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IOMBNADY, DECK & PASSENOENS
WINDOWS INRI00

One hundred passengers and a crew of fifty will ke
carried by this enormous airship—the R100—which

is now nearing completion in the Howden (Yorkshire)-

works where it is being built for the Air Ministry, [t
will be ready for its home trial flights in April. Then a

demonstration flight to North America will be undér-

taken and plans made for a regular Transatlantic airship

The Modern Boy
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service between London and New York. The R100
will probably do that trip in about forty-eight hours and
the fare, it is suggested, will be about £120. Should the
R100 prove the success it is expected to be, five
other airships will be built on similar lines, to operate
on alternate days between England and North
‘America. (See article on page 5.)
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By “ WAYFARER.”

THE REDSKIN'S CANDY!

GREAT pal ef mine, when I lived in Florida,
A was a Seminole Indian chief. I first met him

when he came to a little country store on the
Gulf Coast to do some shopping, and I was struck
by the fact that his purchases were cartridges, chew-
ing-tobacco, and candy ! He bought a great deal of
candy, and the storekeeper said that all the Indians
wanted sugar-sticks-.and syrup. -

The horned person in our photograph is not my
friend the Seminole. He is Chief Calf-Robe, of
Montana, where he lives on the Glacier Park
Reservation, Bul by the look of écstasy on his face
he is clearly just as fond of sugar-stick as was my
Seminole !

When an Indian of the Sonthern States cannot geb
sweets he chews sugar-cane. Al the little negro
piccaninnies love sucar-cane, and it is chewing this
hard and stringy cane that makes their teeth so
white and shiny !

STILT SKATING.

Some people like to do things differently from
anyone else. That well-known war correspondent,
the late Mr. Frederic Villiers, who was a great
friend of mine, was very fond of bicycling. but dis-
liked the ordinary bicyele because, as he said, he
could not see over the hedges as he rode along!

So he had a special bicycle built, a sort of two-
story affair, of which the saddle was a good- four
feet from the ground, and on this he used fo ride
all over England.

It looked very unsafe, yet he rarvely took a fumble,
and he must have ridden it thousands of miles.

It may be the same sart of idea that has induced
Mr. Syd. Charlton, the well-known fancy skater, to
wear these queer stilt skates. Most of us, however,
woutld most certainly think twice befere risking
Iimbs and neck in such a fashion! i
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The Modern Boy's
WOrld—(ConlinueJ).

LIMPING HOME!

Hammered by the most terrific
gales she had known in all her thirty
years of battling with hurricanes and
huge seas, -main and mizzen masts
gone, sails in flapping ribbons, her
chief officer killed by falling rigging,
there limped the other day into the
quiet sanctuary of West India Dock,
London, a gallant old windjammer.

She was five months late on her
trip from Adelaide, Australia, With
her cargo of wheat, the E. R. Stirling
had been storm-driven time and
again miles out of her course. She
had covered nearly 25,000 nightmare
miles all told, being in such an un-
manageable state at ome time that
for 4,000 miles she had to be towed !

HATS OFF!

Heroics become commonplace in
circumstances like that—so the crew
think. But perhaps we must award
the palm for sheer heroism on that
old windjammer to the young wile-
less operator, Mr. M. B. Anderson,
who clambered aloft in one of those
screaming hurricanes—with storm-
drenched canvas, torn to ribbons,
flying loose and threatening every
moment to flay him alive—and on
one of the cracking masts rigged up
a makeshift aerial !

Calmly he clambered down again
and commenced afresh to send out
the $.0.8. signals which had been
interrupted when the regulation
aerial had, like the great main and
mizzen masts, “ gone by the board !

I think Father Neptune himself
must feel proud of that young fellow
and his grim determination that wire-
less should still rule the waves!

BROADCASTING !

The good people of Walton-on-the-
Naze now enjoy—or should I say
listen to?—the  wireless programmes
by a very novel method. All that
they have to do is to pay half-a-
crown.per week and turn on the loud-
speaker whenever they choose—no
~(-t to install, nothing fo go wrong,

‘no nothing 5y

How is 1t dome? Qnuite simply.
An enterprising townsman, a Mr.
W. R. Dockrell, for a charge of
2s. 6d. per week installs a loud-
speaker and as much flex as required
in_each house. Then, from .the re-
ceiver and amplifier in his own
house he relays the programmes by
means of land and overhead lines fo
the smbscribers.

The set is always funed in to
5 XX, Daventry, and it is possible
for hundreds of people to listen to
the one receiver.

And now, who is going to follow
Mr. Dockrell’s enterprising example?

CAREERS IN THE MAKING.

UYou “lant KObea &
MOTOR’ W -t

Levterrreaas B AL ]

:: Get right into the

A general

repair garage is the
best school.

: game!

ERERT)

“~HERE are two kinds of
workers in the world of
motor-engineering. * There

is the man who designs engines,
and the man who builds them
from the drawmgs, or repairs the
engmes when go wrong.
Sometimes you will meet a fellow
who can not only desi a car,
but can handle tools and build it
as well. Such'a man is compara-
tively rare.
- Of- course; the. designer must
know how a motor-engme is con-
- strueted, and it helps him a lot
if he ac{:ually does go_“ through
the shops.” “Shops ” is the term
. usunally employed to indicate the
workshops where motor-cars are
constructed, and such practical
knowledge is really invaluable.
Let’s assume that you want to
be a motor-engineer.  Youn are
fascinated by the sight of a power-
fnl car roaring along the road at
o

speed, and -whenever. you see a
machine standing with ‘its engme-
The Modern Boy

cover uplifted you like to take a
look at the “box of tricks ” under-
neath. Also, you like using tools,
and it doesn't worry you an awful
lot if you get a blob of luhrwatmg

oil on your hands If you’re this
sort of chap, you've got the mak-
ings of a motor-engineer in you.

ow, do you want to be a man
who designs engines, or to he a
fellow who builds them—or both?
Let’s assume that you want to he
both ; you can choose your definite
line Iater.

The designer must know about
the theory of engines, about the
strains and stresses that metals
will stand—in short, he must have
studied mechanics. He should also
be something of a draughtsman,
so that he can put his ideas down
on paper, and he must have know-
ledge of mathematics—all of which
sounds rather formidable, and
brings' us to the question of where
one can learn these things.

They are not taught in 1 ordinary

AL

4
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schools.  You learn them when
your normal school days are over.
There are special schools where
you can be instructed in both the
theoretical and practical side of
motor-engineering—if,you are able
to persuade the pater to pay the
fees. Failing that, you can take
a course at the local techmical
institute or the local polytechnic.
Absolutely the best way of
setting about motor-engineering
as a career—assuming that you
can’t go fo a special school of
motor - engineering, for some
reason—is to get right into the
ame. Don’t aim at a big motor-
actory as a start, because the
work there is very spemahsed
Try to get a job in a decent-
sized geuneral repair-and-service
garage, “and there they will teach
you your way sbout a cdr. In the
cvening you e¢an study mechanics
at the technical imstitute.

You are learming then to be a
designer "and picking up the
practical side of the business at
the same time. Evening study is
essential if yem are gomng to get
anywhere, if yom can’t take a
complete course at 4 & 1 school
of motoring. You'll progress like
a house a-fire if you are keen,
and you will also have the chance
to decide just what branch in
which yom want fo specialise—
theory or practice.

If you start strught away in a
big motor-works, ue liable to
find ycnmelf a milling
machine, or_ -a-e particular
job.to do. Yom won't learn all the
things you want to know. The
time to go iato a big motor-works
is whén you have gained a work-
ing knowledge of motor-enginecr-
ing generally.

The big works will then give
you a dumce of unngg:ur know-
ledge. able to
éareer in just the direc-
: want. The openings in
ﬂns nch of the world’s work
are absolutely unlimited.

§
a
-
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The World’s Greatest Airship—British to the Backbone!
London to New York by Air in 48 Hours!

AVE you seen those luxurious new

motor-coaches, with their dining-

tables, lounges, shaded lamps,
and white-suited stewards ? °° Liners of
the road,” some people are calling them,
and they are the last word in comfortable
travelling on the highway.

Can you imagine all the luxury of one
of them transported to the air, with the
addition of a dancing floor, reading-room,
six-course dinners, lifts—and flying from
England to America in 48 hours ? You
would travel with 99 other passengers,
end you would have a crew of 50 to look
ofter you. This aerial char-a-banc is
celled the R100, and is the biggest
airship ever built—or will be when she
leaves her shed at Howden, in Yorkshire,
to take the clouds in April.

In length it is 709 feet. But you can
get a better idea of its dimensions from
the picture on page 2. Her mighty
framework is built of
duralumin, one of the
strongest and lightest
metals known. This
framework is an abso-
lute miracle of work-
manship. 1t is a maze
of girders, all shining
with smooth varnish
and, despite its ap-
parent fragility, it yet
gives an impression of
terrific strength.

It may look flimsy,
but it has been con-
structed on the same
tubular girder prin-
ciples that were used
to fling the giant
Forth Bridge through
the ~ air—and  look
what a great job the
engineersmade of that!

Inside her envelope
the R100 carries fifteen
balloonettes — and a
hotel which is com-
plete with a dancing
floor, smoking-room,
lounge, restaurant,
promenades, service
lift, * electric cooking
stoves, and a whole
heap of other luxuries !

This “hotel”

The Modern Boy

stands three stories high, with stairs
leading from one floor to tho other.
There are baths and sleeping cabins
which are as big as those on cross-
Channel steamers. Fifty people can sit
the restaurant at the same

down in
time and will be able to eat their
way through a five-course meal in

comfort.

If you travel on the R100 they'll: let
you carry rather more than a toothbrush
and your pocket-money for luggage.
You can take with you spare collars, ties,
socks and so forth up to a hundredweight.
If you and your ninety-nine fellow-
passengers took that amount of luggage
each, the giant would still have room left
to carry ten tons of mails!

As you can imagine, it needs a pretty
big shed in which to construct an airship
like this. The one in which the R109 is
being built is actually a double shed, but

Par: of the framework of the air mammoth in the making.

they're only using half of it—the other
half is there all ready for anybody who
wants another 5,000,000 cubic-feet
capacity aerial liner built !

The shed has the largest single roof in
the British Isles, and the doors to it are
so huge that they have to be run on
railway lines. You could get twenty-
five full-sized football pitches on the
floor of it.

Three hundred and fifty people have
been employed in building this leviathan,
and it has cost over £1,000 a week in
wages. You can guess that the airship
itself is costing a lot ; if you could save
£10 every day, and if you lived to be a
hundred years old, saving all the time,
you'd have just enough at the end of it
to buy yourself another R100; you
would also have a pound or two to get
petrol and oil with, but you wouldn’t
be able to buy much !

Note the comparative size of

the men working on the enormous girders | 3

5
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HE attraction wasn’'t in the

money, not it, although £1,500

a week was not to be sneezed

at. Nor had this £1,500 actually

started fo find its way into Sparrow’s

pocket every week, although he had

every reason to feel that it would.

But it wasn’t that which was lead-
ing him on. )

Was it for pelf that he had hunted
brigands to their lair; that he had
braved sharks; that he had smuggled
out of Egypt a venerable, if dis-
appointing, mummy; that he had
snapped his fingers in the face of the
law by driving a taxicab without a
licence? No, a more sublime spur
had driven him forward.

It was just after his bad luck with
the spick-and-span taxi that he ran
down to Castlegate School to see his
iriend Willett and lead him out for
a feed at the Castlegate. And
when presently they were taking their
case 1m that spacious hotel (which
everyone who knows Castlegate knows
inside out), he inquired of Willett:

“Do you remember, or don’t you,
what I said to old Eggett when they
superannuated me last term?”

Sparrow’s guest had done himself
well, and looked rather sleepy.

“Do I’ he rejoined, in an in-
different tone. Then he pulled him-
self together. “Sparrow,” said he,
“have you got such a thing as five bob
to lend to a chap?” .

“There is seven-and-fivepence yon
owe me from last termi” gighed

The Modern Boy

in his

thoroughly determined

Young Sparrow,

Search for Fame, decides
to become—a Film Star!

You'll thoroughly enjoy
this really funny yarn!

Complete in this Issue.

Sparrow, whose memory in such
matters was like a maehine.

The lightuing calculator beside him
heamed T)lithe]y.

“Then five and seven will make a
round number,” he breathed.

Sparrow counted out five shillings
and seven pennies.

“That is thirteen bob,” he re-
marked. “An unlucky number.”

“Beastly unlucky!” said Willett,
with singular candour. “What were
you going to mumble about the old
"gg:'fl

“ You remember I swore to him that
I'd soar like an eagle?”

“I sort of remember. He said
your wings were too moulty.”

“He dide’t !” rapped Sparrow. “He
called them pinions, not wings. Well,
T've spread them once or twice, but
they’'ve let me down rather. Still, if
at first yon don’t succeed—yon know
old Brucer” S

“The drawing master?” said
Willett, searching his memory.

“No! The king who kept spiders,
you ass!” cried Sparrow indignantly.

Willett growled.

“No, I don’t know him. I'd rather
keep silkworms.”

“That isn’t the point. The point
is—what I told Eggett. Any sugges-
tion how I can make that good?”

The oracle pondered awhile.

“Look here,” he pronounced, “you
know that thirteen beb that you
tipped me just now*”

“I didn’t tip you thirteen hob,”
countered. Sparrow.

“Of cowrse you did. And I'll give
you a tip in return, I’ll tip you an

6

introduction te my jolly old uncle.
He's a bit of a stinge, but you go to
his office and tell him we're pals and
I bet yom that ke puts you bang on
the road.”

“On the road, or into itZ” Sparrow
said faintly. .

“ Anyhow, you fry the old bounder,”
pressed Willett.

. So Sparrew returmed to London and
called on Willett's uncle; who didn’t
lock particmlarly “jolly ” or [“old.”
He had a good square jowl and hard,
watchful featares, with that glint in
his eyes whichk could be observed in
his nephew’s whea the latter was
feeling his experienced way to a loan.
Indﬁ. it seemed to Sparrow that
something was wrong when instead of

inni their interview with
“Have wou got sach a thing as five
bob to lemd to a chap®” Willett’s
uncle shot out 3 businesslike:

“Well>™

“M} mame.™ said his visitor, help-
ing himself fo a chair, “is Sparrow.
My imtials are T. W.S. Sir, I was
at Castlegate with vour nephew.”

“H'mph!®™ grumted Mr. Jowis.
“Birds of a feather!”

This did not sound encouraging.
Still, one mever knew. No doubt
Willett was really his uncle’s
favoarite hew—stranger things
bhad ; though not many,
mSp‘mv uck to k k

So st to his task. =

“Here goes!” he said to himself
bravely. Aloud he went on: “Fve
3 come from seeing your nephew,
sir. He sends you his love, and he

‘says he’s awfully serry he hasn't

17/3/28
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written, but he’s so hard at work for
the history medal. He's specialising
in King Bruce, sir, and those times.
He's working frightfully hard, sir—
frightfully hard.”

“The change will do him good!”
observed Mr. Jowis.

*Yes—I mean, I wouldn’t say that,
sir, entirely. You've no idea how
hard-working Willett can be.”

“I haven’t. I never could have!”
snapped Mr. Jowis.

“Oh, sir! He hides his industry
under a bushel.”
“There isn’t a bushel small

enough!” growlel Mr. Jowis.

Sparrow thought again. The virtues
of his friend Willett did not seem the
happiest card to play. He must
shuffle the pack, so to speak, and try
a fresh deal.

“Willett told me, sir,” he began,
“how generous you arec.”

“Yes!” rejoined Mr. Jowis, in a
new tone.

“How generous and jolly, sir! And
he said only yesterday that you were
the one man in England who could
give me a hand.” :

“Ah!” remarked Willett’s wuncle,
smoothing his chin. -

“Yes, sir. He says that you know

3 )
everyone who is worth knowing.”

The hard-featured man leaned back
and regarded his visitor. This in-
genuous, innocent face, with its
slight tinge of melancholy, was hardly
the face of one who would come 1o
play ftricks on him, or try to get
round him by flattery. No, he re-
ficeted. He liked, too, his caller’s
well-cut clothes, his smart shoes, his
head, which was brushed so precisely,
his amiable air.

“Just s0!” he replied. “I know
everyone. What can I do for you?”

“Well, it's this way, sir,” sparkled
Sparrow. “But before I begin.
You’ve heard, of course, of Alexander
the Great?”

“The Roman Emperor! Of course!”
declared Mr. Jowis.

“Yes, sir!” said Sparrow, un-
smiling. “ Well, then you remember,
sir, that Alexander the Great was
famous before lie was nineteen?”

“Yes, I remember perfectly,”

frowned the good man,

Sparrow fixed
him ‘with a pene-
trating bright eye.

“Sir, I'll have a =
jolly good stab at § :
being famous

before then, for
we've moved on a
bit since Alex- { [ § \

ander’s days,
haven’t we?”
“Undoubte d 1y.
Then you haven't
got to mineteen
).et ?7}
“T’ve three morée
years to go, sir.”
“Oh, plenty of
time !
Sparrow’s
bounded. .
“That’s
what T've always
felt, sir. But
don’t want to let
the grass grow
under my feet.”
“Well, I've never

The Modern Boy
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just

Ve

heard of grass that grew in the air.
But what have you come to me for?”

“A hand, sir,” said Sparrow.

“A hand to what?”

“To Fame, sir,” Sparrow said hope-
fully.

“I see!” nodded Willett's wuncle.
“ Beeause I know everyome, you feel
that I can put you upon. the right
track.” He considered a moment.
“Well, what do you think of the
stage?”

“Not much, sir,” said Sparrow.

“I mean, have you had any experi-
ence of the stage?”

“We were always doing theatricals,
sir, at Castlegate.”

- “Capi®al ! And you took part, I

suppose?”

Sparrow inclined his head grace-
fully.

“Yes, sir,” he owned. “And I
often kept the play going off my
own bat.” S
V“Did you! Did you, indeed!”
exclaimed Mr. Jowis. “Then you
must be quite good!”

“Yes, sir. I was prompter,”

sighed Sparrow.

Willett’s uncle looked him well up
and down, then sclected and care-
fully lighted a very big cigar. When
he had got this drawing to his full
satisfaction, he announced:

“Now let me see how you carry
vourself. Go out of the room, and
come in again at a brisk pace. Hold
your hand out as you come in, and

ot =
S
o — %
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shake my hand cordially. Cordially,
mind. I shall be a dear old friend
whom youw’ve not seen for years, and
I shall—er—assume great pleasure
to meet you. Go ahead!”

The “old friend * had spoken more
truly than he supposed, for the
pleasure certainly neceded a lot of
assumption. Sparrow went through
the pantomime with such® heart and
soul that the hand stretched to meet
his writhed and crunched in his grip,
and the cigar dropped and started to
burn a hole in the carpet. He
picked it up sedately.

“Like that, sir?” he asked, and
looked disappointed when Willett's
uncle only groaned.

“8Sir, shall I try again?® he volun-
teered eagerly.

(Continued on the next page.)

7

The monster 'plane swooped lower and nearer.
gathered his !egs for a spring and shot into the air!

Sparrow
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Well on Top!
(Continued from previous page.)

“You shall not!” replied Mr.
Jowis, with a fierce shout.

Then he massaged his fingers. “But
to give you your due,” he went on,
“you have qualities that may carry
you far on the films. You certainly
register cordiality strongly.”

“Sir, I did my best,”
said modestly.

“Well, what do you say to the
films ?”

“As a star, sir?” chirped Sparrow.

“As a shooting star——""

“You mean, I’d shoot on and off,
sir?”

“If they fired you, yes,” Mr.
Jowis assented. “Well, how would
fifteen hundred pounds a week suit
you?”

“It’s the fame that I'm
sir!”

“You'll get that as well. They
tell me Tom Mix gets fifteen hundred
a week. That, and the celebrity of
being a star—

“Will snit me down to the ground,
sir!” Sparrow completed.

“But,- of course, you can’t rush
it. Youw've got to start at the
bottom.”

“Corks soon rise to the top, sir!
I'm like a cork !”

“Just so. And eagles soar. Or
so I have heard,” Willett’s wuncle
added, with a queer smile. #I
understand from our mutual friend
Mr. Eggett——"

“We were talking,” Sparrow inter-
posed firmly, “of films.”

“Yes. Now I've seen how much
you are capable of,” agreed Mr.
Jowis, gloomily eyeing his ecarpet,
“would you like me to give you an
introduction?”

“To the people who make films?”

“To a first-class firm—yes.”

Sparrow said: -

‘“Thank you, sir!”

Mr Jowis said:

“Then that's that. I possess a

good deal of influence in the film
world, and all of it is entirely at
your disposal.” With which assur-
ance he rose and bade Sparrow good-
morning.
. So_there it was! It was plain as
a_pikestaff to Sparrow, sitting in
his rooms and thinking it out, that
the quickest way to fame was via the
films. Film stars were not made:
they were born—he knew that. Just
like poets, he reminded .himself,
zomewhat classically. Either you
were a poet or you weren’t a poet;
and either you were a film star or
You were not. There were any
amount of film stars walking about,
enly they hadn’t the gumption to
know thiey were film stars, just as
there were any amount of poets,
although they never put their poems
down on paper.

*Sheer logic!” purred Sparrow.

He = could view the immediate
futm:e, then, with assurance. After
a brief apprenticeship of some sort,
he would singled out to play a
small part, in which he would sweep
the directors clean off their feet.
That would be this time next month,
say, or six weeks. Another three

Sparrow

after,

lead. And the rest would be plain
sailing—to his own company. *The
Famous Sparrow Players” —yes,
that’s what he’d call them!

He clesed his eyes and leaned
back, seeing it all. Deliciously, the
vision flooded his being. In every
picture palace throughout the world
he saw the lights diminish, the cur-
tain recede, the audience—packed—

holding its breath, the chocolate
girls hushed, the pageboys who

walked abouf with squirters struck
motionless, the organ breaking into
its most solemn tune, while majestic
capitals blazed on the screen:

“WHEN ROME WAS IN ASHES!

THOMAS WHITCOMBE S.
SPARROW'S LATEST AND
GREATEST TRIUMPH!”

Which slowly faded out to make
way for this:

“Featuring—
THOMAS WHITCOMBE 8.
SPARROW
and
MARY PICKFORD.”

And this, in turn, gave way to
something like this:

“Written by

Produced by
T. W. 8. Sparrow

T. W. S. Sparrow

Titles by

Art Direction by
T. W. S. Sparrow

T. W. S. Sparrow

Camera

Interiors by
T. W. 3. Sparrow

T. W. 8. Sparrow

Sub-titles
E. Willett.”

Yes, it would only be fair to give
Willett a look in.

And Willett’s uncle, by Jove!
They mustn’t leave him out.
Assistant Camera: John Henry

Jowis. How would that do?

“It couldn’t be bettered!” Sparrow
answered himself.

So there it was! All plain sailing.
Fame at a leap! He wondered why
it had never struck him before. Of
course, he conceded, it meant a
slight grind to start with; when he
reported to-morrow, for instance, at
the studio to which Mr. Jowis had
introduced him, they would keep him
waiting about for a day or two
probably just to get the hang of the
thing and the atmosphere, and then
they’d put him on, perhaps, to turn-
ing the handle when the camera-man
was having his grub or something.
But_they’d pretty soon spot that he
had the real starstuff in him, and,
of course, he’d explain how stars are
born and not made.

Before he turned in he wrote a
letter to Willett explaining what a
trump his uncle had been. And he
dropged another line to an admir-
ing friend who owned and drove a
certain spick-and-span taxi.

“Please comé for me with your
cab at nine a.m. sharp,” this line
ran.

He thoujght he had better arrive

months and he would be playing g at the studio in style.

The Modern Boy
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-as well!

turned up in style, for his recep-

tion was very nearly fit for a
prince. The moment his taxi reached
the gates of the studio, which stood
in the company’s own park, and
before the driver could jump down
and ring the lodge bell, a commis-
sionaire, whose chest was smothered
with medals, had darted forth, had
opened the door of the cab, had
helped him out, had relieved him of
his attache-case—in which he had
thoughtfully packed some egg and
cress sandwiches—and, swinging
aside the magnificent wrought-iron
gates, bowed him through and con- .
ducted him up the avenue.

This reception rather astonished
Sparrow at first, until he remem-
bered how grandly film people do
things, and remembered as well what
fine credentials he brought! It was
only natural that they would wish to
pay every attention to a friend of
Mr. Jowis.

So they’d told their commission-
aire to be on the look-out for him,
and not keep him waiting, but bring
him along at once. :

His convictions were confirmed
when they came to the studio—where,
intrepid as ever, he tipped the com-
missionaire—by the fervour with
which a gentleman in his shirt-
sleeves, with a silk hat on the back
of his head and a few diamond rings,
sprang forward and took his hand
in a brotherly clasp. Then a pursy
man, who was reading aloud from
a manuscript to a number of ladies
who didn’t appear to be listening,
crumpled up the seript, and came
bustling across to seize. his other
hand and shake it effusively. This,
be discovered, was Mr. Whomp, the
anthor, and the other in the silk hat
was the producer.

“There’s nothing stiff and starchy
about them,” thought Sparrow.

There was not. He was next sur-
rounded by the leading lady, Miss
Gladdie Slice, and the whole com-
pany, all registering their- delight
to make his acquaintance. They were
all one happy family, Sparrow could
see that, ‘and eager to let him feel
he was one of themselves.

Suddenly the hum of voices was
broken. by a single voice which said
in low tonmes:

“Well, the scene is set now, if you
are ready?” ;

Sparrow wondered whose voice it
was, until he detected that it came
from his friend of the shirt-sleeves
and the silk hat, who was standing
by the door in an inviting attitude,
together with three pimply-ish men
with three cameras.

Good! He was going to see a scene
done! This was topping! But how
decent, of them to do a scene specially
for him.

“I say,” he whispered to Mr.
Whomp, “what scene is it?”

“Your scene, laddie!” Mr. Whomp

replied heartily.

B words. It was staggering!
Not only had they welcomed

him like a prince and given him the

run of their wonderful studio, but

actually they had found him a part

Of course, he knew it was
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all for Mr. Jowis’ sake—but, eyen
then, how perfectly gorgeous of them.
It wasn’'t many producers who'd be
so generous or many authors who'd
stick in a part for a novice! Sparrow
could have thrown his arms round
Mr. Whomp. By jingo, he'd not let
them down—he’d show them his
metal !

“Come along!
Are you ready?”

“You bet T am!” cried Sparrow,
darting at Tuke—as one of them had
told him the producer was called—
who led the way through the park,
the whole company following, to a
wide and noble expanse where the
trees had been cleared, and where
Sparrow was struck at once by a
towering steel structure which rose
up and up till it seemed to end in the
clouds. The day was matchless, the
light brilliant in the extreme; but
had there been clouds, he felt posi-
tive that tower’s top would be lost

in them.
“Like Eiffel he
1

Your scene is set.

the Tower !”
uttered.
“But higher,” smiled Whomp.
A vicious humming sounded now
overhead, and Sparrow perceived an
acroplane of the bombing type, the
largest he’d ever seen, come cleaving

the sky. 1In its wake a balloon was
floating, attracting him vastly, so
gracefully it hung between heaven
and earth. Then out of the distance
a smaller aeroplane darted, and
began to loop the loop and jiggle
about.

“What a spleandid sight!”
claimed Spasrow. “I say!
ripping !”

“Good !” replied Mr. Tuke. “I'm
glad that you’re pleased with if.
We've spared no expense or trouble
to get it all right for you.”

“Jolly good of you ! said Sparrow.

“Merely business,” shrugged Tuke.

A curious little hush now fell on
the company. Sparrow moticed that
the three camera men had split up
and stationed themselves at different
points of the ground, with the noses
of their instruments tilted consider-
ably. Then he saw a group of
mechanics in brown dungarees whose
gazes were glued on himself with
peculiar intentness. And in the
background he saw something whick
looked like an ambulance.

Then Mr. Tuke touched his
shoulder.

“We're ready, if you are?”

“Yes,” Sparrow said in a loud tone.
“What do I do?”

ex-

How

“You shin.up that tower, hand over
hand, by the ironwork——"

“To the top?” put in Sparrow, less
loudly.

“Yes, right to the top. Then the
aeroplane begins bombing you——"

“Bombing me—yes. The aeroplane
begins bombing me.”

“And you stand there with the
bombs bursting all around you and
the tower rocking——"

“Yes, the tower rocking?” sighed
Sparrow.
“And then you see that the

heroine’s on board the aeroplane, and
she waves to you and you Ymow that
they’re carrying her off. So, vowing
to rescue her if it costs you your
life—"

Sparrow could easily fancy it doing
that !

“You catch one of their bombs and
throw it back hard—"

“I always was a pretty good
catch,” agreed Sparrow.

“And then, when the homber comes
close to finish you off, you make a
lea‘p and alight on one of its wings.”

“Does it matter on which wing:”
Sparrow said faintly.

“Not a bit. So long as you're
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AIRWAYS PILOT:

Across the Channel

ROYDON AERODROME, a
fine morning, and the huge
Handley-Page air-liner is

waiting like some giant bird,
ready to take the air on its swift
journey to Paris. Passengers are
aboard, sitting in their comfort-
able cushioned seats, and forward,
in a special compartment known as
the cockpit, are the mechanic and
engincer. Behind them is the
pilot in his driving seat, his hand
on the throttle lever, waiting for
the signal from the control tower
which tells him that he may start.
For the Continental planes start
to the minute, just like railway
cx}lzressos.

he signal is given, and the
pilot taxies his machine out across
the aerodrome, bringing it wup
facing the wind, and at another
sigmﬁ he moves the throttle lever,
The bi]g twin 450 h.p. engines roar,
the plane gathers speed, rises!
The great adventure has begun!

IMPERIAL
5

;
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in an Air Liner!

The ground slips away as the
pilot puts the wmachine into a
steady climb and heads for the
Channel. As he flies upwards, he
unreels a 200-foot wire, weighted
at the end, which trails below the
machine. This is his wireless
aerial, and with it he can send
and receive wireless telephone
messages to and from Croydon and
other planes which he passes en
route. Thus he is enabled to keep
check on his position, and on the
weather to be expected ahead.

Far below is the winding track
which is the Southern Railway,
and this is followed as far as Ash-
ford, keeping, according to the
accepted runles of the air, to the
right of the railway.

On the way are passed the
powerful signal lights, visible for
about thirty miles at night, of
Titsey and Cranbrook, these being
of anything from 60,000 to 90,000
candle-power.  Each signal light
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so perfectly does it work.

and oiled.

stone, the Handley-Page heads out

is different, and can easily be dis-
tinguished by pilots at night.

On the plane rushes at over 100
miles an hour, almost flying its'flf,
‘he
pilot is, however, constantly
watching his instruments which
tell him his speed, and whether
his engines are properly cooled

Passing the coast near Folke-

across the Channel, the pilot send-
ing a wireless-telephone message
to Croydon telling them exactly
where he left the coast, and where
he expects to cross the French
coastline.

Tiny black specks with little
white tails appear 3,000 feet below.
They are ships, and the white tails
are their wake in the water. They
are passed in a flash, and a few
minutes after leaving England the
coast of France is passed, and a
message to that effect telephoned
to Croydon. Towns and villages,
valleys and hills are passed in
succession, and at last the famous
Eiffe]l Tower is -seen pointing to
the sky, and it is then that the
pilot knows his journey is nearly
over.

A minute later the hangars of
Le Bourget, France’s “Croydon,”
can be seen dotted below., The
pilot closes the throttle, turns his
control wheel, and puts the great
plane into a thrilling earth glide.

own, down, down! The “ground
rushes up to meet the machine,
there is a slight bump, a skim
along the ground, and then—all
is bustle. Porters, motor-cars,
Customs!  But the pilot climbs
from his seat, quite satisfied with
his achievement at having flown
225 miles in 2} hours!

(Continued on page 10.)
g
g

-
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Well on ‘Fep!
(Continued from previous page.)

well in the range of the camera in
that smaller plane which will be
shooting you—>

“Shooting me! O, I see—taking
the film.” s

“That’s it. So you’ll stand up on
your hind legs and register heroie
determination——"

“I'll need it,” Sparrow murmured
under his breath. ES A

“ Before you crawl round the wing
and into the bomber’s cockpit, where
you ﬁ)ull the gag from the heroine’s
mouth and untic her feet, and then
start in on the villain who’s piloting
the machine, which begins to side-slip
and nose-dive——" -

“T see,” quivered Sparrow.

“But you overpower the villain
and seize the controls, when—— Do
you see that balloon 2

“Yes,” said Sparrow, devoutly
wishing that he was inside it.

“Well, it comes alongside just as
you've overpowered the villain, and
1t grapples your plane, so you know
that it carries the pirates.” ’

“The pirates! Are there many of
them ?” chattered - Sparrow.

The hearty voice of Mr. Whomp
butted in.

“Yes,” he said proudly.

‘ Pirates of the Sky,” laddie.
ping title—what? = And a clipping
chance for you. You see, when the
pirates grapple your rocking plane,
you've got them nicely——"

“Yes, I've got them
groaned Sparrow.

“So you pick the fainting heroine
up with one arm and twine the other
in the rigging of the balloon. They
get the plane, old son, but you've
got the heroine, and you parachute
down with her and there you are,
laddie.”

. “I suppose she'll like it?” said
Sparrow, after a pause.

“ Who'll like it?”

“The heroine.”

“Oh, she’ll be a dummy. You
wouldn’t expeet us to risk Miss
Slice’s neck, wounld you?”

“No,” said Sparrow, majestically;
“eertainly not.” To himself he said :
“I'd rather they risked hers than
mine.” He gazed at the aeroplanes,
he gazed at the sky, he gazed at the
terrible tower, and his soul shud-
dered. f ; S

Mr., Tuke had rushed across to the
camera men. From them he shouted
to Sparrow : i ‘

“Stand by while you memorise !”

Smiling a pinched, wintry smile,
Sparrow shouted ‘back : -

“Thank you!”

Take it or leave it!
understood that. And what a com-
pliment they were paying him—
gosh ! He bet they didun’t give many
novices such a try-out! And look at
the tremendous cost they had gone
to—that vast, dizzy tower, those
acroplanes, the baloon—all in order
fo oblige Mr. Jowis. For he didn’t
flatter himself that they did it for
him. - They were frightfully decent,
but this was for Willett’s uncle; he
was perhaps the biggest shareholder
in the concern.

Thus Sparrow reflected,
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“The
Clip-

nicely,”

and

He perfectly

shivered, and went hot and cold, and
heard the camera men making ready
behind him.

" Now or never!
it! Good heavens!

“Are you ready?” shrieked Tuke.

With the sweat bursting out on his
forehead Sparrow sighed: -

“Yes.”

Then he flung off his hat and coat,
and, before his heart failed him, he
dashed like a fury at that terrible
tower, to the accompaniment of a
rapturous,. shout from the crowd.

*“Silendid ! Mr, Tuke was exclaim-
ing excitedly.

“Magnificent ! roared Whomp.

“Superb ! cried Misa Slice; while
the cameras were clicking away for
their lives.

But Sparrow heard nothing. His
feet were among the ironwork; he
was shinning up' higher and higher,
hand over fist—up and up! One
story, two stories were passed. Ah,
licre was the third! Dare le stop for
a breather? He dared not.

Take it or leave

Whang! Bang! Noises burst all
around him. The bombs were begin-
ning,

“Hope there isn’t a live one among
them,” thought Sparrow. >

Then he shot a glance down, just
one—while his head whirled, Hun-
dreds of miles below he could make
out some dark specks—flies were they,
or his dear old friends, Tuke and the
rest ?

Off he started again, all the skin
off his shins where he’d scraped them
against . these horrible girders and
cress-stays. Fortunately, they'd built
a few reasonable hand-holds. Oh,
merey, how the tower was beginning
to taper! And how it rocked! Mr.
Tuke had said it would rock, but you
didn'é expeet it to sway about like
a tree in a gale!

“Well, anyhow,”
“I'm well on top.”

Here came the acroplane. And,
hallo ! here came one of the hombs
by .itself.

“0Oh, well
sir!”

He fancied himself on the cricket
ground, and hurled his catch back,
like Jessop or Hobbs when they
threw down the wicket from cover.

It hit the aeroplane’s pilot full on
the head. Mr. Tuke, who was watch-
ing it all through his ficld-glasses
below. articulated “Wonderful !” to
Mr. Whomp. But the airman himself
did not seem so delighted.

said Sparrow,

caught! Well held,

And now the monster plane
swooped lower and nearer, Its slant-
ing wings whizzed through the

ether, churned it into eddies, with a
noise¢ like myriads and myriads of
birds rushing past.

Sparrow gathered his legs for a
spring and shot into the air.

f HEN he came to himself he
W -was in the great machine’s
cockpit. :

Fes” said “the - pilot, who was
bringing him round, * you missed the
wings all right,-but you didn’t miss
me.”  He felt at his neck.. “You
nearly broke it!” he growled.

“Well, now I start in bashing you,
don’t 1?7 said Sparrow.

“You don’t, you fool!” shrieked

10

‘e

the airman.
stopped.”

“Something gone wronz:™ :

“It's only the balloom,” ssid the
airman. “It's bust!?

And so it had. It was Sleating
down in bits, but not at the Sine pace
the balloonist was making, dropping
like a stone at the tail ¢f his para-
chute.

“ Well, we'd better fellow,” thé air-
man announced; and, to Sparrow’s
relief, they nosed down.

It was Mr., Tuke whe helped him
out of the aeroplane and wrung his
hand effusivcly, while Miss Slice em-
braced him.

“You've surpassed  yourself!
You’ve mever done anything finer!
We’ll film the rest to-morrow,” said
Tuke, in a breath,

“I wonder,;”, Sparrow said to him-
self rather bleakly, as a piece of
the burned balloon came to rest av
his feet.

-Up rushed Mr. Whomp, burstin
over with joy.

“Yon may well call yourself the
Boneless Wonder !” he cried. “The
Boneless Wonder ! By James! What

“The cameras the

an acrobat! I'm glad we engaged
you !”
“I beg your pardon?’” Sparrow

replied, with a start.

“I'm glad, I say, that I persuaded
friend Tuke to cngage the Boneless
Wonder for my great scene.”

“I heard,” uttered Sparrow, look-
ing round. *“But where is her”

Mr. Whomp patted his back.

“Funny dog!” he exclaimed; and
all of them seemed to think, too, that
be'd made a good joke.

But Sparrow didn’t. He ¢touldn’t
see where it came in. He objected
also to Dbeing called a honeless
wonder. He was just about to tell

‘them so rather strongly when a

telegraph-boy came running across
the grass.

“For you, sir,” he said,
handed his envelope to Tuke.

Mr. Tuke ripped .it open, read
it, and gaped. He looked at
Sparrow with a horrified stare.

“Whomp, listen to this,” he said;
and rcad out the telegram:

as he

e

Sorry eould not be with you at

ten o’clock this morning, as promised.

Not taking any. y 7
“ALrF CRiCK,

“The Boneless Wonder.”

When they came out of the stupor
into which this message had plunged
them, Tuke whispered to Whomp:

“Have you ever set eycs on the
Wonder ?”

“Never,” said Whomp,
this fellow for him !”

“And so did I. And so did all of
us, naturally.”

Tuke turned on Sparrow.

“Who the dickens are you?” he
gasped.

“I took

“M name,” said the noviee
_polite{y, “is Sparrow—T. W. S. And
with your permission, if you don’t
mind, Mr. Tuke, we will not film
the vrest of the scene to-morrow,

Good-morning !"

(Sparrow fturns explover in next
week's ripping story! Don't miss it—
order your MODERN BOY to-day!)
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Above: a model

Assembling
steam locomotive.
Right: Testing clockwork

mechanisms.

Laying mode! railway
points,

have gazed admiringly in at

shop windows at the model
locomotives, coaches, and accessories
displayed have given a thought as
to how they are made?

l lOW many boys, I wonder, who

It is a very fascinating subject and
one which should prove interesting to
young and old alike. Your Editor has
asked me to give you some little
insight into the life history of a
model railway in as few words as
possible, so space will not permit of
my going into too much detail,

First of all, the basis of nearly all
the everyday model locomotives and
coaches you see is tinned steel plate,
large sheets of which are ¢ut out
and pressed into shape by powerful
presses. The making of the press
tools to cut out these flat parts
accurately is a long and expensive
business. When once the tools are
completed and the machines started
running, large quantities of models
have to be made to cover the first cost
of tool making; that is why a big
variety cannot be obtained when the
models are not hand-made through-
out.

After these parts are cut they pass
into the assembling department.
Here they meet together with all
the small metal parts, such as
cylinders, wheels, domes, funnels,
valves, ete., that have been made
in other parts of the works by lathes,
milling machines, and other tools
7 operated by skilled workers.
‘ The putting together
i of these parts to
I - make the finished

model is the work of
skilled model makers
| who from their youth

1 have been trained in

j.f-_-.

this work, which re-
qitires patience as

well as skill.

The model has then
| to go to he tested,
] and’ whether it is’
‘ clectric, steam, . or
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clockwork, it is put under a severe
test. No model is ever allowed to
leave the works until it has passed
this thorough examination. 1In the
case of the clockwork and electric
models, the mechanism is tested
before it is put into the finished
and. painted body; but in the case
of the steam model, the whole loco-
motive has to be finished and tested
under steam before it is finally
painted.

The painting, you would think, is
a tedious process. So it would be if
a brush was employed, and it wonid
take hours to complete one engine,
but in the modern works the paint is
applied by means of a spraying
apparatus. The spray is held in one
hand, while the locomotive is keld
in the other, and the paint is sprayed
on to the hody of the engine, so that
a nice even surface is obtained every
time. The lines, etc., are put on by
hand afterwards. This is the work
of girls, who are thoroughly skilled in
the art and absolutely accurate—in
fact, they are artists at this kind of
handiwork.

After a final varnishing the models

ass into a gas-heated stove, which
hardens and dries the emamel and
varnish. - When thoroughly dry, they

A model train undergoing its ﬂnal test in the workshops before being passed as fit to be sold,

11

are hoxed and labelled and put away
ready for selling.

Accessories for model railways—
coaches, signals, track, etc.—all pass
through similar processes before they
are turned out as finished seale
models.

So when you next pass by a shop
window and stop to gaze at the dis-
play of gorgeeus models inside—a
whole model railway outfit set out
to advantage against a picturesque
background—you will have some
little idea of what an enormous
amount of detail is involved in the
making, from the time when it was
first designed on the draughtsman’s
table, and on its travels through the
various departments—the press shop,
the assembling department, the paint
shop, the testing shop, the stove, and
finally into its own individual box,
packed complete ready for sending
out, with all instructions for use,
which, if the engine is to he a

success, must be carried out.
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Peril Afloat, on Land, and in

the Air—a Yarn Without Equal!

By .SIR ALAN COBHAM and C. HAMILTON.

IN THE HANDS OF THE DEVIL-
DOCTOR!

ING OF THE ISLANDS ceased
K to struggle. A razor-like edge
—the edge of a shark’s-tooth
knife—touched his throat in the
darkness, Five or six brawny
Melanesians were grasping him, but,
powerful savages as they were, they
did not find it easy to hold the boy
skipper of the Dawn. But at the
touch of the shark’s-tooth knife he
ceased to resist. While there was life
there was hope.

In the blackness of the high bush
he could not see the men who bore
him onward to the Place of Skulls,
save for a glimmer of rolling eyes, a
flashing of white teeth.

Their bare feet were soundless on
the bush path; only a faint mutter

that Ken and Koko had seen at a
distance, and which had petrified
Kaio-lalulalonga with terror.

King of the Tslands was flung to
the ground almost underneath the
ecrie object that swung from a
banyan branch.

The blacks still grasped him, while
cords of tapa were wound about his
limbs and knotted with cruel tight-
ness.

It was futile to resist—and the
shark’s-tooth knife was still close
at hand. In a few minutes’ Ken was
lying helpless on the earth, bound
hand and foot, and the blacks stood
about him in a muttering group.

Then they vanished into the night,
leaving XKen alone under the big
banyan.

a distant sound of rustling and crash-
ing in the tangled bush. ;

He could guess that Koko was in
flight in the high  bush, probably
with the savages of Faloo on his
track.

The boy trader lay staring about
him, peering through theé heavy
gloom under the banyan.

An acrid smell of wood-smoke came
to his nostrils, and every now and
then he saw a flicker of flame.

A fire, thickly covered, was burning -

at a little distance, dense smoke
rising from ‘it and floating away

through the banyan branches.

Ken started as he discerned that
he was not, as he had supposed,
alone. A black figure, clad in a dirty
loin-cloth, sat by the covered fire,
tending it, and turning in his hands

of voices and the hard breathing Ken listened intently. something that was suspended from
of the blacks bhroke the silence as From the silence of the night came a branch above, in the smpko.
they tramped on y ) S e Ken did not need
with their %‘\!’\\NW\JWM\WI&)va\VEAN&WM\NV\NW\JVMJWMMv%‘JWg telling what was
[“’FOM“’- Ko s hiol ? EN KING, known as King of the Islands, trading in the South g: ih\S uOIPJ:Ctint h‘ah(‘:
husl';omth:?\l'L c:r%ul' g Seas in his keteh, the Dawn, re Kit Hud. , an ..-'luslrallnn 2 ;moke & He kll(‘\\;
finka ¥a g.l'O\‘C‘ of D boy, from a rascally skipper known as Bully Samson, whao is tryh-tg to g the customs:of:the
')anyan-trces Kk > wrest a secret from him. Ken takes him aboard as mate tm-d friend, Q: Moo lahr o malnn
M ﬂm‘t e g and the two sail to the island of Lalinge. Here they learn ?) a secret é savages.
(hh o ~dbm e 1]1;’ : hoard of gold in the Place of Skulls on the island of Faloo. Ken decides - b o s R S
d e vil:doctors 011 % to have a shot at getting it, although to be caught means death, and & headcnow- ~inr Alie
Faloo. S they sail straight away. Dlakin.g the island, the l:'etch'dropx anchor : process of heing
Overhead, ? m-td, at dead of night, accmn;.mmed by Koko, a native, h(’l’l sets out on 3 smoke-cured, for
stranpe s and g his search. They sece a weird phosphorescent light shining in the Z preservation as a
horeiblo= 3n the g trees and Kokr{ funks going forward. Ken goes on and is captured % trophy.
darkness, grinned by matives,- (Now' read.on:) z (::. Like all the
the human face %/\\N“MMM}N\M‘&WMWMMWM%ﬂNNMMWm“ MVAAAA & Melanesians,  the
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Faloo savages were head-hunters, and
the canoe-houses in Ta’a’ava’s village
by the lagoon contained scores of
such grisly relics.

A red tongue of flame leaped from
the fire, and lighted up the space
under the spreading banyan to the
eyes of the prisoner. -

Ken shuddered.

The ground about him was
trampled hard, ecarpeted with the
ashes of ancient fires. Bleached

bones glimmered round him on all
sides. Innumerable human sacrifices
had taken place on that dreadful
spot, from old days before a white
man’s foot had trodden the coral isles
of the Pacific.

The gleam died down, and all was
blackness again,

Ken's eyes fixed on the glimmering,
phosphorescent ' object that swung
over him, shining eerily through the
night.

He knew now what it was.

It was a head, suspended from a
branch, and the greenish glimmer
was cansed by the phosphorus in
which it had been rubbed by the
devil-doetor,

It had startled Ken when seen from
a distance, and terrified Koko, the
Kanaka, almost into stupefaction.
But King of the Islands knew now
that it was a mere piece of trickery,
one of the dodges by which the Faloo
priests scared their wretched dupes
into submission.

The Place of Dead Men’s Heads
was “taboo,” and that hideous grin-
ning, glimmering, phosphorescent
face was calenlated to strike terror

The Modern Boy

Ken’s eyes turned on the black man who crouched over the fire.

into any Faloo tribesman who was
reckless enough to venture near the
spot in spite of the taboo,

Ken listened again. :

The sounds in the high bush had
died away, and he could only hope,
irom the bottom of his heart, that
Koko had got clear and escaped back
to the anchorage of the ketch.

But for himself there was little
hope in Ken's heart now.

That Kit Hudson, as soon as he
heard of his disaster, wonuld make an
attempt to save him, he knew. But
he scarcely wished him to do so, for
it could scarcely end in anything but
the Cornstalk joining him in the
hands of the savages. It was clear
now that Ta’a’ava and his savage
crew were on the alert for some
attempt on the part of white men to
seek the hidden treasure of Mafoo.

Ken counld guess now that the ketch
had been seen off the island—that
she had been watched creeping in to
her anchorage in the inlet by keen
eyes of savages hidden in the bush,
King of ‘the Islands had hoped to
locate Mafoo's treasure in the
tabooed grove, and to return later to
lift it. Tnstead of that, he had
fourid the savages on the watch, and
fallen into their hands.

He wondered whether Donlan, the
beachcomber who had told him the
story of the treasure, had known
that Ta’a’ava was on the alert and
watching. It was likely enough that
the wretched wreck of a man had
known that he was sending King of
the Islands to almbst certain death.
The bavest chance of obtaining a

i3
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share of the treasure would be enough
for the beachcomber. As for his con-
science, if ever he had had one, that
had long been sapped away by
alcohol.

It was futile to think of it now:
but Ken would have been glad to be
within kicking distance of the
drunken waster who had sent him to
TFaloo with his story of Mafoo’s
buried sack of sovereigns.

The fignre by the fire stirred.

The - flame leaped up again, and

. Ken’s eyes turned on the black man,

who crouched, looking down at him

with an evil, grinning face.

Ken had seen the man bhefore, on
the occasion of a trading visit to the
island, in the village by the lagoon
in 6ld Mafoo’s time. It was Tokaloo,
the chief devil-doctor of Faloo, a man
so aged that his skin was shrunk like
parchment over his old bones, and his
bony face looked more like a skull
than a human countenance. A white
beard descended over his tattooed
breast, but there was nothing vener-
able in his looks—his dried, withered
face was that of a little old, withered
gnome. He grinned down at Ken,
evidently recognising him.

“Feller King of the Islands,” he
muttered, in a dry, croaking voice in
the beche-de-mer English which was
the only tongue he knew beside his
own Melanesian dialect. “Feller
white master come look for Papalagi
gold with eye belong him.” =~ He
chuckled, a chuckle like the rattle
of dry bones. “Tokaloo know—
Tokaloo sayvy all things. Yom
wantee see head belong Mafoo?”

He pointed with a shrivelled finger

at the phosphorescent head that
swung above the prisoner,

“Mafoo !” he grinned.

® Ken shuddereg.

“Ta’a’ava chief mnow,” said the

old devil-doctor. *Ta’a’ava come
bimeby, feller King of the Islands
makee long-pig wum feast, head
belong him smoke in fire, hang in
canoe-house along many head. Little
Papalagi comee Faloo makee long-

i ')’

And the shrivelled old wretch re-
turned to the fire, squatting beside
it, and turning the head that swung
over it in his withered hands, mut-
tering and crooning to himself,

-FIGHTING THE CANNIBALS!
IT HUDSON paced up and down
K the little deck of the Dawn,
and every moment his eyes
turned to the dark, shadowy rocks
that shut in the inlet.
His face was sharp with anxiety.
Hours had passed since King of the
Islands and XKaio-lalulalonga had
gone ashore. The night was growing
old, s

(Continued on page [16.)
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THE TAIL OF A
GIANT LINER.

Third Largest Ship in the
World.

THE Berengaria, 52,000 tons, the third

largest ship in the world, has re-
cently been in dock at “Southampton
getting her annual overhaul. It took a
thousand men, working hard for a
month; to do the job!

Our picture shows the great rudder
which controls her as she plunges across
the Atlantic. A fair idea of its massive
proportions is got by comparing il with
the men on the scaffolding.

We have come to take that mighty
marvel—the modern liner--very much
for granted. There are so many things
to wonder at, really, in one of these
floating towns-—mnot the least of which is
this tremendous rudder (tr¢meundous not
only in proportions but in importance
also), merely to gaze at which makes one
feel as small and insignificant as some
no-account insect !

- We smile at the tiny ships of
Columbus® time—what will the genera-
tions to come think of ours?

THE ¢“ BRIDGE FLIES.”
Cast-Steel Nerves!

HA'T is what they call the men who
build modern bridges, and it is no
use trying to get one of these highly
paid jobs unless you have nerves like
cast steel. See them standing upon
those great cables against the sky; as
happy and easy as you or I would be on
firm ground !

One of these “bridge flies " working on
the new Peace Bridge lately made across
the St. Lawrence waited until the job
was so nearly finished that a plank was
laid between the two ends of the mighty
arches of steel.

Then he ran out on this swaying
plank, 150 feet above the swirling river,
stood on his head in the middle and
clapped his feet together! The bridge
in our photograph is the new one across
the Tyne at Newcastle,
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THE WEALTHIEST ¥

A Memento of,

OTORS have made Henry Forcl;é
wealthiest man in the world

day. He is richer even than the egreat

income, they say, is £38 a minufl
During the busy season for Ford cars,
he makes £110,000 a day, and is said to
be worth £444,000,000 !

Below is the lathe which founded his
fortune. He bought it in 1894, and on
it made parts for the first Ford ecar. The

oil-king, Rockefeller, and Rovkt-felleg

Mpr. Henry Ford and his

N

N

first lathe.
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L NEWS PAGES.

[AN IN THE WORLD!
Early Struggles.

rd Company was not formed until

3, so the rate at which Ford has
made his fortune is also a record.
?Hero you see Henry Ford and his son,

a4

,
“«

dsel Ford, at the famous lathe, which
»Mr. Ford has kept as a wonderful
memento of his early struggles.

So vast is the Ford organisation that
recently an Auto Exhibition was-held, at
which only Ford products were shown !
At that exhibition this photo was taken.
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Steel-nerved bridge
builders !

/////////I//AV/MW"V/_@”
Testing motor-cars
on the factory roof !

WONDERFUL
WINGED SHIPS.
The Safety Air-Chair.

E\’ERY year sees growth in the size

of aircraft. The cabin pictured
below belongs to one’ of the new Shorf
flying-boats which are being built for
the Empire airway between England and
India,

They will be truly winged ships, each
with vast Bristol-Jupiter engines of
1,500 horse-power, and with accommoda-
tion for eighteen passengers besides the

crew—with feeding arrangements all
complete,
These air-liners are modelled on - the

Singapore, Sir Alan Cobham’s plane, and
are fitted out with a refreshment buffet
complete with ice-chests and cooking-
stove! A steward is carried as one of
the crew. :

The special interest of our pieture is
the chair, which is not only amazingly
light and beautifully comfortable, but is
also fitted as a life-buoy, and in case of
any unforeseen disaster would keep a
person afloat for hours.
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MOTORING ON THE
HOUSE-TOP.

Two Hundred Feet Above
Street Level !
HOY

would you like the job of driv-
g a motor-car upstairs? You
would have to do something like that
to get her on the track pictured on this
page, which runs all along the top of a
mighty car factory, nearly two hundred
feet above street level,

Only it is not stairs you drive up, but
a steep spiral track which winds up te
the great speedway on the housetops.

The place where this wonderful track
has been built is the Birmingham of
Italy, the fine city of Turin. The pic-
ture gives a fine idea of the great width
and length of the track. Cars can be
driven there at eighty miles an hour;
and the beauty of it is that secret trials
can be held which no one could watch
except from an aeroplane !

The cars in the photograph were made
by the famous Ttalian firm of Fiat, and
are being. tested prior to being fitted
with bodies.
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'Liu-buoy seat in oneof
_the new air liners.
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King of the
Islands §
(Continued from page 13.)

Hudson had not thought of slecp.

The Hiva-Oa crew could have been
trusted to keep watch, but his
anxiety for his comrade was too keén
for him to think of closing his eyes.

Had all gone well with King of
the Islands, Hudson knew that he
would have returned ere this.

Ken had intended to see how the
land lay, and to discover, if he
could, the location of Mafoo’s
ireasure; but his absence should have
been for only a few hours at most.

Once in the night Hudson had

heard a sound in the high bush at
a distance which seemed to approach
the inlet, but it had ceased; and he
wondered whether his comrade had
been in flight for the Dawn and had
been cut off by the savages.

Long he had listen but there
had come mno other sound save the
sigh of the breeze in the bush and
the trees, and the boom of the surf
on the coral reef outside.

If the savages of Faloo had been
on the wateh, it was likely enough
that King of the J¥slands had fallen
into a trap. It was likely enough
that Ta’a’ava had guessed why the
beachcomber had left the island and
gone to Lalinge and had been pre-
pared for the coming of white men
seeking Mafpo's treasure.- What had
happened to King of the Islands?

A rifle stood ready to Kit’s band
by the rail.  Rifles had been served
out to the crew; and lay beside them
on the deck “as they slept. Every
moment Kit Hudson expected to see
an enemy on the shore of-the inlet—
vet there was no 1d; “no  sign.
But if the Faloo savages had watched
the coming of the ketch as he mow
suspected, and had trapped King of
the Islands in the high bush, surely
their mext step -wonl
the Tittle craft in the inlet.

Hudson called to Lompo at last.
The brown-skinned Polynesian came
up, yawning, = - | ¥ =

“What you tinkee come along
King of the.Islands#” asked Hudson.

“Tinkee King of the Islands him
_kill dead,” he said. '

“To- kill ” 'in’ Sout
simply 1ineans to hurt.
dead ” is actually to kill.
understood, thats: i

To *kill
Hudson

“What name you tinlkeq_ King of

the Islands kill dead?” he asked.

“No comee back um ketch.”

“Yon tinkee black feller got um?”

“Y(‘s, sar.” > :

“But if the niggers had got him,
they’d try to get the ketch,” argued
Hudson.

“More day he come, black feller
come,” explained Lompo. “In Faloo
plenty flaid of dark. Some island
black feller him fight um dark—no
Faloo. Plenty aitoo um dark Faloo.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Hudson,

He knew that in many of the

" Pacific Islands the natives will never
fight between sunset and sunrise,
whatsoever might be the advantages
of a night attack. Superstition gov-
erns the native at l}}etimes; and
Faloo, it eeemed, was one of the
islands where the blacks would not

The Modern Boy

be to attack =

th Sea Engliéh'

“(( the paper the more the MoDERN *

fight till “day lie come.” Trap%)ing

ing of the Islands in the high

bush was one matter: an attack on

the ketch was another.

“You tinkee black feller he come
day he come?” asked Hudson. “Stand
ready, then. Call the others.”

A faint flush of light was already
visible over the sea to the east. The
new day was at hand. And, when
it came, it would come suddenly, as
always in the tropics. Hudson had
been debating in his mind whether
to go ashore and seek his comrade;
but he realised now that the shore
was probably crowded by Faloo
blacks.

The ketch’s crew were all awak-
ened, and they stood ready with
their rifles. Under a white man’s
leadership, the Polynesians were
prepared to give a good account of
themselves, but not to be compared
to the black Melanesians as fighting-
men. Hudson wondered whether it
would not be wiser to get the ketch
out to sea at the first glimpse of
dawn, as the only way og saving it
from Ta’a’ava. But to leave the
island, with Xen King still on shore,
his fate unknown, seemed impossible.
For the Cornstalk’s mind was fully
made up on one point: he was going
to save King of the Islands, or perish

~H
JUST A MINUTE!

(0 YOU never know how far
you can go till you start
travelling 1” : :
Someone once puzzded mo
tremendously by jerking out that
bit of sheer wisdem. 6 wasn't
) a traveller, in ‘the sense of
getring about the world.  But he
) most certainly was a traveller in
) - ‘the sense of “getting on.” It was ||
not until I si.xdde,:ﬁy discovered
( his own particular meaning ot
that dphrase that- my puzzlement
ended. I :
It’s worth acting on. Make the
righ_t start, and if you've got any-—
{ thing at all in you, you are bound
to keep travelling towards what-
ever it is you have made your
objective.

I am reminded of this by the
way in which the Moberx Boy is )
piling up readers. We have made
the right start, and are travelling
swiftly into record circulation
figures!

No, I'm not blowing the
Editorial trumpet. Thousands of
you, my readers, are doing that
for me by passing on the great
news about th e Mopery Boy to
your chums. Thank you! But I
thought yon would all just like to (
hear how the new paper is re-

) sponding to your enthusiasm.
Of course, the more you do for ‘

s

Boyr can do for you -all. Therc
{ are some very big schemes up the
(( Editorial sleeve. Lend a hand )
and the schemes will materialise
all the quicker ! {
And let me remind you againz
If you want advice or hints on )
any hobby or other matter, just
drop me a line. I'm always at )
) your service. My address is:
The Editor, The MODERN BOY,
Fleetway House, Farringdon §i.,
London, E.C.4.
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with him at the hands of the Faloo
cannibals.

“More day he come!” said Danny,
the cook.

The sun leaped abové the sea.
Day shone on the Pacific. A thousand
voices of wild birds greeted the sun
with a chorus from the bush and the
woods. And almost at. the same
moment the rocky shores of the inlet,
where not a sign of life had been
scen, became alive with savages.
From their hiding-place behind a
great bulging cliff five canoes paddled
out into the sunlit water of the
inlet, crammed with fighting-men.
There were fifty men in the canoes
and as many more crowding the
shore, already hurling spears at the
ketch.

Kit Hudson dropped the stock-
whip he carried under his arm and
seized his Winchester.

“Shoot!” he roared.

Kit Hudson, with a set, savage
face, fired into the leading canoe,
pumping out lead from the repeat-
ing rifle. The Hiva-Oa men fired
almost as fast, and bullets rained
into the savages.

Hudson was glad enough that the
superstitious blacks had left the
attack till daylight. In the sunlight
every shot told, and black man after
black man dropped his paddle and
rolled over, shrieking.

But the tide was setting out of the
inlet to the sea, and the cances came
on with the current. One of them
drifted helplessly, with half the
paddlers dead or disabled. Four
came rushing on, packed with yellin

cannibals, eager for heads an
plunder.
Hudson grasped a spare rifle, and,

still shooting, shouted an order to
Lompo. The firing from the ketch
was -checking the attack, but ob-
viously could not stop it; the num-
bers were too great. Lompo, at the
Cornstalk's order, dropped his rifle
and seized an axe from the rack at
the foot of the mainmast and
slashed at the cable. There was no
time even to think of lifting the
anchor; little time even to ecut it
free. Lompolukono slashed and
slashed again with the axe, and the
stout coir cable parted. Ome end
flashed through the hawser hole to
join - the abandoned anchor at the
ttom of the sea, sixty feet down.

Bang, bang, bang!

Another canoe drifted broadside on
the tide, rocking helplessly, the crew .
in confusion from the rapid firing.
There were dead and wounded in the
others, but they were closing on the
ketch, and only the cutting of the
cable sayed the Dawn from a swarm
of boarders over the low rail. As
the ketch drifted, Lompo leaped to
the tiller, and Hudson, still firing
fast, yelled to the Hiva-Oa men to
shake ont the foresail. There was a
heavy bump, and the ketch shivered
from stem to stern as she drifted on
a coral shelf; but the light craft
bumped herself off and floated on,
The wind was off the shore; and the
first spread of canvas caught it and
steadied the Dawn.

Lompo, standing like a bronze
image at the tiller, with spears fall-
ing round him, steered for the open-
ing of the reef and the open sea.
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Like lighining, the Faloo paddles
flashed in pursnit.

Two of the canoes were helpless,
but three came speeding on like
sharks after their prey.

Hudson set his teeth.

The ketch was in flight, but once
outside the reef she had plenty of sea-
way and could play with the Faloo
eraft. The Cornstalk threw aside his
rifle—it was not needed now—and
gave all his attention to the sailing
of the Dawn. The Hiva-Oa men stood
by shieet and halyard, prompt to obey
his orders, The Dawn swung round
outside the recef, and, to the amaze-
ment of the Faloo savages, headed
back af {he canoes. Before the
fuzzy-headed. blacks understood the
manceuvre the ketch’s bows were
crashing on the leading canoe, and
the frail craft went to matchwood
under the crash, leaving her crew
struggling in the water.

The Hiva-Oa men yelled with glee.

From the remaining two canoces
came yells of afiright. The cannibals
understood at last that the white man
had turned on them, and that in the
present contest they had not a dog’s
chance.

Both canoes fled back to the inlet.

But after them rushed the ketch,
sailing three fathoms to the paddlers’
one, and in a few moments a canoe
was crumpling again under the crash
of the copper-sheathed bows.

Another yell of glee from the Hiva-
Oa men, and a howl of terror from
the blacks in the sole remaining
canoe outside the reef, as
they paddled frantically to
escape.

But there was no escape.

Behind the fleeing  cance
loomed the high bows of the
Dawn, crashing down on
them, splitting the canoe
into halves.

From the rocks of the
inlet came wild yells from a
swarming mob of savages,
watching with fury the de-
struction of their tribesmen

Hudson gritted his teeth. -
The attack had cost the

cannibals fearfully dear. But
it was impossible for the
ketech  to  return to her
anchorage. The inlet was
swarming with blacks. The
Dawn stood off and on for a
time, Hudson hoping that
more canoes would emerge
beyond the reef and give him
a chance for another blow.
But the Faloo blacks had
learned their lesson. They
velled and screamed and _
brandished their spears, but showed
no sign of seeking to come to close
quarters again.

“And now——" muttered Hudson.

He had beaten off the attack and
saved King of the Islands’ ship. But

he had been drivem out to sea, and’

King of the Islands was still on shore
—dead—or in the hands of the can-
nibals, He was sure of that now.
His head, perhaps, already smoking
in the fire of futu-wood, to be hung
in the canoe-house of Ta’a’ava as a
trophy—or a prisoner, doomed to the
cooking-ovens, and his comrade conld
not save him,

The Modern Boy

_boat.

THE LAST CHANCE'!

IDEON GEE, the trader of
G Faloo, looked out from the
shuttered window of his bun-

galow in the morning sunshine,
The only white resident of Falag
had not closed his eyes during the
night. There was devil’s work, as he
termed it, going on among the
niggers, and at such times Gideon

Gee trembled for “his house, his
copra warchouses, and his yellow
skin.

Glad was Gideon Gee to sce a sail
in the channe! fhrough the hig

reef outside the lagoon. It was a
white man’s ship, and Gee knew if
at a glance—the well-known ketch
sailed by King of the Islands. It
was a line of retreat for the trader
if the natives got too much out of
hand.

He unbarved his door and cailed to
his black servants to man his whale-
In a few minutes he was pull-
ing out to the Dawn.

The sails were reefed, but the
ketch had not anchored. But on the
still waters of the lagoon she lay
almost motionless.

The native village—a crowd of
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grass houses sprawled along tfie
white heach of the lagoon—was alive
with blacks, all staring across the
water at the keteh. Their excited
jabbering reached the ears of Gideon
Gee as his Towers pulled at the oars.
Looking hack, he saw Ta’a’ava, the
chief, come out of the council house
—a tall, brawny savage in tapa loin-
cloth, with a large brass curtain-ring
in his nose, and sfrings of spent
cartridge-clips hanging from his ears.
Ta'a’ava's black face showed his
astonishment at the sight of the
Dawn — astonishment which the

Behind the flesing canoe loomed the high bows of the Dawn, crashing down on
them, splitting the cano® into halves !

trader did nof understand. It was
common enough for a white man’s
ship to steer into the lagoon, to
trade with Gideon Gee or with the
natives.

The whaleboat glided alongside the
Pawn, and Gee stepped over the low
teak rail on to the polished deck. Kit
Hudson saluted him, and the trader
eyed him curionsly. = The Hiva-Oa
men stood about rifle in hand, and
Kit Hudson was standing beside a
long, brass six-pounder gun mounted
amidships. Beside it was a cask
filled to the brim with round bullets,
buckshot, and fragments of old iron
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Ring of the
islands !

i(Contanued from previous page.)

—evidently intended for loading. Gee
underst; at once that the Dawn
had not arrived in the lagoon on a
peaceful errand. - i E

“Where's the skipper?” he asked.

“That's what I want to know,”
answered Hudson. “I was going
to signal you when I saw you putting
off. You’re the Faloo trader?”

“Y guess so,” answered Gideon,
“You've had trouble with _ the
niggers? I heard a lot of firing
soon after daybreak.”

“That’s so. You’re a white man,
and that’s why T've run into the
lagoon, to get information, if you
can give it to me. = 'King of the
Islands wenf ashore last night on
the northern side, with a Kanaka,
and they've not come back. The
niggers attacked us at dawn. They’ve
got King of the Islands—and I want
him.” -

Gee whistled.

“King of the Islands didn’t land

for trade, as he didn’t come to the
Iagoon,” he said. Then he uttered
a startled ‘exclamation: ‘Por Dios!

Is it old Mafoo’s money that brought-

“him here?”

Hudson nodded. s

“I knew there’d be trouble when
that beachcomber 1lit out for
Lalinge,” growled Gideon Gee.. “I
guessed he was nosing about after
old Mafoo’s sack of sovereigns, and
Ta’a’ava would have made long-pig
of him if he hadn’t bribed a crew
of niggers to padldle him over to
Lalinge. Where did King of the
Islan(i’s head for when he landed?” -

“The Place of Skulls’”

_ “Then you can give up the idea
of seeing him' again,” said Gideon
Gee. “It’s death for a white man
to go mear the place. I guess his
head is smoked already!”

Hudson’s eyes glittered.

“If his head’s smoked a good
many Faloo heads shall pay for it,”
he said. “But he may be a
prisoner.”

“As like as not.
don’t live long on Faloo. King of
the Islands ought to know better
than to break a native taboo.”

But prisoners’

“Hang their taboo!”  Hudson
tapped the brass six-pounder. “Cap-
tain Xen shipped this .gun at
Lalinge as cargo, to carry over fo
.Thursday Island. I've rooted it out
‘and mounted it here, and I fancy it
will make the niggers Ofien‘their eyes
if it begins to talk.

word with the chief.”

Gee jerked his thumb towards the
beach, now crowded with blacks, all
jabbering and gesticulating.

“There’s Ta’a’ava, that big buck
nigger with the brass ring in his
nose,” said the trader. “T gnesd
on trading terms with” him, and I'll
carry him any message you want.
What’s the game?” ..

“Tell him,® ‘said Hudson, quietly,
“that King of the Islands must be
set free to-come back to the ketch.
and that if he is not ‘on beard in one
hour I shall ‘open fire on the village
and blow every house in it to
smithereens.” e

(Next week’'s MODERN BOY will
cont a furthey instalment of this
thrilling story by Sir Alan Cobham.
Make sure of reading it by ovdering
your copy-in advance.)
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The Secrets of the

Motor-Car Revealed.

HERE are three distinet

I systems by which the cylin-
ders of petrol-engines are

kept from reaching too high a
cooling by
thermiosiphon action or by pump
and air cooling hy
means of a number of fins cast in
the form of thin webs on the out-
side of the eylinders. Water cool-
ing by thermo-siphon action is the
most popular; and is arranged as

temperature—water

circulation,

shown in Figure 1.

To understand its principle, you
must first of all bear in mind that
hot water is less dense, and there-
cold. = Put

fore lighter than

2

S

:

G

S

:

i another way, the thermo-siphon-

5 ing of the water is brought about
by the hot water rising and flow-

¢ ing in at the top of the radiator

é and falling to the bottom as it is

o

cooled by the cooling surface, i.c.,

Gills soldered
on coppenr fube.

Fig. 2 (left). Qilled water tube.
construction.

NN
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Fig. 4 (right). Air-cooled cylinder.

THE CAR X-RAYED.

No. 6.—ENGINE COOLING.

the gilled tubes or honeycomb sur-
face.

On looking at Figure 1 you will
see that the tube from the top of
the cylinder to the top of the
radiator rises at an acute angle,
while the one that goes from the
bottom of the radiator to the
bottom of the cylinder water-
jacket slopes downwards. This is
done so that the water does not
fall below a certain temperature,
and, for the same reason, the pipes
are very large to allow the water
to flow freely.

With pump circulation of the
water it is of no consequence
where the radiator is placed, or
what is the diameter of the gipes.
The water-pump is usually p
in the return cireuit, and shaft-
driven from the engine.

Fig 3 (centre), Honeycomb radiator
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The most common method of
water-cooling.

There are two distinet types of
radiator, namely, gilled tube aud
honeycomb. The gilled tube is
shown in Figure 2, and the usual
form of honeycomb, of which there
are a number of variations, in
Figure 3. Notice that the water
flows around the outside of the
fubes, and that the air passes

Air cooling is only employed for
light-car and motor-cycle engines,
and consists of casting wide, thin
fins around the cylinder through
which the heat may flow. It is
then quickly drawn off by the cool
air. flowing between and around
the fins, as at Figure 4..

In nearly all cases, with thermo-
siphon cooling an engine-driven
fan is fitted behind the radiator to
draw air through it at a definite
rate, irrespective of the speed at
which the car is travelling.

Next week I will explain the
meaning of unit and separate unit’
construction of a motor-chassis,
and open and enclosed cardan-
shaft .

want to get

I'm-

through the tubes. _ §



A popular type of outdoor frame aerial.

ONSIDERING how important
the aerial is, 1t is strange

that . no revolutionary dis-
coveries have been made regarding it
since the early days of broadecasting.

The usual aerial is still & léngth
of copper wire slung between the
house and a mast or free.

But the radio listener who is con-
tent to stick to the ordinary kind of
aerial is missing a lot of fum, for it
isn’t until you begin to experiment
that you find out what queer things
radio waves are.

For instance, have you ever tried
to tune in the broadcasting using a
spring mattress as an aerial? If
sometimes works extraordinarily well,
I found this out a year or two ago
when a high wind neatly “folded
up ” my aerial mast on the lawn. I
was just going to fix up an indoor
aerial when I thought of the spring
mattress. I connected a wire to one
in a room upstairs, and promptly
tuned in 2LO at wonderful strength.

One of the visitors was so struck
by the success of the “aerial” that
he experimented himself at home. He
connected up a crystal set to the
mattress of the bed, using, of course,
a proper earth connection. He now
goes to sleep with Savoy Band
accompaniment !

The use of such an aerial for erystal
sets is, of course, only possible a few
miles from a broadcasting station,
but it is surprising what strength of
signals come through with such an
arrangement.

I have heard of cases where the
piano has been used to receive pro-
grammes. An iron-framed piano
picks up a certain amount of energy

The Modern Boy

Our Wireless Corner, Conducted by

NORMAN EDWARDS, M.IR.E, etc.,

Editor of “Popular Wireless,” etc.

Are you satisfied with the type of Aerial you
are using, or would you like a change ?

“from the nearby station, and a 1is that it is directional. But the
wire connceted to that frame frame aerial is not suitable for the
may give you good results. ordinary circuit, and the energy

It is surprising, too, how picked up by it is very small.
officient an indoor aerial can I'he importance of the earth -con-
be. I do not mean a frame nection must not be overlooked in the

case of indoor aerials. The most
efficient indoor acrial will work badly
on a poor carth connection.

In your experiments with indoor
aerials don’t pay too much attention

aerial. That is a different
thing altogether. I mean the
type of acrial that is put up in
much the same way as an out-
door one. Generally it is fixed

in the loft “or attie, where n 1o tlie text book. Many are the rules
cood length can usually be of radio that have been broken, and
obtained. There is a chanece, there is a certain joy in breaking one

yourself—if you get the result you
want! The erystal set is ideal for
testing the efliciency of an aerial,
and even if a valve set is going fo he
used it is a good idea to give a new
aerial the “ecrystal ” test. With a
valve set, reaction can sc make up
for weak signals that the lack of

too, to space the wires well
apart.

Experiments that I have con-
ducted from time to time make
me wonder whether an outdoor acrial
in a thickly populated area is any
better than an indoor on¢ unless it
reaches well above the roof. And an
indoor aecrial has nothing to fear
from the weather. If is subject to
no strain from rain and wind. T
mention these advantages for the
benefit of those who may think that
an outdoor aerial is the only kind
that will give good results.

An aerial of the outdoor type where
space is limited, and which is par-
ticularly useful where the ordinary
length of wire is out of the guestion
will be found illustrated on this page.
It consists of two hoops spaced some
distancé apart one above the other,
with wire fixed zig-zag fashion be-
tween them. The aerial is mounted
on a fairly long pole which will lift
it above the roof.

This type is extremely popular, for
not only does it give good results.
but it is also neat in appearance and
easy to fix.

In the wireless shops will be found
a number of “portable ” aerials which
can be fixed up indoors at a moment’s
notice. Good results are claimed for
many of these.

Mind you, in pointing out the
advantages of indoor "acrials I am
not suggesting that they will give
you better results than outdoor ones.
Nothing is better in the way of an
acrial for general reception than a
60-foot single length of wire slung at
a good height and free from screen-
ing. But such an aerial is not
always a possibility, and substitutes
must be found.

I mentioned the frame aerial just
now. The frame’s great advanfage
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A frame aerial for use with multi=
valve sets.

efficiency in an aerial might easily go
unnoticed.

Remember that whatever type of
aerial you use, stout wire is essenfial
—wire with a very low resistance—
and all your econnections must be
strong ones that let the energy rve-
ceived go nowhere but to your set.

17/3/28



“ Gimme a cow’s breakfast ! ' demandgd

the cowboy.

Tom Rogers and his pal “ Pud ” try their hands at some more new jobs—
with vastly entertaining results!

British Columbia find their

way at some time or another
into Kamloops, a town of about
5,000 inhabitants, which is known as
the Inland Capital. Likewise, the
place gets its share of the hoboes or
“blanket stiffs "—otherwise tramps
and down-and-outs—who form a fair
floating population of their own in
the Farthest West. -

My chum “Pud ” Drummond and T
were well qualified to be counted
among the down-and-outs as we made
our way through the town again
after Pud’s brief experience with the
Mexican knife-thrower at the Fun
Fair, for we hadn’t a cent between
the pair of us.

“Why couldn’t you have stuck that
;Job with Huerta?” I grunted, rather

itterly.

“Because,” retorted Pud briefly,
“sooner or later he’d have stuck me.
I notice you didn’t exactly jump at
the chance of having blessetf bread-
knives thrown at you for three bucks
a day. Now, I think it’s up to you
to tackle a job of dish-washing in
some eating-house, and we’ll divvy up
your earnings until I can find some-
thing else.”

The situation was desperate, but
after my previous experience in the
pantry of an ocean-going liner, I
didn’t intend ever to wipe over
another dish except as a last resource.
But Pud;, I -might say, was quite
within his right to suggest my divvy-
ing up, for we had agreed before
setting out from Vancouver that we
should share our joint earnings.

A card in the window of a soft
goods store in Victoria Street caught
my eye—" Experienced clerk wanted."”

“That means g shop assistant,” I

The Modern Boy

M CST Britishers who go to
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remarked. ©Wait here, Pud, and T’ll
have a shot at that.”

“Oh, rot!” Pud returned testily.
“What experience have you ever had
of socks and hats and things? There
are bound to be other jobs more suit-
able than that.”

I allowed myself to be persuaded,
and presently in Second Avenue we
saw a contractvr’s gang working in
an excavation for a large building of
some kind.

We stopped on the sidewalk. It
was not yet three o’clock i the after-
noon, and the sun, unusunally hot, was
beating down on the sweating
workers. Pud, who loved seeing
other people work, was wrapt in the
sight, and I was just wondering
whether I should ever get him away
again, when a burly foreman drifted
up.

“Say, do either o” you boys want a
job?” he asked.

Young Tom Rogers, whose
own unvarnished story this is,
is an adventurous youngster who
started out to see the world with
but half-a-crown in his pocket.
Beginning as a dish-washeron a
liner, he quickly decides to try
something more exciting. He
leaves the ship at Vancouver,and
in his search for work, chums
up with “ Pud” Drwnmond,
another young adventurer.
Neither wishing to stay in Van-
couver, they ** jump ”’ a freight
train en rvoute for Kamloops, in
British Columbia. Here Pud
gets a job in a circus, as farget
to a Mexican Enife-thrower,
but quits after one performance,
and they leave the Fun Fair
—broke to the wide!

P2
<

I replied:

“Yes—hoth of us, sir!”

The foreman smiled at this polite
manner of address—later T discovercil
that foremen in the West are not used
to being addressed as “sir,” but
usually as “Stumpy,” “Hefty,” or
whatever their nickname happens to
be.

“Well, I guess there’s only one job
going,” the foreman answered. “I
jest want a young lad to work that
there elevator.”

He jerked his thumb {fowards a

wooden shaft erected in the excava-,

tion. Inside the shaft was a small
lift. The earth and rocks taken out
of the ground were frundled in a
barrow into it and taken aloft. This,
no doubt, saved a deal of time and
labour,

“How d’you
Pud.

“Qh, you jest pull a rope,” the
foreman answered, “and you’ve gotter
ride up in the elevator and dump the
stuff out at the top.”

It sounded easy enough, and Pud
reckoned it was just the kind of job
to suit his style. Yet he gencrously
offered it to me; but I tald him I
would try for the clerk’s job in the
soft goods store.

Pud's job was certainly a cushy
one, and after watching him work the
elevator a few times I returned to
Victoria Street and entered the soft

oods store. The proprietor, Doug

onnell, who went agout coatless,
wore black sleeve protectors, and con-
stantly chewed gum, demanded fo
know iy previous experience in
hosiery and hats. Quite honestly, I
told him that about all I knew was
the difference between a “bowler ”
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2 Fine “JAMES” CYCLES.
20 HORNBY MODEL LOCOS.
50 MECCANO SETS.

500 FOUNTAIN PENS
: and PENKNIVES. -
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Nothing To Pay Post Your Entries To-day!
HOW TO SEND IN YOUR EFFORTS.

LL good things must come to an end, and here we give you the Sixth and Final Set of pictures in the Freatest thing

A “ever "' in competitions. All the puzzles are the outlines of ordinary objects, and the fact tﬁat the artist has takem rather

unusual views of some of the things makes your task the more amusing. ;

Write your answer to each of the puzzles IN INK in the space provided underneath, then sign and address the coupon. IN

INK and cut out the whole tablet. You will remember that in a previous issue we gave you a Full List of Names of sbsects. in
which the answer to every puzzle in the competition can be found. All solutions M[fST be taken from that lise.

Now sather your
five previess and
pin all sx setx (and the
coupon) together so 25 to make
one complete Place

Entries mutilated or besming
tions or alternative solations sl e

disq
No one connectal wih
MODERN BOY, or its poogsisem,
[ may compete,
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' struts are two pieces o

the making—funi

A FIREPLACE
SCREEN.

AVE you
H ever thought
whz:.(".i an un-
common fireplace
sereen can be made
by i silver
paper instead of the
ordinary material ?
The framework is
simple, and the
centre ““ plate  of silver paper is hung
by chains.
For the framework, two upright posts

: Samething to make! Funin
the using !

attractive appearance is provided by it
ing crinkled roughly to look like rough-
cast stone. Use as large sheets as
possible and glue securely to the face.
Then apply a coat of clear varnish to
strengthen and make more durable.

The two feet are cut from #-in. or 3-in,
oak, with the fretsaw, to the shape
shown. Let the upright posts into the
slot provided and glue and screw firmly.
The handle is cut in a similar manner and
is glued and screwed down centrally on
the top rail. ;

The centre board is hung in place by
cord, or better still light brass chain, put
through the corners with a-split ring, and

into the angles of
the frame with small
staples. The wood-
work of the frame
.should be stained
with dye and can be
waxed or polished
afterwards,

* * *

TABLE-TOP
PHOTO-
GRAPHS.

AVE you ever
H photographed

an Alpine
scene, or a view of
a tropical forest
without ever going
near either ¢ It is
quite easily done if
you have a wide-
aperture lens in your
camera or can fit a

The centre plate of this screen
is made of silver paper.

portrait attach-
ment.

Take the Alpine

1 in. square and 2 ft. long are required.
Oak is the most serviceable wood and can
be obtained cut and ?laned. The cross

§-in. board 204 in.
long, the lower one 2 in. wide and the
top 13} in. Fix them through the posts
(using any simple joint)—the lower one

13 in. from the bottom and the upper one

1} in. from the top, as shown in the
sketeh. Both project through the up-
rights 1% In. and are glued firmly in place.

For the centre hoard a piece of timber
12 in. wide and 15 in. long is required.
Use a thin three-ply board and strengthen
it behind with two 13 in. by % in. struts
of any wood. The board is covered with
used silver paper glued all over it and
turned over the edged on to the back.

The paper need not be flab—a more .

The AModcm Boy

on_ the “rocks”

scene” for example.
Just get a few lumps of coal, and arrange
them artistically to
form, say, two sides
of a ravine. Then
pour ground rice
over them (for the
snow), allowing the
coal fo show through
here and there, and
the scene is made.”

If you like, you
can add some figures,
This is done by
drawing them on a
white sheet of card-
bhoard in the back-
ground, so that they
seem to be standing
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Of course, you do not draw in details.

just a simple silhouette is suflicient.
When the scene is built to your liking,

focus it on to the lens of your camera,

and take a flashlight photograph of it.

Working on these Iines you will be able

to make a surprising variety of pictures,

* * *

A WIRELESS SET IN
R BOOK:

ﬁ NOVEL

wireless

“cabinet ”’

that costs nothing

=\ should appeal to

most fellows. Out-

wardly, this one

looks Eke a book, but

on being opened a
set is disclosed.

To make it you will need an old well-
bound book about 9 in. by 6 in. and at
least 2 in. thick. Using a sharp knifo
start at the fisst page and cut out the
centre, leaving a #-in. margin all round.
Do this for a depth of about 1} in.  Then
miss a }-in. thickness of pages and
continue right through. :

You will now need some shellac glue.
Make it by dissolving shellac in methy-
lated sg::xb until you get a syrupy liquid.
With this. glue all the pages and margins
together. But don’t glue the margins to
the partition or top cover, only to the
bottom one. Now paste a sheet of black
or brown paper to the top page of the
partition, so as to cover the print, and
place the book on one side to dry. |

You can then mount the set. Reflex-

coil tuning is the best to use owing to
the restricted space. Mount one coil on
the lid as shown, and the other on the
baseboard or partition, Tuning is done
by moving the lid. A small stay should
be provided to hold it in position as
required.

A very novel i

Crystal Set. : '
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Complete in this Issue.

by
ALFRED EDGAR.

ITH a flick of the duster, Boh
Tennant wiped a speck of grit off

ihe polished engine cover, and then stood
back to admire the gleaming new chassis.

It was one of twenty drawn up in a long

line in the shed, and each was being
iven a last careful polish by its driver.

Never in all its history had the Knight
Motor Works seen anything quite like
this. Fach of those chassis had been
specially built to fulfil an important con-
tract, and to-day they had to pass their
final tests. The chassis were really
motor-cars lacking only their bodies, and
to each a little bucket seat had been
clamped behind the steering-wheel.

Bob’s eves glistened as he glanced
down the long line. Every machine had
received yery special attention in the
way of finish, and all polishable parts
liud been well and truly polished. Each
of the twenty drivers wore tlean, white
overalls, and each had a white racing-
type cap: strapped on his head.

The concrete floor of the shed had been
cleaned down, aud reddish-coloured sand
had been sprinkled evenly over the dull
grey surface; - Even the tyres of the
chassis had received a coating of black
tyre-paint, and niot a single speck of mud
or dirt showed snywhere,

“Look posh, don’t theyt” Jerry
Grainger straightened up from his own
machine as he glanced across to Bob.
“It'll be a fine sight to tee "emi all going
down the road at seventy miles an hour !”
he added.

Bob grinned a little. The high-speed
parade was something that had been
talked about for days. The cars had
heen built for a department of the
French Army, and a French official was
coming to the works that morning to in-
spect aud pass the machines, 5

They had already been thoroughly
tested, but he wanted to zee for himself
that they were fast enough for the work
for which the French Army wanted them.
Therefore, the cars were to dash by him
at seventy miles an hour, and a stretch
of road across a near-by heath had been
reserved for the final test. If the official
was satisfied, he would accept the cars—
if he wasn't satisfied, he wounld refuse

The Modern Boy™

%HIGH-SPEED
PARADE!
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© Ajob in a motor works
can be exciting enough,as <
young Bob Tennant and Z
his pal Jerry Grainger%
&
&

have discovered!
RN ANV AT ATAVR S

them. and the Knight Works would lose
a lot of money. Something approaching
a sum of £20,000 was involved; that was
why so much trouble was being taken.

Bob was broad across the shoulders,
and he had keen-looking grey eyes. He
had got into the Knight Motor Works
becanse he liked cars, and because he
didn’t want to accept a stool in his
father’s office.  Bob had made good
already, and he had progressed from odd
boy in the general repair shop to a posi-
tion in the Knight Racing Shed.

Like his chum, Jerry, he had come out
of the shed to-day in order to drive one
of the chassis in the parade. Jerry
Grainger was a lean, cheerful boy who
honestly believed that, some day, Bob
was going to prove the finest racing-car
driver that ever trod on gn accelerator
ju}(l&l'.

He had good reason for thinking so,
Lecause Bob had recenily ran a car in a
race at Brooklands; and, moreover, had
won the event.

“If the old Froggy ain't pleased. wiih
this little lot, then I hope he gets in-
digestion in his carburettor ! said Jerry,
as he tucked his duster in a pocket of his
overalls. He added: “I notice Perkins
has got somebody to rub his chassis down
for him; he’s too proud to do a job like
that, T s’pose ! . <

He nodded to where pimply-faced Bert
Perkins stood at the end of the line.
Perkins was the head tester in the works,
a swanking, bullying fellow who had a
grudge against Bob and Jerry. He
hated Bob still more since he had won
the Brooklands race.

Perkins was standing apart, straight-
ening his overalls, while a mechanic
finished off his machine, and they saw a
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“You build
heem your-
self — clevzair
boy!"” ex-~
claimed Mon-~
sieur Gaubert

sudden, ingratiating smile light up his
face as a grim:-looking man stepped into
the shed. = The newcomer was Foreman
Turner, who was in charge of the racing
cars, and was rv:sponsibslzc for the per-
formance of these new chassis.

He paused by Perkins’ machine and
inspected it swiftly. The chums saw him
turn to the head tester and speak quickly
and curtly. Perkins jumped to correct
some fault that had been found, then the
foreman moved on along the line, look-
ing at each machine until he came to
Jerry's.

“Your outfit’s all right,” he said, and
a faint smile curved his lips. “ But why
you can’t keep oil off your face, I don’t

know!” And he pointed to a black
smear down Jerry's check. “Come
here !

The foreman wiped the oil away, then
moved on to Bob, He walked round the
machine, and stopped beside the boy.

“Very nice job,” he said. “Perkins
will lead the parade, but I want you to
take second place. It'll be best if you——m
Morning. sir!”

He suddenly broke off as he turned
round. Mr. Lucas, the general manager,
had entered. He wore a silk hat and
morning dress, and his iron-hard face
bore a worried look.

“Morning, Turner! TIs everything all
right? . T shall be mighty glad when the
whole thing is over! If we don’t please
this ¥Frenchman, he’s got the power to
turn all the cars down—and he’ll do it,
too!”

“It must be a funny sort of contract,
sir,” said the foreman,

“It is, Turner. These cars are for the
French Army, and they really ought to
have French-made machines. But ours
were better, and they got seclected.
They've passed the most stringent tests,
but they must receive the approval of
Monsieur Gaubert. If he says he doesn't
like the shape of the radiator car. for
instance, he can turn the whole lot
down!”

The two moved on. Bob glanced at
Jerry. but neither said anything. Pre-
sently Mr. Lucas went out to the front of
the shed.
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stiff !

“Now, you fellows, you all know
exactly what you’re to do, I think.
After Monsieur Gaubert has inspected
the chassis in here, you’ll go out on to
the heath, Youw’re to drive past him at
intervals of about thirty yards, each car
to pass him at seventy miles an honr.
And for Heaven’s sake drive carefully,

bécanse the road is muddy and wet! If.

one man gets into a skid it may spoil
everything, It’s—"

He stopped as a hoarse voice sud-
denly hissed from the doorway:

“Mr. Lucas—he’s here!”

A GESTURE from Foreman Turner
A sent every driver to the side. of
his machine, standing level with the
steering-wheel, Mr. Lucas hurried to
the door; and Bob saw him remove his
silk hat with a sweeping gesture as the
French official entered the shed.

“Stone me, look at ’im!”’ gasped
Jerry beneath his breath, as Monsieur
Gaubert appeared, and Bob's own eyes
widened,

He had . expected this important
Minister of the French Army fo be a
tall, imposing, soldierly man. He
wasn’t. He was a very short, very fa
fellow, who strutted in like a fiery litt
bantam.

He wore a uniform of horizon-blue,
and a cap, the peak of which was heavy
with golden laurel-leaves. There were
massive epaunlettes on his shoulders, and
his cuffs were weighted with braid.
From the polished belt at his waist hung
a sword, the tip of the scabbard clank-
ing against the concrete with every step.

Behind him came several men in the
uniform of the French Army, all of them
big, fine men, who moved with a mar-
tial air. With them, hats in hands,
appeared imoortani members of "the
Knight works.

Monsieur Gaubert stalked around each
chassis in turn, coming down the line
and finally pausing in front of Bob.

“You build heem yourself—clevair
boy!” he observed. *I offair my
felicitations.”

He smiled as he spoke; and Bob was °

surprised to find that he had ve
kindly, twinkling, dark eyes. Oddly
enough, he reminded Bob of a little
terrier that wanted to be friendly, and
it was plain that he didn’t know much
about cars if he thought Bob had built
the chassis by himself.

“Exceedin’™  elevair!” Monsieur
Gaubert added.  “Most—most decent
clean—parfait!” And he passed on.

In a minute or so0 he reached the end
of the line; then left the shed with
those who had followed him in. Imme-
diately the tension in the building
relaxed.

“Took a likin’ to you I’ Jerry grinned
across to Bob. “Funny little bloke.
wasn’t he? Looked like he was scared
I bet ho knows as much about
cars as I do about zoolography

“Get 'em out now, lads; start ‘em
up” Foreman Turner’s voice boomed
througg\ the shed.

As he started his machine Perkins
turned in his bucket seat and glared at

“Fancy crawlin’ to a silly old fool
like that Frenchie!” he snarled in his
unpleasant way. “You ought to be
ashamed o’ yerself !”

Bob grinned cheerfully. He guessed
that Perkins was upset because the
Frenchman hadn’t taken any notice of
him. . The head tester went on:

“Wait till we get on the speed parade
—T1l show 'im a bit 0 real drivin’}”’

A mile or so out on the heath
Monsieur Gaubert had taken up his
position with his companions, just
beside the road. Planks had been laid
for them to stand on and keep clear

ARMSTRONG
SIDDELEY.
30 horse-power,
six cylinders,
British make,

HUM BER.
9-20 horse-
power, four

cylinders,

g2 British make

LAGONDA.
14-60 horse-
power, four
cylinders,
ritish
make.

BIANCHI.
10-30 horse-~
power, four
oylinders,
Italian make.

Recognising cars is a fascinating

pastime. This feature will help
you to know the different makes
by the radiator.

-~ into gear.

£ after him.

i stepped

of the mud; behind them sicod a
phalanx of gleaming, polished limousines
in. which the party had arrived.

The chassis drove past at a sedate
speed; then, about a mile and a half
beyond, they turned in a big curve and
stopped, ready to go forward for the
test run.

“Seventy miles an hour, Perkins!”
Foreman' Turnér called.  ‘“Are you all
ready ¥’

He moved out to the front, with a
ﬂng in his hand, to start them off.

‘Keep thirty yards behind Perkins!”
Bob reniinded himself, as he slipped
He guessed that it would
be a very impressive sight to see the
long line of cars go by at seventy miles
an hour, He rather wished he was
watching instead of taking part,

The flag dropped suddenly.

With: a roar Perkins shot off, Bob
) The head tester revved his
engine to its limit before he changed
gear, -There wasn’t any need to do that,
because they bad plenty of room in
which to get up speed. .

Bob lost a little distance, and they
were still _half a mile away from the
roup when he found that Perkins was
cading him at not far short of eighty
miles an hour. Bob gave his engine

| full throttle, because it would look bad

if Perkins got away from him.

At eighty miles an hour they roaved
down. Back of Bob came the rest of
the line—a long trail of thundering,
gleaming machines, each with its white-
clad, white-capped driver intent behind-
the wheel.

Bob saw the little figure of Mon-
sieur Gaubert standing out in front of
the rest, right at the edge of the planks.
He moved as though he would have
back, when Perkins smashed
towards him; but he remembered his
dignity and stopped where he was 7t
wouldn’t do to show that he was a little

| scared of the roa.rm% monsters.

They were twenty yards from the

= group when, from the rear wheels of

Perking’ machine there suddenly
sprayed a fount of mud as he hit a pot-
hole in the road. The car bumped out
of it, slithering a little to one side,

The fraction of a second later, and the
hurtling machine was in an eighty-miles
an hour skid!

It went almost broadside on, rear
wheels slithering off the road into the
soft earth before the planks.

They flung out a solid slash of slimy
black mud, plastering the Frenchman
and those behind him from head to
feet as Perkins snatched the car straight,
got back to the road, and hurtled on.

As Bob went steadily by, he saw Mon-
sienr Gaubert gouging mud out of his
eyes with one hand, while he all but
danced with sudden rage, as he shook
his fist after Perkins and roared an rily
at the machines still storming past him.

¢ PTHINK you've just about done

it Foreman rmer was white
as he addressed Perkins, where the man
stood by the shed at the works. All
the chassis had been brought in, and
now the drivers were standing in a
group, listening

“The old fool shouldn't ha’ stood so
near with all that mud about !” Perkins
grunted.  “I couldn’t ‘elp the skid,
could IP™*

“Seventy you were ‘told to do, but
you did eighty!’ the foreman ex-
claimed. “You'll get 22

“Perkins 1” Mr. Lucas, the general
manager, suddenly appeared. His
clothes were splashed with mudl and
there was a great blob of it on his silk

- hat. “Perkins, you'll be ilad to know
al

that Monsieur Gaubert absolutely re-
fuses to take delivery' of these cavs
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The High-Speed
(Continued from previous page.)

under any . circumstances—thanks  to
what yov've done. I'll deal with you
later !” . .

“T couldn’t el it, sir!” Perkins
gasped. “1I didn't mean to——""

But the genera! manager had walked
away, and as he went Bob saw that he
was jusk as white as the foreman,

“Gosh !” gasped”Jerry. *“There won't
half be a row over this! Perkins is a
fool! Ile was tryin’ to show us how to
drive, I s'pose, by the way he started
off. He might ha’ known he was liable
to skid in the mud, especially after
bein warned about it !”

Bob and Jerry remained standing
there. Some of the drivers drifted off.
Perkins went into the shed, and soon
the two were standing alone, both
realising that the Knight Works had
lost a large sum of mioney through
Perkins’ effort to swank.

It was while the two were standing
there that a telegraph messenger came
arovnd the corner of the shed.

“Got anybody named Gaubert round
here?” hé asked. “Wire for him.
They told me at the gate to find Mr.
Lucas, said he'd come up this way.”

“Gaubert ?” asked Bob.

“Yes. It's urgent, too!” the boy
answered. *Missis Gaubert's been hurt
in an accident in London, an’ he's got
to go at once, - They told me that at the
oﬂice so s I wouldr’t haug about on the
ua}

*Accident!”  Bob stared at him.
The wire gcould be only for the French
Army official.

An idea came to Bob like a flash of
light. " Monsieur Gaubert would want to
get to London quickly. Suppose they
took a fast car and found him, delivered
the telegram, and then offered to drive
him to London. After all, he was a
nice old ¢hap, and he was certain to be
anxious, and if they did him a -good
turn he might look a little more kindly

on Knight machines,
Sderry "—Bob grasped his chum’s
arm, then told him of his sudden idea,

while he took the telegram from the
boy—* we could use the chassis 've just
driven. and there’s a sports saloon body
back of the shed. We'll get some of tlhe
fellows to put it on—it only wants eight
bolts to hold it. Never mind about the
lighting wires. Monsieur Gaubert will
be at his hotel in the town—I know it.
Come on! Al nght T'll deliver this
wire, leave it to me ! he velled to the
telegraph-boy, and went racing into the
shed.
. . . - Al
ESS than fifteen minutes Jater Bob
pulled up outside the hotel iy the
town with a smart saloon -body hastily
clamped to the chassis he had driven in
the high-speed  parade. The other
drivers had helped willingly, npt be-
cause they knew what was ulom but
because they liked Bob.
Bob jumped from the car and raced
mm the hotel.
*Keep the engine running ! he called
to Jerry as he went. -
Inside the ‘hail he -saw,
Gaunbert,

Monsieur

“Telegram for you, sir,” said Bob.
“It’s 'thost urgent
Monsieur Gaubert slit the envelope,

and the expression on his !'llL changed
as, he read the wire.

“Mon Diev—panne -a (o(mh-f" he
gasped, and the colonr drained slowly
irom’ his features. me fait partit
“tout de suite!™

“T've "got' a- car outside, ="t Bob

The Modern Boy

stepped forward as he spoke. = “Tli|
guarantee 10 get you i London as
quick as o

“A car—waiting " Monsieur Gaubert
jumped forward. “Pardounez-moi,
messieurs I and he bowed stiffly to the
French officers, ~ then seurried behind

Job down' to the waiting machine,

Jerry opened the rear door as they
appeared. He helped the little French-
man inside, then the-two boys dived into
the front seats, and Bob sent the car
awayv. It went off with a rush and a
voar, slid out of the hotel courtyard,
and, almost before Monsienr Gaubert
was aware of it, the machine was roar-
ing along the road to London.

Bob’s teeth were gritted, and he never
took his gaze off the road ahecad. He
never lost a single second, and he drove
as though he was a part of the machine
he controlled. They ripped into the
London traffic, and, by luck, they did
not get held up dn\\\lmc Finally,

Job swung the car between big iron
gates, and brought it to a stop outside
th entrance to the hospital building.

“You wait for me, please!” Monsieur
Gaubert called the words as Jerry was
helping hun out of the car. “I ‘thank
vou ver’ much—excusez-mol main-
tenant,” and he vanished into the
tiospital.

They waited there for three- -quarters
of an hour. At the end of that time
Monsieur Gaubert reappeared. The
colour had cowe back to llu; face and he
was smiling as he approached them.

“All right—not bad,” he told them.
“Ze leg, you unnerstan'? Hurt a leetle.
They let nmdumc return to ze hotel—

ce soir. Coffiprenmez? I am obliged.
You ,are too good, and ze car—good
also.’

“It’s one of Ihc (lmwh that you saw
this afternoou, sir,” said Bob. “ We put
a body on it, so that we could fetch
you when we heard the news,”

“Chassis, hein? Not the one that
~|niuk!e ze mud?” he laughed a little.
1 lose my temper for that. But now I

feel different, I present my apologies,
unnerstan’ ¥  That is good. We will

have them—all of them !”

Bob’s heart jumped a little. He was
saying that he'd take the twenty Knight
mzwhm(m that he had turned down,

“You inform M’sien’ Lucas,” he said.

‘Tell heem all right. . Now, I thank
vou again,” and he held out his hand to
Bob. “You are true sport—British
sport. I say T won't have ze cars, yet
you ' come to help my trouble—tros
sport! I see you later, send you some-
t'ings— leetle preseat !”

Hu shook hands with both of
again, then returned to the hospital.

“Bob drove off, and as the car rolled
imo the street, Jerry said:

‘What mnext?! Go back to the
\\ml\~
“We'll ring up Lucas first,” Bol said,

“and let him khow that (\er\lhunz
all right. Decent old chap, that French-
man. Glad he’s going to take the cars,
Old Turner won’ 't half be pleased !”

“Old" Turner”. was pleased, and so
was the generai manager and everybody
else concerned. On the Saturday, Bob
and Jerry discovered that their pay
envelopes were abnormally fat; that

them

was because each contained an extra| £

month’s pay, by way of bonus for what
they had done.

But cach found something better than
that when they got home. Small, regis-
tered packets awaited them., Each con-
tained a gold watch from Monsieur
Gaubert, and on the inside each wateh
was inscribed :” “Tres sport.”

(Nextl weelk's story of Bob and Jevry
is entitled : ** The Record Smasher! "’
You’ll find it full of thrills!)
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Round the Werld on :

Half-a-Crown!
(Continued from page 21.)

Janghing that T was glad of the contractor’s hut to lean
against. For the first time I was really glad for having
been fired ont of the soft goods store, otherwise I should
have missed this treat altogether.

Half an hour hefore knocking-off time, I refurned to
the hotel and sat in a wicker chair in the lounge with
my feet on the window-ledge, watching the passers-by.

Presently a plump, melancholy figure hove into view.
It was Pud. :

His back looked as if it had taken a permanent bend;
the palms of his fat hands were badly bruised and cut
from contact with the rough edges of the flying bricks;
liis knees sagged, and from the look on his face he
seemed years older than when he had set out so gaily
that morning to ride in the elevator.

Just before he crossed the road to the hotel, he
straightencd himself by a heroic effort. His chest came
up into the place where Nature had intended it to be,
Iis back stifiened, his footsteps became more firm, and
he twisted his lips into what was meant to be a cheery
smile.

“Hallo, Pud!” T greeted him, as he came through the
swing-doors of the hotel. “How have you been sticking
e

“Fine! Tine and dandy!” grinned Pud. “Really,
though, I feel beastly sclfish enjoying myself all day

jut Jul

NEXT WEEK'S SPECIAL
FEATURES!

— L Y L
Another humorous compleie yarn by GUNBY HADATH.
o
A further exciling instaiment of “KING OF THE
ISLANDS !*! by Sir ALAN COBHAM,
Oy
A thrilling complete story of Bob and Jerry, ths chums
of the big moctor works, by ALFRED EDGAR.
= o
ROUND THE WORLD ON HALF-A-CROWN !
moving adventure, every linz of it!

o
ALL ABOARD FOR THE MOON! Abcut one of the
most thrilling adventures ever planned by man !
Ete., etc., etc.

Swift.

M-S

while you’ve heen standing hehind a rotten
dishing out socks and what-nofs.” He paused, and
with an air of great generosity added: “Look here,
old man, we’ll trade jobs if we can wangle it!”

I grinned.

“Thanks, Pud; vou always. were a generous chap.
As a maftter of fact, though, I've been fired. I'll just
have a quiet stroll around the town to-morrow and look
for something else while you go back to your little joy-
job in the exeavation.”

The haggard look erept into Pud’s face again.

“Er—er—I haven't felt well in this place, somehow !"
he stammered. *‘Perhaps it's the dry climate that
doesn’t suit me. Tommy, my boyv, we're going to beat
it farther up-country and try our Iuek nearer the

kies.” ;

My smile broadeued.

“Right, Pud!” I agreed. “I'm game! But perhaps
before we go we might make a few more bucks here. 1
sce there’s a freight train in a siding at the depot wait-
ing to be unloaded.”

counter

“0Oh?” mumbled” Pud, without much interest.
“What's it loaded with?”

To which T answered slily:

“Bricks—thousands and thousands of ‘ecm. Might

keep us employed for a week!” 3
But, with a choking gurgle, Pud was making for the
,Jotel stairs to seek his room, and a bed for his aching
limbs !
(Tom and Pud conitinue their lively travels in next
~week’s MODERN BOY. Den’'t forget to order your
“copy in_advancel)” :

' The Modern Boy

Te.n Thouéanci
Pictures

That make “learning things”
good fun

You can spend hour after hour with these
pictures of foreign lands, foreign people, rail-
ways, battleships, soldiers, sailors, Arctic
“exploration, wild animals in the jungle, and
great inventions,

Every picture tells a story that will interest
you, and be of value, because it adds to your
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craters, others from the
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always thought
“dry.” As a help
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BEAUTIFUL ART

FRE . BOOK

If you sign and post this coupon we will send you a beautiful
FREE BOOK which tells what THE BOOK OF KNOW-
LEDGE can mean to YOU and to your people. This book is
as interesting as a magazine, and contains 12 Pictures in
Colour, four Photogravure Plates, many Black and White
Illustrations, letters from delighted parents, ete., cote.

A little Eskimo from The
Book of Knowledge.

S

Geo, Stephenson’s  Puffing Billy.””

Read about the world's railways and
see the fine pictures.

To the WAVERLEY BOOK CO., LTD. (Dept. M. Boy E),
96 and 97, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
Please send me, without charge, your Free Illustrated
Art Book containing full particulars of THE BOOK OF
KNOWLEDGE; also information as to your offer to send
the complete work for a small first payment,

NAME

M.Bos B, 1928. .........
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WIRELESS SETS TO MAKE AT HOME

HOW: TO BUILD

<RADIANO THREE_

BY PERCY W.HARRIS run=
EDITORTIE WiRRLESS CONSTRUCTOR”
WIRELESS

CONSTRUCTOR
EXVELOPE

- . s 2 STRICTLY

The Three Valoe Set of the Year

EVERY DII\II SIMPLY ENULAINED
R

V) s
EVERY LEAD SHOWN FULL SIZE
Wik b 9 Compn wd Vol

The 'WIRELESS CONSTRUCTOR ENVELOPES

¥
« Buy the \‘llclm_s Con<lru<lor Ln\('opc\ and make your own set. Each envelope centains [ull
-’ constructional and 0; erating instructions, together with a full size Blue Print, pholo“raph; and diagrams,

compiled by Pf Harris;  Editor of the  Wireless Constructor.” — Everything.is made absolutely
clear. All your m~lruouors and dmwru ms can be kept compactly togsther. Envelopes for the ** Radiano
Fhree ” and for the * Concert Four ™ arc now on sale.

" TheRADIANO THREE | The CONCERT FOUR

> "2 - . - - - - -t - S >
This is lhc Three-Valve Set of the year—a This is one of the most useful sets ever designed
get \ou can” biild in an hour or two. -~ There for the average listener, fof it is of'general utility,
is a wide choice of components and valves open and the circuit has been carefully worked ou!
= =""to'you, and no soldering is necessary, because the to have excellent distince getting' propcrhcs

set has been specially desigried for the Radiano
system “of wiring. - The circuit is sensitive,
posscsscs Afstiver= distanice getting qmlmw

and gives ample power to operate a loud speaker
up t0,50 to 100 miles from a broadcasting station.

for loud speaker | work:- Special features in-
clude: High sensitivity, very sharp tuning, high
quality  of xcproduct:on and *“low  cost of
building. = It is: very easy to-handle, for there

! Opeération is snnplc and there are no complicated | -are_but_two. tuning dials. - All ’hc parts used
A edjustments.” The components ,Nd are miost |- are standard.and easily ob!dmablc in-a numbcr
3 rcasonable in price: - - of alternative makes,
= - r = - > :
The ‘¢ Wireless Constructor >’ Envelopes are. obtainable from all Newsagents,
Bookstalls and Wireless Dealers, price 1/6 each, or 1/9 each post free direct from
“ Wireless Construcior ’’ Envelopes, Bear Aliey, Farrmddon St., London, E.C 4,
L]
BUY THEM TO-DAY'!
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