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FOUND MANY STRANGE THINGS ON THE ISLAND OF SECRETS—
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Mothing ever grows old—
people can live for centuries
: in this queer place!
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Peter and Ann and their uncle, Professor Jolly, had escaped from the

two Swiss scientists, Yon Tik and Yon Tok, who lived in a remote valley

+ on the Island of Secrets. "We are lucky to find this queer boat," said

Peter os he gazed over the side, "l w'p?ou those crazy scientists must

have built it." The professor nodded. “l should think so, judging by ali
the control levers!” he answered.

As the sliding roof clamped home, the ship gave a sudden lurch and

plunged beneath the sea. Our chums were flung to the deck and for

several seconds there was turmoil. Then Professor Jolly struggled up

and snatched at the wheel. *“We're not sinking—the ship has turned

into a submarine!'’ he gasped hoarsely. Peter, Ann and Koko stumbled
to the row of portholes and peered out.

Just then Koko, the little monkey, caught hold of a lever to pull himself

up. The lever moved down under his weight and at once there came o

fierce whirr of machinery, “Look out! The boat’sfalling to bits!” cried

Ann. But it wasn’t! The curved roof over the forepart of the vessel was

sliding back like a lid. “lIt's o trap!” Peter jerked out. “We'll be
completely shut inside!”

They could see nothing but the shimmery green waters of the sea

swirling before their eyes. Professor Jolly, his feet braced on the sloping

deck, was struggling to get the sub on an even keel. "“We've changed

direction, | think,” he panted, “‘and she won’t answer to the wheel!”

Peter swung round suddenly, his face pale. *‘l con see the base of the
cliffs ohead!” he cried. ““We're gaing to crash!™

The submarine sped on. It seemed that nothing could save them from

smashing into the submerged cliff-face. Then, ot the last moment,

Peter saw a great area of gloomy blackness against the white stone of

the ¢liffs. *"There’s an opening ahead!"” he cried. "Keep her steady,

Uncie! I think we're heading straight for it!"” A second later they were
in the pitch darkness of an undersea cave.
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On ploughed the submarine, churning up the water as it drove through
that flooded tunnel under the cliffs. Ac last they felt a harsh grating
under the keel, and with an abrupt lurch the submarine stopped.
“We're above sea-level—and we've run a
peering from a porthale. The professor o

Sl "

und!” cried Peter,
a water-tight door and
climbed out. They were in a great domed cavern!
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“Wae've come up right undernoath the islandl” muttered Professor ©ur chums had no warning. Suddenly they were attacked from behind
lolly. The submerine was 30 hard aground that they could not get it and seized in powerful arms. It wos like a nigh ref Their kers
‘afloat again. “'Let's see if there’s a woy out slong one of these  seemed like men, except that their foces were weird masks of polished
‘passages,”’ Peter suggested. They set off, and were amozed to see a  stone with slits for the eyes and mouth. They looked like miniatures
lighted lemp hanging from the rock roof. And then, behind them, & of the ancient Egyptian sphinx. The three explorers fought hard, but

slab of stone pivoted aside to reveal some strange-looking men. they were outnumbered. Koko scampered off with a squeck of fear,

i "~ ’ Yy
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"What are they, Uncle?'' Ann asked in a shaky voice os they were led The man on the throne spoke in o soft, hissing voice: ‘'l am Eblis,
away. Before Professor jolly could answer they were brought into a  master of magic, sorcerer to the Phoroohs who ruled Egypt five thous-
great cavern and found themselves facing a dark, wild-eyed man on a and years ogo!” Eblis told how he had been sent with a company of
richly carved throne. At his feet was a black panther. Burning broziers  men to mine rich jewels from the Isiand of Secrets. When an sarth-
of incense gave off o strange perfume, and the walls and floor were  quoke submerged the caves where they worked, Eblis ruled this land,

carved with the mystic symbels of ancient magic! and had used his magic arts to make the men his slaves.

“By spells and chorms | have made them obedient to my will!” cried  Stonding in the centre of o great pentagon, o symbol of magic, eur
Eblis. ""See how they are imprisoned in their stone masks, in token of  chums felt themselves growing sleepy. The low, terrible chanting went
their slavery!”” Me rose from his throne. In one hand was @ tall wand  on and rhe air grew heavy with menace. Eblis stood at one edge of the
with carved serpents twined along its length. **You, too, shall become pentagon, o mask of stone in his hand. "“Come!" he commanded.
‘Sphinx-men!' he hissed. He began to chant in a stronge tongue, and as  Unable to resist, Peter moved slowly forward. And then little Koko,
he did so the incense fumes grew heaviar. crouched high up on the wall, leapt into action.

{Continued on page 20)




“Yippee!"” yelled Doctor Smackenwhacker os he whizzed past the
astonished masters.

NE morning Jimmy Bash
and Tommy Attaboy,

- ggftls at Doctor Gandy-
bar’s School went into the den
of Willie Wizzard, schoolboy
inventor, and gasped in aston-
ishment.

Standing in the middle of the
den was an invalid chair. It was
the usual kind, with two large
wheels at the sides and a
smaller wheel with a long handle
at the front to guide it, It had
come from the school hospital.
But what was it doing in Willie
Wizzard's den, behind the
school boiler-house? And why
were a pair of legs sticking out
from beneath it?

“What on earth is
asked Jimmy Bash.

The legs wriggled out from
under the chair. They were
followed by the wriggling body,
then the shoulders, and lszy
the . large head, and bulging
forehead of Willie Wizzard
himseif.

**This,”” he said, polishing his
huge glasses, “is the Wirzard
Jet-engined Arm-chair. You
press a button and-—whizz—ofl
you go like a rocket. Read the
notice on the table."

Jimmy picked up a magazine
which was lying on the table. 1t
was called The Inventor and was
open at a page which read:
BIG PRIZES FOR SCHOOLBOYS.
GrAND conTEST. BuiLp A
WORKING MODEL OF A WHEEL-
CHAIR AND WIN A PRIZE.

“Aw, gee,”" said Tommy
Attaboy, who came from the
States, “that sounds ecxciting.
What do you have 10 do?”

“I've told Mr. Halfspun
about ‘it,” said Willie. “He
thinks it .a great ideax. He's
going 1o ask all the boys to
have a go.””

Mr. Halfspun was the Fourth
Form master, but he was in
charge of the school, because
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this,"”

Dr. Gandybar, the Head, was
away in London at a meeting of
Headmasters. After school Mr.
Halfspun called all the boys
together in the Big Hall and
told them about the contest.

“Boys.”” he called, rapping
the table for silence. *'l have
here,”—he waved Willic Wiz-
zard's magazine in the air—"a
notice about a contest for clever
schoolboys. This magazine
offers a prize for the best
working model wheelchair built
by a schoolboy. In ubout a
week's time, an Inspector will
call to examine the—er—
models. Now 1 think all of you
will want 1o enter this contest;
and 1 think that this school can
hold its own with all others.
Does everyone agree 7'’

The roar that went up from
the boys meant ‘yes’’. Mr.
Halfspun beamed down on
them. “1 knew you'd like the
idea,’ he said. “Boys who cnter
the competition will have the
afternoons free from lessons all
next week.’” This time the cheer
nearly raised the roof. Mr.
Halfspun rapped for silence
again. “When Dr. Gandybar
comes back,”” he went on, “he
will be pleased to find that we
have used our time wisely. So
off you go, boys, and get busy
on your inventions.”

All the next week the school
buzzed with excitement and
resounded to the banging of
hammers as the boys got busy
with their chairs on wheels. It
soon became evident that every-
body couldn’t build a different
sort of chair all by himself, so
groups were formed. "Each
group had its own invention,
and jealously kept its ideas from
the others. At morning lessons
secret diagrams were passed
from hand to hand. and
whispered talks were held about
the progress of the work. Soap

boxes were in great demand, so
were bicycle chains, wheels,
sprockets, and handlebars. The
carpentry room, where the boys
usually did their woodwork was
a hive of industry right up to
bedtime every night.

Mr. Halfspun was delighted.
“This is a splendid idea of
mine,”’ he said to Mr. Wisket,
the Housemaster. 'l always say
that if you give the boys some-
thing to do that they like doing,
they will always do it.”’

“*I thought,”" said Mr. Wisket

coldly, “‘that it was Willie
Wizzard's idea.””
“Huh!" exclaimed Mr. Half-
spun. **Wizzard is in my
class. and let me tell you
this""—he lowered his
voice—""half Wizzard's
ideas are really mine
first.”

“Well,”™ said Mr.
Wisket doubtfully, *I
hope Dr. Gandybar will
like 1.

*Of course he will,"”” snapped
Mr. Halfspun. “'I've been in this
school longer than you have. 1
know what I'm doing.'’ He
strolled off to the manual room.
. "“Boys,"” he said, “tomorrow
is the great day. Dr. Gandybar
comes back, and the competi-
tion judge arrives to select the
best invention for the competi-
tion. You must all be ready.”

Late that night when everyone
should have been in bed bangs
were still coming from the work-
shop as the boys hammered
away at breakneck pace to
finish their inventions. Willie
Wizzard toiled beneath his
invalid chair, while Tommy
Attaboy handed him tools, and
Jimmy Bash stood guard at the
door.

Next morning Mr. Halfspun
set off to meet Dr. Gandybar
at the station. “‘Be ready for us
coming back,'” he told the boys
before he left. “Have all the
vehicles lined up at the far end
of the playground, for the
judge will probably be on the
same train.”’

Mr. Halfspun was waiting on
the village station platform,
among the milkcans, when the
London train chuffed in. Qut of
a carriage stepped Dr. Gandy-
bar, followed b% a gentleman
with lung white hair, on top of
which sat an old battered hat.
He had great bushy eye-
brows, a long horse-like face
and long while false tecth. He
was dressed in a shabby old
tweed suit.

“Ah said Dr. Gandybar,
holding out his hand to Mr.
Halfspun, “I'm so glad to get
back. This is Mr. Smacken-
whacker, the most famous
Headmaster in England.”

Mr. Halfspun had never
heard of Mr. Smackenwhacker.
He approached the great man
timidly and held out his hand.
*Glad ito meet you, Mr.
Smackenwhacker,”” he said.

PLAYGROUND AT GANDYBAR SCHOOL IS JUST LIKE A RACE-TRACK!

“*Smacken WHACKER!"
shouted Mr. Smackenwhacker
so loudly that the railway guard
nearly swallowed his whistle,
and the porter dropped a case of
eggs on the Stationmaster’s toe.

“S-sorry—sir,”’ blurted out
Mr. Halfspun hastily. He
started 1o look along the
platform for anyone who might
resemble an invention judge.

“Well,”’ demanded Mr. Smac-
kenwhacker, “What are you
looking for 7"’ :

*N-nothing-sir,"” said Mr.
Halfspun who felt that the
fierce Mr. Smackenwhacker
might at any moment order
him to bend over the milk cans
for a caning. I mean—I was
looking for a taxi to take us to
the school.”

“*A taxi!’ roared the famous
Headmaster. *'It is only three
miles. Which would you rather
do: walk for an hour along the
quiet country lanes in the clean
fresh air, or sit for ten awful
minutes in a stuffy taxi? Eh,
Dr. Gandybar?”

**Sit for ten awful—I mean
walk in the clean fresh air, of
course,”” replied Dr. Gandybar.
“Come let's go. We'd better
keep close to the hedge or the
buses will knock us down.”" So
off they set along the dusty road.

**Mr. Smackenwhacker is 3
great believer in peace and
quiet,”” explained Dr. Gandy-
bar. "'I’ve been telling him about
my school. How it is all peace
and quiet. How wisdom and
learning go hand in hand, and
the quiet thoughtful lads stroll
together beneath the elm trees
thinking lofty thoughts.”*

“Yes,"”" said Mr. Smacken-
whacker in a voice that sent the
frightened rooks flying from
the trees, and the rabbits
scurrying to their holes. “I’ve
no ume for rush. [ hate the
hurry and bustle of modern life.
Too much time spent on speed.
Everybody dashing about in
motor cars, or bicycles, or
roller skates. 1 hate it.”’

*“Oh nonc of that at my
school,”” assured Dr. Gandybar.
Then in a whisper he said out
of the corner of his mouth to
Mr. Halfspun: "Did you get
my letter? | hope you told the
boys to walk arm in arm beneath
the trees Jooking as if they were
thinking lofty thoughts, for
that's how I hope to find them."”

“What letter?"’ asked Mr.
Halfspun unhappily. He hadn’t
received any letter, which wasn’t
surprising, for the letter was
still in Dr. Gandybar's pocket.
He had forgotten to post it
Dr. Gandybar whispered again:
“If you've let anything go
wrong 1'lIl—""

“Stop mumbling,”” order Mr.
Smackenwhacker. "I can’t hear
a word you say for these
dratted buses. Aren’t we nearly

there yet?”’
“*Only another two and a hall
miles,”” said Mr. Halfspun



HIGH-POWERED, HIGH-SPEED ARMCHAIRS ON WHEELS RUSH ABOUT EVYERYWHERE!

miserably: and he wished it
were {arther,

Meanwhile the school was in
a ferment. The quiet playground
looked ltke a miniature Trafal-
gur Square gone mad. High-
powered wheel-chairs dashed in
all directions. Most of them
were  driven by chains and
pedals, but some of them were
different. Charlie Summers had
copied from a book a 1904
model of ‘a horseless carriage
driven by steam. It chuffed and
chugged and rang a huge bell
as it sped along at ten miles an
hour. Another moael was driven
by water power. [t carried a
large tank from which a thin
stream of water fell on 1o a blade
that turned the wheels. But as
the breeze blew the stream of
wiiter it missed the blade and
poured down the driver's neck.
Willie Wizzard's model didn't
go at all. it was still in his den,
and he was still under it.

“Come on, now boys,”” called
Mr. Wisket. “Line up at the far
corner of the playground. When
Mr. Halfspun returns with Dr.
-Gandybar and the Inspector of
Inventions | will shout ‘go’ and
off you will dash, four times
cround the school building.
Where's Wizzard. 1 wish Wiz-
zard would hurry up.

Willie Wizzard was just push-
ing his invalid chair across the
playground when the three
masters entered the school gate.
They all looked a bit footsore,

*“Ah,” exclaimed Mr. Smac-
kenwhacker, spotting the chair,
“How nice! Just what I wanted.””
He sank gratefully into the chair
and smiled at Wiﬁic. whose face
was covered with oil. “How

good of you, Dr. Gandybar, to
provide your guests with a
wheel-chair, and have it pushed
by a_ quaint little negro boy.
Wcll boy, let's be off."”

Willie naturally thought that
Mr. Smackenwhacker was the
judge, so he pushed him 1o the
far end of the playground where
the other vehicles were lined up
ready to start. Mr. Wisket was
waiting impatiently. When he
saw Mr. Smackenwhacker in
the chair he approached with a

smile. “Good morning, sir,"" he
said. "We've been waiting for
you.”” Mr. Smackenwhacker

was so amazed at the line-up of
queer contraptions that he wiis,
for once, speechless. “*Perhaps,”

added Mr. Wisket, sceing that
the other made no move to qul(
the chair, * ‘you’ "d like to try this
chair yourself.”

*Try @t 7 asked Mr. Smack-
enwhacker. “Of course I'm
going to try it. I'm an older man
than you, Mr. Whatever-your-
name-is. Do you expect me 10
g;’qvf my wheel-chair up to you,
eh?”’

“Well,"" said Mr. Wisket, "if
you will all get into line. When
I say *go’.”

“Press the button on. the
arm, sir,”’ whispered Willie to
the famous Headmaster.

“Eh, what's that?" said Mr,
Smackenwhacker. He pressed
the bullon just as Mr. Wisket
said *go’.

There was a “whoof” and
off shot Mr. Smackenwhacker
at a steady twenty miles an
hour, followed by 2 dozen queer
comr:xuons The steam engine
chuffed and chugged, the water
engine spluttered, bells rang,

boys yelled. Mr. Smacken-
whacker, his long horse face
filled with terror hung on for
dear life, the unwilling leader in
this queer race,

“This is dreadful, dreadful,””
wailed Dr, Gandybar, “Whose
awful idea was this? Yours, Mr.

Hall‘spun"
“Oh, n- no. stammered Mr.
Halfspun *As a matter of fact

it was ﬁrs: suggested by Willie
Wizzard.”

*1 might have known ix,‘
said Dr. Gandybar as he
waiched the cars disappear
round the school, with the most
famous Headmas:er in England
in the lead. *'Wizzard!"" he
called as the black-faced Willie
appeared. ' Will you please call
at my study just before bedtime.
1 want to have a long talk with
you. A long puinfuf taik.”

Just then the wild procession
swept round the far side of the
schaol on the second lap of the
race. Mr. Smackenwhacker was
still in the lead. He bore down
on the Headmaster with a cry,
and came so close he nearly cut
off Dr. Gandybar's toes. "Yip-

>

pee.’” he yelled as he whizzed
past. The others gazed in
asionishment. Mr. Smacken-

whacker was enjoying it!

Away dashed the cars to the
far end of the playground,
skirting round the ancient elms
where (wo soppy Sixth Formers
were  strolling arm in  arm
thinking iofty thoughts. When
they picked themselves up, the
thoughts they were thinking
loftily weren’t lofty at all,

Third time round Mr. Smack-
cnwhackcr had gained five
yards. “'Look,” he cried as he

-another

passed the specchless masters.
"No hands.” He spread out his
arms to show how clever he was.
Just at that moment a little man
came in the school gates. He
was dressed in a pin-striped
suit, and a bowler hat. Under
his arm he ¢carried an important-
looking brief case. Mr. Smack-
enwhacker probably saw him,
but it was too late. ?l'hcrc wis @

“whoomph'” and the little man
turned a complete somersault in
the air. When the chair dis-
appeared round the corner on
its last lap the little man was
lying across Mr. Smacken-
whacker's knees. When they
appeared again they were 2
struggling mass of arms and
legs. The chair was cutling
crazy capers on a  Zig-zag
course, scattering boys, and
wheel-chairs in all directions.

The school janitor, Charlic
Chutes, chose that moment 10
come out of the boiler-house
with a bag of soot.

Mr. Smackenwhacker didn't
see him, and if he had it would
have made no difference. The
Wizzard chair was on its own
by this time, for Mr. Smacken-
whacker had com letely. lost
control. The chair decided that
it didn't like Charli¢, and made
straight at his legs. Dr. Gandy-
bar couldn’t bear to look.
covered his eyes. There was
“whoomph™. When
Dr. Gandybar dared to look
again  a  mushroom-shaped
column of soot was rising
steadily in the air,

When it had cleared three
black-faced figures sat peering,
over the up-turned chair,

{Continued on page 18)
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WHY DID WAN CHEN GIVE THE IVORY MANDARIN TO BOB HARLEY’'S DAD?

e Mystery of Hhe vory Mandarin

ETECTIVE-INSPECTOR

HARLEY of Scotland

Yard picked his way
through Wan Chen's shop in
Chinatown towards the old
ivory merchant’s private office
at the back. He rapped on the
door.

“Please to enter,”” came Wan
Chen’s sing-song voice, and
went on  as the policeman
entered, "'So! 1t is honourable
ingpector! Please 1o be seated.
This worthless person’s humble
home at inspector’s disposal!”

The detective smiled to him:
seil. Wan Chen's “‘humble
home™ contained a king's ran-
som _in treasures of ivory and
precious jade. Wan Chen was

& very rich man.
1 got wour leuter, Wan
Chen,” said Harley. coming

straight to the point. “"“What do
you want 10 see me about? Are
you going to give {oursclf up
for your crimes at long last?”

“Inspector make small joke,”
smiled Wan Chen blandly.
'Wan Chen honest merchant.
Besides that, Wan Chen too
fat and old to climb drain-
pipest’™

*You always left that part of
it to others, you crafty old
heathen. Scotland Yard knows
well enough that you've been
the brains behind some of the
biggest robberies in London
during: the last twenty-five
years—but proving it in a4 court
of law is another matter. You've
been too clever for us, Wan
Chen.™”

“Enspector’s compliment like
boiled fish-—must be swallowed
with much care, or bones stick
in' throat,” said Wan Chen
gravely. “But inspector does
unworthy Wan Chen too much
honour. Wan Chen not master-
mind. Has not inspector spent
many precious hours following
the deings of this unworthy
peérson? Has not he come with
many men 1o search humble
home for stolen goods? And
has not this worthless one
always proved himself blame-
less of all crime?*

“All right-—~have it your own
way.”" The inspector couldn’t
help grinning at the old China-
man. “"But one of thesc days,
Wan Chen, you'll make a mis-
take, and then we'll get you.”

“Never get Wan Chen!” He
shook his head. “Wan Chen
grow old. Wan Chen now
depart from city of smoke and
fog to return to land of hoa-
ourable ancestors.”

"You mean you're going
back 10 China?"’

Wan Chen bowed his head
gravely.

e 1

“Well—if you do go-—we'll
certainly miss you!”

Wan Chen bowed again.

“Cut finger missed when cut
get better!” he declared. *“Wan
Chen likewise miss inspector.”
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The Chinaman Jeaned side-
ways and lifted a cardboard
box from the table beside him.

“Wan Chen have great favour
to ask of Harley,"” hc said
gravely.

He lifted the lid and took
from within something carved
in ivory. It was a little figure of
a mandarin upon a carved
base, which evidently contained
some mechanism, for Wan Chen
was winding a key at the back.

It is toy, made for Ming
princess,” he declared as he set
it down. “See—works still
perfect.”

As he spoke the mechanism
began to click softly, and the
little figure moved on its stand
as though it were running
along, first facing one way and
then the other. Its tiny feet
moved up and down, although,
of course, it remained fixed to
its base ali the while.

**Observe!" Wan Chen
grinned. “lvory mandarin like
inspector on trail of Wan Chen.
Run very fast, but always get
nowhere!"

Inspector Harley picked up
the little image. It was a beau-
tiful piece of work, and prob-
ably of considerable value,

“You said something about
a great favour just now. What
do you want me to do?"*

The old Chinaman grew very
serious. He leaned across and
put onc hand upon Harley's
arm.

“Want vou to keep ivory
mandarin safely. I ave a
daughter, Harley, as you know.
She is a fine girl—she knows
nothing of her unworthy father's
shady past. One day, when I am
gone, Lotus may need the ivory
mandarin. Till then, you keep
it safe for Wan Chen, yes?”

“But-—why not just give it
to her now, if you want her to
have it, Wan Chen? Why give
it to me?”

Wan Chen answered the last
question first.

honourable
honourable man Wan

“Harley
Most
Chen know. Wan Chen does
not want lovely daughter to

man.

have mandarin till after he is
dead. Wan Chen old man,
Harley.”

“Yery well, then," Harley

replied, *I'll keep it for you.
It will be safe cnough at my
home. 1 supposc it won't
matter il my son Bob sees 117"

“Honourable son most wel-
come 1o see!” declared Wan
Chen. "Little mandarin only
tell his secrets to daughter
Lotus!™

S the inspector ¢came out of
Wan Chen’s shop a little
later he was watched. From the
dusty upstairs window of an old
wharl some distance down the
street, a pair of powerful field-
glasses were trained upon him.
The watcher was a power-
fully built man, smartly dressed
in a dark suit of “drape™ cut.
Without lowering the glasses,
be spoke to a second man
similarly clad, who sat upon an
ggnply packing-case just behind

im.

“That Scoutand Yard dick
has just come out of Wan
Chen's, Slim,” he suid. “He's
going ftowards the corner of
the street.””

Slim looked at his wrist
waltch, and then started writing
on a flat pad.

“Eleven twenty-six . . ."" he
said as he wrote, “'Detective-
Inspector Harley left Wan
Chen's-—"" Slim broke off writ-
ing and looked up. “'Is he carry-
ing anything, Ginger 7"

**No,”" said Ginger, still
walching through the glasses.
“No--wail 2 minute, though—
yes! Yes—he is. A little parcel
——and he didn’t have it with
him when he arrived half an
hour ago. You'd better write
that down, Slim!”

“I'l say 1 had!"' agreed
Slim. “That's just the sort of

thing the boss wants to know
about —that’s why he's had us
boys watching Wan Chen's
place night and day for a fort-
night now. If Wan Chen so
much as sneezes, the boss wants
to know about it!"”

“Why d'you supposc we're
doing this 7"

“I dunno. I've heard stories
about Wan Chen’s (reasure
before now. Maybe that's whai
he’s after.”

“Wan Chen's treasure?”

“Yeah. The fat old Chink’s
been the biggest receiver of
stolen property in London for
yedrs now, besides planning a
lot of the big jewel robberies.
Nobody knows what's become
of most of the swag he's
handled—the police have never
been able to trace it, That's why
a lot of folks reckon Wan
Chen's got it all salted away
somewhere.””

" CorY”
this while Ginger had
kept his field-glasses glued on
the building down the street,
not missing the slightest move.
In other buildings in the dis-
trict, too, he knew that there
were other watchers, command-
ing all sides of Wan Chen’s
house. Even the side that over-
looked the River Thames had
its watcher.

At that moment a buzzer
sounded softly from somewhere
in the dingy half-ruined wharf
behind them.

“*That's the boss!" said Slim.
“*Come on—we're wanted.”

The two men got uF. crossed
the room and carefully picked
their way down a flight of half-
rotted wooden stairs. At the
botlom they came into a huge
room which had been the main
store of this old warchouse.
They followed one wall to the
end, where stood a pair of bat-
tered and rusty iron doors.
However, despite their decrepit
Iooks, the doors slid freely and
silently upon their runners as
Ginger tugged them open.

Beyond them lay a narrow
passage, at the end of which
was a second pair of old doors.
Ginger rapped on these with
his knuckles—three times
quickly, then 2 pause, and once
more. Silently a small shutter
in the door shid open. A pair of
eyes looked out at them.

A second later the doors
rolled smoothly back, and the
iwo men stepped through into
a big comfortable room, thick
with the haze of cigarette smoke.
Scated around the room were
three or four other men, much
of the same stamp as Shim and
Ginger, while through another
door at the other end of the
room two more were making
their entry.

In the centre of the room was
a big table, and scated at the
head of this was the boss. He
was a tall elderly man with a
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startling . mane of pure white
hair. He looked more like an
actor or a distinguished artist,
or a scientist, than the leader
of u gang of desperate crooks.
Of all the men present, not one
knew his real name. The nick-
name which the underworld
had given him many years agoe
was good enough, and still
suited him perfectly. He was
culled “*The Professor.”

_ On the table in front of the
Professor was d toy railway.

This strange man silently
vounted the men present. Then
he began to speak, for all the
world hke & teacher taking a
lesson.

*'Please atiend 1o me very
carefully. The time has come
to put my plans inte action,
We are going 1o seek @ treasure,
gentiemen—Wan Chen’s trea-
sure.” There was a stir of
interest s he spoke. ""As you
know, we have gone 1o some
trouble 10 learn every detail of
his daily life. That was so that |
could plan how best to get what
we want from him.”

The Professor produced a
photograph and laid it on the
table for the others 1o see.

“Wan Chen has a daughter,
Lotus. This is her picture. |
want you to look at it carefully,
especially you, Slim. Miss Lotus
Chen, who knows nothing of
her father's shady past, is a
pupil ar Midburn Abbey girls’
school in Buckinghamshire. We
are going to kidnap Miss Lotus
tonight, and use her 10 force
Wan Chen to hand over the
secret of his treasure.”

The Professor paused. and
bending over the table, moved
the Loy train into its station,

“Imagine that this -is Mid-
burn station. and thar this is
the seven-forty train to London.
Miss Lotus will be catching that
train—Wan Chen has arranged
for her to do so, so that she

“may visit him, for he is plan-
ning: lo leave this country.
Sinee it is not @ school holiday

tomorrow there will not be any
of the other pupils travelling
with her. You, Slim. will see (0
it that you, and vew alone, get
into the same compartment.’”

Slim nodded and picked up
the photograph of the almond-
eyed schoolgirl. The Professor
moved the toy irain along the
track to a small level-gcrossing.

“Murphy. and you, Ginger,
will be at the level-crossing
here with a van. You will have
a breakdown, right on the
crossing, so that the train wili
be held up for a few minutes.
Eglin and Dogan will be here,
al the trackside, where there is
o thick woed. Your job will be
to take Miss Lotus from Slim,
who will by this time have
chloroformed her, so that she
will not give any trouble. It
will be best if you put out the
lights in the compartment, Slim.
so that you are not easily seen
from outside. As soon as the
girl is safely out, Murphy and
Ginger will get 1h¢1r van started
50 that the train can go on its
way. Then, following the road
around here to the other side
of the wood, they will be able
10 pick up Eglin, Dogan and
Slim and Lotus, and bring
them ali back here.”

The Professor grinned evilly.

“Once Lotus is our prisoner.
Wan Chen will do just as we
wish. Lotus is the apple of his
eyc. Rather than have any harm
come to her, he will hand over
the secret of his treasure.”

For a moment the white-
haired old man seemed to forget
that the others were present.
There was a far-away look in
his eyes as he spoke very softly.

“We will exchange the safety
of his beloved Lotus for the
secret of Wan Chen’s treasurc.
Lotus for the Ivory Mandarin!”

OTUS CHEN settled herself
comfortably in the corner
seat of the railway carriage
and  watched the platform of
Midburn  station  slip back as

Around the table sat a
tough gang of crooks.
On the tadble was a toy
train. What cunning plot
were they hatching?

the train chugged away.

She took no noticc of the
tough-looking man who had
got in with her, and wits now
sitting quietly at the other end
of the compariment.

1t never o¢curred to her that
she might be in danger. She
had never seen Slim before in
her life. She knew nothing of
her father’s career of crime.

But Lotus was puzzled about
her father, just the same. For

the hundredth time she re-read

the

strange letter she had
received from him.

Lotus bent her head over the
ietter which she had taken from
her coat pocket. It started by
teling her of his plan to return
10 China. That was no surprise.
for he had always planned 1o do
so, and had often spoken about

it. The startling part of the
letter was the last part.
“After 1 am dead.” --said the

letter—""there is something |
wani you to do. Go to Inspector
Harley, of Scotland Yard, and
tell him this—
“Four steps there are which
tell vou where
Then seek as deep as final
pair,

“This is something | do not
wish 1o talk about with you ™
went on the letter- “‘because 1
do not wish our time together
to be spoiled. But remember
what 1 say.”

There was more of the letter,
but before Lowus could read
it again. the train began to slow
down with a grinding of brakes.
Lotus pushed the letter into her
pocket. and looked out at the
darkened countryside. A hold-
up at the level-crossing. she
thought to herself, for she had
often travelled on this line and
knew it well.

Then she turned sharply, as
sound came from behind her,

Slim was on his feet, crossing
the carriage towards her, In his
haad was a pad of white cloth.

Before Lotus could move, the
pad was clamped over her

{(Continued on  next page)
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THE MYSTERY OF THE IVORY MANDARIN

mouth and nostrils, and her
shoulders were seized in a
powerful grip. She tried to
struggle 2and cry out, bul the
pad was soaked in chloroform,
and as the fumes of the stuff got
into her mouth she felt her head
swimming.

Soon. Lotus went limp, put
to sleep by the powerful dope.

Slim dropped her back
against the seat. Then he
reached up and took the bulbs
from the two lights.

A minute later the girl had
been lifted quietly down to the
trackside, and the train was
chugging on its way.

Things were working out just
the way that the professor had
planned they should-—-so far.

IGHT fell over Chinatown.

: Wan Chen sat quietly in
his ‘study. smoking a long
slender pipe in the flickering
light of a charcoal fire. He was
listening for the knock at the
barred door below that would
announce the arrival of Lotus.

Suddenly a bell rang—his
telephone bell.
Wan Chen laid down his

pipe, and picked up the phone.

“Wan Chen here.”

“Good evening,"” said a voice,
“this is the Professor, Wan
Chen!"

Wan Chen’s yellow face paled
suddenly in the fire-light.

"No--I'm not a ghost. Wan
Chen!" continued the sofl voice
on the phone. “And 1 didn't die
when the Southern Star sank
twenty years ago. Now I've
come back, Wan Chen!"

“What do you want?" Wan
Chen gasped the words.

*1 want the ivory mandarin--
that’s all, Wdn Chen.”

Wan Chen was getting over
the first shock by now. He even
managed 1o taugh softly as he
answered.

“Like small child. old friend
want moon!” said the China-
man, “Why should Wan Chen
give you ivory mandarin?"

“Because, if you don’t you
will never see Lotus again!™ The
Professor’s voice was cold now.
**Listen, Wan Chen .. ."

A girl’s voice sounded on the
phone.

“Father! I'm all right. Don’t

fof, ..

The voice broke off.

“You hear, Wan Chen?" it
was the Professor speaking now.
*1 shall ring vou at noon
tomorrow for vour answer.
Good night!™

And the line went dead.

Wan Chen stood for a
moment with the 'phone in his
hand. Then he returned it to its
cradle.

In the firelight his round face.
usually so bland and smiling.
grew devilish with rage.

Wan Chen sat down, thinking
furiously. All his careful plan-
ning had come to nothing. The
priceless treasure he had so
cunningly hidden away for so

.many years was in danger of

being snaitched away. The Pro-
fessor was the one man apart
from himsell who knew the
secrei of the ivory mandarin!

And that very morning.
thinking its secret 10 be safe
forever, he had given the man-
darin to Inspector Harley.

Now he would have to make
new plans-—quickly.

0 fox most dangerous
when corpered!” he gritted
softly. “ And old fox know many
tricks. Professor!” :

Wan Chen made up his mind
then. He knew what he must do.

From his carved chair, he
picked up the down-stuffed
cushions, and threw them onto
the fire. The chair itsell fol-
lowed. Then he overturned the
desk towards the already mount-
ing blaze. There was no rage in
his actions. He was quite calm.

He watched the flames spread
and glow, until the rich silk
curtains which covered the walls
were on fire.

Then he quitted the room, and
hurried down the stairs to the
basement. In the cellar he
sought and found a particular
stone slab, into which was set an
iron ring. He 1u§gcd it up to
reveal a flight of damp stone
steps, leading downwards.

Wan Chen hurried down the
steps. From below came the
lapping sound of water, where
an underground river fowed.
Centuries ago this river had
fMowed in the open, but as
London had grown up itround
it, it had been roofed over and

{Continued from poge 7}

forgotten. Wan Chen stepped
into the small boat that was
moored there.

Twenty minutes later, as he
rowed out into the open water
of the Thames, the bells of fire
engines were clanging, and the
night sky glowed red with the
blaze of his burning house.

OB HARLEY, fourteen and
red-headed, faced his father
across the supper table, Between
them, just beside the pickle-jar,
stood the ivery mandarin.

“Why do you think Wan
Chen gave you this gadget,
Dad 7" Bob asked.

Inspector Harley shrugged.
He had just finished telling Bob
the story of that morning’s
happenings,

“Scarch me, Bob. Knowing
the old rascal, | should think
it’s probably his idea of 2 joke
~but he's the only one who can
enjoy . You know, I've been
on his track for over twenty
vears, on and off. Harley's
chinese puzzle. they call him at
the yard. I've known for years
that he’s been handling tens of
thousands of pounds worth of
stolen property—but I've never
been able to prove it. Not one
scrap of the swfl that's gone
through his hands has ever been
{raced — he must have a fortune
in stolen property stowed away
somewhere, but he’s always
been ciever enough to keep his
secrel secure. And his business
as an ivory merchant has always
been fair, square and above-
board. We've never been able
10 get 2 thing on him."”

Bob grinned.

“I'll pick the case up where
you leave off, Dad. It will give
me something to look forward
to when | leave the police cadet
school and go into the force.

But hasn’t there ever been
anything --any lead at all in the
case?”

“We did think once that we
might have something. Wan
Chen used to have a partner—a
chap we used to call ' the
Professor *. They quarrelled
and we had hopes of getting
information from him which
would be Wan Chen's undoing.
I still think he would have
talked —if he'd had the chance.™

happened to
him?™*

“He was lost at sea when a
tanker named the Southern Star
sank with all hands on the way
to Australia. So that was that.”

“Bit of luck for old Wan
Chen,” said Bob, “but it all
sounds a bit potty. if vou ask
me. If the old boy’'s got all this
swag tucked away, il's not doing
him much good. From what
you've told me, he's wealthy
enough, anyway. What's he
keeping it for? Xmas 7"

Inspector Harley grinned.

“That’s a guestion ['ve often
asked myscll,”" he replied. “Of
course, there's his daughter,
Lotus. 1 know he plans great
things for her. Bui—""

Bob's dad broke off. Qut in
the hall, the telephone rang.

“Here we go again!™ he
sighed. A dectective’s job is
never done!™

Bob went on with his supper.
He was used to the phone
ringing at all hours of the day
and night to call his father t0
duty. But he sensed something
unusual when the inspector
returned, and snatched his
jacket up off the chair-back.

“What's up?”’

“it's Wan Chen! His house
in Chinatown is blazing like a
bonfire!™

“Gosh!"™

“And that "s not all. No trace
can be found of Wan Chen, so
the local police tried to get in
touch with his daughter, Lotus
it secems that she was on her
way to London to see her father
—but she has vanished into
thin air and there are certain
clues that point to kidnapping!”

“1 wish 1 could come with
vou, Dad!™

“No ¢an do, son!” Inspector
Harley picked up the ivory man-
darin, and looked at it thought-
fully. “You know—1've got a
hunch that this little ivory image
could tell us a whole lot, if
only it could speak. There's
some mystery behind all this
and the secret is hidden in the
Ivory Mandarin!™”

Next week —The Professor
strikes, and Bob Harley goes on
a thrilling chase across London
on the trail of the ivory man-
darin!
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BILLY BUNTER

Back in England all the people who lived anywhere near Greyfriars

Scheol knew all about Billy Bunter, and were wise to all che tricks he

9ot up to in his seorch for free grub. But now that the boys had come

out West for o visit to Pinto Valley High School, Billy wos getting up

to all his old tricks again, The cowboy folk hadn't learned yet chat
Billy wasn’t to be trusted where grub was concerned.

Qane day Billy went into Hobson's ecting parlour and ordered himself
@ testy mecl. But when the time came for paying Billy had no money.
""it’s quite all right, though,” he soid grandly. "My rich uncle in
Englond, Lord Vere de Vere 8 —i S ding me a cheg i 1]

settle at the end of the week!" But two slick strangers were listening
—and, to Bunter’s delight, they offered to pay his bill.

;' ﬁ 4 :‘:s .
ing. /752{/ <2

When the two strongers offered to lend Bunter some money—'"Just

to tide him over,' Bunter was overjoyed. Just the sort of people he

hod always wanted to maeet. Actually, these two men were confidence

tricksters who had heard that some of the British boys were very

wealthy, and were out to try to swindle them. Bunter was very flactered
when they asked him if he'd like o buy a gold mine.

They took him along to see it. *Only ten thousand doliars!” they told

him. They showed him a pile of glittering stuff which they said was

gold dust out of the mine. Of course, it was nothing of the sort, but

Bunter was very impressed. However, be didn’t want them to know

thot he hadn't two pennies to rub together, and so he acted as though
he bought gold mines every day of the week.

BunferS Godld Mine [T =

Weil, Bunter saw all those piles of "'gold dust™ and they looked warth
a lot more than ten thousand dollars to him. "' Whet a couple of chumps

they cre!'” thought Bunter to himsell. So bock he went to school,

determined to raise the money. "l say, you chaps!"’ he squeaked, "'if

wé all club together and raise ten thousand dollars, we'll all make a
fortune!” But the other boys just roared with laughter.
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Bunter was cross. ““Some fellows just don’t appreciate o chap trying
to do them o good turn!” he muttered. So down he went to the local
cow-town to see if he could have better luck there. He set up o banner:
“lnvest here and make your forchune—Bunter’s Goald Mine.” But
nobody wanted to invest s0 much as a cent. In fact, they thought
Bunter was a trickster, ond pelted him with rotten fruit.




The day wore on and still Bunter was no nearer to his ten thousand
dollars. So he decided on desperate measures. He sneaked into the
cow-hands’ bunk-house while they were out and borrowed a pair of
six-guns. Then he made o mask, and set out to hoid up the stage-
coach. “I'li pay back the money when my gold mine is working!" he
told himself. But Bob Cherry and MHurree Singh had seen him.

But there really was a gold mine, as they soon found when they rode

out to the place. The my y was despening. Back they went to

school and told Harry Wharton about it. Harry frowned. 1 think

we'd botter tell Quelchy about this!"’ he decided, "or Bunter may be

getting himeelf into really serious trouble. After all—who'd try to sell
« gold mine to o schoolboy. It all sounds jolly fishy to me!"

Luckily for Bunter, they pounced on him before he got a chance to

work his mad scheme. ""What on carth are you up to?' cried Bob.

““Beasts!” yelled Bunter. “Now !’ll never be oble to buy that gold

mine! “Gosh! The old fat walrus realiy means it!" gosped Bob., And

then they got the whole story out of Bunter. "Come on, Inky!" snapped
Bob. "“That mine wants looking into. | think it's a swizz!"’

et =

So they reported the whole matter. Mr. Quelth sot out at once to
investigate, ond took Hank, an old prospector who lived near the
school, along witw “*Dos ne it!” snorted old Hank, when he
saw the place. “T the ol st Chance mine. Every speck o' gold
wos dug out o' there yrars ago. As for this here gold dust-—it ain't
worth a dime. Iron pyrites—that's what it is. Fools' geold, we call it!”

""Bunter, you miserable boy!" said Mr. @uelch when he returned,
“you meoy consider yoursel very lucky that you are not in serious

these tricksters?’ *‘Pup-please sir,”
g A said they'd meet me in Haobson's par-
fguri” Mr. Quelch turnad to the other boys. “You heard what Bunter
said, lads. ] think | may leave you to deal with these villains!”

trouble, Where can we find
Lod B “ehe

' And deal with them they did! They chcsed them out of town and

made them wish they'd never seen Bunter. As for Billy, he never knows
when he's well off. "Just think!"" he groused, "if those beasts hadn't
been 30 dishonest, | shouid be a millionaire now. As it is, all I've got
is a mouldy five dollars!"’ **Never mind!" loughed Bob Cherry, '"there’s
encugh to buy us all doughnuts. Come on—it's your treat!”

Poor Bunter! We bet it hurt him to pay up for once! Don’t miss the fun and chuckles next week!
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MICK THE MOON-BOY

DOESN'T HAYE TO ASK WHO ROBBED BEN HOGAN-

MICK THE MOON BOY

T looks as |hm|bh we're
goIng o have a quiet night
for once, so what about
bed 2" said Mick the Moon Boy.

“Yeah, 1 can surc do with
some shul-eye,”” agreed his
l\\civc-)car-old pal Hank Luck-
ner, yawning. “C'mon, let's git
the supper things washed up,
then we'll hit the hay!”

Mick. a handsome sixteen-
year-old boy was Sheriff of the
tough little township of Indian
Bend and Hank was his depuly.
But not a soul in the world
except Hank knew that Mick
wis net an ordinary boy bul
wus from the Moon.

Mick had landed on the
Earth in a Flving Saucer
which had crashed near a lonely
litele shack where Hank had
lived with his grown-up sister
and Grandma in the Arkunsas
hills.

The two boys
up and by

had chummed

of Indian Bend. For he looked
cxactly like an Earth boy vxcept
for His eves, which were 2
strunge, luminous green in
colour. They were big as well,
and aimond-shaped and always
reminded Hank of the eyes of
& mountein lion or of one of
the other big cats.

“Yeah, it'll be mighty nice to
hiatve u peaceful night an® git
some real good sleep,” ‘suid
Hank, us he and Mick washed
up the supper dishes in the litile
kitchen-living room behind the
sheritl’s  office. “Reckon we
haven’t had much since you
started in to ¢i¢an-up this town.”

Abrupily he broke off us
there came a sudden thunderous
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i queer series of
events Mick had become sherifl

knocking at the outer door of
the office. Mick looked at him
and laughed.

“Did you say a peaceful
night " hc said. “*That banging
on the deor sounds to me like
trouble.””

He threw aside the cloth with
which he'd been drying the
dishes and went across the office
and unfastened and opened the
outer door. Standing there was
a man whom Mick recognised
as Ben Hogan, a whitc-haired
old-timer who had once been a
prospector, but who now lived
by himself in a little cabin at
the end of the town.

*1"ve bin robbed' * burst out
Ben breathlessly. “*Some low-
down skunk broke into mah
cabin tonight when 1 was out
an’ he’s hooked ev'ry bil 0’ mah
gold. I've jus’ found out an’ I've
come straight 10 you!"

“All right, Ben, come in!"
said Mick.

_ Hank had switched on the
light in the little office. Ben
strode in, his chest heaving, for
he'd been running. His faded
blue eves were furious. Mick
closed thedoorand turned to him.

“Let’s have the siory!'’ he
said.

“1Us easy told, " said Bep, his
voice trembling. "1 went out for
an hour to see ol" lake Peters
like I do most ¢v'ry night. He's
sick an’ bed-ridden, us maybe
you know, When | got back the
door of mah cabin had bin
busted in an' the whole place
was upside down and mah gold
gone. 1 had it hid under a Aoor-
board.”

“Was it gold coins?’ usked
Mick.

A figure stood upon the stair—

it had ne head—just empty air!

“Nossir, it was gold dust.”
replied the old-timer. 'I had it
in three small tins hid under a
floorboard. Folks might reckon
I'm kinda old-fashioned, but I
don’t trust them banks not no-
how. I've always kept mah gold
at home. 1 figgered it was
safer.”

Mick could have pointed out
that old Ben knew now that it
wasn't safer, but he didn't.
What he said was:

“Do you suspect anybody,
Ben?”

“No, I don',”" confessed Ben.
“*Cept that it must hev bin
somebody what knowed I had
the gold in the cabin. But jus’
how they knowcd that | cain’t
lhmk I ain’t never talked about
it.”

“No, but do you ever change
any of this gold dust for
money " asked Mick.

*Yessir, now an' agin 1 take
some. of it along to the bank
an’ git dollars for it,"’ said Ben.

“Then you've either been
watched, or somebody at the
bank has talked,”” said Mick.
“That's quite plain. And you
must have been watched tonight,
as well. The thief—or thieves—
must have watched you go along
to Jake Peter’s cabin and then
broken in. You were away about
an hour, you say?"’

“Yeah, no more’n an hour,'”
said Bern. “They worked mighty
fast, them skunks,”

“Righto, we'll go along and
have a look at your cabin,’” said
Mick.

He and Hank put on their
hats and set off with Ben for
the cabin. No one but Hank
knew that beneath his check

shirt and pants Mick . was
wearing, as he always did, the
tightly-fitting, one-piece green
suit of flexible metal in which
he had arrived from the Moon.

They reached the little cabin
and a sorry mess it was in.
Drawers had been pulled out
and their contents sirewn about
the floor. Even the food cup-
board had been ransacked and
tins, flour, bread, bacon and
other eatables flung on 1o the
floor.

An old-fashioned sofa and the
one easy chair which old Ben
possessed had been ripped open
and the stuffing pulled out and
flung on to the floor by the
robber in his search for the gold.

Near the stove a floorboard
had been pulled up and thrown
aside, revealing a now empty
cavity. When he had surveyed
the scene with his strange green
eves. Mick said:

“He didn’t have to hunt for
the gold, Ben. He knew where
you had it hidden all right.”

“Howcome?"" demanded the
old man. "If he knowed that
whaffor he went through the
drawers an’ cupboard and rip-
ped open the sofy an' chair
like what he's done?”

“That was just a blind,"” said
Mick. "There's only one fioor-
board torn up and that’s the one
beneath which the gold was
hidden. I don't know how many
boards you have in the ﬂcor and
I’m not going to count ‘em, but
it certainly wasn't by chance
that the thief hit on the right
one straight away. If he'd been
cleverer—or if he'd had the
time-—he’d have torn up more
than one floorboard mstead of
;u&t shifting the right one.

“1 git you,’ sdld Ben, scratch-
ing his head. ““An you're right,
o” course. The skunk must've
knowed jus’ where 1 had the
tins hid.”’

“Which could narrow the
search for him down to visitors
you've had at the cabin,’” said
Mick. "Do you have many
visitors, Ben?"

*Not many,”" said Ben. “*An’
them what | do have are pards
o' mine. They ain't took the
dust. I'll stake mah life on that.™”

“Name them, anyway.'’ said
Mick.

Ben did so reluctantly, nam-
ing three or four men of about
his own age whom both Mick
and Hunk knew to be decent,
honest citizens. [t seemed to
Hank that Mick wasn’t really
listening to the names. The
Moon Boy was strolling slowly
about the cabin, his hands in
bis pockets.

*Okay, Ben, it wasn't any of
the men you've named,”” he said
nrcn the old man had finished.

“lIt was a much younger man,
i d say-

“How d” you figger thal out?
demanded Ben. “That .it's &
younger feller?”’

*['ve just got a hunch, that's



HE KNOWS WHO TO LOOK FOR AFTER JUST ONE LOOK AROUND THE SHACK!

‘all,” said Mick. " Have you had
any younger man visit you than
your old-timer pais?"
~ “No, not that | can remem-
‘ber,” ‘said Ben, wrinkling his
brown, lined face in thought.
“Nossir, 1 cain’t think of one.’"

It doesn’t matter,” said
Mick. "You get the place set (o
rights and 1I'll 2o and pick up
the thief.™

“D’you mean you know who
he i7" demanded Ben, staring.
. “No. I don’t know who he
is, but it’s not going 1o take me
long to find him."” said Mick.
“I’1l get him, Ben, and 1'l} get
your gold dust, as well?"’

Leaving the old man (o clean
up the mess in the cabin, he and
Hank set off back along Main
Street, Mick strolling leisurely
along s though he had nothing
on his mind =t all,

i i‘:ou gotta clue?" demanded

Hank.
**l have and a very good one,
too,”’ chuckled Mick. He halted

outside the Dead Dog Saloon.
“I'm going in here,”” he suid.
“You get zlong to the office
and wait for me there.”

“¥ou reckon the robber’s in
there?" demanded Hank, as
the Moon Boy moved towards
the swing doors of the saloon.

*He might be,”" said Mick.
“He's as likely 1o be in here as
anywhere,”

*¥eah, but what clue have
you got?' demanded Hank in
a guarded voice,

Ul tell. vou that later.”
laughed Mick. "Now you get
along to the office.”

His  twelve-year-old deputy
trudged obediently away in the
direction of the office and Mick
strolled into the saloon. It was
a big, garishly-lighted place and
had been one of the toughest
spots in town before he and
Hank had started cleaning up
the place.

The place was crowded, but
when Mick strofled in there was
a sudden silence and cvery eye
was turned on him.

“Evening. folks!™
pleasantly.

Some of the beuer citizens
returned his greeting. Others.
including the gamblers and
gunmen, scowled at him. They
didn’t tike this boy sheriff. He
was top hol for them and they
were heartily wishing that he
and his skinny little kid of a
deputy would get out of Indian
Bend altogether,

As  Mick strolled to the
crowded bar counter, Fats
Greek, the big, fat owner of the
joint, stared at him suspiciously
with cold littie eves.

“You wanting anything?” he
demanded.

“No, 'm just taking a look
round,’”” said Mick pleasantly.
. Fats  Greek'  scowled. He
couldn't stop the boy sherifl
taking a look round. As up-
holder  of the law in Indian
Bend, Mick was guite entitled
to tuke a look round whenever
. he wanted to. But Fats Greek

simply hated him, for Mick had

already run some of the scound-
- rel’s best customers out of town..
The gamblers had returned to

he said

their card playing, but they con-
tinued to keep wary and hostile
eyes on Mick as he moved
slowly along the crowded bar,
pausing now and again for a
word with the better folk in
the place who liked him and
admired him.

He halted at length at a card
table where four men were play-
ing. Their names were Faro
Pete, Jake Waters, Dave the
Dude and Ike Hatt. They were
four of the most notorious
gamblers in Indian Bend and
always played for high stakes,

Faro Pete, a thin, swarthy-
faced man, locked up and
scowled across the table at Mick
as the Moon Boy halted behind
Dave the Dude’s chair.

“Ain't it past your bedtime?"”
he sneered.

*“§t is.”" agreed Mick pleus-
antly. “but you gents keep me
T
“There ain't no need,”” said
Faro Pete harshly. “So on your
way!"’

He gathered up the five cards
which Dave the Dude had just
dealt him. As he examined
them, the bucks of the cards to
everyone but himsell, Mick said
pleasantly:

“Two aces, a Queen, a Jack
and the ten of hearts.””

With an oath, Faro Pete lung
down his cards and leapt to his
feet.

“How in thunder did you
know that ?"" he snarled.

The other three players and
the onlookers gathered around
the table were staring at Mick
in blank astonishment, for it
had been absolutely impossible
for the Moon Boy to have seen
the faces of the cards.

“How didja know, cuss you 7"
shouted Faro Pete, his face
twisted with fury, ;

“Perhaps 1 guessed,” said
Mick, smiling. “I'm a pretty
good guesser.”’

He nodded and moved away.
The gamblers and the spectators
stared after him.

“Times are when I think that
sassy kid ain’t hardly human!”
snarled Faro Pete. **How in
thunder could he see my cards
when he was stuandin’ there right
acrost the table from me?"

But that was a question none
could answer. They did not
know that the secret of mind
reading had been discovered
ages ago on the Moon and that
it had been a most simple thing
for Mick 1o read Faro Pete's
mind as the gambler concen-
trated on his cards and thought
to himself just what he held in
his hand-—two aces, a Queen,
a Jack and the ten of hearts.

Leavirg the whole bunch of
them  glaring after him, Mick
strolled out of the saloon and
along Main Sircet to the office
where Hank was wailing for
him.
“Well, I've spotted the thief,”
he said. beginning to strip of
his shirt and pants. At least,
'm almost certain 1 have, I'm
going to check up on it.”’

“But who is he and how did
you find him?™" cried Hank, as
Mick stood revealed in his skin-

tight, one-piece green suit of
flexible meral.

“I'H tell you that later,”
chuckled Mick, strapping a little
oblong green box on his chest
and then pulling on a tightly-
fitting green helmet made of the
same material as his suit. At
the moment this is where | do
the disappearing act.”

He touched a tiny button on
the box he had fixed to his
chest. As he did so he suddenly
and completely vanished. Hani
wasn't a2 bit surprised. He had
seen the Moon Boy do this
before and he knew that the
power to make oneself invisible
was just another of the amazing
scientific marvels long ago dis-
covered by the Moon Men.

*Are you still around?" he
demanded.

The only answer was the
opening and closing of the outer
door and he knew that the
Moon Boy had gone. Returning
along Main Street to the Dead
Dog Saloon, the invisible Mick
slipped in through the swing
doors. The scene was the same
as when he had left it except
that the place was less crowded
now, for the hour was late.

Faro Pete, Dave the Dude
and the other two  gamblers
were still sitting playing cards.
Mick watched from a corner
until the game broke up and
the four men rosc from the
table.

Mick the moon-boy was closc
behind Dave the Dude as he
came out of the bar-room. He
watched him closely as he stood
thinking for 2 moment in the
hall-way. Then Dave turned,
and rather to Mick’s surprise,
made for the cellars of the Dead
Dog Saloon, instead of going
upstairs (0 his room.

Mick followed close behind
the gambler as he went down-
stairs. He saw him strike a
match and light a candle. Then
he stooped down, and lifted out
a loose biock in the wail. From
a hollow space behind he
brought out three small, rusted
tins.

Mick grinned to himself, and
then got busy. One by one, he
drew his clothes, which he had
carried tucked inside his green
metal suit, on to his invisible
body, all without making a
sound, Then he took a deep
breath, and spoke in a hollow
voice:

“Ben Hogan's Gold!™

Dave spun around, and
gasped. There, on the stairs, was
4 figure without head or hands'
Then he gasped again, for the
figure puiled off his hat, and
then his shirt, and then his
trousers, until finally there was
nothing left but the sound of a
mocking laugh,

The Gambler was terrified.

“I'm coming for you, Dave!”
said Mick’s hollow voice.

In that same¢ instant some-
thing like the kick of a mulerhit
the petrified gambler such a
smash under the jaw that it
lifted him clean off his feet and
sent him with a crash to the
floor. knocked out to the wide.

It was Mick who had hit him,

for the slimly-built Moon Boy
had steel-like strength in his
limbs and muscles. What was
more his clenched fist, which
had smashed to the gambler's
jaw, was gloved in the green
flexible metal of which his suit
and helmet were made.

It was the work ol a few
moments for him to gag and
truss the knocked-out gambler
hand and foot. He picked up
the three tins of gold dust,
which had fallen to the floor,
and shoved them back out of
sight behind the stone. He
did not trouble to examine the
tins. He knew what was in them
and that was Ben Hogan's gold
dust.

Leaving Dave the Dude lying
trussed and gagged on the floor,
Mick quitted the cellar and
locked the door behind him.
Silently and invisibly he went
swiftly upstairs and out into
the night again.

“We've got him!" he said to
Hank, when he had reached the
sheriff’s office. "‘Come on, we'll
go and pick him up officially !

“Yeah, but who is he and
where is he?” cried Hank, as
Mick made himself visible again
and commenced to pull on his
shirt, pants and boots over his
one-piece suit. ““Why don't you
tell me?"

“Because [ haven't had time
yet,"' chuckled Mick. “Come
on, let’s go!'”

Back to the saloon he went,
Hank with him. But this time
Mick was the visible and lawful
sheriff of Indian Bend.

“You again!” growled Fats
Greek, as the boy sheriff and his
young depuly strode in. “'You
oughter come and live here.
What d"you want this time?'"

“Dave the Dude!" replied
Mick plexsantly. “I wanl him
for robbery along at Ben
Hogan's cabin tonight."

“You'reclean crazy ! shouted
Fats Greek. “Dave ain't been
outa here all night!™

"“Don’t you try to protect him
by lying. or ['l} run you'in too.”
said Mick.

He went downstairs followed
by Hank and a crowd of excited
patrons of the joinl. And there
was Dave the Dudc lying trussed
and gagged as Mick had left
him, but he had come round by
now and was writhing and
squirming in his bonds,

“Old Ben will identify these
tins.” said Mick, pulling them
oul from behind the stone.
“Dave stole them from Ben's
cabin tonight and now I'm
taking him along to the lock-up.””

He did too and not one of the
frantic gambler's friends dare
raisc a finger to help the
prisoner, for his guilt was plain.

*But how did vou get on to
bim?" demanded Hank, when
be and Mick were alone and
the prisoner was in the cells.

“Quite  casily!"" chuckled
Mick. “You know that we
Moon folks have ‘sight znd
hearing as keen us any qf your
Jjungle animals. Keener, in fact.
We also have the sense of smell
most  highly developed. Alony

{Continued on page 18)
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INDIAN FIRE-ARROWS CAN'T STOP KIT CARSON—

KiT¢

THE MOHAWK AND
THE CHIPPEWA INDIANS
ARE ON THE WARPATH,
KIT QAKSON HAS A
SECRET LETTER, WHICH 4
HE MUST CARRY FROM §
FORT FRIENDLY TO
FORT FOREMOST.
THROUGH COUNTRY )
WHICH TEEMS WITH \
HOSTILE BRAVES. |}
ACCOMPANIED BY ]
POSSUM, HIS INDIAN I |
FRIEND, HE SHOOTS
THE RAPIDS OF THE ',
BLACK AVDER RIVEX . Iy
BUT ENEMY INDIANS, |
LED BY PUCLOS,
A RASCALLY o
HALF-BREED o J )

R, ARE. :
ON His TRAIL.

hp.

EEF THEY CAN SHOOT ZE
RATIDS , WE QAN FOLLOW
WE NEARY CATUH ZEM ¢

S

FO3ISUM
RNOWS ONLY 5
WAY TO CLEAR
AOCKS 7

{ GET 1T NOwW.”
THOUGHT YOU WERE
CQRAIY WHEN YOU
STARTED THAT
HIGH DIVE #

MADE 1T, BY GOLLY ./ '}
AND HERE COMES THAT |
WAR-QANOE, HOTON

e s

- OUR TRAIL / (

BUT THE BRAVES DON'T KNOW TH
SHOOT THE Bl

m
~
m
L]
P2
m
-
Q
m
I
o
z
&3
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i
O e el |
i

g

DUCLOS BATTLES HIS WAY TO THE SHORE ~ ~ 2

V SAFE Y BUT WAIT TILL | ~~GET
MY HANDS ON RIT CARSON ~~
ME WEEL WEESH ME MAD
kQs,\?aa BEEN BORN #

WE 00 YOU TAKE

STOPPED / LAY A TRAP % 2
THIS HORSE 7

FOR ZEM FURTHER
DOWN-RIVER ./




~ 7 “;

GUESS YOU'RE RIGHT /
RECKRON 1'D BETTER READ THIS [
SECRET LETTER AND MEMORISE
1T ~~ THEN BURKN IT SOIT

. N&\&- THEIR HANOS - %{}ﬁl—' Fw%_’lﬂf}"’.

WELL, 'POSSUM , 1 SURE HAND IT o
TO YOU / THAT WAS A MIGHTY J
SMART BiT OF WORK /

\{‘ 2d Wit
Pl R FeO ot
PRITE e O
el hond S % 4 o

e 1Y L uou!
T omm‘»ﬂfq S, Do trager
Qs 204 breed.

46 % 1 .
%2:0105 5"”?Gei‘:\-rumu“&\ :

,l-[m“.
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(7
{
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=

DANGER NOT ad ot 4 :
OVER YET . at & ;‘s.o!t ok 0% I/C("'
"POSSUM SMELL Towe O
TROUBLE ; kLtWﬁ
AHEAD JT {pdion fig I
: Angigion-

DUGLOS ! S0 HES THE ZAT THATS AT THAT INSTANT, P
SUPPLYING THE TRIBES WITH ARMS ./
{ NEVER DID TRUST THE SLINKY
SKUNK.? A/OW~~ HOW THE. HEGK.
| DO 1§ BURN THIS LETTER - -2

TS A TRAP,
POssUM

LUNGS NEARLY BURSTING, KIT AND POSSUM SWiM UNDER. 3
WATER THROUGH THE NARROW CHANNEL UNDER THE VERY 2%

THE LETTER HAS SN[
CERTAINLY GOT AT

BURNED ¢

SWIM UNDER WATER.. |
QUICK -~0R THEY KILL S
FOLLOW /POSSUM 7/ =
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BUT FURTHER DOWNSTREAM, KIT
AND 'POSSUM BREAK SURFACE .

PHEW." HOPE THAT FOOLED N
THEM ~ - WE SURE QAME & [
LONG WAY UNDERWATER ./

PALEFACE NOT oomaa&g-*- ke
3 I THINK ZAT . e

EES ZE FINISH OF )
MISTER CARSON !

A——

LOOK! 1IN FRONT.
TOMAHAWK ISLAND ./

TOMAHAWK, [SLAMD. SAY, THATS
ONE OF THE PLACES WHEKE THERES
AN AGMS DUMP ./ JOME ON.’
LETS SNOOP ASHORE ~-

WE'LL REEP QUR EYES
WIDE OPEN 7

NO,NO." KEEP AwAy .

TOMAHAWK ISLAND

OREAT DANGER ) j
~_ COME BACK ./ 4

—

-
- -

BY HOKEY.! ITiS THE SECRET
MEETING PLAZE OF THE

PALEFACE SPIES.”
KILL THEM #

TO-DAY WE GET MANY
ARMS FROM BROTHER DUCLOS .
TO-MORROW-OUR MASSED
TRIBES WILL SWEEP ALL
PALEFACE BACK
INTO SEA 7.

MNext week-—The secret of Tomohawk Island!
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The shock dad got was very big.
10n war now a pig!

MR. TWEEKS MEETS HIS
SON

i ERE'S a pretty kettle of
fish!** cried Dr. Grunter,
the polar bear, furiously.

It was early morning, and the

doctor had just opened his mail.

“*Why, what'’s happened
now?" cried Mr. Drnipp, the
turile, in alarm.

“The father of that wretched
boy Tweeks has just written to
me to say that he's coming here
today 1o see him!” roared Dr.
Grunter. “If he comes he’ll see
that we've all been changed into
birds and animals, and goodness
knows what will happen'™

Dr. Grunter hadn't always
been. a polar bear. Nor had
Mr. Dripp always been a turtle.
Only a short time ago they had
been two ordinary schoolimasters
in charge of a party of boys who
had come to Meadowsweet Farm
to help Farmer Whipstraw.

But one morning the whole lot
of them had eaten something for
breakfast which had given them
the most awlul tummy aches. So
Dr. Grunter had sent for Doctor
Dozey, the village doctor,

Now Doctor Dozey was $0
absent-minded that instead of
giving Dr. Grunter and the rest
of the party a dosc of medicine,
he got the bottles mixed up and
gave them a dose of a wonderful
liquid which he had mnvented for
changing people inte birds and
animals. In a flash, the whole
bunch of them had been changed
inte the strangest collection of
birds and animals you ever saw.

The fat and pompous Dr.
Cirunter had been changed inlo
14 savage-looking polar bear,

whilst the skinny
Mr. Dripp had
beenchanged into
a mournful-look-
ing turtle.

“Ever since the
day that blunder-
ing idiot Dozey
changed wus all
into animals
I have insisted
upon the whole
thing being kept
a dead secret,”
snarled Dr.,
Grunter. 1 have
forbidden any
boy to mention
it in his letters
home. If any-
thing leaks out,
not only will we
be the laughing
stock of every
school in the
country, but
there will be the
most terrible
trouble with the
boys® parents
And now this
wretched Mr,
Tweeks says he is
coming down o
see his son.”

“Can’t you
head him off —send him a tele-
gram or something 7" suggested
Mr. Dripp.

“No, 1 can’t!” snarled D¢
Grunter. "He's on his way here
now, according to his letter.
He says he is leaving town on
the mne-thirty train, arriving
here at midday. It's half-past
ten now!™ s

“Oh dear, that's bad!"” said
Mr. Dripp helplessly.

“It's worse than that!"
snarled Dr, Grunter.

Grinding his great long yellow
fangs with mingled rage and
perplexity, he took a turn up
the floor of the hut in which he
and Mr. Dripp were talking.
Then suddenly he wheeled on
Mi. Dripp again.

“I've got it!" he burst out.
"1 know what we'll do. We'll
take every boy off intc the
woods for the day. I'll tell that
intelligent farmhand, Alf, who
drives the tractor, lo keep a
lookout for Mr. Tweeks. When
he arrives at the farm, Alf will
tell him that we've gone off on
a ramble and won’t be back
until tomorrow.”

“But what if Mr. Tweeks
decides to wait until tomorrow ?”
inguired Mr. Dripp. "I mean,
what if he decides to stay all

It seemed his

night at the farmhouse or
somewhere 2" :
Dr. Grunter gnashed his

great yellow fangs with fury.
“We'll have to risk that!" he
snarled. “I'll arrange with Alf
to keep in touch with me and
to let me know what this
wretched man Tweeks's move-
ments arc. Now go and tell the
boys to get ready to move off
into the woods. They had betier

take enough food with them for
a good meal. Basil Bulstrode
the elephant, Horace Hake the
donkey, Clarence Cribb the
camel, and Harold Hopper the
hippopotamus, can carry most
of the swufl. Tell Bulstrode to
call here and collect a hamper
of raw fish for me!™

“Very well.'" said Mr. Dripp,
and waddled away on his hind
legs to carry out his orders.

The boys—or, rather the
animals—didn’t at all mind
having a day in the woods. All,
that 15, except Tubby Tweeks,
who had been changed into a
pig. For when Mr. Dripp told
him to get ready, Tubby cried:

*/ can’t go, sir. My father's
coming to see me today!™”

“*Your—your father?" stam-
mered Mr. Dripp. “How do
you know?""

“*Because he's jolly well
written and told me so!” cried
Tubby. “He's arriving on the
midday train?

“That's just why we are
going off into the woods,
Tweeks,”" explained Mr. Dripp,
thinking that he had better
make a clean breast of it. "As
you know, Dr. Grunter is
determined to keep what has
happened to us a dead secret
until Doctor Dozey can find
something to change us all back
again into our proper selves.
Now get ready to go!™”

**Shan’t!” thought Tubby
as Mr. Dripp shuffled away.

Waiting until Mr. Dripp had
gone into another hut, Tubby
sneaked out of his own and
scultled away towards the hedge
as fast as ever his fat little legs
could carry him.

He was going to sce his
Poppa in spite of old Grunter
and silly old Dripp, he told
himself. Poppa would engage a
good doctor. Poppa would ao
something. Poppa wouldn't let
him stay as a great fat pig until
that fat-headed old Dozey could
find some stuff to change them
all into their proper selves.

But Tubby was toe fly to go
to the station to meet Poppa.
If old Grunter missed him from
the c#mp, as he was almost
bound to do. he might go charg-
ing along to the station in search
of him. So Tubby decided that
he would lurk in the hedge
somewhere along the road and
wait for Poppa to come along.

Meanwhile, Mr, Twecks was
being borne towards his des-
tination. He was u plump, mild-
mannered little gentleman. He
hadn’t been wvery well lately,
His doctor said that he had
been working 100 hard and that
it had brought on what people
call a nervous breakdown.

Mr. Tweeks reckoned that
the doctor was most likely
right, He had been imagining
al% sorts of queer Lhings lately.
For instance, one day he had
been quile certain that his head
clerk was making faces a1 him,
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which was silly, because his
head clerk had worked for him
for twenty years and wouldn't
dream of such a thing.

Anyway, Mr. Tweeks had
been forced to take a holiday
from the office, and he was
beginning to feel better already.
He fancied that a day in the
country would do him good,
and that .was why he was
coming to scc  Tubby—or
William. as that fat youth was
fondly known to the family.

The train drew up at a little
wayside halt a mile and a half
from Meadowsweet Farm and
Mr. Tweeks alighted. Having
given up his ticket and inquired
the way to the farm, he set off
along the guiet country road.

“*Ah, delightful—delightful!"
he murmured, sniffing the clean
sweet air of the countryside.
] feel a lot better already. No
more of those silly foolish
fancies bothering me—- -

Abruptly he broke off, halting
dead in his tracks and staring
pop-eved at a big fat pig which
had suddeniy stepped from the
hedge, walking on its bind legs.

“*Hallo, father!" said the pig,
with what was undoubtedly
meant as a smile of greeting.

Mr. Tweeks's mouth opened,
but no words came.

“*Don’t you know me,
father 7" said the pig, advancing
towards him on its hind legs.
“I'm your son, Willie!™

With a strangled how!l, Mr.
Tweeks turned and fled. Cram-
ming his hat firmly down on his
head, he ran as he had never
run in his life before. So much
for thinking he had rid himself
of his horrid fancies. He was
worse-—very much worse. For
had he not just imagined that
a big fut pig had said good
morning to him and said that
it was his son William?

To make matiers worse, the
horrid phantom was rushing
along in pursuit of him. The

horrified Mr. Tweeks could
hear it bawling:
“*Stop, father! Hi, father!

I'm Willie, father! Stop, father!™

But Mr. Tweeks didn’t stop.
He redoubled his puce instead
He could see an up-train to
town clanking into the wayside
hali. Could he catch it? He
must! He must get back 1o
town and see his doctor imme-
diately. Breathlessly he rushed
through the barrier and hurled
himself into the nearest com-
partment just as the train was
moving out. And as he col-
fapsed on the seat he heard—or
fancied he heard--that dreadful
pig bawl: “Well, that's a dirty
trick, father !

Then the train gathered speed.
bearing the trembling Mr
Tweeks safely away from the
scene of his very great fright.
Next week : The **donkey-school-
boy'” does a real donkey a good
turn! Don’t smiss the merry

adventures he has!
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ARE YOU A CLUB CORNER

NEW READER?

Then Here's How to join the

C.E5.C.

If you have not yet joined our grand
new Club, all you have to do is
write to ut on g piece of paper saying,
“Please make me o member of the
CES.C..” adding your full nome
and address. Then pin two 24d.
stamps to the paper and enclose it
in an envelope and post to the Club
address (given above). The Engine
Spotters” Album with your Club
number printed on it and lots of
interesting things inside will then be
sent to you post free. Once you're o
member, you too can watch our
Club Corner and, of course, watch
for your number to appear,

RAILWAY QUIZ No. §

In a certain part of England there
were 16 towns which were joined
together by o rather unusual rail-
way. Here is ¢ map of these towns
and the railways,

A rraveller was told to visic each
of these towns, starting at A and
ending at Q. He had to go to all
16 towns, but to save unnecessary
expense he could only go to each
town once. Thers are three ways
that he could have done this, Can
you find them all?

Solution at foot of page.

*

L & &

MICK THE MOON BOY
(Continued from page 13)

at the cabin tonight | smell a
faint flowery sort of scent. ft
was much too weak for you and
Ben to smell, but it had been
ieft by the robber, which
showed me that he either used
sc¢ert or hair oil.*"

“Which is why vou told old
Ben that vou reckoned it was a
young man whe'd done the
1ob?" cut in Hank.

“Exactly ! agreed Mick. " Old
timers don’t use that sort of
stufl. So all 1 had 1o do was fo
find u man with the smell of
that particular scent about him
and the chances were that he
was the thiel. I checked up on
a few toughs in the szloon
before | cume to Dave the
Dude. He was using a hair oil
with the very same scent that
I'd smell in the cabin. Afler
thuat it was casy. | just troiled
him and, like all crooks. he
couldn™t help gloating over his
loot. 1 waiched him pull it out
from behind the stone. | had
him then, of ¢ourse.™

"1l say vou had "' suid Hank
admiringly., *"Gosh snakes, |
wotta hand it to you. Mick,
vou're aoresd wonder

Don’t miss the fun and thrills
et oweek.
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THE WHEEZES OF WILLIE
W!ZZARD(Cm:!nm-d  from page Sy

*Hoi!" shouted Mr. Smack-
enwhacker 10 Dr. Gandybar,
“you want to get some zebra
crossings around here.”" He
struggled to his feet, and
belped the Janitor and the
Judge. "Oops-a-daisy,” he said
as he vanked them upright.

“Quirageous!” cried  the
Judge, stru%gjing with his hat.

“Wonderful!™" exclaimed Mr.
Smackenwhacker, 1 haven't
enjoyed myselfl so much since
Grandad gave me a ride in his
horseless  carriage in 1895,
Allow me to help vou. sir.” He
went to the a2id of the struggling
Inspector. He tried to jerk his
hat up, but as it wouldn’t
budge he pressed it down. The
Inspector’s head went clean
through, and the hat sat on his
shoulders.

“Who invented this wonder-
ful machine: und how does i
work 2" asked Mr. Smacken-
whacker, setting the chair up-
right again,

1 invented i, suid Willie
Wizeard, coming  forward
timidly. It's the Wizzard Jet-
cngined Arm-chair. You press
a button and-—whizz—you're
there!™

“Wonderful,” exclaimed the

little judge, dropping on his
hands and knees to have a
proper look. Mr. Smacken-
whacker did the same. They
looked at the fan and at the
narrow jet-exhaust. “*Marvel-
lous!"" they both exclaimed.

*This invention will certainly
win a prize,”” declared the judge.
“We must getitaway to London
at once, so that it can take part
in the finals,” he added.

“What do you mean?' de-
manded Mr. Smackenwhacker,
still on his hands and knees, and
looking like a big black dog.
**This 15 my chair. It was given
to me as a present by the school
as soon as 1 arrived. It is the
very thing | need to carry me
round my vast playground!”™

**Just 2 minute,” put in Dr.
Gandybar, whose corns were
still smarting as a result of the
fong wulk from the station.
"It is my chair, out of my
hospital, and made by one of
my boys. I wanl il to carry me
round the vast playground of
this school. Besides Willie would
iike me to have it. Wouldn't
you, Willie?”

“Well, sir—-1—"" began Willie,

“Wouldn't you?'' demanded
Dr. Gandybar, with an ugly
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gleam in his eye. “Perhaps we
should talk it over—in my
study.”

“Oh no,” said Willie hastily.
“You may have il, Dr. Gandy-
bar. | can make another for the
competition.”

*Thank you,” said Dr.
Gandybar, sinking pratefully
into the chair. F shall now
proceed to the school entrance.
You others may flollow me at
your leisure-—on fool.”

He pressed the button and
the ““swoosh™ from the exhaust
blew Mr. Smackenwhacker's
false teeth halfway down his
throat. The Inspector, with his
hat brim dangling round his
neck, patted the choking Head-
master on the back.

*QOh dear,” sighed Mr. Half-
spun, looking longingly after
the departing chair. "My poor
feet hurt. { wish / had one of
those chairs. He'll be at the
school entrance in no tme.
Look at the speed he's going.”

For a moment Mr. Halfspun
stood in silence, then suddeniy
a thought struck him. He turned
to Willie. “I say, Willie,” he
said, “*how does he stop 7™

“He doesa’t,” said Willic,
**at least 1 don't think so. You
see, I forgot to invent a brake.”

Watch for more fun next week
when Willie invents a machine
for laying the table.



{ Trds ATTERNQON | WAL j\ BUNNL CAN SO TELL ME %

&b LATIONS - ABOUT WY HALF THE WORLD 18
THE ADVENTURES OF I O s, ¢ UiR SARuness? y
- y
LOCH, SWTHBERY 5 e “AYES, BIR! s
C\A AR Se0 e e YOUR SOWN 1
ETLES TeE SLO8 & COVERING
. AND ST S

CUIERRY | (L& 12 A\ =

; | COQ; 50 s, )
THE TWO NEW BOYS cadoe: ) |
: — 0
;\ TORAL NOU FOCLISH BOY, \ SOoW, SLAUDE! 1 THINK \! < MEED WED OH, CRUNBA! THE \ /v-:'m. TRY
b e / WEVE UNTWIZZLED ‘ BETTER TRY END OF THE GOWNS ) PULLING
2 TN OF. TWIZZLE TuL ~ £ OTHER BUNCHED WP, CLAUTE! ) { 1T OFF

| ’/} DON'T WORR™. \;J A
7 PR TWIZELE.

AT :

! oM. ¢ WRONG WAy, — \‘: AAY, At WE CAN'T UNTWIZZLE CUTHBERT,
m S—— S e OR TWIZZLE ANy AORE. Y g

; WELL UNTWIZZLE | I,l e I

f@
o

TIME | RETURN, OR
YOU'LL BE N TROUSLE !

OSH/
17
el ¥
ol
F

 OLD. oM THT TS Y BAH: I'VE HAD ENCUGH
;:: A'.g;. ;c;n \'\g' uéecru\ OF THiS TOMFOOLERN. #
i) £ Ao B : rf SEE THAT RADIATOR 15 &
g .Qx; \Oo EREE . > HEAVE - .\\ s e G
- =

N

GRACIOUS ME! WHAT
WAS THAT BANG?

IT SOUNDED LIKE
THE ENO OF THE
WORLD S

=1

GoLLY. | CTAN'T PUSH 1T. CLAUDE,
IFONOD WE  HAD SOMETHING
HEAVS 7O AMOCK 1T BALK WiTr !
( sTeP ASIDE, cutHeERT! | [/
FVE GOT JueT 'ﬂ:/_/&f I/’
\ﬁTH‘NG' b —

Printed in England by Rimsaanpt PHOTOGRAYURE, L1D., Watford, and published cvery Monday by the Proprietors, THE AMALGAMATED PRESS, Lir., The

Fleetway Fouse, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Registered for transmission by Canadian Magazine Post. Sole Agents: Australasia, Messrs.

Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.: South Africa, Central News Agency, Ltd.; Northern & Southern Rhodesia, Messrs, Kingstons, Ltd. Subscription rates: Inland
19s. 64, for {2 months, 95, 9d. {or 6 months. Abroad and Canada 17s. 4d. for 12 months, 8s. 8d. for 6 months.



» blundering

3

Fare




