


GREAT WAR

AIR-ACE as FLYING SANTA CLAUS'!

# Take: those with you!"”

Hankering alter
BIGGLESWORTH
Present! - ., .

“Den’t Forget the Mustard!”
IGGLES was deep in thouwght as
B he pieked his wag through a
thin layer of fine snow towards
the officers” mess.  Reacling it he
pushed the dovr epew and walked
quickly to  the large\ irem . steve,
avound which mest of the officers of
No. 266 Sguadron, Maranique,
France, whe had inisked their break-:
tasts, had econgregated. He called
lowdly for bacen and cggt

“ Happy Christmas, cverybhody ! he
anneunced.

Algy Lacey looked Liim up and
dowie curiously.

“Why alt the polish ™ he inguired.

Biggles glanced down at his wnusu-
ally clean umiform, and thom at Slgy:

“Can’t a fellow dress respectably
vithout having attention drawn  te
7 he complained.

“When you put on your best tunie
there's usually a geod reasen for it,”
retorted Algy. “ What's the idea?”

“Nothing in pgrticulag,” replied
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.

yelled' Biggles as, deliberateiy risking collision, he swept

at the he!lmeted hcad heneathi him.

Peace

" XMAS-

and - Goocwill,

down and hurled his packet

OX/

CAPTAIN

delivers the enemy a startling Christmas
. By FLYING-OFFICER W. E. JOHNS

Biggles, pulling out a chair and seat-
ing himself at the long trestle table.
“FPm not flying to-day, that’s all.”

“Not flying! Why not?” 3
“Beecausc it’s Christmas,” said
Biggles, “and I’'m a firm believer in
the old motto Goodwill Towards Men
—and all that sert of thing. I’d hate
to be shot up, or down, at this festive
season.  Se I've decided not to shoot
anyone clse down.”

“But this Goedwill Towards Men
stuff doesn’t include the cnemy,” de-
clared Mahoney. ‘

“Certainly it does.  Even Germans,
when we are at war with ’em, arc
human beings. And Peace on Earth
is the programme for to-day.”

“What's struck you sentimental
all of a sudden?’ inguired Maloney,
kieking open the door .of the stove
and warming lis. hands_at the blaze.

“Nothing,”  answered. Biggles.
“But this fighting at Christmas 1s all
wrong. There ought to be an official
truce declarved. In fact, we might go
further than that.and show a nice

2

feeling by exchanging greetings with
our cnemics.” )

“Gureetings ?”’

“Yes. Christmas cards !”

“¥es, I know,” agreed Mahone
cnthusiastically. “I've a nice little
Christmas card all ready te deliver;
it weighs twenty pounds, and was
designed by Mr. Cooper. A nice little
Cooper bomb ™

“Can’t you get your mind
bombs for an hour or two?
thinking of a design for a card.”

“A German going down in fames;
under a Camcl plane, and a skull and
cross-bones in the corner,” suggested
Algy brightly.

Biggles cyed him frostily.

“What I had in mind was a Camel
and a Fokker flying alengside each
other, with bunchics of mistletoe on
the propeller bosscs, and a robin
looping round them: Their pilots
could be lteaning out- shaking hands.
Hands across the sea—you know the
sort of thing.”

oft
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“What abeut having some snow on
the. ground, too?” suggested Algy:

“That’s the idea! A snow-covered
E*Io-Man’s-Land, with the wire stick-
img up through it.”

“You’d have to have a few corpses
in it,” said Mahoney ‘thoughtfully,
for it would look like a sheep pen er
something.” -

“Corpses, - my

eyel!” growled

Biggles. “You can’t have corpses on
a Christmas card. We could have a
Christmas® pudding, though, on 'a

Come on, let’s do
Who can draw?
handy with a

broken-down tank.
something about it.
Here, Mae, you're
pencil ; get busy.”

“Any drawing I do to-day will be
with tracer bullets,” declared
MacLaren. “You’ll be talking about
sending the Germans a Christmas-box
next !”

Biggles started.

“By James! I never thought of
that!” -he ecxclaimed.. “That's a
better idea still! The poor blighters
arc short of grub. by all accounts.
Why not send them a- packet of
sausages—say about ten pounds?
They like sausages, I believe.”

“Yes; but even a Hun would have
to be thundering fond of ’em to say
¢ Thank you!” for a wad of sausages
weighing ten pounds if it fell on the
back of his skull from a Camel flying
at a thousand fect or so! You can’t
go slinging sausages about like that !
It’d ruin the sausages, anyway.”

“You're always ready to pick faults
in my ideas '’ grumbled Biggles. “I
say it would show a nice spirit'”

“8o would a few rounds of tracer
bullets.  Who’s going to take this
packet over, anyway?”

“I would!” Biggles declared.

“And drop them? They’d bust to
smithereens.”

“Not necessarily drop ’em. Fly
over to a German aerodrome, land,
dump ’‘em over the side, and fly off
again.”

“You're crazy

“Nothing- of the sort.
would be tickled to death.”

“They might bring us a present in
return,” suggested Rogers.

“Like they did last Christmas,
wlen they plastered us with bombs !”
snorted Mahoney. “We don’t want
any presents from Huns here.”

“All the more reason why we should
give them a lesson in human kind-
ness,” protested Biggles. “Any-
how, I'm not asking you to take the
sausages, am I? Where do you think
I could get some?”

‘“You're not serious?”

“I am. I like the ideca. Goodwill
—that’s the thing. I'm full of good-
will to-day.”

“Well, I'd rather be full of good
pudding,” yawned Mahoney. “ Orders
aren’t out yet, are they?”

“No; the Old Man said stand fast
until the weather cleared,” replicd
MacLaren.

Biggles walked across to a window
and stared at the leaden sky.

“If we're going to wait for that
stuff- to clear up, we shall have to
wait a long time,” he said. “ There's
more snow up there, or I'm a Dutch-
man,  There’s plenty on the acro-
drome as it is,” he went on, frowning

The Modern Boy
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The Huns

abt the snow-covered landscape. ' If
it snows any more, we shan’t be able
to get off, and flying will be hung up
until-it thaws.

“Well, I'm not going to hang about
liere all day watching you blokes play
bridge.”

He moved towaids the door. -

“Don’t forget the mustard with the
sausages !” Maloney called after him.

Hide and Seek in the Clouds!

WO hours later the mess re-

I sounded with the vibrant hum

of an aero enginc; it rose to a
shrill bellow, and then died away sud-
denly, like a siren that has been cut
off.

Mahoney sprang to his fect and ran
to a window.

Brrrrr, brreeryr, brreeeer! A Camel
plane was moving slowly across the
snow away from the hangars.

“Great snakes!” cried MacLaren.
“The chump must be off his rocker!”

“Who is it ?” asked Rogers.

“Biggles! What other lunatic do
you imagine would be flying on a day
like this?” Mahoney said witheringly.
“Well, I wish him joy,” he concluded,
as he returned to his chair by the
fire. :
oft !” observed - MacLaren,

“He’s
bending down to sec through the
window. -

- 23 23

With real sympathy in his heart, Biggles watched the enemy pilot make a

“If yott mean off his nut, you're
right—dead right,” answered
Mahorey. i :

He put his hands over hig- ears as
the Camel zoomed low ‘over-the mess
roof * with a deafening rear that
diminished swiftly te a low, musical
hum.

Biggles,- in the cockpit -of the
Camel, crouched a little lewer behind
the windscreen to avoid the Dbiting
slipstream. On his lap” he kept a
small package in place with his left
hand. )

Immediately above him the sky was
a_solid-looking, daik grey belt of
cloud, but- farther to the cast it
faded to a pale, watery, neutral tint.
showing that the cloud was not so
thick in that direction, and towards
it e now steered-his eourse,

As he flew he hummed to himself.
The flying provided the soothing
antidote that his ragged nerves
needed. ‘

“I shan’t be likely to meet any-
one to-day,” he mused, as he cyed
the threatening atmospheric condi-
tions with disfavour.
© Anti-aireraft gunfire in front of
him warned him that he was over
the Lines. ;

A shell ‘burst near his wing-tip,
with a flash of erimson flame, and he
side-slipped away, peering:. down to
sec if he could locate the enemy

supreme effort to avoid the trees, catch his wing-tip, and plunge heavily
in the snow.

5
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Biggles’ Xmas-Box !

battery that was putting in such good
‘shootirig.

“If you get any closer you’ll be
getting your sausages ready fried!”
he murmured, as he_ brought the
Camel back on to an even keel, and,
pushing the control-stick forward
for speed, Zoomed upwards towards
the clouds.

A wisp of grey vapour clutched at
his propeller, and another swirled past
his ailerons, and then the snowcloud
enfolded him in its clammy heart.
The pulsating roar of his engine in-
‘creased’ in volume, but it left him
unmoved, and with his eyes on his
instrument-board he held the machine

steadys
. { The control- stick was going
*sloppy > 'in his hand, showmor that

the Camel was on the pomt of
stalling as he emerged through the
top side of the cloud. - But he was
by no means clear of it, for towering
masses rose up all about him.

. At one place, however, a narrow,
jagged blue line cut across the grey,
and after flying level for a moment
or two to regain speed he tilted his
‘nose up towards it.

As he did so, out of the corner of
his eye he thought he caught sight
of a dark shadow flitting from one
cloud to another.

He altered his course instantly,
frowning in surprise, eyes glued to
the spot where the spectre had
vanished. Whether it was friend or

Tbe Cbrlstmas Mall'

NE of the crack trains of the Line, roaring through the night at express
speed-—as in our vigorous cover-picture—the Christmas Mail is a train 3
that carries no passengers, though it may well have a hundred or more

yen aboard !

You’ll never travel on it—unless you become a Post Office sorter later on!
And it carries only picked men, for of all the concentrated jobs of work the
travelling Post Office sorter’s is getting on for the most exacting. :

The mountains of Christmas parcels at the big terminus stations in the
cities have been piling higher and higher.
they get them away, but in a few hours they’re all gone—and a new mountain

of them begins to pile up.

MOST of this work is done at night-time, and by parcels trains which make
frequent stops, and the job of sorting the parcels exactly isn’t done on

the train.

Office have to handle.

The most famous Mail train in the world must surely be the West Coast Postal
of the London, Midland and Scottish, which Jeaves Euston Station at 8.30 p.m.
This is the real Night Mail, composed only of Post Office vans, 4
several of them fitted with the latest type of catching-nets and droppmg

every night.

gear.

At Christmas-time the Mail is made up to as many as fourteen vans with the }

pick-up and dropping gear.

JUST as soon as the Mail starts, the sorters are at work. A bagful of mail is
sorted into pigeon-holes quicker than you could count the letters.
worst handwriting has no terrors for the sorters.
In less than half-an-hour the collecting gear has begun to pick up the leather
gouches which postmen have been hooking up on the standares
What’s more, similar pouches of sorted letters have been made up by the
train men and dropped at the same points into heavy rope nets, to be collected
Some of the Christmas cards and letters you’ll get may
have been handled in this way by one or other of our crack expresses.
And this sort of thing is kept up by relays of men for hundreds of miles through
the night, so that you can get your letters and parcels bright and early at

ine.

by the same postmen.

breakfast-time !

The Modern Boy

Some of these parcels trains will travel 500 miles or more before
they come to a stop finally, and by that time they will have cleared hundreds
of tons of parcels, maybe—only the smallest fraction of the number the Post

foe he could not say, for the brief
glimpse he had had of it did not per-
mit him to see. In fact, as he circled
cautiously towards the cloud in which
the wraith had disappeared, he began
to wonder if he had actually seen
anything at all, or if his imagination
was playing him tricks.

The cloud was quite a small one,
and although he had .not taken his
eyes from the spot, he had not seen
the machine emerge on the other side.

Imjpelled by some instinct that he
did not pause to question, he turned
suddenly, and was just in time to
see the unmistakable tail-unit of a
German Fokker D.VII disappear into
the main wall of the cloudbank.

This time there was no mistake.
The machine was going away from
him, however, so whether the enemy
pilot had seen him or not it was im-
possible to determine.

He continued circling for a minute
or two, every nerve taut, his head
bobbing continually as he twisted
this way and that in order to keep
the whole cloudscape under observa-
tion. A flurry of fine snow swept past
the Camel, stinging the exposed part
of his face and making him snort.

“I’'m a cuckoo!” he growled.
“What sort of a game is this, any-
way? Not so much of the hide-and-
Where are

seek business, old man!
you?”

He began to feel uncomfortable,
for he did not relish the idea of sit-
ting in the open, an easy mark if

You simply can’t imagine how

The

s by the side of the

4

lis

the Hun was indeed stalking him.
On the other hand, he hesitated to
fly into the cloud for fear of collision
if the Hun had not seen him.

He waited for anotler two minutesj
and then could stand it no longer.

“That’s quite enough of that!” he
thought. And with his eye on his
compass he swung back on his
original course and headed towards a
formation of wind-torn clouds.

He had just reached them, and was
about to plunge into them, when a
cream-coloured Fokker ‘D.VII shot
out, directly in his line of fight.

Biggles shoved the control-stick
forward spasmodically, and the
Fokker zoomed, the two machines
missing each other by a margin of
not more than a couple of fect.

. . s o %

whole bloomin’ communlty [hd

thought Biggles furiously,

as he swept round to follow the Hun,

who was just disappearing into the

upper cloud. But then, remembering

his peaceful mission, he turned again
and resumed his course.

Almost at once he was startled by

the tacka-tacka-tacka of a machine-~

“« THAT fool is a danger to the

‘gun, and, turning his head round to

ascertain the cause, he saw the Hun
shooting at him from a distance of
about a quarter of a mile.

His eyes narrowed as he watched
attacker, who was ‘obviously
either a new man or a nervous pilot,
for his chances of scoring a hit at
such a range were remote.

“You’d better push off, my lad,
before one of us gets hurt!” Biggles
growled.

Tacka-tacka-tacka!

“Oh, all right—have it your own
way !” muttered Biggles wrathfully,
as he whirled up to accept the attack.
But instantly the Fokker swerved -
into the side of the cloud and was
lost to sight.

“Well, if you think I'm going to
play hide-and-seek with you in that
muck, you’re mistaken!” observed
Biggles, as he once more turned to-
wards the German aerodrome that
had been his original destination, but
keeping one eye on the spot where
the Hun had disappeared.

He watched it for a minute or two,
but the slipstream of his propeller
seemed to be freezing the side of his
face, so he ducked back into the
cockpit with the intention of hurry-
ing from the vicinity.

Tacka-tacka-tacka! The €Camel
jerked round as if swung on a pivot,
and Biggles saw the Fokker about

three hundred yards away. He
peercd forward through Ins' gun-
sights, with his hand on the gun-
lever.

Tacka-tack Both -his ‘guns
ccased firing simultaneously, with
the cocking handles slightly raised.

Furiously he hammered at them, for
the jam, as usual, had occurred at
a vital moment: the Hun had been
dcad in his sights !

His annoyance grew to anger as,
in spite of his efforts, the eocking
handles refused to budge. He knew
that the ammunition was at fault—
“bulged ” rounds, in all prebability
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—but the knowledge did not help
matters, for the gun refused to re-
spond to the recognised clearance
actions that he applied. It was
clearly a c{Ob for the armourers on
the ground. .

. “Well, I'm Dashed!”
EANWHILE, the Hun, gaining
M confidence as the Camel did
not- return his fire, cireled
warily nearer, firing from time to
time as opportunity occurred.

“And to think I was taking you
sausages for tea!” grated Biggles, as
he swerved. from side to side to throw
the enemy gunner off his mark, know-
ing in his heart that his only course
was to accept the inevitable and make
his way home through the clouds that
ofteted plenty of cover, yet loath to
give his opponent the satisfaction of a
moral victory.

“I'll remcmber you, my lad !” he |

declared, as he eyed the Fokker
malevolently, and prepared to head
for home.

The German pilot scemed to divine
:his intention and made a sudden dive.
One of his bullets actually went
through one of the Camel’s wings, and
‘at the same moment Biggles had an
idea. .

With a grim smile on his face he
jerked the Camel’s nose up as if he
had been hit; he eased the throttle
back, applicd bottom rudder, and
threw the machine into a spin. For
a brief instant he had a glimpse of
the clated Fokker pilot following, and
then the mist enfolded him.

Would the German pilot come right
through after him, to mark the spot
where his assumed victim had crashed,
or would he not? It was an open
question, but one that the next few

scconds would answer.

He shot out of the bottom side of
the cloud, still spinning, but
vecovered. control imstantly and
zoomed up again to the lower laycrs
of mist. g

Looking down, he noted that he was
just over his own side of the Lines,
and that the landscape was strangely

white, as if it had been snowing hard ;

since he took off.

He had no time to sce more, for to

his intense - satisfaction the Fokker
‘had staggered out of the murk and
was gliding down, with the pilot lean-
ing over the side of his machine
obviously searching the ground for his
victim.
" Biggles whipped the Camel round in
a flash and roared down on his unsus-
pecting foe. Three hundred yards
only scparated them, and the distance
rapidly closed between them. Two
hundred—one hundred—fifty—and
Biggles began to ease the control-
stick back.

Deliberately risking collision, he
swept down on the straight-winged
machine, following the same line of
flight; and, as he passed over it, at
a distance of not more than twenty
feet, he took the control-stick in his
left hand and, grasping the packet of
sausages in his right, burled it at the
helmeted head.

“Take those with you!” he yelled,
and. zoomed upwards, carrving with

The Modern Boy

ERE’S health and joy

H to each of you,
The best of you,

the rest of you ;

Go easy, I beseech of you,
On cakes and stuff at tea.
I mean to eat my fill, of course,
A pound of it, a mound of it ;
But atter—when I'm ill, of
course—

You’'ll have the laugh of me /
} ERE’S some Christmas
Lessons for you. You
may do these instead of home-
work. If your masver objects
after the holidays, you may
mention my name, and it won’t
make the slightest difference.

EIGHTS AND MEAS-
URES.—Takea number

of village waits, and show what
measures are nccessary to deal
with them.

HE GREATER INTO THE
LESS.—Take 3 doz. mince
pies, 1 1b. Christmas pudding,
3 helpings turkey, 2 Ib. assorted
vegs, 6 doz. walnuts, 1% gals.
ginger beer, 8 ozs. almonds,
4 oranges, 2 pkts. stuffed
dates, and % lb. chocolate creams, and
show how this may be stuffed into a
cubic innards measuring 9 x 5 x 4.
Divide the answer by two spoonfuls
of Black Balsam for Bilious Block-
heads.

IGURES CANNOT LIE !—Take a

number of guests after a hefty

late dinner and make sure that each of

them has a figure like an inflated
stratosphere balloon.

Show them to their bed-rooms, and
provide them beds measuring 6 fect
Iong by 1 foot 9 inches wide. This will
prove that figures cannot lie. (It’s also

a jolly good joke.)
I HEAR that the Society for the
¢ Prevention of Piffle in Pantomimes

% is determined to do away with the stale

. old jokes that blossom, like the rose,

once every year. They ask all fellows

who go to pantomimes this ycar to rise
in a body and yell out the joke as soon
as it appears. Thus:

LTI TR PR EPE BT

THE Prince (to Cinderella’s ngly
sister) : “ You think you can get
that foot into the crystal slipper ?
Why B

The Audience (with one voice):
¢ Why, you couldn’t get it into the
Crystal Palace!”

|

LR

NOTHER one on the black list is
Sindbad’sannual moan that he had
nothing to do but *“ to look all day long
at the sea’s blue surges.” Immediately
the comedian starts to speak, all jump

in first with :
“ I THOUGHT you said you were
Sindbad the Sailor, not Sindbad
the Tailor.”
If that doesn’t do the job, we shall
have to go back to the rack and thumb-
screw !

° . » . ®

DID you know that I am making and

selling Christmas Crackers for a
living ? You want to buy a box of
my special Giant Surprise Crackers !
There’s nothing in ’em. That’s the
surprise. At least, only a few mottoes,
written by me. Here are some:

If you paid two-and-six for me,

You’re swindled out of two-and-three.

Don’t pull these crackers; don’t
begin ’em.

"Tain’t worth doing—nothing in "em.

Send in your orders now, lads. Every

order dealt with as fast as I can wrap a
bit of paper round nothing at all!
Hurrah'!

Y 5
Bid- e o e e e
him an impression of a white, leaf, either out of control or in scrious
startled, upturned face. ) difficulties.

Whether or not the package hit the “Well, I'm dashed!” muttered
machine he did not know, nor did he Biggles, in amazement. “T do be-

particularly ecarc. To tell the truth,

lieve I actually hit the. poor swipe.

he hardly expected to score a hit, and
without waiting to see if he had or
not, he tore straight on, expecting
every minute to hear the Hun’s guns
cracking behind him.

Presently, however, as therc was no
sound of pursuit, he looked round, and
jerked up his goggles with an ex-
clamation of surprise. The Hun was
going down in the manncr of a falling

5

Yes, he’s going to hit the deck,” he
went on, as the Fokker lurched carth-
ward, with the pilot making desperate
efforts to keep his machine right side
up.

Biggles cut out his enginc and
began to spiral down after him.

With real sympathy in his heart he
watched the cnemy pilot make a
supreme effort to avoid some trees,
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Biggles’ Xmas-Box !

catch his wing-tip, and plunge
heavily, A white cloud rose high into
the air.

At first Biggles thought it was
smoke, and then breathed a sigh of
relief as it disappeared qmckly, and
he realised that it was only snow.

“Lucky blighter !’ he mused, as he
saw some Tommies running towards
the spot. “He must have struck a
snowdrift. But fancy having to admit
that you were shot down with a packet
of dead pig!”

He continued to circle overhead
and watch until he saw. a figure
emerge from the crashed Fokker.

“That’s good !” he muttered. “The
soor  blighter’s  still alive: and

icking. Wonder who he is, and how
he came-to be flying all on his lone-

some on a day like this? Must be a
new man to the game, I should think,
the way he tried to fight.

“Lucky for him my guns jammed !
But for that, he wouldn’t have got
off so lightly. Well, it’s me for
home now.’ And he turned his
machine in the direction of his aero-
drome.”

“Funny,” he thought to himself, as
he flew on, keeping an alert eye on
the skies in case any more enemy
planes hove in sight. “I came out on
a friendly mission, and it’s only by
the biggest fluke imaginable that I

Thaven’t lost my life or killed some-

body else.

“Scems to me, this peace and good-
will  business doesn’t extend to the
skies. In any case, I'm not trying it
any more—it’s too dangerous. Trouble
is, the other fellow doesn’t know
you’re disposed to be friendly. We're
so used to fighting one another that
we naturally expect the other fellow
to shoot on sight.

“Pity, but there it is. And I sup-
posc it’s”only hatural.  After all,
if I’d been out on an offensive patrol
and spotted a Hun I'd have done just
the same as that fellow did—fought,
Christmas or no Christmas!”

. . . . .

EN minutes later he landed at
Maranique and walked stiffly
towards the mess, where he

found the others as he had left them,
some still standing round the fire and
others playing bridge. A shout went
up as he entered the room.

“Well, did you lhand the Prussians
the polonies?” inquired Maloney,
pausing in the act of playing a card.

Biggles opened the flap of the stove
and warmed his hands at the genial
glow.

“Yes,” he replied, ‘““or rather, I
gave them to a poor little stray Hun
I met on the way.”

Maloney raised his eyebrows.

“What do you mean?”’

“What I say!” was the retort.

“How could you give them to a Hun
on the way?”

A far-away look came into Biggles’
eyes.

“Well, I didn’t exactly give them
to him,” he admitted. “He was barg-
ing about trying to be awkward, and
my ‘runs ]nmmed So I =

“Well

“I shot him down with a load 0£

19

pork !
Mahoney stared incredulously.

“D’you expect us to believe that
you knocked a Hun down with a
pnrcel of sausages?”

“I don’t expect you to believe any-
thing; I'm telling you, that’s all. I've
just “ordered a tender so that I can
slip over and fctch the poor blighter.
I'm going to bring him back here. I
was thinking

“© Yes?”

“Well, if he managed to save the
sausages we could give them to him
for luncl) just to show there’s 1o ill
feeling—only Goodwill !"’

oWesssessssasessesesrescesscascssossnns eessee

Still filled with the jolly
Christmas Spirit, Biggles is de~
termined to have a Christmas=
tree by hoolkk or by crook.
How he enjoys his Christmas
Party you will read - Next
Saturday. « . « A feast of :

Enjoyment fm' Yoo!tl! :

cisvasEsesi e

veprecassesee
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There’s

—and then

dustbin !

to the coal-house roof.

OU’'D hate to have to take your model railway out on
Y And you wouldn’t dream of
dropping your model speedboat on to the water from

a height of a couple of feet.

You’d scarcely get the best results from them, would you ?
Youd hardly believe

The same applies to model aeroplanes.
some of the things I've seen fellows do!

There’s the type of chap who boasts proudly, ¢ My model
will fly in all weathers!* and takes it out when the wind is

positively roaring.

WELL, there are heaps of models that will fly in awful

Like real machines,
they might not come to grief when actually in the air.
oh, when they reach the ground and are tossed helter-skelter

weather, but it’s risking a lot!

The Modern Boy

By WW. Rigby, MODERN BOY’S Oun

Model PlaneExpert,who will answer,

I'vee of Charge, any Model Plane

s2ueries that any reader cares to send

to the Editor. If you can, enclose

« ‘stamped addressed envelope for
reply by Post

across the common, on their noses, on theu backs, or
splintering their wing-tips !

also the cheery chap who, adopting a pose
like a ballct-dancer, tosses his model high into the air
looks really pained
pirouettes, and plonks !
around thce house, and eventually tell dad that his
brand-new beautiful
Now look
doing all that he shouldn’t, while the other has.got
his model away nicely and quietly. It’s the fellow
on the right you want to imitate.

when. it pivots,
Then he’ll go home, mope

is earmarked for the
One fellow is

model
at my sketch.

O make the ideal launch yoa want to hold the wound

propeller in the thumb and finger of your left hand,

and the model itself, usually behind the wings, in your right
hand. Then, with a steady forward movement, launch your

model, keeping it on an even keel—and then let go.

or across it.

If there is a little steady wind, launch either straight into
If across, see that the wing-tip which: drops

when the’plane starts is awey from the wind. This sounds
a perilous business as the plane tips up and banks steeply, but

But,

it nearly always gets away.

" Whereas launching straight into wind means a halt and a
climb, often with stalh.xg, befere the model finally sweeps,
round on its set course.
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TRUE-LIFE STORY of a TERRIFIC CHRISTMAS VOYAGE!

Panting Down the Thames!
T will be generally accepted that a
l condemned cell s a pretty grim
place.
place which is not a bit less grim.
It is the foredeck of a badly found

I happen to know onc other

and badly loaded tram)p steamer,
leaving harbour in mid-winter, witi:
nothing but a three-thousand-mile
wilderness  of  storm-hounded scas
ahead !

Aud I had the cxecution-cell-fecling
badly as the steamship Dicmen
cleared the Port of London one windy
Christmas, for Newport News in the
U.S.A. :

Gulls wheeled over the picrheads
and cried thinly in the cold twilight
of that grey cvening. Beforc us The
sliding Thames was a dull, slaty

The Modern Boy

the

mirror of the tattered sky. Behind
us, the Royal Albert Docks were a
misty forest of funnels and crvanes,
with here and there a siren blowing
a dismal farewell.

Unwillingly the Diemen turned into
the stream, while tug-towlines jarred
and strained viciously. Decep down in
the beily of the half-empty steel hull,
a rhythm began to beat. It was a
rhythm which seemed to make up
threc words and beat them out in-
cessantly, as orders to cast off were
tossed down from the bridge. The
tuglines dropped splashing into the
water. -

“Never-get-"'ome ” said the rhythm
of our wheezy engines. “Never-get-
‘ome! Never-get-‘ome !”

And many a time during the next

7

The Ship tha
Worildn't Smk

GERRY BOWMAN, Ordinary Seaman,
brought this amazing but PERFECTLY :
TRUE story to the MODERN BOY office :
other day.
exactly as he told

own words.—THE EDITOR

I give it
it to me,

to you
in his

twenty-nine days I was fated to be-
licve with cruel certainty that that

rhythm was fitted with the right
words.
Consider the position briefly. The

Diemen was an  ungraceful-looking
tramp of four thousand tomns, whic
had already seem morc ‘than thirty
vears’ knockabout service in cvery
corner of the globe. Whether her hull
had ever been properly painted in all
that thirty years is a point of idle
speculation.

In any case, her lower plates
appeared to Dbe held together by a
compound of barnacle and weed, with
which  her economically minded
owners could not be expected to inter-
fere.

She was loaded light—the period
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The Ship That
Wouldn’t Sink!

being the worst part of the shipping
slump—and her only cargo consisted
of several hundred nine-inch cast-iron
drain-pipes, which were stowed nup in
the ’tween deck.

In short, she was top-heavy, even
when she panted her way down the
level waters of the Thames. Her
plimsoll-mark was six feet above the
water-line, and her propeller-blades
were showing their tips as they
threshed muddy foam beneath her
rusty counter.

The terrible state of world-depres-
sion in ocean commerce was the only
reason why that ship, in that con-
dition, had managed to get together a
crew of any kind at all. y own
position on board was the exalted and
respectable one of ordinary seaman,
the reason being that I was suffering
in the early stages from a distemper
known as “hard-upness *—and which
attacks. me acutely at recurrent
periods, even to this day.

The effects of the disease are
localised to the trousers-pockets and
wallet, which lose weight and show
swift signs of advanced anazmia !

Mental depression is one of the first
signs of the malady, and it was in
mental depression that I turned into
my hard bunk that night, and tried
not to wonder whether I should ever
sce England again. At half-past five,
in the grey dawn which followed, my
depression was not in the least light-
cned. By that time we were through
the estuary, and the boat was already
lurching and pitching to the first
chops of the English Channel. .

The Diemen seemed to start off in
an evil mood, her first effort being to
cast loose a winch-boom; which
jumped from its lashing and succeeded
in breaking -a man’s- wrist before it
was secured and snugged down. The
man went ashore in the pilot-boat, oft
Dover, and, incidentally, he nearly
lost - his life by falling - between the
two craft whilst he was struggling
downthe jacob’s ladder—but even at
that he was the luckiest of us all.

Before we had reached Land’s End,
and were making due north-west into
the teeth of a moaning gale, two of
the fo’c’sle port-glasses were broken,
and my own bunk, including, myself,
was soaked through. .

& & 4
HE chip, criminally light, was
rolling like a crazy thing, and
the badly burned cook was try-
ing to hold pots on a ‘galley-stove
which was adopting opposite angles of
forty-five degrees at intervals of abeut
every half-minute. :

From the very first day of that trip,
nothing- could be left lying -about
deck, above or below. Everything had
to be made fast to the nearest solid
object, by the turn of a rope. Food
was eaten standing up and balancing;
shaving was an impossibility; and
washing was a matter of spirited gym-
nastics in the wake of a swinging. pail
attached to'a beam overhead.

From the very first day, too, the
“ditch-”. . was . inboard—to ‘use.  a
descriptive nautical plirase.

The Biemen started boring her
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blunt nose down into it directly she
lurched her awkward way into the
heavy Channel . swell. With a
thunderous crash the green seas came
over the fo’c’sle head, and seemed to
be trying to hold it down, whilst the
stern rose up and the propeller beat
madly at the water like a drowning
man.

The fo’c’sle itself was a foot deep
with a swirling, oily mass, which
swept from side to side and never
seemed to get much less, even though
it was constantly bailed and mopped
by the crew.

And on the fourth day, whilst head-
ing for the south of Ireland, there
came the first dull chords of what was
destined to develop into the most
ghastly and infernal music which ever
a ship’s company can hear.

Through the iron casing of the hold-
bulkheads a moving drain-pipe could
be heard rolling and clanking its way
over the tops of its fellows. o

Every time the ship rolled that pipe
rolled, too, leaping and jumping like
some crazy thing in a steel dungeon.
It brought up against the steel side-
plates with a ringing crash.

And, although any kind of loose
cargo should at once be attended to
by the ship’s carpenter and his mates,
this was immediately made impossible
by an alteration in the weather.

Wallowing in Pandemonium !

T was almost at the same time that
l that first loose pipe was heard and
reported = that the wind veered
round several points more. And the
gale, which had been driving the seas
into a mountainous fandango, roared
up to full tempest strength.

It rose up in the matter of half an
hour. It gained volume, so that it
moaned up out of the vast -grey
southern wilderness on an awe-inspir-
ing, terrifying note. .

The blast of its gigantic force took
the ship on her port bow.with such
almighty force that she was listed over
—and listed over she stayed, creaking
and straining and wallowing in a
misery of pandemonium and chaotic
discomfort, until that ‘tempest was
over.

And it lasted for four solid days.
Some small items of a merry mariner’s
life on the bounding main during that
four days’ blow may be of interest.

In the first place it was impossible
to move across the deck at all, except
by going hand over hand along the
life-lines which- were rigged from
fo’e’sle to saloon, and from saloon to
steering-house. It was also impossible
to make any such trip without having
to lie down suddenly and entwine
oneself.in the life-line with a cocoon-
like effect, the. while a thunderous
tower of water was crashing inboard
over the bows, wrenching and tearing
at one’s body until its power spent
itself in a diffusion of spreading cas-
cades over the sides.

A minor note-to be remembered is
that the temperature was that of the
North Atlantic in mid-winter—which
is just about above freezing-point.
Added to this, there is the fact that
the trip aft had to be performed at

8

"densed milk.

least three times a day by the fo’c’sle
galley-man, whose duties included
fetching all the food and drink for
the ““crowd.” The galley-man also
rejoiced in the official = title -of
“ Peggy.J,

I was the Peggy.
been lucky !

The official reading of the ship’s log
during those four days, whilst steer-
ing on a direct course ‘towards the
United States of America, recorded
the exact total of eighteen miles—
astern. :

I have always

WING to a breakdown in the
O galley steam apparatus, there
was no hot water available
during all that time. And owing to
the interesting little trips the food-
carrier had to make along the open
deck, every eatable was clammy-cold,
with a hearty salting of sea water.
Bread was always a sodden mass;
porridge was—well, even now, I would
rather not mention that porridge.

I think the only thing that any of
us really enjoyed was the large sealed
jars of pickles and the cans of con-
These could be kept
reasonably intact. But what fare for
Christmas—and what a merry Christ-
mas ! :

Curiously enough, a lightly loaded
ship does not behave quite as one
would expect during the full height
of a howling Atlantic tempest. - She
is brought Tiead-to-sea by the power
of her own engines, and she rolls
very little, because there is no cross-
swell possible in front of the mighty
power of the storm. She pitches—a
movement which is not half  so
sickening. e

She pitches endlessly, and never
seems to have her blunt bows above
water for two minutes on end.. . Mcan-
while, the seas all around actually
look flat. The tops of the waves are
whipped off and smashed down, as
though some vast, invisible knife
were sweeping over the ocean.

The terrific pitching of the ship
seems to be uncanny; without reason.
Everything the slightest bit weak is
torn from lier decks. The stays
shriek like 'a badly bowed violin-
string, and the inch-thick glass of
portholes is smashed in as though it
were no stronger than an egg-shell.

But it is after the worst of the
blow that the real trouble comes. At
the end of that four days, when the
wind finally dropped to nothing more
than a full gale, the poor old Diemen

- looked rather as though ghe had becn

in'a fight and had had the worst of it.

Her funnel was loose, and jerked
about on its stays with alarming
effect.  One winch had gone clean
over the side, cutting a furrow aeross
the steel deck, and cleaning out about
fourteen feet of rail. - Two boats
were stove in, and the glass windows
of the wheelhouse gave the impression
that a riotous mob had attacked them
with stones. .

Now that it was reasonably safe to
go about decks, repairs were started.
But soon these had to be abandoned

“for much more urgent and unpleasant

work down below.
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Hitherto, therc had not been much
movement of the cargo, owing to the
lack of rolling. But the sca, now
released from the terrific tempest
pressure, began to rear up mountains
high. As a 1Csult it was impossible
for the crazy old engines to kecep the
ship lead-on to the towering waves.
The Dicmen slid away to port and to
starboard every time she rode up out
of a green abyss and pointed her
groaning bows to the black sky.

She rolled. She rolled frantically
and fearfully. She put ler lee-rails
under, and she kept them there in a
boil of foam for so long that it never
secmed possible that she could rise
up. Every movable thing in the
length of the ship crashed over in a
deafening, smashing  discord cach
time she went down.

And that one rolling drainpipe was
joined by thirty or forty more within
the first half-hour of ler beginning
to roll.

1 cannot attempt to describe that
noise. I can only say that the clatter
of falling iron Lrings my leart into
my mouth, cven to “this day. I can
ouly ask you to imagine yoursclf
down below in a steel fo'c 'sle, which
is only divided from the ’tween-deck
hold by a thin stecl partition.

Inside that hold, cast-iron pipes,
fiftecu feet long, arc leaping and roll-
ing and smashing over each other in
a mad inferno with cvery lulclnn«r
wovement of the ship.

As the ship rolls, so the clattcrum
uproar rolls with it—the orchestral
effect rising to a shattering crescendo
as hundreds of tons of cast-iron bring
up against the side with mighty, pile-
driving force—a force that seems
certain to throw the ship right off its
balance and cause it to turn turtle
completely.  Alternatively, to smash
elean  through the stecl ribs = of
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the ship and the flimsy quarter-of-an-
inch thick plates.

Which was cxactly and precisely
the danger we were in.

Waiting for the End!
HAT night cvery single soul in

I the ship’s company was mobil-

ised, with the exception of the
quartermaster at the wheel and a
couple of enginecrs. Captain, officers,
stewards, firemen off watch—all were
handed out storm lanterns and led
down into the ’tween-deck hold by the
carpenter.

And there the ghastly work of try-
ing to jam that shifting cast-iron
cargo was started.

Bags of coal were hauled up from
the bunkers and dragged forward.
They were dropped down below, and,
in back-breaking toil and downright
danger, they werc carried over that
plunging tloor of rolling pipes and
drepped herc and there in an cftfert to
check the movement.

A “tween-degk hold is not lofty. We
worked in a crouching position. We
dragged coalbags, holding storm-
lanterns hung over the crooks of our
elbows.

And cach time the ship rolled we
had to grab the girders above, and
swing up our legs, clinging like
monkeys in the clangorous darkness,
whilst that sea of sudden death rolled

* The ghastly work of trying to jam

that ever-shifting cargo was started.
Each time the ship rolied we had to
grab the girders above and swing up
our legs, clinging like monkeys,
whilst that inferno of sudden death
rolled and leapt its crashing path
beneath our worn-out bodies.

and leapt its crashing path beneath
our bodics.,

There were casualties. The cook’s
mate went first, and his storm
lantern jerked aside like a firefly in
the darkness, whilst his ycll was
drowned in the clanging din. Some-
how we got him out, sweating and
plunging over the iron pipes, hauling
and scrambling out of their way
when  fresh  danger threatened—
almost sobbing with the sheer terror
of the wlole inferno.

The rolling was frantic. With
cvery fresh lurch there was the
ghastly feeling that it was going to
be the last—and we were trapped like
rats in a thunderous coffin of stcel.

We got the victim out, but not
before thie bo’sun had smashed an
ankle and a steward was groaning
over a broken rib. The third mate’s
left arm was hanging useless—and, as
a minor incident, I had lost most of
my finger-nails.

After which the attempt was called
off as- hopeless. And, as the only
possible way of stopping the rolling
to some extent, itt was decided to put

the ship "about and run with the
storm. i
3 . g L & s <

T which point the old Diemen
A tived up to her name. There
was a dull, resounding ex-
plosion from “the engine-room. And
the word was passed forward that the
condenscr had collapsed.

Which meant that we were abso-
lutely without any kind of power—
that we were drifting, broadside-on,
to the most mountamous and toss-
ing scas which any of us had cver
known.

Had it been possible to do so, the
ship  would have Mbeen abanduned
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then. But there were now not enough
boats left to hold all on board. And,
in any case, the business of launch-
ing them was frankly impossible,

It looked like the end.

I am speaking perfect truth when I
say that at that moment I was abso-
lutely and coldly certain that I was
going to die by drowning in the next
tew hours—more than probably in the
next few minutes. And I can say
that the sensation of hopeless, stark
fear is not unlike that of starvation-
hunger.

One has the sensation of a lead
weight in the pit of one’s stomach.
One feels weak—the nerves seem to Le
numbed with a cold listlessness.

It is-at times like this that a deep
and abiding. respect for leadership
fills men’s hearts. The captain and
the officers' never lost their hold of
the situation for 2 second. They
bawlecl orders and dreve on the miser-
able crew,

They set about trying to make a
sea-anchor. One of the winch booms
was unghipped, fitted with a strip of
canvas and a drooping bight of spare
anchor-chain. A wire hawser was paid
out forward and bent on to the whole
thing. Then came the effort to raise
it up, on another winch-boom, and
swing it over to the side.

When it was three feet clear of the
deck the winch wheezed—and jammed
up solid. And the boom swung

SRR SRR
bere’s boping
That YOU qet

All You Want

this coming Xmnas
- and that You . . .

Break All Records.

in Fun and Bappi-
ness and bealth !

% 2 I"! '! !:.'. i! !T.:.. isrsg..f{!.‘..y
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crazily from side to side with the
rolling—smashing everything it met
—Xknocking men down like ninepins,
and creating even worse havoc than
before. .

Up in the wireless-room, the
operator had been sending.out S@ S
signals ever since the condenser first
blew out. But now there came the
news that he had missed his footing
while rising up half-exhaustedly from
his place, and fallen heavily on to the
installation, putting it clean out of
commission.,

It was the last straw. Nothing now
could be done, The swinging boom
was finally dropped down to the deck

the simple means of sawing
through the holding wire hawser. It
was dropped overboard and let drift
after heartbreaking efforts, so that
it might cause no more damage.
Then the crew were ordered below to
take what shelter they could,

And to wait: for the end!

. . . . s

three weeks. She drifted so

far out of her course that she
was not found by those ships which
had heard her signals. Why she did
not turn turtle, no one will ever
know. ~ She rolled, until the very idea
of standing on anything which kept
still for more than five seconds had
completely gone from my imagina-
tion, and, I suppose, from everybody
else’s,

Fires had to be damped, because
the engines were useless. Fresh water
was cut down to a ration of one small
mug per man per day. Food was
eaten raw, and rum was doled out
generously as long as it lasted.

All on board simply waited for
death. Never once did the wind
drop below gale force, and twice
more during that three weeks it rose
to tempest strength.

No one knew our position, since
there was no method of getting a
dead reckoning. Clouds covered the
sky, so that a sextant was useless.

We wallowed through that inferno
of seas, with distress signals flying
by day and flares blazing green at
night, starved, racked with thirst,
and tortured with the salt-water
blisters which began to break out en
our lips and hands.

It was at the end of the third week
that Providence seemed to take an
interest in us again. At about 12
o’clock one night a faint light showed
over the southern horizon.

Everyone on hoard seemed to go
half-crazy. Flares were burnt in
showers, Men yelled and positively
danced as that light showed nearer
and nearer, Then a signal-lamp
winked out of the darkness.

And, until dawn, the ship which
had by chance found us cruised round
until the light broke and it was
possible to do anything at all.

By dawn the weather was easier,

THE Diemen drifted for nearly

~and it was decided that, with spare

parts, brought across from that other
ship, it would be possible to repair
our damaged condenser, so that we
could finally make our way into port,
- By - signals we learnt that our

10

position was some five hundred miles
east of Old Point Comfort Light, at
the end of Hampton Roads, in the
State of Virginia. Already we had
taken three weeks over a jeurney
which should not have oceupied more
than ten days at the most, and we
could hardly believe that we had a
chance of life.

A boat was lowered and rowed

‘across, so that the necessary spare

parts could be transhipped.

I was one of the crew of that boat,
and I never fully reaklised the size
of Atlantic waves until I met them
on their own level! .

All of us were tired after the double
pull, but then we had to tie up aleng-
side our own ship and wait there in
case it was necessary to row over
again. ‘

And we had to occupy that small
tossing boat for seven and a half
hours. :

At 12 o’clock that night the firemen
were down in their places once more,
and shortly afterwards there came
that sound which we had certainly
never expected to hear again.

The ‘““Never-get-’ome !” rhythm re-
started. The ship meved.

For my part, I was mighty sorry
to hear our old engines start grinding
out, their endless refrain once again.
I had had enough of the old Diemen,
and I had been secretly hoping that
our engineers would fail to repair her
engines, and that we should have to
abandon ship and transfer to the<one
that had come to our aid.

But it was not to be. To the song
of “Never-get-"ome,” and with our
cargo rolling and clashing, we limped
off, crawling over the seas, and with
the refrain sounding more and more
significant with every slow hour that
passed. :

I never slept a wink that night.
Every moment I expected eur engines
to give way under the strain, leaving
us helpless. My nerves were on edge,
and I heaved a sigh of thankfulness
when dawn broke and we were still
limping along. wd

The daylight steadied me up, but
you’ve no idea how I longed for our
terrible .voyage to come to an end.

Eight days later the Diemen
entered Hampton Roads ard limped
up to a quay in Newport Neéws at a
good, spanking one-and-a-half knots!

When I stepped ashore I felt un-
real. The steadiness of that quay
positively made me giddy.

For twenty-riine days I had lived,
half-submerged, in a reek of salt and
the blank fear of death: - - = -

My mood, on landing, and the"
mood of the entire ship’s company,
was that of ‘almost incredible thank-
fulness that we had been spared. '’

And we were united in the firm
resolve to make up to the full for the
Christmas of which we had. been
cheated !

Lesseseressnenrnetrerroennetotinacsstattatenasrs

Don’t miss the next TRUE-~
LIFE STORY—another breath-
snatcher that will  set - youw . . .
fellows all sgog with white-hot. :
cxcitement! s
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CAPTAIN JUSTICE UNDER the FLOOR OF THE WORLD!

The end of the granite column landed with crashing force against the aquacrawler’s transparent side.
Dazed and deafened, the comrades stared out in fascinated horror.

nthe Catkern. F Tear/

With thousands of feet of solid earth, the bed of the ocean, and
hundreds of fathoms of sea forming a roof between them and the
light of day, Captain Justice & Co. are besieged by eerie Creatures

of the Underworld!

“ Something Prowling Around!”
N the very moment that he opencd
l his cyes, sat up, and swung his
legs over the side of the bunk, all

in one- swift movement, Captain
Justice: knew that something was
wrong !

But not so quickly did he recollect
just where, he was.
than a second he was baffled by the
strangeness of his immediate sur-
roundings : the narrow cabin, with
rounded walls and ceiling, and half a
dozen bunks, ranged three on either
side, "revealed by a dimly glowing
light bulb.

Three of the bunks, in addition to
Justice’s, were occupied—by bald-
headed Dr. -O’Mally, the captain's
second-in-command ; Len Connor; the
voung wireless etpcrt and red-headed
youno" Midge. - They were all asleep.

One member of the party was miss-
ing.  The bunk recently occupied by
Profcssor, Flaznagel was empty; but
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For little more.

° ¢ '- . .

the dented pillow was still warm from
recent contact with the old scientist’s
shaggy head.

“The old chap hasn’t been gone ten
seeonds," Justice decided, hastily slip-
ping into his clothes. ‘‘Must have
®een his moving about that woke me
up. Wonder what roused him? We
haven’t been asleep morc than a
couple of hours.”

Justice could ‘hear nothing disturb-
ing, nor sense any cause for alarm.
The interior of the motionless aqua-
crawler was silent, cxcept for the
faint rustle of the spinning air fans.

Leaving his companions still asleep,
he left the cabin, passed through the
dark saloon, and groped his way to
the control-room in the bows of the
aquacrawler. Here bright lights were
burning, and ali observation windows
were tightly shuttered.

Professor Flaznagel stood in the
centre of the floor, his head cocked
on one side as he studied a framed
square of black glass, in which tiny

By MURRAY ROBERTS

specks of light appeared and dis-
appeared ‘like wind-blown sparks.

‘The professor was short-sighted and
absent-minded, but there was nothing
wrong with his hearing!

“That you, Justice? 7 he said, with-
out turning his head. “Come in and
shut the door. No necd to disturb the
otliers—yet. There’s something quecr
going on outside !’

Outside ! Beyond the hull that en-
closed them was a region of black
mystery—for they were in a vast, dry
cavern deep beneath the bed of the
Atlantic Ocean !

It was an underworld of vast
caverns, bottomless chasms, and
craters of fire that had been burning
for hundreds of years. It held secrets
that no man could ever hope to solve.

Justice and ‘'his little band of
adventurers, and Ham Chow, their
Chinese cook, had had to leave Titanic
Tower, 'their mid-Atlantic lhead-
quarters, when it had been invaded
by a big gang of escaped convicts—
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In the Cavern of Fear!

and Justice & Co. had got away in
this queer aquacrawler, hoping to
cross the bed of the Atlantic and reach
land. Instead, they Lad burrowed
under the sea bed.

The  aquacrawler had  passed
through fire, water, and miles of
solid earth and rock, before emerg-
ing in this vast underground cavern
where Justice had called a halt to
snatch a few hours’ rest. The aqua-
crawler manufactured its own air, and
was equipped with storage batteries
that would keep the powerful clectric
motors running continually for thrce
months on end. But it was impossible
for the comrades to lcave it. For
there was no brecathable air at that
depth.

“What’s wrong now, professor?”

Involuntarily the question escaped
Justice’s lips as he stepped in the
doorway and glanced sharply around
the control-room.

The professor, smiling grimly,
peinted to the black glass screen.

“You see those lights?” he said.
“They are continually winking, and
cach wink is a warning to the effect
that some living body has passed
through one of the thousands of
invisible, infra-orange rays forming a
protective barrier around this craft.”

Justice nodded gravely. He knew
all about the professor’s ingenious
invention—a system of invisible light-
rays and photo-electric cclls that
made it impossible for any living
being, lurking in ouler darkness, to
approach within a hundred yards of
the aquacrawler without flashing a
warning signal to the sercem in the
coptrol-room and sounding the buzzer
that had roused Flaznagel from his
sleep.

The myriad tiny lights were con-

tinually flashing on and off. The
message thiey conveyed was casily

read. Not one, but scores of moving
things were .crossing and recrossing
the mesh of electric rays as they
prowled round the strange craft.

The comrades knew that life existed
in the black depths of the earth,
despite the intense itcat and poisonous
gasses. Alrcady they had encountered
swarms of gigantic beetles, and a
giant salamander that had® made a
ferocious attack on the aquacrawler,

Ecrily the lights flickered and
flashed.  Flaznagel switched on the
scnsitive sound detectors. The silence
was uncanny. There was not the
slightest stir or movement.

“Might be a swarm of bats flapping
around,” suggested Justice, “in and
out of the rays.”

“Bats wouldn’t fly so low,” replied
the professor. “The rays are no
more than four feet from the ground.
Anything passing through them must
be—— Hark! Did you hear that?”

Somcthing had. rubbed gently
against the outer wall of the craft.
The slight, stealthy sound was ampli-
fiecd a hundredfold by the acutely re-
ceptive microphones. It was as if
groping hands were patting and
stroking the smooth, rounded shell.

“Ha, so there you are! I thought
you beggars had greased off to snatch

The Modern Boy

]

a spot of grub on the quiet. What
time’s breakfast?”

Midge suddenly appeared in the
doorway, yawning, and ruffling his
tousled red hair. Bchind him came
I.en Connor, with stout O’Mally
looming in the rear.

Len Connor pushed his way to the
front, instantly wide awake as he
noted the troubled cxpression on
Justice’s face, and the professor’s
hands hovering over the banks of
switches.

“I thought I heard one of the
alavm-buzzers let rip a little while
back,” Len said.

“You did,” replied the captain.
“That’s what roused Flaznagel. Sce
those lights flashing? There’s some-
thing prowling around outside.”

“My hat !” exclaimed Midge. ‘““And
now therc’s somcone knocking at the
door! P’r’aps it's jolly old Father
Christmas !”

Tap, tap, tap! Three distinet raps
were delivered against the wall within
a few feet of where O’Mally was
standing.

“You mention Christmas again—
just once—before we get out of herc
and back into day]igﬁt, and, begob,
I'11 brain ye¢!” declared Dr. O’Mally
murderously.

“We’ll soon find out what—or who
—it is I” snapped the professor deter-
minedly.

He switched off the sound-detectors,
then, with one swift movement,
switched on all the lights, and re-
leased the Q-ray that made the hull of
the aquacrawler transparent.

Justice’s Brainwave !

HE spectacle that met their gaze

I then was like a nightmare.

Scores of cerie, repulsive faces
were pressed close against the hull of
the aquacrawler, glaring in at them
through the transparent. sides!

They were human faces, but hor-
rible to look upon. The nostrils were
wide and flat, and the bulging eyes
covered with a greyish film, like deep-
sca fish that had never seen the light
of day. : N d

Large leathery ears “jutted on
either side of a conical hairless skull
set deep between broad shoulders on
a squat body, with thick stumpy legs
and amazingly long arms.

Scores of these denizens of the
underworld were packed close around
the motionless aquacrawler, flattening
their faces against its smooth sides,
groping and fumbling with great,
muscular hands that seemed capable
of crushing an ordinary man’s skull.

“Bless my soul!” gasped the pro-
fessor, the first to find his voice.
“Who would have belicved that such
creatures could exist? Does it occur
to you that they are inscnsitive to
light, and entirely depenient on their
senses of touch, sound, and smell?

“And they appear to be perfectly
harmless !” he went on. “They carry
no weapons of any kind. Their atti-
tude is one of childish curiosity-—"

“Childish curiosity be hanged !”
yelled Len Connor, in sudden alarm.
“Look  what’s happening! Those
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beggars aren’t such blithering idiots
as you scem to think ! -

. * . w C b3

THE crowd had suddenly seat-

tered to right and left, leaving

a wide gap in their ranks,
through which approached’a score or
more of their companions, staggering
and lurching beneath the weight of
some bulky object supported on their
broad shoulders. . :

The thing they carricd resembled
the trunk of a tree. At closer ¥ange
Justice could see that it was acthally
a huge column of basaltic rock, thirty
feet in length. tapering to, a blunt
point, and weighing a ton or mere.

“Gosh ! exclaimed Midge, in eon-
sternation. “D’you twig their game?
They’re going to try to crack this old
tank wide open—like an cgg ¥’ .

“You're right, young ’un,” agreed
Justice grimly. “If they start using
that slab of rock as a battering-ram,
something’s going to give way ”

Tranzelonite, the metal .of which
the aquacrawler was constructed, was
tougher than chilled steck. It eould
resist intense heat and  ineredible
pressure. But it was doubtful if it
could withstand a succession of shat-
tering blows all delivered at ome
point.

The slightest crack in the -aqua-
crawler’s hull would weaken the whele
structure, and the lives of its crew
would not be worth a snap-of the
fingers.

“Hold tight !” roared the professor,
and switched on the motors. ” Nothing
happeued. The aquacrawler yemained
stationary. A glance at the dial-
board showed him that there was a
faulty connection that had short-
circuited the power. 1t would take
several valuable minutes to find the
break and repair it.

Crash! There was a terrific impact
as the end of the granite column
landed with crushing foree. The
aquacrawler heeled to oune side,. and
dropped heavily back on its base.

The hull was still intact, but there
was a big bulge, scored with deep
scratches, where the battering-ram
had left its mark.

Dazed and deafened, they stared in
fascinated horror, watching the weird
creatures swinging back the huge
mass of rock in readiness for another
attack. .

It was wuseless turning out the
lights. Total darkness was no dis-
advantage to the sightless creatures.
Their highly developed sense of hear-
ing was as good as cyes to them.
Their big, projecting ears caught and
magnified the slightest sound.

Fearfully, Len Connor waited for the
next crash, eyeing the bulging seetion
of wall where it would probably land,
breaching the weakened surface,”and
admitting a wave of poisonous gases
that would wipe them out of existence.

Suddenly Captain Justice: remem-
bered the powerful electric siren: in
the roof of the control-room. .. The
weird creatures were insensitive to
light, but what about'sound? The
captain darted - across . tlie " eabin,
clamped his hand down on the siren
button, and held it there..~

The effect was paralysing.
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Justice kept the siren going full
blast, throwing up his head with a
shout of trlumph as he saw the mill-
ing horde of creaturcs scuttling away
like leaves before a gale. The first
hideous howl of the siren had caused
them to forget cverything save the
extrcme urgency of removing them-
selves as far-as possible, and in the
quickest time, from the strange
monster that. had almost shattered
their sensitive car-drums with its fear-
some bellow !

In less than five seconds not one
was to be seen.  All had vanisled,
swallowed wup .in the farthermost
rccesses of the black cavern.

Len Connor rubbed his eyes and
starcd incredulously. The whole inci-
dent might have been a dream but
for the 'ugly bulge in the hull, and the
huge spur of rock, lying just where it
tiad been dropped alongside the aqua-
crawler.

Justice: switched off the bellowing
siren, dashed the perspiration from
his forehead, and chuckled grimly.

“I thought that might do the
trick t*. he said, with a satisfied smile.
“I'll bet that old hooter has made ’cm
as deaf as adders for the next twenty-
four:hours.”

“A  brilliant inspiration on your
part, Justice!” said the professor.
“You averted a grave disaster. I
only regret that I had no time to take
a photograph of those queer specimens
of ‘underworld beings.’”’

“Mecbbe. they’ll send one on if you
drop a line and enclose a stamped
addressed cn-velope,”” suggested Midge.
“Great- cats, did I hear Ham Chow
beating.up the jolly old grub gong?"

He was not mistaken. ‘The amazing
little Chinese cook had a happy knack
of providing mecals at a time when
they.camc as a welcome distraction
to periods of anxiety and uncertainty.

While they had been facing disaster,
Ham Chow had been busy in his tiny
kitchen, grilling ham and eggs,
buttering toast, and making cofice!

It spoke much for their indiffer-
ence to danger and the uncertainty of
the future that they could cat with
any real enjoyment after the harrow-
ing experiences they had undergone,
and the threat of cven graver perils to
come.

The Lake of Quicksilver!
IDGI sat cating long after the
M others had finished—until a
sudden violent jerk shot his
plate into his lap. The aquacrawler
was in motion again. Professor Flaz-

nagel had repalred the temporary
breakdown, and switched on the
motors. Glowing with light, the

strange craft glided on its way into
the unknown depths.

Justice sauntered forward to the
control-room, where the professor was
crouched over his levers and switches,
peering keenly along the white beams
of the powerful searchlights that
stabbed the darkness.

Flaznagel pushed his spectacles to
the end of his nose, and shot a glance
at his companion.

“Between yow and me, we're in a
tight corner, Justicc,” he said. “ When
we started on this venture I never
dreamed that we would eventually
penetrate under the bed of the ocean.
All my science is of no avail now.

The comrades danced madly and

Ham Chow stood on his head with

joy, as they sighted the fam

shape of the old Flying Cloud floating

in the bay. The gigantic a|rsh|p

was battered and smashed—but they
werse stilt alive !
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If anything is going to pull us
through, it’ll be sheer luck.”

““Oh, well,”” said the captain, “so
long as the aquacrawler holds
together and keeps on plodding along
I'm not going to start worrying.”

Flaznagel bent forward, staring
eagerly ahead.

“Water !” he exclaimed cxeitedly.
“There’s a sbhect of water dead ahead
of us !”

“By gosh!” said Connor. “I can
scc it gleaming in the scarchlights.
Water—and a lot of it, too. Must be
an underground lake, and it cuts right
across our path.”

Flaznagel frowned and switched the
beams of the powerful searchlights to
rvight and left. ‘The gleaming lake
secmed illimitable. It strctched
indefinitely into the outer darkness,
bounded by a sloping shore strewn
with rocks and rugged boulders, some
as big as the aquacrawler itself.

But it was the water that heid
Justice’s attention. It was as sluggish
and stagnant as a pool in a sheltered
quarry. Not a ripple disturbed its
surface, wherc the lights were
reflected as from a sheet of highly
polished silver.

Flaznagel brought tlie aquacrawler
to a standstill within several yards ol
the brink, and made a prolonged
inspection of his varicus gauges and
instruments.

“Nothing like a change of scencry,’
muttered Mldo-e “How about going
for a stroll and getting a breath of
fresh air? There’s plenty of gas-
masks stowed away in the battery
chamber.”

The professor laughed shortly.

“It is not only a question of
poisonous gases,” he jerked. ‘‘It may
interest you to know that the tem-
perature outside is over one hundred
and fifty degrees! If you ventured
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In the Cavern of Fear!

outside you’d shrivel up like a piece of
burned bacon in less than ten
scconds.”

“If it’s as hot as all that why hasn’t
the blinkin’ lake boiled away or dried
up?”’ asked Midge.

“Because of the oil on its surface,”
answered the old scientist promptly.
“I have come tc the conclusion that
the waters of this lake are covercd
with a thick film of erude mincral oil,
which explains that bright, metallic
sheen.”

“0il? I guess you're right, pro-
fessor,” agreed Justice, and turncd
quickly as Len Comnor grabbed him
excitedly by the arin.  * What’s bit-
ing you, Len?”

“'There’s somcthing moving over
there,”” declared Connor, pointing
along the beam of one of the scarch-
lights. “Just between those two big
boulders I’

“Bedad, ’tis sharp cyes ye've got,”
muttered O’Mally, whose own visiont
was remarkably keen.  “I can sce
nothing at all, cxcept rocks and
shadows, and By St. Patrick,
ye're right, and I’'m wrong! I can
sce it now. ’Tis one of those biz
beetles 1 ‘

“Beetle, your grandmother’s car-
trumpet,” scoffed Midge. “Get ready
to tootle the old siren, captain. It's
some morce of those blinkin’ clephant-
carcd thing-a-my-jigs come to pay us
a visit.”

There were four of the squat, .evil-
looking crcatures. They stepped oub
of the shadows into the bright path
of the scarchlight, walkirg in single
file, and heading straight for tlic
boulder-strewn cdge of the smooth,
sinister lake.

THEY were only fifty yards away.
The aquacrawler, with its
blazing lights, was in plain
view, but the newcomers never once
glanced in its direction, or gave any
indication that they were aware of its
presence.

It scemed strange to Justlco that
their keenly developed sensc of hear-
ing had so far failed to detcct the

faint drone of motors and the crunch -

of pebbles as the heavy craft settled
lower on its great base.

“The tooting of that sirem must
have put their “ehrs out of action,” he
decided.

“The beggars haven’t spotted
us. They're not coming this way at
all,” breathed Midge. CIf they don’t
watch their step they 11 be walkmrr
clean into the blinkin’ duck pond.”

But the four crcatures evidently
knew what thcy were doing, despite
their lack of sight and hearing. They
moved with deliberation and purpose,
their short, thick legs covering the
ground at an amazing speed.

Justice and his companions watehed
them in silence, curious to learn what
their object was. They had not long
to wait. Within a few yards of the
lake’s cdge the four suddenly halted
and grouped themselves round a huge,
Hat-topped slab of rock that must
have weighed a ton.

For a moment their movements werce
obscured. - Suddenly the grecat boulder
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commenced to move. Slowly at first,

then with increasing speed, it glided

down the slight slope, impelled by
the combined strength of the heaving,
straining creatures.

Justice could sce now that the rock
was mounted on wooden rollers, long
poles as thick round as a man’s thigh.
In such a manner had the ancient
Greeks, the Aztecs, and the Egyptians
transported the enormous blocks of

stone with which they had constructed:
their temples, pyramids, and public.

buildings.

A final heave sent the slab of.rock
toppling over the brink. It plumped
into the sluggish, silvery water with
no more splash than a diving scal
would have made.

O’Mally’s eyes bulged. Midge
uttered a shrill yelp of astonishment.
The heavy rock had not sunk! It
floated. Buoyant as a cork, it rested
on the surface, with no less than a
third of its great bulk submerged.

It was incredible—unbelievable.
And that was not all. Before the
gaping watchers could recover from
their amazement, the four creaturves
had snatched up the wooden rollers,
leaped lightly on to the flat surface
of the floating boulder and, with the
rollers, poled themselves swiftly out
on to the lake.

For a while they hung in the white
glare of the searchlight, gradually
dwindling in size, till the shadows
closed around them and they merged
into the far darkness and vanished.

“Well, bust a. blinkin’ frog!” ex-
claimed Midge blankly. “That just
about takes the thumping tca-cake!
When it comes to whacking great
rocks floating-—"

“Nonsense! It was no ordinary
rock "’ decclared the professor.
¢ Probably a huge lump of lava, or
pumice stone, as it is commonly
called.”

“But it looked like solid granite to
me,” said Len Connor. “And dashed
heavy—it was all those chaps could
do to shift it.”

Justice puffed at his cigar,
stared out across the still,
expanse of water.

“We don’t want to waste time,” he
said. “The fact that those creatures
took to the water suggests that there
is no other way of crossing this lake.
It is not deep. They used poles instead
of oars. Where they went, we can
follow.”

Flaznagel nodded. The lake was
the only available avenue of escape
open to them. Ile started the motors,
sending the aquacrawler charging
down the slope into the water. There
was a sudden feeling of buoyancy. The
great craft flung up its nose and
secmed to be riding on air. It was
only half-submerged, and refused to
sink any decper. The water that
hissed past the windows was thick and
bright as liquid silver.

“Great cats, we’re afloat, same as
that blinkin’ rock !” exclaimed Midge.
“It isn’t water at all. And it
certainly isn’t oil!”

The professor snapped his fingers,

and
silent

and gave a little cry of declight. e
had solved the mystery.
“Mercury {” he chuckled. “Quick-

The densest fluid known to

14

silver.

science. - No wonder we can’t sink ! A
lake of quicksilver! The most amazing
discovery we have made as yet!”

“ Quicksilver !” echocd Midge. ¢ You
mcan the stuff that goes up and down
in baromecters and thermometers when
it’s going to rain, and all that sort of
thing ?”

“Iixactly !” agrced the professor.
His cyes were dancing.  Ancther
sceret of the strange underworld had
been revealed to them! |

Running the Gaunilef 1

I'TH scarchlights boring - twin
W tunnels of radiance m the
darkness, the .aquacrawler

glided smoothly ahead, her caterpiilar-

treads serving the purposc of a giant
paddlewheel.

Justice kept a keen look-ont. Ilis
nerves were tingling. . .Something

seemed to tell him that the mext few
hours would decide their fate one way
or the other.

Frowning walls and a rugged

vaulted roof were closing in on them.
The area of the lake was wot so great
as he imagined it to be. In for mation
it was roughly the shape of a pear,
and they were working up from the
rounded base to the narrow, tapering
stem.

Soon the channel between the
cliffs was no more than thirty yards
wide. And still it narrowed like the
neck of a funnel, into which the
glittering quicksilver flowed in a
steady, sluggish stream.

Flaznagel reduced speed, and
switched the headlights to right and
left. They were menaced with a fresh
danger, for there now scemed barely
room for the aquacrawler to squeczc
through between the bulging walls of
lava!

“Go ahead. No use turning back,”
advised Justice. “There’s no other
route we can take. The passage may
widen out again.”

He had scarcely spoken when therc
was a deafening crash, and a tre-
mendous concussion that sent the
occupants of the control-room stagger-
ing in. all directions. The aqua-
crawler lurched and rolled, its metal
hull ringing like a bell from the im-
pact of a smashing blow.

A huge boulder rebounded high in
the air from the tough metal and
plunged into the flood of mercury,
sending a shower of silvery drops
spraying in all directions.

Boom ! A sccond rock, twice the size
of the first, hurtled down from the
upper darkness, missing the craft by
a hairbreadth, and shattering to
fragments against a projecting spur
of lava.

Sprawled on the rocking floor,
staring dazedly up through the trans-
palent roof, Midge saw the cavern

walls mottled with the shadows of
overhanging ledges, and honeycombect
with lholes in the solid rock. |

Weird shapes swarmed like' ants on
the rugged slopes. Scores of faces,
flat-nosed and bat-carcd, peered dewn
from the dark heights.

“My hat!” Midge yelled. “They’re

parked up there as thick as flies.” The
beggars are bombarding us - with
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As lhe spoke, another shower of
boulders came: crashing down. It was
almost impossible to miss the huge
bulk of the aquacrawler, lurching and
grinding along the narrow channel.
Missile after missile rebounded from
Lier sides,

Recklessly  Justice switched the
motors to full speed. To rcmain
where they were meant-disaster. Theiv
only hope was to run the gauntlet of
the downpour ~of rocks, * blindly
following the course of the flowing
stream of quicksilver, with no idea
where it might lead them.

Crash ! There was sudden darkness,
save for thce glow of a few electric
bulbs. A jagged boulder had landed
right on the nose of the craft, putting
both searchlights right out of action.
Rasping and grinding against the
bulging’ walls, the aquacrawler slid
round a bend, a final shower of rocks
plunging harmlessly into the silver
tide behind her.

She forged ahcad with incredible
speed. The channel had widened
again, and therc was mno further

attack. The cliffs that loomed u&) on
cither side werc as smooth as glass,
presenting a surface that only a spider
could have traversed.

“Phew !” * breathed Midge. “TI’ll
hand it to this old tank. Toughest
cgg the professor’s ever hatched out
of his noddle.”

But Flaznagel’s face was grave as
he examined a dent where one of the
.boulders had lauded. The tran-
zclonite was splintered like bullet-
proof glass. And there was a regular
jarring thump-thump, warning him
that the revolving caterpillar treads
had suffered damage that might result
in a complete breakdown.

Justice wrestled with the controls.
The craft was lopsided. It was difti-
cult to keep a straight course and
avoid contact with the rugged walls.

Shaking his head uncasily, the pro-
fessor fitted a spare searchlight, and
switched it on. The beam splashed on
black rock and glittering quicksilver
that strctched ahcad like a bright
mctal ribbon.

The aquacrawler sped buoyantly
along, reeling off mile after mile as it
penetrated into the unknown. With
startling suddenncss the flowing
strcam’ of liquid ended, pouring
smoothly over the lip of a six-foot
crevasse that yawned across their
path. Beyond, the tunnel rose in a
steep incline.

The gap was no obstacle to the
aquacrawler. It swept over it as
casily as an army tank crossing a
trench, doubling its speed on the firm,
dry surface of solid rock.

TUp, up, and up. The gradient was
almost ene in four. They were gain-
ing height cach moment. Every
thrust of the powecrful motors was
carrying them nearer to the crust of
the carth!

“We have ascended over three
thousand fect i1 the last half-hour,”
said. the professor, turning from his
instruments.  “Roughly, we arc now
about two and a half miles under-
ground. It is too much to hope that
this tunuel extends right to the sur-
face. There is still the sca above us
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LREADY the annual issues
A of Christmas charity stamps
have begun to appear on the
Continent, and by the end of the year
the up-to-date stamp collector will have
at least half a dozen new series to add
to his album. Fortunately they are
not very costly and there is the satis-
faction of knowing that someone less
fortunate.has benefited by their sale.
The German charity, or ‘ Nothilfe,”
stamps for 1934 are ninc in number,
with a total face-value of 2 marks, of
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Above : The White Knight rides
forth against the Dragon Disease,

on this Christmas. Charity stamp
from Belgium.

|

:

Right : A Swiss girl from St.

Moritz on one of the latest

Christmas issues of the child-
welfare stamps.
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which 77 pfennige goes to mnational
relief of distress. This year’s designs
are dedicated to Industry and include
pictures of a Merchant, Blacksmith,
i Mason, Miner, Peasant, Architect,
)% Scientist, Sculptor, and Judge.
Switzerland’s twentieth issue of child-
welfarc stamps (Pro Juventute) com-
prisesfour values, three of them showin,
Swiss girls wearing the traditiona

—or there should be, according to all

0

Get TheseforYour
Xmas Collection!

By DOUGLAS ARMSTRONG, who will answer FREE any Stamp
Queries which any rcader may care to send to the Editor.
can, enclose a stumped, addressed encvelope for reply by I’ost

If you

dresses of different districts, whilst the
fourth, 30 centimes, shows the famous
cighteenth century poet Albrecht
von Haller.

TUSTRIA'S latest charity postage
- stamps will illustrate wintcr
sports for which that country is
famous. And Belgium will pursue her
national campaign agaimst the ravages
of the IWhite Scourge through the
medium of a set of stamps sold at
a surtax on behalf of the funds of the
- Anti-Tuberculosis
Society, symbolised
by a Knight on
horseback going forth
to mortal ' combat
with the Dragon
Disease, the two-
barred Cross ol
Lorraine cmblazoned
on his shield being
the device of the
world movement for
the stamping out ot
the dread tuberculosis.

There is even a chance that we may
have a Father Christmas stamp from
America this year if the Postmaster-
General of the U.S.A. lives up to the
promise he made some months ago,
when he said that the sales of ﬁiq
Mother’s Day stamp had been so
satisfactory that he was considering a
special Santa Claus issue for Christmas !

the sca.

The breach in its hull was

my calculations.”

The narrow tunnel wound and
twisted, a rugged fissure along which
molten lava had once trickled, gradu-
ally cooling and hardening like a con-
crete path. Flaznagel tested the outer
temperature. It had dropped to a
hundred and ten degrees.

“The air is still not breathable,
muttered the professor, ‘“But if the
werst came to thc worst, we could
manage with gas-masks. I don’t want
to alarm you fellows,” he went on,
“but there is a leak somcwhere, and
the vibration of the motors is gradu-
ally eniarging it. I am forced to
maintain a pressure of air that must
eventually empty our supply tanks.”

Justice nodded grimly. It was a
marvel to him that the aquacrawler
had so long survived the tremendous
battering it had received.

“A leak !I” exclaimed Midge, sniffing
uncasily.  “How are we going to
manage if we suddenly pop out inte
the occan?  Strikes mc somcone’ll
have to do a quick job of plumbing.”

Flaznagel shrugged his shoulders.
There was no use stressing the danger
that threatened them. He knew that
the aquacrawler was doomed. It had
made its first and last journey under
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beyond repair, and it would gradually
lengthen and widen. The air-tanks
were rapidly becoming exhausted, and
he had reason to fear that the cater-
pillar treads might snap asunder likc
worn-out bicycle chains.

. . . L .
USTICE had his hands clamped
on the controls, his eyes glued
to the steep, winding trail. They

were still ascending, climbing up out
of the black depths.
The tunncl was widening. The

bleak walls receded, and suddenly
opened out into a vast gulf of dark-
ness. The floor no longer rosc. Tt
was pitted with holes, scamed with
ridges of lava, and strewn with huge
lumps of voleanic rock.

The aquacrawler lurched forward,
creaking and groaning in cvery joint.
There was a. sudden rending crash, a
violent shock, and a shrill scream of
racing motors.  Justice switched off
the power. The face he turned to-
wards his friends was white and
strained.

“The caterpillar treads have gone
west!” he said huskily.  “Snapped
like string !”

“Crumbs !”  exclaimed Midge.
“Sort of thing that would happen just
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in the Cavern of Fear!

as we were getting along
Wlere have we. landed now ?”

Flaznagel operated the searchlight,
sweeping the dazzling beam in a com-
plete circle. It revealed towering
walls of rock, unbroken save for the
mouth of the tunnel from which they
had emerged.

They were hemmed in.  The broken-
down aquacrawler rested in the middle
of an imifnense amphitheatre, a hun-
dred yards in diamecter, with rugged
walls that sloped upwards like the
sides of a huge concrete bowl.

‘It seems to me,” said the professor,
adjusting his spectacles, “that we arc
at the bottom of an extinct volcano.
There is every cvidence to that cffect.
The walls are scarred with fire. The
molten lava escaped through that hole
in the earth. All that happened
thousands of ycars ago.”

“Bedad, never mind what took place
thousands of years ago,” grumbled
O’Mally. “I'd like to know what
we're going to do next. Volcano, in-
deed! A nice place to be spending
the rest of our lives in !”

There was a sudden report like the
bark of a pistol, and a fierce hiss of
escaping air. A jagged crack an inch
wide straggled snakishly across the
roof of the craft. Len Connor eyed it
in alarm. So the hull was more
scriously damaged than they had sup-
poscd.

There was no confusion or panic.
Justice and his companions were well

nicely,

drilled for.such an emergency. They_

knew that, for- the time being, the
lecakage of air was confined to the
forepart of the craft. Grabbing their
gas-masks, they f{filed quictly into
the main saloon.

Flaznagel turncd off the air-valves
supplying  the control-room, and
closed the airtight door. They were
safe -where  they were; but the
controls were beyond reach., The
aquacrawler was helpless!

A Sight for Sore Eyes!

8 1T is obvious that this craft is

l of no further use to us, save

as a base and supply depot,”

said ‘the professor. “I suggest that

we don  gas-masks, and make a

thorough survey of our immediate
surroundings !

“Only thing to be done,” agreed
Justice. “We may stand a better
chance of winning through on foot.”

The gas-masks, fitting over head
and shoulders like a diver’s helmet,
were  equipped with cmergency
oxygen-tanks and an electric lamp
that would burn continuously for
forty-cight hours. Attached was a
knapsack, holding pistol, knife,
water-bottle, and cmergency rations.

“Like a bunch of two-legged tad-
poles!” rcmarked Midge, as e
donned his helmet and surveyed his
friends. “Blessed if it won’t be a
drcat to stretch our legs! Where's
Ham Chow?”

The Chinese cook was on the spot,
ready to share any danger that had
to be faced. Flaznagel switched off
all interior lights, save one that
would indicate the aquacrawler’s

The Modern Boy

whercabouts, opened the sliding-
door, and stepped out into the dark-
ness. He experienced no discomfort
beyond an intense heat that seeped
up through the ground beneath him,
suggestive of hidden fires burning
decp down in the bowels of the
carth,

“Don’t use your lights yet!” he
ordered. They stood grouped to-
gether for several minutes, straining
their cyes to pierce the surrounding
blackness.

Midge glanced upwards. His heart
scemed to turn a somersault, and he
uttered a shyill yelp of excitcment.
Thousands of feet above, he could
see a faint, luminous circle, like a
full moon hanging in a pitch-black
sky. N

‘)‘YBy thunder! Daylight!” ex-
claimed Justice. ‘“That must be the
mouth of the crater!”

“Exactly,” agreed the professor
calmly. “Just what I was hoping to
see! But it is a long way off—not
far short of ten thousand feet; I
should imagine !”

Ten thousand feet separating them
from the outer world and the blessed
light of day that they had never
cxpected to sce again!

“A long climb,” said the professor.
“But we should be able to manage
it. It is our omly chance of escape,
and_we ‘arc not pressed for time.”

“ Pressed for time!” cchoed Midge.
“I don’t care if it takes a blinkin’
week, so long as we get out of this
beastly hole I

They switched on  their lights,
illuminating the face of the crater
walls as far as the beams would
rcach. It shelved in a scries of
ledges, rugged slopes, and natural
steps.

“Easy as walking upstairs!” de-
clared Midge. “Be a bit of a grind;
but it’lt knock pounds of fat-off the
doctor.” ' .

Justice made no comment. He
knew they were handicapped by the
darkness and their clumsy, cumber-
some gas-masks. The slightest slip
meant certain death. They might
climb thousands of fcet without mis-
hap, to find further progress barred
by overhanging rock.

- But a decision had been made.
Flaznagel went back to the aqua-
crawler and returned with a length
of rope, with which the six adven-
turers were linked securely togcther.

Justice took the lead, with O’Mally
at the tail-end of the line. With a
last glance at the abandoned aqua-
crawler, they commenced the ascent.

At first it was easy going. They
mounted from ledge to ledge, climb-
ing the first five. hundred fcet in
less than half an hour. The friendly
darkness veiled the dizzy gulf of
space below. Their eyes were fixed

determinedly on the circle of sky
above.
It became a hard fight. Justice

had to test every foothold, waiting
till his companions joined him on
one ledge before he tackled the next.
During the next hour they made
scarcely any progress. Their boots
were ripped to picces on the razor-

edged Java; their hands torn and
lacerated.
Several  times they halted for a
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breather. On the next occasion they
snatched half an hour’s strength-
reviving sleep.

Then on again. The circle of sky
gradually widened. There came a
time when the professor tested the
air, ripped off his gas-mask, and
flung it into the depths. The others
followed suit. The air was fresh and
pure. It revived and invigorated.

Three hours had clapsed. Flaznagel

shone a light on lIis pocket baro-
graph.
“Seven  thousand . feet,” he an-

nounced triumphantly..” “Over two-
thirds of the way!”

It became Dbitterly . cold. Springs
of icy water trickled from the reck,
soaking them to the skin, and mak-
ing the narrow ledges as slippery
as glass. The remainder of the climb
was like an awful dream to Justice.
Brain and muscles functioned me-
chanically. .

They ascended from darkness to
greyish gloom that gradually bright-
cned to  broad daylight. Midge
yelled with delight. as a shaft of
sunshine struck full in his eyes.

The lip of the crater loomed above
them like the jagged rim of a
gigantic, rusty funncl; thrust spout
downwards into the carth. The open
sky stretched overhead, blue and
cloudless. ‘

The last thousand . fecet was no
more than -a gentle: slope, strewn
with Dboulders, ashes, and mineral
deposits.  They scrambled upwards
on hands and knces, crested the
brink, and collapsed like decad men
in a stupor of utter exhaustion and
relief,

It was a terrific
again and again, that  brought
Justice to his senses. He sat up, to
find Midge standing over him, his
clothes in rags, his face black -as a
sweep’s, and a huge grin stretching
from ear to car. -0 )

“They’re coming—spotted. us right
away!” gabbled the Foungst‘er,
almost hysterically. “Did ever you
know such a stroke of blinkin’
luck? There’s the old Flying Cloud
anchored in the bay with a great
hole in her bows and half her keel
ripped away. Great cats, I can
hardly believe it!” IR

Justice couldn’t belicve it at all.
Their " giant airship, “the Flying
Cloud, with only Bingley, the chicf
mechanice, aboard, had been swept
away from Titanic Tower in a gale
and not been heard of since. That
was days ago, before .they had
plunged to the bottom of the sea-in
the ill-fated aquacrawler..

“Bedad, ’tis  true,  Justice—’tis
true!” roared O’Mally, standing on
tlie crater edge, waving . his hands
above his head. “Comec ané see,
man! By the beard of St. Patrick,
’tis a sight for sore cyes. Bingley,
alhoy! Hooroo---hooroo!”

Justice looked—and “saw!  Len
Connor and the professor were hold-
ing hands and capering like savages,
while Ham Chow stood on his head
kicking his hecls in the air. And
where the outer wall of the mountain
peak sloped gently down to the blue
waters of a land-locked bay was the

(Continued on page 32)
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GREY SHADOW of the BRITISH SECRET SERVICE!

The armed marine on sentry duty came rigidly to the salute at sight of Grey Shadow’s naval uniform. His eyes flickered
towards the boy, but he saw nothing strange in a diminutive youngster going aboard the U-boat with an officer.

PETER e WUAIF/

GEORGE E. ROCHESTER'’S Special Christmas Story of thirteen
years old PETER and his chief, Captain Ellis, the famous British
Secret Service Agent feared throughout War-time Germany as
GREY SHADOW—with a price of 100,000 marks on his head!

Under Sealed Orders !

‘ HROUGHOUT the grey winter
afternoon a conference had
dragged on at the German

Admiralty building in the Wilhelm-

strasse, Berlin.

But now it was over, and the high
naval officials who had attended hadl
taken their departure. Only Admiral
Furzanger remained, for the con-
ference had been held in his room.

For a while he sat writing at his
paper-littered desk, then, laying down
his pen, he rose wearily to his feet
and crossed to the window.

Snow was: falling, and, his hands
claspedd behind his back, the grey-
haired admiral stood gazing down
with unseeing eyes at the white-
mantled strcet below.

The Modern Boy

It wanted but three days to Christ-
mas, and still the guns were thunder-
ing out there on the Western Front,
and still the grey warships of Britain
were engaged 1n  their determined
blockade of thie German coasts.

This would be the fourth Christmas
since hostilities had broken out; yet
the day of peace and goodwill, which
would mark the passing of nearly three
and a half years of pitiless slaughter,
would bring no respite to the weary
and war-worn hosts at death-grips in
the mud of France and Flanders.

Christmas, once the time of fes-
tivity and good cheer, would bring
but a deeper sadness to the stricken
homes of Germany, for in addition to
the horror of the awful death-roll of
the fighting fronts the gaunt spectre
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of starvation was already stalking the
land.

And unless that spectre was laid,
Germany could not carry on.  The
blockade of her coasts by the British
Navy must somchow be broken and
food ships allowed to recach German
ports.

Turning from the window, Admiral
Furzanger slowly rctraced his steps
to the desk and pressed a bell. In
response to the ring the door opened
and his private sccretary, an elegant
and good-looking man 1n naval uni-
form, entered the room.

“You rang, sir?” he said.

“Yes, Von Erze,” nodded the
admiral. “I have orders for you.
You will leave for Wilhelmshaven to-
night with dispatehes for Admiral
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Peter the Waif'!

Zimmermann, chief of the mnaval
depot there.  Von Schauer sails under
sealed orders!”?

“Then it is settled, sir?? cr1ed Von
Erze eagerly,

“Yes, it is settled,” assented the
admiral, seating himself at his desk.
“The blockade must be broken at all
costs. We are agreed that our High
Sea Fleet. s practically useless
against the speed and gun-range of
the British Fleet, and our only hope
is a renewed and - vigorous U-boat

campaign pul‘sue(} mercﬂessly and
ruthlessl

“And %’on Schauer sails to estab-
lish the fuelling base?” said Von
Erze.

“Yes, we must- have a- fuelling
base;” -replied the admiral. “It’is

impossible for our U-boats to- be as

effective ds ‘is 1mperat1ve if their

cruisilg range is” limited to the
amount of fuel they can take aboard

at Kiel or Wilhelmshaven. . We must
have a fuelling base " in British
waters.”

“It is a pity we ever lost that
island 'which  the  British “now. call
~Traitor’s Rock,” remarked Von Erze.

“Yes, that was disastrous,” replied
his chief. “Situated in the Scottish
Hebrides as ‘it was, the island was
ideal for our purpose. We made a
mistake, however, in relying on that
traitor - scoundrel, Amos Scrobie.

What we should have done was to
put two of our own men-there who
could spcak Gaelic and pass them-
selves off as islanders.”

“What happened to that small boy
whom Scrobie left on the island when
he cleared out, and whom Schweiger
brought to Germany?” asked Von
Erze cuuously.

Admiral Furzanger frowned.

“You mean that little waif of the
sea named Peter, who used to help
with the fuelllno ?”he said.. . “He
vanished completely shortly after he
arrived in Germany, and our Intelli-
gence Bureau are.under the:impres-
sion that he is the boy who is known
to be working with Grey Shadow, the
notorious British spy, on whose head
our High Command iyas placed a price
of one hundred thousand marks "2 -

Von Erze laughed.

“But surely” that is
sir?? he “exclaimed.  “From what I
was given to understand; the boy was
an uneducated little brat who “ceuld
neither read nor write.”

*That is correct,” nodded his chief.
“Whether or not he is the boy work-

ing with Grey Shadow I do not khow..
It is a niatter’

Nor does it concern us.
for the Intelligence Bureau. But to
return to the question of. this New
fuelling  base. As you say, Von

Schauer sails under sealed orders, and -

there will be na “blundering this

time.” 3 )
“It is going te Te- a-risky job,

~ Ask for
No. 458 of the

At all Ncwsagents and Bookstalls

FLYING FURIES

on the Western Front!

Dare-Devil Aces

in a smashing War~Time Yarn

Three of the most famous

pilots in the Royal Flying

- Corpswere found tobeunder

age, and ordered back home.

But did they go ? Not much !

The authorities were still

hunting for them when they

were In the air scrapping

with the enemy.

Here'sa yarn to thrill you. -
Read how the three wangled

things and became the most

famous flying men on the

Western Front. :
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impossible, -

though, sir,” commented Von Erze
uneasﬂy

“Only until the base is established,”
replied the admiral.. “Once Von
Schauer is settled there with the
picked men whom we are providing,
there will be very little risk. I re-
gard the scheme as one of the most
brilliant and ingenious ever planned.
It cannot fail, once the base is taken.”

He tapped a portfolio on the desk
in front of him.

“The approved and detailed plan is
here,” he said, “including the sealed
orders to be handed to Captam von
Schauer. A compartment will be re-
served for you on the train leaving
Berlin for Wilhelmshaven at excrht-
fifteen to-night.

“You will } permit these papers to be
neither out of your sight nor out of
your possession until you have handed
them to Admiral Zimmermann, Do
you understand ?”

Von Erze clicked his heels and
bowed.
. “Yes, sir,” he replied, “I ‘quite

understand ! -

“You Have Ten Minutes ! ”
HE big station-clock showed the

I hour to be seven- thirty that

same evening when a small,
neatly dressed boy, carrying a suit-
case, drifted up towards the barrier
of the platform from which the
Wilhelmshaven express” was-due to
leave at eight-fifteen.

He did not .pass through the
barrier, that small’ boy, but stood
watching the bustle about him. For
the vast station was thronged® with
grey-clad soldiers and - blue-codted
sailors, some arriving on. Christmas
leave, others returning from leave to
spend Christmas either in the trenches
or_ aboard the bottled-up German

_ Fléet lying at Kiel.

With many of those returning to

. the shambles of the Western® Front

were weeping women and whlte faced
little children, and as the: small boy
watched there was infinite pity in his
eyes

For, young thouoh he was—no more
than thirteen years of ‘age—he could
appreciate to the full the tragedy of
it all, and he knew that many of
those little children would mever see
their fathers again.

Standing some dlst'mce from the
barrier, deep in conversation, were
two Greatcoated efficers of the German
Imperlal Navy, their gold-braided
epaulets denoting the rank of captain.

.The boy crlanced at_thiem, and his
gaze passed on, to ‘become suddenly
fixed on the slim and elegant Von
Erze, who was hurrying towards the
barrier, followed by a porter carrying

- two leather suitcases.

Picking up his own case, the boy
moved towards the barrier, taking
from his coat pocket his ticket and
identification papers.

“Hallo, young chap!~ Trave]lmfr
alone?” asied the - grey-clad- oﬁlcml
seated at the table by.the barrier, as
he accepted the boy’s papers.

“Yes, sir. My-uncle or my aunt‘is
to meet me at Wﬂhelmshaven, re-
plied the boy civilly,” “I go to spend
Christmas with them.”

(Continued on page 20)
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ALL FILMS ARE

JUVENILE
STORIES—

COMPLETE EPISODE

That's one great improve-
ment this year! Juvenile
stories showing famous film
stars . . . Charlie Chaplin,
Harold Lloyd, Felix the Cat
and . Stan Laurel, etc. No
more disappointing, unfin-
ishe an uninteresting
clippings!

You have a choice of 3 sizes
of Safety Films:

15 ft. length, 1/6 each
30 fe. |ength, 3/6 each
60 ft. length, 6/- each

There are nearly 50 Films
tochoose from—all specially
selected for children. This
sets a hall-mark on ** Bing
British,'" and gives. every
family tip-top home-moyies,
at very little cost.

- HERE'S your big chance to enter-

EVERY FILM A|

tain the family and have the
jolliest evenings yourself, with
a modern Home Cinema.

Look at the smart lines and tempting prices
of this year’s Models. There is a choice of
six : two for A.C. Mains and four operated
from batteries and they are all smartly finished
in crystalline casing. The films are all non-
inflammable and perfectly safe. You can stage
a show of all your favourite film stars and direct
an evening’s programme worthy of the big
Cinema Operators.

Don’t envy them in their projection room
this Xmas; do an expert and exciting job
yourself !

ASK FOR ILLUSTRATED LEAFLET

LOOK FOR THIS TRADE MARK
—THE SIGN OF QUALITY

L. REES & CO LTD. (l)(pt, ‘\IBO), 12, \E“ L'\[ﬂ\ QTLBFT LOVDO\' ]‘ C
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BRITISH

1934 MODELS

ARE SAFETY
PROJECTORS
& TAKE

Dithiscope

9.5 M/M NON-INFLAMMABLE
SAFETY FILMS

PRICES OF
BATTERY MODELS

276 » 12'6
1776 » 25/'-

MAINS MODELS

22’6 » 30/-
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~compartment.

Peter the Waif'!
- (Continued from page 18)

“Huh !’ grunted the other, stamp-
ing ‘the papers and handing them
back. -

“Thank you, sir!” said the boy,
politely raising his cap. “A merry
Christmas, sir!?

He passed through on to the plat-
form. Von Erze was ahecad of him,
and the boy watched him halt outside
a first-class coach and wait whilst the
porter put lus cases into a compart-
‘ment marked “Reserved.”
¢ The boy -also halted, . placing his
suitcasc carefully on the platform
bcsxdc a newspaper trolly and
'fumbling in his pocket for the neces:
sary pfemunrre with wluch to pur-
,chase a paper.

i ﬁ $ hie did so the two naval officers

wliom he-lad seen deep in con-
£ versation outside the barrier
came along the platform. Von Erze,
having tlpped and dismissed - his
‘poxtex was: ]ust stepping into his
‘In his, hand was a
black leather portfolio. = Onué of the
officers touched him on the arm.
“The Captain von Erze?” he said
questlomnrrly.

' Von Erze wheeled to find himself

staring mto a pair of stern blue eyes.
L ch ’ he snapped.

© “I am Captain Zelten, of the Naval
Intelligence bculce, said the other
numly “It is my duty to inform you
that you are under arrest. You will
accompany us  to the Falkenjager
Bavracks ” . |

“Tnder—under arrest?” stammered

Von Erze, - “What the dickens arc
you talking about??

. The eycs 01 ~ Captain Zelten
hardened.

“I trust, Herr Captain,” le said
icily, “that it is not youv intention
to create a scene?”
| “But—but I don’t undevstand!”
stammered Von Erze. “Why am I
undm arrest? What is the chiarge?”

“The charge is espionage on wohalf

" of the encmv’i answered the other

tersely.

“But the thing is ridiculous
began Von Erze w11d]y “There must
be some mistake! You cannot arrest
me

“Captain von Erze,” cut in the
other harshly, “do you accompany
us to the military barracks of your
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own free will, or must we remove you

therc by fom e ?”

Von Erze stared at him. The colour
had drained from his face, leaving
it deathly in its pallor.

“But my—my luggage?” he stam-
mered.

“That will he seen .to!”
Captain Zelten. “Come!”

Von Erze went, walking between

the two officers like a man in a daze.
The officials at tlie barrier glanced
curiously at the threc.
i They knew mothing of the (hama
which was béiing enacted in front of
their eyes. They had examined Von
Erze's papers and passed him through.
They had -examined, the papers of
Captain Zelten and liis companion and
passed-the two officers through.

Now all three were 1‘oturnnw ‘That
was all the ofﬁuals knew, but th(\y

snapped

The Modern Boy

noted the pallor of Von Erze’s tace,
and wondered at it.

Well, it had nothing to do with
them. These were Stl‘ﬂll"'e times, and
strange happenings were of daily
occurrence.

Von Erze was still carrying his
portfolio. . Neither Zelten mnor his
companion madc any effort to take it
from him.

“You will allow me to ring through
to Admiral Furzanger and- acquamt
him with this-— tlus
charge?” said Von Erze unsteadily,
as he and his escort walked through

‘the station exit.

“That will rest with the com-
mandant, of the barracks,” rcphcd
Zclten shortly.

A car with drawn blinds was, walty

ing, Opening the door, Lelten ‘stood
aside to usher Von Erze in. The

latter entered and sank on to the:

cushioned scat. ~Zelten scated himself
beside him, slamming the door.

His companion had mounted to the
driving-seat. That struck Von Erze
as stlanfre Where was the chauffeur?
Still, thele was 1no accounting for
the ways. of thesc blundering madmen
of the Naval Intelligence Service.

The car commenced to glide for-
ward. He told himself there would
be .a row about this! Someone
would be broken. A tecrrible mis-
take had been made, but it would

})rovc a costly one for the fools who,

1ad made it Breaking abruptly
in on Von Erze’s thoughts, somctlun(f
damp and reeking of pOwle\l]
angesthetic was clapped over
mouth and nostrils.

Startled, he struggled desperately.
He tried to shout, but his indrawn
breath drew the anwsthetic deeper
into his lungs. Frantically he fought
to kecp a grip on his recling senses,
but his world was slipping from him,
and he sank into the black depths of
unconsciousness.

Whipping Von Erze’s hands be-
hind his back, Zelten ‘snapped a pair
of handcuffs about his wrists and tied
a handkerchief tightly across the
man’s mouth. That done, he went
swiftly through Von Erze’s pockets,
then picked up the portfolio from

wlhere it had fallen to the floor of the- ®

car.
“Right-ho, Saunders!” he said
softly to the officer who was driving.

The car glided in towards the kerb.

Almost before it had come to a halt
Zelten was out, slamming the door
behind him.

“You have ten minutes!” said
Saunders, leaning out of the driving-
scat and speaking in German. “Good-
bye, and good luck !

Next moment the car had glided
away, and Grey Shadow, alias Captam
Zelten, hailed a passing taxi and
serambled into it, Von Erze’s port-
folio clutched tightly in his hand.

A Crumpled Cigarette Packet !
REY SHADOW had three
G minutes to spare as he hurried
through the = barrier and
walked buskly to_the compartment
which had beén rescrved for the un-

fortunate Von Erze.

Farther down the train stood the
small boy. H¢ had parked lis case

2

preposterous N

his ¢

sector,

on the rack of a crowded third-class
compartment and was standing on
the platform, anxiously staring te-
wards the barrier.

“Come in, little one!” sald a fat
woman from the compartment. “Come
in, or the train will go and leave you
behind 1?

“Yes, lady, I am commg, said the
small boy politely, but he made no
cfiort to budge,

. The fat woman became 1mpat1eut

“Then come on !” she crieds : *“ Why
do you stand there? Do yo{l want
to be left behind? Tho ning bell
has’ been rung, and thé 'dogrs are
1)01110‘ closed (,omc in 17 3

The boy.came in.. He llaif seen what
lie’ ‘had.” been” waiting’ t0 - see—the
boarding of the train by Grey Shadow.

“Are you™ going  all:‘thE ‘way to
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_Wllhelmshaven'»”’ demanded the fat

;volman who had the scat oppesite the
ad -

“Yes, lady,” " Jie auswclcd

“ And you-are, travelling alone? You
are very young fg-betravelling. all
that distancé ‘alone.:. Wlll anyonc be
meeting you?’’ - )

“Yes de, answcered the bey, and
looked "somewhat desperately round
the compartment. There was no hope.
Every seat was taken. He must endure
this fat, talkative woman until she
cither "‘dropped .off to sleep or
Wilhelmshaven was reached.

He picked up the newspapcr he had
bought:

“R gacl me the latest news from the

‘Front!” ordered the -voice opp051te

‘What does to-night’s
9%

Thc boy handed her the paper.

“Perhaps you would like to look at
it yourself?’” he said pohtely.

“No,” said the fat woman, “I can-
not read without my \pechcles. You
read it to me!™

The Loy looked at hier.  Then he
unfolded his paper and looked at that.
Shie couldn’t read without her spec-

commumqu(‘

tactes, couldn’t she? Well, he
couldn’t read at all! No, not a word.
“Well, what does it say?”

demanded the voice querulously.

“The news is bad,” said the bey
gravely.: “Very bad!”

“What do you mean, very bad?’
growled the angry voice "of .2’ Ted- faced
man scated next to him. “We have
repulsed an -attack on the Amicus
haven’t we? The cnemy's
casualtics ‘are estimated at  fifteen
hundred killed and twice that namber
wounded, aren’t they? What d’you
mean, the news is bad? I consider
the news is good. Very good !”

He snorted and returned to his own
paper. The boy laid his paper down.
The fat woman eycd him. “

“1 suppose yeu are “going to
Wilhelmshaven for Christmas?” she
said. “ With whom are you going to
stay? T am going there to stay witis
my married daughtel &

The boy listened. 'The veice droned
on, an unceasing accoinpaninient to
the cllckety-chck of the pounding
whecls ‘as, the cxpress -drove on
through the night towards Wllhelms
haven.

It promised to be a painful journcy
for the lad. Let us Icave him to 1t

(("ontmued on page 24)

15/12/34




 MECCANO...

- WORLD FAMOUS PRODUCTS

increased year after year.

than ever.

This year Meccano parts
brilliant- colours.
ever beforc,

MECCANO MOTOR CAR CONSTRUCTOR OUTFITS

If you’ve never built and raced a
Meccano Motor Car, youdon’t know
what thrillsare. These perfect rac-
ing models will travel far and fast
under their own power. Race your
car with your friends. Arrange
cndurance trials and hill-climbing
tests. There are four colour schemes
to choose from, and the cars have

electric headlamps, too !
Prices 13/6 and 25/-

In addition to ‘these Con-
structional Outfits there is a finc
ready-built Clockwork Model.
Price 6/6

MECCANO AEROPLANE CONSTRUCTOR OUTFITS
Witha Meccano Aeroplane Outfit
yvou can build many different types
of aireraft exactly as a real aircraft
engineer would build them. There
are three different colour schemes
to choose from. Motor-driven pro-
pellers enable the machines to
‘ taxi’’ under their own power,

Prices from 5/- to 25/-
HORNBY SPEED BOATS

Have you ever scen a real speed
boat tearing across the water ?
That's just how Hornby Speed
Boats go. They win all the races
on the local ponds! Beautifully
finished in smart colours, they
are unsinkable in rough water or

collisions,

; Prices from 2/11 to 16/6
MECCANO DINKY BUILDER

.. The new Meccano Dinky Builder is a fascinating constructional toy specially
designed for younger boys and girls. _The parts, tastefully enamelled in jade green
and salmon piunk, are fitted together in a simple and ingenious manner without the
use of any nuts and bolts, giving results that are attractive and of exceptional interest.

Prices 5/- and 7/6

MECCANO DINKY TOYS

Meccano Dinky Toys are rapidly establishing themselves as firm favourites with
boys and girls. They are.in big demand because they are the most realistic and
the most attractive models in miniature ever produced.

Prices from 1d. to 1/. each.

SEND FOR THESE SPLENDID BOOKS

THE HORNBY BOOK OF TRAINS THE MECCANO BOOK

This splendid new edition of the Hornby Of all the wonderful Meccano catalogues
Book of Trains is the best yet. Fas- that we have ever published, the new
cinating articles on railway activities are Meccano Book i3 the flnest. It is a
included and, in addition, it gives details triumph of the printer’s art and crafts-
and prices of 68 train sets and also of 426 manship, It is printed in colours and lists
separate articles. Price -3d. from your a total of 916 articles. Price 2d. from your
dealer, or 44d. post free from us. dealer, or 3d. post free from us

. Manufactured by:
MECCANO LTD. (Dept. 60), BINNS ROAD, LIVERPOOL, 13.

NEW FEATURES FOR 1934-5

The Produtts of Meccano Ltd. are always improving and their range is
This year Meccano Products inciude mang
new features and new ideas, which will make 1934 a better Meccano year

No matter in which branch of engineering or science you may be interested
the products of Meccano Ltd. bring it to you in model form.

THE NEW

MECCANO

Engineering for Boys—Hundreds of Working Models

are beautifully finished in gold-bronze ana

This makes all Meccano models more attractive than
The instruction books, which are included with every Outfit
contain many new and improved working models.

Prices from 5/- to 410/~

HORNBY
TRAINS

Electric and Clockwork

This year there is a greatly increased range
of electric trains. There are electric locomotives
with patented devices .for starting, stopping.
or reversing at any part of the track and their

speed regulated from a central control.

In addition, the standard range of clockwork

trains is available—better than ever.

Prices of Electric Train Sets from 15/- to 75/-
Clockwork ,, ., 4/11 to 65/-

»

MECCANO KEMEX Chemical Outfits

Explore the wonders of chemistry in your
own home with a Meccano Kemex Outfit.

Prices from 5/- to 25/~

MECCANO ELEKTRON Electrical Outfits

If you are interested in electricity, you
must have a Meccano Elektron Outfit. These
Outfits contain full equipment and instructions
for carrying out important experiments in
magnetism, static electricity and current
electricity, With the No. 2 Outfit you can
construct electric motors, bells, telegraphs,

and other electrical apparatus.

Prices from 6/6 to 21/«

MECCANO PRODUCTS
Al British

All Guarante:d
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Top left : The engineers on this outdoor

model railway were mainly Boy Scouts.

And haven’t they r;\a_:l? a jolly good job
of it !

Left : And here’s part of the Vicarage
and North Scullery Electric Railway—the

result of eight years’ work. Note the
switchboard !
A track, junctions and cross-overs, signals
properly arranged, tunnels that are
tunnels-—and all the rest !

A maze of tracks so that you can kecp the
train on the move, choosing a different route
every time it comes to a junction. Add to
this a control station so that you can plan
it all out, shifting points and signals all from
that station.

Sounds too gced to ke true, eh? It isn’t,
though. There are hundreds of fellows who

have railways like that.
making a start now ?
Railways like these aren’t got together in
a day, of course. For the beauty of model
railways as a hobby is that they are never
, finished, even in a lifetime !

Look at the photo on the left at the
bottom. That electric model -railway,
at St. Mary’s Vicarage, -in Hoxton,
London, - i3 known as the Vicarage and
s North Scullery Railway, with over

REAL railway with vards and yards of

"The Modesn Boy

What about you

l5/12/34

Running a Méslel’ Railway is a hobby t]

—because youwsnever grow too old for it, a
Railway in Miniature Up-to-Date so that i
you never knowwhat your Model Railws

Above: The famous Qreen Goddess midget loco
of the Romney, Hythe, and Dymchurch Light
Railway, Kent. «This'engine cost £2,500—and
the car by its side about £200. Some contrast !

Right : Another magnificent midget—but hard-

working—toco om-the R.H. and D. Railway,

Kent, christened Dr. Syn, after a well-known
type of engine on the American railways.

2,000 feet of track and seven stations, with
nineteen platforms,;  Altogether the rolling
stock conasists ofitwenty-four locos, seventy-six
passenger coashes,and one hundred and twenty
goods wagons. They are all electrically worked
and controlled, and though the system has-
taken eight 3(&13 to get together it isn’t
finished yet !
With an outd
real cuttings a
where tho traig
You have to lag
of course, with
with wooden
fish-plates, and 8l

odel railway you can have
bankments, and tunnels
y does go underground.
own a v.eatherproot“ track,
but it will be a real track
s, complete with chairs,

HE top left photo shows one end of a
model railway like that, laid-down-in a
garden at Bishops Avenue, East Finch-

ley. Lucky fellows'!" Well, why not start to go

after onc of your own—and beat ’em at it ?
Now, listen to -this, All his life, Captain

Jo E P, Howey had wanted a real little railway,

The Modern Bo,




oo~ S8 bt ? ¥p == o i o o e e .o e oo So L yg4 0a d he was det. ined to} it. A f IS 9 the chance
mﬁﬁ%@ﬁm@ﬁmﬁﬁm%m%m 2;,1111(:,1 eand hZ Zr;iz‘:(; it Wlizt];‘l‘;e Loth haﬁgs}.,caA strgeotchmi); ca:)la.';b

s 3 ; s 5 3 ) sgs between Hythe and Dymgchurch, in Kent, had cricd out for a
Running a Médel ' Railway is a hobby that still defies all competition ra,ilway, but there wasn’t traffic enough to justify an extension

—because yousmever grow too old for it, and because you can keep your of the Southern Railway.
Railway in Mintature Up-to-Date so that it never loses its Novelty ! And Captain Howey got permission to lay down a miniature lne

’ i i 1 with a gauge of only fifteen inches—about a quarter full size—
you never know/what your Model Railway one day MIGHT grow into ! linking “the towns of Hythe, New Romney, and Dymehurch.

m@ﬁmﬁm@ﬁ@ﬁm@ﬁ%@ﬁ%@ﬁm And now that astonishing little railway has since been extended
iR e I Et i £ ki = & °r Radien to Lydd and Dungeness l.ighthouse.

-Don’t get theidea, though, that this is a toy railway.. It isn’t,
for though. it is a midget in every respect, it carries thousands of
passengers during the summer holiday scasons!

VERYTHING on the line is a miniature of full-size, even.
E to the signalling, as well as a real girder bridge built of
steel and conerete. -There’s one of the splendid little locos,
named Green Goddess, which is a miniature 1. N.E.R. Pacific, and
Dr. Syn, modelled on an up-to-date Yankee loco, in two of our
photos.

Green Goddess cost £2,500 and weighs eight tons, but an
L.N.E.R. loco duver would find uverythmcr in her cab as in the
“ Flying Scotsman.””. The rolling stock includes some very
smart Pullman coacheb, and eéven vacuum brakes are fitted.

You want a model railway of your own 2
Well, - go. after. it! No matter how - small ”
“you start, there are endless and exciting
possibilities before you! g

model railway with a “little
set, of lecos,s carriages, -and
track bought complete in a cardboard
box for a shilling. Now he’s got.a
£ complete 1ep10duct10n of a section
k& of the Southern Railway
laid out in his cellar, with
electrically driven rolling
stock and electric signals
just  like the full-size
ones,
And that original
shilling model rail-
“way 1 still -
_ corporated i his
present lay-out--—
he’s just added to it
bit by bit. - Perhaps
YOU could do th(‘
-game !

ONE fellow we know started  his

Above: The famous Green Goddess midget loco
of the Romney, Hythe, and Dymchurch Light
Railway, Kent. “This'engine cost £2,500—and
the car by its side about £200. Some contrast !

Right : Another magnificent midget—but hard-

working—loco orm.the R.H. and D. Railway,

Kent, christened’ Dr. Syn, after a weli-known
type of engine on the American railways.

2,000 feet of track and seven stations, with
nineteen platforms.;i Altogether: the rolling
stock consists ofitwenty-four locos, seventy-six
passenger coashes;and onc hundred and twenty
goods wagons. They are all electrically worked
and controlled, and though the system has-
taken eight years to get. together it isn’t
finished yet !
With an outde
real cuttings amg
where the tra
You have to
of course, with. &
with wooden
fish-plates, and a¥-

gnodel railway you can have
bankments, and tunnels
y does go underground.
lown a weatherproef track,
g but it will be a real track
prs, complete with “chairs,

THE top left photo shows one end of a
model railway like that, laid down in a
garden at Bishops Avenue, East Finch-

ley. Lucky fellows!"Well, why not start to go

after one of your own—and beat ’em at it ?
Now, listen to -thig. Al his life, Captain

J. E. P. Howey had wanted a real little railway,
i ‘
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-Choose frem the new fully  illustrated list,
sent post. free.

Bluemel’s

proof
lif against sul-
‘Yphation,
/-Batteries

- last longer!

2 Inattractive
7 colours, ,
A complete wit-]13 6
bulb & battery
‘White 4/

Bluemel's

“DUALITE”

° Electric
“Rear Lamp and
. Reflectorcombined

' Complete with bulb
- und battery: 3/6

Black body

BLUEMEL Bros.
LTD.,
Dapt. 28,

WOLSTON,
Nr. COVENTRY.

b ey
- BE STRONG

I Guarantee Robust Health, Doubled Strength,
Stamina, and Dashing Energy in 30 days or
money back! My amazing 4-in-1 course
; adz;s 10-25 ins. to your muscular development
{with 2 ins. on Chest and 1 in. on Arms); also
brings an Iron Will, Perfect Seif-Control, Virile
i] Manhood, Personal Magnetism. Surprise your
i] friends! Full course Ss., dctails free, privately,
i under plain scaled cover. Write NOW to—
{ STEBBING INSTITUTE. Dept. M.B.,
y 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2,

APPARATUS £ CHEMICALS

FOR STUDENTS’ LABORATORIES
Coraplete range of CHEMICALS in Bottles

|
!

|{from’ 3d. each. KExtensive selection of
IAPPARATUS, including Beakers, Flasks,
iGraduated Ware, Condensers, Retorts,
Balances, ete.

Also MINERALS and TEXT BOOKS.

SPECIAL PARCEL OF APPARATUS
Containing : 1 Flask, flat bottom, 150 c.c.,
1 Beaker, spouted, 100 c.c., 3 Test Tubes
4 ‘in. by § in., 1 Thistle Funnel 20 cm.,
3 ft. Glass Tubing, 1 Rubber Cork 2 Holes,
4 ins. Rubber Connection Post
T'ubing, 1 Glass Stirring Rod 2/ 6 Fg?ose.

BEGIK (Sgintiic)e mon sarer,

Dest. B. )STOKE NEWINGTON, N, 16
WRITE FOR CATALOGUE—FREE.
R R A T

" .
The Modern Boy

Peter the Waif'!
(Continued from page 20)

for the moment and returir to the
reserved compartment in which Grey
Shadow was seated in the first-class
coach.

The portfolio was open on the table
in front of him; and Grey Shadow was
studying the papers he had taken
from it. .

Amazed and enthralled, he read the
closely written words until at length
he leaned back in his seat with a soft
exclamation of shcer admiration.

“By Jove!” hc breathed. “It’s
incredible ! :
But it wasn’t ineredible. - The

papers in front. of him proved. that.
Determined at any cost to establish a
fuelling base for -their” U-boats in
British waters, the.German Admiralty
had decided on a scheme the amazing
ingenuity of whichi might well have
spelled its success. :
_‘Lighting 'a cigarette, Grey Shadow
sat smoking in thoughtful silence,
sometimes staring reflectively at the
papers in’ front of him, sometimes
staring out into the night at the snow-
covered landscape sliding swiftly past.

So this was what had been discussed
at the conference that same afternoon
in the Wilhelmstrasse! It was ten
days ago that the British Admiralty
had warned him'in code that a confer-
ence was to be held, and had instructed
him to digeover its purport.

And he had discovered it. The
secret’lay there in front of him now!

It had not been difficult. From the
first he had concentrated on Von Erze.
For Von Erze was a friend of the
Crown Prince. It was that friend-
ship which had obtained for him the
post of private secretary to Admiral
Furzanger.

And, as private secretary to Fur-
zanger, Von Erze was in the know.
More than once, as Grey Shadow well
knew, Von Erze had acted as courier
between the Wilhelmstrasse and the
naval depots of Kicl and Wilhelms-
haven.

It was the small boy sitting in the
third-class: compartment farther along
the train who }md watched” Von Erze
leave the Admiralty building that
evening. ~

Ten minutes after arriving at his
apartments in the Gartenstrasse, Von
Erze had beenn rung up on the tele-
phone. The quiet and somewhat husky
voice speaking over the wire had
announced itself as being that of
Lieutenant von Halze, of the Berlin
Garrison.

Von Halze was one of Von Erze’s
many pals. The slight huskiness was
explained by a rccently developed
cold. Would Von Erze dine with him?

No, Von Erze couldn’t. He was
leaving Berlin that night. - Where
for? He wasn’t permitted to say wherc
for. It was secret. No, he couldn’t
possibly manage a snack with Von
Halze before he left. And he really
must ring off. He was in a hurry. -

Von Erze had rung off, and a few
minutes later that same husky voice
was speaking over the wire to the
passenger office at the West Station.
'orroboration was required by the
Wilhelmstrasse, said the voice, that a

24

compartment had been.booked for the
Herr Captain-von Erze on the night
train fer Wilhelmshaven. :

Yes. had answered the " harassed
official, a cempartment had been
booked on the eight-fifteen. Yes, it

had already been done.

~ As he sat now in that same com-

‘pointed to . Von

partment, Grey Shadow’s firm lips
twitched in a fleeting smile.  How
simple 1t had all been! If Von Erz
had not ‘been leaving Berlin--if he
had accepted that invitation te dine—
he would have been trapped, then
tricked into talking, for certain very
definite plans had been laid to that
end. J

But e had been leaving Berlin and
it had not required a superzintelli-
gence to realige that he would be leav-
ing for one of the naval depots. . -

If lie had drawn a blank with :the
Wilhelmshaven train, Grey Shadow
would have tried the Hamburg and
Banzig trains. “But everything had?
Erze’s destination
being Willhelmshaven, and Wilhe!ms-
haven it had been.

How useful that littie secondhand
clothing shop ‘was in the Schwartz-

+platz, reflected Grey Shadow-—that

dark little shop with its dingy back
room -and secret cellar where was
installed the small and efficient print-
ing press for running off forged
papers, and the hidden cupboards full
of all manner of clothing ‘and
uniforms !

Suddenly Grey Shadow stirred. Re-
placing the papers in the portfolio, he
relocked it with the key he had taken
from the pocket of Von Erze. Theu,
rising, he pulled down the blinds of
the compartment, madc certain the
door which led into the corridor was
securely closed, and reseated himself
at the table.

Taking from his pocket a paper
packet of cigarettes, hc_em*)tied it of
its - contents and pencilled a dozen
meaningless words on the packet.
That done, he replaced one cigarette
only in the packet, put the others in
his cigarette case, and returned the
packet to his pocket. ’

A grinding of brakes signalled that
the train was running into Ulzen, and
when it had slid to a stop alongside
the dimly lighted platform the coach
steward pulled open the corridor door
and, inserting lis head into the com-
partment, sad : Yo &

“We have a ten minutes’ wait here,
sir.” - -

“Thank you!” said Grey Shadow,

rising. “1 Will stretch my Ilégs,
then !” ‘ )
Buttoning 1p the collar of ‘his

greatcoat. against “the bitter chill. of
the night, -and with the portfolio in
his hand, he descended to the plat-
form and strolled slowly along'-the
train. Ry o

His eye . fell on the small boy.
That unfortunate youth, in the grip
of a fat woman, was being hustked
towards the refreshment-room... A'
snatch of her- conversation camec to
Grey Shadow. .-

“We may be able to get something
—before the War there was always
plenty—everything is ratiomed now—-

(Continued. on page: 27)
-
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FOR FINEST FLYING
PERFORMANGCE ...

THiS XMAS CHOOSE YOUR MODEL FROM THE

WARNEFORL

The real pleasure of owning a model aeroplane
comes from flying it—that’s why you should
make sure that the model you buy not only
looks well but flies well too !

Warnefords are recognised as the finest Model
Aircraft obtainable. DBuilt on well proved
aerodynamic principles and constructed of first-
class materials (no paper used) by specialised
aeronautical engineers—Warneford Aircraft give
outstanding results.

Flying a Warneford Model will give endless
pleasure and, moreover, will teach you ‘a lot
about the handhng of aeroplanes !

WRITE FOR
PARTICULARS
OF THE
WARNEFORD
JUNI®R AIR
LEAGUE.

The WHIPPET

A Super Fuselage
model high wing
monoplane of really
realistic appearance.
Span 30 ins. Flying
speed 1,494 ft. per

, lemg
1 7 ecom plete

with = performance

min, Distance 550 ft..

figures

SQUADRON !

The NIPPER

A fullsized Model
Monoplane with an
Unrivalled . perform-
ance at .the price.
Span 15 ins. Flying
speed 1,098 ft. per
min. Distance 550 ft.

2[6 Ceiling40ft.
ebmp]ete
The BEMON

The Aircraft with an
exceptional Perform-
ance. Span 23 ins.
Flying speed 1,410 ft.
per min.  Distance

. 900 ft. Ceil-

7/ 6 ing 80 Ft.
complete
OTHER MODELS
FROM 1/6 TO 5 Cns.
from good Stores and
Toy Shops through-
out the World. Fully

illus rated price - List
and Description

‘The TERROR

A superb new Fuse-
lage modet of* a
Fighter Aircraft with
correct colours and
markings. Span
18% ins. Flying speed
1,230 it. per
min, Distance
300 ft. Ceiling

30 ft.”

5/ 6 com-
plete,

The MOTH

A fine Flying Model
Monoplanie” thatt will
give maximum per-
formance ! Span 18%
ins. . Flying speed
1,320 ft. per min;
Distance 700.ft.

/ Cellmg 50
3 6 complete

IN OPEN COMPETITION

59% BETTER

Throughout 1934 Warnefords' met
with consistent success in. Flyinig
competitions. At the  LestAilleg
Cup ’ at Paris, @ct., 1934, Warne-
fords achieved 599, better performs-
ance than any other-competitor.
fea e N s e e
A Delighted Private Owner says:
ear Sir,

I bought one of your planes, the

*Demon,' a few days age, -and I
must say it was the best purchase I
ever made. Itis a marvellous flye
and climbs like a rocket. : "l’
fully wound I can get it to take off
by placing the lid and the bottom of
its box upside down and end to end,
and letting it run along these. § ‘got
it to go up to a height of nearly 100
feet, hand launched, and even ta loop
the loop ! lruly ‘marvellous per-
formance, I think! . Yours trul

(Signed) ROBERT FLANAGAN.”

of all Models, post FREE on application to:

WARNEFORD FLYING AIRCRAFT
Dept. B 14, GREENWIGH Rd., London, S.E.10.
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HE INVISIBLE BOY !—You all
know him—the fellow who can
never keep his cyclo lamp alight

on a dark night. He wants a BLUEMEL
LITALITE, a neat electric headlamp in
black and white or in colours to match
his 'bike. Makes batteries last
because it's moulded from non-sulphating
material. The DUALLTE, for rear lamps.
has a reflector glass instead of the usual
plain lens. Gives brilliant light, and for
battery-economy  can be switched off in
well-lighted streets.

OUR OWN CINEMA.—Make it with a
CONSTRUMENT OUTFIT — the

new hobby which enables you to build
vour own cine-projectors, micrescopes,
photo-copiers, cameras, magic lanterns.
telescopes, ete. Prices to suit all pockets.
Also ask to see the new Bing hame cine-
projectors, which show Bing films of
favourite film stars—Harold Lloyd,
Charlie Chaplin, Stan Laurel, and so on.

E AN ENGINEER !—Got your EREC-
TOR CONSTRUCTIONAL KIT
vet ? This amazing model-makers’ outfit
enables you to build wonderful working
models—real engineering methods . with
even the cheapest sets, and special outfits
for building your own model locos, motor-
cars. and aeroplanes. And don’t miss
the conjuring and puzzle-making outfits ;
the jig-saw cutting tool ; the Kaster-Kit
for making toy soldiers, ete. ; and Erectoc-
Brik building sots.

HESE WINTER EVENINGS.—Why
not spend them making interesting

and really useful things—model railway
gadgets, furniture, radio cabinets, models.
jig-saw puzzles, and so on ? That’s where a
HOBBIES FRETWORK OUTFIT conies
in—just a few inexpensive tools, but they
enable you to make all kinds of things in
wood. Full particulars. from Hobbies
Lid., Dereham. Nortolk, or their branches.

ORLD’S FASTEST TRAIN.-Rail-

ways allover the world are speeding-
but Britain’s famous ‘* Cheltenham
> is still the record-holder for the

up,
Flyer

longer *

'mmdow !

world’s fastest regular daily run for a
steam train, with her amnazing average
speed of 71.3 m.p.h. for the 77} miles
Swindon-Paddington journey. Read all
about this wonderful record-breaker in
CHELTENHAM FLYER, just published
by the Great Western Railway.

OLDERING MADE SIMPLE.—Every
fellow who likes doing odd jobs about
the house, repairing and building models,
and making things in metal, wants
FLUXITE, the special soldering prepara-
tion. Now a new Fluxite Gun has been
put on sale. This handy tool enables
the user to put the Fluxite exactly where
he wants it on the soldering job.

HOME LABORATORY.— Start a
laboratory at home with the aid
of LOTT'S CHEMISTRY AND ELEC-
TRICAL OUTFITS, containing all the

KR IR R I T BT TE TR
Be Guided by the
MODERN BOY’S
BUYERS’ GUIDE!

materials and instructions you need for
performing all sorts of intevesting ex-
periments. With the chemical outfits
you can make your own secret inks, crystal
formations, dyes, and so on, and the
electrical outfit enables you to build
electric motors, traffic and railway signals,
and other electrical gadgets.

TELEPHONE FOR YOU.—Think of
the fun you could have with a
private telephone to your next-door

chum. Or you could take it to camp
with you, or on scouting expeditions.
Complete KAY HOME TELEPHONES
on sale at all big model and toy shops
work perfectly - over any reasonable
distance. Write to Kay (Sports and
Games) Ltd., Dept. M. B., Pemlbroke

MODERN BOY READER WINS 10s. 6d.!

THESE splendid home-made model
hangars are the -work of

BRUCE YOUNG,
London, S.W.12.
MODERN BOY reader .. .
is proud of young Young!
Christmas Present of 10s. 6d.

for him ! —The Editor .

The Modern Boy

ptanes
nine-years-old
of 6, ‘Airedale -Road, Balham,
He declares he’s proud to be a
and MODERN BOY -
So I’'m sending him a
If he wants to spend it
very profitably, he’s only got to gaze into' this page-
turned-shop-window, and his mind will be made up

and
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Works, London, N.10, for free catalogue.
Thero are also Kay Conjuring Tricks,
Chemistry and Electrical Outfits, ete.

HO WANTS A DIARY ?—Now, don’t
all rush—unless it is to your local
bookseller to ask to see the 19335 range of
CHARLES LETTS DIARIES. A fine
selection awaits you—** The Schoolboy’s
Diary,” ** The Boy Scout’s Diary,” ‘* The
Cyeclist’s Diary,” “ Motor-Cycling Diary.”
and ‘“ The Wireless Diary.”” All contain
lots of extremely useful information, .as
well as the usual diary spaces.

OR SPEED FANS.—With every TRI-
ANG model of the famous MACGIC
MIDGET racing car, holder of world's
records for “ baby ” cars, is enclosed a
certificate signed by Capt. Gi. E. T. Eyston,
driver of the car, to say it is a faithful
scale model of his famous speed-iron.
Clockwork-driven, really fast, and with
all the exterior fittings of the original.
Made by the builders of the world-famous
FROG model planes.

LECTRICAL MAGIC.—Liven-up your
Christmas party with a display ot
simply-performed electrical magic. Full
instructions in ELECTRICAL RECREA-
TIONS, published by Percival Marshall &

- Co., Ltd., for carrying out over a hundrecl

fascinating experiments, with instructions
for making all the apparatus required.
A postcard to 13 to 16, Visher Street,
London, W.C.1, will bring you a free list
of books on all kinds of model-making,
locomotives, boats, aeroplanes, and so on.

UARANTEED WATCHES FREE.—
To advertise their leverless, leakproof
British-made fountain pens, WM. PENN,
623-627, HOLLOWAY ROAD, LONDON,
N.19, offer. free of all charge, a strongly-
made pocket watch guaranteed against
breakage or getting out of order for five
years, with each pen. Order by post—
money refunded if not satisfied. Price list
of other useful Christmas gifts on appli-
cation to same address.

YCLE IN SAFETY with a PIFCO-
DE-LUXE Electric Headlamp fitted
with special anti-dazzle lens projecting
a 90 ft. brilliant beam of light. Special
bright-dim switch enables you to switeh
off three-quarters of tho current in well-
lit streets, and so make your battery
dast longer. For the back-light, the
PIFCO Rear Guard Lamp, with red lens
and special arrangement for illuminating
tho white mudguard flap, makes your
machine conspicuous to every one.

ASY-TO-MAKE MODELS for every
fellow who owns TRIX—THE
MASTER MODEL MAKER ! Engines,
bridges, locomotives, cars, aeroplanes-—
you cafi build them all with Trix. In.
expensive motors drive your working
models just like the real thing. And
there are special prizes to makers of
original Trix models.

THE SKY’S THE LIMIT when you've

got a WARNEFORD MODEFEIL
PLANE. These Performance Model Air-
craft are the model planes that have been
so successful in flying competitions.
including winning the ‘ Les Ailles Cup ”’
at Paris against over 100 other competitors.
A fine new fuselage model has been added
to the existing range—the Terror, with
realistic appearance, and high performance.

LECTRIC SHOCKS.—You'll be as.
tonished at the low prices of the
electrical gadgets sold by L. WILKINSON,
8, CITY ROAD, LONDON, E.C.1.
Write now for thisfirm’s 40-page catalogue,
enclosing 4d. in stamps for postage.
Electric motors, dynamos, transtormers,
shockirz coils, lighting equipment, etc.,
at really reasonable prices.
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Peter the Waif !

(Continued from page 24)
but perhaps some acorn coffee or a
piece of blood sausage—"

Grey Shadow smiled and strolled
on almost to the darkened end of the
platform. = Turning, -he slowly re-
raced his steps. The small boy had
cscaped the fat woman, and was
standing by a lamp standard.

Casually, as he approached the boy,

Grey Shadow took the paper cigarette
packet from his pocket. Placing the
one cigarette it contained between his
lips, he crumpled the packet in his
hand and dropped it.
- The boy never moved. Grey Shadow
passed him without a glance. Draw-
ing his gloves from his pocket, the
boy commenced to pull them on, mov-
ing forward towards the train. One
glove fell. He stooped, picked it up,
and with it the crump}ed cigarctte
packet.

“ Howl Like Billy-ho!”

T was in the cold, dark hours of
l early morning that the express
clanked into the ' station at
Wilhelmshaven, and slid to a stop
with a grinding of brakes and a hiss-
ing of escaping steam.

From their compartment descended
the fat woman and the boy. She was
laden with parcels, the carrying of
which was rendering her somewhat
breathless.

“I will remain with you until you
meet your uncle,” she wheczed.
“Perhaps he may he acquainted with
my son-in-law. Can you sce him?
Look round well and sce if he is
here!” -

“It is all right, lady !” said the
little boy desperately. ‘‘He is sure
to be here. I will find him N

“That’s what you think !” cut in his
sclf-appointed guardian. - “But you
do not know. He might not be here,
and you could not find your way to
his house through the dark streets.”

“Oh, there he is!” cried the boy ex7
citedly, pointing to an elderly man,
overcoated, and with a trim grey
beard. . “I must run to him. Good-
bye, and thank you very much. A
merry Christmas to you and to your
married daughter and to your son-in-
law !”

He could have named a score more
relatives, he thought, as he scuttled
towards the bearded man. He. had
heard all about them all the way from
Berlin.

‘“Well, little Peter!” grceted the
bearded man, seizing the boy’s thin
brown hand in his.
you? Had a good journey?”

“Oh, a dreadful journey, sir!”
answered Peter, and as they walked
through the dark and narrow streets,
deserted save for the naval- patrols
and pickets, he told his companion
about the stout lady.

“And all the time she was talking,
sir, I wanted to be quiet and to
think,” he concluded, “but I didn’t
get any chance !”

The * other laughed ' in geNuine
amusement. -

“Well, the fact that you're her
proves ‘that so far everything has

The Modern Boy

“And how are-

progressed satisfactorily,” he said.
“You have the message for me?”

“Yes, sir; I received it on Ulzen
platform,” replied Pecter.
© “Excellent I chuckled his com-
panion. “And now it’s bed for you
for a few hours, then you must go to
the Blucher Hotel.”

It was at that precise moment that
Grey Shadow’s taxi was depositing
him at the Blucher Hotel, an unpre-
tentious but popular resort of naval
officers. i

Booking a room in the name of
Captain Zelten, Grey Shadow turned
in at once and was asleep almost as
soon as his head.  had touched the
pillow,

He was astir before eight o’clock,
and, having breakfasted, made his
way to the naval barracks and in-
quired for ~ Admiral Zimmermann,
into whose presence he was shown at
once.

“I was expecting the Captain von
Erze!” said the admiral, taking the
dispatches which Grey Shadow handed
him from the portfolio.

“As you will see from that letter,
sir,” said Grey Shadow, indicating a
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sealed envelope, which had certainly
not been in the portfolio when Von
Erze had received it from Admiral
Furzanger, “I have been sent in place
of the Captain von Erze !”

The admiral nodded, and, ripping

open  the envelope, read in
Furzanger's scrawling hand:
“This _is to introduce Captain

Gerhard Zelten, of the Naval Intelli-
gence Service, to whom you will
afford. every facility for the subse-
quent delivering to me of a personal
report on the matter in hand.
AveUsT FURZANGER.”

As a forgery, the letter was perfect.
But to Grey Shadow its beauty lay in
its delightful ambiguity. . For the
letter had, perforce, been penned
whilst he was completely in the dark
as to what was being discussed at the
conference in the Wilhelmstrasse, and
he flattered himself it was a letter
which couldn’t fail to cover any con-
tingency. ‘

He determined to make certain.

“I sail with Von Schauer, sir!” He
said. i
“Then the plan has been adopted ?”

‘ Give me your gun,
Von Schadaer!”
demanded Grey
Shadow, grabbing
the other’s wrist. Vou
Schauer gaped at
him, and at the
gleaming bayonets of
the British sailors, as
though they were
ghosts.
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Peter the Waif'!

said Zimmermann, and turned cageriy
to the dispatches.  “Yes, I sce it has.
Excellent. ©~ One swift, shrewd blow,
Herr Captain, and we have a basc
which the Englanders will never dis-
cover. But the Captain von Schauer
is waiting. I will introduce you!”
He pressed a bell, gave a curt order
to the secretary who answered the
ring, aud a few moments later a dark,
well-built, and swarthy faced man in
the unifofm of a German U-boat cap-
tain was_ushered into the room.
“Well, everything is settled, Vaon

Schauer,” said Zimmermann, acknow- .

ledging the other’s salute. ““ You sail
at three g’clock this afternoon. This
is Captiifl Zelten, of the Naval Intelli-
gence Sefvice, who will accompany
vou. Captain Zelten, this is Captain
vou Schauer !”

N hour latcr Grey Shacdow was
back at his hotel.  Sitting in
the lounge waiting for him

was Peter, the small boy of the train,

But this was quite a different
Peter. He was now wearing a
knickerbocker suit, his hair was fair
instead of dark, and was parted down
the middle, and he was wearing
spectacles.

Hc looked quite Dbookish and
studious;, and at. sight of him Grey
Shadow could not suppress a grin.

“Why, hallo, Peter !” he exclaimed,
striding forward. “So you got heve
after alt?” ‘Then he added for the
henefit” of anyonc listening: “And
how is your aunt?”

“She is very well, thank you,
uncle,” replied Pcter, shaking hands.

Together they sat on the settee.

“Everything all right?” mmwrmured
the man. )

‘“Ves!” breathed the boy. “Your
message: was transmitted to London
by wreless code within half an hour
of the train getting in. The acknow-
ledgment came through at once.”

“Splendid!” murmurcd Grey
shadow.. His hand closed on the boy's

arm. “Peter, if all goes well, we will"

spend Christmas Day in England.
But, ob, what a cunning, cunning
scheme it is that these Germans have
hatched !

He jumped to his feet. )

“Well, come on, then, nephew ! he
exclaimed loudly and heartily. “I am
going to give you the Christmas trecat
1 promised you. I am going to show
vou over a submarine!”

“Oh, are you, rcally, uncle?”
ejaculated the boy, and more than one
in the lounge who heard his excited
voice smiled at his youthful eagerness.

Off they went, and as they walked
through the snow and slush of the
streets towards the docks. Grey
Shadow spoke swiftly in low and
guarded tones.

Aud move than once as he talked he
clanced down at the little figure by
his side, and in his eycs was a strange
and deep affection.

For on hchalf of their country this
queerly assorted pair—this man with
a price on his head and this homeless
little waif of the sea—had faced death
together not once but a score of times,

The Modern Boy

and whilst the boy worshipped the
man and would willingly have died
for him, the man loved the lad as he
would his own son, and he never
cecased to marvel at the fearless
courage of that brave and resolute
voung heart.

A strange partnership it was, but
one which time and again had reduced
the German High Command to im-
potent frenzy and ome which, if. all
went well, was to bring to naught the
most astounding scheme ever hatched
by any naval power.

“Now, you quite understand what
you are to do, Peter?” asked Grey
Shadow, as he and the boy turned on
to the submarine pier and met the
icy wind which was blowing across
the basin.

“Yes, sir, I understand,” replied
the boy.

Von Schauer’s boat, U 127, was
lying alongside the pier. The armed
marine on sentry duty came rigidly
to thie salute at sight of Grey
Shadow’s naval uniform. Iiis eyes
flickered towards the boy, but he saw

nothing strange in a diminutive
youngster going aboard with an
officer.

Civilians often visited the ships,

cither with officer friends or with
special permits.

Nimbly, Peter followed Grey
Shadow down the ladder on to the

steel deck, then up into the conning-
tower, and down the iron ladder
which led into the control-room, with
its Dbewildering array of wheels,
gauges, pressurc pumps, pipe-lines,
and voice tubes.

Von Schauer was aboard, and as he
stared at  Peter’s frail-looking
physique and disfiguring spectacles,
something akin to contempt crept into
his eyes. -

“So this is your nephew, is it ?” he
said to Grey Shadow. “Well, let him
have a look round, but he must not
touch anything.”

Peter turned away. This was not
the first time he had been on a U-boat.
He had, in fact, been with Captain
Walther Schweiger aboard U 20 when,
on May 7th, 1915, that German U-boat
captain  had sent the Lusitania
plunging to her doom with the loss
of more than eleven hundred souls.

So leaving Grey Shadow talking to
Yon Schauer, Peter set off on a tour
of exploration on his own. He visited
the Diesel cngine-room, the electric
motor-room, the torpedo chambers,
and stared at the ballast tanks, the
flooding gear, and the compressed-
air cylinders.

And an hour later he was missing!

“Strange he should have gonc off
like that !’ commented Grey Shadow.
“But I do not think he was very
interested. Butterflies and entomology
are his hobbies.”

“Yon surprise me!” said YVon
Schauer, and he managed to throw
such a sneer into the words that Grey
Shadow laughed outright.

“He is a nervous little fellow,” said
Grey Shadow, “and seeing you and
me talking he probably did not like
to disturb us. I will have a word
with the marine up there!”

He went swiftly up the ladder, to
reappear a few moments later,
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“Yes, he clcared off about twenty
minutes ago,” he said. “I hope he
finds his way home safely.”

Von Schauer refrained from com-
ment. He didn’t care whether the
puny brat found his way home or not.
He simply wasn’t interested.

But he was interested, and furiously
angry, when some three hours after
U 127 had sailed a sailor appeared in
the control-room, leading the snivel-
ling Peter by the arm.

“1 found iim lying under Captain
Zelten’s bunk!” explained the mun
stolidly.

“I—I wanted to see what it was like
at. sea!” blubbered Peter, shrinking
away from Von Schauer’s purple
visage ancl almost incoherent wrath.
“That’s—that’s why I stowed away!”

“We're too far out in the Jade to
signal another boat,” raved Von
Schauer, “and I haven’'t time to put
back with you, confound you !’

He wheeled on Grey Shadow.

“Take him in there ” he choked.
indicating the tiny curtained cabin
on the starboard side of the ward-
room. - “Take him in there and flax
the life out of him with a rope’s end :*

I shall certainly give him a thrash-
ing!”  said Grey Shadow. “That
marine must have lied to me!”

“Never mind the marine!” shonted
Von Schauer. “You attend to that
brat, or I'll do it myself!”

Taking the trembling Peter by ths
arm, Grey Shadow marched him into
the curtained cabin.

“Splendid, lad, splendid!” he
breathed. “Now howl like billy-ho.
because I'm supposed to be laying inte
you with a rope’s end !”

And the wails which promptiz
ensued from behind the curtain
brought a grin of savage satisfaction
to the lips of Von Schauer.

The Lonely Isle !

HROUGHOUT that night and
during the ensuing day, U 127
drove steadily south-westwards.

At periscope depth she slipped round
Cape Wrath and cruised down towards
the Scottish Hebrides.

Beforc darkness closed in across thc
grey and desolate sea, Von Schauer
came to the surface in order to take
his bearings, then dived again.

It was nine o’clock by the control-
voom chronometer when he took the
boat once more to the surface. The
hatch was thrown back, and Von
Schauer, Grey Shadow, and the officer
of the watch clambered up into the
conning-tower.

“It’s snowing !” raved Von Schauer
furiously.

Yes, it was snowing heavily. Great
white flakes were falling silently down
from out of the night in a blinding
denseness which -blotted out even the
near-by conning-tower rail.

“It’s seasonable, anyway,” observed
Grey Shadow. “Don’t forget it's
Christmas 1”

“Seasonable ?” snarled Von Schauner.
“How the dickens do you think we
can locate the confounded place in
this ?”

Leaning over the rail, he peered

(Continued on page 31)
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More Models! More Parts! \&

REAL Engineering in Miniature

You’ll be happiest building REAL engmeermg models.
And that’s the thrill of Erector! You can build the actual
thing. Wonderfully different models are built true to
scale. They look and work exactly like their big counter- "
parts in real engineering. With the splendid range of
extra parts that Erector Sets contain, you can build an
unlimited number of better things. The No. 4 Erector,
for instance, makes 733 different working models—all ’

Models to drive other models!
Power Stations and horizontal and
donkey engines butlt with the power-
Jul electric motor included svith every
Erector Set from No. 4 and upwards.

ERECTOR SETS FROM I’6

of them powerfully driven with the Erector Electric = endid N 4 £ 2057 Gns
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tractors, lorries, excavators, locomotives, etc. You’ll Builds 733 models and includes the famous Gilbert
be proud of what you have built, and of the fine appear- Electric Motor. No.4 in cardboard box : 21/-.
~ ance of the coloured enamelled parts. Even the smallest Erector builds scores of models. Other sets
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--------- POST THIS COUPON TODAY-—

Please send me the new Erector Catalogue No. 3
showing coloured pictures of scores of wonderful gifts |
Write in CAPITAL LETTERS and post todaym

. stamped unsealed envelope to :
TheA.C. G1 lbert Co., 109 Kingsway, Londor, IV €2
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Are you a Scientist ?

Are you keen on Chemistry® Then ask your Dad
for a Lott’s Chemistry Set this Christmas. You will
then have your own laboratory and will be able to
carry out scores of experiments with real apparatus
and just the same chemicals as in the school * lab.”
The equipment varies with the size of set, and
includes test-tubes, crucibles, Bunsen burner, retort
stand and many chemicals. Full instructions for
the experiments and notes
on the use of the apparatus
by a Doctor of Science are
supplied. 7

Complete Sets at 2/-, 3/6,
6/-, 10/6, 15/6, and 21;-.
Larger Students’ Cabinets at
31/6,42/-,73/6,and 105/-.

Spare supplies of all Chemicals
and Apparatus can be oblained.

= /1N Box 5 Price 21]-.
. )

- ; Box 2. 84 Ex-

t o T i .
LOTT’S ELECTRICITY EETime i
Thevse sets provide She (ﬂl“,'(](,“l:n,\l;?:é:
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a really remarkable range of buzzer, traffic

signals, ete., 2

experimeats in magnetism, I nchore
-

static and current electricity.
Working models and instru-
ments such as the following
can be made:

Buzzer, relay, electrically
operated railway  signal,
irathc  signal, gold-leaf

electroscope, electric motor,
etc., etc.

Sets at 6/-, 12/6 and 21/..

LOTT!

Obtainable at all leading Toy Dealers and Stores

WRITE FOR FREE ILLGSTRATED LISTS OF
LOTT'S PRODLUCTS.

Dept. N. 5, LOTT’S BRICKS LTD., WATFORD, HERTS
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Here’s a Bright G: ¢!

Here's Xmas coming and your chance to geil
this wonderful headlamp for your bike. See¢
that the Pifco de Luxe Electric Headlamp is
among your gifts . ., . . it will make cycling safe
on dark roads. It will make you the envy o!
your friends. It gives a bigger, brighter light
and has the finest dimming switch of any lamp
The finest headlamp you’ll ever see; actually
four lamps in one.

AVOID AND REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

24-PAGE BOOKLET packed with interesting in-
formation every cyclist should know. Write NOW
—it’s FREEI

PIFCO LTD., SHUDEHILL, MANCHESTER.
or 150, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.2.

ELECTRIE

" There was a poor father named Boyes,
His children would break their toys.
When asked to repair—

He sighed in despair—
He tried FLUXITE—repairs now enjoys !

See that FLUXITE is always by you—in the house—garage—work:
shop—anywhere where simple speedy soldering is needed. Usca
for 30 years in Government Works and by the leading Engineers
and Manufacturers. Ol' ALL IRONMONGERS—IN TINS, A&d.
8d.,, 1/4 and 2/8.

Ask to see the FLUXITE SMALL-SPACE SOLDERING SET—
cempact but substantial—complete with full instruections. 7/6.
Ask also for Leaflet on CASE HARDENING STEEL
and . TEMPERING TOOLS with FLUXITE.

THE FLUXITE GUN

is a handy and economical tool
that enables you to put the Fluxite
where you want it on the soldering
job and is clean and simple to
use. Nothing to remove—no mess—
no trouble. Always READY FOR

Also used to project grease into
grease cups, bearings, etc.

Just fill the nozzle portion—half
fill the cup—put together and press
as required. PRICE 1/6.

IT SIMPLIFIES ALL SOLDERING

FLUXITE LIMITED (Dept. M.B.),
Dragon Works, Bermondsey Street, S.E.1.
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Peter the. Waif !

(Continued from page 28)
into the swirling and impenectrable
mass of whiteness. .

“This is going to ruin everything !”
he raved. “Tf were anywhere ncar
the place, we’ll be on the rocks before
we know where we are. It’s worse
than fog !

“Where do you reckon we
asked Grey Shadow. .

“By dead reckoning we’re lying a
guarter of a mile to half a mile
westwards of the place,” answered
Von Schaucr. “But how the dickens
are' we to know where we are, in
thise?- . R

Abruptly he broke off, his-gloved
hands gripping the rail, :

“Listen!” he rasped.

Grey Shadow and the officer of the
watch listened with bated breath.
Not ‘a sound disturbed the stillness
save. the splash and ripple of water
against the iron hull. Then, stealing
faintly to their cars, from out the
night came the sound of bells.

His - swarthy face convulsed with
triwmph, Von Schauer swung on lis
two companions. .

“You. hear them?” he cried.
“Christmas, you said, Zclten.. So they
ring their bells. Yes, they would.
What a picce of luck!”

He leapt to the voice tube.

“Helm hard to starboard!”
rasped. '~ “Dead slow ahcad
clectric motors. Landling-party stand
by P’

Slowly the iron hull of the U-boat
turned in the dircction of those
faintly pealing bells; slowly it nosed
its way towards them through the
night and the snow-cnshrouded sca.

Plainly now to the cars of the
three men in the conning-tower came
_the pealing of the bells ringing out
the glad message of Christmas.

They were ringing from the
monastery on Mona Isle, ‘that lonely
sca-girt rock of the Outer Hebrides
wlhicre the monks of St. Benedict
dwelt ‘in  scclusion far from the
haunts of men.

Service was in progress the
brightly illumined chapel, when
suddenly above the chanting voices
of the monks there came a thunder-
ous beating on the outer door.

Instantly every voice was stilled,
and hooded faces turned question-
ingly towards the curtained entrance
of the chapel. .The bolts and chains
of the outer.door rattled as they were
drawn back, there came the creak of

arer

he

in

heavy hinges, then the tread of
booted feet - approached along the
stone corridor which. led ~to the
chapel.

Next .instant, as the curtain was
pulled aside, the questioning look on
the hooded faces became omne of be-
wilderment and consternation. For
standing -there -on the threshold was

a German officer, a revolver in his-

hand, .whilst behind him were
grouped a scOre of “armed German
scamen. 2

The German strode swiftly up. the
aisle- towards where the abbot was
standing rigid.

“My father,” he said to the abbot
—and his. harsh voice was curiously

The Modern Boy

3

with

quict and subdued-—" pray accept. my
apologics.  for this intrusion.” No
harm will come to any of you. But
it is: my duty to inform you that,
acting on the orders of the German
Admiralty, T am here with my men
to occupy this monastery until such
time as hostilities between Germany
and her cnemies shall ‘cease!” I
“And what is the object of this
oceupation?” asked  the abbot
steadily. : I
“We require it as a base,” answered
the German. “That is all T can tell
you: It will be impossible for any
of you to.remain here. You and yonr
monks will be taken to. Germany,
where a-special prison camp is being
prepared for you, and you will all be
returned here when hostilities have
ceased !\ o
He paused, then added harshly: -
“I must warn you, however, that

OU’LL meet this Bright Lad in

Next Saturday’s issue. He’s the
MODERN BOY COLUMBUS—
Percival . Ulysses Woodger, who with
ten shillings- in his pocket stows
away in a case of cheeses for
America ! . . . The First of a New
Series of Complete Stories of Fun
and Very Unusual Adventure !

You’re going to like young P. U. W,
tremendously !

any resistance will have fatal conse-
quences.  The German Admiralty
earnestly hope that a peaceful occu-
pation will be allowed us, and that
it will be unneccessary for us to usc
armed force!” oy

The threat was unmistakable. - But,
as le uttered it, the German turned
sharply on his heel and glared in
dismay  towards the curtained en-
trance of the chapel.

For a sudden harsh command had
rung out, and his men were backing
into the chapel, and following them
came the gleaming bayonets and the
rifles of ‘a force of British sailors!

And walking quickly up the aisle
towards him-came Grey Shadow.

“Give me your gun, Von Schauer!”

demanded the latter, holding out his :

hand.
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V.on Sehauer gaped .at him, - as
though he had been a ghost.

“Hand it over, ‘max!”- snapped
Grey  Shadow, and whipped. the
automatic from- Von' Schauer’s hand.
“Now come on out of here! There’s
a British cruiser lying offshore wait-
ing to take you and your crew to
England!” - :
~“A British cruiser!” gasped Von
Schauer, his = swarthy . face paling.
“So we have been betrayed—betrayed
by you and that brat! )

“'The traitor’s reward is death, and
may I live to see the day when the
Fatherland visits it upon you both !”
he hissed, as he turned and was
marched out of the monastery.

HE following night Grey
I Shadow and Peter sat after
: dinner in the drawing-room of
Sir Malcolm Davies of the British
A(I,miralty.
fBut it's amazing I cjaculated Sir
Malcolm, when he had heard the full
and detailed story. “What was the
idca behind it all?”

“One of the cleverest ideas ever
conceived for the running of a fuel-
ling base!” answered Grey -Shadow.
“No one ever visited Mona Isle, and
the monks ncver visited the main-
land. Their garden, their fishing,
and their sheep made them self-sup-
porting. When they had been taken
as prisouncrs to Germany, the picked
men. whom Von Schauer had brought

with him would have taken their
places and worn robes and hoods, if
necegsary. . Discovery would have

been impossible except by the merest
accident ! .

“But it’s sacrilege |” exclaimed Sir
Malcolm.

“No, sir,” said Grey . Shadow
firmly. “I will ‘give ‘the German
Admralty credit for' that: . The

monks were, to be properly housed
over in . Germany, but kept under
guard, of course, and the menastery
was to be restored to them on the
cessation of hostilities in the same
condition as it was when taken. over.
Morcover, they were to be paid an
indemnity in the event of Germany
being victorious!” - :

“Well, it was certainly ingenieus,”
agreed Sir Malcolm. “But tell me.
This fellow Von Erze whom you gct
rid of—where did Saunders  take
him?#” .
~ “To - the Schwartzplatz, sir,”
answered- Grey Shadow. “He was
wiconscions when he was carried in,
and he’ll be unconscious when he is
carriecd out. He’ll be found some-
where in the suburbs of Berlin early
one morning !

Which is exactly what happened.
And when, later, Von Erze turned up
at the Wilhelmstrasse, the infuriated
Furzanger tersely informed him that
he could pack his bag at onec and
prepare for active service with the
SYerman High Sca Fleet!

Another - extra-special Story
of Grey Shadow and young
Peter Next Saturday! s
@ Geéo. E. Rochester master-
piece of Secret Service work ! l!
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In the Cavern of Fear!
(Continued from page 16)

familiar shape of the Flying Cloud
floating-like a huge silver fish.

+ On~ the stretch of beach was a
huddle of buildings, surmounted by
two gaunt wireless - masts. . And
charging up the hill came several
men, led by Bingley himself, one
arm_ in a sling, a white bandane
wmpped around his head.

: James !” exclaimed Justice,
still %lmking his eyes in amazement.
“Bingley and the Flying Cloud ! It’s
almost too good to be true!”

A rerrular knock-out, isn’t it?”
chuckled Mldvo “Hanr7 it all, any-
body’d think we’d just been for a ride
on an underground train and ordered
the car to. mecet us!

“We’ve come jolly well out of this
business,” he went on. “Here we are,
all alive and kicking, and the only
casualty is the professor’s jolly old
tin lobster. ~Sorry about the old
bus, professor!” he added, turning to
the old scientist.

Lack of breath had brought the
professor’s impromptu dance to an
end, and he was standing on the
crater’s edge, peering down at his
heloved airship.

" “Don’t worry about the loss of the
—er—tin lobster, as you call it,” he
said, turning a smiling face to Mldrrc
“ Aheady plans ave takmv shape in
my head for a new and improved
aquacrawler. I shall construct it as
soon as possible, and make another

trip into the unknown underworld to
conduct a thorough investigation of
the many scientific marvels we en-
countered.”

“Another trip?” exclaimed Midge,
staring at him in amazement.
* Golly,you won’t catch me going down
there again! TI’ve seen all T want to
—and more! I'm sticking on the
earth in future!”

. L . . 0

¢ yT'S the most extraordinary
l coincidence I've ever heard of,”
said Captain Justice an hour
later, as he sat on the vcranda of
the wireless station on lone Demikos
Island. *“That we should come up
out of the bowels of the earth and
find you and the Flying Cloud here
on this

island is almost beyond
belief !”
‘“Beats cock-fighting!” agreed

Bingley, with a vigorous nod of his
banﬁaned head. “I hardly know how
I got “here myself. When that gale
sprang up, and the old Flying Cloud
started standing on her nose, I was
knocked clean out—broken arm and
slight concussion. The fellows on
this island woke up onc morning and
found the old airsﬁiq floating in the
bay. with a hole in her bows, and a
man——me—sprawled in the control-
room.

“I was unconscious for two days.
When I came to I tried to send a
radio message to Titanic Tower, but
couldn’t get any reply. Then I
learned that you werc missing, and
that the tower had been grabbed by

a gang of eccqpea convicts,- v.ho
latel surrcndered t® a French war-
ship.”

“Surrendered! You mean they've
left the Tower?” asked Justice
cagerly.

“Cleared out—lock, stock, and
barrel I’ assured Bingley. " “The
beggars arc on their way to Devil’s
Island now! The ncws was broad-
cast this morning!”

“And what about Grunow, the
crooked scientist, and his men, whom
the convicts werc holding prisoners®”
asked Len Connor.

“They’ve gone,- too,” replied
Bingley. “The French clearcd ’em
all out! / The Flying Cloud’s got a
broken beak, and she’s lost a few
tail feathers. But,” he added cheer-
fully, “she cah still fly. I'm a bit
of a crock myself. But give me
half an hour to tune up the motors
and rccharge the gasbags, and we'll
stagger off home !”

He was as good as his word
Thirty-five minutes later the great
dirigible soared up from the spark-
ling waters of Demikos Bay, and
turned her battered bows home-
wards !

»

JUSTICE & CO. are going to
thrill you again Next Saturday
in a special Christmas stary
ashore and afloat—this time in
England and the raging Chan-
. mnel! It's a MAGNIFICENT
: CHRISTMAS YARN! ®

'—E{IS is a real scale model of
Captain - Eyston’s record - breaking
M.G. Magic Midget—the first Babv
car to do over 120 m.p.h.: Eyston
himself has certified it to be a perfect
1'ep]ica Tt looks a speedy car—and
it is! Try the Magic Midget out
against your friends’ racers. The
Magic Midget has an all steel body
with a 90werful clockwork = motor,
rubber wheels with pohshed alu-

ainium disc. Length 16 ins. 1 0 6

PRICE

See tvhqua,gic Midget at your toyshop.,

MAGIC MIDGET
Made by the makers ot
TRI ANG TOYS under

he supervision of
CAPTAIN G. EYSTON.

NJ‘&/‘\"J‘J‘N./‘J‘%-"J\J‘ -

"—..Jf.‘.-.?a@nwyuy;o
B EREBYcertify that T have examined
the clockwork toy.‘MAGIC MIDGET”
manufactured by Lincs Brothers Ltd.,
and that I consider it to be a true and
faithful scale model of the famous M.G.
MAGIC MIDGETon whichIhavebrokenso
many Baby car recordsand which was the

first B((xlbs}ctartoatlt'u?nr
a speed of two milesja ol
mmute (Signed) M

mwwww.ﬂwwww,ﬁm.ﬂwwww

MAGIC MIDGET

S
N
3
92
$
3
$
S
S

The Modern Boy
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AT TOY
MAKING

LIGHT
WOODWORK |

FRETWORK

MODEL
MAKING

JIGSAW
PUZZLES

CABINET
MAKING

BRITISH FRETWORK OUTFIT

Fach one complete with tools and full
mstructions. From 1/6 to 42/-. The Al.
Outfit is most popular with 48 page book
of instructions and wood for making six
simple articles. The best value anywhere.
Insist on Hobbies to get the best tools and
the best value. You see them' everywhere.

E likes messing about making things
with tools, too. Making toys, a
wireless speaker, a model steam engine
or St. Paul’s Cathedral, a jigsaw puzzle
or a Doll’s House, all in wood. Splendid
things to make and quite simple with
Hobbies Fretwork Tools. See you have
an Outfit for Christmas, and you can
start right away. TFree designs given
with Hobbies Weekly of things to make
and sell in your spare time. Now be
sure you have one of

L T T

A SPECIAL FREE
XMAS OFFER

You should write for

Asa special offer a gift the 12 page booklet
of -2 dozen extra saws, telling you all about
value 1/-, is being given it, and a specimen copy
during December only, of Hobbies Weekly
with the A41. Outfit. offered to the Modern
Cemplete “in dox with Boy readers.. Send a
hinged lid jor 10/6 post card now to the

(postage 1/-). address given below.

See Holbieg Outfits at all leading ironmongers, storés,
toyshops, and Christmas DBazaars. Hobbics  own
branches in London, Glasgow, Manchester, Sheffield,
Lecds, Birmingham, Sonthampton, and Brighton. Or
write:to Hobbies Ltd. (Dept. 31), Derebam Norfolk.
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! FOR THE BOY WHO WILL HAVE THE BEST!

Here ‘is. a cemplete laboratory for the Here is a complete electrical workshop,
student, containing 34 ditferent Chemicals, containing a wonderful Electric Induction
Bunseén Burner, Rubber Tubing, Tripod Coil, a Triple-coil Electric Motor, 2 Bulb
and .Gauze, Flask, Test-Tubes, Glass Holders, 2 Fancy Shiades, 2 Bulbs, Turn-
Tubing, = ¥iiters, Test-Tube Brush, screw, Battery Tester, Switch, 3 Coils
Asbestos Paper and Millbeard, Trays, of Wire, Battery Clips, Insulated
Scoop, Test-Tube Holder, Corks and a Staples, and a splendid book full of
splendid beok full of instructions instructions and experiments.

and experiments. ~ 10/6 each.

i 10/6 each, TELEPHONES Other complete outfits at 2/-, 3/6,
Other :splendid outfits, each com-  FA pair of mar'tglous EHoEuI:e T';Ephones—full~sized, 5/6, 7/6, 12/6, 15/~ 21/-, 30/- and
plete with Bunsen. Burner, a goed  fone-piece instruments, each 8% ins. long. Easy to instal; 50/~ each, the larger ones includ-
supplyof chemicals and apparatus, fautomatic calling; perfect reception. Works oft ordinary ing Dynamotors, Tapper Sets,
and a-hook of experiments and pocket-lamp batteries. Each set complete. with 2 instru- Telephones, “in. addition  to
instructions, at 2/6, 3/6, 5/-, 7/6, ments, 30 ft. of twin wire and full instructions. Electric Bells, Induction Coils,
15/ '21/-, 35/-, 63/- and 105/- 25/. set. Motors and Lighting Equip-
each, Also other wonderful Telephone Sets at 10/6, 15/6, and 21/- set. ment, etc.

Ohtaintghle from all leading Stores, Toyshops and Sports Shops. If you have any dificuity, please send direct to the manufacturers.
KAY (Sports and Games) LTD., Dept. M.B.,, PEMBROKE WORKS, LONDON, N.10.
Send for FREE Illustrated Catalogue

=

BUILDS BEST

.BECAUSE “Trix’' is stronger,

more realistic and
far more comprehensive. Because with
“*Trix'' you can not only build, but also
drive and light your models with electricity
and—grand climax!—put them in gear!

Shoving the
application of
Triz Gears.

A shilling or a sixpence placed on the counter will soon convince
you that there is nothing like * Trix '’ for making models that
“look the part.” ’

. “Tricy-Trix,” the Electric Trix costing half-a-crown ; Moto-Trix
with the famous Trix Motor at 5/-; or Trix Gears at one shillipg, are
outstanding examples of Trix supremacy and value.

Lift your loads by
electricity with the

aid of Tricy-Trix,
the Electric Triz.

@ No “Extras.””—No Expensive Accessories

There is nothing extra to buy in order to produce your best effects,
The value of Trix is in the Set. Spend a Merry Christmas with Trix.

H.M.S. HOOD * bristiing with guns '}
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KEN KING and SOLOMON ISLANDS GOLD'!

Promoted from the pots and pans of the galley to
deep-sea diver, Danny the Kanaka rifles Davy

Jones’ Treasury! . . . .

Sunk in the Crackerjack !

OWER the whalcboat !”
L Ken King’s voice rang
cheerily - across the deck of
the Dawn. ‘The morning sunshine
streamed down on the Pacitic, and all
was activity on King of the Islands’
ketch, hove-to betwecen the reef and
the cannibal island of Suna-Suna.
Only one face was dark and gloomy.
It was that of Dandy Pecter Parsons,
the sea-lawyer of Lukwe. Scowling
like a demon, he watched the lower-
ing of the boat and the Kanaka seca-
men slinging the diving suit into it.

Danny the cooky-boy came along
from his galley, a huge grin on his
fat, dusky face. Danny was an im-
portant person that morning. He was
the only one of the Dawn’s crew small
enough te cram into the diving out-
fit, and on him depended whethei the
gold of the wrecked Crackerjack, sunk
on the reef, would be found.
Danny strutted with his importance.”

Dandy Peter scowled. -at - him
blackly <~The fact that the -fat little
cooky-boy- could cram, mto»the outfiy

The Modern Boy

And -

No can help,: sarl-

spelt disaster to the plans he had so
cunningly laid to cheat Kit Hudson,
the mate of the Dawn, who was his
partner in the venturce to raise the
Crackerjack’s gold, out of his share
of the seven - thousand golden
sovercigns. As a last resource, he
had attempted to destroy the diving
suit, and had been clapped in irons
by Ken King, the boy skipper and
owner of the Dawn.

As the cooky-boy went strutting
and grinning past him, the sea-
lawyer’s savage temper broke out.
He could not use his manacled hands,
but he could use his feet. He stepped
away from the mizzen and shot out a
foot. The grin vanished from Danny’s
fat face, and he uttered a fearful yell
as Parsons’ foot crashed on his loin-
cloth, sending him sprawling along
the deck.

“My sainted Sam !” ejaculated King
of the Islands, as the spinning cooky-
boy _crashed into him and npearly

<Jknocked. him backwards.

*Me" solly, sar!” yelled- Danny.

FC]IC]. Parsons
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By CHARLES HAMILTON

kick this feller Danny, sar, foot
belong him, altogether too. mueh,
sar

Not satisfied with one klck Peter
Parsons was about to follow it up
with anether, - when Kit - Hudsen
grasped him by the collar and swung
him back. With a swing of his
sinewy arm the mate of the D'lwn sent
Dandy Peter: crashing back” against
the mizzen,: and he collapsed at tlhe
foot of the mast. Hudson glared down
at him with glinting eyes.

“You scum!” le - reaved.
thieving sea- lawyel ! Koko !”

. Yes, sar!* The brown boatswain
came across the deck.

“You give:this feller Parsons seven
bells along 1awye1~crme'
V“Yes, sar!” grinned Koko, and
strode away for the lawyer-cane.
Dandy Peter stlumrled to his’ feet
his eyes burning.’

“If you dare—> he pauted

“You swab ’%said Hudson savagely.
“You're not on your cutter; the Sea-
Cat, now; you're .om the den and
yowll toe tlie line om thls*pauket ol

« You




IS ALL IT COSTS
to obtain a copy of the

STANLEY GIBBONS

SIMPLIFIED

CATALOGUE

-—the World’s Iinest Stamp Cata-
logue, published specially for you.
989 pages, llstmg 52,300 stamps and
with 6,470 full-size illustrations—all
foronlysl . Remember—you can-
not collect properly without its help.
T'he Simplified (‘atalogue is on sale
at all booksellers or stationers, or
vou can order direct from us at ol-
postage extra U.K. 9d., abroad 11

GET A COPY FOR XMAS!
FREE oo e

STANLEY GIBBONS LT®

By Appointment to H.M. The King
DEPT. 88,391 STRAND, LONDON

’OUTF|T & BALLOON PACKET FREE
i g 4 Barbados, Cuba, ﬁulmn

e, long Qcts'
TAMP HINGES, The

9 faadada TN L
. [qm_st approvals. —LISBURN & TOWNSEN
1 LTD. (Dept. M.B.), LIVERPOOLIL.

FREE! ~Fohaiaran

Including Afghanistan (1932 unused),
Angola (1933 redrawn), obsolete Austria, 8§
Flnlcc(unusednewvalue]ustreeelved) i
Fr. Morocco (Sultan’s Palace), Italy por- i§
traits, long set of old Japanese, Martinique £
(new- pictorial), Middle Congo (stea.m
train on. viaduct), Reunion (water- §
£all). St. Pierre (new design), fine long sot §
of pictorial Ukraine, etc. I will send this L)
collcetion absolutely free to all stamp
collectors scuding 2d. postage (abroad 4d.).
G. P, EEEF, Willingdon, Eastbourne, Sussex. &

OUTFIT &KING ALEXANDER PAGKET

THE FINEST OUTFIT EVER GIVEN E
AWAY. Mounts, Perforation Gauge,
Duplicate Album, Detector, also 51 B
Difterent Stamps, including STAMP OF
THE ASSASSINATED KING OF JUGO-
SLAVIA. All REE to approval &
applicants %endmly 2d. postage. Abroad &
6d.P.0.—M. B. WILKINSON, 54, NEVILL -
RKOAD, HOVE, SUSSEX, i
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The. Cooky-Boy’s Haul !

Koko came back with the lawycr-_

cane in his brown hand. Dandy
Peter, his face pale with rage, yelled
to Ken :

“King of thc Islands !
nigger off !”

Ken looked at him across the deck.
Danny was wriggling and squirming
from the savage kick, his fat import-
ance for the moment’ quite dashed.

“You Lukwe blackguard!” said
Ken. “You’re getting what you've
asked for. You've been warned not
to handle my crew as you do your
Lukwe boys on the Sea-Cat. Give
him a dozen, Koko !”

There was a cackle of laufrhte1 from
the Hiva-Oa boys as the brawny
boatswain grasped Dandy Peter and
pitched him face down on the deck.
The lawycr-cane rose and fell in
Koko’s mighty hand.

Twelve times it lashed across the
back of Pcter Parsons, and his yell-
ing rang across the blue waters,
waking echoes in the bush of Suna-
Suna, where lurked Chicf Komo-omo
and his cannibals.’ Parsons lay
squirming when Koko had finished
with him, and the shipmates of the
Dawn gave him no further hecd.

The diving outfit was packed in the
whaleboat, and Danny dropped in,
Lompo and Lufu taking the oars. The
skipper and mate of the Dawn fol-
lowed the Kanakas over the side, and
the boat pushed off.

Koko was left in charge of the
ketch, with Tomoo and Kolulo, and
the threc Kanakas watched as the
boat’s crew pulled towards the reef.

Dandy Peter dragged himself to his
feet, his face white, his eyes burning,
and larched across to the rail, leaning
his manacled hands on it, to watch.

It was a calm day; the sky cloud-
less, the sea almost as smooth as a
pond away from the reef. But on
the rocks of the long" Suna-Suna reef
there was an incessant creaming and
foaming of surf. Jutting teeth of
coral, swnlmrr bursts of foam were
round the whaleboat as it pulled for a
rocky islet in the midst of the half-
sunken rocks.

Dandy Peter watched it with bitter
eyes. 11 his scheming had come to
naught now. Cuuumﬂrly he had con-
trived that the diving suit should be
too small for any man but himself on
board the Sea-Cat, in which he and
Hudson had come to Suna-Suna, to
cram into. Only he could have gone
down in it to scek for the rrold of
the wrecked brig, and Kit Hudson
would have seen little of the seven
thousand golden sovereigns sunk in
the Clack013ack had matters gone ac-
cording to plan.

But his crew had fled in the cutter
from the cannibals of Suna-Suna, and
only the arrival of King of the
Islands in the keteh had saved him
and Hudson from the cooking-ovens.

Little gratitude was there in the

Kcep your

sea-lawycr’s heart for that! On the
Sca-Cat he would have “got away ”
with his cunning schemec; on the

Dawn there happencd to be onc of the
native crew small enough to get into
the diving outfit, and. that was the
cnd of Dandy Peter’s scheming !

For he kncw—what the shipmates
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suspected—that the gold still lay
where it had sunk in the wreck. He
had seen it and handled it when he
went down, and came up again with
a lie on his lips, declaring the gold
was no longer there And what
Parsons — had found, Danny was
going to find!

He gritted his tceth with helpless
rage as he watched the boat pulling
through the surf-ridden coral, an
coming to a stop in calm water off the
little rocky island over the spot
where the old Crackerjack lay fifty
feet below.

According to his compact with
Hudson, they were to share and share
alike in the salvage if they founcl
it. He Lad planned to cheat Hudson
of his sharc; and now, after his black
treachery, he did not expect the mate
of the Dawn to stand by the com-
pact. He himself had never intended
to stand by it, though Hudson had
given him good faith; why should
Hudson, after his treachery? He
raised his manacled hands and shook
his clenched fists at the distant
salvage-seckers.

e—

“ Golden Quids !"”

ING OF THE ISLANDS stood in
K the whaleboat, helping Danny
on with the diving suit. It
fitted him almost like a glove, and
his dusky face grinned, with a gleam
of white teeth, from the interior of
the helmet. Lompo and Lufu kept
the boat steady.

The sca was calm, a fortunate cir-
cumstance for the salvage-seekers,
for in anything like a blow no craft
could have lived near the Suna-Suna
reef. Several times Ken’s eyes had
turned anxiously on the sky. But
there was hardly a cloud to be seen,
and only a light wind ruffled the sue-
face of the Pacific.

Ken fastened the glass in front of
the helmet, and the shipmates helped
Danny over the gunwale, the Kanakas
throwing their weight on the other
side to keep the whalcboat on an even
keel.

The rope was paid out, and the
diver sank like a stone in the calm,
clear water, dragged down by the
heavily leaded boots. =~ Kit Hudson
lcaned over the gunwale, watching
him with eager eyes. Gladly the mate
of the Dawn would have made the
perilous descent himself to the wreck
of the old brig; gladly Ken would
have made it; but Dandy Peter’s
treachery made that impossible. They
could only hope that the cooky-boy’s
nerve would be equal to the strain.

And Danny, though not of the stuff
of which heroes are made, went
about his task coolly enough. Deep
waters and gliding sharks had few
terrors for a Kanaka. A white man
could not help thinking what might
happen if there was a twist in the
diving suit’s air-tube. But the fuzzy
head of a Kanaka was not much given
to thinking. If Danny was thinking
at all, it was chiefly of the gold he
was to rcecive if he discovered the
treasure of the sunken brig!

Deeper and deeper the strange-look-
ing figurc sank, till the lcaded fect

.rested on the deck of the sunken brig,

fifty feet under the boat, and gliding
fishes sped away from his heavy tread.
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" over the side.

So clecar was the water that Ken and Kit could follow
every movement of the diver, though it clouded a little
as Danny’s tread stirred up silted sand.

Slowly, lumbering along the wreck, Danny moved aft,
where the after-deck and companion-hatch had been
broken away and it was possible to sink into the interior
of the old Crackerjack. And keen, anxious eycs watched
him from above as he sank lower and disappeared into
clouded water.

The shipmates waited, their hearts beating. Hudson
breathed quickly, his cheeks flushed. Almost every
shilling he had had gone in fitting out Dandy Pecter’s
cutter for the salvage trip. Was it failure—or had
Dandy Pecter lied when he came up from the wreck and
reported that the gold was gone?

Hudson was certain that he had lied—that he had
found the treasure, and kept it a secret, safe in the
knowledge that neither of the shipmates could get into
the diving suit and that naked diving was impossible.
But there was a doubt—a doubt that was to be resolved
by the cooky-boy’s exploration of the hulk. The
scconds scemed long to the mate of the Dawn—the
minutes endless.

Ken stood to gain nothing from the venture, but he
was keen to see his mate succeed.

Ken touched Hudson’s arm and pointed to the ketel,
hove-to a cable’s length off the 1‘ec%.

“Look !” he said.

Hudson glanced round at the Dawn.
faces looked over the teak rail—Koko’s, Iolulo’s,
Tomoo’s. And 2 white face—white as chalk with angry
passion---watched with them. Even at the d istance the
hate'and rage in Dandy Peter’s face could be read. The
shipmates saw him shake his clenched fists, and Xen
smiled.

“Looks as if Dandy Peter thinks we shall have luck !”
he remarked.

Hudson laughed. The sca-lawyer’s expression was not
to be mistaken. He knew that the salvage-seekers were
going to have luck! And Hudson, laughing, waved his
hand to Dandy Peter. He could imagine the feelings
with which the sea-lawyer of Lukwe watched the defeat
of all his schemes! )

It seeMed an endless time to the shipmates before the
signal came from below to haul up. But it came at
last, and they dragged on the rope.

From the black recesses of the wrecked brig, from’
the water clouded with stirred sand, festooned with
clinging seawced, the figure of the diver came into view
again. Up and up it came, till the gloved hands caught
the gunwale of the boat and the glass-fronted helmet
looked out of the water.

I'he shipmates hauled, and Danny put one hcavy leg
Hurriedly Ken unscrewed the glass, and
the grinning, dusky face of the cooky-boy glimmered at
him. Hudson’s voice was sharp and tense:

“You feller Danny, you see piecee gold along wreck,
eye belong you?” ’

Danny chuckled.

“Yes, sar! This feller Danny sce plenty piccee gold,
ege belong him, sar! You look, sar, eye belong you!”

Three brown

E groped in the bag slung to his side. His hand
H came out with something in it that gleamed and
glittered in the sunshine. There was a musical
clinking as the cooky-boy dropped a handful of gold
coins into the whaleboat. —Lompo and Lufu gave a
cackle of excitement, and Danny grinned from ear to
ear with triumph.

“Golden quids!” roared Hudson. He caught up the
coins-—more than twenty of them—and ran them through
his_fingers, the bright gold catching the rays of the
tropical sun. “Ken! Look—look! The gold of the
Crackerjack! Hurrah B

“Good luck!” said King of the Islands. “Ol, good
luck 1”

“I knew it!” panted Hudson. “Didn’t I tell you at
Lalinge, Ken, that the old brig was sticking together
on Suna-Suna, with the gold in her as safe as in the
Bank of Sydney? Didn’t I?”

“You did, old chap !’ said Ken, with a smile.

“You told me it was a mad venture, and you were
right, too!” said Hudson. “If you hadn’t comc after
me, and if I hadn’t had big luck, I should have finished’

(Continued on nert page)
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No Tediouty’
Finger
- Winding
with the,
Bantam or *
Tadpole.

This is a brand new model which gives an excellent perform-
ance. Rises easily off the ground after a short run, and flies

: - 200 feet—the duration of -flight is
30 seconds. - The markings of a famous
squadron "are printed on the. wings.
"You can buy the Bantam fully as-
sembled and equipped, including high

speed . winder box, spare 2/ 6

motor, lubricant and illus-
trated flying hints : :
Wing span 9 ins.

FOR INDOOR
FLIGHTS TRY
THE TADPOLE

NEw IDEA FOR XMAS PARTY : hold an
INDOOR Flying Meeting! Get your
friends to bring along TADPOLES and
arrange contests for duration flights and stunting.
aerodrome your dining table.
ounce, no damage to ornaments.
Complete with high-speed winder box and spare /
motor and flying hints. Wing span 8 ins.: 6
Duration 30 seconds - - - 4
A “TADPOLE” -PARTY IS GREAT FUN!.

British Made by International Model Aircraft, - Ltd.

Sole Concessionaires.; o

LINES BROS. LTD., Tri-ang Works,
London, S.W.19. : !
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All these gift books are strongly bound
in brightly coloured covers and contain
features of interest to boys of all ages.
They are profusely illustrated . with
photographs and drawings, and some
Contain beautiful coloured plates. Ask
your newsagent or bookseller to show
you them all.

POPULAR BOOK OF
BOYS’ STORIES 2/6 w:

With its one “hundred and ninety
pages of thrilling adventure stories,
this book is unheatable for value and
for the sheer fascination of its
contents. Lavishly illustrated.

BOY'S BOOK OF
POPULAR SCIENCE 6/-

Net
A great gift book for boys from
ten to seventeen. Crammed with
wonderful pictures, explanatory draw-
iugs showing how things work, and
photographs of marvels of science.
Scores of simple experiments which
can be carried out at home. Thrill-
ing stories of discoveries and in-
ventions and life stories of animals
and plants.

MODERN BOY'S
ANNUAL - 6/-ne

The wonders of the modern world—
flying, railways, motor-cars and cycles,
engineering marvels and  films—des-
cribpd in brightly-written —articles
copiously illustrated. Also first-
class stories and full-colour plates.

Greyfriars HOLIDAY
ANNUAL - . 5/-ne

The stories of school, sport and
adventure in this famous Annual
have an irresistible appeal to the
manly schoolboy up to fifteen years
of age. Puzzles, poems and humorous
features are included, as well as four
fine colour plates.

If you want an ideal gift
for yourself or a friend
choose one of these
splendid Annuals.

On Sale at all

Newsagents and Booksellers
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The Cooky-Boy’s Haul !

in the cooking-ovens on Suna-Suna,
and tlie gold would have stayed there
till the next hurricane broke up the
Crackerjack !

“But 1t’s worked out all right—it’s
plane sailing now, Ken! The chance
in a thousand has come off |”

“My word, too much plenty gold-
gasped Lompo, as Danny produced
handful after handful from his bag.
Evidently the diver, carefully follow-
ing Hudson’s instructions, had found
the strong-box in the captain’s cabin
in the sunken brig.

At the auction at Lascelles Island,
when the wreck had been sold, eight
hundred and fifty pounds had scemed
a large sum to pay for such a slim
chance of fortune. But it seemed a
small enough sum now, with seven
thousand sovereigns to show for it!

Danny’s axe had broken open the
treasure-box in decp water, and the
bag was full of golden coins. Hudson
counted them gleefully.  Three hun<
dred sovereigns was the result of the
first trip.

“And that scoundrel Peter Parsons
came up and- told us that the gold
was no longer there!” breathed Hud-
son. “Theswab! The scum! The
rascally lubber! No wonder he was
keen to get away—and to come back
later, on his own, and raise the gold,
the thieving pirate!”

“Plenty more gold stop, sar!” said
Danny, grinning. “Too much feller
gold altogether, sar, stop along that
brig 1

The glass was screwed on again,
and the diver sank once more in the
deep waters. This time a sack was
lowered omn a rope beside him, for the
diver to fill. Over the gunwale of the
whaleboat the shipmates watched him
at work, lumbering about the sunken
wreck in the heavy diving suit like
some strange creature of the sea amid
the seaweed. - The signal to haul was
again given, and the boat’s crew
dragged up the sack, heavy with gold.

Their cyes danced as they dragged
it in, tilted it open, and a cascade of
sovereigns shot out in a stream into
the boat. Half a hundredweight of
the precious metal, all in bright
yellow Australian  sovereigns, had
come up in the sack.

Lompo and Lufu gazed at it in
wonder.  Never had their eyes beheld
such treasure; indeed, they would
hardly have believed that there was
so much gold in the wide world. From
the distant ketch came a shout from
Koko and Tomoo and Kolulo; they
had caught the gleam of the gold in
the sunshine, and knew that the
diving was a success. Dandy Petexr
knew it, too, and he gritted his teeth
in helpless rage.

Down went another sack, loaded
with ballast of coral—for Danny to
tip out the ballast and replace it with
golden coins.  Again the shipmates
hauled in, and the heavy sack came
over . the side. And then ‘came
Danny’s signal to haul him up, and
he was drawn up to the boat. Ken
and Kit helped him in, and the glass
was unscrewed.  Danny gaspe(f for
breath and grinned at them gleefully,

(Continued on page 40)
15/12,34

(X



The £

Halks
" Falks

H Address your letters to: g
: The Editor, The MODERN BOY, :
Tleetway House, H

Farringdon Street,

London, E.C.4. @

All letters must bear the full name and address of the writer

STRICTLY FORBIDDEN

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED AND REPRODUCTION WITHOUT PERMISSION

field! May all those things you’ve set YOUR heart on
be yours to the very last one on Christmas morning—if
not before !

I WISH YOU ALL GOOD HUNTING in the Christmas Presents

] . ® . .
FATHERS, mothers, sisters, brothers, uncles and aunts—
they all know how to take a HINT, and if there’s any-
thing you want on pages 26 and 38 of this issue, leave your
copy of MoDERN Bey open whero they cannot fail to see it—
with the item or items that you are most interested in ringed
heavily around with thick pencil !
~ T{ THAT doesn’t do the trick—well, it won’t be MY fault ! !!

I’D LIKE TO SEAKE HANDS WITH YOU ALL—so that
we could congratulate each other on this Bumper Christ-
mas Number! But we shall have to consider that as done.
And—if you who are reading this should chance to be a New
Reader let me tell you that-the issues of MopErN Bovy that
are to follow will hold Thrills and Entertainment for you on
the same splendidly high level as this particular issue!!!

0, New Reader, let’s get more closely acquainted—
through the post.
And, Old Reader, what about dropping me that personal

P
N
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letter you’ve been intending to send me
for so long past ? I won’t fail to answer
it, believe me !

OOTBALLERS’ MERRY CHRIST-

MAS ! —Have you heard the story

of the footballer whose transfer provided

his old team-mates with their Christmas
dinners ?

Norman Mackay, the half-back recently
transferred from Plymouth Argyle to
Southend United, is the man. At the
time I am telling you of, Mackay was
a Newport County player, and his club
was in a bad way—there was no money
in the coffers, players’ wages were in
arrcars, and with Christmas only a few
days off it looked big odds against the
players having much of a Christmas.

Then along came the manager of
Plymouth Argyle. who wanted Mackay

for his team—and who paid a nice sum for Mackay’s
transfer. And so Newport County Club and players had
their Merry Christmas, after all !

GRANDFATHER’S WHISKERS !—That’s
sort -of Password to Merriment this Christmas !

.
going to be a
The

people responsible for' this Three-in-One card gamo call it
* A Riot of ¥un for Everyone .

And they’re RIGHT.

'M mientioning it here because I
want YOU to share in the
tremendous and rollicking fun of
Whiskers — that’s
the name of this game responsible
for hours and hours of thrills and

Grandfather’s

laughter.

You can buy it everywhere for
a shilling. And if you DON'T
get it, your Christmas won’t be as
merry as it OUGHT to be !

ARE YOU THERE, BILL?—
Here’s another riotous game
going to put pep
thousands of Christmas parties,

that’s

Grandfather’s Whiskers

—the New Card Game

that’s a Riot of Fun for
Everyone !

into

and this one doesn’t cost anything

at all.

You play it with two rolled-u

fellows at a time, the rest watching.
Two of vou lie flat on your stomachs on the floor, blind-

p newspapers, two:

i

folded, cach grasping a rolled-up newspaper. You lie head
to head, at such a distance apart that you can'both grip each
other’s lef hands—right hands gripping the “ clubs.”
. . . . .

WE’LL suppose that YOU are geing to open the fun.

Well, you start by sayving, ‘ Are you there, Bill 2
and as soon as your opponent answers you lash out with
your folded newspaper. Whether you hit him or not depends’

This is a picture of
a MODERN BOY
reader named Adol-
phus Butierspot,
with his home-made
portable 1,000 valve
wireless  set, for
which he receives a
Prize of 7s. 6d., less
7s. 5d. discount.

Adolphus is stand-
ing just behind the
second ton of wire on
the right. He tells
me that he can often
hear the North Pole
quite clearly on this
set. Well done,
Adolphus !

on his quickness, for the instant he
has aunswered he is free to wriggle as
much as he likes—provided he does not
release your hand.

AND} so most swipes land only on

empty air—but you can get in
some real hearty wallopsif your hearing
isiacute and you are quick.

After your first ;whack, you 0-
nent’s turn cowes, and he has t#%ay,
‘“ Are you there, Bill ?*’ and it’s your
turn to answer—and dodge his club if
you can ! ¢

SEE YOU AGAIN NEXT SATURDAY.!

i5/i2/34."



‘The Cooky-Boy’s Haul !
(Continued from page 38)

“Feller gold go finish !¥ he an-
nounced. “All piccce gold stop along
this feller boat, sar !

Ken helped the cooky-boy off with
the diving dress, while Hndson, with
dancing eyes, counted the sovercigns,
arrangiig them in little piles  of
twenty. Pile after pile glimmered in
the sunshine. Danny sat down,
breathing hard after his long im-
prisonment in the diving dress, and
chuckling with glee at his success.
Ken watched his shipmate’s occupa-
tion with a smiling face. When the
piles were completed, Hudson counted
them, and they came to three hundred
and fifty.

“How’s the tally, old man®” asked
King of the Islands.

“Right as rain—scven thousand to
the last quid!” said Hudson. He
swept the piles of sovercigns into the
sacks. . “Suffering cats! We've
picked up more gold than a man could
comfortably carry on his back, old
bean! Now for the Dawn. The sooner
we get away from the Solomon
Islands the better I shall ke pleased !”

“Washy-washy along ketch, you
feller Loy !” said King of the Islands.
And the whaleboat pulled back to the
PDawn.

Fleeing from the Cannibals!

OMO-OMO, chief of the cannibal
K blacks of Suna-Suna, stood up,
staring across the tall prow of
a Solomon Island war-canoc as it slid
out of the channcls of the. mangroves
into the sea. Thirty savages were
crowded in the chief’s canoc; and
after it came canoe after canoe. with
cqual numbers in them, and in-
numerable paddles flashing.
.. Komo-omo’s eycs were fixed on the
ketch, hove-to on the shining waters
between the island and the, reef,
where the whalecboat was swinging up
to the davits. And his black cycs
gleamed and flashed like the polished
coffec-can that hung on his brawny
black chiest. The white mea were still
lingering in thosc dangerous waters!

Komo-omo had had fimc to gather
forces from far and near to avenge
his previous defcat by them, and now
fic was coming to the attack with all
the canoes-of his tribe and an over-
whelming  swarm  of fighting-men.
Countless paddles flashed swiftly as
ihie bunch of war-canocs swept across
the half-mile of glistening water that
separated them from the white men's
ship.

“Plenty feller canoe comey, sar!”
said Koko. *“Too much feller cannibal
stop along that feller canoe, sar!”

King of the Islands glanced at the
savage array and smiled. On the
deck of the Dawn lay the sacks of
.gold raised from the wreck of the
‘Crackerjack. Dandy Peter—released
from his irons now—was standing by
them, regarding them with Ditter
eyes, and he did not cven glance to-
wards the array of the blacks of Suna-
Suna. He was thinking of what he
hiad lost by his treachery; and think-
ing, perhaps, that honesty. after all,
might dhave been the best policy.

" ““Komo-omo seems to have gathered

The Modern Boy

all his jolly old family!” remarked
Hudson, with a chuckle. “But we've
got the wind, and we’re finished here.
It’s good-bve to the Solomon Islands.”

“Ay, ay !” answered Ken. “They’ve
fost no time—but they’re too latc!
Up mainsail I

Spread out in a half-circle, pad-
dling swiftly, the mass of war-canoes
shot across the water. Yells from the
Solomon Island savages rcached the
crew of the Dawn as they shook out
sail.  The ketch began to move before
the wind that came out of the south-

west. The shipmates looked back at
the savages, with smiles on their
faces.

Fast® as the Dblacks paddled, they
had no chance of running down the
keteh under sail. The Dawn stood to
tlie north, between the island and the
long reef, and from somc of the
canoes arrows whizzed after her. But
they fell short, dropping in the sca,
and the Hiva-Oa Dboys waved their
dusky hands and made defiant ges-
tures at the blacks toiling in pursuit.

“Solomon Island Doy plenty Dbig
fool along he tinkce catchee us!”
chuckled Lompo.

“ Altogether too much plenty fool !”
laughed Tomoo. “He no—> Sud-
denly he broke off with a cackle of
alarm as the wind died away, spilling
out of the Dawn’s sails and leaving
them flapping idly.

Howling ferociously, the cannibals
camec on with a rush, their canocs
rapidly overhauling the ketch as the
Dawn lost way.

“My sainted Sam!” exelaimed Kit.
“That's torn it!” And, grabbing up
Lis ritie, he jumped to the stern and
commenced to pump Dbullets at the
leading canoc.

Yelling orders to Koko to stand fast
at the wheel and the crew to get rifles
from the rack at the base of the mast,
Ken joined Kit and opened fire.

Kit was making good shoeting, but
his Dbullets failed to stop the savages.

Ken knew that it was up to him
and Kit to stop the blacks. It was
no usc depending on the Kanakas.
Their shooting was hopeless.  They
simply pulled trigger and trusted .to
Inck where their bullets went, never
stopping to take aim. But the boy
trader ordered them to open fire,
hoping that their Dbullets would go
near cnough to the paddlers to
intimidate them.

By some strange fluke, cach of the
five Hiva-Oa Dboys’ bullets found a
mark in the leading canoes. Paddlers
went tumbling backwards, and for a
moment the canocs faltered. 'Then
they camc on again, Ken and Kit
pumping bullets into them, and the
crew firing wildly in their excitement.

Dandy Pecter had taken no part in
the affair. It seemed as if he did not
care if Ken King’s ship was captured.
Then le recalled his awful expericnces
in the canoe-house on Suna-Suna when
he had Dbeen Komo-omo’s prisoner,
and, shuddering at the recollection,
he got a rifle and joined in the
defence. He was a crack shot, and
his well-aimed bullets, added to Ken’s
and Kit’s, caused the blacks to spread

“out and try to circle the keteh.

As they did so the wind came again,
and the keteh began to move, gradu-
ally gaining speed and leaving the
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cannibals Dbehind.  With howls of
rage, the blacks made a last attempt
to overhaul her. But it failed, and
the Dawn sped on at cver-inercasing
speed.

Running before the wind, the ketch
sped out Into the open Pacific, north
of Suna-Suna, with the canocs still
in pursuit, the paddles flashing in the
sun. - Komo-omo brandished a spear
in his rage at sceing his cnemics
escape. North of the reef, the ketch
tacked te the cast and swept away
towards the main group of the
Solomons.

And still the obstinate savages,
hoping against hope, carried on in
chase. It was not till the sun was
dipping down to Suna-Suna that they
gave it up in despair, and the prows
of the war-canoes werc turned back
towards the cannibal island.

“They’ll be watching for us again !
grinned Hudson. “They don’t know
yet that wc’ve finished with Suna-
Snna! By gum, I'm glad to sce the
last of it! I don’t like thinking of
the night I spent in Komo-omo’s
canoc-house, with the cooking-ovens
ready in the morning !” He shivercd.
“It was a mad venture, Ken, as you
told mec at the start, but it’s turncd
out a winner!”

He glanced at the two sacks of gold
which still lay on the deck.  From
one of them he drew twenty-five
sovercigns, and called to Danny. The
fat cooky-boy camec up grinning to
reccive the reward for his services in
the diving dress. He grinned from
car to ear as he ran the sovercigns
through his brown fingers.

“My word, this feller Danny plenty
too much rich feller!” chuckled the
cooky-boy.  “Along we stop along
Lalinge, all feller say that fellex
Danny plenty too much vrich, all
samee white feller master And
Danny went singing Dback to his
galley.

. . . . .

carried Dbelow - to the state-

room. Dandy Pcter watched
the Kanakas carrying them down, a
Ditter look on his face. He camc
across the deck to the shipmates, his
hands clenched, his cyes glinting.

“Where do I come in on this deal ?”
he asked. in a voice thick with rage.

King of the Islands shrugged his
shoulders and turned his back on him.
Hudson regarded him with cool con-
tempt. .

“Where do you expect to come 1,
after the game you played?” he
asked. “You tlueving scum, you
went down first and found the gold,
and then reported that it was lost.
But for the cooky-boy, you might
have got away with it. 1
Tuck not to be kicked over the side!”

e

THEN the sacks were tied up and

“If yourc going to rob me
hissed Peter Parsons. ’

“Why not?” smiled the mate of the
Dawn. “You fixed it all up from the
beginning to rob me—and they say
that one good turn deserves another.”

“King of the Islands > began
Parsons.

“T.eave me out of it,” said Ken
curtly. “You've told me yoursclf

(Continued on page 42)
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MOST AMAZING XMAS

6d.).

GIFT OFFER EVER MADE &

This Genuine Lever SWISS MADE WATCH,
Shockproof, Dustproof case, Unbreakable glass,
Perfect Timekeeper, with 5 years’ Free Repair
Service, is presented absolutely free to every pur- &
chaser of our latest model leakproof, press - button <
filling BRITISH FOUNTAIN PEN, price 2/6 (post, etc.,
This amazing offer is just to introduce to you our
Big Bargain List. Send NOW P.O. 3/-, when BY RETURN
you will receive this marvellous new Fountain Pen with our
wonderful Xmas Gift Watch—Nothing more to pay — Money
willingly returned if not highly dch"hbed

Wm. PENN (Dept. €), 623-627, Holloway Rd., London, N.19.

CYCLING /l
WITHOUT > 4 Oﬂoom l
A VEEDER

IS LIKE e
LIVING Jnsist upon
WITHOUT the genuine
A WATCH Fita

A new interest awaits you
if you fit a “ Veeder.” It
telis you to a fraction how
far you’ve travelled—how
far to go. The exact mile-
age from one place to
another—the entire. dis-
tance covered—service your
tyres give—are to mention
only a few things every
cyclist ougbt to know.

Prices—Regular, all sizes .. 7/«
Trip, all sizes .. s .. 15/6
Sole Tmporter: F, E. DICKINSON, St. Andrew’s
House, Holborn Circus, LONDON, E.C.1.

*““MAN the GUNS *’mmmm

Here it is. boys! The Greatest Naval Gamc
in the world, and you can make it yourselves
for as many shlllmgs as it would take pounds
to buy it ready made.
For 1/6 you can build a beautiful model of
one of the world’s greatest Battleships, 6 ins.
to 6} ins. long, and a Destroyer 44 ins. to 5 ins,
long—"1wo Beautiful Ships for 1/6
These ships are not just ornamems to push
about the table; they arc built to float and to
be sunk by accurate gun-fire. Each ship you
build is a unit in one of the two great Fleets—
The Reds and thc Blues—comprising this won-
derful game of “Man the Guns.” Each
Flect consists of 6 Great Battleships and 6
Destroyers, every onc different—designed from
the World’s Greatest Battleships. Send P.O.
for 1/- now for Blue Print—No. 1 (Red)
Drcadnought and Destroyer, with bolts, nuts,
wire, etc.
For a further 6d. we will send you all [he
necessiiry «md best wood. for building the two
ships. Wrile to-day to:—
The MERSEYSIDE MODEL NAVY YARD,
Dept. M, Egerton Chambers,
30, Stockport Road, Ardwick, Manchester.

““CRAND YULETIDE” PARCEL—FREE !!

This AMAZING PARCEL includes a superb pictorial
SET OF 5 MOZAMBIQUE CO., N.S.‘\’V‘ (Arms),
SOMAILILAND, Guiana (Mchel), LD ENGLISH
1841 (S(a!(e), Gaboon (Raft), UNIQUE “FOOT-
BALL STAMP ” (Goalie making wonderful save).
Juini, CONGO (Viaduct), a stamp commemorating
FIRST POLISH PHILATELIC EXHIBITION, etc.,
cte.; also special Xmas Gift of a FINE PERFORA®
TION GAUGE AND HOLDER with 3 pockets
for duphcates The enme parcel ABSOLUTELY
FREE—just ask see Approvals and
ENCLOSE 2d. POQI‘A(;E*PHILIP J. DYKE,
122, GLADSTONE ROAD, WIMBLEDON.

All applications for Advertisement Space in
this publication should be addressed to the
Advertisement Manager, The MODERN
BOY, Tallis House, Tallis St., London, E.C.4.

Buy POPULAR WIRELESS ... 3"

The Schoolboy’s Diary

During the holidays or term you need a
diary to record your doings and engage-
ments, your friends’ addresses, sports
results, homework and prep. The book
contains many pages of Irench, German,
Latin and Greek Verbs, Tables for Maths.,

Chemistry, Sports, etc.
in Cloth o0 w /-
In Leather Cloth, wnth pencnl o

. 16
In Leather, with pencil and pockets ... 3/-

The Wireless Listener’s Diary
As an aid to listening, as also to all techni-
cal enthusiasts, this diary is indispensable.
It contains space in which to jot down the
(ondenser Readings of the chief Stations,
articles upon Maintenance, Broadecasting,

Television, etc,

Cloth ... 1/- Leather, with pencil, etc. ...

The Boy Scout’s Diary

Compiled at Headquarters, and issued with
the approval of Lord Baden-Powell. It is
just chock full of helpful 8

hints and scouty gadgets
and is well illustrated.
Cloth Cover ... vent 9

with pencil ... 1

Leather,with penml,pockets
and notebook 2/6

The Motor Cyclmg

Diary
Published in
conjunction
with ¢« Motor
Cycling,”’ it is
cram full of
helpful infor-
mation and
practical hints.
Cioth ... /-
Leather,with pencit and
Pockets .. . §

The Cyclist’s Diary
Published in conjunction

with the C.T.C. it has .
many pages of mfonmatlon and records.

Cloth .. 1/- With pencil .. 1/3

OF ALL STATIONERS,
BOOKSTALLS AND STORES

2/6

THEY ARE

JUST THE BOOKS YOU WANT

EVERY BOY'S BOOK OF ELECTRICITY.
Explains batterics, bells, telephones, coils,

wireless, dynamos, mutols and electric light
and power. 100 nazcs, fully illustrated.
Price 1s. Post free 1s.

MODEL AEROPLANES SIMPLY
EXPLAINED.

A splendid introduction to the principles of
model aviation, with complete instructions
for Dbuilding the successful flying model
“ Avis.” Foreword by Captain Geoffrey R. de¢
Havyilland. 101 pages. 84 illustrations.
Price_1s. Post free 1s. 2d.

ELECTRICAL RECREATIONS.

Over 100 fascinating and instructive experi-
ments in electricity and magnetlsm Price
2s. 6d. Post free 2s.

PRINTING FOR AMATEURS
nd Small Printers.

73 Dages 30 illustrations. Price 1s. 6d.
Post free 1s. 8d.

TELEVISION FOR ALL.

The story of Television for the non-technical
rcader. Price 1s. Post free 1s. 2d.
WORKING MODEL RAILWAYS:
How to Build and Run Them.
Price 9d. Post free 10d.

MODEL STEAMERS & MOTOR BOATS:
How to Build and Run Them,

110 pages. 90 illustrations. Price 1is. Gd.
Post free 1s
EVERY BOY’S BOOK OF ENGINES.

48 pages. 19 illustrations. Price 3d.
Post free 4d.

Send for our post free list of books on
Engineering, Flectricity, and Modcl-making,
PERCIVAL MARSHALL & CO., LTD,,
13M. Fisher Street, LONDON, W.C.2.

Boys!

Here’s a wonderful adventure
book about real-life heroes,

o V.C.’s OF THE
AIR"”

The glorious record of British Empire
airmen awarded the Victoria €ross
during the World War. Read all
about the daring and devoted deeds
of the men who won for Britain
through many difficulties and tribula-
tions the sovereignty of the air.

16 FULL PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS

In cloth board covers 1s. 3d,
Stiff paper covers - - Y9d.
Originally published at 5/- and 2/6. A
limited number only. Send postal order

or stamps at once to :—

ED. J. BURROW & CO., LTD;,

Publishers, Cheltenham.
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5/- SECURES

1935 Model
ORCHESTRAL

3PIANO ACCORDION
¥ AND 12 MONTHLY
PAYMENTS 5/10
Cash Price £3 10s. 0d. Net.
Send for Complete List.
GEORGE GROSE,
Ludgate Circus, New
Bridge Street. London.

Increase your Height
For The NEW YEAR

- Extra inches mean suceess.
Gain them quickly and with
absolute safety! One box of
Challoner’s famous tablets is
what you want. No strenuous
exercises or old-fashioned
appliances. If one box is in-
sufficient, we guarantee to supply

afurther box FREE of all charge.

E. H. (Sutton) writes : “ Results
beyond expectations and I am as
pleased as Punch.” Send 13d.
stamp for full particularsinscaled
envelope. Sample 7¢d. Book on
height improvement 3d. P.O. or
stamps only. Overscas, Return AirMail 6d.cxtra.
THE CHALLONER CO. (late Bond Street),
Dept.E87, Hyde Heath, AMERSHAM, BUCKS,
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The Cooky-Boy’s Haul !
_(Co‘nt’inued from page 40)

that T don’t come in on this deal!
You're .dealing with my mate.”

Parsons clenched his hands con-
vulsively.

“So that’s your game, Kit Hud-
son !” he.said, in a choking veice.

" Wlhy not?” smiled Hudson. “ What
game- would you be playing in my
plaee, Peter Parsons?”

The sea-lawyer made no reply. - He
turned away, almost sick with rage.
Hudson - laughed.

“The way of the jolly old tramns-
gressor  is hard!” he remarked.
“Parsons can chew on that till we
raise Santa Craz. We can kick him
oft the keteh when we get there.”

The thougbts in the sea-lawyer’s
mind ‘were casy enough to rcad in
his dark and savage face as the keteh
made the run eastward. - A favour-
able wind carried ler through the
Malaita Strait, and she ran down to
Santa Cruz.

In the harbour of Santa Cruz the
disappointed and enraged sea-lawyer
Lhad a gleam of comfort: his cutter,
the -Sea-Cat, was waiting for him
there, with his two Lukwe Dboys on
board.
that the Dawn had put in at Santa
Cruz before stretching her sails for
fualinge, her home port.

As the ketch came to anchor, Dandy
J'cter waved his hand to Koo and
Toto, staring from his cutter, and
they came across for him in a native
canoe.

It was only to get rid of him

Parsons stood watching them as
they came. He had his cutter back—
and that, with what he stood up in,
was all he had after that wild and
perilous venture in the Solomon
Islands. He gripped the teak rail so
hard that his knuckles showed white.

King of the Islands glanced at his
mate. Hudson laughe(f and spoke a
word to Koko. who went down the
companion. He returned in a few
minutes with a heavy sack on his
brawny shoulders.

The canee slid under the rail of
the Dawn, and Toto and Koo stood up
and held on for their master to step
down. Peter Parsons turned a last,
bitter look on the smiling shipmates.
His rage was almost too deep for
words, and his voice came huskily as
he spoke.

“Yowve done me!” hLe muttered
thickly. “You've done me .

“You fool-and rascal!” interrupted
Kit Hudson contemptuously. “I’ve
let you think that your own rotten
game was going to be played on you—
but yowre dealing with a white man,
not with a scoundrel like yourself.
You scum, your haif of the gold is in
that sack-—every sovereign of it !”

The sca-lawyer started and caught
his breath.

“You mean——" he panted.

“Pitch it into the canoe, Koko !”

The boatswain drepped the sack
containing three thousand five hun-
dred sovereigns over the rail into the
canoe.

Dandy Pecter stared after it with

unbelieving eyes.
blankly at Hudson.

King of the Islands burst into a
laugh.

“There’s your share, you scum!”
said Hudson. He made a stride at
the sea-lawyer and grasped him in his
sinewy hands. “You double-dealing,’
treaclierous swab, there’s your whack
—every sovereign of it! And now
you're going after it!”

He swung the seca-lawyer of Lukwe
clear of the deck, and Dandy Peter
yelled as he spun in the air.

The next moment he was pitched
bodily over the rail, landing with a
crash on the sack of gold in the canoe.

The canoe rocked wildly and
shipped water. Peter Parsons sat up
dizzily. drenched to the skin.  Toto
and Koo, grinning, pushed off and
paddied for the Sca-Cat.

And as the Dawn pulled out to sca
again the last the shipmates saw of
Dandy Peter he was standing on the
deck of his cutter, shaking a clenched
and furious fist after them!

‘Then he looked

Here's Great Neawws! A breand-
new  character appears in
MODERN BOY Nett Saturday
(another . Splendid Christmas
Number, by the way!) and you
arc going to take him to yowr
hearts instantly. He's Percival
Ulysses Woodger, and he’s
: setting out to re-discover
o America. Ifs as full of laughs
- as it is of high adventure!!!

| THREE FASCINATING HOBBIES FOR BOYS

RAILWAYS——ENGINES

NOW the dark Christmas evenings creep
in we are eager for something to do—let- it
3 Get Dad
to start you off with one of the splendid -
array of BASSETT-LOWKE models. ‘

be MODEL-MAKING this year.

“ ENTERPRISE”

GAUGE

ing-1% miles.

; ¥ e
"/~”"ﬁé\q5' i
@ O
&f}‘ ti(‘_s
“0’”. STEAM EXPRESS.

Ran for 50 minutes non-stop in her trials, cover-
The ideal first stcam locomotive for

CYG- NET

MODEL RACING YACHT.

a boy to have. Absolutely foolproof. A credit to gg%g(f]athqrﬁnc railutge cl-f BiASSJf-:r'l")T]-
i i citl snder 5 sailing yachts. In sizes m
your main line, =Lepgth with tender 18 in. 20 to 28 ins. from 2 guineas each.

Price £2 10s. 0d.

@ A.35. MODEL RAILWAY

CATALOGUE

Every boy will find something useful in this list
It has 150 pages, and
deals thoroughly with every type of railway and
You must have tho new edition,
Send 6d. to Northamptoiu,

and handboolk combined.

modcl accessory.
OUT THIS MONTH.
and it will be in your hands by rcturn.

Also “SEAHAWK " from 1 guinea,
and “ BRITANNIA ” from £2 5s, 0d.
Moter Boats from 10s. 6d.

® S.35. MODEL SHIP
CATALOGUE

The boy keen on boats and the sca
will revel in the pages of this splen-
didly illustrated book on ships and
ship models,: written by engineers and
naval experts. Price 6d., post frece.

AND SHIPS

They can be had at all prices—locomotives,
yacbts, motor boats, and engines, besides
FITTINGS and PARTS if you want to
make your own particular model. Visit
London Shop +this Christmas, or send a
penny stamp, to Northampton for our

Free Booklet of Trains and Boats, No. 35-

TRACTION ENGINE

WOREKING MODEL BURRELL TYPE.
Those who want to be real engineers’ should
make this tine model from castings and, parts.
BASSETT-LOWKE can supply the working
arawings, and also the cowmplete set of- parts,

as well as the splendid tinished model, “which
ccsts £16 16s. 0d.
@® B.35. MODEL ENGINE

- CATALOGUE

Ii yon like making models you will find this
fine hook uan ‘opean sesame’ for castings,
paris, and raw materials of the best kind
at the.bést pricedl Also boilers.and stationary
cngines deseribed. 6d., post free.

SPECIAL CHRISTMAS BARGAIN OFFER of clockwork gauge “0O”

¢ PRINCESS ELIZABETH ” locomotive.

BASSETT-LOWKE LTD.

LONDON : 112, High Holborn, W.C.1.

Send to Northampton for leaflet.

NORTHAMPTON

MANCHESTER : 28, Corporation Street.

The Modern Boy

2

15/12/34




"CHELTENHAM
FLYER"

HE story of the world’s fastest
train. Brimful of fascinating
facts and crystal-clear ‘how

it works’’ descriptions of Railway

Locomotives, Coaches, Signals,

Automatic Train Control, Track

Equipment, and all the intriguing

mechanism and methods of modern
railway practice.

240 Pages :: Fully lllustrated

' Price 'E / -

Obtainable from Grcat Western Railway
Stations or Offices, Railway DBookstalls,
Agencies, Booksellers, or direct from the
Supérintendent of the Line, G.W.R.,
Paddington Station, W.2.

A NEW RAILWAY BOOK FOR BOYS OF ALL AGES i

|
|

}

l

XMAS PRESENTS

2 (N BRI 7
enr—‘!_,

7] 5

Post 6d
# The famous “ WiLco
¥ MoTODYNE,”suitable
for models, speed boats, or works as
a Dynamo. Runs on 4 volts and has
a very low current comnsumption.

Range

Here’s super value.
Magnet Motor. Works off a 4-volt

pocket
battery.
4-volt pocket
5 9 battery, an
3N aceumu la‘tm‘
2z through our
t

Post 6d. e, Transformer.

Very large
powerful Motor.
‘Works from a

Large Super

G Dynamo, will Jight up SIX 3.5 volt Bulbs.
40-Page Catalogue of Electrical Gadgets FREE with every order, or scnt

or 4d., Post Free.
L. WILKINSON, Dept. M.B,, 8, CITY ROAD, LONDON, E.C.1.

A TYPEWRITER ANG
3 PRINTING QUTF{¥

Y
o)

29
Sl

COMBINED,
COMPLETE wiTH

ALAPHABET. STOPR,
NUMERALS ETo

Modeol Price \//

100 - 5/-

A - 6/6

C - 11/6

240 - 15/- warres
D - 20/- Inks RS, PROG RIS
E - 25/- Bd. COMPLETE

. "WITH BOTTLE OF INK
Send for List— SURSAIEEED e WO VIS

SIMPLEX TYPEWRITER CO.

Dept. 14, No. 1, NEWMAN STREET, LONDON, W.1.

v 5 ; entertainment,
Grandpa forgets his

~SANDFATHERS

gout. big spcll of excitement and laughter.
_____.....---':_ The pack comprises 48 cards, with brightly
punnnn®® s colourced pictures on the front which can be made
wes® . .
5 G“ea H into more than 1,000 uproariously funny figures.
: he T The hacks of the cards form a series of six Jig
i 3 in 1 s Type Puzzles—some of them simple and others
H E % more difficult. As a round ganigy to make dull
: ?U zz L s cvenings bright, this new puzzleSzame would be 1157 ar
% har eat. NE
-‘: GA E .= 1ard to bea ‘ dﬁ]
: M On Sale Everywhere 1’- n
-’u-l"'"“

Made by John Waddinglon, Lid.

Eoveryone Else s

The morce you scarch for Grandfather’s Whiskers |
the niore you will enjoy yourself—it's the most
amusing game ever devised and onc that will
afford you and vour friends a merry cvening’s

Any number of players can take
_part—mno difticult rulcs to remember—just one

A
s

KERS /

Willie can’t stop |
laughing. {

Q@Alhiskeﬁ NL

CIGARETTE CARD COLLECTORS

Our New Free Catalogue is Out //

Post Free. Hundreds of fine series at from £d.
to 1/-. Visit our stand at THE SCHOOLBOY'S OWN
EXHIBITION, Horticultural Hall, Vincent Square,
S.W.1. — December 26th, 1934 — January 5th, 1935,
THE LONDON CIGARETTE CARD

CO,s, LTI., Room H, CAMBRIDGE HOUSE,
CAMERIDGE ROAD. LONDON, S.W.1.

" The Modern Boy

TINY-ADS

43

MINSATURE
ADVERTISEMENTS

for Model Railway Stations gratis

and post {rce on application to

cfo PRATT & CO.,
(Advertising) Ltd.,
329, High Holbern, LONRON., W.C.1.

= THE “DOLLA” AIR PISTOL=—
No Licence required, -

The . Best 5/- Air e i
Pistol Madc. Junior S ey

Model. Fircs Darts, Slugs. /
Leugth 10 ins. Nickel finish, 5,-
with ammunition, 5/-. Post 6d.
Senior Model,withammunition,7/6
AIR GUXNS. Best make with ammunition
at 6/-, 8/-, 10/-, and.12/- cach. Extra
ammunition. for any of above, i
1/- and 2/-. Postage Gud. cach article. (Colonial
2/.)—-HERBERTS & CO. (Dept. D.46),
81. Ciapham Park Rda.. Londou, S.W.4.
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« MICKEY MOUSE is all of @ Dither because Old Squinch is after Boho
the Elephant. But Mickey's got a great friend in Horace Horsecollar!

MCGDERN BOY Special Feoture, Drawrn by Fumbns WALT DISNEY

= HELLO. HORACE ? WELL — MAYBE I DO CATCH ON ?
LISTEN! BOBOS GONE | AND MAYBE I DONT! A 1 -KINDA THINK
WHAT ‘COULDA DO YOU KNOW ANYTHING LOT O’ FUNNY THINGS I po!

| HAPPENED
TO BOBO ?

ABOUT 1T ?

Nt

HAPPEN, YOu KNow' GOOD OLD HorACE!

QTC‘HON?
\
‘a'p L

s
e~

A-HA'! GONE IS HE ? THoU
1'D FALL FER THAT
AND GOAWAY,
DIDN'T-¥%E ?

I KNOW.BETTER': YOU'RE .
A =HIDIN HIM ' You  PRODUCE

“THAT ELEPHANT
- @ OR-1'LL HAVE]

L WASN'T BORN
YESTIDDY ! I KNOw

JOLLY WELL YE'RE /oq
A-HIDIN HIM ! ra$Y)
3 Q”:

AND LOOK
ALL YA WANT
TO—=1 TELL

HE'S GONE =
AN [“DONT o
KNOow WHERE" P

HE 18! /-

DONT GO e
IN THERE ! /ey

= %

= vz,

HELP!

PoLICE !
= l.

L

ORSECOLLAR KNOWS SOMETHIN'
ABOUT THAT ELEPHANT'S

Lo Wns:?ﬁésﬁ\gca- HE'S
AN
AV (R SCOUNDREL!

e ALL RIGHT,
ASK HiM!

gH,NO ?-COME OUTA THERE

.I'LL BET YOUR FRIEND
YOU LOP-EARED- 1] H

L

a0

B = =

You MIGHT

FURNITURE

LOOK, BUT -I'M .
AWFUL Busy

Rollup ! * Roll up !—for further MICKEY MOUSE Adventures, in another Splendid Christmas
' Number of MODERN BOY Next Saturday!!!
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