
hut on Wayland Moor, don't you?”

“Yig}s, wathah! Ifim or his double, Lai

“We'll presnme he hasy't got a double, fivst
of all. How wus Le sdresed?”

“In hwown.”

“Pid you address him as Levison?”

“Yans, wathah!”

“Did e admit that his name was Levison

“No. He pwetended to be Lis double.”

“Did be state bis namoe?”

“Ie said his name was Horbert Smill.”

“Vou etato that you followed the prisonce
at the bar home?"

“Yaas; and lost Lim in the wood.”

“What did_you do then?”

“T huwwied like anythin' to get back 1o the
school befoah the wotten boundah !

“And did you arrive at the school firsL?”

“Appacwently not, as we found Levison in
this studay. He must have wun like anythin’
to %et home first.”

“T= that all your evidence, witness®”

“Yaas, exceplin’ tuat I am going to give

him a feahful thwashin’ i

“Tathoud! That isn't evidence!”

<7 wofuse to be called a fathead, Towthal,
and I considah——"

“What vou copsider is not evidence!”

“T considah thatl—"

“Remove that witress!”

“You_uttah ass! 1 considali— Legzo!
Blake, if you dwag ab my yah like that I shall
stwike you. Talbot, T should be sowwr to
have to thwash you, bul I shall do so unless
you welease my other arm immediately.”

“Ha, ba, hal”

“You fearful boundalis! Welease me! 1
considali— Leggol Yow-owi”

The witness was damped into the armchair
and held there, gasping, by soveral pairs of
hands, and the prisoncr al the bar was called
upon for lis defonos, :
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NOT CUILTY

ONTY LOWTHER regarded the
prisoner at the bar with a severe
glance, He had placed = duster on

his head in imitation of a judge's wig, in
order to lend additional solemnity to the
judicial proceedings
_ Levizon did not seem to take the proceed-
ings solemnly, however. He was grinning.
There were slso smiles from the jury. The
judge looked round with & portentous frown.
“BSilence in comt! This is not a place for
ribald merriment. In court the public are
allowed to laugh only when the judge makes

a joke! Then the clerk of the court gives a
regular signal. I have not made any jokes
yet. Silence!”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“ Another disturbance like that, and I will
have the court eleared. The court shall bo
clear even if the case is not! There, you can
laugh now. That is humour from the bench.
Laughter in court! « Good!  Silence!
Prisoner at the barl®

““Hallo P

“¥You do not say “hallo!’ to a judge. You
say, * Yes, my lord! ”

: Eﬂbbiss l’;) said Lev]isog. e i

em o you plead guilty to playing
the giddy goat nnder the cﬁ-cs atatedpby the
witness D'Arey 77

**No, my lord.”

“What explanation have you to offer?”

“T beg to submit the wellknown fact that
the witness D'Arcy is practically dotty, and
at least three-quarters off his ro&or.”

“Ha, ha, hat*

“Why, you uttah wottah ! Lemme gewwup!”

“Keep that witoess quet. . The Court
authorises the jury to sit on the head of the
witness if he will not keep quiet I*

“Gweoooooh 1

“The prisoner’s stetement with regard to
the mental condition of the witness cannot be
admitted,” said the judge. “Prisoner at the
bar, where.were you this afternoon 77

“Pve been taking a stroll,” said Levison.
‘T've been round the lanes towards Abbots-
foxd:®

“Wats 1"

“Keep that witness quiel I

“Gwoch I”

“¥ beg to point out that the witness D’Arcy,
although off his rocker, has exonerated me by
his own evidence,” submitted the prisoner at
the bar. “He states that he followed an

unknown person in brown from the hut on the .

moor.*

*“¥aas, wathah!® :

“I beg the Couri’s permission {0 cross-
examine the witness.”

“Go it—1 mean, yon may proceed!”

“’Phe witness followed this person in brown
to the wood and missed him there. ¥ ask
whether the person in brown was likely {o
have known he was being followed?”?

“Wathah not.*

“'Then if the person in brown did not know
he was being followed, and if he belonged to
this school. he would have come straight on,
and you would have followed him hére.”

*¥a-a-as. " I pwesume so0.”

“Rubbish I exclaimed Blake: “If it was
Levison you can jolly well bet that he knew
he was being followed.”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“And you dodged into the wood because you
knew it, Levison!”

“So we find the prisoner guilly!?
Hervies.

“Hold on!” said the prisoner.
finished yet 1?

“Buck up, then! Tt’'s tea-time, and we've
got to find you guilty before teal!” szaid
Herries.

“Ha, ha, hat!? .

T object to the presence of that juror in the
box,” said Levison. “He's prejudiced.”

“Quite right,” said the judge.” “Herries will
stand aside, This Court dispenses with his
geyvieces as a juryman.”

“Look here—"

“Silence in court! If you have anything
more to say, prisoner, buck up, as wa're get-
ting hungry—I mean, it is nearly time for the
Court to adjourn ?
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zaid

“I'm nok

- Jeave that out.

TRIUMPH

“TArcy states that he came directly back
to the school.” .

*“Yaas, wathah!”

“Did yon dawdle on the way?” s

“Certainly not! I wan quite hard most of
the way in ordah to get in hirst” g

“While the fellow in brown was changing
his clothes somewhere, if he was the person
Yyou suspect?”

“¥aas, of course.” 3

“]p that case, you had the start of him?*

“Of course T did 17

“ And you are & better runnor than I am 7"

“1 should jolly well say =01 said Arthur
Augustus, with o sniff 1 would wun you off
your silly legs any day ¥

“Very well. You had the start of the
person who had to change his elothes, you are
a fastsr runner than he is, and yet when you

eye.

grrive at the school you find me in my study
doing chess problems. 1 submit that the
witness D’Arey’s own evidence proves that [
could not be the person he [ollowed into the
“‘md."

“Bai Jove!”

“1 also eall Blenkinsop, hera present, as a
witness that I had Leen m this study a con-
siderablo time before D’ Avey avvived with yon
follows.™

“ Wats

“The witness Blenkinsop may speak. Bnck
up, Blenky 1” N

“0Oh, certninly }” said Blenkinsop, il his
mild way. “Levison had certainly been in the
study ten minutes when you fellows come 1n."

“Bai Jove! Ten minutes?”

“¥es; perhaps more.”

“0h, Gweat Scott ”

“J had bean in the library hefore then,” said
Levison. “But, as I was slona there, T will
! 1 leave my case to the Court.
1§ T wore the fellow in brown, D’Arcy had the
start of me. I had to changs my clothes, get
ahead of o faster runner than myself, and
arrive ten minutes before him. I submit to
tho Court that that is impossible.”

7

There was silenee in court

“Well,” said the judge, aftcr a pause, “Las
the witness D'Arey anything more to say i

“Bai Jove I

“That 1s not evidence.”

¥ ha, ha|?

“(rweat Scott!”?

“ Neither is that evidence.”

Laughter in court, .

“The caso, therefors, goes to ihe jury lo
decide,” eaid Lowther. '} suggest to the jury
that Levison has proved his emse, as it Is
impossihle for him to be in two places at once.
Remarkable s it seems, Levison has a double
—or, at, least, there is a chap like him; like
enough to deceive an ass like Gussy in the
dayhght.” *

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Weally, Lowthah——*

m———

Gussy sparred, and then suddenly his fist struck the youth in the brown suit In his lefl
Gussy meant to mark the Jad who was Levison’s double.

“Heold on P said Herries.

“You are not on the jury! Shut up!”

“Then I'm a witness,” roaved Herries, " and
T'vo got a suggestion to make Suppose the
votter had his bike with him? Then he could
liave done it.”

“Bai Jove! That's weally a valuabla sag-
gestion, Hewwies! Of course, he Lad his bilie
in the wood.”

The opinion of the jury veered round again.
Tor the moment it had seemed impossible that
Ernest Levison could have been the fellow in
groy. But if he had had his bike ip the wood,
fhat put quite another complexion on the
mattor, =

“\What have you to say, prizoner at the
hari® demanded the judge.

“Only that a dozen fellows kaow that T sold
my bike the other day,” said Levison ealmly-

“That’s s0,"” said Mannera. “Ikucw Levison
hasn’t a biko now, anyway”

*Bai Jove, yaas P’

“Trua, O King'® said Jack Blake. “X
know where he sold it—at Hanney's, in
Waylangd.” :

“Phat settles it,” said the judge. “Herries,
you are a more rotien witnees than you are a
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jur{;ﬁan! You are simply no good in a court
of Ieiw; and if there wasn't any bettor wit-
Tesses -and jurymoen then you, nebody would
ever be found guilty! he Court’ herchy
censures the witness Herries i7

“Oh rats1” said the witness Herries.

“Gentlenien of the jury, puilty or nor
guiley ¥ ;
_ “Not guilty!"” "said the gentlemen of the
jury witl one voice.

sisoner at the bar, you ape discharged.
The Court sentences the witness D'Arcy lo
theea bumps on the study carpet for keeping
us late for our tea with his ridiculous accusa-
tions against & respectabl em I—poerson,”

“ Hear, hear "

“Bai Jove! I wasonly—— Weally, lot go!
I ordah you to welease me at once! I utterlay
wefuse to be bumped! I—— Yawooh! Ow{”

Bump, bump, bump !

“Centlemen, the Court has now finished
business, and adjourns for tea. 'The prisoner
leaves the court without a stain on his
character, though I am sorry fo seo that thore
are dust-staihs now on the seat of D'Arey’s
trousers, The court s now adjourned, and
I'm joHy hunqrﬂe!: saifd the jndge, jumping
off the tablo. “Let's zo and get some tea, for
goodness’ sake 1"

The legal proceedings closed amnid howls of
laughter from the court.

“One moment!” said Talbot of the Shell
"W I_’? - ’

“¥You want to be bumped, too "

“Ha, ha; hal? J 3

No,” said Talbot, laughing. “I was going
to point out that, nmow it ia proved that
Levison has o double, we shonld all be ready

to gpeak up for him if I should be accuzed-

of doing anything his double may have done,
That's only cricket,”

“Ciood for 1" said Tom Morry. “Ti at
any time you're wrongfully nccused, Levison,
call on us, and we'll walk up like one man
and speak up for you.' : _

“Hear, hoar I” said Blake.

“0 K. ! said Levison. “And now get ont
of my study, you duffers1” .

And the Court broke up and dispersed for
ten.

- —

TWO LOVELY BLACK EYES

HE news that Levison had a double out-
side the school who was o bit of a black-
guard soon spread through St Jim’s,

Tt was pot long before it reached the enrs of
the prefects, and even the masters hienrd of it.

Thero_was a_universal fecling of sympathy
for Levison. Tt was, it was felt, hard luck
on the Fourth Former to vesamble so closely o
chap who was often seen in the neighbourhood
of itrl,u& schoel, keeping veey dubious company
i 3 ;

Master Herbert Smiili's proceedings, in
fact, became quite o minoe scandal. He was
often scen by St. Jim's fellows in the company
of Mr, Banks and Me. Stubba,

Tom Mewy & Co., and Blake & Co., were
keaping a sharp look-out for Master Smith.
In their opinion, ke wns & young waster who
wanted a sharp lesson, and thoy were cagor
aud anxious to administer it.

But though they canglt sight of his hrown
¢lad figuro in the distance once or twice,
Ilerbert Smith secmed Lo have an uncanny
knack of avoiding them. -

The encounter the St Jim's juniovs woro
lookig for did not come untili one damp
Saturday evening when they were relnruing
iram the village of Ryleoinbo.

It had been too wet for foofor that afler-
noon, and they had all decided to visit the
local cinema.

Tew at a confectioner's followed, with the
]rusult that they started back to schgol vather
ate.

_ “Put it on, chaps," said Tom Merry, look-
ing ot his watch willd the aid of a small
olegtric torch, for it was pitch dark.  “If
we're Iate for locking-up we shall got lines.”
“Let's trot,” said Jack Blake: and the
seven juniors broke info a steady trot. Arthur
Augnstus D'Avey took the lead, and gradu-
ally incrensed the pace. . K

“Wun like anythin’, deah bogs!”

ane on the road!
£

[ TRIUMPH

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Put it on!” gasped Tom Mozry.

The seven juniols were speading up the

ark lane a5 if they were on the cinder path,

Ting-a-ling-a-ling | Buzzz !

- It was the clanging of a bicyele bell closo
behind them in the dark. The juniors looked
round hastily. g

“Somo wottah widin' without a' light I cx-
claimed Arthur Augustus‘indignantly,

“Get_aside!” said Tom Merry,

The juniors had almost reached the cross-
ronds, where a shaded lamp shed o dim light
over the four turnings, eﬁlmr_mring over, n
signboard. They all looked indignantly at the
eyelist as he swept up without a light.

Tom Merry uitered a sharp exclamation.

The figare wore a brown suif.

“Levison's double "

“Bai Jove!”

There was no doubt about it. The cyclist,
as he came pedalling on, came into the radius
of the road lemp, and the juniors all saw the
brown clothes, and the aguiline face that was
so like Levison's.

“Stop 1" yelled Bluke. “We want a word
with you i
_ Tho eyelist did not stop, Thongh the
juniors were all round his machine, he made
a deaperato effort to al on at full speed,
and so desperate was it that lie almost
sueceeded.

Blake and Herrics recled away from ihe
bike as it crashed on themn, ard velled, and
4 back-handed blow from the cyelist sent
Arthur  Avgustus  staggering, = with  the
“clavet ” oomng from his noble nose.

A fying pedal caught Digby on the shin,
and he bopped and roared, and Manners wus
bumped over, and fell.

‘Angerved by tho rough treatment of their
friends, Tom Merry and Monty Lowther both

grabbed the rider, and, in spita of his lierce

offort, sceured such a firsn hold of him thag
lio could not break away.

Flis machine curled round, and he was
dragged off into the road, and the bicyele
ralled in the dust.

The junior in brown struggled Gercely, But
the other fellows were quickly all round him

“agnin, excepting Digby, who was nursing his

shin, and groaning.

“Got the fellah !” gasped Arthur Auvgustus,
holding his damaged nose with one hand, and
the, prisoner’s ear with the other, *“Hold
liim, tight, deah boys!”

*We've got him

The junior in brown panted.

“Let me gol I don’t know you! My
name is Herbert Smith! How dare you stop
If you want to rob me,
“We don’t want to woly you, you wottah !

“Let me gol”

“What's the hurry, Smith?" smiled Tom
Merry,

. “I=T've got to get home.”

“Wubbish! Stand wound in a wing, deah
boys, while I give him a feahful thwashin’ 1"

o 'l},u.ta 1 said Tom Merry. “Leave him to
ne !

“Wubbish! He has the cheak to bo exactly
liko o fellow in my Form. Desides, he
tweated e with gwoss diswespect last week.
Thwee of the bwutes chucked mo out in the
wain and spoiled my clobbah, This cad gave
e a feahful knock whilo the othah bLwutes
l\\ﬂ_e.wet"imll:lu:;' me! I wmn goin' to thwash
L

“Look here, I'm not going to fight yon!”
cxolaimed: the junior in brown, savagoly.

“Wats! You lnid hands on me when thern
were thwee of you, aud you are a di:as’;ustin‘
blackzuard, and you wequire 2 lesson I

“Buck up ! said Manners.

The juniors had formed a ring round {he
two, and there was no escape for Mastor Her-
bert Smith, if that was his name. Fe cast
a hunted look round, but every way of cseape
was barred. )

“T won’t hight t? 1= :

“Wats! I'm goin’ to give you & black eve,
for a vewy parficilnr weason! I am sowwy
if it is dispgweeable fo you, but T've just had
a4 vewy bwight jdc_::le. inca the Form twial,
I havo beon thinkin', and I still believe you
ure Levison, mad if T black vour eve, and if,

when we geb bacl to school Levison hasn't
a bluck eye, I'll owe Levison an apology—"

“And what will you owo this fellow?”
asked Tom Morry.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“You silly idiot t" 3

“The wottah has the check to have a voice
just  like Levison's, too,” smid Arthur
Angustuy, in wonder.

“My name's not Levison. By name’s Tlos-
Lert Smith 17 growled the lad in brown.

“Then let me bluck your eye !

“Why should It"”

“To prova you're not Lovison,™

“Ha, ha, hatl"

¥ No, 1 won't fight you."” y

“Bay Jove! I wegard vou as & funk!"

“Tet me gol” 1

“What's to be done, deah boys? T can'l
lit: a fellow who won't put up his hands, T
we it as bad form o his pert, when I'vo
told him stwaight that I have n pavticular
weason for wantin® to give Lim a black eye.”

“Ila, ha, hal”

“All serens!' said Blake. “DMore ways
than one of killing e cat. We'll eut off somu
of his front hair with my penknife. Thal
will settle it just as well. Better, in fact.”

“Hear, hear" ;

“Vans,'" said Arthuy Augustus, with a nod.
“Pewwaps you'ra right, Blake. Cut off
{:lqnty of Liz hair. It's just like Lovison's
wmir, too."

“Btop il!” yelled the boy in brown, “I—T
won’t have it I—" :
“You can't help -it, my son,” pgrinned
Lowther.

“Iecp that knife away! I—T'll fight thal
silly idiot, if you like !" panted the junioxr iu
browi.

#0Oh, all right;
Blake, closing his penknifc.
of a barber, enyway."

“Put up your hands, vou woitahl T warn
von that I am goin' to give you a feahful
thwashin' 1" S

“JIt's understood yon let me go if T fighi
this: chap?" exclaimed tho {umm' TR
with a hurried glance down the dark latle ax
if he feared pursuil,

“Honour bright 1™ snid Tom Merry.

“Without cutting my lair, or anything?"

“That'’s understood.”

“Then I'm ready.”

And tho junior in brown roshed to the
sttack before Arthur Aungustus, who was
always deliberate in his movements, had time
to put wp his hands. His fist craghed into
D'Arcy’s oye, and the swell of St. Jim's went
down with a leavy burop.

“0Oh! Gwooh!"

“Here, fair play 1" cxelaimed Tom Merry,
“D'Arcy wasn’t veatly !

“0h, my esol Bai Joval Why, I'll make
wibbons of (hie wottah!" gasped Arthuy
Angustus, scrambling (o Dhis feet. “I wegard
that as a foul blow! Howevah, I'in weady
now L”

This time it was Arthur Augustus who
rished to the attack. Oné of his eyes was
closed, but the other was glittering with the
light of batile. The junior in brown met his
attack savagely, but (lere was no resisting
the swell of St. Jun's, whose blood was at
boiling-point. He knocked Master Herbert
Smith right and left,

After a couple of minutes hammor &nd
tongs, Arthor Augustus' right came home in
the voung blackguard’s left cye, and Master
Smith went down as if he had shot.

He lay gasping on the ground, and the war
like Gussy pranced round him, calling on him
to come on.

*Tad ecnough?” demanded Blake.

“Yosl O, my eyel” groansd (he junior
i brown.

take wvour choice!” said
“I'm not much

“Wais!" snorted Arthur Augustus. “I'm
not finished yeb.”
“¥es you are,” grinned Blake. “IF hn

doesn't have a prize black cyo after that
whack, I'm a Dulchroan {"
The junior in brown staggoved to his feer.

"He cluiched at his bieyele, threw himself inlo

the aaddle. and yode awar withont a word.
but at a breathless spoed.
“Kim on!” said Blake.
The juniors lniericd on their way. Arthur
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Angustus oaressed his eye tenderly. There
was no doubt that ho, as well as Levison’s
double, would have = beautiful black eye on
the morrow, -

The cyciist had vanished before them on
the dark road, ‘end they did not see him
again. %

But they covered the ﬁmund very quickly,
and roac the school wall. “The gates
were shut now owing to their delay. They
climbed over the wall and dropped into
the quadrangle. Then they strolled iuto the
School House with .an easy air, as il they
bad¢jum come in from a sprint round the
qua

A STARTLING DISCOVERY

ALBOT of the Shell locked into Tom
Merry & Co.'s study a few minutes
later. H= found that trio of worthy

vouths working hard at their prep.

“ Nearly finished?” asked Talbot, with a
smile.

*Shan’t get finisheu at ali1” said Manners

““¥gas, wathsh; mor shall I, you know,”
chimed in Arthur Augusius’ voice at the door.
“Look at my eye, dezh boys!”

“ Behold, it is black but’ comely !" grinned
Monty Lowiher.

“T haven't done my pwep * =aid Arthur
Augustus, ‘I shall get o a wow with old
Lathow in the wmornin . doesn't mattsh
=0 much as that | shall have a howwid biack
eve. It will look disgwaceful

“Go and get o beeistesk from the House
matron,” said Talbot.

“Bai Jove. that's a wippin wdech!”

Arthur Augustus hurried away to the
housekeoper’s room. Mra. Mimms looked at
him severely when he made his regquest.

*1 hope you haven!t been Bgheing with
Lrnest Levison,” she said.

“Wathah not,” said Arthur
“Cun 1 have a beefsteak?”

“1 am sorry, 1 have noue,” said the House
matron. 1 had to tell Levison the same.”

% Levison?” ejaculated Arthur Augusius,
jumping slmost clear of the floor. *You—
vou don’t mean to say that Levison has a

lack eye. mwa‘am?” j

“A dreadful black eye—worse than yours,”
said Mrs. Mimms, *“That is what made me
think you bad been Hghting. Deary ms,
what ever is the maiter?” .

Arthur Augustus looked s if he were

ing to faint for 8 moment. Then ke pulled
Eﬁnmif together, :

“You are quite suah that Levison has a
black eye?” he said dazediy.

“Cereainly.” S

“Which eye. ma'am?” said Avthur
Alug;:gtus.be He rﬁmeg;be‘mdz veiy clearly
piugging vison s double 1n the lelt cye.

ﬂh}.ehc left, Master D'Arcy!”

“Oh, gweat Scort! The awiful spoofah!”

“ Master D'Arc{—"

‘4 Qowwy, Mrs, Mimms. 1 weslly beg your
pm;:lo::. but that spoofin’ wascal— Where
1 he?™

“He has gone to bed.” :

“0Oh, all sewene?! All wight! Im afraid
I made a little mistake in my statement just
now, ma'am. and it was Levison I was fight-
ing with, aftah all. Sowwy you haven’t a
boafsteak. Cood-night, Mra’ Mimms)”

And Arthur Augustus hurried away in a
state of suppressed excitement snd exaspera-
tion. It was bed-time now, and Arthur
Augustus just caugbt Tom Moerry & Co, as
they came away from their study, and their
witfinished pm[»

“¥You fellahs come slonz to our dorm
afrah lightsout,” he whispered.

“ Anything on?” ;

# Yaazs, wathah! Make it ton o'clock. so
that we shall be safe from profects. Don't
fail: it's awfly important.”

Augustus,

%A food? asked Tom Merry & Co.
log;mher‘ -
“Wats! Noi”

“Then what's on?” demanded Tom. Moryy.

“The twial snd punishment of a dis
gustin’ ofah,” 'said Arthur Avgustus
stornly. 1 have mado a shockin® dis-
covewy.”

SAWell1”
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“Levison’s got o black eye."”

“Ay only hat!” :

And as the prefects came slong to shep-
herd the juniors off (o bed, anothing more
could be =aid just then. But the chums of
the Shell did not forget thar appoinunent in
the Fourth Form dormitory.

.
- . . - - -

66 % JOW then, turn an!” said Kildare.

) The Fourth Formers turned in.
Levison was already in bed when the rest
of the fellows arrived in the dormitory.
Apgarcntly he was asleep. -Arthur Auguwsins
D'Avey had not said a word yet to any but
Tomn Merry & Co. But his noble brow was
very stern.

Hi= ripping idea had worked!

Kildare wrned out the lights and retired
from the dormitory. There was the ueual
chatter from bed ro bed. but Arthur Augusius
did not join in. He wanred the prefect on
duty 1o be guite clear before proceedings were
start

Not a sound eunme froin Levison. D'Arcy
did not belicve that he was asleep. Having
failed to obrain a beefsteak, Levison had no
means of curing his black eye. It would eliow
up plainly enough on the morrow.

_ The cad of the Fourth wa~ probably think-
ing it over as he lay feigning slamber, trying
to devise some schewe for occounting for it
Possibly he would 3(: up before rising-bell
and contrive a fall downstairs to account for
the black eye.

By going to bed before the others be had
S0 ed in keeping it secret for thar evening
—or so he believed.

And ‘thar gave him a respite—time ta plan

“dodge.” For he did sot want it kuown
that the precious story that he had a double
was all =poof
_Without that cunnin
little games Levison ha
too risky to be kept up.
_ D’Arcy could guess 1he thoughts that were
in the mind of the cad of the Fourth. But
he gave no sign. It was not till the buzz of
voices was dying away, and the juniors set-

invention, certain
planned would be
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tling down to sleep, that tho seeil of St. Jim's

ipped n. -

“Pway don’t go to a!eer yet, desh boys"

“Why not?” yawned Bloke “I'm sleapy.”

“ Wait 1ill ten o'clock, deah boy."

“What ou earth for?”

“The Shell fellows are comin’ ™

“My hat] What are they coming for?”

“Tg so¢ justice doue,” said Arthur Augustus
mysteriously. :

Blake sai up in bed in astonishment and
peered through the gloom at his chuns.

“Are you off your zecker?” he demanded.

“No. Levison hes o black eye.”

* Whar 1

There was a gasp from Levison’s bed.

“And we're goin' to see justice doune. said
Arthur Augustus  *“It's all wight—therc goes
ten o'clock.” . o

“Here we are—here we are—here we are
again1” sang a whispering voice, recognisable
as Momy Lowther's. N b >

Tom Merre & Co. eame quietly in and
closed the dormitory door after them,

A match flickered out, and Blake lighted a
candle-end. Herries lighted asnother. “All the
unjors were sitting up in bed uow, excepting

Vison, . . .

He lay wembling.  D'Arcy’s unexpected
revelation hod eompletely knocked his plans
ou the head. The game was up now, with o
vengealce. i
be'g. ¢ chums of Study No, 6 jumped out of

“ Levizon I said Blake in an eminous voice.

yore 1

*“He's asleep,’” chuckled Tom Merry. “I'll
try the water-jug.” ;

visgon sat up in bed.

“What do you waut?” he growled.

“We want you, my pippin,” said Blake.
“Ger out of bed® :

1 won't!® -

Bump! Levison rolled out of bed, pro led
by energetic shoves. -He picked Rimself up,
gritting his teeth. In the candle-light his
black eye was only too prominent.

. " T?élch me, and F'll vell for the prefects!”
o said,

{Continged on page 20.)
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If you want to win o useful prize, send ONE joke, or riddle, on a postcord, to ** Cuthbert,”

The TRIUMPH, Fleetwoy H

HIS REASON.

Teachor (during exams): **Hopking, that is
the second time 1 have scen you ook at Jones'
papers,’”

Hopkins: * Yes, miss. You sec;, he doesn’t
write very plainly.”

{Useful’ prize to Peter Way, Rosemere,
Walton Hoed, Pannal, Harrogate.) =

" - "

THIS 1S A LEG-PULL.

Ai lads went into o store, bought a book, and

S8 2
‘ “Don't bother to wrap it up,”

She walked away, but hadn’t got far when
the manager came up to her.

“You stole that _Eook. bocause everything
thot is bought here is wrapped up.”

He locked the lady in 2 reom while ke went
to fetch & policeman. She started to elimb out
of the window., and was half-way through
when the manager came bock and started to
pull her leg—just as I am pulling yours.

{Special prize to R. Clarke, Lynsted, Park
Roadl, Goldalining:}
& - -
HIS POSITION,
Grandpo: '‘How -are you getling on at

40

school, my boy?
Tommy: * Fine, grandpa! Centre-forward
in the footer team: vight-back in lessons!™
(Useful prize. to K. Pook. Cheddingion.
Panlsgrore. Cosham. Hans)

ouse, Farringdon Street, London, E.CA4. Add
and the nomes of the two stories you like best now running in t
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our name and address
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HIS LUCK DIDN'T LAST!.
Jones: “Do you reslise, Smith, that you've
been digging a hole in the back of my coal

mith: “Good gracioue! And I've hee
telling myself how Tueky 1 was to hove a g:?
minc in my gardent ;
(Useful prize to A. C. Fairweather, 378, Oak-
leigh Road, Whetstone, N.20.)

[ L. -

GETTING HIS OWN BACK.

An American was taking o sight-seeing ri
{hmu;ilb London on a bus st ¢ 3ido

“What's that place over there?” he asked
the ;';‘{?E“"“w’ prm!in 3

“Why," answered the conductor, ** that’s th
TFower of London 1 A ot

“Is that 201" ssid the American. *Well,
reckon wa bujld places like thav in & week iu
A one Mete v s

ittle later they were passi t. !

Cathedral. _y DS Shtacs

““And what's this place?” -the ‘American
wanted to know.

The conductor was ready for him this time,

“Couldn’t tell you, mister,” he replied; **it
wasn't thero when I passed this morning.”

{Uscful prize to *“Trioxrn  Reader,” 5,
Leamington Villas,. Longhurst Road. Lowis.
ham S F13)

‘ressessetscRsesdesoned
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“Good I" replied Lowther.  “Welll be glad
{0 Sec’ them' here,  They'll be glad o .hear
sbout o certain Herbort Smith, whose resl .
vafe s Levison.”

% Vuss, wathal 1

evison pauted. He ,v‘t'a.é fairly cayght, Fle
dered not call the prefects on the scene, Iie
cast & hunted look round the dermitory. All

eyes were upon him. .

“Feith, and pwhat's the mafter?” asked
Reillys  © What has Levison done ¥ -

S Teken us all inl” said Blako. “Invented
a person who doesn’t exist so that be can play
thosgiddy ox. And now Le's going to pay the
pipert” .

!:But what in thunder—""'begen Lumley-
Lumley. ; i

.. .“Listen, ond I will o tale unfold!” smid
Tom Merry. “Gussy had 2 brilliant idea:
yoi know what brilliant ideas Gussy has—"

“Ha, ha, hal!” A B :

“We ran inte Levizon's double in tho lane
this ovenitig, and Gussy decided to give him
n;.;.liy;%ck. eye as o -conclusive proof that
Ldvison's double wasn't Levison.” Well, Guasy
gaye him a black cye. He gave Gussy one,
too, Hut that ‘docsn’t’ mattor ”

“Dai Jove| r i 1 ot g
“Order in court! Gussy pave Levison's

double & black eys, ond Levison's got it I'-

My hat!” said ‘Hammond. “Then {here
't & double 17 .

“There-is notd Lavison has been lying all
slong the live.  Now he's going to have
snother Form trial, and he's going te be
proved to be his own doubles Gather vound!”

All the l]1|..mi|:|1-s: were out of bed by this time,
Tliey gathered round Levison.  The hlack
lfimisc round his eye showed up on his white

ace.

“We'vo got no time to waste, or some nosoy
prefect will see the Hiht and come nosing in,”
said Blake. *DBut we'll be fair. We're going
to treat Levison fairly before we slaughter
L.  Have you got suything to say,
Loyizont” e . -

“2I=1 got this black eve—er—falling down-
stairs,” sard Levison with trembling lips.

_‘:‘.‘I‘ﬁa; inight have passed in thie morning,”
said Tom 'Merry, “though I don’t know about
even that.  But it won't wash now. You are
the fellow wa met on the road who pretended

o was your double.” i

“I=F wasn't!’ I haven't been out!” mut-
tered Levison desperately, “I—I'm telling
the truth. I—I fell downstairs and kaocked
my eye on the bauisters.” . ]

* When't”

“ About eight o'clock.™

= Whoppérs ¥ said Lumloy-Lumley. ©T was
talking to Hammond of the fool of the stairs
when eight o'clock struck, and vou jolly well
didi't fall down then .

. “No need for him to trot out any more
lies,” said Blake briskly. = “Now, Levison,
we'll give you e chance fo make & clean breast
of it You're not going to run & dual exist-

TRIUMPH to a friend when you have read it. EESLATTH -

ence that will only end in
grece to your House: Jou'ye going lo be
stopped vow, ~ You can ‘confess, and we'll
punish you; or elss you can go to o House-

master. 1 give you my word that if you don’t _ fi§
own up we'll take you before Mr. Carringion.” 5%

hat was cnough for Levison. )

S1—I=1 dow’t wnind owning up,” he stam=
m?red. Flt—it was a lark.? . -

You've not got & doublet™

“N-no." : )

®Then why did you say you had?” de-
manded Blake. £ :

“Well, it oceurred to mo ithat a—a follow
with a double could do thingd rather safely,
you know, so——" :
~*¥Yes, we know the sort.of. things you
moeaen 1% snapped Herries.  “ But how did you
*got back intune the day Gussy spolted you?”

Levison grinned faintly.
“On my bike,” he answered, .
“But _you “sold your . bike.” exclaimed

Lumley-Lumley. . - it
“You see, I was. hard-up,” said Lovison,
“and—and I wanted a bit of a fling. I s
my bike to Henney’s for eeven pounds. Then
X Bought & secondhand old crock for pound.
It wasn't worth much,” yout soo,= but "1t was
good enough to ride on, and it didn't matter
if it was left in the opty at night—it was an
old crock. © I've kept 1t iu the wooed.~ Then—
then, with the rast of the money, -1 had o bit
of g fling. I bought that brown suit and used
te wear it over my own clothes. - Tt made me
look stouter, and—and it was less trouble to
change. The bike's in a thicket not a hundred
yards from the =chobl nowl - It was really
only a joko.” -
C'Nulf said,”  ssid Tom Merry., - fAs
udg e 4 = 3 X
* Hold on !” said Blake. & I'm dndgo(*
“Rats!l”

“Look hore—" " - . M
“Order1” said  Monty Lowther.  “We don't
want the prefects here. |
se6 if vou can keep in fune.”:
“Ha. ha, ha!” e ye ATt
“Well, a3 judge,” said Tom Merry firmly,

“I sontence Levison to bt shown up to the = o0

Housemaster if he cver tells another whopper
ghout having 'a doublel” ™ =

“As judge,” said Blake, “I sndorse the sen-
tence of my respectad coHeague on the bench,
and sentence you. to be bumped, volled,

ragged, whacked, punched ‘and mede to ruu '
whiole dormitory.” 3

the gauntlet of the
“ Hear, hear|”
“T won't—yaroocol 1’ - ¢
The sentence was esecuted  prompily.
second thoughts, the bhumping was omifled, as
that would probably have hrought prefedts to
the dormitory. - B e £
The blackguard of the Fourth was tolled,
rogged, pommelled and, ducked in  his ‘own
washstand basin. - Then he was given a sound
slippering, strefched deross his hed face down-
wards, and with Blake wielding tho slipper. *
Levison's lesson was severp.ﬁ]_l.;t‘ it did lim
i . and nothing. more wus hedrd again b
Bt. Jim's of Levison's double, e 1 e
Did you guess, till the end of the story, whether
Levison had a doubls or’ not® 1 wasn't silre.
“Another fine - St. Jim's' fale -next week. Tall
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(Continued from pege 14.)

Ken cut off the engine, and the police boat 1
moved silently in Lo the side of tho. ship.-:
Juck crepl aboard -and.Ken pushed off agum.
He let the boat drifi for some distance, then ’
switched on the enginé and headed for tho
station, . . - ¢ % TN .

Jack stole silently u{sa to the window of tho -
wheelhonso. 'Half o do
all lieavily ermed. s 0

Jack saw.ho was booked for sudden-death :
ough stuff here. How couldiy
be delay the ship? . = °.-

Then one of!'the men glanced out of thatl
window. _Jack: ducked down like lightring, "

bt the German had seen him, :

He let-out a wild yell, and the Nazis turneds

zén men wero inside, ¢

85 ona man and rusiied out 1o the top of thes
)

sleps, iy
faék’ sprang down to the deck and raced .-

along towards the stern.- The Germans torg +

after-him in & bunch, letting out fieres crids.
They took sim as they ran! - ¥ i
Cradk. crack: erack! .

Red spurts of flame jabhed from théir guns. ©

Dullets spattered the detk af the cop’s heels,
Te reached the top of the companion-way ‘and
leapt down into the blackness as . the “wood- .
work splintered all round Lim. Down into the

‘howels of theiship 'Ee,rgcegl. tho Nazis thun-

dering after him, _ : :

The roar of Phantom-faco’s launch told him
that s'I)_v chief was coming back in a ‘huriy to
s¢e what the shooting ‘avas: about. “Fha cop
realised “that the chase Tould huve only oho
S_t.i!?._ hesmight a3 well give them a ran for
their money. The best he could expeet. ivhen

thex caught him wasia ballet. = ¢ By

Thew his foot struck something and Lo had
o brain-wave. : T RS
““Blazes 1" ‘he ejaculated. “T'll seutile tho,
curs. and we'll go o the bottom togethert™

With Jack to think was Lo act. Frantically.
ho lugzed open the sce-cocks, and seon hid
the river pouring into thé ship. %

A shriek of terrer wentwp from the Nazis ™
when they saw the water surging towards' the
boilers. - T Sy : b

Like madmen they raced back to the
deck. . -Pliantom-fuce; who had  just come
below, lod the way, -

Then Jack hicard a roar from up-river, and
bis heart gave o leap. © No mistaking _ tho
sotnd of thosa enginea. The police boats wero

racing 10 stop Phantom-face escaping.” Thay

- soon: surrounded the rapidly sinking ship.

Fortunately, -she was in a shallow sjiot, and_

23 she' went agroumd with a larch, the Nazis
heads in

“Jack came up to the deck again, whero the'
cops were busy securing the Germans, JIho
mspector saw him and came over. * St

“Magnificent !, he cried.. “Thanks to, you,.
Murray, the mystery of the Iouse 'of Dealh
has at last boen solved, snd the menace .of
the ‘Grey Spy removed. ™ Phantom:faco will
soon be on.his way.to -another: house~{ho-
House of Justice..* Hwlkfind that Jjust as-fatpl
to him as his bide-out was to his vielims{"

L2 e e T | S R S . -
Wasn't that yarn packed full of thrills, chumsg. -

Lumme, Jack Murray dees bump into things,
doesn’t he 2 + And, he’ll be with you again soon,
but next ‘wesk, you'll" meet Dr. Justice, a~ suner-

sleuth in & thrilling story entitled:: ** Death Over

the Wire."! - Tell your:newsagsnt to-day.that-you

will want noxt Tuesdap’s issue of the TRIUMPH, -
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