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MOUTH LIKE A CELLAR 
" Fill It If You Can, Please ! " 

HERE'S a grand photo for your picture gallery-" 
hippopotamus feeling ]Jeckish and waiting for some

uno to pop a snack, such as a barrowload of minco pies, into 
his monstrous mouth. Pcckishness must he a nasty foding 
to a hippo, for he can ca.t about six bushels of food bt>fore lw 
feels like hanging out tho" Full Inside" notice board. You 
wouldn't want him to come to the Christmas feast, would you 1 
A NATIVE o£ Africa, Mr. Hippo spends his day skeping 

on a mudbank, or hidden in tho reeds of a stream 
with just his snout above water. At. night he goes a::borc in 

It takes six bushels of food to 
make the owne1� of this terrific 
mouth feel more or less satisfied
for an hour or two. No, I would n't 
care to be host to a hip popotamus, 
at Christmas or any other time! 

-.,2,r<:h of the gras,ges or roots on whi<:h he feeds, digging them 
\\jJ with those tusks you sec. 

The hippo ranks second to the elephant for bulk. But in 
spite of his size-he weighs about four tons, is 12 foet long, 
and stands about 5 feet high-he's an expert swimmer and 
can stay under v;ater for as long as ton minute's at a time. 

A l'ECULIATIITY of the hippo's tusks is that thry 
haven't roots, a,nd they keep growing, so that there's 

no danger of him b0coming toothless in his old age. 'l'hc 
largest ones are 8 inches long, but his upper lip is so large 
that when the mouth' is closed the tusks are hidden. 

One hippo at tho London Zoo gave his keeper something 
to think about when the keeper noticed that tho animal's 
tusks were daily growing shorter. Keeping watch, the keeper 
foand that the hippo was wearing them clown by trying to 
bite ehunks out of a concrete step. After that he waR given 
a wooden ball to bite, and that cured him of his taste for 
eoucrete. 
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PEACEFUL PIRATES 
Caught in the Act ! 

wn�,ELESS is just about the cheapest form of enter·' 
tainment there is. For ten shillings-the price of a 

licence pormit,ting you to install a receiving set and listen to 
the B.B.C.'s programmes-you get a whole year's fun. Yet. 
there arc those who simply won't buy a licence. 

There are reckoned to be about 2,000,000 unlicensed wire
less sets at work in this country, and the Post Office, which 
colleets the licence fees, has declared war on these Pirates of 
the Air. Special detector vans, like the one on the opposite 
page, have been sent toming round the country on a pirate· 
catching cruise. 

THE vans arc equipped with a,pparatus--you can see some 
of it in our photo-with which tho skilled Post Office 

operators can locate a near-by wireless set that happens to 
he working. How it is done we don't know. A receiving set 
does not send out signa.ls-it only picks them up; so how 
you can detect something that is dumb beats us ! 

But there it is. The Post Office say these pirate detector 
>ans can do it, and certainly several pirates ha.vc been caught 
in the act a.nd have had to pay dearly for their fun a<Jd no 
end of licences have been hurriedly taken out in towns 
Yisited by the vans. Guilty consciences ! 

CHEERS FOR THE PUDDING 
But Once it was Groans! 
you'VE heard of the old custom 

of giving the Christmas pudding 
a lucky stir whilst it is being made, 
of course. At the Royal Caledonian 
Schools for boys and girls at Bushey, 
Hertfordshire, e>cryone in the school 
lends a hand at the pudding-shrring, 
and the puddings are then marche<l 
in state,-to the skirl of bagpipes-to 
tho kitchens for cooking. 

QTJR photo on opposite page, sho\1-, 
the triumplml march of one of 

the puddings, 'rhilo the fellows ami 
girls give their future mcal a cheer. 

It's an interesting fact that th<' 
eating of Christ,ma� p�<dding mul 
mince pie was made illegal in Britain 
by the Puritan Commonwealth 
Go>crnment in HH4, aud it seem,, 

that no government since t ha j, 
date has repealed that law! 

UNUSUAL 
FLYERS 

HUNDREDS of famous peopk-
ha>c arrived by acrophnc 

a,t Croydon, the great Airpor� 
of London, but surely the most 

famons of them all must be Santa Claus, whom you 
see in . onr photo arriving a. board a.n Imperia. I Airways 
plane. He was on his way to a big London store with a 
special cargo of toys for the Christmas bazaar when wo 
'· snapped " him.· 

QLD Sm1ta is not the most unusual Christmas passenger 
to travel in an Imperial Airways plane. That honour 

belongs to a fully-grown lion 11·hich was flown OYer from the 
Continent for a big Christmas circus. The lion was a Ycq 
ta.me one, and when he was released at Croydon Aerodrome, 
at the end of the journey, he" shook paws" with the pilot 
who had brought him from the Continent .. 

HUNDREDS of Christmas yuddings are sen� overseas 
every yea.r by Impenal Airways planes, bes1des many 

tons of special Christmas mail. Christmas Day itself is the 
one day in the whole year when no flying is clone on the 
cross-Channel fl.irways. 
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Count the smiles! Even one Right.-Here's a Post Office 
of the pipers is smiling-and it W i reless Detector Van at work 
takes some doing to smile and· in a street to discover w i reless 
play the bagpipes all at the receiving set ow ne rs who h aven 't 
same time. ltJs all  in honour paid their l i cence. There's to 
of the C hristmas Pudding, and be no free Merry Wireless 
-suppose that young fellow C hristmas for licence-dodging 

DROPPED IT! "pirates" this year! 

������������· 
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Left.-How DOES he do 
it-show his merry old 
face in so many places 
at o n ce 'l H o wav �r, 
Father Christn1as :s as 
welcome at Croydon 
Aerod rome-where this 
photo was taken -as he 
is everywhere else. You 
can be ·sure there was 
tremendous excitement 
there when he stepped 
out o! the big tmperial 

Airways plane ! 

���� 1-.;�-.;� .. 
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This fellow has 
made for himself 
a re a I I  y topping 
model tunnel-and 
n o w · h e 's j u s t 
putting the finishing 

touches to it. · 

A 
MODEL' railway without any of the " extras " you 

have set your heart upon this Christmas certainly 
looks-well, a bit bare. But· all sorts of . things_

simple signal boxes, signals, wayside stations, tunnels, and 
so on-can be made at home. One of the easiest things to 
make to add to your m:odel railway is a·coa;l stack. 

You've seen them-white-capped stacks. of coal placed · 

near railway loco depots. They are reser:ve ,supJ;>lies in case 

Fig. 1.-How 'the model coal-stacks look when finished. 
Note the tell-tale white band around the top. Sizes of the 

, " box " are shown at fig. 2, on the right. 

the dep�t's reg�lar supply. of coal .is s�cldenly cut off, an�l 
imitations of them added to yotir model railway will help 
give it a very real appearance. · · 

You make them of bottomless boxes covered with pieces 
of coal and coal dust, as at Fig. l. It does not matter how 
roughly you put the boxes together, so long as they aTe 
strong. 

For a No. 0 gauge line, the sizes are given 
a,t Fig. 2. Thin wood, 3-16th in. thick, 
is used for the sides and ends ; the top 
is -� in. thick wood-fairly solid to na;il 
the other parts on to. Note that the l;>o)f 
is ! in. smaller at the t,op than at the 
bottom. 

Two of these coal stacks is the usual 
number for a model line. The boxes 

ready, you want to make them look like 
stacks of c(lal. Get bits of coal about the 
size of a marble, and some fine coal dust. 
Then cover one side of your box \Vith 
glue and stick the coal· and dust to it, 
keeping the bits of coal as close together 
and even as possible. Cover all bare 
places between the pieces of coal with 

We can't all hope to own a model railway 
as complete as this �rte, but the various 
b5ts of 11 scenery " are easily made if you 

set to with a will. 

The Modem Boy 

By HE'A'RY G!tEENLF, 4-I.Lo.co.E.,'.wtw' 
will answe•• any Mo<lel Railway que·ries 
Ft·ee, by Post, sent to iiie Ed·ito>· 
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coal dust. Should the glue becom� hard 
before you can shake·. the- coal dust oit, 
make it sticky again 15y-br'ushing hot wat'cr 
over it. · -': · ·. 

· 

It will have to be laid aside for half an 
· ho,ur to let �he· glue hartle�. before you dl11. 

tackle an,other ' side,' and you fill 'i)l the 
. time by carrying ·on. the. same job'·witli 
another box� · · · · . ; 

When the glue has set, a sharp tap ou 
the underside of the box will remove 

surplUs du.�t. 
When all the sides, ends, and tops of the boxes have been 

completely cov;ered with coal and coal dust, leave the stack 
overnight so that the glue sets quite firmly, �he_n whit�n the 
top edges _with whitewash or white paint, as. at Fig. l. 

The reason these coal stacks are whitened, as perhaps you 
know, is to prevent stealing. The removal' of coal n·tim the 
top of a real stack by the side of a proper railway would soon 
be discovered, owing to the breaking of· the tell-tale white 
portions. 

, I II 3-:? 

-·-·-- S"-·-·-·-· 

The best place for your miniature stacks is along the siding 
near the loco shed, and they should be placed ·about one 
inch apart. 

If your railway runs on a wider gauge line, you should 
increase the size of the coal st.acks proportionately. 

Any pieces of coal you have left over will do for filling your 
goods wagons. Chips of gra-nite, which can be found· at the 
roadside, also come in handy for the same purpose. 

Little things like that make a model r·ailway more 
interesting than ever. 
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"Give a guy a fair break ! u said 
the s heriff, his arms in the air· . . "I 
was half asleep, like-it .was a sOrt 
o' .lapse me givin' You that gun. Be 
fair, now, an' hand it back, th6re's 

· a buddy !'' 

� 

An Amazing Present ! 

IT was Chnstmas out in Texas, but 
the sun was shining brilliantly 
down on the Crazy Cow Hauch, 

and Horatio Hayweed and Ham 
Flynn, Ius foreman, were stmning 
themselves on the veranda of the 
ra ncli-house. 

"Well, boss," Ham Flynn was say
ing, "now you've been paid that 
hundred head of cattle as was owed 
yon, things is looking better. I guess 
a hundred head of cattle is a sight 
better'n five. Still, you can't hardly 
cail the ranch well stocked, even 
now t" 

"I know, Ham. But it's a start, 
isn't .1t? Some day the Crazy Cow 
Ranch will be the· finest in Texas, I 
tell you. Catchem's Correspondence 
College of Cowpunching methods can
llOt fail, and am I not one of their 
students? Have faith, Bam. We 
shan't have a hundred cattle long!" 

Ham Flynn cast a speculative eye 
towards the corral, where the hundred 
cattle under d1scussion were penned. 

'.'I guess not, boss," he replied. 
"Half of 'em 'II die on our hands i.>e
fore spring, 'if I'm not mistaken !" 

"Oh, don't be gloomy, Bam!" 
Horatio retorted. '·It's Christmas, 
you know!" 

"Sorry, boss," said Ham. "I don't 
want to be no cold sponge, but I 
sorta feel fidgetty. There seems to 
be one a' them general conspiracies 
'gninst you, boss, if you can figger 
�vhat I mean. Everyone seems sorta 
SC't ou ruinin' you an' gettin' you out 
of this ranch, ;tn' it seems, plumb 
queer-the place bejn' the most gosh
awf11l dump I ever struck! 

"Boss, tlfere's no use kiddin' your
self. This ranch'll never be any good 
ns a ranch, Catchem's Correspon!lence 
College 011 not ! An' yet it seems to 
me there's a h_ull lot of foljrs mighty 
eager to get you out of the way an' 
Q1Yil it. Which is queer,, I gu�ss, 

The Moqern Boy 

seein' the place was a derelict what 
anybody coulda had for the takin', 
before you was swindled into buyin' 
it. Mighty qneer !" . 

There were many people eager to 
force Horatio to reliiJquish the Crazy 
Cow Ranch, for rumour had got 
nround that there was gold-ore located 
beneath it ! But the rumour had so 
far been kept from the ears of Horatio 
and his cowboys. . 

"Personallv," Horatio vf'ntured "I 
think it is due to jealousy. They 

Tbe 
Cbristmas 

Spirit! 
By S. HARGRAVE 
�::-�::-l!\.::-�:��::-�::-� ·������ .. 
1'ealise that they have not the ad
vantage of a Catchem's Colleo-e <:>f 
·cowpunching education, and hate the 
idea of my making a success of this 
place, which they all thought was 
hopeless." 

'�Well, boss.". replied _H§tm, "I'd 

5 

-�· ..... ��� 
Run in as cattle-rustlers, the boys 
-of 'the Crazy Cow Ranch' look like 
spending all Christmas -under ·the 
:sheriff's- �hum b-un til - Moht, the 
Cheerful Nigger, demands the nut� 

crackers ! 
:���· 

-. 

like to point out, sorta respectful like, 
we ain't started applyin' -those 
methods a' yours yet-we ain't had & 
chance, havin' no · c'attlc until just 
now to apply 'em too!" 

"That's a point," 1nurnntrcd 
Horatio, looking thoughtful. "It 
never occurred to me that way before. 
I'm always talking about my ncv; 
methods of cattle-ranching, and no
body knows what they are yet-in 
fact, I'm a little hazy about them my-· 
self, to be perfectly frank. I rem<"m
ber my postal lessons were always 
mentioning new methods, but ·what· 
these methods were I seem to have 
missed. Probably the 'Westerner's 
Handbook ' will jog my memory.". 

Ham's thoughts had suddenly. 
switched to Josh Slade, a rich and 
unscrupulous cattlc-1·ancher, who was 
their vowed em'my, and the most 
energetic of those anxious to evict 
Horatio before he-Horatio-dis
covered about the mythical gold 
seam. 

"Anyhow," said the young owner Jf 
the Crazy Cow, with nn air of bring
ing the whole discussion to a satis
factory head, "it's Christmas !" 

'' Ay, boss, you're right,'' agreed 
Ham. "An' they sez at Christmas all 
guys oughter be good mixers-enemies 
or not. So I guess if Slade was to 
walk in here now, we oughter say: 
'How do, old-timer, have a walnut, 
au' let's all be--'" 

Ham broke off and glared towards 
the gate of the ranch. Mechanically 
his fing-ers closed round the butt of 
his revolver. 

"Gosh !" he hissed. "If it ain't 
the ornery nittlesnakc hisself !" 

Horatio followed Ham's gaze and, 
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The Christmas Spirit! 
to hls utter amazement., saw the sub
ject of theu remarks nde tn and dis
mount before the ranch-house. 

.. Rowdy, bull<iles !" stud Slade, 
walking up to the veranda. "Merry 
ChristmaS !" 

"Huh?" grunted Bam. "Didn't 
know the anmversary was sorta 
observed by the coyote family ! 
'Vhat'chu want here, you greasy---'-" 

"toiee here, boys '" ::ilade broke in. 
as he mounted the veranda, wearmg a 
wmmng smile, and w1th 1us hand 
extended. "I come to bury the 
ltatchet. I admit I bin a pretty mean 
bozo to you two guys lll the past, an' 
I guess I ' m  sorry. Shake, won't 
you?" 

"Say !" growled Ham . Flynn, still 
glaring at him. "'Vhat's the big 
idea?" 

"Shucks, Bam !" said S lade, with a 
�;mile. "Give a guy a break !" 

"Ham, huh?" retorted the ranch 
foreman. "This here sudden affection 
knocks me kinder sideways, Joshua 
darlin', guess you better beat it 'fore 
my tri gger fir1ger trembles with the 
emotion !" 

"Wait. a minute, Bam," said 
Horatio. "There's no rieed to be rude. 
If Mr. Slade wants to discuss some
thing, we m1ght as well do it 
amicably." · 

"Boys "-Josh Slade hung his head 
and spoke in a convincing tremolo
" I'm a reformed character. l want 
to make good the harm I done you." ·� Oh yeh ?"growled Ham, definitely 
umm p ressed. 

"Y'see," went on Sla de, "somethin's 
sorta come over me. I guess it's that· 
Christmas spirit what I used to read 
about when I was a kid, and--" 

Ham Flynn broke into a roar of 
laughter, and then exclaimed in
dignantly: 

"He's !yin', boss. It's some gag to 
get round you !" 

"You believe me, don'tcher ?" Slade 
l ooked at Horatio with the .face of a 
martyr. 

" WELL-er-Mr. Slade--" 
· said Horatio, finding the 

situation a trifle uncom
fortable. "Anyhow, cheer up> l"m 
jolly glad, and all that, I must say. 
Rave a walnut. " 

Horatio held out the paper bag of 
nuts that was beside them But Slade 
shook his head and went on : 

"I come here to make amends, an' 
to say I'm right sorry to have bin so 
low-down towards you guys--" 

"That's qUite all right," said 
HoratiO "No harm done, I'm sure
at least, not much. Perhaps a mince
pie--" 

"I want to give you a Christmas 
present to show how sorry I am, " per
sisted the reformed Slade, "an' to 
sorta clear my guilty consci.ence like 
-two hundred hPad a' cattle, if you' l l  
accept ! "  

"Why--" Horatio began. But 
Ham Flynn intNruptPd spePdily. 

"See here, you !" Ham rose to his 
feet, glaring into Slade's face so 
closely that their noses almost 
touched. "I guess you think me an' 
the boss was .. only born last Christ
mas Eve, huh? You'll give two 

The Modern Boy 

nnndred llN1.d a.' cattle away! Like 
Mexico, you will ! An' then you 'll 
bring along the sheriff and swear' 
blue they bin rustled! But I guess 
that notion was ancient when Father 
Christmas him�<'lf was a boy! You 
won't put tt over with us !" 

Slade backed away involuntarily, 
and gave Horatio a heart-rending. 
look. 

"Now, now, Ham !" said Horatio 
hastily. "Er-umm-er-I.must say 
it's frightfully sporting of you, Mr. 
Slade. But, you see, I can't accept 
the gift-much as I appreciate It, 
and all that--" 

"But listen here !" said Slade, 111 
a voice that seemed perhaps a trifle 
too eager. "I kinder thought you 
guys wouldn't believe me at first, 
an' so this here's what I ,;uggest. 
I'll  give you a bill of sale on the 
cattle-you know, a sorta note saym' 
them cattle belongs to you legally� 
an' signed by me .. an' if you like you 
can pay me a nominal sum-say · a 
dollar or somPthing trivial Lke, just 
to make it all square and legal. 

"I knew you guys would doubt 
me - couldn't exp0ct nutl;t' n  else 
a.fter the dirt I done you.....'.but you 
can see now I'm on the level, can't 
vou? I ean 't get round a bill of 
�ale an' double-cross ypu, can I?'' 

"There A,in't No Writin' ! " 

H AM FLYNN looked puzzled. 
'Vas it possible that Slade 
r e a I I y w1shed to make 

amends? It was almost unbelievable 
to the foreman of the Crazy Cow, 
knowmg the man as he did. Yet he 
could see no possible loophole for 
crooked work 111 Slade's proposition. 

"Thanks ·very much, Mr. Slade !" 
said the more credulous Horatio 
Hayweed. "But really I can't take 
advantage of your kindness--" 

"Say, listen !" said Slade, the woe
begone expression returning to Ins 
face. "You must accept thiS gift ! 
'Tain't only for your sake, Horatio. 
'l'hinka me' If yon don't take these 
cattle I shall be haunted by my 
guilty eousctence.. Help me start a 
nl'w life! Don't kick a guy when 
he's down!" 

"'Vhat thscase 
cattle got?" Ham 

Slade looked 
sighed. 

have these here 
Flynn blurted. 

reproachful, then 

"They ain't got no disease, Ram. 
You worked on my Bar z· outfit 
yourself once. You know the Bar Z 
cattle is the best in all Texas ! " 

"Well," Horatio s aId , now 
thoroughly convinced that Sl::tde was 
in earnest, "I'm perfectly certain 
you mean wel l .  I can't doubt your 
generosity. You have convinced me 
that. your offer is honest and above
board. But even so, I really 
can't--" 

"Horatio ! "  said Slade, in a vowe 
of agonised appeal. "For my sake !" 

Horatio coughed uncomfortably, 
He didn't know qui�3 what to do. 
Tlwn he sugge�ted : 

' 

"Why not g·ive a big sum to a 
hospital, or something P That ought 
to eas�:.� your co1Isc1ence." 

"Listen!" replied Slade. " I  ain t 
never done nuth'n to a hospital. 
It's you I want to make a mends to, 

6 

And you·ve got to hE'lp ine pull 'llY· 
self outer the ab-ab-- What's 
that bloomin' word?" 

" A hyss ?" suggested Ham. 
·"Yeh, outer the abyss of despair_ 

an· villain- ! Horatio, I appeal to� 
you!" 

Horatio found Slade's plaintive ex� 
press1on almost unbearable. I turned away, then nearly jump·. 
out of his riding-boots. Beyond bh! 
gates of the Crazy Cow .was a her � 
of cattle, in the charge of a smal_l 
body of cowpunchers. 

" THAT'S m
. 

y gift, " Slade
. 

said. 
"I told the boys to follow 
up with 'em. You must 

accept 'em ! My guilty conscience 
won't let me leave here until you do!" 

Horatio looked questiomngly at 
his foreman. Ham scratched his 
head with a puzzled air, then said: 

"'Vel!, boss, you know. the remark 
of Robespierre, the famous Greek 
philatelist: ' Never kiCk a gift horse 
in the pants.' I guess it's okay ad
vice. Besides, he can't do nuth'n 
if you got a bill of sale on the herd 
like he sez he'll  give vou. I know 
enough about the rustlin' laws to 
tell you you're safe with that." 

"Horatio " choked Slade trao-ic
allv, ''don,'t drive me back into tl1at 
old" horrible lifer Save me ! Take 
my gift !" 

"All right," answered Horatio.; 
"I�I accept. your . generous gift, 
Mr. Slade, and I must s.ay I'm deeply 
grateful. I don't really know how 
to thank you ! " -· 

''A w-ean all the t h a 11 k s ! " 
answered Slade. "It's me as should 
thank you. Will you go an' see the 
cattle in, Ham? I'll draw up the 
bill of sale meanwhile.'' 

"Okay!" grunted ·Ham Flynn, and 
went at once to superintend the 
herding of Slade's Christmas gift 
into· the Crazy Cow corrals. 

S lade produced a fountain pen and 
a piece of notepaper, and wrote 
upon it a.s follows: 

''To· all guys what wants to know. 
Horatio Hayweed, owner of Crazy 

Cow Ranch, Sierra County, State of 
Texas, has bought often me two 
hundred head of beeves for' the sum 
of one dollar, U.S. currency, and 
foresaid Horatio Hayweed is 1·igh�
jul owner of same. 

(Signed) JosHuA SLADE, 
Owner Bar Z, Flyin Y, Double 
Bar, etc., etc. 
Livin at Hacienda Guadolope, 
Nr. Yellow Dog, Sierra County, 
State of 'Texas." 

Witnesses-

" Now," said Slade, after Horatio 
had inspected the document, "get 
your men, an' the hull bunch can 
sign where it sez ' witnesses.' That 
oughter make it satisfactory!" 

As Slade spoke, Montmorency 
Higginbotham, the Crazy Cow's 
nigger cook, and Restful Ruben, its 
other "hand," appeared on the 
veranda·. 

"Ah shu' hopes yo'll excuse'm, 
boss !" muttered Mont. "But we 
jest sorta couldn't help listen'n, 
an'--" 

"A_ll right," grinned Horatio.; 
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•• Hut don't makP a hnh1t of it, wi ll 
;;,-on? Sign here." 

Mont and Rube borrowed Slade's 
fountain pen in turn and signed. 
Pre"Pntlv, when the cattle had been 
safely li'crclecl into the corrals, and 
Slade's men were riding awav, Ham 
Flynn returued t.o the Ycra1ida and 
{Llso si gned the docunwnt. Then 
Jloratio !JamlPd to Slade the formal 
�olla.r, and they shook hands all 
:ronnel. 

"vVell, boys, I guess my conscience 
feels a. sight easier already ! " Slade 
cxclaime(l. "I guess I'd better be 
get'n along now. So-Ion"! I'll be 
sec in' you Ia tcr ! " 

"' 

As in a drea.m, Horatio watched 
his old enemy mount his horse and 
ride after his cowpunchers. He 
looked down at the bill of sale to 
reassure himself, then folded it, and 
stowed it away in his pocket care
fully. 

" I CAN hardly belieYc it!" Horatio 
said, after they had inspected 
Slade's gift of cattle. "You 

can't call the Crazv Cow under
docked 11ow, Ham!" • 

"I sure can't, boss! It's bin a 
mighty Happy Christmas for us, I 
guess ! First getting those cattle 
l\l'Ginty owed you-an' now Slade 
coming all over remorseful an' 
givin' you them otlH•ra! I guess 
when I bed down to-night I s !Jall 
sure call it a. da.y !" 

The first shadows of twilight were 
jm't beginning to gather as they 
walked bnck to the ranch-house. 

"But you can't go to bed yet, 
Ham," sn id Horatio . ''It's Christ
Inas, yon kn<rw; we ought to sit up 
till midnig·ht and then start telling 
ghost stortf'S and things. Besides , I 
asked the sheriff if he would care to 
come OI'Cr and spend the evening 
with us. Ballo, here he is!" . 

The sliNiff was just then whf'el in rr 
his horse into the· gate of the Crazy 
Cow Hr�nch, but he was not alone. 

The Modern Boy 

There were a nnmbcr of ridu·;; 
behind him. 

"Tl•a.t's him," agreed Hr�m. " But 
I g uess he don't seem kinder out n
Yisitiu' bv tlw look of him. That's 
a posse, ··if I a.iH't mistaken, an'
yes-Sladc 's with 'em!" Horntio looked puzzled as tl1ey 
llllrried OYt'r to meet the sht>rifl. 
Tl•ey ba.tl not expected the return of 
the rpfornwd Mr. Slade, nor, for that 
matter, the slwriff'B�lf'll. 

Tl�ey saw Slade point t01n1rds t!JC 
cattle he had pressed upon Horatio 
to accept that aftcnlOOll, and they 
heard him say: 

'"!'here thl:'V arc, sheriff ! You can 
sec my Bar i brand on 'em as plain 
as you like-that's proof enough tlwt 
they're my cattle !" 

The sheriff dismountt·d, shodc oyer 
to Horatio, and exclaimed : 

"Hayweed, I'm mighty sorry to 

have to call in my official capacity 
instead of as your guest. But you're 
accused of catt.lc rust.lin'-by Slade, 
here!" 

"'Vh-wh;r !" Horatio ga.pcd open
mouthed. "He gm·e them to me this 
afternoon ! Forced me to accPpt them 
as a gift to case his guilty con
science !" 

"Say !" snarled Slade, all his re
pcntant-Binne-r air gone. "Tlll• guy's 
crazy ! Them cattle's been thieved, 
as anyene ean sec! 'Vhat's he talkin' 
a bout? Gui lty conscience ! I guess 
if there's any guilty conscience in 
this, it belongs to him !" 

"You slimv rntt.lcsnakc !" hissed 
J-lnm Flynn "through clenche{l toeth. 
"I knew all that boloue,y was fake 
this afternoon! But there 's one thing 
yon ain't reekom·d on ! Dtlll 't nrgnc, 

iJoss,n l1c snid to Ho1·ntio; ·· 1:1�:T: sl::Jw 
the sheriff that bill of sale !'1 

Horatio whipped the paper from hi,; 
pocket alHI handed it to the sheriff. 

"There you arc, sheriff. Read that. 
I'm sure ;·t.ll convince yon." 

. . 

THE sll(•riff took the paper a1ld 
looked at it with a puzzled 
expression. He turned the 

paper back to front, upside dowu, 
au<l then said: " Head what ? " 

"Why, the writing on it," Horatio 
n'plicd. 

"There ain 't no writin' there." 'J'!Ju 
sl tcr ifl' handed him back the p:-�pc:·. 
"Look for yourself." 

Horatio examined the paper ill 
amazement. The sheriff's words were 
true. There was not a. mark of anv 
kind on the paper! 

" 

"But-but-- Great Scott! What 

'1 I'm sorry to have to call in my officiul 
capacity, Hayweed, instead of as you., 
guest," declared the sheriff. "But youtre 
accused of cattle-rustlin'-by SladcJ 

here! 11 

�-3,;:.�W�.!f������������ 
on earth's happened? 
H<:rc·, Ham-look!" 

It's gon�! 

Nutcrackers Wanted ! 

H
AM FLYNN snatched the paper 

from Horatw and glared nt 
the blank sheet. For a second 

there was dead silence, then he lookctl 
at Slade, took in the grin that the 
crooked rancher could not restrain, 
and Ham's lips tio-htl'nccl into a o-rim 
!inc., and he 1nutt�rcd : 

� 

"You're a mighty clever guy, .Tosh 
Slade! Disappearing ink, huh!" 

"Say !" Slade blustered. "Yon 
gonna do your duty, shcnff, or not 0 
These dirty rustiPrs stole my cattle, 
:m' I'm here to claim jnoticc ! I can't 
make head nor tail of these era zv 
Wi8ccracks they're put tin' ov�r-th!:,; 
stuff about disappearing ink !'' 

"Listen, shniff !" said Horatio 
frantically. " This is a. vile trick-a 
frmnc-np, as you call it! Tlds nw11 
came to us this afternoon ami plcadC'd 
with us to necl·pt a Chrititmas gift 
from him-bl·o hundred hear] of cattle 
that. he is saying now IYC stole. 

"lVe suspcct('tl a trick fr0m tl:c 
fin;t, but he rrassured ns wit!. a bi li 
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The Christmas Spirit ! 
of sale whiCh be ticribbled on th is 
piece of. paper 'lnd which all my mcu 
w itnessed That's the truth, sbenff ! 
I swear it !" 
" Course he swears it," sneered 

Slade . " So will the otlwr guy-an' 
the two others in the ranch-house ! 
They're all in the same gang, ain 't 
tlwy ? Say, sheriff, how long JOIJ 
gonna stand listcnin' to these jib
berin·' tnau iacs ?" " I've heard tell of this disappearin' 
ink stuff," the sheriff said , ignoring 
Slade. " Them smart crooks .in the 
cities use it for signin' dud cheques 
an ' things. But I'm right sorry, 
Haywet>d ; your -;tory sounds a bit 
tal l ,  au' I got to accept the obviou� 
evidence until you can prove what 
you say is right I "  
"G-g-good heavens !" groaned 

Horatio. " You going to lock us up ?" 
'"Fraid it's· my duty," said the 

sheriff, in a friendly manner. 
"You're accused of rust lin' , you know 
-an' the law is that you gotta be 
kept in the gaolhouse until you're 
proved innocent or-or--" 
Horatio gave a shudder. The 

j)enalty for. cattle-rustling in Texas is 
l1anging ! 

A
S others have discover

-
ed before 

Horatio Hayweed, gaol is not 
an ideal spot in which to spend 

a real old-fashioned Christmas. The 
ccli-there was only one-in Sierra 
gaol was furnished with a moth
eaten t1·uc.kle bed and nothing else. 

The sheriff had kindly al lowed 
Horatio Hayweed to remove himself 
and his staff in his ancwnt Ford car, 
Tilly, tlwugh the sheriff's men had 
been careful to ride before and 
behind the decrepit vehicle in case 
Horatio should take it into his head 
to scoot . 

A.lso, in view of the fact that it 

was Ch ristmas night, tl 1e sheriff bar] 
permitted thE' Crazy Cowites to taka 
to gaol with them a bag of nuts, 
after same had been carefu l l y  
exam inf'd to see there were n o  arms 
concl'aled within. 
But one swallow docs . not make " 

summer N('ith<'l· can it be said that 
one bag of nuts makes a Cln·istmas. 
The ga i0ty within those cell walls was 
inclined to be forced. 

The little cell in which they were 
locked w n ,;  v�· cuatf'd from the 
sheriff 's quarters' by a steel-barred 
rloor, through w h ich  the arm of the 
law could kf'cp an "Y'' on his priso11er� 
Incidentally, the prisoners were ab!c 
to keep an eye 011 him, and this, at 
the moment, was exactly what Horati'J 
Hayweecl wacl doing. 
Slade, who had accom]Jallied the 

sheriff inside to sec that the prisoners 
were safely umler lock and key, was 
t.a lki11g to the shertff now, an,] 
Horatio could hear snatches of the 
COHV('l':::iation. 
" Gtwss these guys oughter be made 

an example of, sheriff , "  Slade was 
saying. " There's bin too - much 
rustlin·• in these parts lately, Hope 
they gP-t strung up !" 
" That remains to be seen ," grunted 

the sheriff, not at all friendly . 
" Here's the paper I told you about
sign here." 

" What's  it for ?" asked Slade doubt
ful ly .  

" Call  i t  an affidavit, they do," 
repli('d the sheriff. " It just sez you 
accuses ·the pnsoners of rustlin ' , an ' 
y o u r  rf'asons for doin' so . " 
" D idn't know there was anythin ' 

like this to it," muttered Slade un
easily. " S'pose it's al_i right." 
" Formality," the sheriff grunted, as 

Slade sig·n<:d . " Here, lend me your 
peu. I gotta witness it ." 
Horatio heard no more, because at 

that stage Re8tful Huben began to 
sing " It was Christmas on the 
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Prairie," ana followed that up with 
" I  Don 't Want to Die with my Boots 
on !" two cowboy songs of rather 
morbid sentiment. By the time tho 
mournful ditties had come to an end, 
Sll)de had taken !Pave of the sheriff 
and left the gaolhouse. 

T
HE weary l1ours dragged by.· ._ · · · 

The sheriff remained in .tiilll 
gaol, and alternately dozel!l1 

and sympathised with EI.oratio. The· 
bag of nuts dwindled away. Restful 
RulH'n had long a go abalHloncd his 
singing and had fallen into a deep 
sleep Ham Flynn was dozing, too. 
Not so Horatio, who was far too 
annord to sltiep. IIis brain was 
busy trying to fii1d a solution of their 
difficult situation . 
Horatio did not, relish being cut 

off in . the flower of y.outh by being
hanged for rustling, anrl he decided 
that somehow they must escape and 
remain hidderi until 'they could find 
solid proof of their innocence. The great question was, how to Pscape ? ' 
It was true that Tilly, Horatio's 

battered car, was outside the gaol, 
but it might just as weH have been 
outside the Great Wall of Ch ina for 
al l the use it wa·s. Moreover, 
. although the sheriff was friendly, .be 
was firm. There w�s no hope of get
ting round him. 
Montmorency Higginbotham had 

been munching nuts stca�lily for an 
hour, and at last lw came to the verv 
last one-a walnut, and a very tough 
one 1 Ht> a wa keJJN.l the si!CI'iff and 
asked for nutcrackers. 
" Ain't got none !" grunted the 

sheriff drowsi ly . 
" Say I" Mont said in disgust. " Dis 

yar's de wust gaol Ah ever bin in ! 
No service ! Ah asks fo' a simple l i ' l 
article l ike nutcrackers an y o '  ain't 
got 'em. Ah'll shu' make a con1· 
p laint!" 
" Here," the sheriff said, anxious to 

si lence him, " Smash 'em up with 
this." He took a heavy Colt revolvPr 
from the holster at his bel t , and 
absent-mindedly passf'd it, butt-fore
most, through the ba1·s of the cell 
door 
" Thank'm," said Mout, grasping it 

with equal absent-mindf'dness. " A.n 
inferior substimatute, but A.h guess 
it'll have to do." He held it by the 
barrel and proceeded to hammer the 
walnut until it cracked_ HaviJig 
finished with the makeshift hammer, 
he was about to pass it back to its 
owner, when he gave a conv·ulsive 
start, as though comprehending the 
true nature of the implement for the 
first time. 
" Say !" he blurted . · ' It's a gun ! 

Sheriff', A.h's mighty obliged to you. 
Stick 'em up !" 
The remark had tile effect of rous

ing everybody very sudden ly. Even 
the somnolent Restful Ruben awoke. 

" See here," the sheriff protested, 
putting up his hands , '' give a guy a 
fair break-! was half-nsl('ep like, 
all' it was a sorta lapse, ru e  g-ivin' 
.yon that gun. Be fair now, an' hand 
it ba.t;k. thNe 's a buddy I biu good 
to you guys ." . 

. . , 
" Y ou have, indeed, sheriff," .�hip.ped· 

in Horatio, " and I must say we 
appreciate it. Meanwhile, I hope 
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yon w i l l  continue your k imlness 
towards us and hand over the keys of 
this cell. Ke<'p the gun levelled, 
:Mont. I hope our conduct doesn.'t 
seem un::;ratcfnl , sheriff, but yon 
can't reasonably expect us to wait 
lwrc and be hanged 11·hcn we have a 
chance of escape !" 

" Haywccd, I appeal to yon," the 
sheriff demanded. " You're a decent 
guy, I gness ; I've a l ways thought so, 
anyhow-an' you ' l l  all have a chance 
to prove your case at the trial--" 

" Yeh 1" said Ham Flynn. " In a 
.,V estern court, too ! I guess a 
sausage-roll in a bear-pit has more 
chance than we'll  have !" 

" Let's not have auy unpleasantness, 
sheriff," · Horatio said. " Please 
hand over the keys !" 

The sheriff sighed, and did as 
requested. PrPSf'lTtly the positions of 
gaoler and captives were reversed. 
The sheriff was behind the bars and 
the Crazy Cow boys wei'e bidding him 
a hearty adieu o n  the side of freedom. 

" Hope you ' l l  excuse us, sheriff !" 

lu1tc1Iets is chainccl to a ring in de 
gaol walls !" 

" Yon mean the back axle ?" Horatio 
exclaimed. " 'Vhat on earth--" 

" Yeh !" said a sneering voice, that 
was not the property of any member 
of the Crazy Cow outfit. " He means 
the back axle ! I'll trouble yon g·uys 
to stick your arms high !" 

They turned towards the voice and 
found themselves looking at Josh 
Slade's evil face and a brace o f  six
shooters. 

" I  g·uesserl this would ha·ppen !" he 
grunted. " That sheriff seemed a 
sig·ht too friendly with you for my 
likin ' ,  so I j ust took this l ittle pre
caution. Get outer that flivver, all of 
you ! Sharp about it !" 

There was nothing for it but to 
obey It is unwise to argue with a 
couple of Colt revolvers. Boi l ing· with 
rage and disappointment, th e Crazy 
Cow outfit marched back into the 
g-aol, Slade stalki ng· in the rear with 
his threatening guns. 

" Whichever ·you guys got the keys 

" ·what's true ?" SIHde ciemalll1ed. 
" The disappearing ink !" the sherifl' 

shouted. " You signed the affidavit 
with your fountpcn-an' so did I-
an' both sig·nature.s have gone-dried 
off ! Haywecd's story is true !" , 

" You're crazy !" faltered Sb<lc, 
turning pale.  " I  dun no \Yhat yon ' .nr 
talkin' about !" 

" Yo u  don 't, huh ? "  said the sheriff. 
" Well, I ' l l  j ust enlighten you 1 
You're an a l l-fired clever guy, I g·ncs>' . 
but you'1·e careless ! It sorta elippc<l 
your memory that that pen of yours 
was still  filled with the disappearing 
ink dope-an' you went au' signed 
this paper with it, too ! HaywcNl 
wasn't !yin' about that bill of sale !" 

" No !" chipped i n  Horatio. " I  
wasn't ! He wrote out the b i l l  of 
sale with that same fountain-pen and 
we all sig·ned with it ! Careles:; of 
him, sl1eriff, to forget to change tho 
ink in his pen before signing your 
document, as you say. But jolly 
lucky for us !" 
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Horatio apologised. " But there was a' that ·cel l ,  npell C0l11-
no other way. Come on, boys. Let's nmnded. 
make for the car, ancl scoot !" The command w�� olwycd, and the 

sheriff en1crgcc1, lookil1g· a trifle 
sheepish. THE four hurried hom the gaol, 

and while Horatio hastily spun 
the starting lwndle of the ram

shackle o l d  car, the others clambered 
in. Luckily Til ly's  engine started 
immediately. Horatio leapt into the 
d riving scat beside Ham Flynn. 

" J\Inkc for the h ills,  boss !" Ham 
advised. " I  guess until we get this 
a ffair c!ea1·ed up we're as g·ood as ont
la,vs !" 

" Anything-'s better than that 
awful gaol !" said Horatio, and 
slammed the car in gear. There was 
a terrific scrunching of wheels, clouds 
of dust, and Tilly rocked and strained 
violently back and lorth, but progress 
towards the h i l ls and liberty was nil . 

" Boss !" shouted Mont, gazing over 
tho back of the car. " De back 

The Modern Boy 

" I ' m  ohlige<l to yon, S l ade ! "  he 
munnm:ed. " They tool< me unawares, 
au'--" 

" I  guess you're a 1njghty s1nart 
sheriff !" said Slade sarcastical ly.  
'" But as a citizen of this hm·e burg·, I 
demand the·y be properly g-uarded ! 
'I'hev're dano·erous characters a n '  if 
the ·�heriff-"'_,., 

' 

" A  w-ean it !" the sheriff growled. " I'm the sheriff, not yon. Mehbc 
you can do my job bottcr ' n  I can 
myself, but while I wear the star, 
I'm--" 

The sheriff broke off and scowled 
down at a piece of paper on his desk, 
which had j ust caught his eye. 

" Say-this is mighty queer !" he 
murmured ; then suddenly gl ared up 
at Slade. " So it's true !" he roared. 

9 

Josh Slade backed hastily tmra nls 
the door. 

" Ail right, Slade," tho sheriff said.  
" You needn't bolt ! I don't think I 
can get anythin' on you for tryin' to 
frame Havwccd au' his bovs-which is 
a pity ! ·But if you take my advicf' 
you won't try an' reclaim them cattle 
you dumped on his ranch, othcnvise 
I-" 

" Gcrrrr !" snorted Slatlc, stalking
out of tho gaol and slamming· tlw 
heavy door hehind him. The on
lookers had a feeling that the sheri±l'·s 
advice had duly imprcssecl Mr. Slade. 
At any rate he ucYer did attPmpt t<> 
1·ecl a im the two hundred lwacl of 
cattle that had beC'n his Christmas 
g·ift to Horatio Haywecd ! 

: 1\'e,d Fritln11's lllODERN BOY 
; (on sale a dtt!J em·lie•• than usual) 
: contnb1s nnotl1eJ• 1'a.ttlin!l yuJ•n 

of tlw C••w:q1 Cow Ranch boys ! 
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Just Jnp 
toOtln' 

Re . ne-�·er lia,.ci seen Eefore. 
And Oh ! Oh I OR !-He had such a · 

horrible dream, 
A griili., and serious, very ·mysterious, 
· Dreary, dreadful dream ! 

A GIANT . weighing ·thirty stone 
Was standing on his. funny-bo�e, 

And prodding him in manner grim 
- With agm'l;izing zest ; 

A goose with. jo:Wul �hout . 
Had pecked his tonsils out ; 

While dates and .. figs did country j1gs 
. .All up and down ':his chest. _ 

H
ELLO, e:v�rybody ! Are you fond of 

dates ? Not the edible variety, bnt. 
the kind they put in history books. 

Here's a few to be going on w,ith_:_alf of tliem: 
more or less Christmasy. 

A.D. l .�Th,c first C4ristmas presents 
were given, consisting . of gold, frankincense, 

By T�e OLD BOY And Oh ! Oh I OR t-He shivered at that 
dream. 

'fhat grim and serious, very mysterious, 
Dreary, dreadful dream ,l and myrrh. . 

���� ..... ����:��:��:�� 
A.D. 100.-Ancient Britons created . the 

�ymbol qf a mystic plant with white berries-the. mistletoe. 
While this plant was held on high by an acolyte, :Bottlenose 
Ben, the Druid Priest, kissed Blubberan Sperm, the Prince 
of Whales. , . 

A.D. 200.�A person named .Tack won the beanstalk 
first prize at a loca,l flower show. The prize was a goos� 
reputed to lay golden eggs, but all Jack ev":r got from it 
was. I.O.U.'s. . 

A.D. 300 .. -The all-important time ! Away at a small 
villa"e in Russia was born a bov whom his parents, doubtless 
for the best reasons, called Nicholas. In due. course hi) became 

Bishop of Myra, in 
Russia, and was sQ 
generous to the poor 
that they canonised 
him as Saint Nicho
las-or, ill Russian 
-Santa Claus. 

!\.D. 400:-Some· 
body thought of ' � 
joke for Cincferella. 
'' She can't get her 
foot into the crystal 
slipper I •·• b. e c a m e  

. ·• No, she couldn't 
her foot into the . 

Palace ! '' If 
you see Ci:Uderella 
at the Panto this 
year,. you will most 
(lerta inly .hear this 
aotem.n an.d �J.ncient 

Allred the .. G.reat i nvented M i·n,c<> Pies, chestnut. 
· . · (�eU don&)·- A.D: 500.-Tu.r· k-eys. invent�.d by a Swedish musician name!l ·Gobi. 

· 

• A.D. · 7oo:-...:....st. G'eorge ·invented. the game of Snapdrago;n: 
(Yes, I k)low he really lived in the year 300. and sometliirig, 
�ut , I've a1r,�dy filled- tha.t up ·with Santa· Ctaus).} · · 

.. A.D. 800 . ...,...-Alfre,d the Great· invented min-ce pieS' twell 
doJ;Je). 

A.D. 1 100.-Christmas pudding, stuffed dates, and indi
gestion .inventt{d• by . a firm of · patent medicine specialists. 

A.D. 1600.-Christmas crackers invented by a man named 
Fawkes, who was not petmitted to give a . public display of 
his invention at the House of Commons. . 

I've missed out a few centuries here and there, I know ; 
but you can fi� 'em in yourself-or go without. 

· -TALKING of dreams--we weren't, but that's an unim-
portant detail�reminds.me of a young friend of mine, 

John · James l.VlacWhirter Inversluaschentuch· Coffdrop
his godfathers gave him this name, and they']:] live just as 
long all it tal,.es young· John to save- up for a revolver-who . 
had a rotten experience on Boxing Night. . It seems that he had been to a pantomime and-- But 
wait a bit, l"" cal). explain it much better in rhyme. 

. WHEN .Johnny went to the pantomime 
· · · He had a really topping time, 

Then went to bed ·with aching head 
An<l- .soon· liegan to snore ; 

·And ' objeP.ts strange' and weird . 
· Before his sight. appeared'. · • 

He found that he was in a clime . � .. 
The Modem B�y 

AND then, befor� his· staring eyes, 
A large battalion of mince pies 

Arrived on foot in column of route, 
And stood themselves at ease ; 

The order came " Go on !. " 
They flung themselves at John :' 

The wretched lad cried " Kamerad ! " 

i 

But s.till they did not cease. . 
And 'Oh ! Oh I OR !-Ire shouted in his dream ; 
That grim and serious, very myste_rious, 

Dreary, dreadful dream ! 

THIS is the lesson of my tale : : ; ·� · 
At Christmastide you must not "fail 

To ex.ercise a certain wise 
:Precl!>ution what. Jte:U eat ;. 

A pudding and a score · 

Of mince pies-don't have more-
This is enoug.h, with ether stuff, 
To do yoUPself a treat. 

Or, Oh ! 01> 1 OH !-yo.u:'l:l. have such a. horrible dream: ! 
A grim and serious, >ery m-ysterious; 

Dreary, dreadful dream ! 
·-H-ERE'S something to.keep you occupied during tlie- Chriat

mas halliday. Take an ordinary pack of fifty-two, cards, 
lay out on the table a •<l ha.rid " of thirteen, and then. find 
out how many different ord'ers· of t)lirteen cards you can m·ake 
'Yith . your pack. . 

Mind, I den't me.an ho'l'! manj different hands onJy.,. but 
iJ;l. how many· diffeEent orders yqu can put your thitleen 
cards. Woti!l'd! Y<ttl ca,t:e to try it. if :\lOU have a hal!-h€nu·· to 
spa,re ? · 

. ·WEJ,J_., r:ve worked it .o11t in_ figures for you. The answer 
· ' . is 4,952,:7'16;817,21 1 ,23.9;680,000 different ways. It 

teok me the ·' 

whole-· , afternoon· 
to work that out, 
and I've had 
tigures on the 
brain ever since. 

How would 
you repeat the 
n u m b e r  i n  
·words ? Let us 
see. The ·numbet 
is not · q u i t e 
raised as high· 
as ·the fourth 
power, which 
means that we 
must start off in · 

tril.lio:ns'. 
�ere we go : 

Four thousand, A _gian.t_we.ig� ing thirty sto,ne • 
nine hundred� · . .- . 
and fif.t:i-tw0 t_rillion, seven . hundred and seventy-six 
tpousand, eight �un�red and _sev.enteer:il' billion, t'r,O hundred 
and elev-en . thousand, .two hundred and thirty-nine millio�. 
six hundred and .. eighty thousand nett·. No ·reducti.en on 
taking a qu.L.ntity. And · now excuse me. while I go out and 
get something for a sore throat ! 
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A THRILLING EPISODE FROM--

Bring 'Em Back Al ive ! 
FRANK B UCK that amazing wild-animal trapper and dealer 

whose exciting film-picture, " Bring 'Em 
Back Alive ! "  is now showing at the cinemas, tells you how he had a 
merry-go- round with one of his captives aboard a ship, C / 
and how his own career nearly came to a sudden end ! omp ete 

A Screaming Cyclone ! 

I HAD just left Calcutta aboard the 
s.s. Granite State with a b1g ship
ment of animals and birds. On 

the way down t he Hooghly River we 
stop ped a t B udge-Budge, an oil 
station just below Calcutta., to d is
charge a ca rgo of oi L The gan o·
laclcler was j ust about to be pu l lgd 
up when a native came teari ng up in 
a small  motor-lorry-borrowed .:>r 
stoleu-wi th a crated leopard on 1t.. 

Bdore anyone could stop him, he 
was on deck making a l l  sorts o f  wi ld 
110isPs a n d  gestures and demandin g to 
sec me. 

Breathlessly tile native told me that 
he had heard I was in the market for 
another Jeopard. He h ad one in tbe 
lorry below-the fi nest leopard n 
Ind ia-ond if I didn 't buy it I wag 
maki ng the m istake of my life. 

I got hold of the mate, and lte was 
good enough t o  give me a few 
m i n ute�· �Tace bdore pulling up the 
ga ng-ladder , so that I could inspect 
t h e  animal that t h C'  exeit<>d n a t 1 ve 
had in tl1P cage on the lorry. 

I went a,;horc. m a de a hasty exam
i n ation . saw that the animal was a 
first-rat.P spPci men . a nd tH'q·otiated a 
quick dC'al. Lines 
w<>re thrown ov<'l' 
the side and m a cle 
fast arotmd· th e · 
cn.g·t=>. a n rl thl" l n h�::-:t 
aclcl it ion to my floating- niC'nagf'rit� was 
hoisted over the 
s irlC' by hand 

My new " ca t " 
\yns >1 _ fnll -!:(rown 
m n  ie  spotted leop� rd 
in pPrfPct conrli-
tion 1I<' was a 
savarre rlf'lnon . r::t·i�i11 g ·  H rnn1nus '"it.h 
!tis �narliJ1'! a n d  
gTowi ing Whenever 
I Wf'nt ncar h i m  ; 

Scrapp • n g  or playin g ?  
It's d i ffi c u lt to tell 
from this photograph 
-but there's n o  doubt 
about the scr·app i n g  
in t.his r e a l- l < f e 
t h r i ll er of F r a n k 
B u c k 's ! lm:�oine 
y o u r s e l f  i n  - h i s  place 
-chasinq o n e  of these 
big, sav3.ge " i u n g le 
cats " around a s h i p ' s  
deck, a n d  t h e n  corner
inQ it-and w i n n i n g  

t h e  �ussle 

._I I J.I II.I l i.I I I.I I J.I I I. 

The Modern Boy 

and when Lal ,  m y  JW.tivo assistant, 
attempted to pass a few h unks of per
fectly g·ood beef into t h e  cage he 
lun ged aga i nHt the bars with a roar 
that resounded from th e poop deck to 
the forecastle head iu h is attempt i·o 
get at the boy . 

I saw at once that it would ;.ever 
do to keep this screami ng cyclone 
near my better behaved " cats." The 
others, leopa rds and tigers, wore a 
fall'ly m an agea ble lot, but wtth t h is 
vil lain to lead a rebellion there was 
much likeli hood t h at tl1e work I had clone ou a! I t h ose other jung-le tabbks 
would be undoue. 

I therefore stowed his cage o n  t he 
iron deck ri g·h t clown agai nst the rml 
at the ship's side, a fair d ista nce from 
the rest of my collection wh ich h�cl 
been loaded 011 th e tops of No. 1 and 
No. 2 h a tch0s , whPre t hey were pro

tected a g·a inst t h e  weather by a heavy 
tarpa u l i n  flung tent-fashion over tilC 
cargo booms. 

"A I ittlP spray won ' t  hurt him , '' 
said til(' skipper " That's all  he's ' n  
for . W e  won ' t  t a ke a n y  green seas 
ov('r the forwa 1·d deck out here at th is 
season ." We h ad left the typh oon 
n re" in and a bout tl1P China SPa <u 

I I  

behind us by t his time, anrl were 
somewhere out i n  mid-Pacific. 

A 
BOUT five-thirty next moming 

there was a funous poun d i n g  
ou my door. I stumbled o11;; 

of bed i n  the semi-darkness, all(!, opening the door aud b l i nki ng . I :lis
covered the third omcer there. Pale 
and trem b ling, he lo0kecl lik<' a ruan 
wl1o had been havi11g a bad drea m .  

" Your leopard 's loose !" he gasped. 

" My Jeopard 's loose ? "  I ye- l led. 
Feverishly I tumbecl in to my clot hes, 
firi ng questions at the third officer 
in the process .  He told me that 
vicious seas breakin g over the forward 
deck with a sudden rush had "ent t i le  
c n g e  o n  a ten-foot sp in and tnrucd 
it upside down. 

But t h e  officer on watch n H!Pnt l v  
thought that a leopard in n cag·� 
bottom-side up was as safe as . a 
leopard right·side up, as long as tlc 
was sti II inside his cage. 

AU went well until later, w)Jrll 
another tremE·nclous sea came sma�il
ing over tht> upturned cao·c, poun d i n ·• 
it amidships and co�p let i n g tit� 
damage by dropping tous of water on 

24/1 2!32 



.. 

· to realise I can't let this- sort of thing With I,al's assistance I hauled the 
interfere with efficient operation of empty cage-now repaired . by the 

the top-side bottom, which was never my ship. Go ahead. But don't take · ship's carpenter-up the steps to a 
meant. to be as strong as the real top,. any unnecessary chances. No leopard space near the door of the mess-room. 

Bring 'Em Back Alive' ! 

· 'fhc roof of the cage was g·one . . is worth it . Good luck !'� Leaving the door open, · I had all 
The bewildered leopard scampered ot)wr means of reaching the roorn 
out, mixed ·a few · growls with the · closed. · · 

roaring of the sea, and pattered Teeth and Claws Bared ! Then . I went after my leopard, re-
. .  d01Vn the iron deck _

1
to

b 
thin

1
k t

1
hin

h
gs

1 
1 . RETURNED to my · cabin, 'Yher;e b

vo
1 Ive

k
r rn

b 
h
t

a
i
nd

d
. ,It was

1
loaded w

1
it 

over among some or arre s as ec La! had completed his task. · I . an ·s,, u . op t mmc �[J,ymg t 1at 
around the mast and against the bulk- didn't realise until he stal:ted. ; I w.asn t takmg any cha!tces: I saw 
head. ' 

qvestioning _me that I '  had failed .to · to Jt that La! w�s by my ·Stele .wrth 
I had heard enough-more than. ten· him why I had . routed him ·o'ut �y l()aqed nfle, ready. to. hand rt. to 

enough ! Tlie pas�engers were stilt of heeL . Pushing , him out of the door' .  mf an;y second-or to blaze a:way !urn
abed . There was one thing that had as I <>Tabbed my rifle I told him that sc f rf there was not sufficrent trme 
to be done immediately-the mid- the 1��w· leopard was ' loose. · · to hand me the, weapon. . 
section of the ship, the part occupied . . . Agam Lal and I were amonO'• the 
by. the passengers, would have to be 

'
i'V._e made strarght }or . the n·o� oil barrels facing the :enemy. "' The 

cut · off Hom the foredeck · and deck. . I wanted to. "'et lll amono - leopard, at a loss to k11ow what to 
promenade deck. those or! barrels and gradually, W()rk do, was approximately where we had 

my " boy , 
my way back to tl:e s�ot where. th� l�ft )rim. - My mind was. made up . .  In a few minutes Lal leopard had .ta-lw, n  refu.,e. How ne_ar 1here was nothing for me to do but arrived, struggling to throw some I slwuld get to the savage �ea�t to chase him froni the position he clothes over himself as he entered on would de�)end �pon hrs beh�vwur .. .  had t�ken up among these barrels, the run: I gave him some hasty com- Bu� before .malpn g any de�mte �e-, . get hrm to scamper up those steps m·ands. His principal task was to ciswn or pl:;tns about .takmg• hr:�n leading into the mess-room, drive him take a few dozen revolver bullets I alive I had .to find · out JUSt �ow Ins into this chalnber, and then slap the.' tossed at him and pull out the lead new-found hberty was afl'ectrpg hls open cage against the door and noses with a pair of pliers. Then he morale. . , drive him into that. was to.stuff wadding into the empty If he proved as ferocwus ·Joose · on _, ; . . 

cirds to hold the powder in.  He had the deck as he had been while . in the Lal and .I took up a posrtwn where 
�lone the same sort of job for ' me ca"'e then of' course lie must be shot' I could fire at the leopard at an 
hefore. · i m��diateiv While I felt pretty' au�le that would dn':e him ou� on 

I left on a hurried visit to the cap- certain tha.'t he would be more scared the open deck I ra,sed · my ·· prstol . 

ta.in's quarters. He sporting·ly agreed than vicious,
. my first job . ivas to· and �lazed a:vay . . The big; spotted 

to give me a chance to catch my make sure of this. . 
· " ·  · cat, 111 a s.en�s of f;lTeat leaps-and . 

1 l l . I 1 d t 1 Lal was carrymo· my revolver even If he rsn t leapmg at you tliere eoparc a rve. 1a o rna ;ce a. • . . · ., . . '· · tl · cr t .. · f .  · b ·t tl· - · t l t t k'll· 'f tl( ' d winch. he had loaded w1t.h the blank 18 some nn., enr ymg a ou wse Jll <;>mrse 0 s 100 0 1 1 e escav� 
· · d 'H . 1 1 • · 1 h'. . tremendous and seemingly effortless · ammal became a menace to p�ssengers sartn �cs.- , e a so rad wrt r rm,, . . '--- · d f I . . k • 

or crew, though there was small l'jke- 111 addrtwn · to a further supply of JUmps ma e or t re open dec · 

lihood of. danger to riasseng<'rs, whose blanks, a round of perfect revolver 
section of t1w vessel was quickly shut bullets · ready for use. . ROUND ai1d round he went, Lal · 
11p, preventing access to open deck W tth th� boy . at . my side I began and I in pursuit. After 
SJ5ace. The crew could be warned to to crawl 111 among the l)arrels. I circling the iron deck half a 
keep out of the way. was prepared to shoot to kill. .we dozen times I blazed away at the 

· .. " But remember, Buck," the captain crept
.

np cl�ser �nd closer. 0' I rmsed, animal three or four times, when: we 
said, " I  reserve the right to step in my nfie for actwn, gettrn"' a . bPa<\ were. about ten yards frpm the steps 
whenever I see fit and ordC'r the on the leopard not more than hfteen , leading to the promenade de.ck, where 
ahimal to be killed. I can 'f let this feet away· My fing·er· ; was on the.· the officers' mess-room was. Instead 
leopard chase g.o on for ever. The tngger. I had no· 'desrre• to shoot, of _ scampering up the · steps, as L 
niinute I decide you've had a fair bl��

. 
I was prepared to . pull the. '  h_oped he would, ·the animal stopped 

chance to catch it , you'll  have to tn�;·ge� if he gave any signs of: in his h1acks and whirled a r'ound 
siibmit to my decision. spr

i
·mgm

t
g at

f 
m�. 

h I All th Teeth and claws bared, he faced. , crep a ew me es c oser. e ' n e ready to · · n I 1 t h ' · t ; " You know enouo·h about the sea 1 ·d d 'd , .1 d b 1 .  · 1 ·. , · ' . spu g. e . rm qme ·" eopar · I wa� snar a.�r are us . down. Vve stood facillg. caeh other claws, and on�e or · twrce �ake a : this �way for a fuil miriute. I could .· :novement as rf lw were gomg to not afford to back away, . any more JUmp up on to!? of �he ba,rrels �o g�t than I could . afford to advance.. The: away from me. E�erytlimg 111 his : animal started to relax. B,is lips. manner Ju<!-rca,t�d �hg,t the ·�bought!·, began to .close over . his teeth. · His: uppermost 111 hrs mind was esca,p(). -;,: ch\,ys were receding. This was a· 

£;������������<�;\ j THIS . ISSUE I 
� qontatns 6 S:uper �� 
� Picture - Stamps for · � Your Album · : . i 'ANOTHER. 6 I 
� wi�l b� Given 'Free with I 
� Next Friday:s MODERN � 
� BOY-on Sale One Day � i§ Earlier than Usual 01 � � � FURTHER SETS � 
� of S t a m p s  are Giveri � �� also with . This Week's � � RANG ERan� M AG N ET � 
�- DON'T. MISS THE�! � 

. $1.1����� 
The Mod�rn Boy 

0( <?O.UfSe. .he . \VO�rld _ He-ht, 1111.t?"' o·ood time to shoot ! death If' attacked� but '·iir 'y guess· ·was·· "' · . , . 
that here was . _a badly, worried _

I let . �urn have another · blank,, tue 
Jeopar'cl. I)l surroundin o-s that were fir e. �ur11tm g .. _cJose en.ough to Ius e:yes 
more familiar to him wlt'ere he w:ould ,. to. fn g-htpn Inp. � -o )le turned and ran. 
be- ·s'urer of himself,' Jie might have · I thoughf I I;ui'd him copwred so 
forced the fkht ' Jashincr out with his' · that he couldt) t help colhchng wrth 
vicioris cla�s ' arid '::-ipping 'o'pen the steps, , but he _ swu�g .":rde as he 
cvervthino in si()'ht with his cruel ran, and passed my obJective . .  Ror:nd 
teeth.  But my "'exper1en'ce told nic he went for two more crrcmts, . 
that here was an animal that ' con- makmg such speed I thought he 
sidered himself aj; a disadvantage. would lap me. 

" vVe can take him alive, La.l l "  I He would haYe done so iu a . few, 
whispered. Dragg-ing La! along by more rounds, for by now he was 
the arm, I crawled out, leaving . the desperatE> for a. means of esc.ape, and 
leopm:d wlwre he was, and made for he had dropped his halting manner of 
the steps leading from the iron car()'o run n ing. As he completed his second 
deck up to the ship's main pront'e- . circuit he · was not many yards 
nade deck, whei·e the officers' mess- behind me. Swinging round, I ad
room was located. vanced and opened fire. The sudden

I looked the ground ovcr . carefully, ness of my attack W?.� too much for 
and decided that i t · would be ·possible him. At a loss what to do, he swung 
to driVE' the- Jeopard up the steps ft,.nd . , around and started going in the otJ;tef 
into the mess-room. · direction . 
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·As he went n round t.lw turn, I 
heard au agonised shnek. The 
IPopard bad a l most colllded with a 
Chinese hoy earrying two buckets of 
watPr ! What the boy was doing 011 
deck I didn't kno w .  I thought 
('vcryonc had been warned to keep 
off. ,�'(�-.''··. The buckets went careening crazily 

,':" down the deck. the water splashing 
.... : in all dirrctions. The boy scrambl ed 

�.' · . to his feet, frightcm• d  out of his wits . 
Madlv he tore for the bulkhead door
way, · from which he had recently 
�:'merged . The leopard, as scared as 
the boy, ran uncertain!.) for the same 
door, neither of them quite sure what 
it was all about. 

A.s he neared the doorway, the boy 
saw a rope hanging from a boom 
above his · head. He grabbed the 
rope and scrambled up it l ike a 
monkey 

" Are You Crazy ? "  

I TOOK advantage of the . animal 's 
confusion, coming. up on . him 
suddenly, as he �tood stil l  after 

a few hesitant movements beneath 
the boy tiWinging on the rope. The 
cham bers of my gun refilled with 
blanks, I b l azed away again, and 
this time succeeded in mauoouvring 
the leopard to a positi :m in front of 
the steps that led to the deck above. 
Another se>r:ies of shots sent him 
scampcrmg up. and the first stage of 
my task was over. . 

In the meantime, the passengl'rs
tlu:re were about eighty of them
had awakened. Th� news of the 
leopard chase had spread, and the 
pas"engers ruslll'd for the glass
enclos('d upper deck above tho mess
room tp take in the show--or as much 
as they coul d see. 

Th£- leopard made circuit after 
circuit of thE> promenade deck, La! 
and I i n  pursuit. Every other lap 
or so, he would suddenly swing 
around and face us, teeth and claws 
bared as befo1·e, and 1 eady for action. 
Again we would stand motion less 
and give him a chance to quiet dow n .  

Once, after h i s  tcetn a n d  claws re
laxed to normal and we thought he 
was calming down, the cries of 
passengers startled him and he 
poised himself for a leap, h is eyes 
d istorted with rage and fear. 

I t.old La! to blaze away with the 
pistol, and again the animal turned 
and ran. A.nd now I made up my 
mind . to get that leopard, dead or 
alive, without wasting any more time 
and energy. 

Fortunately my spotted fugitive 
was tiring, too. Weary of the chase, 
he would lwsitate before the open 
door of the mess-room and scamper 
round the deck again. without much 
assurance-uot q uite certam whether he had anyth i ng to lose by going i n .  
Finally, seeing that there was n o  
other place to g o ,  hP entered. I 
banged the door shut, a11d the second 
stage of the job was finishPd. 

La! and I. after a few moments of 
well-earned rest, removed the bars 
from one end of the repaired and re
inforced cage and shon•d it smack 
against the door frame, first 
hastily opening the mess-room door. 

The Modern Boy 

_We took the precautiOn of blocking 
m the open space above the cage 

With a grollp of hu"ky sailors 
holding the eage fi rm ly aga inst the 
·door I r!C'ctdf'd on the next move. 
Going into a hallwav from the other 
side of the r]('ck oi1l'ning into the 
mess-room , I l owcrPd a dum b-waiter 
window (through which the mess-boy 
on duty passed food when a meal was 
being servC'd) and, with a long 
bamboo pole, tried to prod the 
leopard into the box . �Y spotted foe would snarl his 
opmion of these tactics, two or three 
times grabbing the end of the pole 
betwem1 his teeth and biting off a 
piece. He'd spit out the bamboo and 
look up at llic in a rage, all the 
bitterness in his heart reflected i n  his 
cruel glare. 

wluch I securely ti(•(! to t,j;,. e nd 0f 
the lasso. Next I fi l led - my l'Cvol vor 
with h onest-to-gocidnPss lead-no,;cd 
bulkts. Then, gun in · belt and lasso 
in baud, I started climbing through 
the dumb-waiter window. I heard 
one of the pPtty officers ycllin"' : 

" What's the matter, rna;? A.re 
you crazy ?" 

I was too busy to answer As a 
matter of fact, I was quite sane. I 
was doing the only thin g  that could 
be done with the facilities at hand 
to get that leopard into his cage. 
Before swinging over the w in dow I 
threw the ·end of the rope through 
the bars of the cage to the sailors 
outside. 

" When I tell you fellows to pull," I 
i nstructed, " pull for all  you're 
worth." 

THIS WEEK'S PICTURE-STAMPS !�.:.��&P"�� 
� I 
I 

THE •trange-looking ship shown in the first of this week's set of Picture-
Stamps is an oil tanker built spe<>ially for the job of caN"ying vast 

quantitie8 of c,·,de oil. Some of them can carry more than fom· tlunu>and tons. � Th�y are fi�ted :l'ith powerful pumps for loading and unloading their cafgo. 
bestdes •pecwl �" pwnps to prevent the poisonous gases given off f•·om the oil 
from acc,mulatwg. 

I THE ocean-going tramp 
s

teamer, shoum in the other ship ,tamp, rarely e.1Jceccl• � · 10,000 tom . The most modern ones have one big hold running the "vhole �� . . length of the ship, and carry their own unloading gear in the fm m of huge m� · .. � derricks, u·hich take the place oj masts. Some have as many as si.c of these �· 
� der>·icks, and can unload 3,000 tom of cargo in less than five hours. 0 
» uvJ TH long IJOdy and very sho1't legs, the Skye Te,.rier is hot stt\fJ at di{jging � 

I 
Yt ont the weazel and the fox .f•·om their ea.rth. He is also an excellent ratter. 

'11.� . In aclcUtion to scrapping underground, the Skye Terrier doesn't hesitate to attack � 

� 
sea-otters. A cheery little fe!loiv"-Qnd game as can be. I � RUNNING on a !5- inch ga.U(Je line from Hythe to Dymchitrch, in Hent, � 

� the 25 foot long, ii foot hiqh loco shown in 'mother of this weP.k's Pietu,·es J� 
weigh8 over eight tons, and is modelled on the crack locos of the Canadian Pac·ific � 

� Railway . lt can do th>:,·ty mile8 a.n hour with a full mim:ature passenger-ca>"1'yiny � � train. Its tender will hold 200 gallons of water. This Romney, Hythe, and ; 
.

•
. 
· ,�!:' i Dymchunh miniature railway has other engines, five of them modelled on the <\'t ! Fly•:nr1 Scotsman, and two smaller ones. � � GFJTT I NO a qoorl grip on. your opponent's extendet' .

. 
hand is essentia.l if you are � � qo in.1 to hring off tha " 8hal'e Rands " trick . Grasp him firmly and spin � 'l,� I'01tnd into the pos·•:tion shown in the picture, at the same time jerlcing him forwwrd �� liS with all yonr strength. ln this position, a quiek twist on hi8 u•rist will send him 'il � sprawlin11-

·• � !11 LIVING in the African desert, the Tuareg horsemen make their living by � � raiding Arab caravans. No Tw· -,g under the age of lS may wea>· the "' � tracZ,:tiona.l jour feet lon9, dout•le-bladed sword, and until he is twenty-two he is � � not <>llowed to wear the veil which is worn day and night by every full-fledged � � Tuareg warrior. The Tnarerts also carr'!J small daggers bound to thd.r left � � �:�;��A;;;;:::»::7
s
. Also with This Weeh's RANGER ancl � 

;ii�llf':;-���6 MORE PICTURE-STAMPS NEXT WEEK ! 
A.fter twentv min utes of this he 

decided to mock wh;tt he must have 
consJd�>red a feeble f'ffort to get him 
into the cage, by stretch ing out on 
the floor and ignoring me after he 
was convinced there was nothing to 
fear from that pole which he had 
already chewed to pieces. 

P ERHA.PS he wns taking adYant
age of a lul l in the battle to get 

· a rest. A.t any rate, he made 
i t  clear that it would take more than 
a bamboo pole to get him inside that 
cage. The stubborn bPnst was begin
n i ng to a nnoy me. It was time to 
show h im who was boss ! I sent La! 
to my cabin for my lasso . 

Then I had one of the sailors 
bring me a long piece of ship's rope, 

1 3  

The mess-room was about seven feet 
wide and fiiteen feet long. A 
stationary di ning table with clamped
down chairs practically fil led the 
room, leaving just enough space be
tween the chairs and the wall for the 
officers to pass along to their places 
at the table. It was an easy step 
from the dumb-waiter window on to 
the table. 

With the loop end of the lasso i n  
m y  hand, rl'ady for action , I advanced 
slowly towards the leopard which was 
crouched down by the foot of the ta � le 
at the other end of the sma l l  room. 

A.s I made my cautious approach 
the animal let out a throaty smnl. 
one of those ugly low ones that g·ivo 
you the cro>o>ps till  you get used to 
he;lring them, and suddenly reared up 
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'Bring 'Em Back Alive ! 
w i t h  his forepaws on the other end 
of the tn hlc. 

Ag·ain I rcsOl'te<l to the sim pic 
expedient that has saved me fl·om 
being- clawed any number of times . 
Stautling motionless, I gave the 
anim a l  a chance to calm down. Tl1is 
];(' di r l ,  il!ippi ng his paws oil' the table 
n I}(] edg·ing back to where he was 
when I entered. 

The only sound that came fl·om him 
wa� a faint gro,yl, sugg·cstive cf  ·lllUt· 
tcnng-, Ina ki ng it sccn1 as if th e 
ereaturc was talking to himself. Now 
that the animal was fairly quiet I 
�tartNJ once more for his end of th e 
rooin , working· n1y \vay across tho 
table� towal'Cls him in tiny steps. 

He by there 'cringiug, Ius teeth 
IJ,_ncd. I k_cpt stead ily working· up to 
lum ,  gcttmg my rope ready as I 
advanced . ·with a quick movement 
as I neared the other end of the table 
I sent a loop around the animal's 
nec k .  taking up the noose's slack in 
a flash as I yelled ,  " Pull  !" with every 
<J.ll ncc of lung power I possessed .  

" Pull Like Billy-ho ! " 

THE 1;1en responded beautifully, 
g'lVmg a great yank that 
st;artcd the roped leopard 

slicliug towards the door. As he was 

tl.ragged niOilg' he let out a seTillS of 
S]_�in?-chilling· snarls, struggling to 
chg· mto the floor with h i s  claws,  and, 
w hen he saw this availed him 
uotl • ing·, striking out witlt his paws 
i n  a desp,,ro:tto effort to g0t n gTip 011 
a table leg or one of the sta tiouary 
chairs he wn.-:; bcino· tuc.·n·cd nast 

With a J i l;al  o'!';nt ;,�nk. ' thC'. JlH'll 
pulled !he gro,;l in g  inH.1 strug·g·l iug 
boa�t tdl tltov con l <l cl rn o· ! J in;  no 
!arther. In order to get tl10 anima l 
mto t h e  c a g·e he would hn \'(' to be 
pulled around a conwr of the cloo; ·jamb.  n" lH• was nt rig·ht � n Q·lc-s to th e 
cag·c-opcning towards wl!iclr he was

bc!ng c�raggcd . A trial tug, to sec if 
tins nllracl c could be accom•Jiishecl, 
a·.-ailcd nothing. 

' 

He hacl braced h i s  back ao·ainst the 
chair nearest the door and h� couldn't 
be budg·ed . All the men could do 110\V 
was to keep h im wedo·ed in by holdin<Y 
the rope taut, which they cl id .  it 
was impossible for the animal to move 
backward , and it was eq ually impos
sible for the men at the rope to drag 
him forward another inch. 

For several seconds we remained 
clea.cllocked, the animal makino- a 
]'lerfeet bedlmn of the m ess-room �ith 
his cries of rag-e. The rope around 
l1is neck was uncomfortab l y tio-ht-
much tig-hter than I wanted it to be, 
but there was n o  other way to hold 
h im-and h e  gave voice to tlic murder 
i n  his heart in as terrible a solo as 
I've ever heard from a cornered 
a n imal . 

. - - ����� . . .  
�'�:"A-.:"A-.:"A-.:"A-::�� Hastily I reviewed in my miud 

possible ways of g-etting that 'leopard 
1 the rest of the distance to the cage, 

The Most Up • to · Date Book 
for the Boy with a Hobby 
The HOBBY ANNUAL JS the ideal 

Gilt Book for the boy with a hobby. 

It Js crowded with • ·  How it Works " 

and " How to Make " articles, It la 
profu�cly •llustratcd and contains 

interesting articles on stamp rollerting, 
model railways. wireless, woodwork 

ships, aeroplanes and motor cars. 
' 

HOBBY 
ANNUAL 
Now o n  Sale - - 6;- net. 

I his head now being only about a foot 
from the opening. I shouted my 

I 
simp l e piau to tho men outside. 

" And when I swing him l'OU1H1 , "  
w a s  my fin n !  comman d ,  " pull l ike 
billy-ho '" 'Then I proceeded to put 

I my scheme into effect, the only 
c�mrsc. that could possibly save the 
s1tuabon. I Jumping- , off th e table I q uickly 
grabbed the animal by a kick ing 

i l  hack leg am1 squared h im around so 
I that the men could pull him straig-ht 

throug·h the door . Considcrin!Y that I it was my first experience at �wing
ing a leopard around a be rid by -a I book leg, I did " good job ' 

I THE lllCil :Jt the rope did an even 
better job. 'Ihe second I sur
prised the animal with my 

a�tack fr.om the rear that placed him 
dn·ectly 11.1 front of the open cage he 
had been so stubbornly l'('Sisting, 
they gave a tremendous yank thai; 
sent the spotted beast catapultin"' 
headlong through the opening, a';, 
though he were on the wrOJlO' e11d of 
a tug-of-war with an a�·my of 
elephants working the other end of 
the rope. 

;������� 

All I heard from the leopard was a 
strangled gasp as he went whizzing 
through the opening into the cage. 
La! ,  who was now 011 top o.f the box, 
did a speedy job of dropping the bars 
that mad<' the anim al a prisoner 
again .  With two sai lors to assist 
h i m  in the opcratioE , it \HIS. over in a 
j iffy. 

The Modern Boy 1 4  

As I mopped the pcrspiralio]j off 
my forehead, thinkiug tlwt m y task 
was over, I was alarmed by the 
l abou rccl breath ing· that canw fro:n !.he �ag:e .  Hnnning nroum1 am1 peer·-
wg mstde, I saw that the animal  was 
eh oki ug . F'or son1c strange reason 
that I n c,-er could  fat.ltom the sl ip· .·.' 

knot aromlll tl•c neck had not ·.;.; 
loosened when the sa ilors at my order : ;� 
slackeucil their hold · on the rope ! . . ,;c; 

8on1cthing h<ld to be done inllllC'Ch
atcJy. I g-rabbed the end of the rope 
and sent the sl ack twirl ino· throuo·h 
the bars , hoping tlds woulcf result in 
.� l ac. k i u g  the noo:s e .  It did n ' t .  

AGAIN I rallied my sailors. I 
com nu�uded tlu?m to grab tire 

. c1_ul of the rope ami jerk tlw 
ammnl forward to the bars. I was 
no long·cr in terested in the creatUJ:f' 
from the standpoi nt of its Yaluc . All 
that the sihwtion meant to me ut  
this moment was that here was an 
animal threatened by strangulation. 
And I ,  meant to save that pesky 
leopard s ltfc 1f I got clawed up in 
the process. 

I got out a IJCaYy pocket k n ife I 
a lways carry. The ao·oniscd breath
ing of the choking b�ast rattled me 
as much as anythin<r ever had in all 
my experience, and0 I found myself 
fumbling·with the knife in mv fcverish 
efforts t.o open up the bi"'gcst blade. 
with a powerful cutting �clge of ovc1: 
four inches.  

· 

I got the hlacle open as the men 
draggt'd the animal to tl1e bars with a 
powerful pul l .  All  I s a w  in front of 
me was a coup le of lnmdrcd pounds of 
tortured leopard as I reached in and 
slipped the knife under the rop<', 
quickly cutting it throug·h . 

I RON_ICALLY enough , now that th is  
animal was cnged, I was in 
greater dan�·er in  111y dca li n .o·::; 

with him than at any time since I s�t 
out to ca pture him. I took my 
chances when I stuck my hand inte> 
the cage to slit that JJoosc, but this 
was as nothing compared to tlw 
danger I was in during· t.l 1c fraction 
of a second that elapsc(l between tho 
time I r0storcd him to normal 
hr�athing with a grf'at slash of my 
kmfe and the withdrawal of my hand. 

He sce1ncd to conH� alivP ag-ain 
instantaneously, making a terrible 
lunge for me, one paw just reaching 
the rig-ht shoulder and rippin"' my 
leathcl' jackPt wide OJH'n . FOl'tUJ�atel,v 
I duc ked as I frantically backed 
away , or that vicious paw would lmve 
dug down into my shoulder a nd held 
me fast while the other paw, reachi11g 
out throug-h the iron bars, got in its 
dea.cl ly work at my throat. 

That was one of the narrowest 
escapes I ' ve ever had ,  and I don 't 
want another such close sh:Jve. 

Five weeks later the troublesome 
creature, consi<lf'rably tamed though 
not exactly what you'd cal l  doci l e ,  
wound up at the Lincoln Park Zoo., 
i n  Chicag·o, ancl that was that ! 

DON'T - nli:�s F1•anl.:. Jlttcl�'.li ·fle.-x:t. : 
•·enl-life 'Pin•illeo• ;,. Friday's : 
illODERN ROY-on sole o <IU!J : 
earlieo• tlwu usual. 1llalw a note <>i : 

that I ; 
• • •  0 • • • • • •  ' ., • • • • 0 • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • •  � .  
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Abaudooed oo 
Tra i tor's -Rock !  

"Oh, please, p·lease take m e  with you ! "  I implored , seizing ' Amos Scrobie 
by the arm. " Take me as far as the mainland with you .  I promise I 

won't be. any trouble ! u 

"The Deserter. 

T
WICE since the war between 

Eng)and and Germany · had 
broken · out I,_ young Peter, 

had tried to get word through to the 
British authorities about what was 
gomg on at Traitor's Rock. But e-ach 
time · I had failed, and for iny pa-ins I 
had received so cruel and' merciless a 
thi-ash ing from Ainos Scrobie, wi-th 
-ivhorii I lived alone on that barren 
�and� that for days on end I had 
sdncc' ·be·en able to move: ' . . 
I n�ver gave 'up hope, however, that 

!>Onie day sofuething would haiJpen to 
enable me to get a messao-e throuo-h 
to the British. But the we�ks passe"d , 
dragging slowly and wearily into 
months. And the only strano-ers who 
ever came to Traitor's Rock �vere the 
�rim and taciturn Germa n  U-boat en, sea-booted imd leather-jac keted . 

It was always UIJder cover of ni�ht 
hat they came, these men from the 

sea. A brief hour they wou ld spend 
ashore whilst their boats were bein(J' 
refuelled from the great drums of fuel 
stored in Devil's Cave-thankR to 
traitor Scrobie ! Then they would 
turn back into the night, and some 
we would never see again at 'Traitor's 
Rock. · 

The Modern Boy 

For out there on . the s torm-tossed 
waters and in the eternal half-licrht 
of the silent depths lurked const'tint 
and deadly peri I ;  -peril in thl' shape 
of bombs. 'mines, nets, and barrages 
set to trap and blow to oblivion the 
marauding U-boats of Germany. 

One night, when U 322, tmder the 
command of Capta-in Wulf, had called 
for fuel and gone again, thPre cnmP a 
knock · at our door, and in to the 
kitchen where Amos Scrobie .a ndc·• I 
were seated there wal ked a Germnn 
sai lor. 

Amos Scrobie, who was seated -at 
the table with a tm mng of tea and 
a hun k  of brPad and cheese in front 
of him , raised his hPad and stared at 
tht? intruder in astonishment, and· 
demanded : · · · 

" Wht?rc've you come froni ? "  
. The seall).an , a great, burly fellow, 

klcked the door shut bt?hind him. 
" I'm from the U-boat which has 

just sailPd," he an nou.nced . 
"-Do yoli mean you've been left 

behind ? " demanded Amos. " Missed 
the boat ? " 

The man sauntered forward and 
seated himself on the edo-e of the 
litj;ercd tabk 

o · 

I ;  

Peter, the twelve-year-old com
panion of traitor Scrobie on the 
bleak and lonely Hebrides island, 
has an Adventure the like of which 
had never entered his wildest 
dreams-and witnesses the torpe
doing of the great liner Lusitania ! 

- · · - · �� - · · - · · -

Complete by 
·Geo. E. Rocbester . ·  

--· · - ·,· - · · - · · -

· • Yes, I've m issed the boat," he 
Haid. " And, what's more, I 've missed 
it .on purpose. "  

" D'you mean t o  say," exclaimed 
Amos i ncredulously, " that you 've 
deserted ? "  
' " You've hit the nail right on tho 

head, mate ! " the man grinned . 
" Y es, I 've  deserted . "  

" Then I wouldn't be i n  your 
sltoes ! " exClaimed Ainos. · " Not 'for 
anything, I wouldn 't ' You know 
what'll happen t.o you ? ThC' first 
U-boat thnt comes ' here ' II take' you 
back : to Germany, where you 'II . be 
tried by a naval court martial and 
taken out and shot ! "  ' 

'' Y.ou'rc wrOtig, · mate , " · the man 
sajd . " I  won't ._be 'shot. "  

" Oh , and how 's · that ?" demanded 
Amos, starin (J': . . 

" BecauSe by the time the next 
U-boat comes l ' l l  . . be gone,'' rephed 
the man. " And if I don't happen to 
be gone-thPn you'll  hidP me ! "  "I! ide you ? "  exclaimed Amos. " l  
cPrtainly  will not What," he went 
on , in · virtuous iudi"'na-t.ion, " rnP hide 
� deserted Not likely ! What do 
you tl! ke me for ? I 'm an hon11st. 
man, I am ! "  
' " If you will listen to what' I've got 
�o say--" . . 

� I WON'T listen to anything you'v� 
.- got to say ! " announc!'d' 'Amos, · 
, ·his voice -rising tr.uc_ttl<'ntly. 

" I 'm no. German , but I 'm wo1·king_ for 
the Germans, and I know where my 
duty lies . even if you don't .  You're 
going back to Germany aboard · the 
next .U-boat what comes .here-and 
that's that· ! "  · 
: " I f you'll o n  I y shut your 

mouth--" 
" I  won't _ shut my mouth ! You're 

a coward and a deserter, and a dis· 
grace to your country ' I'm a�hamcd 
cf you ! You're-you're contamina
tion, that's what · you are ! And 
wanting me to help you !  The nerve 
of it ! I wouldn 't help you-not even 

(O(Jntirmed on page 18) 
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What it meant to go Home for Christmas in the days of stage-coach 
travel, before there were railways or motor-cars, and when gentry of 

the Dick Turpin breed performed on the roads ! 

�·· �...;.o..���������IM!!��������·· �-�--:�-.:�-.:�-.:�-.: ..... -.:""l-.:�-.:"1><-.:�-.:��;�:�-.:���:�-.:���:�-.:�-.:"iit-...:�-.:�� 

" D ON'T bag (t/l the straw, Smith minor ! And you don't 
wa.nt all t hat rug, do you ? " Tomkins, oJ the Fifth, gives 
a lordly sniff, and calmly appropriates an armful of young 

Smith's stra,w a,nd adds it carefully to the gcnPrnus bundle already 
tucked around his own feet and legs-and " L on ows " about two
thirds of the unfortunate youngster's thick rug. 

OthE"rs arc scrambling for odd blr.d<-s of straw, and 8mith 
minor', plaintive bleat of protest i s  completely lost in the cry that 
goes. n p from thP cheery guard of the stage-coach. 

" Now, Lhen, young gen'lcmcn-time wr were off ! " he shouts. 
" Ready, Rill ? " His mate, the coachman, gives a nod, cracks 
his whip, makes horsy noises with his lips, and the half-dozen 
rcstivP horsrs are plunging forward and the stage-coach is rattling 

· Arb you iook i n g  lot�ward to snoW.tJal.hng and sk8t i ng t h i s  
C h ristmas ? We l l ,  the s o r t  of t h i n g  in t h is o l d  p r i n t  has 
happened once.....,...and it m ight happen aQain ! It shoWs a 
Frost Fair on t h e  Thames, when that river was frozen 

comp letely over i n  1814. 

over the cobble-stones-leaving the old school behind. The boys 
.have broken -up. ::tnd now it's Home for Christmas ! ·H 0, ai1d what's all this ? Well; we have gone back a bit i n  

Time, t o  th� days before there were rail ways or motor-cars 
or motor-b•kes or motor-coaches-to the Good Old Days 

when highwaymen on horses rook the place of motor-bandits, and 
you travelled everywhere by lumbering old stage-coach. 

The coachman has given a look to his blunderbuss and the 
guard has seen to his. And bow for the next Jew hours the 
coachman's attention will be riveted on kcepin� his horses at full 
bpeed. The guard enl ivens the p'roceedi ngs every now and t hen 
by giving a cheerful toot on his long coach-horn, and shouting a 
wish that his outside passengers are not yet frozen 'JUite stiff ! 

The Modern Boy 1 6  

Himself, he 'is used to the biting wind, by night and day, and 
so is his friend thC' coachma.n--both of them wmpped in several 
capes and coats and a tremendous muffler apiece. But Smith 
minor and the domineering Tomkins of the Fifth cannot be 
ex pcctccl to see much fun in this comfortless ride. And if they 
do manage to keep a little warmth i n  their feet and legs with the 
straw which the coach proprietors have kindly provided-both 
for inside passengers and out-well and good. 

I F they can't-wei�, there �ill _he a change of horses _Presently, 
at one of the b1g coachmg mns, a,nd then they will have �a 
chance to stamp about and thaw themselves, ::tnd perhaps warm 

their insides with a steaming-hot <!rink. 

Sitting v.-top of the coach in thCJr bottle-green suits and tasselled 
caps, aiid with red noses, the boys can only hope that the 
posti llion-tho fellow astride one of the leading horses-won't 
frozen stiff before the end of the first stage is rt'achcd , for 
know that such a thing has often happened. U _ 

they are, his is a far worse plight, for he has no protection a,t 

PHESENTLY the first stage is really completed, · • 

stiff, outside passengers get down the l o,clcler ' 
guard props up for them. The stop is j ust long · 

for the "'a;itin� ostlers and stablemen �o chan:::,c the hoi:Ses. 
Then It's ' To,"e your scats, young gcn Iemen ! · o,nd, w1th a 
lively fanfare on the long coach-horn, they arc off agaiu-the 
same old tussle for more straw and a bit more rug to wro,p 
round your knees in progress for some minutes. 

In due course the boys will be set �Jown ncar· i.-heir own homes, 
and the agonic� of travel by stage-coach thtough terrific weather 
will be temp_orarily forgotten in t he immense joys of !Jeing Home 
again for Christmas ! 
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D
URIN.JQ the hol idays the boys will boast of the ·speed which 
their coachman whacked up along such-and-such a road ; 
how the coach nearly toppled over around such-and-such 

an icy corner ; how all six · horses· were t1early down on their 
knees, once and how the coachman performed superhuman feats 
and saved a crash. 

In those days there were stage-coach routes all over the cou?try
like the motor-coach routes o� to-day, though not so numerous
and you could set your c!ock by certain of the regula1· coaches, so 
punctual wm·c they . to time. One of the most famous of these 
coaches was the " flyer " that worked between London and 
Manchester, doing eight miles an hour, and completing the journey 
between the two towns in four and a haJf days ! 

�
'OTHER did sixty miles a day (not sixty

. 
miles an hou

. 
r !.) 

between London and Exeter, and after you had done 
that memorable journey you were justified in thinkin.f:\ yourself some traveller ' But that spC'ed was only kept up of 

the going happened to be easy. The roads were awful, and son:c· 
times,· in the darkness of a mid-winter night, a coach mtght nuss 
the l'Oad and becomf' bogged up to the axles in a quagmire ; or 
there might be a hold-up by a highwayman � What a story that 
made when at last you got Home for Chrtstmas ! 

A 
GR

.

EAT deal ot time was lost on every jo

.

urney by enforced 
stops at toll -gates on a turnpike road. At the gate the 
coachman had to pay a certain fee-which went to the 

upkt>ep of the road (sueh as it wo,s)-before the coach could pass. 
And the keeper of that "ate always kept handy a huge ptke, m case 
anyone should try to"' break through without paying. That's 

The Modern Boy 

Were school boys smalle1� a n d  snowba l l s  larger once upon a 
time ? This picture leads us to believe so ! They've a 
beauty in the lower right corner, and doubtless they would 

l i ke to h u rl it at the stage-coach passengers ! 

�������������������� 
where the old word " turnpike " came from. 
about certain toll-gates along the roads riow, 
becoming fewer in number each' year. 

We still grumble 
though these are 

1\ the stage-coach routes bec.ame l
.
onger and more numerous, 

people began to look forward to a spot of travel
instead of viewing it with natural alarm. And then, 

just when things wore progressing nicely; al�ng came the 
railways-and the decline of sta,ge-coachc" set m. And now 
the railways, in turn, arc grumbbng, because the groat motor
coaches are taking much of their business away . B�t the 
motor-coaches, doing anything up to forty or more m1les 1111 
hour have come to sto,v-until we all travel by mr, <1IHI then 
ther� will be only baggage 11nd. merchandise for the railways and 
motor-coaches to share betwecc;n them.. . . 

Aln'11dy there arc schoolboys 'I'Cho have earned .the envy ol :heir fellows by travelling home by plane. The Chnstm11s Is commg 
when that will be the usual mode of travel, and we sh11IJ thmk a 
railway or motor-coach or even motor-car ride as �unny and 
old,fashioncd 11s a journey in the old stage-coach whiCh rattled 
our forefathE'rs' bones over the stones ! 

The posti l l i on-the fellow with the leading horses-wondeo•s 
what the passengers in and on the. coac� hav� to gru !"'ble 
about. He could do a spot of go·umbl ong h omself-;of he 

wasnJt �00 busy fighting his horses ,
_
and r��-n�s�o:is

.
chgitz. 
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Abandoned on 
Traitor's Rock \ 
(Con tinued j1·om page 15) 

if you was to go down on your bcnded 
k nees ant! ask me with tears in your 
eyes. l\o, I wouldn 't help you if you 
was to ofl'er me a hundred pounds 
in Engli�h go l d .  Not even if you was 
,to offer mo a thousand,  I wo nldn ' t  ! " 

u I was g·oi ng to oft'er you t w o  thou4 
sand," said the deserter calmly . 

" Eh ? "  Amos ejaculated. " \Vh at 's 
that ? W hat did you say ? " 

" I  sai d , " grinned the other, " that I 
was going to offer you two thousand 
}Jonnds to help m e . "  

" Here, I d on 't want any l ies ! "  
began Amos blusteringly. " I' m  not 
a fool--" 

" Yon arc a fool ! " cut in the 
deserter . " If you weren't a fool you 
woul dn ' t  be do ing a daugerous job 
Iike run ning this fue l l ing base for 
us U-boat men. And I 'm a fool for 
ever having volunteered for servi ce 
with t he U-boats , instea d of staying 
safe in I\:iel  w 1 th the Fleet . " Getti ng 
off the ta hle, he st rol led to the fire 
and stood there with his back to it.  

" Now, you listen to me, Amos 
Scrobie 1 "  he w£>nt on. " You know 
who's in com mand of that boat I ' ve 
j ust t1<"sert.ed from ? "  

" Y es -- Ca pta i n Wulf, " replied 
Amos. " And he 's about the worst
tempered man what comes here , let 
me tell  you. \\7hat he'll  say when l1e 
fin ds you ' rc not in the bo,it I don ' t  
dare t\.i11 k ! "  

. 
" Theu d o n 't trouble to t h i n k , "  re

tort('(] tl •c  other. " A n yway, it 's 
110thing to what he'll say when he 
:fimb o11t 1rhnt I ' v e  deserted for . And 
that bri ngs me ba ck to th is two 
thousand pounds I was ta l k ing about . 

" Y on ;.;n icl j ust now that Captai n  
,Wu l f  is  the worst-tPmpered m a n  who 
<Jomcs here. Well, I ' l l tell you some
th iug else a bout him . He's one of 
the cleverest, us well . "  

" Meaning· ? "  demanded Amos. 

" M EANING," replied the oth er, 
" that he's got the sense t o 
m a ke what be can out of 

his job o1·er .a nd above his pay . Three 
d ays ago, in the A tl a ntic , off the 
I rir;h const, we stopped a big mer
chantman boun d  for Li vel'pool from 
New York. She had two boxes of 
bul l ion aboard , each containing five 
th ousand . pounds ' worth of gol cl, a n d  
before s m k i n g  her Capta in Wulf 
had t h <� boxes brought aboard the 
U-boat. " . " Did h0. i ndeed ? "  excla.imed Amos. 

" Y es, he did, a n d ,  knowiuo· that if 
l1e took tht'm witl1 hi m to \Vi lh!'hns
lla\'Pll he wou ld have to g-Ive t h em up 
to the naYal a uthorities, he> put tlwm 
ash ore shortly a fter dusk t o-n i g·ht on 
an isl a n cl not a hundr£>d m iles from 
here. I know what his idea is He's 
going back to collect them when the 
war is over I . 

" A n d  that, " went on the seaman, 
" is why I 've d f'"erted . I kn ow where 
th a t  i s l a n d  is ,  a n d  you 've g·ot the boat 
to take ll>e th ere . We'll  "'0 an d "f't 
th ese two boxes of bu l l ion, then yot�'ll 
put me a�hore on the mai nla n d � I ' l l  
give yon t w o  thousand pounds for 
your t rouble, and then I'll vanish 
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1ri!-h the cigj1t thousand pounds t.l tn l'� 
left . "  

· 

' ' Where is the is l and ? '' dem anded 
..;\.nloS, i n  a trPnJ bling· Yoice. 

" Oh ,  yes, I ' m  likely to t!'ll you, 
aren't I ? " jeered the oth er . " You 
lf'lH.l me your boat, anrl I ' l l  tal"' you 
there. Then,  when we've got the 
b u l l io n ,  we'll m a !'e for tho m n in
l and . Is it a bargain ? "  

" Yes, i f  you ' l l  go h a lves," said 
Amos promptly. 

" I  certain ly won't ! ' '  retorted the 
deserter. " I ' l l give you two thou
sand poun ds, and not a ha 'penny more. 
It's ea�y money, otherwise I wouldn 't 
be so free with i t .  Well,  do you 
st�nd in w.ith me or don't you ? " 

' Three thousand ? "  su ggested 
Amos. 

" Two thousand, you rat ! "  roared 
the seama n .  " Two thousand-and i f  
you d o n ' t  l ike it, I ' ll wrinrr vour 
scraggy neck and take you�· '6oat 
myself ! 

' 

" A_s a matter of fact," he went. on, 
calmmg down sudden ly, " that'� what 
I t!10ugbt of doing in the first place
wnnglilg your neck. But I ' m  a 
patriot, even if I have loft the 
service, and I know this fuellin"' 
has got to be run by o;omebody 

"' 

" ANOTHER thing, if you ·rc in 
this business to the tuuc of 
two tlwnsand poUIHb. you 

wo11 't  eYer dare op('n your mou�h to 
t e l l  Ca pt ai n Wulf or nnybod v  !'!se 
a nyth i n g about it. For

· 
you'i· o w n  

sake you 'II  h ave to kct'p yon r mouth 
�li n t .  W e l l ,  is i t  a barg·ain ? "  

" Yes .. o f  cou rse' i t  is ," -agr<'rd �\.1no�.  
" You don ' t  think I ' m  g o i n g  to lose 
a ch ance of getting ho ld of two 
thousand poun ds, do you ? I ' m  not 
that d aft ! "  

" Then sh ake ! " said tl : o  sc� nHi ll ,  
and hl'ld out a great horn y  ll n u d ,  
wh ich Amos shook.  

" Oh ,  and th ere is just anoth0r 
thing-." he went on, lifting his jcrs<'Y 
to d1sc lose a l cathf'r belt. iuto which 
was thrust a sliPath-knife. " I ' m  a 
bit of a. usefu l hand at usino- th i ,; .  so 
don ' t  forget yoursel f a n d 

"
try any 

fnnny business ! "  
" I ' m n o t  l i kely to," said Amos, 

C'ycin g the knife " I 'm n ot that sort. 
'Vlmt I say I mean. I 'm a mnn of 
my word , I am." 

" We l l ,  you'd b<.>ttcr be ! "  gruntrd 
the other. He turnC'd a way towards 
the lire a gain.  " We ' l l  get off first 
t.hiug i n  the morni ng and pick tins 
b u l l ion up ! "  Abruptly lw broke off, 
h is head inel inrd in l i�tNJ i ng 
attitncle as the tread of lw<1 vi ly
boot('d feet could b<' heard approach
ing th(> door. " 'Vho's th a t ? " he 
deinandec.l sharply . 

" I  don 't kuow 1 "  exe ! n i nwd Amos. 
" lt'g the (' .. boat men--must be ! Get 
upstn i l'S_. yon foul 1 "  

With quick stri des the seaman 
cro�sed the floor, and as he wen t  
swiftly a n d  silently up our rickety 
staircrBc, which IC'd to the two rat
runs of bPd-rooms a bov e , AmoR 
Scrohie t urned to me. 

" Yon say orle word about l1 1m 
bciug here," he h issed , " and I'll flog 
the l i fe out of you I" 

Next moment the latch of the door 
rattled, and as the door swung 
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Y iuleully open Capta i n  \V u i f  r •  Hd a 
petty ofllccr ' strode into th(· k itchun. 

Near to Tears. 
" WHAT, back again, cap· 

tain ?:' !:'aid A1uos� rising . 
H Nothing's a tu i s s_. I 

hope ? "  
" Yes, something is amiss," replied 

Captain \V ulf hars h ly " A  torpedo
rating· named Hans Kugel is missing 
from my boat. Have you seen any· 
thing of h i m ? "  

" Me ?  N o ,  I haven't seen anything 
of him," replied Amos. " Haven't 
sccu anything of him at al l . "  

Captain Wulf looked at h i m  in
tently, then turned to his petty 
officer, and ordered : 

" Have a look UJlstairs ! "  
" I  tel l  you he's not here ! "  ex-

claimed Amos agitatt'dly. " You're 
j ust wasting your time-" 

" Be quiet !" 
Amos relapsed into UIJ easy silence, 

and I,  who knew him well , saw that 
he was in a dreadful state of fear as 
the petty officer mounted the dark 
and narrow staircase to the bed
rooms above. 'V e neard the petty 
officer moving about. Then, umch to 
my astonishment, a n d  to Amos ' us 
well, he came down n lo11e ::wd re· 
ported : 

" l-I e is not upstairs, t-ir.l) 
" Very good l "  repli<'d Cnpt:lin 

W u l f. " He has eitlwr fa lieu over· 
board , m has deserkd a n d  is hiding 
011 th<' islaud. I oaJJllot wait here 
unti I dawn,  but if vou find lum, 
Scrobie, you >Yi ll hand htm over to 
thP comman<1er of t ho n ext u-boat to 
eall hPre . "  

" Yf's, ocrtninly I will ,"  assented 
Amos loud l y  �. I !mow · where my 
duty lies, captain . "  

" I  hope y o u  do ! '· retorted Ca ptu.iu 
W11lf.  " Good-n i g·ht ! "  

With that h e  strode from the 
kitehc>n a nd out into the n ight, 
fol l owed by the petty officer. 

" Don't even both•>r to close the 
door I"  snarled Amos, going and 
closi n g  i t  himself. " Bnt where iu 
hock that I\ugcl's got to beats me. 
Phrw_, it  was a clos0 shave ! "  

H(' passed the back o f  a trembling 
hand across his bro w .  Th0n, quitti11g 
the k i tchen, h e  went shambliug up 
the rickety staircase in search of his 
partn0r. who lwei ::o mysterious ly d i s
appeared. A few mi n utes later he 
cam<' down again,  a lo"k of nttf'r bc
wi ldermtmt on his cad:l l'crous fucc. 

" He's not up thc'l'C a t  a l l ! "  ho 
an n ounced . " He's 11ot in the house. 
\Vhcre in thunder can he have got 
to?" 

· 

" Perhaps he got out uf the 
wi nd ow ami droppt'd to the ground 
w h <'U be heanl the petty ofric£>1' 
corning upstairs ? "  I sngg-C'sted. 

" I  thoug-ht of that my�C'lf. ' '  snmled 
Amos ; " lnit the win dows arc closed ., 
so he cou ldn 't have gone that way ." 

This, indeed. wa' a mystery ! It 
was solved a hont an hour later when 
our front door opened and the 
missing dest'rter, H�ns li u!!el .. 
strpped mto the kitclwn , a broad grin 
on his face. 

" \Vel!, they 've gone ! "  he es. 
claimPd . " I've just been lying on 
top of the c liffs watching them go.'! 
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" Yes, byt how did you get out of 
Uw ·bed-room ?" demanded Amos. 
"Through the window," replied the 

other. "When I had climbed out I 
hung on to the sash and close·d the 
window behind me." He tapped him
self on the side of his forehead with a 
futger. " That's where you want it !" 
" Ay, and that's where you've got 

it," said Amos admiringly. " Well, 
what about having a bite of supper 
and talking over this trip to get the 
gold ? We'll have the door locked 
this time, though. Brat," he said to 
me, " get Mr. Kugel some supper and 
then get down to the beach in case 
another U�boat comes !" 
I prepared some supper for Hans 

Kugel. Then, struggling into the 
old oilskins which had been given me 
by a U-boat captain, I took our 
signalling-lamp down from its hook 
behind the door and we'nt clown to 
tlte beach. 
It was always necessary for either 

Amos or me to be on duty, in case a 
U-boat 'coming to Traitor's Rock to 
refuel signalled from· out there 
across the darkened waters. The 

I stepped aboard the d ipghy ju�t as I 
was, my heart beating wildly with ex
citement, a n d  was rowed out to the 

U-boat. 

occasions on which Amos stood watch, 
however, were rare, for he preferred 
the warmth of the kitchen to the cold 
and discomfort of the night
enshrouded beach. 
Sometimes, when he knew that I 

must either have sleep or be of no 
· use on the morrow to do the hundred 
and one �Qbs which he could always 
find for me about our miserable 
homestead, he would come down and 
su:l·!ily relieve me for an hour or two. ( 

B
UT gen_erally I looked to spending 
the long night hours alone, and 
on this particular night, wrap

ping my oilskins closer about me, I 
o;cttled down on the beach with my 
back against tl1e foot of the preci
pitous cliffs which towered up above 
me into the darkness. And I fell to 
thinking . of the nefarious pact which 
Amos Scrobie had made with the 
deserter from Captain Wulf's U-bo_at. 
I had not told Captain Wulf that 

the deserter for whom he was looking 
was actually above stairs, for in view 
of Amos Scrobie's threat I did not 
dare. And another thing. By 
keeping the bullion for hi.ll)self, as 
he had intended to do, Captain Wulf 
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was as great a robber as was Hans 
Kugel. 
My :vigil ended with the dawn, and 

on returning to .the kitchen I was 
surprised to find that neither Amos 
nor his guest had turned in . They 
were sitting smoking in .front of the 
fire, and as 1 hung up the signalling
lamp behind tlt e door Amos said to 
me : 
"We're' setting off as soon as it's 

properly light, so you'd better get 
down to the cove and make my bo!!ct 
ready If you wan_t auy food you 
can shove some bread in your pocket, 
because you're coming with us. - If 
I left you here alone and an English 
patrol-boat happened to come, you'd 
tell them all about the fuelling. I 
know you, you whelp. You'd betray 
us as soon as look at us ! " 
Cutting myself a hunk of bread, I 

slipped it into my pocket, and going 
down to the cove where Amos' old, 
tub-like boat was moored, I com
menced to tidy it up and make - it 
ready for the trip. 
It was whilst I was thus engaged 

that Amos and Hans Kugel came down 
to the beach toget)ler. That they 
were highly pleased with themselves 

was evident, for I heard Amos laugh. 
And if it was a shrill and unl)leasant 
sound it at least gave token that for 
once he was in a good humour. 
Casting off the moorings, I poled 

the boat inshore and they both 
clambered aboard. · Bans Kugel 
settled himself amidships, his arm on 
the long-handled tiller, whilst Amos 
Scrobie busied himself with the heavy 
and cumbersome sail . 
·There was a fresh breeze that morn

ing, and with sail set we were soon 
standing away from the island. 

"Well, which is the island ?" 
demanded Amos, · settling himself in 
the sternsheets and taking the tiller. 
" Which is the island where the 
bullion is ? "  
" The Isle of Ruish," \'eplied his 

companion. 
" Ruish, eh ?:' chuckled Amos. 

"Well, Captain Wulf couldn't have 
chosen a .better place to put the stuff. 
'!'here's plenty of caves there. I sup
pose you know which cave it's in ?" 
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" I  know which cave it is _ iu, aU 
l'ig-ht," Hans Kugel laughed, !' because 
I was the man who carried it in !" 
"And you're going to be the one to 

carry· it out again, eh ?" squealed 
A1nos delightedly. "He, he, he ' Sink 
me, it's the funniE'st thing I 've heard 
for a long· time, blowed if it isn't !" 
Be laid the course for Ruish, and 

I could sec that he was turning some
thing over in his mind. 

"
L

ISTEN ! " he said sudaenly to 
Kugel� who was sprawled 
beside him, smoking. " I've 

been thinking. Where arc you going 
when I put yoi1 ashore on th.c main
land ? "  
" What do you want to know :that 

for ?" demanded Kugel suspiciously. 
" Because I've a ·good mind to go 

with you," replied ·Amos. "With 
two thousand pounds in my pocket, I 
needn't stay at the fuelling base any 
longer. I'll be independent." 
" Yes, but who's going to look after 

the boats if you are not tl1ere ?" de
manded Kugel. " They've g·ot to he 
fuelled. You can't clear out · like 
that !" 

" Huh, you're a fine one to talk 
about clearing out, I must say !" 
sneered Amos. "What about you 
clearing out of U 322 last night, eh ?" 
" That was different ! "  protested 

Kugel. 
" '\Veil, different or not," replied 

Amos, " you give me my share of tile 
bullion, and if you want me to come 
with you I' l l come. If you don't, 
I ' l l go off somewhere by myself ." His 
voice rose wrathfully. "You must 
think I'm a fool if you think I'm 
going to stay at the base, nsking my 
life, when I've got . all that money 
in my pockets . No, I've made up my 
mind. I'm going to clear out, and 
I'll go with you if you like, and if 
you don't like ru go by myself." 
" I  wouldn't mind havi11g you with 

me," Kugel said slowly. - " I can talk 
Eng! ish all right . otherwise I doubt 
if 1-' d evPr ba ve bad the nerve to go 
in for this. But you know England 
better than I dp, and I might find 1t 
!Jasier, to get out ·of the conptry if 
I had you -with me." 
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Ab d d 0 clay pipe towards where the dark and " What brought you �re>, mate ?" 
an one n precip itous c\iff'!· of Rui�h were ing_uired the seaman · curiously. 

Traitor's RocK ! . < merging · iiJto view; from out the mist- " What's niade you l ive here a!� 
� :.� :_ '-· · . �enshrouded bor.izon. , - alone like this ?" " What e�qtctly were you proposlllfS Another half--houl' .ana · he let tho " I · knifed a man once,"· Amos 

to do;" ··mqtured Amos. . ' 
. '· .&ai1 ·aowii.· with.-a run --as, reaching the grinned, ... and the police got nasty 

" V.. ?l�, IPY, 
tdea was, \o}<?ep. two �r .'is [aJ?,<;I •. we surge(Hn- :al,ongside a sort and come after me. So I settled out 

three _ h).mdred pounds_· -w�:th of t�e- _of uatu.ral jetty of shelving rock. here, and here I've been ever since." 
bu�l10n and b}uy the - r�st spme -; h c re, .. ' �  !h,e boy' II look after the boat," ·he So that was why Amos Scrol:iie hail whe�e . I

. 
col:l!d com� a�1� -get !� "'!1CJl 's'ai,a �  •. " Come oil ; "  you' and me'U get cut himself off froni the WQr!d ! He �.��- war 1s . pver, repl�ed H.-�ocl: the . gold." l;Te ·was .alL of a shake was a .fugitive from · justice. . I had . lhen I was- -gomg to · .DJ,'-'l<e ·f<ll ·tile with eao-ermiss · · as he clamber.ed never known it before, though good 

Clyde, at�d-
. 

stow away aboa,rd so,�e .asho}:e; · follo\h�d by : Hans Kugel. ness knows I might have guess�d it : 
t>htp o�t'VI�rct ��mud for . .}�epca_. ., ' " Wl1ich way ?" he demanded. " Whicll · " Well, I 'm r:eady," he announced, " You come. w1th me,,anc! .;rou won t· · way ?'; . .. 

· closing h�s old carpet bag and pick-
�ave , to �tow away,· . · 6":1d .A�os. '' Along here," . replied .. Kugel , set- ing it up . .  Then, taking a · good You 11 get a JOb · as_ · a �ea:n_�u, tiug· ' off aloucr the ·smooth· and. uuev'Em stare round the kitchen, he went on : 
because I ·know a lodgmg-hpuse m r . · k · o '-· ·· · · • " To think I ' l l  never see this place Glabg�w w:lim'e we· cail • . buy .• foi: th� �c ; ·• 

. 
• again ! Week in, week out, summer right pcipe, ,sa,ilor�: - �isch,f1rg-e ,bool<:s . . _ · · , . · · · - . . and winter, I've bided here. Just YOu know " ·he' nudgecf Kucre1 wtt11 a ·[) EMAINING m the boat, I me and the brat, and now I'm going bony elbo'w, " books <;>f c�ves _ wha� 1� watched �he figures 0! the_ twp away, never · to come 'back. it's-have beetProbbea !" ' • '� · · ' ·  meil unttl · they .ha? va'!nshed it 's disbe1ievable ! "  ' ·  • 

: .. " H'm !"- said Kugel tho�ghtfully . . ·rounu l a corner. of ' the chfL In . my " Oh,. · please, please, take me with 
· " It sounds all  ricrht " .mmd I can see them now as plaa.nly you ! "  I cried, seizing him by the 
; " It is al l n�rht/; de,Clared Amos at> I:- di.d that morning w_heu they went, arm, for it was dreadful to think of 

cgnfideutly. ·· Well ' now . what do .to steal _ the bulhon whtch Captatn· being .. left alone on the island . 
. you say ? Do we g� together or do Wulf lumself had stolen-th

h
e 1 big .. "- Don!t. leave me he.re alone. · Take 

�'e sep.ar�tc_?"  . 
. . • . . · .� . . . ·. ' G�_:man seam:;m • wa_l�ug wtt ong me as far 'as the �: mainland with 

·" We' l l  cro tocrether " ·a ·d K .,. I 
-stnde and rollmg gatt , Ames Scrobie,  you, -1 promise - I wontt be any 

·.d f t'I" · o _, ' .. � 1 u
t..,e ' -scrao-gy and slovenly, his reefer jacket tr·ouble '·" . .. au or 1e secouu t1me smce . . hey ,flapping untidily ope-n, shambling · 

had met this preCIOUS pati claspe'cl I 0' b h ' 'd " You're staying here .!" . he snarled, 
hands.. We)J, when I heard A�9s _sa� . a ono . Y ls 81 e. . · · �ud fr�ed hi.s arll! from my . gl1Ulp 
th.at he was goino- to leave the ba.se I dtd not have to wat� lo!lg before ' And tf you don ·t stop smvelhng 
a:t:Ld go �way to ·A'm.erica, . I , wondered they reappeared, carrymg between I ' l l  land ;rou � clout what'H gi",� 
w!lat was goi!lg tO -�<'-ppeu t(\ me . So them . a hPavy, metal-bound �ox. you somethmg to. reme�ber me b;r ! 
��midly I put the question to him. Heachmg the �oat, they dcpostted I shrank away from htm. Turumg 

· .. y ?" h d � " y · t the box carefully 111 the stern. to Hans Kugel he said · : ou . e sneere . . ou can s ay " W  11 th t' b . " ·d " c  • ' · " 
at Black Gull Farm. You don't think e_ ; . a s .. num er on.e, , sal . . ?m.e on, ·let s  be off ! 
w·e're going to take vou. with us do Amos JO_vwlly. , Come on, let s get . -QULttmg the kitchen, the-y set off 

:- '?" . - • � ' the other one. Away they went for the beach. ,Chokmg back my J?� · . , again, to reappear carrying a tears, I foHowe.d . . slowly and miser-! thought you mtght, I answered similar box. ably in rtb.:eir wake, and watched quavenngty, for the t,h?ugb.t of re- " And now for the mainland, eh ? "  them clamber ,aboard the boat, !hoist mam�ng alone, at Black Gull Farm sai,\i. ·Kugel when,_ with the two the sail , and stand away for the brought me near to tears. bullion buxes safely · aboard. we were mainland.• • · . , 

standing away from tile island. With the ' realisation tha·t they had 
St'll S'l t D t d ;  

. " No, I must go back to Black Gull really abandoned me, I felt so 
· 1 -:- .1 eq -

. 
eser. e · .. Farm first;" said Amos. " I've got . utterly an.d dreadfully alone . :t-hat I "w I:L�-·1 r exctat

. 
m
. et;i • 'Am?s- . some belongings there, li .. ttle k

.
nwk-;. f!Ullg myse1f face uowuwards {m the 

. · . D you t h t, n k  we re. knacks, you know, what -i want to turf, and with my head . pillo:Wed on 
gomg trapsemg about pick up. And, anyway; .we 've got to my arms I sobbed unrestramedly .. 

the cu uutry w1th a orat ltke you take the brat · back haven't we ?" If only_ tl;tey had taken me as far 
h_11nging . �bout . qu�· . .. heels ? W ny,_ " A 1 foro-ot ab� lt that , '"runted as the mainland. ! That was all I 
you'd go up to tlie very hrst pollee- . y . . 0 t . • 0 had wanted. -i could have fended 
m.an · ybu saw' �ulci', point your skmny h
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r for myself-somehow, But instead 
I l fi . ' - . . · . .P . or rat or s oc an , an � o ' :ve th h d 1 ft· h ·1 ' ·tb 1tt e nge t at IJlC anct say . lease, . the tiller to his companion, Amos ey a e me- ere a one w1 no 
s1r, that mal\ there ts Amos Sc�·ob1e, sat himself ·on one of the bullion one for companion save the �vheeling 
and he has been runmng a fuellmg . l 1 gulls . ' · · · · 
base .for German submarmes.' That's bo,�es, and made me stt ,on t 'e , ot Ler. · There was not a soul in the wm:lcl 
th-e sort of thing you.'d -d.o. . i kno1v . It s not_ every man, . he mformed who cared a · jot about · me-not a 

N I d t t me, s.quattmg there and puffing at SOu} who · <Car.ed . what . hlllh"ClleG · 'to. vou. o, my a , you can s ay a 1 · bl k d 1 " h t , ,. 
Bl k G 11 ·F · · 

rtd ·. . th' b ,, vs ac ene , .c ay' . � w a ca:n �ay me. · i[ think that ,in t rat ho'ftr, .�c u arm a run e ase :' that hi-'s sat · ou· · fi1'e t.housimd young as [ was, i[ }Jiu!l1bed_ the viei:y Yes, but what 1f he .tells Capta1.11 pounds worth of. gold ! , That'll . be Wulf or any of the other U -bo;tt somethiuo- for you to brao- about depths of misery and -despair. , .  
capta1ns where , we'�e gQne ?'' pro- brat, wh�en you're a ·rna.� . ·On1Y 

· ..• 
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l .t 'f h d ?" d d d folks won't believe you, that'll be GET'TING to iny feet, I ni'aile my 
. e �, w a 1 e, oes .  eman e the· trouble ! "  way to the highest ·poirit on tbe 

Amos.. They . won t be abl?e to �o It was past midday when we east·ward cliffs, and sa w  the 
anytlung about tt, wtll  they . We ll reached Traitor's Rock and ran into brown t�ai.J of Amos'  .boat just a speck 
have vamshed completely by then, the little sa)Idy cove where Amos -in the· .distance. I watched it until and they'l l  never find us. I.t's either ke t his boat. it had comp<letely vanished, .then 
leave him there at Black Gull Farm .P. Don 't moor her " he told me. slow ly I .turned my steps in the 
or. slit his throat _f�r him. I don 't " Just take the anchor rope up the direction of Black Gull Farm. 
mmd whwh, but 1t s got to be one beach. We'l l  be wantino- her How stil'l , how silent, h0w abso: 
or the other." shortly." 0 lutely deserted seemed the 'big, .s<tone-

" We're certainly not g.oing to kill I did as I wa.s bid then followed floored ki.tcken as [ · entered. An o'ld 
him," . said �ugel, · " �o you can put the pair of them up' to . our m iser- pipe .of Amos·• was .still on the 
that 1dea nght out of your head. able dwelling, where Amos procluced mantelshc.lf, tog-ethei: with a sh<U'<t, 
I'm not over particular�I 've knocked an old carpet ,bag into which he twisted h:mgth of .plug tobacco. · A-nd 
around. too much for that--but I be"an to pack his scant belon.,.ings. because ·ever smce I could remem ber 
draw the line at murder."  R l ' m  goincr away ! "  he chu�kled. I had Reen h i m  either seated there 

" Well , we' l l  leave him at the base, " I  can hardly believe it. Fourteen in his chair .near the fire, . or mov
theu," said Amos. " Ral lo, yonder's years I've been here, all told. Ay, ing apou,t the place somewhei1e , · I[ 
Ruish-right ah�ad, &ee ?" He j!l bbed fourteen yea:J;s c0me next ml!mth. could ·not even now realise that he 
:with th_e short stump of his ,blackened A.?:d jJOW. l'm goi:p.g away :!" had gone for good, �n_d that Black 
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.Gull Farm would never see him · 
again. 

However, my first awful feeling of 
loneliness was passinrr, and I was 
beginning to feel glad th at he had 
gone, For from now on, unless he 

eturned, there would be no more 
tlirashings or beatings for me, 

I occupied �y!tel f  until dusk was 
deepening int<? night by washin g up 
the accumulat10n of dirty dishes and 
tidying the kitchen, Then, taking 
the signalling-lamp down from its 
hook behind the uoor, .I went dowi1 
to the beach to keep watci.J for any 
U-hoat ·whi"cll might come. 

• 

· Now that Amos had gone I could , 
of course,. have remained. indoors and 
let any U-boat requiring fuei - fend 
101' 1tsel f. But there was nothing to 
be gained · by that policy, for its eaptain would make a landing soone1· 
or later, and I would . merely get 
lllto trouble for not havmo- been on 
duty on the, beach . 

" 

S
O settl ing myself down witlr my 

back ag·ainst the cliff, I waitecl 
on watch , and at !dna last the 

s low passing of the hours .:as broken 
bv the sudden blood-red · <Y]ow of a 
] i

�
ght on the night:enshroud�d · water� . 

Three times the light shone out, and, 
knowing that. it was a German 
U -boat, ! hastil -y l ighted ·my. lantern 
and, -gettmg to niy feet, . sent back 
the answering sianal . · · 

PreseJ+tly, standing by the water '£ 
edge, I heard the faint creak of oars, 
and made out the dim shape of a 
U-boat's dinghy· a p p r o a c h i n g 
t hrough the darkness. · · 

As the ·bows of the din ghy touched 
the beach , a tall man, wearin a a 
peaked cap, gold - braided re�fer 
jacket, and blue sei·ae trousers 
thrust. into knee-hio-h se: boots rose 
from his . seat in the sternsheet� and 
stepped ashore. 

" Halla, Peter ! '' he greeted me; 
And I recoguiseCl him as the stern
v i s a g e d Captain Ludwig von 
Huthven, who eomrlmnded · U 290. 
" You on duty as usual ? Scrobie is 
in bed, I suppose ?" 

" No, sir," I answered . - · " He has 
loft the island." . . · '� You mean he has gone to the 
mamland· for stores ? "  exclaimed Cap
ta in , Yon Ruthven sharp ly .. --

" No, s.ir ; · he has gone: for good," l 
answered . " He has · clc<tred out ! '� 
And then into his astonished ears I 
poured the whole stmy of Amos. 
Sc1·obie's and Hans Kugel 's deser
tion, an!] I would rather have tol d  
i t  t o  Captain Ludwi g von Ruthven 
than · to ariy other Of the U-boat 
captains wl;to cam·e · to Traitor's Rock� 
For, enemy of . England though . he 
was, Cap.tam . .  von Ru�hven was a 
kindly and courageous man. 

�- ' · . ' . . ' J 
� CHRISTMAS CRI CKET --� I .

. -ON THE TABLE ! I �� ·LET me introduce you to the game of ping-cricket. It's about the � �� simplest and one of .the finest indoor games I have come across for. � 

i many a tong_ day , All you need is an ordinary table, the longer � 
the better : >X pmg-pong bat ; a ping-pong ,net, and a ping-pong ball . The �� . 
net 1s placed across the table about 18 inches from one · end. Until you 

� 

become proficient in bowling, it is perhaps better to allow even more space, � � but .thi� can be worked . out to your satisfaction as you go along. · 
� • The batsm an, armed with au ordinary ping- pong bat, takes his place at · ! the .end o.f the table nearest to the net, The bowler stands at the other A_�;_ � end with an ordinary ping-pong ball. · Then the game begins. The bowler 

jj 

� must lob the ball· with his hands over the net to bounce on the table the -�·. : �-� other side of the net. Should be laud the ball full-pitch over the table, a 
_ .. _ &� run 1s counted to the batsman. . �

--.. · ��.--� IF the ball is bowled into the net, the batsman counts a run. The batsman i scores a run every time he hits the ball over the net on to the table. ! 
If it hits the ta b!e and goes on to the floor, he scores three runs. · · 

�1ii_.
_
"
,
· The batsman is out ( 1 )  if he misses the ball after it has liit the .table . �--�� first when bowled cm-rcctly ; ( 2 )  if he hits the ball into the net ; (3) if he 

IS caught ; or (4) if he hits the ball off the table before it has hit the table. 
�

�
� ' The fieldsmen stand round and can catch the batsman over the table if �-�

-

-
-
�
-
-.
• 
:_ 

i� the opportumty occurs, but the catch must be as in ordinary cricket and nqt i� !irst bounee. Overs should be six balls, and to make th!'J game really 
mterestiog, everyone should bowl in turn even if they do send every ball � � into the net !. The ideal team consists of not more than six a side. 

��-� 
IT is tremendous fun, and whereas no little sk-ill is required to make a - � 

� big score or to bowl without giving away too many runs, an average �� player can put up some sort of a show. l•'�el9-ing IS olten hi larious. Until 

� � you try a game hke this, you have no 1dea how elustve 'it pmg-pong ball can 

i be. It slip,; out of the hanc�, jumps trvm one fieldsman to another, and 
has a most tantahsmg knack of rolling on to the lioor tor three runs when 

� least expected. Try ping-crwket next time you have some pals in. If you � i don't \'Ote 1t first-rate inn, 1 �haJJ be v�ry surpnsed ! � 
;t!��������������������� 
grim, and when I had concluded he �·" Petn," he said , ;, I mimiot ·leave 
said : 

· yoti' here alone. ·For one 'thing, it i s  
" Tho arm of t h e  G erman. Secret -- qtiitc potisibl(> that Amos Scrobie w i l l  

Service.. ·  i s  · tong, and no effort will , tell t h e  English about this base. H e  
be spared t o  have these scoundrels . .  i s  quite capahr�: of bctmying i1s, ·aucl . 
miugllt and brOlight to Germany for mitil  we .. finer out whether he "Iitts 
p unishment ! As for C a p t a i n done so or not, it wi ll _; I am afraid, 
Wulf--" He bl'oke off, his brow be 11ecc$sary to abandon fuelling 
puckered in thought . 'Then, wheel- here. I intend _, therefore, taking you 
ing abruptly, he ordered _ the men ' i n bnck to Germa.u·y w1th nie." 
the dinghy to return to the sub-

_ 
" And what · will haj)pen to me 

marine and instruct his second-tu- there, 'si r ? "  I inquired . , • l  
command to proceed with the fuelli ng . " I  am afraid I . cannot tell  you· 

There w.ere, I know , TJ-boat .cap
taillS who wen� guilty . of . cruel and 
inhuman acts which ano·ered the 
wJ,ole civilised world, and �vhich can 
never be justified,. But · there were 
others, and . Captain . .  von Ruthven IT was a long job fuelli .ug U 290 
was one, who, until the \Var en ded that n ight, - for the only means ' of 
iu bitter _defeat for Germany; foug-ht conv.eying· the drums of fuel to 

that, lad I" he laughed, and laid his 
hand on my shou lder . " It will be a 
matter for someone other than me to· 
deal with. But von can r.-st assured. 
that you will not" be unkindly treated .: a clean and honourable fi O'ht for· the U�buat was ;�board the dinghy 

tueir country and their country's ' instead of, as in the past, aboard flag . · Amos' · old, tub- like boat. But at 
Captain von Ruthven heard my length the fiie l ling was compl eted, 

story out without comment ; but .I · and Captain von Rutln•en , c,ame to 
saw his expressiOJi become more where I was stan ding on · the beach, 
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Now, is there any.tluug you want to 
bring away with you ?" · 

" ·No, si1·, nothing;" I answered .·: 
Por indeed the1;e- 1vasn 't. All I posl 
sessed in the wor l'd were the clothes 
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Abandoned on 
Tr aitor's Rock ! 

I was wearing and a grand knife 
. which had been given me by a U -boat 

captain and wi}ich was in my pocket. 
So I .didn '.t even go back to the 

f�r;m, but stepped �board the d<inghy 
as I was, and, my ' heart beating 
Wildly with excitement, I was rowed 
out to thl' U-boat . 

" I  have a rendezvous off Cape Clear 
with Captai n . Walther Schwieger, who 
is in command of I! 20," Captain von 
Ruth,�en told me. " Captain Schwie<Ter 
wil l be homeward bound, and a; I 
wi l l be at sea for another tem days 
or more, I wil l put you aboard with 
h im , and he wil! take you to Wil
nelmshaven." 

Captain Walther Schwiecrer ! Thus 
fOT the first time I heara"' the -nam!' 
of that U-boat commander. who earned 
for himself the loath ing of the whole 
Ci v i l iRPd world. out"idP HlP frnntiPrs 
of Germany .. for the perpetration of 
·one of thP blackPRt crimes .-vrr com· 
mitted ou the h�gh seas-a dreadful 
·c:r:ime which I myself was fated to 
Witness . 

Torpedo of Death ! 

I HAD been in a U -boat before, when 
I bad cruised in the Atlantic 
-aboard U 310, so there was 

nothin g  entirely new ·to me in the 
strang«" world of the submarine, nor 
did the medley and tangle of voi ce
lines , pipe-lin�s, wheels, gauges, and 
pumps down lll the contro l - room fi U  
m t>  with the same amazPment which 
they had done the first time that I 
had seen them . · 

It . .  was three days after leaving 
Tra t tnr's R()ck thnt at d awn on a 
calm and misty monii n g we ca me to 
sutface at a spot about twPnty m i l es 
du<' west of Cape Cl!'ar. As we l ay 
driftinQ" g-t>ntly on tl1t> lon !!. rol l i n Q"  
swe l l .  kPepine- a sharp l ook-out . th!' 
mi�t �(,,wly l'iftPd . · a nd thPrc. a m i l t>  
or morP away. l a y  thl" I o n !! .  Hi<'Pl hu l l  
anrl !!l't>V coni1in Q"-towcr of 1' 20 
- Din Die�el P'n!!1n(og wpre ·�tn rtrrl un. 

. :and Blowl y wp np11roached her Uf\til  
we lay alo11 �side. From tl1e tower of 
tr ?!lO.· C�nhin vnn Rnthv"H •nnl<p to 
Captain Schwic>Q"er in the towPr of 
U 20. Th r-n· .h e tlirned to me and held 
out his hand.  

. . 

" Good-bye, Peter," he said, " and 
good luck. Maybe I will see you in 
V\1.ilhelmshaven." 

A few moments later I was stand
ing in the conning-tower of� U 20 . 
That was on the morning of that 
fateful day in the history of the Great 
War, May ith. 1 915. After farewells 
and good wishes had been exchanged 
with U 290, the Diesel engines of 
U 20 wen• started up. and we began 
to surge forward through the p l acid 
sea. bound for ·willwlmshaven . 

But the fog was creeping in a gain , 
thicket1 ing ahead, and it soon became 
so dense that in case he s hould be 
rammed by a destroyer or patrol 
vessel ,  Captain Schwieger gave the 
order to submerge, and the boat was 
taken down to ten fathoms . 

All morning we cruised at that 
dE-pth, the thick fog wh ich was 
shroud ing the surface 'lf the water 
making it unnecessary for Capta in 
Schwieger to cruise at periscope 
depth , as-be could have seen nothing. 

It was about two o'clock in the 
afterUOOll when, plain ly audible above 
th€' hum of our electric motors. we 
heard right above· us the sound of 
powerful prow• l lers . C a p t a i n 
S�lnvieger at once gave the order to 
nse to five fa thoms , and whl"n tlw 
pPriscope was a hove water he looked 
through it and turned to one of his 
officers. 

" A  British armoured cruiser !" he 
announcPd . " She is Q"o iug too fast for 
us to !!et a shot at her." 

" Y  ott can see her clearly ?�' asked 
the officer. 

. " Yes," repl il"d Schwieger ; " the fog 
is liftin g . Blue skv is beQ"i n n i n g  to 
sl10w." Steppin !! back from the peri
scope . he zave thP or<kr to risP to the 
surfHce . a ·nd there sounrlPd throuQ"h 
the boat thl" hiss of com prP�spd air 
forci ng the watPr out of thP bal l A st 
ta11 ks . ThPJl ·Rl owly the Q"rl'y can
nin e--towpr of U 20 rosp· from out the 
RPH. a n rl for n f-I"W minutes we cruised 
on t.hP �urf3 ce. 

ThPn surldenlv therP was QT('at PX
citPmPllt in thP. hont.  For above the 
hori7.on hnd appPa rPrl the �m<'k<'-�bcks 
•mn maRts of a l arQ"P l in!']' ItlHta ntl y 
c�ntni.n Schwi PQ"el' gave i·lw cwrl<'r to 
gu hrnPr!!P aQ"a i n ,  and witl1 a l l  batcllPs 
cloRPn l' 20 �nd

· swiftly from view 
bPnen.th th!' sea. 

������-������ · �:����Q . . - �':���"��:���:��:���:li-�-�� .. ��lQ�:� 

LORR.Y DRI-VING IN .THE JUNGLE-
is a ma.n-�ized job, an� getting their bat.terer:l old motor lorry and its load through 
th� pen l -mfested Afncan forest on tlffi(o meanB danger. startling adventure, and 
hmrbreadth escapes lor bil! Bil l  Hor:lson and his kirl brot.her Martin . 

But the �eal thrill� start f�r thi� dauntles� pair when they set out on the 
treasur<' trail-searchmg for a vast hoard of ivory that no white ma.n has ever 
set eyes on ! · ' · 

:J?on 't mi�s " The Ivory Trail," by Robert Hudleston. As a MonERN . J3oy 
senal story 1t was great-as a long complete book it's even bettor ! Ask for 
No. 361 of �HE BOYS' FRl END LT R.RARY, out l)OW and on sal e every· 

where. You II nkP 1ts fi ne 100- page C'Ompanion volumes, too-No. 362, " The 
Phantom Foe " ; No. 363, '' Circu·s Cyclones " ; and No. 364, " The Man 
Who Defied the World." P�ice 4C. each. . 

�������������: 
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The liner was apparently steaming 
the zigzag sort of course which all 
·merchantmen adopted during those 
d ays of peril on the seas, for I · beard 
Captain Schwieger, standing tense 
and rigid at the periscope, suddenly 
say to one of his officers that she was 
chan ging her course, and that there 
was no hope of getting near enoug 
to fire a torpedo a.� her. 

Next minute, however, with :u 
excl amation of triumph, he said tha 
she was cban<Tincr her course aaain, 
and if she held this new line of st�am
ing the U-boat would be able to aet 
a dead s hot at her. " 

H E gave the command for full 
. speed ahead, and we drove 

. forward to take up positiOn. 
Then , turnmg from _ the periscope, he 
ordered the electnc motors · to be 
stopped . And as we lay there in tho 
depths, waiting for our prey, a 
deathly st1llness settled on our boat. 
Every man was standina tense and 
rigid at his post. The;'; , stridently 
through the sl.lence, ran" Cap(aiu 
Schwieger 's voi ce : 0 

" Bow torpedo-fire !" 
To us, listening with strainin" ears 

ctown there in the depths, tbere0 came 
the sound of an explosion, followed a 
moment later . by another explosion, 
much greater m volume. 

" We've got her I" shouted 
Schwieger. · He wheeled on the petty 
officer. " Have a look at closer 
range !" he ordered. 

The petty officer leapt to the peri
scope. 
" She has a heavy l ist to starboard," 

he reported , " and is sinki ng fast. She 
is a l most en veloped in smoke. If it 
would on ly clear I could read her 
name. There is great confusion 
aboard, and-- Mein g�;ist, .die · is 
the Lusitania !" 

The last words came in a hoa rse 
shout, and. jumping to the periscope, _ 

Captait] SchwiPI!er thrust the man 
aside· and peered into the lens· . . 

For a · wl\ni� m m ute he lookC'd at 
that 1]1igbty vessel smking wit h 
a lmost uilbt>lievable ra pidity : Looked 
at th e· drearl.ful panic a. board the ovC'r
crowded l i ft>boats. somi> ·hail <Tin'<r in 
h<ipel.ess £onfusioil from their 

":da�its. 
Looked at the men atid women run
ning frantica-lly up arid down her 
dPcks an)i jumpin g into: the <lea. 
Lookt>d ·at the wholP dreadful havoc 
wh1ch his bronze-nosed- tOrpedo had 
cau�Pd . :. 

ThPn. with horror lll his eyes , he 
turn Pd .away. 

" Take the boat down to ten 
fathoms . "  he sa id hoarsel"y. " Take 
her d<•WD a.nd lay our course for 
home ! ,  

And si lent l y w p  slid away from 
where, a few minute� later, that 
g-rent l i ner . thP Lngitania.  pl un !!Pd 
bPnf'ath the Sf'PthinQ" wa.tPrs t(} her 
doom . hrinirin!!- dPath hy drowninrr to 
1 , 1 98 of th� men, women . and chi ldren 
aboard hPr ! 

. . . . . . .  · · " · · ·  · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 

You m·e all agog to leat'n .vltat : 
Fate lws now itl sto•·e fot' young 
Pet.e>•, elt ? l'o/l.m•· l1is lurther 
s t a r t l iJtg atl1:en t.,.r�s in Ned 
Frictay's .'l101H£RN ROY-<m sale 

a . day earlier Uton usual ! 
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� A ripping story of two 
_ :  'prentice lads· in the olden 

� days, who find themselves 
: right in the midst of Piracy 
-'tand Mystery at Sea
� Startling, Exciting, and 

Amazing ! 

Who Sa�ls· 
W�th Me? 

By 

MAURICE EVERl\RD 
THE STORY SO FAR 

. F RANK GREVILLE and Dick 
Waters, apprenticed to Seth 

. . Hanison, of Port Loo, Corn
wall, learning that theii- rpaster and a 
mysterious Sir Godfrey are . plottiiig 
their deaths, sail with their friend, 
Fair Humphrey, an ex-pirate known 
as Cutlass ·.Joe, aboard the Prince of 
Fowey, commanded by the rebel Duke 
of Monmouth (a grandson of King 
Charle� II), who is known as the 

.Master, to the Spanish Ma.in .  . 
Leaving the Duke of Monmouth, the 

boys and Joe find on Black 'Rock 
Island , in the Caribbean Sea, 
treasure hidden long years .before • by 
the notorious pirate, William Avery. 
Jose Sa.muda . and his pirate gang 
anive aboard the B lack Eagle, and 
Joe and the boys capture the ship 
whilst Sa�uda and the majority of his 
men are ashore. 

Jarvis, the mate, throws in his 
lot with Joe, and negro slaves are 
released from the hold to 'help man 
the ship _ and defend it against 
Samuda. But at the moment of 
attack volcanoes erupt, and Samuela 
and his men surrender. Everything 
ashorp is burning ; a hurricane blows 
the B lack Eao-le out to sea, and red
hot stones fi:-'om the volcanoes rain 
on the deck, setting it alight. 

" To Our Merry Selves ! "  

A 
GRIM race with death began i n  

earnest. A s  the sails bellied 
out and tautened, and the wind 

blew with hurricane force the bio
'shi p  be�an to gain way, 

'
and soo� 

was wallowing heavily in the big 
seas. 

Fortunate, indeed, was it that so 
many of the negroes had been freed. 
'l'hese, working detiperately under the 
guidance of Frank and the mate, 
brought every available cask of water 
on deck, and, forming a contmuous 
human chain round the ship, passed 
the filled leather jacks and bombards 
from hand to hand and attacked each 
spot whenever a fresh conflagration 
broke out. 
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The deck was p i!e d  nearly two feet deep with powder 
_
from the volcanoes, 

· and the n 1gger- crew shovelled the hot ash depos•t overboard. 

Never again could any of them 
desire to live through such a dreadful 
experience. From below came howls 
and wails of negroes stil l  locked in 
their pens, while the enraged 
prisoners added to the general outcry 
with threats and Imprecations-. 

Although scarce an hour had 
elapsed since the first eruption, the 
island, now dropping fast behind, 
presented a scene of unspeakable 
desolation. 

'
The three hills-or, rather, what 

was left of them-stil l  erupted, the 
glow from successive explosions 
making as light as day the impene
trable blackness in which the world 
around was wrapped. 

On the ship itself, Joe and the two 
'prentices with their i mprovised 
crew worked like demons. A.s the 
leagues flew from under ·the heaviiJg 
keel, the rain of red-hot lava gradu
ally diminishC'd , but every now and 
then hazardous tasks had to be per
formed in extinguishing patches of 
burning sail .  

The' deck itself was piled nearly 
two feet dePp with hot. greyish 
powder, but among this the nigger 
crew worked bare-footed, with little 
apparent concern, shovPlling the hot 
deposit over the side 111 grcat clouds, 
to prevent the charred dec·k beneath 
from bursting into flame once more. 

Towards hi�<h noon the worst of 
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their difficulties were in hand. With 
the decks cleared and damped down 
with water, it was possible to shortell, 
sail and run wore evenly before the 
storm. 

The sky, too, was lightening as. the. 
dru:k masses of sulphurous laden 
clouds were left farther and farther 
behirid, and. soon . the island with.- its 
still-belching volcanoes was but a 
reddish glare low down ou the 
horizon. ·w HEN the three dead negroes, 

killed in the encounter witlr 
the pirates, had been con

signed to the waves, and th(' hurts of 
the rest attended to, Joe bade the mate 
count thP rest and servf' - them out 
with adequate provisions. 

· 

Then, dividing them into watches 
and assigning a duty to each, he left 
Jarvis in charge, and withdrew, with 
Dick and Fran k ,  to the main cabin. 

ffpre, for the first time in many 
days, they settled themselves to a 
square meaL 

" A pretty nice lot we look, to be 
sure ! "  said- Frank, glancing roUJid at 
llis companions. " Each of us band
aged up like a mummy. our faces ·as 
black as pitch, and Joe's old beard 
looking l i ke a rag of sing·ed tap<'stry. 

.. . " If this- is treasure-sPekiHg, I'm not 
slire we wei·en 't better off scribing 
and ciphering for Seth Jlarrij!Qn. iil 
Port Loo ! ': ,. 
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Who Sails With Me ? 
" Never you mind, lad l" laughed 

.Joe, lifting his grimed face over a 
flagon of wine. " We haven't done so 
bad. Three boxes of jewels and gold 
enough to set the King of England's 
eyes sparkling, a good fighting ship 
under us, and a gang of blacks which, 
licked into shape, won't make too 
bad a working crew ! 

" Now, Master Dick, what was your 
great idea in me tak ing the pirates 
a board ? For my part, I'd as lief 
send the whole lot down to DaYy 
Jones' loe.kcr." 

" Well, J oc, i t  strikes me like this. " 
Dick looked up from his platter piled 

. with salted pork. " If ever we have 
.the luck to get back to England with 
all  that gold and s ilver plate, a few 
points will want a lot o£ explaining. 

" To begin with, Frank and I arc 
indentured . apprentices who , have 
broken our bond. For that we arc 
liable to be imprisoned and branded. 
'rhen, by joining t he Duke of 
Monmouth, we were more or less party 
to a re hellion. 

" Next, we sailed on the Prince o' 
.Fowey as privateers with no licence, 
and for th at bit o' business we are 
liable, if broug·ht to trial, to swing at 
Execution Dock We've got to think 
of some way of getting p ardon for us 
ull .n  

" Shoving a � gang o f  cutthroat 
buccaneers in the hold of th i s  fhip 
doesn't help much ! "  Joe growled. 
" We ' l l  be short o' water and grub 
vc·ry soon, and with extra mouths to 
feed we're making a hard pallet for 
ourselves to lie on ;'' 

" 'Vait !"  said Dick . " I  haven't 
finished. You said, Joe, when first 
hi:,;�. name cropped up, that this 
Samuda fellow was one o' the worst 

.pirates on the Mam." 
" vVi th . a price on his head by every 

governor between Bridgetown ni1d 
Port o' Spain !" agreed Joe. 

" Very well ! ' '  Dick propped his 
elbows on the table. " Then, bv 
capturing him, we've done thb 
English Government good service. 
Our country is· how at peace with 

..... ";� �::-.�::-�::-�:=-�::-�::. ������� 
Bargain· Christmas Rooks 
p·Oll extra large " helpings " ot Christmas 

ghost st,ories let me commend to your 
notice the two current numbers of tho School· 
boys' Own Library. Each contains a magniticent 
long complete Yuletide yarn. No. 185.-" The 
Phantom of the Highlands ! "-deals with 
Harry Wlmrt,on & Co.'s Christmas holidays iu �n old _castle. iu Scotland. The GreyfriarR boys 
nrc haunted l>y the ghost ol Lochmuir Castle. 
who resent� their prescltce, and the eer.ie and 
exciting adventures they experience wal\:es a 
topping tale that wHl grip your interest 
throughout. 

THIS applies also to •· Schoolboys' Own 
Library " No. 186, entitled " The Secret 

o! Drere Manor ! " When Tom Merry & Co. go 
·tO .opend Christmas · at the Mmmr thev little 
realise the nerve-tingling adventures in store 
J'or them. They come up against n grisly 
�, ghost " who has au excellent motive for 
frightening them away-a hidden treasure ! 

These two tine st.orics are on sale now price 
4cl. each. Your Christmas won't be con1plete 
without them--get them to-day ! 

THE EDITOR 

�������� 
The' Modem Boy 

both France and Spain. At least, 
'twerc so when we left England. Tlw 
Crown at such times docsn'.t en
courage privateeriug against friendly 
nations. 

" By laying Samuela by the heels 
we 've done our country signal 
service. I suggest we hand the 
fellow over to the Governor of the 
British Colonies and possessions in 
North America, and ask pardon and 
safe passage home for ourselves in 
return for our services to King and 
country !" 

Joe pondered a long minute. Then 
a slow smile spread across his face. 

" Lad, you're a genius ! "  he cried, 
slapping Dick on the shoulder. 
" vVe'l l  try it.  And, what's more to 
the point, if we can hunt out a 
governor of one of tl10 islands with 
sticky hands--" 

" Sticky hands ! What are they ? "  
questioned Frank. 

" Hands that gold will cling to ! 
Find a governor who doesn't mind 
taking over a bagful or two of 
doubloons on the quiet-say, like 
Lord Faversham, who got his fists on 
Cap'n Kidd's money. Then we'll get 
the slate wiped clean , get out of this 
treasure-hunting game, and set a 
clear course for the Old Country. 

" Boys, fill up yom· fla.g·ons and 
drink a toast-to pirate Avery, dead 
and gone, to old B i l l 's money and 
what we've ,got of it, to our merry 
selves and a safe return to England ! 
So ! "  

He emptied his vessel a t  a draught. 
" A  long farewell to Black Hoek 

Island," he went on, " and the 
treasure that still  lies buried there ! "  

velvet ' edged with tassels of gold 
braid, and supported by draped posts 
lashed to the rails . 

In the shade of this, a huge ham
mock pi led high with cushions had 
been slung. And therein reclined a 
figure at sight of which their. eyes 
bulg·ed in astonishment. Their first 
impression was that some m agic hand 
had transported them into the realms 
of the Arabian Nights. 

On three sides of the awnin g , 
beautiful hang·ings of silk brocade, 
flaming with silver and gold work, 
swayed and bellied in the warm, soft 
wind . 

Above. the reclining figure, whic!t 
was garbed i n  a long coat of velvet , 
with snow-white lace era vat, puffed 
sleeves, and baggy breeches of the 
same l'ich material, a huge fan of 
flaming peacock's feathers swung 
lazily to and fro. 

O
N Cutlass Joe's tawny head, 

from a wide-brimmed hat 
drooped a scarlet plume to his 

shoulders, and from the depth of his 
huge red beard a long-stemmed pip<' 
protruded. When he clapped his hands 
as a sign to. the n igger attendant to 
cease working the improvised fan, the· 
newco.mer� noticed that his fingNs 
were almost completely covered with 
flashino· rillO'S, 

" Sil·0 Har�y Morgan come to lif" 
aftet· the sack of Pan ama ! " · laughed 

· Dick, who remembered a picture of 
such a figure in the pages of an old 
book_;_" Esquemeling's Exploits of 
the Buccaneers and Marooners. of 
America. "  

" A  pet·sonage of greater import 
than that titled braggart," replied 
.Joe seriously. " Be seated, my. bonny 

. bucks," he added, pointing to tlle 
huge piles of cushions . ·: Now, tell 

The Fighting Demon ! me true, isn't this better. than rough· 

S
CARCE throe days ' s n i l  from Bl9 c k  ing it on Black Hock Island ? "  

Hock Island tJ1c weather changed ' ' To be sure, "  ·agreed Frank. " But 
for the better, and the Eagle, where did you &'et the stuff , mld wlwt'� 

with her wel l-treated negro crew, the notwn bemud a ll tlus· show ot 
s ai led smoothly undet· a fu ll  spread of · splendoul' ? " · 

canvas into the sheltered waters of " Henceforth, my l ads , . "" ll ro 
the Caribbean. gentlemen of quality," was Joe's crisp 

Of Cutlass Joe the boys had seen announcement. ' " No longer a horn�·
bitt little recently, since the hand ling handed fisherman and n couple of 
of the ship, the secure custody of the despised 'prentice lnds ! As to when• 
prisoners, and the ma king good of the st uff cam!>· from-well , .  we have 
the damage done by the eruption of ta ken over Samuela's vessel as a prlzP, 
tho volcanoes had made no sli ght and I found a l l  these fal-lals stowed 
deinands on ·all  of them . away in chests below. 

On the mornlllg of the fourth day, " Besides which, we have a good ly 
however, ;Jarvis, the mate, promitiing share of Bill Avery's treasure safely 
well under his new master, brought hid i n  the hold-p late and jewels 
a message to Frank and Dick-who worth a million golden guineas. 
were busy overhaul ing the diminished " Such wealth is ours that , can we 
and damaged contents of the armoury but hold on to a portion of it, we 
-that the captain desired word with shall  be rich for life. It is to de:ol 
them . with that m atter that I sent for vc. 

" Sounds as if Joe is beg in ning to " Now, list you both , and l 'li' h'll 
fancy hi mself a bit ! "  lauglwd Frank, you what I've discovered thesp lnst 
as, with Dick beside him, they came two days aboard this vesseL n,. 
up from below and walked across the seated, pray "-motioning them to the 
main deck towards the high-castled piled up cushions. " It i s  meet every
poop, whi ther Jarvis had directed thing we do in future be done in com
them. " He's very much master of fort and stvlish mode. W c be IlO 
the vessel this l ast clay or so ! "  lon o·er poor · adventurers, but folk of 

They were not, however, quite pre- quality - not to obey, but t.o 
pared for the extent to which the command." 
ex-buccaneer was about . to prove the " 'Twould seem to me this fellow 
truth of Greville's words. here has gone weevilly in the head , "  

O n  climbing the steep stairs t o  the said Dick, glancing anxiously a t  his 
poop, the first thing that caught their cousin. " For the life of m e  I know 
eye was a large awning of crimson not what he's drh'irig at." 
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" Preparing of ye for Hie parts we 
nave to p1a�y !·" continued· ·Joe good
Jiat'ltt�edly: "1 The situation, as it 
stands, might be somewhat difficult. 
Behind. · the three of us-me especi
aUy-lie· some dnrk a n d  tToublous 
pa ges · of histor:y . A:foretime ]l was a 
p.irate�and,. w1thout pardon, I ' m  a 
pirate sti l l .  

" You two- b e  'prentice lads, inden
ture-broken, . run nway from your 
m aster, and, in law , liable to be 
prisoned for a felony. More, it mn,;t 
by thi:s tiine bl' well  known in Eng
Fund that we joined up with the Duke 
of Monmouth and his. rebel ba-nd , nnd 
sailed with him beneath the J o l l y  
Roger . · 

" Al l  of whicl.i might w e l l  pTove 
awkward to three folk of qual ity , re
turning to· the O l d  Country. laden 
w ith }ewels and golden plate. 
' Twould in'deed be a scurvy trick to 
find our treasure confiscated. and our
selves standing to trial in the Old 
Bailey ! 

· . " So I must needs, for the sake of 
a!.l of us, find ,some way out. And to 
that encl', I• ha\<l>, these two days past, 
gi·ven much heed to se:veral members 
of Samuda's gang. "  

. " How th.ey can aid: I cannot see." 
Fra n k  shook his · head dubiousl y .  
" What good .can be got o u t  o f  them·? "  

" T here 'be two," answered Cutlass 
Joe, " mm:e well d i�posed than the 

·res� • .  willing, i·n exchange for freedom 
at the fin;t port we touch, te put us 
wi:se oq certain matters. They have 
told me, .for instan�e, that this 
Samuda is the mo,;t dangerous pirate 
the Cari bbeans have kn<>wn these 
thirty ye.ar�, and that in every 
po'ssessi€)n 9f th e .British Grown a big 
11i·ice stands upon his head. Well ' "  
Joe chucklecj as· h e  wl,ltched his frag
rant tobacco smoke drifting on the 
warm all':: 

"·W" . , E hav.e his head to l)argain 
. 

"
, :  ·. · / . w.itli. Th:�t is. one tl1ing.  

. . . . 
· 

· The noxt 1s, the name of 
the man best suited te . treat. �w-ith 
for ouF pardon. " · , ,. ·, · · .  . , 

·. ' �I agtee that's. important !'" F11ank 
said: ' •• w e  must find someone who 
can be trusted." 

" l ive found h1m." Joe stroked his 
tawny beard with the mouthpiece of 
kis pipe. " A  villam as deep·d.yed as 
myself onl-y be bears a gentre name 
and is of h1gh import in the islands. 
Sir James. Treadwell he i s  called . 

. · "· Once he was a lawyer of great 
1·epute in. the · Old. Country. Now, 
because �e l(mt );.11� King big sums of 
money which his M ajesty does not 

. \VU.nt to repay ; he has ·been made 
Governor of Grenada, whither . he 
cl.Ccted to lie, se11t to give ·himsel f an 
opportunit·J to recover his lost for-
tune ." . .  

" In what way ? "  Dick looked 
puzzled. . . . 

· " By the sate of sl'av.es, for one 
thing,;' 're.plied Joe: " By the issue of 
letters of mai:q.ue, ,.;hen•by g.entlPmen 
ei the Black Flag, having pl'a11ked 
down to hi�. Excell ency · a goodly 
numbeT ef moidores, doub+eons, and 

. tl1e like·, can get from him a charter 
to sail tbe We�tt·rn seas to - plundPr 
Fiencl\ieii and' Dons .. ailc:J . Dutch 

,:niere1w:ntmen . Of £heir booty il .sliare 
goeR to the British . . Cro,vn, a· higger 

. '!he Modern Boy 

sl1are into Master Tread well 's pockets, Joe tumbh•cl .from his h a mmock as 
a11d the rest t!Je ruffians keep for them- tltoug-h hP had bt>t>l! ,;hot. F'4 llowing 
selves• . the 'pr'entice lads to the poop rail he 

" So, to- cut the yarn short, 'tis to Wl'IS in ti:rue ' to see · a score . of half
St. Georges, i n  Gren ada·, that we are nah>d b lacks Rt�enmio�; up . .  
now bound , to make our peRce with Makin·g tow.a.rds them , blood stream
Gov·ernor Treadwell . " . ing from his : sboulder, .w.as the faith-

" But supposing he'l l  hove naught ful Snowba l l .  .He stum bled at the 
of us ? "  said Dick. . foot of . .t he stairway and would · have 

" Trust his Excellency ! "  Joe cack led fallen had not Frank i;uppo1:ted him. 
d erisively . " He cannot he l p himself. " Massa ! Dem p'irates hab bl'oken 

To bpgin with , he must needs hand loosp and am raisi ng t.rouble," he 

over fi.ve thousand English pounds in gToancd . _ " Dey hab , g·ot into d e  
return for Sam-uda. The honour· of armoury an d am takum de pistols--, " 
the capture goes to him, and maybe 
will secure him a higher t itle.  

J
OE waited to hear no .more. With 

·" This good work clo11e, we suggest Dick and Frank at his heels, he 
to Sir· James that, being wel l disposed dashed for the .cabin, to emerge 
towards him, he might J ikP t o earn a moment later with his terrible 

not a measly five thousand but many, cutl ass . 
· '  

man_y thousands · more i f ,  on l istening " H elp ..Jpurscl f  t o  barkers and fi.nd 
to our story, he can .see h is way to Jarvis . . ·You know wher!') I ' l l 'be ," he 
let our past be bygones, and to send yel led ,' a1id lir'u'shing past them took 
us back to England not on ly free but the stairs at a !eap. Before the boys 
honourable men ! "  · could recover from their astonishment 

he harl vanished in the direction of " Joe, you are the most unscrupulous the lazarette. 
· 

eld rascal that ever sailed the Seven A few stray ' shots were heard, Seas ! "  said Fr;mk. " A nd you t hin k · followed by mucli I!oise, before Dick this s.cheme of yours w i l l  succeed ? "  a n d  Frank pushed their way through 
" On the Spanish Main," declared the press of frightened blacks and 

Joe airi ly, " money ·succeeds where plurig-ed into the depths of tlle ship . 
everything- -else fails.  We shal l  wi n  By the roar of J oe's deep voice they 
through on this deal, or my name worked their way past some of the 
isn 't--" · prisouers�SamL!da among them-stfll 

Crack ! The sound of a shot and a safely locked i11 · the cages, and came 
stifled scream foll'owed by a chorus of . at IPng-th to the open door beyond 
yells below them intenu']Jted Joe. w h i ch the armoury lay, dimly lit by a 
'.I'hen anotlier whip-like r e p o r t ,  swingmg lanthorn. 
followed by a third and a fourth. The scene · that met 

. 
them was 

Cutl ass ..loe,, 'strip,ped ' to t�e •·.;,a,st, was fighting l i ke a demon and shouting 

<· 
· ·' · · c snatches of ol� .PJ�ate songs

_:
:· . :· .,;?' •¥"·' . ,, .. _ 
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Who Sclils With Me -� 
terrible to behold. Cutlass Joe was 
fighting like a demon . Gone from his 
g l eaming head was the -··iclc-bnmmed 
h a t  with its drooping plume ; from 
his shoulders, too, the gorgeous velvet 
coat l1ad been torn ii1 ribbons, and 
there he was, stripped to the waist, 
wielding his flashing weapon. 

The Law of the Sea ! 

A DOZEN flint-leeks snapped 
around him, filling the place 
with acrid fumes stabbed by 

tong tJes of bluish fire. But no h.arm 
came to him. He drove forward at 
the rabble, 1iow with a thrust, then 
slashing. And as he fought, he sang 
snatches of pirate songs he had sung 
in tho old Port Royal days of long 
a. go. 

A Dutchman slipped below his 
guard and tried to bury six inches of 
>;tee! in Joe's breast. .Joe caught the 
blade on the curved edge of his own 
weapon, turnpd it, and drove the point 
upwards through the rascal's throat. 
Then a sudden hush fell upon the 
escaped pirates. They threw their 
arms down and made a dash for the 
companion. 

"' S hoot every one w Ito tries to get 
av�'ay !" cried Joe, swinging round 
instantly. " Ah, J arvis, a little late, 
but j ust i n  time ! Take each rr:m1 and 
clap him in irons. You, Dick, l'CJHl 
a dozen ni�m·ers down to clear up the 
mpss The sharks can have a. fine 
feed. 

" Frank "-tapping the elder 'pren
tice lad on the shoulder-" this after-
• ................... 1!1 111 111 111111 111 111 111 111 111 111 111 111 11 111 111 111 111 111 111 111111111 111 111 1. 
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Thrilling Complete Yarns 

for TWOPENCE only ! 

THE FLAMING FRONTIER 
No. 1 1  of the "Boys' Wonder 

! ·l�arya" 
·�:1 \� ,'' 

Dick T'Uni"--J�··�'!foung private in the 
lndi:itl� A.�j�;-ca.me to the notice 
of a Secret Service Man-a sort of 
J-'awrcnce of Arabra-and from that 
day came his chance. Read how he 
pitted his youthful brain and enthu-

- siasm against the inscrutable cunning 
of his country's Eastern enemies. 

" GET -HIS-MA N " KEEN 
No. 1 2  o f  the "Boys' Wonder 

Library." 
Keen is an eccentric character, seem� 
ingly sleepy and dull, but really a 
man with an astute brain. \Vhen one 
of his young friends sets u p  as a 
detective, it is Keen who takes him 
under his wing and with skill and 
humour helps him to make good. All 
lovers of good fiction will revel in 

this story. 

80\VS' WONDER 
L•b At a/1 zo. l rary NewsagEtllS each 

•:••••.•11·11····································· 
The MOdern Boy 

TIOOll, tlw fC1 10WS \VllO pl anned this 
escape and mutiny will be �rought 
before me on the quarter-deck ror trial 
and sentence. Sir .James Treadwell 
is going to be saved quite a lot of 
\York ! "  

Never h ad trouble aboard a shin 
of old time been more drastical l v 
repressed by the courage of a sing(., 
mnn, and lHeYer was j ustice so swiftly 
meted out. 

When , three days later, the Black 
Eagle put into the tiny harbour :>f 
St. George's, six dark forms swung 
from the yardarms-silent witness to 
an age-old law of the sea. 

For Dick and Frank it was good to 
look upon such a scene of homeliness 
as the island presented when , h e  
Black Eagle, w i t h  furle-d sails, 
dropped anchor i n  the quiet waters of 
the Carrenage. 

Upon the quayside, and stretching 
the whole length of the shore front 
as far as Bay Town, the entire popula
tion of St. George 's, both white and 
coloured, had g·athered to witness the 
arrival of the storm-tossed ' esse!,  
from whose peak fluttered the red-and
white Cag of the patron saint after 
w hom the island capital was named. 

To Dick had been entrusted the 
duty of carrying a. letter from 'che 
Black Eagle's new captain, humbly 
presPnting the latter's respects and 

- praying for an int0rvicw with his 
Excellency the Govenwr. 

Late i n  the afternoon the answer 
was received. A somewhat dilapidated 
coach with much gilding- and coats of 
arms, drawn by four gaily caparisoned 
horses, and driven by a dusky coach . 
man with postilion and outriders. 
arrived to carry the captain, in 
splendid borrowed attire, to th,• 
Government llouse on the far side of 
the market square . 

To quote in detail all that trans
pired at that long interview bctwC>cn 
Cutlass "Toe and his Excellency would 
perhaps he scarcely fair to the 
former's veracity or the latter's 
honesty. But the consequences were 
simple and satisfactory enough. Joe 
narrated them three days later to 
Frank and Dick, after mueh transfer
ence of human and other material 
from the Yesscl to tlw shore. 

" I  told Sir .James j ust as much as I 
thought wise to reveal," Joe explained 
that evening, when the three of 
them were gathered in Sam ucla's old 
cabin . " For the capture and de
livery of · Samuela to the Government 
authority , we receive full quittance 
of the consequences of any irregu
larities we may have committed on 
the High Seas from the time we left 
England, eleven months ago. 

" In addition, we get the Govern
ment reward of five thousand pounds, 
payable in London, at Whitehall, on 
presentation of certain documents 
with which his Excellency has 
supplied me." 

- " And what docs that gentleman get 
in . .  return for such generous eon
cessions ?u asked Frank. 

" Ah !" .Joe crooked a horny fore
finger round his nose. " N ow \ie come 
to the unofficial details of the busi
ness, never to be disclosed outside 
ourselves. At the trial of the 
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pirates, we are to be represented fiB 
gallant gentlemen, who have rid th� 
High Seas of the greatest scourge i n  
recent years . 

" Such glowing praise--if a trifle 
overstepping the mark-will stand us 
in good stead when we set foot i n  
England. For this little privilege, I 
have handed over to his Excellency 
the equivalent of sixty thousand 
pounds in jewels and gold plate." 

" The old villain ! " exclaimed Dick. 
" He asked a lot." 

" I  agree," replied .J oc. " Bllt I 
realised we were in his hands. I had 
to tell him all about the treasure
how we came by it, and the rest of 
the story. He advised me, when we 
got to London, to make a full state
ment to the Treasury. They wil l 
doubtless claim a third as treasure 
trove, but there is stil l  plenty left 
for us all ." 

" And when do we sail- for homiJ f·" 
asked Frank. 

" About a month from now," was 
the reply. " At the moment, a convoy 
is being formed at N assau. This w i l i  
sail south, putting i n  a t  Havana, 
Port Antonio, Kingston, and other 
places, gathering ships as it goes . 
There will  be four frigates with the 
convoy, so we shall be well protected .  

" Si r  James has promised, with tbi 
time and means at his command, to 
fit me out with a reliable crew. A ll  
the slaves are t o  be set free and fonnf1 
masters on the island . Only one will 
remain with us-Snowball , who 
begged to come back with us to 
England." 

" And .Jarvis ?" asked Dic k .  
" I  am taking h i m ,  too," replied 

.Joe. " And should I buy a vessel of 
n1y own _ to go a-pr:ivatcering with . 
J arvis will sail  with me as first 
mate." 

-

The late afternoon was d:i!'awing to 
a close by · the time the discussion 
was ended, and the short twilight was 
beginning to drape a purple mantle 
over the glories of St. George's . 

They went on deck and watched the 
last of the sunset behind the wooded 
heights of St Paul As lights began 
to peep out behind the windows of the 
quaint white-walled houses, and from 
the church tower the curfew bell sent 
out its warning, they seemed to fed 
something of the spirit of Old 
England calling-the desire to set the 
Black Eagle's bows to the open sea , 
and to know that every sea-mile tlw t 
slipped from under her keel was 
bringing them nearer Home ! 

Explanations Demanded ! 0 NE solitary note struck the 
hour from the deep-throated 
bell that these two hundred 

years past had sent its warning note 
far out over the waters of Deadman's 
Bay, from the parish church of St. 
Martin, at Port Loo. One o'clock ! 

As the vibrant tone was lost in the 
faint whine of the night wind about 
the c lustered ga blcs of the old 
houses, three stealthy figures halted 
i n  the slwdow of an overhang·1ng· 
porch, and, drawing their cloaks 
about them, watched a solitary 1-Jcam 
of light streaming from the house 
opposite .. 
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" One o'clock ! A year ag-o t11is very 
night , "  :;aid one of them. " Dost call  
to m ind. lad . what happened as that 
sclfRa me bell as was striking ? " 

" Ay !  That do I ! '' Dick Waters re
plif'd. keeping his glance fixed on the 
lightPd window. " This selfsame 
hour. twelve months agone, you ;md I 
were sl!inning down the rope-ladder 
from that gable top to seek Fair 
Humphrey's aid !" 

The man behind them laughed, too, 
and sai d : 

" 'Tis good to hear that old 
name . again, lads ! Henct'forth ,  Fair 
Humphrey I must be. Cutlass Joe 
is dead-until he puts to sea aga in , 
master of his own vessel in foreign 
parts. And there 'twill be quite ,afe 
to be called again by the bad old 
name of Port Royal days . 

" The last of the serving-men has 
gone to bed . The figurE' ye see there, 
moving bPhind the hghted curtains, 
can be none other than Seth Harrison 
himself Now, i f  ye would have word 
and fair reckoning with him, the tim e  
has come. 

" Stay you here, back in the 
shadow. I will summon him to the 
door. I'll wager the old demon is 
still poring over his accounts a nd 
checking the takings in his money
bags !" 

HE walked across the cobbled 
roadway, and, not pausing to 
tug at the iron bell-pun, he 

sent a stone rattling through one of 
tlw tiny panes. I lH' tinkle of the 
falling glass was followed by the 
creaking of the latticed window. A 
night-cappPd head was thrust out. 

" Who seeks admission at such an 
hour ?" called a rasping voice. 'No 
honest man , I trow. Begone, before 
I summo"' the watch ! "  

". 'Tis me, Master. Harri son-an old 
frien d ,  forsooth. Fair Humphrey of 
Talland, back from his wanderings 
and come to bring good news to ye !" 

" A  murrain on ye-naught but a 
piratical fisherman !" sa1d Harrison. 
" I  want no word with ye, now or at 
any time." 

Joe looked up, and his bl ue eyes 
twinkled mischievously. 

" I  sought to find thee alone, at this 
hour past m idnight , "  he said. " 1;  
have words for n o  other ears but 
yours, master . Dost recall the two 
'prentice l ads that Sir Godfrey was 
so anxious you should rid h im of ? 
Well,  believe it or not, I have news 
that will  set your ears a-tingle ! " 

The window slammed, and the 
watchers outside heard slippcred f0et 
on the oaken stairs ; then the rasping 
of chain and lock _and bolt as the 
heayy fastenings were undone. The 
door swung back, and from the lan
tern that Harrison carried a pathway 
of light streamed across the. road
way, revealing the waiting forms of 
Grevi l lc  and Waters. 

With a qu ick step Fair Humphrey 
planked his immense bulk in the 
entrance, and, pushing Harrison 
aga inst the wal l ,  held the door wide. 

" Come on, my merry varlets '" he 
cried. " We have the old villai n  to 
ourselves at last ! Sink me, but I 
warrant we make him tal k ! So, 

(Continued on ne:t:t page) 
The Modem Boy 
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� � � A Plugl91n Coil One Valve t 
� � t Wirele ss Set * 
\\> Sen<l 11our Wireles.'< Trouble.• to IHOOEllN llOJ"S Wirele.'<s Ere11ert· � 
\\) He will answm· FREE, by l>OS·I'. all Wireless QueriRs sent in by rca<lers � 
� \\) 
� you don't care. about winding your own coils ? Then here is a one- � 0 valver using stanrlard plnf!·in coils, several makes of which are � 
\\) obtainable. To cut down cost, two solid dielectric variable � 
� condensers are used. They are much cheaper than the air.dielectric type, � · 
� and thoroughly efficient, too. �
\\) Here is your shopping list : One .0005 solid dielectric tuning condenser ; � 
� one .0003 solid dielectric reaction condenser ; one .0003 grid condenser ; i. � one 2 megohm grid leak ; two coil holders ; one valve holder ; one H.F. 

. 
� choke ; wooden panel aud baseboard each 8 in. by 6 in. , ebonite terminal < 
� str•p 8 in. bv I �· in. : six ord i nary and two telephone terminate ; one on-off . · 

� switch ; insulated wi re for wiring-up, and -flex wire for battery leads. \\) 
� The coi iR requi red are a No. 50 X and a No. 35 for th<" medium- wave � \\) band. and Nos. 200 X and 100 for the long-wave band. \\) 
� The diagram shows the layout and wiring of the set. The coil holders � 
� are placed I} in. apart, with the plug ;;ide of the tuning-coil bolder opposite � 
0 0 
� 0 
0 \\) 

t 
\\) 
0 
\\) t \\) 

H I  
the pin side of the reaction-coil holder. Wire-up with thick insulated wire, 
removing the insulation where wires hook under terminals. 

Use one of the special 2-volt detector valves known as an H.L. This 
will need a 2.volt accumulator and a 60-volt high-tension battery to work it. 

* WHEN you are ready to try the set, plug in the Nos. 50 and 35 

\\) coils, and clip . the flex aerial lead to the tap ping point on the 

� 
coil which is fartheHt from the terminal strip. This tapping 0 gives greatest volume and the other greatest selectivity. · 

� 
Switch on and slowly rotate the tuning dial until you hear signals on the 

0 National wavelength from the local B.B.C. twin-wave station. Further on 

� 
you will hear the Regional signals from this station. 

� 
To make the Hignals louder; rotate the reaction dial very slowly, stopping 

J:.. when you hear a rushing sound in the phones. Never go beyond this point. 
X If you find that the two programmes overlap, transfer the aerial lead to 
v the other tapping on the tuning coil. � You should be able to tune in plenty of foreigners any evening on the 
v 25\J-550 metre waveband, and on the long-wave band Daventry, Radio\\) Pans, and E iffel Tower Will be heard any time they are workmg. \\> 
\1 The n umber ot foreign statwns you will be able to tune in largely � 

� depeu�s on your skill 111 your ha.ndling the tuning controls. The great 1 0 thmg Is to tune slowly. � <��������������������<$>��"""����������<$" 
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Who Sails With Me ? 
Master ilanison "--closing and bar
ring the heavy portal as the 'prentice 
lads stepped inside-'' lead the way to 
your pnv ate office, where we can 
speak in comfo1·t, 

" I  am sorry if . I led you to think 
the lads were dead and gone, as you 
so devoutly wished. 1 hey are here 
in the fle�h, back from foreign parts, 
and you must needs listen to what 
they have to say ! "  
. In tho dim hght a n  ashen but de

fiant figure faced them . 
" I  have naught to say, except that 

·with the morrow the watch shall be. 
summoned and these young ruffians, 
as well as yourself, be handed over 
to the law ! "  declared Harrison . 
· " Have they forgotten ? They were 
indentured to me-bound to service 
for five more years. _ 

" They broke their .bond-and with 
you they JOined a rebel band, led by 
one who called himself Duke Mon
mouth's �on ,  and set out to plunder 
vessels on the high seas, and with the 
money tlms obtained, planned· to 
1·eturn home to spread sedition and 
rebel l ion througli the land ! "  

"- As t o  that," snapped Joe, setting 
l1is huge hands on the other's 
shoulders and pushing him up the 
stairs and along the passageway to 
the lighted room , "- you have your 
facts all  mixed up, and mostly wrong. 

" We know all that is to. be known 
about that strange figure, the Master, 
true grandson of Charles the Merry 
l\fonarch-how he essayed with great 
treasure to return to England and 
claim the crown, and how the Algerine 
pirates took him and his followers 
captive, so that to this day they one 
and all languish in captivity in the 
Kashbah of the Dey of Algiers. 

" But we do not know l10w and for 
what pmpose the two 'prentice lads 
became i ndentured to you, nor why 
Jake Bradshaw, a year ago, this very 
night, in this selfsame room, offered 

throe . thous�nc1 golden pounds on 
behalf of Sir Godfrey Someone-or
other to secure their dE·ath ! "  

" - 'Tis a lie ! "  said Harrison. "- I 
know not the name of Jake Bradshaw, 
nor of any Sir· God frey ! "' 

Frank no Longer ! 

F OR answer Fair Humphrey slowly 
followed · the cowering figure to 
the end of the room, and, with 

panther-like suddenness, gripped his 
immense hands about the other's 
throat and banged the rascal's head 
against the panelled wall .  

" Seth · Harnson, "  he hissed, " I  
would thi1ik as little of squeezing the 
breath out of your body as I would of 
squelch ing a cc1ltipcde under my foot ! 
vVe are here for business, and oui· 
terms are thi.:;. Un less you tell us 
al l  you know-the whole truth and 
�� 

The DANES ol 0 ,\NEHOUSE 
al�c coJnifl[J 1\�exl U1cclz t 

The Opening Chapters of this splendid 
School .. and .. Football Story appear in 
the next issue of MOJERN BOY
which will be ON SAL<:: ON FRIDAY, 

December 23rd. 

DON'T MISS 1'HlS ORE<1T 7'REAT ! 

noth ing but the truth-when day· 
light comes you will  be found with 
your neck broken on the cobbles, 
thirty feet below ! 

" Now, l-isten ! We seek not money, 
for my friends have jJlenty, but truth 
and justice. For this we will deal 
generously with you-pardon your 
fault and leave you free. But truth 
we will have at any price. Now, what 
is it to bc ? "  

Harrison sank down iuto the nearest 
chair, and, resting his head in his 
hands, thought for some time. When 
at last he spoke his voice was scarcely 
a whisper : 

;, Yes, I wil l  speak ! 'T;s perhaps llE 
well you have found me now. I am 
an old man,  who ere long must face 
my l\'Ia l,:er. Better that I die, when 
my time comes, with my f11ce turned 
to the light, than be cast into outer 
darkness. But you have promised--" 

Before "'such abject terror Frank 
Greville's heart softened. 

" We seek only to know the secret 
of our birth-Dick's and mine," 
Frank said. " Who we are, and what 
our ri ghtful p lace in the world should 
be. As to the past-when you have 
truly spoken it shall he forgotten, 
and yQU shall have forgiveness. "  

'" I'hen sit ye down , "  Harrison said. 
" You, Dick, as the younger, shall  be 
by me. Come, hold the hand of a 
bad old man who shou ld have fathered 
ye, though ye be no flesh or blood o '  
mine. Perhaps " -his voice trembled 
weakly-" 'tis not too late to make 
some amend, though for a hard man 
l i ke me 'tis not easy to come quickly 
by way of repentance. Fear-dread 
of that man-is bringing me to tins. 
I would not speak did I not fear 
death. "  

Frank laid a reassuring hand o n  the 
.bowed shoulder and said : 

" Master, we have bargained to for
get the wrong. Only tell us what 
meant .. you that night when you 
plotted w,ith Jake Bradshaw to make 
an · end of Dick and me." 

" There is little to tell ."  The 
other raised his haggard eyes. " Love 
of money-greed of gold-was my 
master. For gold I took you both as 
ch ildren, hid you away from what 
rightly was your own .  And for gold , 

·more "than once I sought your dPath . "  
" 'Tis indeed a terrible admission ! " 

murmured Frank. 
" Ay ! But yp have forced it from 

me. I have gone too far to draw back. 
Where was I ?  Ah, I recall ! You, 
as two children, were brought to me,  
to be hid away that no one should 
know of you . "  

(Continued on opposite page) �
�

·

�

·

�·

�· .. 

�· �·
�

· �
· �· �· �· �· �· �

· �
·
�

·

�·
�

·

· 

• • � • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 0 .. • . . .  . .  . .  ... .. .. . .  . .  .. ,., . .. · . .  .. .. . . . . . . .. . . . 
Our 

Sta�mp Expert 
Says·-

THE word " Judicial " 
overprinted on a 
stamp shows that 

it has been used to · pay 
a com·t fee and not for 
postage. The stamp is not, 
therefore, a real postage 
stamp ; but if you have any other Fiscal stamps in your 
album you should include it with them. 

THE chief difference between the originals and the 
reprint Persian Coronation stamps of 1915 lies in the 

paper and the gum. In the originals the paper has a creamy 
appearance and the gum is very faintly tinged with rose, but 
the reprints are on dead-white paper and the gum is white. 

JF you come across a pair of stamps still joined together 
you should on no account separate them, as pairs are 

always likely to be more valuable than single speoimens. It 

is really best to leave them on their- original envelope and 
mount them in your album just as they arc. 

you are under no obl ig>ltion to buy all the stamps sent 
to you when you write to a stamp dealer for approval 

sheets. You choose the ones you want and send the rest 
back with a postal order to pay for those you have taken. 

BOTH the Swiss Disarmament issues and the Anstmlian 

Sydney Harbour Bridge stamps may be cxprectecl to 
rise in value as time goes on, but the rise will be a very gradual 
one on account of the relatively large numbers printed. 

A HOLE punched through a German stamp usually inui" 
cates that it  was originally stuck on a telegram and thus 

defaced to prevent its being used again. Such stamps were 
afterwards sold to stamp dealers. 

A FEW years ago the Italian Government co�1tracted ,�·ith 
certain commercial firms-Singers Sewmg Machmcs 

amongst them-to print their advertisements side by s.ide 
with various post.age stamps. Such stamps, w1t!1 advertise
ments attached, are fairly common, but arc shghtly more 
valuable than those from which the advertisement has been 
cut. 
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" Then-who arc we ? "  asked Dick. 
Harrison · looked from one to the 

other. Then very slowly he said : 
" You are brothers ! And your 

name is Polruan. You, Francis 
Greville Polruan, the elder, a11d you, 
Richard Waters Polruan, the younger 
by a year and a day. -

" Your p lace of birth was far from 
here-in tlle north of Cornwall,  where 
your mother and your father both 
died, and you were left in the care 
of your father's younger brother, 
Godfrey Polruan . "  

" Ah," exclaimed Frank, " th e  
Sir Godfrev tl1at J a k e  Bradshaw !'poke 
of � "  "' 

" No ! " The old man shook h i s  
l1ead. " There is uo Sir Godfrey 
truly. The title is yours, Frank, as 
yo•11· late father's eldest son. Now 
you see the renson of a l l  this duplicity 
and wrong-doing. With this anciPnt 
baronetcy go by law the hall and lands 
of Polruan, with its rPnt rol l ,  amomJt
ing to some· thousands yearly. 

" It would, in the event d your 
tleath, and Dick's, pass to Sir Godfrey, 

tl1e next heir. As your gua1·dian, 
during the minority of both of you, 
he had control of the estate and of 
the income of it. You, Frank, came 
of age when you were eighteen-nearly 
a year ago. 

" Sir Godfrey knew of this, and 
fearing lest by accident you might 
discover your identity, be set his ac
complice, Jake Bradshaw, to urge rue 
to lose no tin)e in bringing you both 
to a speedy end ! " 

Frank was . sileut a minute. Tllen 
he set both hands upon thC' old man's 
shoulders, ancr bent a kindly gla nce 
upon him. 

" i\>Iaster," he said, " 'tis a sorry tale, 
but out of evil good can come. I.ife 
for you is nearing the end. We would 
not wish to harm you in your last 
years. " . 

Harri,;on looked up ; a faded smile 
came to his wan face, and he replied : 

" Sir Fi·ancis, you have shown the 
spirit of a true Polruan ! I Jwg for
giveness of you all-of you, Master 
ltichard-of you, Fair Humphrey ! 
So-g·ivc me your hand ! "  

"Ah, good Seth," replied Fair' 
Humphrey. " And it shall be a 
li ghter touch than I fastened on ye 
scarce an hour since. Well, here's. mv 
hand on· it ! And to you, Sir Francis_ 
-Fran k  no longer-and to you, 
Master Richard ! Zounds, how great 
the news, and how pleasing strange ! 
Too late the hour grows to tell 
Master Harrison of our wide travels 
and our strange adventures. 

" And yet "-toying thoughtfully 
with his tawny beard-" I do not 
know. There is a tidy cellar here, I 
know. Comp now, master, give me 
the lantern , anfl I will lead the way 
to your store of goodly wine. Let us 
break a bott.Ie, and over it l ive the 
past year again. 

" And then, when our thoughts go 
hack to a spread of canvas, to m y  ship 
at sea, I'll put the question-with 
no fear of your answer : ' Come, lads, 
I must o·o West again to the Spanish 
Main. " who sails with me ? Who 
sails with me ?' " 

THE END. 

Runs-Heavier Loads 
with Hornby Trains 

Every boy knows the reasons why 
Hornby Trains are best of all. He know'; 
that 

Hor-nby Tt·ains give longer runs, a Hrl 
haul heamer loads. 

They a.re strong and 'Yeliable. 
They are realistic and one hundred per 

cent ejjicwnt. 
They are beautifully fit�ished in correct 

colours. 
/lbove all, they are Bntish and therefore 

best, and 81Jery one is fully guaranteed. 

The 1932-33 
Hornby 

Book of Trains 

This mast be a Hornby Christmas for every 
hoy who is keen on model trains I Get your 
copy of the Hornby Book of Trains described 
below and make your choice now. If you pret�r 
to have an ordinary price list, you may obtam 
a copy of folder . J:;ro. 6 from any Meccano �ealer, 
:free of charge, or drrect from Meccano Ltd., pnce I d. 

This splendid book describes the working o f  a modem steam 
locomotive, and shows how its immense power is produ<:.ed. 
Other articles trace the development of Britain's four mo<t 
famous trains, and explain the working of colour-light and 
automatic signalling. 

In addition there are details and prices of every item in the 
Hornby system. 

Yon must get this book. It may be obtained for gd. from 
my Meccano dealer, or post free from Meccano Ltd., for 4 !d. in 
stamps; 

PRICES OF HORNB Y TRAINS FRONI sf-
U PWA RDS. . 

HORNBY 
TRAINS 

M.ECC ANO LTD., 1 1 E H .  :� K. ClLD � V\1 .-\ N  L I V E l{I'UUL 

Ligh t  Celluloid Cycle Accessories m ake spl endid 
xmas 
pa·ts�nts 
Make your Cycle modern with these light celluloid cycleaccessories. 
They are much lighter than metal and never rust or dent. 
Atwarp as/\ /or genuine Bluemei Accessories, they're guaranteed. 
You should have l l !ustrat�d List A-21 1 ,  which describes numerous 
Mudguards, Extensions, lnflatorr,, Handles, Reflectors and Sports 
5�ades, etc. 

· 
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Send a post card to :
Bluemel Bros. Ltd., 

Dept. 26, 
Walston, near Coventry. 
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HEl�E is a simple gadget, easily made, with which you 
can test a model plane without having first to · risk 
damaging i.J;_ in trial flights-especially useful if yours h

appens to be a home-made plane. With it you can find out 
'Jhether the model is correctly balanced so that the t8,il 
rises when the elastic motor is released, and · how long the 

. tail stays up during the motor's run. 
By finding out these two things you 

will know how the model will actually 
behave in flight-whether it will take-off • 

properly, or whether it · is going to fly 
1evel or " stall "-that is, lose flying speed 
and d'rop to thl') ground ·during a flight. 

The tester consists of .a wooden platform 
and two pieces of tin-one at the end, to 
hold the model's tail ; and another piece, 
which is adjustable, against which the l

anding wheels press. The photo shows a 
model being put " through its paces " qn 
this novel· tester, and the 

·
constructional d

etails are shO\vn in the diagrams. THE ma_terials you . .  '�_':ant are a pi�ce . . . . . . .  · . 
of .thm wood, 12 m. long by 4 m. · · 

wide, and two pieces of tin, one 5 in. long by 3 in. wide, and 
the other 6 in. long by 2 in. wide. The pieces of tin can be 
cut from an old cocoa tin and carefully flattened . . 

Sandpaper the woo<l until it is p�rfectly smooth, so that 
the adjustable piece of tin will slide along it. Then 

'
cut the 

5 in. piece of tin to the shape shown at Fig. 3, bend the two 
prongs forward as shown by ' the dotted lines, then bend over 

�� .. �-�-----$t �<.;s· -

.... : :��-.:_--�-�-- - ----
...... -_-_ _ _ _  ._-_ _ __ _ _ _  - -- -�--;;. - - � -

Fig . 1 .-The compieied tester with (dotted o u tl i ne) the 
model in position ready for the test. 

the bottom portiqn to form a 
fl

ange, and n.ail this to the 
underside of the p_latfo_rm. · 

Cut the second piece of tin tts at Fig. 2, so that you hrwe 
a 3 in. piece bent upright in the centre, with -its ends bent 
at right angles to form lugs. Bend the main ends over and 
slide it on to the wooden platform. Fig. 1 shows the 
completed tester with, in clotted outline, a model in position 
ready for a test. 

To use it, put the model plane on the platform of the tester 
and slide 'the adjustable undercarriage-rest backwards until 

;_it· presses agains.t t
�

e plane's wheels, then wind up the model's 
�otor ancl· let go, 

The Expert who oonduct� this •·erJulo;r feature 
wilt answe>• Free, through the Po·st, anu Ai•• 
queries that an11 reader cares· to send to the Editm• 

. . f
F the tail comes up immediately and presses against the 

lugs at the top of the rear fitting during four-fifths of the 
motor's ·run, it shows that the model is well balanced and the 
position of the undercarriage is • goocl. -

·

. 
If the tail comes up but-quickly drops do_wn again, it is a 

sign that the model will lose tlying speed and ·drop to the 
ground · during a flight. The trouble is probably due to bad 
balancing. Look to see whether the elevators are up and 
consequently tending to, 'drag the tail clown. If they are, 
bend them level and test again. . 

Should the elevators be. a)J right, then under-powering is 
the cause, and a stronger elastic motor should. be fitted; 

When the tail fails to come \lp, the fault may be clue to 
one of three things-unde�carriage too far. fm:�vard ; . .  under
powering ; or not enough lifting power iri the tail. In the 
latter case, the re!_lledy is to fit a tail with a slightly larger area. 
The easily-made Plane Tester doing it� . )ob. Notice how ' 

the plane's tail has rrsen. 

/" , -.. , . ..-. __ _ 

THIS plane tester is not able to show up ever
y i

ault in 
a model aeroplane, of course, so after putting your 

model through its paces on the tester you should give it a 
few trial flights: · 

First of all, launch your model fairly vigorously with its 
motor unwound, to see if the plane is gliding propeiJy. Make 
any adjustments necessary to get the model in good glir1ing 
trim, then wind . the motor to about three-quarters the 
maximum number of turns and launch it on its first power<)d 
flight. 

. .  In launching, tilt its nose ever so slightly downward& to 
assist the plane in getting under way, when it sh01ild begin 
to climb steadily. Never launch a plane with its nose inclined 
upwards, or it will stall and crash. 

Watch your plane ca·refully ou its test-flights. If it climbs 
and then staUs, either the inainplane is too far forward or 
the tail-plane is set at the wrong angle. When these faults 
are only slight, the plane flies on an up-and-down course

: 

Several faultB may cause a model plane to turn in flight
the rudder may be twisted to one side, the wing or fuselage 
may be warped <:rooked, the motor may be over-powered, or 
the mainplane may not be quite at right angles to the fuselage, 

Fig . 2 . .:...Below. -This is the part against �i-'-t 
which the model's land ing-wheels will  r 

rest. 

Fig . 3 .-Right.-This w i l l  form the rear . 
part of t h e  tester. 

z,f 

l � � 3" 
. '--,> � 
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A Good Send-off ! J Away goes 1\!r. Kaye Don, the world-famous racing � motorist, in o. 150 m.p.h. car tuned-up for ·an attack 
on a speed record. j\!fr. Don is one of the team ·of 
experts who have written the intensely interesting 
articles, full ·of the romance of man's 1\lastery of Speed 
on Land and 'Vater, which appear in the MODERN 
BOY'S BOOK OF 1\WTORS, SHIPS and ENGINES. 
This magnificent NEvV book is crowded with hundreds 
of fascinating pictures, and well-wri-tten articles which tell of great achievements in things mechanical . It 

also contains four coloured plates. 

NOW ON SALE 

INSISt THAT . · · - U BUY · 
-THE tYELE LAMHPE�E FEATURES HAS Al\l1 . 

FtD HAS .! 
. . Pi leo ! It is an assura�ce 

lnsist emptw;ticall� on a 
MORE in value-give 

that your 5/-. will 
�ny · i  the only cycle lo.mp 

MORE in service. Pifco
:A.i'L the features a.bove. 

selling at 6/- that bas our judgment, your 
In tairness t?,, Y0r':cbo,�ketR�fuse a substitute, 
safety-say P : d afely ever after !  
secure ·a Pifco and r J  e s 

d good Cycle Agents 
Obtainable fr1o

f
m Sto:;j\'in��lty send P.O. for 51-

everywhere. any 
direct to 

Str-eet, Manchester, or 
P I FCO .LTD ., �:::s� Road, 

London, W .C.Z· 

�������N=�1=!a=�e;;;;;;�nt=s-�j IP If i o�; 
7f6 Net 

MADE and GUARANTEED by 

BA I LEY'S 
· " SU PE R " PCUM P 

The APEX INFLATOR CO., Ltd., Aldridge Road , Perry Barr, Birmingham. 

Celluloid c o v e r e d, 
15 X j i n. W i t h  
Steel Lining 2/3 each . 
With A l u m i n i u m  
Lining 2 / 6  each. The 
Metal Linings are 
s o  I i d drawn from 
a M e t a l  B l a n k ,  <:artridge f a s h i o n .  Cannot warp. 

STAMP FREE MINT CENTRAL 
WALLET & . AMERICAN 
A Pocket Wallet fitted with Perforation 
Gauge, size 3!" x 5!", containing Mint Central American, cat. 7/6, will be sent 
to genuine approval applicants only, · 
enclosing 3d. for postage and packing. 
ALIX HARLAND (Dept. D.S), 3, Featherstone 

Buildings, High Holborn, London, W.C.I. 

FREE ! 26 diff. J?O LAND 
including : RAINBOW of HOPE ( 3  dift. ) ;  1921 
l'eace hsue; Polish SHIP ot S'l'A'l'E; WARWEL 
�18�fsf±s1l0�����s�tai:o

a�O'StN
M�nJ,-:�t A�LL 

a.nd Portrait of Mr. Sienkiewicz; S c arce  
REVOLUTION COMMEMORATIVE (Soldiers) ; 
flnc set showj-n? POLISH CAVALRYMEN, also 
u swiATOWIT� the ancient SLAV GOD ; many 
{?�:i�:e '5�LYA{A����

T
�d�f aK���ites�

n
a
c
�g�·�v;1�: 

S H O W ELL BROS. (M.B.15), 42, Vanbrugh 
Hill, LONDON, S.E.3. 

MAMMOTH ORIENTAL PACKET FREE ! !  
This monster package contains .301 Unsorted 
Forei

�
n Stamps, many scarce from St. Pierre et 

J!:f!R��� �Jeif'J1:Jlne����§�N c�?ff���. 01TWif�� 
�O.P.O.) � China (Sailing Junk). etc. Just send 
d. f�fsc��;

g
:PP���al�

ac
��;oa�

n�d�e��b��- large 

Special: 200 different British Coloninls (No 
English),  3/6. 

Ill. L O N G B O T T O M  & E A S T I C K ,  
59, Boldenhurst Road, B ournemouth. 
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AH applications for Advertisement 
Space in this publication should 
be addressed to the Advertisement 
Manager, The MODERN BOY, 
Tallis House, Tams St.,  London, 

E . C.4. 

SETS (Postage extra). 
4 Abyssinia Gd. 10 C&nada .. . ... 2d. 
5 Algeria. ... 2d. 5 Cape Good Hope 2d, 
5 Angola ... 2d. 5 Cape Verd-e . . . 3d. 

10 Argentine 2d. 4 Cameroons .. . 3d. 
10 Australia 3d. 10 Dantzi� . ... 2d, 

5 Azores ... 2d. 5 Domimca.n Rep. 3d. 
10 Bavaria. ... 2d. 5 Ecuador ... 2d, 

5 Bolivia. ... 3d. 20 Czecho ... ... 2d. 
5 Brazil ... 2d. 20 Poland ... ... 2d. 
5 Barbados ... 2d. 20 Roumania ... 2d. 
5 Brit. Guiana ... 3d. 10 Turkey . .. ... 2d. 

J. R U S S D L L, " Chetwynd," Shanklin 
Drive, West<:liff·on�Sea. 

3 1  

FREE. 22 FRENCH 
COLONIES 

Including old and recent. issues. Every stamp <�. 
perfect picture in itself. Leopards, na.t.tves� 
jungle scenes, etc. You must get them. I 
will send thiS collection absolutely f1•ee to n.ll 
stamp collectors sending 2d.- postage, abroad 6d. 
p.o. Only one gift to each applicant. 

C P KEEF W I L L I N GDON, 
• . • I E.ASTBOU R N E, SUSSEX, 

The WONDERSCOPE 
Every boy should possess this 
scientific novelty. Indispens� 
i��1o�� !tg_

t
,ac��ta�!�f���

i
p\�fd and Opera Glasses. TeJescope, 

SteJ·eoscoJ>e,Microscope,Buru4 
ing, Reading, and Magnifying 
?!;s�&

e Ct
o�1f�sy ���nijj��� 

finish"Cd, strong lens, 2/�. 
posta.g.£l 3d. extra.}-A. HERBER.TS 

A.l6),  59, ADYS RD., PECKHAM, 
LONDON, S.E.l5. 

CUT TH IS OUT 
BOYS' PEN COUPON. VALUE 3d. 
Send 5 of these Coupons with only 2/9 {and 2d. 
stamp) direct to tho FLEET PEN CO .• 119, 
Fleet Street, E .C.4. By return you will recetvo 
a handsome Lever SeJf.Filling FLEET S.F. PEN 
with Solid Gold Nib (Fine. Medium, or Broad), 
usually 10 / 6. Fleet price 4/·. CT with 5 Coupons 

only 2/9. Red Mottled Model 2/· extra. · 
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�:��:�.�;��:��:��:��:��:��:.:M.l!.fe.::-�:.:.c..�::-.��,...,.�i_rd.:;P._�Y.:- i l}S!U'ance, and for driving L������������'� -· -·backwa.>ds ! . 

· · · �e �titrGP !;:s!:�t���i£�{.�� ·Tal* ll -exciting-adventurous-!�cnd: funny. 'r)i �- by JOHN BERESFORD. · The l,irst, 

. 1\411 fii; chapters appe�r iu nc:-ct w:cck's MODfRN 
BoY. That ISsue will be · on ' salo, on 
Friday instead of on the Saturday 

!''''''''"''''''''''''"'''"'''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''' uooo.,oooooooooooo., ooooo o o o ;  -Saturday · being Chr'ist'mas Eve, !. or 
course: · rlease niakc a note of tlui:t ! · '� � .4_dd�e�h;o;�i:���e�!o �ODERN BOY, � 

i . , Fleet way Hou'Se, : 
, · - L.: ........................... .......... :�.:��-�-�����-���:��-:-�.-.�: . ..1 TW��;�.NofP��r�sti� sfr��\�;��d:u��� 

. All. .lcttcrs . . m .. st bear lfie full ttame and arldress of the tvrit�� ·• . .. with its · appearance next F ·ida;y .�his -., · - · present series of the ad\·cnturcs . of the · · -�; .. ;�;.;������-����� Correspondence,Course Cowbo,· cAme8' t.o �--:�-.:�-.:�-.:�-.:�-.:�-.:�-.:'"A·-.:�-.:�-.:�-.:�-.:'\i J " 
an end . . 
: Hs place _will be taken by a series of 

T
HANK YOU, Mr. GHOST !-I have BUT that's not all you get for your Air-Adventure stories by FLYIN:G

r,net the most obliging and court- money . . When your penny drops OFFICER W. E. JOHNS ! Start the 
· - eovs ghost that .ever was ! The in, a motor-horn, ' electrically operated, New Year well by re.1.ding the 'first.� oE 

other night I was- staying -with ftientls in sets up a tc_rrif)ic din. The goats· have them. I'll tell you something more ab_out 
a very old house-'-full of rambling pas- quickly learned to recognise that hubbi:tb this extra.special new feature in· next 
sages and corridors, with bed-rooms as the call to a feed. week's Chat. 
dotted about here and there. There was You should see these fifty goats legging 
no electric light, and I went to bed with it like. billy-ho from all the distant GREY [ SHADOW Comes Back !
a guttering candle, in a room which carriers of their enclosure at the very Those of you who remember t.h\!t 
se�med to me to bo about a quarter- first " honk " ! They used to run just amazing British Secret Service agent, 
mile from the next iiihabited room. as rapidly in th'3 opposite direction until Captain Guy Ellis, known to the Germans 
No one had mentioned ghosts, but I they got to know what the noise meant. during the Great War as the " Grey 

· had· a bad attacl� of the " creeps " Now you've only got to make a noise · Sh�dow "-and feared by them-will 
before I had been . m that room twenty c r . . .. • . give three cheers on learnmg that he is · 
�e�?n�s. , . . . , -· . ����:��::...._�:� ..,_ cqming bac�. to. A4e .. -pl,lg�s of MODERN 

Silly ass ! I .�aid to myse1f, un- " • • - · · : . , -�� ·:soY',� N.ex,t Fr.iday ! · 

dres;;ed, snuggled mt? .,bed, 'al!-d went · · - ' · Young· Peter, of Traitor's Rock, meets 
stralg!t-� to sleep�after Jllowing out the N EXT fRI DAY f Grey .Shadow in. most astonishing eir-
can..<t.J!'l _and_ p!ac_mg a . box o.£ 'matches • cumstances, and between therri they do 
carefully ";I thin nn_mediate reach on the O 

· · 

·f · h . risky and i nvaluable work for the 
sm.�,ll bedside table. - · n account o t e Empire. That story, by Gco. E. Christmas· Holiday Rochest.er, is one of next Friday's extra-

. ..  the next . issue of specials. SUDDENLY I broke out into a cold 
sweat. .. 'l'hei·e was someone or 

something in therOO)ll tJ:at had no right . MODERN" . BO y to be- -there. · ·For several seconds I lay 
wOl:i_derjpg \�hat'. .� - s�o-�ld §f1e �f I lighted 
my candJe. ,.Wi�� an �erow effort I 
stretch�� out my arm; .v ery slowly and 
cautiously, to trre· m;'dside table-mid the box of matches 'was ]}late![ in my hand ! 

CHI�S the Bully.-Thc ship's carpen
ter was a •great husky, bullying 

fellow, and· hid things all his own way- . 
until Frank Bp.ck, of '.� !\ring 'Em Back 
Alive " fame, enlisted his help in handling. 
an orang-utan. Then Chips the Bully 
went· all' lim'p, as Frank Buck himself 
will tell · you, ·in next Friday's MoDERN 
�OY. ·This· is another thrilling still-y 
in · otir ·great BR-ING 'EM BACK 
ALIVE series . 

. - • . •, .. ·t'�· . 1f.._ • � - ; � .� .. Js:� . ·· . . y.>· • CA� You 13eat _ It. ?::...,wen; I think 
that's about the shortest ghost . stof:f you've ' ev_C'r . read. I'm' sorry" to 

have to add that the fit of shivering which 
immediately seized me woke me .up. 
I had been dreaming all the time". · 

If you have a queer story that can 
be condensed into as few words I would 
lil1e: .to hear it f The ghost season is 
'' in • ·  - now, with Christmas only a few 
days·_·ahead. If you hear a · good one, 
pass It on ! · · · 

G IDDY Goats .-From ghosts to goats 
is an easy-and . cheerful-transi

tion·. One of the famous Nature-photo-: 
. gra phers who has cont�ibut:ed largely 
to the NEW ZOO ANNUAL (a GRAND 
present that would in!1ke fo� you ! )• 

· treated me last week to a day at the 
London Zoo. We were attracted to an 
uproarious crowd arou'i1d the goats' 
enclosure, and my friend-who has very 
sh!trp . elbows-quickly found us both 
front places. ' - . 

The shrieks of mirth were caused by 
the a.ntics of the goats, who were scram
bling for corn as it \vas being shot to them 
out of an automatic m·achine. You put a 
penny in 'the slot, and· the corn hurtles 
ou t. The goats do _the rest . 

will be on sale a day 
earlier than usual..:......: 

N·EXT - FRI DAY 
• •• • -· ' p � •• 

DECEMBER 
--� 

2 3rd. 

Get YOUR copy T-HEN !  SPE
.
CIAL

, 
Chri�tm�s Fe�t�res_; _ 

w�ip� I 
. •• ��� -· �� haven t space - to mentiOn · here, 
�--:�-.:�-.:��-.:�-.:'\ii will delight . you in that· same' issue. 

like a penny for the whole crowd of them 
to brace their muscles in instant readiness 
to get off the m!j,rk ! . . ' 

There will also be a special chat about 
the . Seconu .Australia-England Test 
Match. . . WHERJ!: : Are Your Stamps ?:-Do 

NO Luck !-Did you ever hear of the - you collect . post!1ge . . ·sfamps ? 
· fellow who liad ·a most ·wonderful _ W�ere . are_ �hey-�ockmg a boo.��- ,all 

mascot--'-a black cat whiohj'he deciared, over th� place ? _Get t� new c,�ttwn of 
was. alw!tys bri:q.ging. hil!f�d ·Luck ? · that popula,r shillmg . Atlas stamp 
He fell over it one nig!t ; in' the .dank ; album, fot�rth editwn, J Ust _out . . It h.as 
and broke his leg·. • H� �s been.· lookin� a very. bnght and att�active pi�to�tal 
for .that .black cat ever since. ·But I think ?ov:�r, and you . can have bm�mg 
:i'Ou'd··have a job to beat this · story · of m eit.her chocolate, red, green, blue; or 
" luck." . , violet. Messrs. Stanley Gibbons have 

A man some ·time �go was sitting in a hro_ug_ht tJ:tis Alb�m r)ght " ,up . to -daitc. 
frie?-d's car. : . He hadJ?'t the foggi-est �.� I� ill�strated With {00 full_-size

_ 
sta!llp 

notion of dnvmg, and .whtm. his friend Iaustrahons, and ha� been e�uar �e�t to 
stopped the car and got out to· speak to hold 3, 7.50 stamps. A JOlly g_?od shdmgs
someone, the car ran lfackwards ·until worth that � am snrc you will be glad to 
it fetched up with a bump. Then the hear about . 
following .happened : He, the passenger; 
was. summoned for d,riv'ing without due · SEE .Y()U, 'AGAIN NEXT. FiiiDAY ! • 

care and attention, not ·haviug a drivin.;. 
''·· .. , · ' . ·The· 

. EDITOR. licence, not having a policy to covet 
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