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Willy was drop-

ing straight into
the yawning black
chasm o¢f the
chimney.
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A Tale of the Rival Circuses and 'the Boys of St. Frank’s.
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Witly floated gently and comfortably in the atmosphere. Far .beibw the -
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4 pus AGAINST
"' e CRCUS

\

'AN EXHILARATING STORY OF

THE ST. FRANK’S CIRCUS AND A
RIVAL SHOW.,

-

In spite of the terrible disaster that wrecked the
[., St. Frank’s Circus last week at Bannington, when
7’,’, . the huge tent was destroyed by the fury of a raging
storm aided by the leam of Simon Snayle, the un-
' scrupulous manager, the Jumors are determined to
give their performance at Caistowe as advertised. Fortunately, there, was
no loss of life, although a number of people had suffered from mjunes and
shock. Without delay a new tent had been ordered and preparations for
the forthcoming show were hustled forward with great zest. But there is
a rival circus on the road known as Casselli’s Circus, owned by Bill Cas-
sell, Snayle sees an opportunity to thwart the Juniors by helping the
rival showman to queer the pitch of the St. Frank’s Circus. Buster Boots,
the St. Frank’s advertising genius, gets busy, and something startlmg
happens which you will read about in the absorbing story below.

THE EDITOR.
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CHAPTER 1. 'dc‘l‘ Gtood!” rélué'mured the new-tclomer. “1
- S . , S idn’t expec o come across this bunch
.C‘“SELLI § INTERNATIONAL CIRCUS: for another half-hour.” He caught sight of
HE headlights of the small two-seater | one of the drivers regarding him critically,
revealed the long line of circus | and he raised his voice. “Is Mr. Cassell
waggons, trucks, and caravans. It | with the show?” he called. “I'd like tc

was just after midnight, and the |see hjyn.”
main road to Bournemouth was wet and “You'll find the boss in the last carm an,’’
gritty, after a devastating thunderstorm, | replied the man. ¢ Mebbe he ain’t gone
vhich had swept over the county in the late to sleep yet, but like as not he has. And
%venmg Big Bill don’t like being disturbed, mister.”

But now the moon was shining from an| Tpe stranger merely nodded, and allowed
almost cloudless sky, and the night was | the procession to pass him. He soon picked
Summer-like and tranquil in its calm peace- | oyt the last caravan, and he left his seat
fulness. 'The countryside was quite undis- |y the car, and lightly mounted the Tear
turbed except for the grinding of wheels, [ stops of the caravan. The procession was
the stamping of horses’ hoofs, and the noisy | onjy travelling at about three miles an hour,,
puffing of the traction engine which led the | 5, the move was easy.
£ircus procession. The door proved to be locked, and the

The man in the two-seater had pulled his | visitor hammered loudly.
car to one side of the road, so that the “Who'’s that?” came a rough, throaty
‘circus would have full room. And he re-| voice.
garded the long string of vehicles with “It's all right, Bill. It's me—Snayle,” said
eminent satisfaction. the other. _

They were painted in all sorts of colours, There came a movement within, and the
most of them glaringly bright and gaudy, | door was flunrg open, revealing a hulking
the paint being new. And most of the vans | man, with coarse red features and an enor-
bore the legend, ¢ Casselli’~ International | mous moustache th.t lent him an air of
Circus.” ' - limportance. His fat chin disappeared into:




the folds of his mneck,
looked a

and altogether he
most greasy, unprepossing speci
men of humanity in his present attire, for
Pe was without coat or waistcoat, and collar- .
-less,

“Why, blame me if it z2in’t Simon!” he

said heartily., “Come in, old man!

The

last feller I expec.ted to see—-paltmularly at

thls tlme o’ nwht You ain’'t lookin’ so

““No, an’ I don’t feel well,”” interrupted
Mr. Simon Snayle. “I wouldn’t have come,
only the matter’s important. I'’ve got a
small ear here, DBill, and I can’t leave it
in the road. Best caH a halt while we have
a little -talk.”

“ What, the whole bunch?”’ said Mr.
William Cassell. “You've got a nerve,
Simon! Think I'm going to stop all these
vans—--"" .

“Well, if you don’t stop them now, you’ll
have to call a halt a bit higher up the
road, so it won’t make much differe‘nce,”'
interrupted Mr. Snayle. ‘I tell you it’s im-
portant, Bill, and I shan’t keep you longer
than sen minutes.”

The big man agreed, and he jumped to
the road, and yelled out some orders in a
roaring ‘voice, which were repeated r tg
down the line of venicles. And in
minutes the entire procession had pulled to
the extreme side of the road, and had come
to a halt.- In the meantime, Mr. Snayle had
taken his little two-seater to the end of the
line, leaving it there.

““ Now, Simon, what’s the game?” inquired
Mr. €Cassell, as the pair sat down on oppo-
site lockers in the caravan. “It ain’t every
man I'd stop for like this. And what are
you doin’ on this road, anyway? I thought
you was in Bannington,
outfit!»

Mr. Cassell poured out two . generous tots
of whisky, and pushed one glass over towards
his visitor. In the ring, Mr. Cassell was
rather more imposing than at the present
moment. When before the publie, he'was re-
splendent in red cloth and gold braid, and his
name became Signor Casselli. And his circus
—which he owned lock, stock, and barrel—
was one of the finest on the road.

““ Thanks, Bill,” said Mr Snayle as he took
tire whisky. ¢ Well, here’s luck to our next
venture! And if you'll come in with me,
and see the affair in the right light, there’s
1o reason why we shouldn’t bust up the
Onions show, once and for all!”

Mr. Cassell looked interested.

“1 don’t know what you’re talking about,
Simon,*? he said. “I'm opemng at Bourne-
mouth to-morrow afternoon, an’ I ain't got
time to waste on the Omons show. I’'ve
Jeft that in your hands, an’ so far you've
made a pretty mess of .it!”

" Mr. Snayle frowned.

“You don't know the facts——"’ he began.

““I know that you're the manager of the
outfit, i
bed with paralysis. an™ can’t move a ﬁnger »
interrupted Alr. Cassell, ¢ What’s more, the

with the Onions {o

and that old Professor Onions is a- |

p——

|

show’s beln FuB by the professer’s two sons
—a couple o’ mere school kids. An’, by
what I ean ‘ear, the show’s doin’ record
business. Doesn’t say much for you, Simon.”

“It’s all very well to talk, but things
have been against me,” said Snnon Snayle
as he tossed down the last of his whisky.
‘““Ever since we came to our arrangement,
I've done the best I could.”

Big Bill sneered. ‘

““The bes5!” he echeed. “By thunder!
An’ ever since this tour started, the Onions
circus-has played to record crowds! An’ our
arrangement was that you should make the
show a dead fatlure!”

‘“Haven’t 1 told you that those boys
butted in?” demanded - -Mr. Snayle hotly.
“Didn’t I speak to you on the telephone last
week? Didn’t 1 write to you? You don’t
understahd, Bill! Those cursed St. Frank’s
boys have got more pep than a hundred
ordinary performers. Why, they changed
the show out o: all recognition!”’

. Bill Cassell grunted and lit a cigar.

‘“ Well, Simon, you ain’t the man I thought
you was,” he said unpleasantly. “I1f you
was any sort of a manager, you’d see that
them boys didn’t play you up in that way.
I'm surprised! A man of your experience—
a circus man all your life—allowin’ a parcel
of blamed school kids to beat you! Why,
dang my skin, you- am’t got the pluck of a
rabbit!»

Mr. Snayle rose to hlS feet. |

‘““Look here, Bill! I didn’t come here to
have that kind of talk chucked at me!* he

sparled. ‘“ We came to an agreement; you
and me, and 1 ve donme the best I could to
keep to it

“Your bebt ain’t so very much to boa::t
of !>’ said the fat man,

“If you knew what them boys were, you
wouldn’t talk like that,” smnapped Simon
Snayle. ‘‘Youbg terrors——that’s what they
are! Especially Nipper and Handforth and
Dodd, that Australian kid. What’s more,
Bill, they know the business. Know it?
I'm telling you, Bill, some . of those kids
can do better stunts than the highest paid
performers in the game!”

Big Bill Cassell looked dubious. .

«You allus were a man to make yourself
in the right, Simon,”” he - said. “Mebbe
you’ve had some trouble with them boys butx

I don’t agree that you couldn’t ’ave done:
better than what you ‘ave. No, Simon.
An’ you can’'t fool me, neither. We went
into an agreement together that you was to.
mess up the Onlons show, ar’ make it
worthless »

“I might as well talk to a blank wall"’
interrupted Mr. Snayle harshly. “Don’t I
keep telling you that things haven’t turned
out as we expected?  But it’s not too late,
Bill. We'll get ‘the show yet, and if you’l!
only agree to what-1 anggest the thmn u it
be done in no time.,”

From the conversation of these two men
it was clearly apparent that they had
entered upon a- villainous conspiracy to ruin




Professor Onions’ Colossal Circus and
Menagerie,

The object of the plot was clear enough.

The Onions Circus was the only rival that
Casselli’s International Show feared. The
two circuses never covered the same dis-
tricts, but generally gave one another a wide
berth. And pure professional jealousy was
at the root of Bill Cassell’s plotting.

Simon Snayle was purely out for gain,
however, and his interest was greater than
his confederate’s. But -he could do nothing
without Cassell’s money, and was therefore
in the rascally circus proprietor's hands.

The plot was a simple one.

Mr. Snayle had been left in charge of
the Onions show because Professor Onions
himself was lying helpless in bed, a per-
manent invalid. His unfortunate condition,
it appeared, was the result of a stroke,
brought on by unexpected financial loss on
the Stock Exchange.

The professor's two sons, Johnny and
Bertie, were really pupils of the BRiver
House School, but they had taken over the
ownership of the circus at the commence-
.iment of. this tour, with Simon Snayle as
manager.

And Snayle, in accordance with his agree-
ment with Bw Bill Cassell, had planned, from
the very ﬁrst to make the tour a dismal
failure, so that the whole circus, including
the stock-in-trade, would be a losing proposi-
tion, and in the market at a ridiculously
low price.

As soon as this stage was reached, Mr.
Cassell was to have come on the scene, and
he and Snayle would then have bought the
outfit for themselves, holding half-shares.
'And Mr. Snayle was to have cleared the
Onions brothers out, changed the name of
the circus, and to have made it a financial
success.

A pretty pair of rogues, indeed!

CHAPTER II.
. BIMON SNAYLE'S SCHEME.

PPARENTLY the plan
had not worked to
perfection,

this was not far to seek. The
circus had been in the town
i | of Helmford when Mr.
:Snavle s scheme had come to a head, when
‘he had successfully bullied the performers
.until they left the show im the lurch. It
really seemed that the plot had succeeded.

But by an unlucky chance for the con-
spirators—and a very lucky chance for
Johnny and Bertie Onions—a crowd of St.
Frank's juniors had arrived on the scene,
As Johnny and Bertie were old friends of
the St. Frank's Remove, the latter had nobly
come to the rescue.
it‘;‘he result had even surprised the Remov-

e3
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And the reason for ]

For the show, instead of being a failure,
was turned into an instantaneous success,
and had gone from triumph to triumph ever
since, in spite of all Simon Snayle’s petty
mterference and plotting.

But now, on this particular night, a fresh
opportunity had arisen,

“It's this way, Bill,” Mr.

said Snavle,

I leaning over the little table and speaking

tensely, ‘‘the Onions show opens up at
Caistowe to-morrow afternoon; at least,
that’s the plan. I dare say you were in that
thunderstorm earlier this evening?”

“In it?”’ repeated Mr. Cassell. “We was
nearly washed away! About the worst storm
I can remember. But they tell me it was a
lot worse down near the coast.”

“In Bannington, we had it somethmg ter-
rible,”” said Mr. qnayle “I don’'t want to
keep you too long, Bill, so I'll cut it short.
Our big tent was blown down and stripped
to ribbons—absolutely wrecked. The tent's
no more use than a heap of old sacks now.”’

Mr. Snayle conveniently neglected to men-
tion that the tent had been wrecked through
his own villainy. Big Bill -was fairly un-
scrupulous, but he would certainly not have
agreed to endangering human life.. In a
drunken frenzy Snayle had cut the stay ropes
of the big tent at the height of the storm,
and the result had been disastrous.

The affair had been a sensation at Bun.
nington. Scores of people had been injured,

‘and a good few were now in hospital, suffer-

ing from broken limbs and other wounds.
Happily, there had been no fatal injuries.
‘““If the big tent was ripped to ribbons,
how in thunder i{s the show going to c¢pen
to-morrow?”’ demanded Mr. Casselk :

““Those Onions kids are darned smart,”
acknowledged Simon Snayle grudgingly.
‘“They got on the ’phone at once, and gob
hold of Ashford & Martin’s, the big tent
manufacturers—"’

“Think I don't know
the other tartly.

“Yes, I suppose \ou do,” agreed Mr.
Snayle. I know -too—old Onions hus
had his stuff from Ashford & Martin’s for
vears, and I know the manager and most
of the men, Well, to cut it short, they're
putting a brand new tent on the road at
once, and they've guaranteed to deliver the

'em?” interrupted

whole shoot at Caistowe at nine o’clock.”

“Quick work!” said Dig Bill approvingly.

““You bet it's quick work,”” agreed Snayle..
“But I doubt if they’d have dove it if they
hadn't had a promise o? cash on the rail.
The Onions show ain’'t been doing so well
lately, as we know, and these big “firms are
a bit careful now adav But, owing to them
school kids, the money has been rolling in
like a full tide during these last couple of
weeks., And the big tent’'s going to be
delivered by nine o’clock——"’

“You said that afore,” *nterrupted Mr.
Cassell impatiently. «“Durned if I can see
what you're driving at, Simon.”

“1'Il' tell you!” said Snayle, lowering his
voice. <If that tent don’t arrive, the show
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goes bust—see? It’s all advertized, and the
Caistowe folks are ready to-flock to it in
.crowds. Besides that, the place is a seaside
resort, and it’s full of visitors. Good enough
fer a feur-day stand, Bill! And packed
tents at every perfurmance'”

“ Well, what about i1t?” asked the fat
man., “ What do you mean—if the tent
don’t arrive?”

‘“Well, my game is to go along in my
little car, and meet those lorries containing
the tent, » said Snayle. ¢“It’s bound to come
along . tlus road, and it’s due to pass in the
early -morning, just about dawn. My plan
is to stop those lorries, and send them on
to Bournemouth.”

“Bournemouth"’ echoed Big .Bill. “ Why,
what the—

“ Wait!
start butting in,” exclaimed Snayle.
men on those lorries know me.
I'm the manager of the Onions show, and
they’ll take my word for gospel. I shan’t
have no trouble there. I’ll simply say: the
circus is opening at Bournemouth instead
of Caistcwe, and they’ll push off on the

other road.” -
““ But what in the

Hear ‘the rest of it before you
“The

¢ Maybe,” qa-fd Blg Bill.

name of thunder are you suggesting, Simon? }

You can get the tent sent {to Bournemouth,

F’'ve no doubt, but what the Peter is the- :
good of it? I don’t want the blamed tent !>

- “0f course you don’t. But your advance
agent is in Bournemouth, and he can deal
with the tent when it arrives,” said Snayle.
‘¢ You won't take your show to Bournemouth
at all, but go on straight to Caistcwe.”
' “Me——go to Caistowe?” gasped Signor
Casselli, aghast, ¢ You blamed fool! What
monkey business 2

“I tell you it’s the best chance we’'ve
ever had,” urged Snayh, earnestly. < All
you've got to do is to get in touch with your
advance agent, and get him . to post up some
fresh notices that the show is postponed for
four days. You’'ll get your Bournemouth
pitch just the same, “and you'll get Caistowe
as well. It’s only a matter of simple ar-
rangement. And the big point is this—by
working this dodge we'll sinash the Onions
show in one swoop!”’

Big Bill Cassell pursed his fat, coarse lips,

and slowly stroked his middle chin.

_ “T never knew you were such a cunaing
snake, Simon,” he said slowly. “It’s -an
idea—I’m admittin® it! It’s a gond idea,
too! But
before we fully decide.”

““ Well, you can’t think too long, because
time’s going, and if we don’t act at once,
the ehance will be left behind,” said Snay.e.
“Man alivet The -thing dont need any
thinking of! Listen?$ Al you've got to do
i3 ta go to- Caistowe, and it wonld lre a

cood ides to piteh in- the next blampd;
meiadow “¢ the Onions ontfit.”’
Mr. ‘Cassell’s eyes gleamed—the: idea

appealed to him, N
“The: next meadow, “eh?”

“That's a darned good idea, Simon! Make

They know |

it neceds a bit- o' thinkin’ over

he “muttered.
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them Onfonus lilda squirm, eh? But how do
you know we can get the mnext meadow ?
Mebbe there ain't a next mnéadow at all

b3 J

“Well, there is, because ! happen to
know the place, and the pitch as well,”
interrupted Simon- Snayle. ‘“Don’t you see,
Bill? Yowlll- get all the -benefit of the
Onions’. advertistng, and the  crowds will
flock -into your show. Most of them ‘won’t
know the difference—a cireus is a cireds,
.and the puble ain’t notling 'more than
fools, at the best! You’ll have everything
your own way, because the Onions’ outfit
can’t open. Without their bhig tent, they’tl
be helpless., And the bhig tent will be in
Bournemouth. What’s more, your advante
agent can Ax things so that the tent nretb
absolutely l9st.”?

“Yes, but Ashford Martin
another!” said Big Bill. :

“Not likeswy! Not' without the cash?”
argued Snayle. ‘“In any case, it’ll be too
late, bteeause it’s the first day that counts,
and . i{ the Onions’ show can’t open té-
morrow, it's done! You’ll be the first in
the field, :and you'll make that other- out-
ﬂt look darned silly !

€an scnd

. Big Bul' Cassell’ thumped the table
heavny : R
P § - ' go Simon!” “he said grimly.
'_“o_We;_."Lr'-dO—it!” | SN
(“ll APTER III. .

TIIE S‘"UOGIBOY CIRCUS PERFORMERS. )

DWARD OSWALD

‘ " HANDFORTH yawned.

, “Jolly glad to get

| to bed, anyway,” he

said sleepily, as he slipped

between the sheets. ¢ Nearly

midnight! Thank goodpess

we haven’t got to get up early in the mora-
ing!”

% Hear, hear!” :

“We can sleep untll the rising bell'” _;!

“ Good eﬂg'” N

“Don’'t talk about eggs—it makes me feel
hungry!” grumbled Fatty Little.. ‘I tried
to get some grub downstairs, hut every
glddy cupboard was empty! And when I
suggested some sandwiches to Mr. Lee, he
calmly told me that grub’s bad for the
health late -at . night! He doesn’t know
what he’s talking about!”

‘“Well, I dare say you ' suw ve,” gr nr.ed
Reggie Pitt.

The Remove dormitory:- in the  Ancient
House at St. Frank’'s was not in its usual
state of tranquil peace—for at such an ‘hour
as this it was customary for the long room
to be silent, e‘ccept for the deep hreathwT
of the ma]orltv wof juniors, ~and the un-
musical snores of Handfoith: anti oce o'r two
other similar miscreants.’

But to-night was a special nccabvbn

We had all got '‘back from the circus in
Banningten shortly after eleven ¢’clock,




but in view of the very exceptional cir-
cumstances, we had been excused.

We were only late because we had stayed
behind to eungage in rescue work, and we
had received nothing but commendation. If
we had arrived back at school at the
correct hour, admitting that we had come
away in the midst of the disaster, we
should not have received much praise.
_As it was, the llead himself had expressed
his admiration in warm terms, and we had
gone off to bed feeling tired, achy, but per-
fectly content. We had every reason to
congratulate ourselves. S
- ¢ Well, there’'s nothing to worry over,”
I remarked, as I donned my pyjamas. “ The

—

v vy hand

duffer. about with
closed!” _

“It's rather a late hour to receive news,
but news is always welcome,”” remarked
Pitt, amiably. ¢ (Glad to hear you’'re broad-
cast, Handy, old man. And what does the
great brain suggest?”’

“Foul play!” said Handforth grimly,

¢ Just now you said the thing was fishy,”
said Pitt. ““ And now you’re talking about
Eowls! Might as well stick to one class of
ood.” ‘

¢“My hat!” said Handforth contemptu-
ously. ‘“And this chap goes into the ring,

I don’t go my eyes

"and tries to be funny! And people laugh at
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circus is moving on to Caistowe to-night,
and Johnny made certain that the new tent
will be on hand at nine o’clock. So every-
thing'l go along in just the same way as
usual.”

¢¢ Considering the wreckage of that tent,
it’s pretty marvellous to realise that the
show will start at the usual hour to-morrow
afternoon,” said Church.. *“But I can't
imake out why the old tent collapsed. It
seemed strong enough to me.”

““There was something fishy about it,”
declared Handforth,

¢¢0Oh, come off H——-"
¢ Something fishy!"’
darkly. “You can't fool mec!

repeat.eﬁ Handfofi;h
I'm not a

 him, too! It only shows that it takes an
idiot to make the public laugh!”
| “That’s quite right,” said Pitt.
public yells at you.”

“Oh, go to sleep, and don't jaw so
much!” grumbled De Valerie. ‘“Don’t you
chaps realise it's after midnight?”

“The

] don’t care if it’s four o’clock in the

morning!”’ retorted Handforth, ¢‘There was
something fishy about that tent collapsiuog,
and I'm not afraid to say so! I shouldn’t
be a bit surprised if Snayle himself was
at the bottom -of the whole rotten busi-
ness!”

| I suppose Snayle waved a kind of waﬁd,
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and caused the thunderstorm?” asked

Church sarcastically.

“] domn’t want any rot from you, Walter
Church!” interrupted Handforth, with a
glare, ¢ Snayle didn’t cause the thunder-
storm—but he assisted it! I don’t believe
the storm, alone, would have busted the
tent up! I'm pretty sure that old Smayle
played some dirty work.”

“Well, we won't argue about it,”” T put
in. ‘“But I'm inclined to agree with you,
Mandy. I had my suspicions about, Snayie,
from the first. But 1 don’t think he did
the thing deliberately.”

““ What do you mean?”

““ Well, you know as well as I do that
Snayle was as drunk as a lord when the
show started,’” I replied. “In fact, he was
so swilled t.hat he was practically helpless

And if he did anything to the tent at all,
intoxicated

he must have done it in an
frenzy. That’s my opinion, anpyway. Not
that it’'s any good making these theories,

because we shall never be able to prme,

how the tent collapsed.”

‘““Then let’'s get to sleep,”
drowsily.
s0 we needn’t be up before the rising hell

said M eC]ure

gaoes—and that’s something to be thankful

for.” - -
To any outsider, tlns wou]d have sounded
rather a remarkable statement. But while

the Remove fellows were engaged in helping

the circus, they were obliged to put in two
hours extm work in the early morning, in

order to have their afternoons free—this

necess:t;atmg a- very early start. Five-thirty
was the rising hour,

But on. half-holidays there were no after-
noon lessons, of. course, and so the jupiors
were enabled to remain languidly in bed

until the usual getting-up time.

“Jt seems a pity to spoil the sequenoe »
I said thoughtfully. ‘I shall be awake at
half-past five, and if you fellows like, I'll
haul you out.” - |

“But what on earth for?’?’ asked Jack
Grey.

“ For one thing, aftcr being up early every
morning, it seems a pity to slack in bed
to-morrow,” I saiq.

¢« Slack!? snorted Handforth. “Even If
we don’t get up till rising bell, we shall
only have seven hours sleep. And if we
get up at half-past five, we shall only have
flve hours!”

“Pid you do that in your head?” asked
Pltt sleepily.

“I'm admitting that we shall only have
five hours,” 1 said, ‘“‘but five hours’ sleep
is quite enough for. once in a while——"

“Well, I'm going to have seven!” said
andforth flatly.

““ Hear, hear!” said two or three of the
others,

‘““ And yet all people wrth big brains. can
do with four or five hours sleep,” 1 said
thoughtfully. ¢‘Edison, for example, never
bas more than four hours sleep. I'm siur-

“It's a half holiday to-morrow, |
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prised at you, Handy. With a bhraln like
yours, you ourrhr, to be able to do with o
mere nap!”?

‘““As a matter of fact, I'd made up my
mind to be up at five- thlrty, in any case,”
said ‘IIandforth promptly. “And you
needn’t call me, either! 1 shall be awake
to the tick!”

I grinned.

“Well, I think I'll give you a ‘jab, just
for old time’s sake,” I said. * My idea is
to get out our bnl\es, slip to Caistowe, and
lflavte a look at the pew pitch before break-
ast.’

Most of the others agreed that it was a
good suggestion—but, - somehow, I had an
idea that they would hold different opinions
at the -chill, cheerless hour of five-thirty
a.m.!

CHAPTER IV,
IN THE WEE SM ALL HOURS,

R. SIMON SNAYLE
applied the brakes of

- his two-seater, and
the car came to a

,ﬂluﬂ'ﬂll' Y T
i
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halt

It was in the small hours,
and the moon was' still
qhmmg peacefully The main road. was
quiet, extept foF the rumble of three heavy
motor lorries that were approaching. '

Mr. Snayle was net yet certain that he
had reached -his quarry, but these hig
vehicles looked like them. e watched
them <closely as they drew abreast -and
proceeded to Eass '
© ¢‘“Want any help there?” hmled the driver
of the first van, apparently thinking that
the two-seater was disabled.

“No, -thanks—but. hold on a minute!®
shouted Mr. Snayle. ‘“I’ve been waiting
for you fellows. You've got the big tent
there, for Onjons’ Circus, haven’t you?”’

Ope glance at the lorries had satisfied
Mr. Snayle.

The three heavy motor trucks came to a
halt, and a number of men got down, and
walked across to meet Mr. Snayle. One of
them was apparently tlhie foreman, and
Snayle recognised him at once—with a thrill
of satisfaction, He held ount his band. .

“I'm glad you've come, Taylor,” said
Snayle heartily, “I was half afraid you’d
all be strangers.”

¢“Mr. Snayle, isn't iit?”* asked Taylor.
“Didn’t expect to see you on this part of
the road, sir, We’'ve got orders to go
straight down to Caistowe, and w¢ must
be there by nine. We're trying to arrive
at eight-—?"? oo

““As it hLappens, Taylor, the plan has
been altered,’”’ interrupted Snayle. “1I take
it that you are in charge of this job?»

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, yor know me, of course—I'm the
manager of Onions’ Circus, and I've heen
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at consideraxble pains to get in touch with
you,” sald Snayle. “In fact, the only way
was to come personally, and meet you on
the road.” _

“Well, it was a pretty certain way, ¢t
least, ::r” grinned Taylor.

“At the last minute we decided to opsn
up at Bournemouth, instead of Caistowe,”
sald Mr. Snayle easily. “We had some
trouble about the pitch, and Bournemouth.
"is a better proposition, anyway.
you to go straight through to Bournemouth,
It'll hardly make any difference, because
the distance is practically the same.”

Taylor nodded.

¢ As a matter of fact, sir, I'd rather go

So I want |
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to Caistowe—and that would hLave meant
a big delay.”

The mer never thought of questioning
Mr. Snayle’s authority. They knew him
to be the manager of the circus, and the
took his instructions without the sllghte{
suspicion of a conspiracy.

1t was quite true that a man would meet
the lorries just outside Bournemouth—but
this man would not be the agent of Pro-

fessor Onions’ Colossal Circus, but the re-
presentative of Casselli’s International
Circus. But Mr. Snayle did not think i}

necessary to mention the detail.
~ Once the big tent was in Bournemouth,
it would be dealt with promptly. And the
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‘‘ We had some trouble about the pitch,'’ said Mr. S8nayle easily, ‘‘ so | want
you to take the tent straight through to Bournemouth.”’

%o Bournemouth, because I know the road,”
he said. ‘I reckon we shall do it- by eight

o'clock easily. Whereabouts is the pitch,
$ir?”
“ Mr. Snayle was quite ready for the

question.

- I haven't seen it, so I can’'t tell you
exactly,” he replied. ‘ But our agent will
be waiting on a bicycle just outside the
town—on the main road. You can’t miss
him, hecause he'll be there as early as :six

o'clock. He'll direct you straight to the
ground.”

“Well, that's clear enoungh, sir,” said
Taylor. “It's a

like this, or we should have gone straight |

%ood thing you hit on us|
S

ossibility of Oanions’ Circus giving a show
n Caistowe that day would dwindle into a
myth,

The whole thing was quite simple—so
simple, in fact, that any kind of hitch was
quite lmposs:ble And Mr. Snayle Dbade
good-morning to Taylor and his men, and -
watched the three lorries start up and go
off.

Mr. SnawIe did not accompany them very
far, as it was necessary for him, as he
declared to run back to Caistowe in order
to =ettle up a few final matters.

Two miles from the spot where Snayle
had met the lorries, the main road branched
| off into two sections—a distinct fork where



the highway divided itself. One road led to

Winchester and Bournemouth, and the
other to Helmford, Bamnington and
Caistowe.

the latter road, and
he made no particular haste. He was feel-
ing well coutent and satisfied. Everything
was going splendidly, and it would now be
out of the question for Johnny and Bertie
Onions to give any show.

Dawn was already coming before Mr.
Snayle reacked Bannington, and the day-
light had fully arrived by the time he
located the new pitch of Casselli's Circus
in Caistowe.

Work was progressing rapidly.

The ground was well chosen,
op the main highway, with Caistowe right
at hand, -—vithin easy walking distance.
The meadow was large and perfectly flat,
with the turf in excellent condition.

Bili-  Cassell’'s caravans were grouped
about, and every available man was hard

Simon Snayle took

at work op the task of ereeting the big

tent.
pulsating life.

And yet there was scarcely any com-
motion. Bverything was being done s0
quietly and systematically that even in the
next meadow, nobody kmew what was going.
on.

And yet there, in that adjoining fleld—
which was just as level, and just as well
turfed, as its nelghbour——Professor Onions’
Circus was encamped. Buft it was snlent
and still, except for the occasional smorting
of a horqe or a movement in the menagerie
vans, .

To bhe exaet the Onions’ circus slept.

A most unusual state of affairs, it is true,

but perfectly -natural under the ‘circum-
stances. Johnny himself had informed the
nien that they need not turn ont until
seven o'clock—and the men were taking full
advantage of this unaccustomed luxury.

For nothing could really be done until
the tent arrived, except to prepare the
ground. And as ‘the tent wasn’t expected
before nine, the men, by rising at seven,
would do all that was necessary.

Ordinarily, these burly, open-air fellows
would have scorned to lie asleep until seven
o’elock. But- everybody connected with the
Onions’ circus had had a hard, strenuous,
gruelling night.

There had heen that terrible storm in Ban-
nington, the wreckage of the tent, and the
hours of continuous rescue work, without a
moment’s pause. And then, although the
men were-nearly dropping with fatigue, they
had ~“merely paused to consume a hasty
supper, and had® started forthwith on the
task of dismantling the show.

Just before four a.m., the Caistowe pitch
had heen reached, and the men only stopped
t0o see after the animals bhefore they went to
their quarters, to drop off into sound slum-
her—the deep sleep of exhaustion. So it was
bardly surprising that the noises from the

for it stood }

4

The scene was one of bustle and |

‘Mr.

in the

adjoining meadow awoke nobody
Onions’ camp.

The situation was rather interesting.

There were these two circuses, side by

side, within easy stone’s throw of one
another and all the advantages were vuth
the newcomer—-the usurper. L

Mr. Snayle grinned to himsell as he saw
the sleeping camp in the next meadow, for
nothing pleased him better. Ile got out’
of his car, and approached Big Bill Cassell,:
who was supermtendmg the operations. ‘e

““ Well, Simon, I'm here—though I ain’t 99'
sure that I did the right thing,”? said Mr.:
Cassell, as they met. ¢ Strikes me as being’
a bit too risky. Still, it’s too late now!?”

““ There’s nothing to worry about, Bill—
I've fixed up the business just as we.
planned,’” said Mr. Snayle. ¢ By this time,:
the tent is well on its way to Bournemouth,,

tand we shall never even get a smell of it

round this quarter.”?

“ Good! Let’s go into my van and have
a drink on the strength of it,”” said Big
Bill.

‘““Just. the very thing I need"’ dEC]{llrd
Snayle heartlly | '

- SOMETRING LIKE A SURPRISE. _

| HE sehool clock at St.

Frank’s was chiming

the half-hour when 1

opened my eyes, and
sat up in bed, wide awake.
Sunlight was streaming in
through the big dormitory
windows, and the morning was filled w:th
the twittering and singing of birds.

I glanced at my watch—five-thirty to the
minute. 1 felt quite satisfied with myself,
for after the previous strenuous evening, and
the'late hour eof going to bed, this Voluntary
awakening had been well tested. .

I had cultivated the habit through Nelson
Lee’s tuition, and it was a very handy ac-
complishment. I could generally awaken at
whatever hour I pleased, and there was
nothing particularly remarkable about it—
just a question of will power,

I slipped out of bed at once, and coni-
menced awakening the other fellows. They
didn’t like turning out, but I was insistent.
And well before six we were outside in the
Triangle—more than a dozen of us——mahmg
our way towards the bicycle shed.

Rather to our surprise, John Busterfield
Boots and {wo or three other College House
juniors turned up.” We had not expected
them to appear at all—but they had two
or three alarm clocks between them, and
had the strength of will to obey their;
summons. -

“ Well, we couldn’t have a nicer morning,
anyhow.” said Handforth. “T1T'll take younr
bike, Church—-my front {yre’s punctured

’”

———



““What about me?” sunorted Church -indig-
nantly.

“I can't help your  troubles!” spapped
Handforth. ‘‘Pinch somebody else’s machine
—or perhaps you'd better stay behind!
Anyhow, I've got your bike, and I'm going
to stick to it!”

Handforth always acted in this high-
handed fashion with his chums, and Church
gave 1n without further protest. But he
would . certainly not have dome so if there
had been any chance of his being left be-
hind. As it was, there were plenty of
machines in the shed for him to choose
from. . _

“I'll take Archie’s,” he said.
bounder hasn't got u ”
““What ho!” said Archie Glenthorne, put-
ting his head in the doorway. ¢ Cheerio,
lads, and all that sort of rot!”

““Talk of angels, and they appear!”
growled Church. f1'll have to take another
machine now. Singleton’'s will do—there’s
ne fear of him needing it before breakfast.”

‘“So here we are, what?’’ observed Archie
Glenthorne genially. ¢¢All bright and gay,
with sunshine flowing over the old scene!
The fact is, dear old souls, I heard you
dashing about in the bath-room, so I
thought 1'd turn out.” |

“And do you really think you can kid
us with that yarn?’” asked Pitt. ¢‘My dear
ass, I distinetly saw Phipps floating down
the corridor with a tray.”

“0h, rather!” agreed Archie. ¢‘The good
old cup of morning tea, you know! I mean,
I gave the password to Phipps last night,
and up rolled the blighter at five-thirty.
I mean, it may be somewhat brac.nz to
plunge out into the daylight at this hLounr,
but it requires a frightful amount of stimu-
lants before the old bed can be forsaken!”

We all started out across the Triangle,
having sorted out our machines to the
general satisfaction. At least, Handforth
was the ounly one who appeared disgruntled.

‘““Look here, Church, you can have your
‘rotten bike back!”” he said abruptly. <The
front brake won’t go on, the saddle’'s ail
loose, and 1 wouldn’t ride it if you gave it
to me! I'll have Singleton’s!”

Churchi had been rather afraid of this.
The Hon. Douglas’ machine was a spanker,
and it was only by chance that Handfortn
had overloeked it at first. But Church
couldn’'t grumble, because his own machine
was returned to him.

‘“Some chaps can never make up ther
minds,” he said tartly, as hc regained pos-
session of his own bicycle. * Well, I feel
sorry for Singleton. I don't like to szo &
good jigger wrecked!*’

¢“1 haven't wrecked
roared Handforth,

¢ No—but I expect you will!** said Church,
“ You've only had hold of my bike for tvo
minutes, and you haven't even ridden it,
but the lamp bracket's twisted, the brakes
are all loose, and the saddle’'s got a hor-
rible list to starboard.” '

‘“The lazy

it, you fathcad!”’

\
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“Better take care that 1ilandy doesu't
look at the bike foo closcly,” said Reggic
Pitt. ¢‘I believe that if he turned his full
glare upon it, tlie jigger would simply fall Lo
pleces.”’ _

We got off at last, after Josh Cuttle t(he
porter, had cpened the gates in response vo
our summons. And the ride to Caistowe in
the clear air of the May morning drove the
last vestige of sleep from our eyes. We

v
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.arrived at the outskirts of the snug little

port as fresh as daisies.
i I was the lirst to notice something peccu-
iar.

We knew where the new circus pitch was
situated, but some littls timc before we
reached it, I noticed the great bulk of a
huge tcnt rising up from beyond the hedges.

‘“ Hallo! They've got the new tent here
alrcady!” 1 exclaimed, in surprise. ¢ And
it’s only about half-past six! They didn't

reckon to be down with it before nine!”
“But it seems to be in the wrong
meadow,”” said Pitt, staring. I thought
Johnny said that—— Why, what the—-
Those caravans aren’t the same, I'll swear!”

We had now come within clearer view of
the first meadow, and there certainly secmed
to be something unfamiliar about the circus
rolling stock. We all put on speed, being
curious. |

“ They’re different, certainly,” I agreed.
“The Onions caravans are a bit shabby,
and they're painted cream and green. Bub
these caravans are. chocolate and yellow!
Look at the traction, too! .It's altogetlier
bigger—— Great Scott!”

¢ What's the matter, ass?’” asked Hand- .
forth.

4¢T1t's another ecircus!” I yelled.

‘‘ Impossible!’’ said Pitf, looking startled.

“No other circus would be idiotic cnough

to come and open in Caistowe By Jove,
you're right, though! See that sign? Cas-
selli’s International Circus! Well, this is
the limit! You could knock me down with-
a sledge-hamwmer!”’ _

We all stared at the strange caravans
with growing interest—indeced, with amaze-
ment. Such a discovery as this had ncvcer
entered our heads—it was about the last
thing we expected to sece.

By the time we rode past the gates of the
meadow, there was no room for the slightest
douht, for groups of strange men were
hustling about at their work as though they
were being paid double wages. And Cas-
selli’s Circus was taking definite shape. _

The big tent—of the same type as the one
that had been destroyed in the Onions’.
circus the previous night—was more than
half up, and men were swarming over it like
ants.

We didn't pause, but pressed onwards to
the next meadow—where we could now see
the familiar crecam and green caravaas
dotted about on the turf. But this meadow
vas a scene of desolation ccmpared to the
other. .

There was no sign of activity, -except for
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the lazy movements of one or two horses in
the distance. The caravans were deserted
looking. Not a human figure could be secn—
not a single spiral of smoke arcse from any
of the caravan chimneys.

“There’s something funny about this!?
I said grimiy. ‘“ Everybody’s asleep here!”

““ Johnny said he’d let the men take it
easy until seven o’clock,”” put in Buster
Boots. ¢‘There’s nearly half-an-hour before
seven. But what on earth is Casselli’s Circus
doing so near by?”

“That’s what we've got to find out,” I
said firmly. ¢ Casselli’s is the only other
circus that Professor Onions steered clear
of. The two shows are rivals, and by all
that Johnny has told me of Mr. William
Cassell, he’s not exactly a saint. There’s
something crooked about this, 1'll bet!”

CHAPTER VL
ANXIOUS HOURS.
OHNNY ONIONS:  yawned

I _and_stretched himself.

.““What on earth are

you chaps doing - here?”

he asked sleepily. “It isn't
seven o’clock yet, is it?”

“Twenty minutes to,” 1

‘“ We started out early to come and
But there’s some-

replied. ]
inspect the new pitch.
thing I want you -to look at, Johnny. No,
don't dress—come here!”’

Johnny Onions got out of his little bed,

and regarded us curiously. Bertie, in the
other bed, made no attempt to rise. There
were only one or two of us in the caravan,
tp(;a rest of the fellows having stayed out-
side,. :

‘¢“What’s the matter with you fellows?”’
asked Johnny, staring. ¢‘You’re looking as
grave as a set of owls! Has something
happened??’ :

‘¢“That’s what we want to know,” I ve-
plied. “Come here, my son, and see if
you can explain this.”

Y took himn to the doer, and pointed across
to the adjoining meadow.
quite low—in fact, in some places it de-
generated into a mere bank—and the Cas-
selli caravans and the big tent could he
seen with ease.

Johnny Onions looked, rubbed his eyes,
looked again, and then he went rather pale.
He turned a startled countenance tfowards
me, and clutched at my arm.

“It’s—it’s Bill Cassell’s ‘ocutfit!”
gasped. “I know the colours!”

“JIs this the first time you’ve seen. it
here??’

“Yes, of course!”

“Didn’t you know Casselli’s Circus was
coming?’” I asked keenly.,

“It’s—it’s absolutely mad!”? exclaimed
Johnny, utterly bewildered. - ‘I must be
dreaming, or something! Cassell’s a fool to

he
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The hedge was.

“shire.
‘about this, you know!”’

‘plied Johnny.

[
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come and pitech right in the next meadow
to us! There must be a mistake——?’

‘““That’s  imposgible,”> I interrupted.
‘“Cassell knows you'’re here—he couldn’t fail
to know it. Caistowe is plastered with your
publicity, and your display bills are stuck
on every gate and hoarding along the coun-
try roads.” ’

‘‘ But there are no announcements of Cas-
selli’s Cirecus,” said Johnny. I heard that
he was a lot further West—towards Dorset-
I say, there’s something rummy
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““It’s more than rummy!’ agreed Buster
Boots. ¢ This rival of yours isn’t such a
fool -as you think. IXe’'s going to take ad-
vantage of all your advertising! Tons of
people will walk into his c¢ircus without
knowing the difference—-"’ -

¢“] can believe that, but Bill Cassell is
one of the most experienced showmen in the
country,’’ interrupted Johnny. ¢‘He knows
well enough there’s not room for two
circuses in a small place like Caistowe. And
with all the advertising in favour of us, he’s
simply riding for a fall.”

‘“ And yet he’s a shrewd showman?” ] said
slowly. B

“That’s why I can’t understand. it,’”’ re-
‘“ Look here—I'll tell you
what. Just wait five minutes, and I’'ll get
dressed and go along and have a word with

‘Big Bill. I'll ask him what the dickens he

means by poaching on our preserves.”
- ¢¢Of course, he's got a perfeet right here
—— began Boots. B
‘“ Legally, yes,” agreed Johnay. ¢ But
it’s a ghastly breach of professional eti-
quette. There’s an unwritten law among
showmen that they shouldn’t interfere with
one another’s districts.” .
Johnny was soon dressed, and he had got
over his surprise by this time, and was
looking highly indignant. Indeed, his eyes
were glittering with real anger as he sct
out across the meadow toward one of the
many gaps in that patchy hedge.
“¢“We don’t want to all go,” I said to
the others. ¢¢Most of you chaps had better
stay behind. It’ll look bad if we .all crowd

{ into the place.”

So there were only four of us—Johnny,
Pitt, Boots and myself. Johnny recognised
Big Bill Cassell at once, as the latter stood
near the big tent, superintending the
stretching of the great canvas. The fat
man looked round at us as we approached.

He was not a handsome sight, for he wore
an old pair of baggy trousers, a decidedly
unclean shirt, and practically nothing else.
His shirt was open at ‘the neck, displaying
his grubby, unshaven chin. And when he
smiled there was something mocking about

it _

¢ Hallo, kid!” he said to Johnny.
«“ Awake at last,” eh? I thought you was
going to sleep until mid-day! That ain’t
the way to run a show, my lad!”’

‘““ What are you doing here, Mr. Cassell?*?

asked Johnny bluntly.



“It seems to me that question ain’t ncces-
sary,” retorted Mr. Cassell “I'm here,
‘because I'm here to give two shows to-
day. Like as not I'll be on this pitch for
the rest of the week.”

“But you can’'t!”
hotly.

C¢“Can't? Oh! And why not?”

‘““ Because Caistowe is our town!’’ replied
‘Johnny angrily. ¢ You've no right to come
here at all, Mr. Cassell! It isn't fair—it
isn't playmg the game! Besides, Yyou
haven’'t advertised your show——"

¢ That’s- got nothing to do with you,
young shaver!” interrupted Mr. Cassell
.roughly “My advertlsmg is my business,
and not yours! I've paid the renf of this
-yaedder, an’ I'm goin’ to-stay here! An’
if you cant be civil, you'd best remember
that you're trespas'sm 19

. Johnny bit his lip.

‘““Then you mean to stay here, and do
yvour best to ruin our show?”’ he asked
gnmh ¢ You've come here as a rival?”

¢ You can call it what you like—but let
me tell you that if there’s any business in
. this town, I'll get it!” said Big Bill calmly.
¢¢As for your imitation ecircus, it don’t
--stand a chance! When Casselli's show is
-pit'ched there’s no- room for another out-
ﬁ L3 ] .

“ But we were here ﬁrat"’ shonted Buster
.Boots angrily.

“You was?” sneered Mr, bassell
blamed school kid, eh? 1 thouglit as much!
T reckon it's a good thing - I coine—to save

said Johnny Onions

these Caistowe folks from bein’ swindled
by your fake showv.” .

. w ““Why, you—yoa——" began Johnny
thickly.

But I took his arm, and drew him back.

“It’s no good!” T whispered. “If you
start abusing him, he’ll have .you thrown
off the meadow. ‘Let’s get back and talk
things over. There’s nothing to worry
about.” '

Johnny calmed down, and we turned our
backs on Signor Casselh and walked over
to our own caravans. We were at once
* surrounded by the rest of the juniors, who
demanded to hear what was in the wind.
We told them.

“ The .rotter!
panted Johnny Omons
this, inchi

“He's pinched nothing, and isn’t likely
to pinch anything,” 1 brokn in. “My dear
chap, what on earth have you got to fear?
You know that your show is better than
Casselli’s, and this meadow is nearer the
town than the other.”

“So it is!”’ said Buster Boots slowly,
looking at that low hedge. ¢ It wouldn’t
be a bad idea if we—— Yes, it could be
done easily. Some of .that old canvas—
I'll think about this!”

“Think about what?” demanded Hand-
forth. | K

““0Oh, nothing!’ replied Boots blandly.

“Don’t forget that *he Caistowe public

The fat, dirty scoundre]!”’
“« Com: :ng here like
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1 was due to arrive.
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has only gotf ou: publicity in the district,”
I went on. ¢ Casselli's Circus hasn't been
advertised at all, The only thing we’ve got
to fear is trickery that isn’t yet apparent.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of,”” said Johnuy.

“There must be something behind this
that we don’t know about. If there isn’t,
Cassell's a fool. Everybody in Caistowe

is talking "about our show—especially after
that storm last night—and _they’ll crowd
into our tent and leave Cassell flat!”

““Look at old Snayle!” interrupted Hand-
forth. - ¢“ There’s something about that simile
of his I don’t like.”

We all turned and regarded Mr. Simon

Snayle, who had just come out of his
caravan, He was showing signs of dissi-
pation, and sleeplessness, but his expres-

It was hardly
the look that one would expect to see on
the - face of a circus-manager in such -cir-
cumstances. Mr. Snayle was a good
schemer, but a bad actor. '

““ Do you know anything about this, Mr.
Snayle?”’ asked Johnny, striding up to him,
and waving a hand to“ards the rival circus.

““Not a darned thing!”’ replied Mr. Sna)le
promptly.

And the very way he said it prmed that
he. was lying. And the fact that he strdlled
into the rival camp was equally signifi¢cant.
But we could prove nothing by these slight
indications. We could only console our-
selves by the thought that we certainly had
the best of the situation.

.But had we? L

There was an anxiod: period of waiting
till nine o’clock—the time when the tent
There was no sign of
it coming. And nine o’clock was the. full
extent of the time-limit—Ashford and- Mar-
tins had guaranteed delivery Ly that hour,
and had intimated that the tent would
arrive sooner.

Johnny and Bertie were serious and silent.
They hung about the gates, watching the
road. And when nine-thirty arrived, and
there was 'still no sign, we were all wor-
ried intensely.

We could not help feeling that something
had gone radically wrong.

|

- —

CHAPTER VII
BiRD3 OF A FEATHER.
1G BILL CASSELL dxd

B not give Mr. Stayle a

very warm Wwelcome.

““A fool thing to

come kere like this—

T openly,” he said, with a

. glare. “You ought to have

had more sense, Simopr. Those hids will
| begin to suspect.” '

' ““Let 'em suspect!” said Spayle. ¢ What

Pdo I care? They can’t prove anything How
do the) know I haven’t come to yoﬂ te
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The fact of my coming
anything.”?

The big man frowned.

‘“Well, I don’t like it.”” he said. “ And
if you want to speak to me, Snayle, the
best thing you can do is to go up the
road to the jun, at the ‘cormer. Sit in the
back parlour, and I’ll come »nd meet you
there in five minutes.

And Mr. Snayle lmd 'to be conteat with
this arrangement.

He left t e meadow, walked along the
road, and was rather annoyed because
Johnny and Bertie Onions, and two or three
of the St. Frank’s fellows, were hanging
~about the gates. I walked up to Mr. Snayle
and atopped him. :

““ Have you made any arrangement with

here doesn’t prove

the owner of this other circus?” 1 asked
bluntly.

‘““ Arrangemen.?  WLat arc you getting
at?”

T mean, have you told Cassell to
abandon this idiotic idea, and <lear off our

preserves?”’
_ *“See here, my lad, the best thing you
can do is to mind your own infernal busi-
ness!” retorted Mr, Snayle curtly.

and the sooner you realise that the better!
Think I'm goiag to answer your blamed
questions?”’

“)Jf you won't answer Nipper's perhaps
you'll answer wine!” put in Johnny quictly,
as he stepped nearer.
you, Mr. Snayle, that this show belongs
1o my brother and me, and you’re manager,
So it’s your business to see that Casselli’s
Circus  clears away from this neighbour-
hood—"

“lt’s all vaiy well to
what in thunder can I do?” interrupted
Mr. Snavle impatiently. ‘“You know Big
Biil as well as I do—he’s a man of sudden
ideas, and not the kind to be talked over,
cither. But what are you afraid of, any-
way ??

“Why did Casselll’s Circus come here?”
demanded Johnny.

- *How should I know?”

“I can’t help thinking, Mr. Snayle, that
. vou know a lot more than you admit,” said
Jolmny grimly. “ Duriitg the last week or
s0 you’ve proved pretty clearly that you’d
like to see our show petering out. But
if you think we’re going to give in—well,
you’d better think again!“’

Simon Snayle laughed.

“syou con’t know what -you're talking
about,” he said grulﬂy

And, without giving us an opportunity to
question him further, he .passed on. We
watched him rather grimly as he walked
down the raad tewards the inn at the

alk like that, but

corner. ‘
“It looks blacker than ever!” said Hand-
forth. ‘“That beast fixed this up, I'll bet!

And I shouldn't be a bit surprised if he’s

done somethlng to prewnt that tent getting

here!??
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“You
haven’t got a thing to do with this circus,

“1'd like to remind |
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““0Oh, but that’s impossible!” said Johnny,
aghast

“Well, you mark my words—I1’ll bet 1'm
right !” said Handforth.

‘“Be silent, O pessimist!” put in DPitt.
““The pomtnons pretty bad alrveady, and all
you can do is to butt in with a clwice
prophecy like that! Personally, I've got an
idea that we shall beat these clumsy plot-
ters at their own game!”

And we continued to wait anxiously for
the first sign of the new tent. 'The fact
that it didn’t come made our anxiety. all
the keener, and we forgot all else—-even
breakfast—in our worry. '

In the meantime, Mr. Snayle reached the
inn, and went into the quiet kack parlour.
It wasn’t long befoiec he was joined by Big
Bill Cassell. They lexrned that drinks were
not allowable yet. But the landlord man-
aged to produce a bottle from somewhere,
and left his customers alone. He liad an
eye to business, and had no wish to drive
two such likely-looking frequenters away
on the first morning of tiveir arrival.

‘““Well, Simon, it looks pretty good,” de-
clared Mr. Cassell, as he leaned back in

-his chair, and caused that article of furni-

ture to groan. ‘“ We’ve got those kids fixed
up so they can’t do a thing. It don’t
matter what they do this morning, they’ll
never get that temt—nor any other tent,
either; 27

Simon Snayle grinned.

“Yes, we've got ’em in a
he agreed. ‘‘This is going to be the finish
of those young cubs! Yes, and old Onions,
too! When you come to think of it, Bill,
it's been pretty easy.”

“As far as I can see, we've got ’em tied
up in a knot,” said Big Bill, as he poured
himself out another drink. ¢ Between you
and me, Simon, the public’s c¢nly a blamed
lot of ijits, after all. They know a circus
has been advertised, an’ they’ll come down
the road an’ find my big tent waitin’ for
‘em. They won't know the difference! They’ll
all flock in, an’ we’ll do record business.”

“That’s what I toll ye from the first,”’
said Mr. Snayle. “ You'll get all the bene-
fit of the Onions advertising. And the
kids’ll never be able to recover from this
blow.”

“It’'HH smash ’em up!”? declared Mr. Cas-
sell, with relish.

“They’ll go dead broke,” said Snayle.
“And that’s wkere we’ll step in, Bill, abd
buy the whole shoot o~ a song.”

And the two rascals continued to cele-
brate their victory so enthusiastically that
they finished the whole bottle between them
before they rose to take their departure.
But they were both hard drinkers, and even
this large amount of ligquor left them both
perfectly steady. . But they were feeling
very light-hearted and cheerful.

They quite neglected to go back to the
circus independently. Instead, they strode
side by side, chatting in the most amiable

— manner.

corner at last,”’
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And then, just as they came within sight
of the ﬁrat circus meadow, they noticed a
certain change. In place ‘of the lethargic
listlessness of the Onions camp, there was
now a brisk, energetic bustle of activity.

Both Mr. Snayle and Mr. Cassell halted,
staring. .

“¢““By the good gosh!” gasped Big Bill.
¢ What the——>"

He broke off, words failing him. His eye-
sight was quite keen, in spite of the

whisky, and he could see three heavy
lorries standing just inside the Onions
meadow,

And, what was more to the point, the
spreading folds of a dazzlingly new tent
* was being unfurled on the grass!
Something had gone wrong—the big tent
‘' had arrived, after ali!

EEe—

CHAPTER VIIIL.
A SHOCK FOR MR. SNAYLE!

ILL CASSELL turned
on Snayle like an

enraged bull, his
facc purple with

alarm and fury.
““ What's this - mean?” he

“The. tent’s
here—they’ve
It

snarled thickly.
you see? It's

Do
-brought the blamed thing, after all [
eans ruin to me——"’
“] can’t understand it!” panted Snayle,.

here!

1 met those lorries, and sent them on

to Bournemouth ——”’

Ay What’'s the good of lying to me?”
" shouted the other. ¢ You’-ve made a mess
. of it—that's what vou've done! This is

- what comes of leavmg arn important thing
in your hands! This is what comes of tak-
%nﬂ any notice of your insane talk!”

Mr. Spayle turned almost as purple as
his companion.
. ““You’'d best take care, Bill!”” he said
fiecrcely, “I tell you I did the thing pro-
perly! I saw . those lorries take the
Bournemouth road with my own eyes! What
more could 1 do?”

““ Mebbe these boys got w*nd of the game
-&,__n
' ¢“That's impossible!” interrupted Snayle.
¢ They couldn’t get wind oif it—they didn’t
know a thing. And didn’t you <¢ee how
anxious they were half an hour ago? By
thunder! I'm going to find that rep'ile,
Taylor, and I'll wring his infernal neck!”

- ““That won’'t help me!’ raved Big Bill.
¢ That tent’s here, so wh:t's the good of
getting out of it? It's here, an’ we can't
ghift it away now, without showin’ that
we're playing dirty. I dessay these Kkids
know it already! Oh, you fool—you
muddlin’, brainless idiot!”’ '
Mr. Snayie almost chok:d.

“ Wait till you find out the truth before
you start cursing me like that!’ he
snarled. “1 shouldn't be surprised 1f your

own agent did this—got suspicious, or some-
thing, and sent somebody along to meet the
tent. Anyhow, I did ever)thm" that was
humanly possible.” )

« And what’s goin to happen now?”
panted the other. ‘“Don't you understand,
blame vyou, that I dor’t stand a dog’s
chance as soon as this other tent's up?
The public won’t look at my show—they’ll
all crewd into this first medder! The
Onions Circus had all the advertising in this
district, and I don't suppose I'll get a
dozen people in the enclosure! I was a
madman to listen to you iu the first place!”

Snayle was too angry tco make any reply,
and he abruptly strode forward, and left
Big Bill standing there. Mr Snmle had
caught sight of Taylor, thc foreman of the
gang from London. And the very sight of
the man filled Simon Snayle with renewed
rage. .

. Nobody in the meadow had taken any
notice of the puair on ihe road—Ifor every-
body was too busy. Thes men were hard
at work, preparing for the immediate erec-
tion of the tent. " And th~ St. IFrank’'s fel-
lows stood around, eager to help, and excited
with interest.

By all appearances, this new tent was a
much better article than ihe old one. Not
only in its newness, but in many other re-
spects. In the first place, it was larger,
and there would apparently be a most im-
posing entrance. And there were all sorts
of ornamentations anl gay decorations that
had been quite lacking in the old tent.

“My word! It looks a spanker!” 1 -de-
clared. ‘‘ Everything's all right vpow, be-
cause they reckon to have the tent com-
pletely up by twelve o’clock, and then it
won't he such a long job to fix the trapezes
and the other interin~ fittings.”

¢“Mr. Snayle doesn’t look cuite so happy
as he did,” remarked Buster Boots, gazing
at the manager as lie came striding up.
“He looks as if he's just received a bit
of a shock,”

There was no doubt that Buster Bocts
was right. Simon Snayle was almost béside
himself with fear and alarm and anger.
In fact, he was so furious that he was in-
clined to be reckless. He strode straight
through the bus:r knots of men, and made
his way towards Taylor—the man he had
given instructions to In the wee, small
hours. .

Taylor saw Mr. Srayle coming, and paused,
struck by the dangerous expression on the
man’s face.

““Didn’t expect to see you again quite
so scon, Mr. Snayle,” said Taylor. ¢ That
Bournemouth stunt didn’t quite come off.
Sorry, but—-

«] want to talk to you, Taylor!"” said
Snayle thickly. ¢‘Let’'s get out of this—
behind one of these caravans'®

“I'm wanted here, Mr. Snayle—"

“You'll come with me, or I'll smash your
face in!” muttered Snayle threateningly.

Taylor was not very big, and hardlv a
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fighting man. He hesitated. 1f it came
to a fight, he would have plenty of assist-
ance, but befor: that assistance could
arrive, even though it only took.a bare five
seconds, Mr. Snayle could knock him silly.

“All right!” he growled. “But get it
yver quick,”

He accompanied -Snayle to the- rear of
one of the ncarest caravans, and not only
Johnny Oniouns, but seweral of the other.fel-
lows, watched them go with considerable
interest. .Snayle’s appcarance, and his be-
baviour, were very significant. . -~

““Now,. you infernal fool,” what have -you
to say?” asked Snayle dangerously. ¢ What
do you mean by coming on here? Didn’t
I give you strict orders to go straight ahead
. to. Bournemouth ?*’

“You did,” said Taylor, nodding.

“Then what are you doing here'*

“ Chief’s orders,” explained the foreman.
¥ Your: chief’s orders, I mean.”

‘“My Chief?” shouted Smayle. *“ You dog!

=0 LS
LI

I'm the manager of this show, and you'd

petter—>?

‘““You may be the manager, Mr. Snayle!
But you’re not the boss!’ broke in Taylor
tartly. “I'm talking about
Onions himself.” '

‘“The Professor!”

“Yes.” .

“You're mad!” yclled Snayle, growing cx-
cited as well as angry. ¢ The Professor’s

lying helpless in London—a paralysed old |

man with one foot in the grave! He
couldn’t - send you orders—he didn’t know
anything about this business.”

. Taylor laughed.

" “Didn’t know anything about it?? ie
echoed. ‘It seems to me, Mr. Snayle, that
you ‘don’t know much, considering that
vou’re the manager! Perhaps you’d like to
hear what happened on the road after you
Jeft me?” -

Mr. Snayle started.

““What did happen?” hc asked, with
sudden fear. '

“We hadn’t gone more than about four
miles before another c¢ar met us, and
Professor Onions himself got out,” said
Taylor. ‘e asked why we were taking the
Bournemouth road, and I told him. So he
said you must have made a mistake, and
told me to get some speed up, and come
straight through to Caistowe. That's why
we're here. That’s all”

Mr. Snayle was ncarly dancing with fury.

‘“ You—you . blundering lunatic!’’ he raved.
“YTovu've been fooled—you’ve been deceived!
It wasn’t Professor Onions at all—-"’

“Sorry, but if there -was any mistake,

ANSWE
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you’re the ome who made it!” interrupticed
Taylor., ““I’'ve known the Professor for ovel
ten years—one of the best men breathing—
and if you say I donm’t know him——"’
““But it couldn’t have been the Professor,
you mad fool!” broke in Snayle desperately.
“Don't I tell you that Professor QOnions: is
paralysed and helpless in bed?” .
“Then it’s the first time I've seén a
paralysed man walking about as briskly 2as
the Professor,” said Taylor grimly. ¢ Seems
to me, Mr. Snayle, that you're not quite
so well informed as you ought to be.” -
And the foreman walked off before Snayle
could detain him. The fact was, Sinmon
Snayle was dumb and helpless with a sudden
fear. -
A cold chill seemed to descend over hin.
Was it possible that Professor Onions had
Such a2 thing seemed out of the
question—and yet Taylor’s story rang truec.
And if the Professor turned up, the fat
‘would indeed be in the fire, ' -
Simon Snayle had a most uncomfortable
feeling that the ground was quaking beneatn
his feet. He lurched away to his own cara-
van, went inside, and locked the door. -
There was a mystery hcre quite beyond
his powers to unravel. ‘ -

LEE LIBRARY

g

CHAPTER IX,
BUSTER BOOTS GETS BUSY.

HY not?” said John
Busterfield Boots
absentmindedly. -

“Eh? Why not

what?” asked Handforth.

Boots started, and secmod
to come to himself, '

‘““Oh, nothing!*? he said carelessly.

‘““That’s the second tiine you've said that
to me this morning, my lad, and 1'm not
satisfied!”’ snorted Handforth. ‘What’s the
idea of muttering to yourself and looking
like a dead goldfish, and then saying that
there’s nothing the matter?”

“Well, if you must know the truth,
got an 1idea,” said Boots.

Handforth gulped.

““All this fuss over an idea?” he sneered.

“Why, you duffer, I get twenty idcas every

hour, and think nothing of ’emn!”

1've

““ Neithcr does anybody elsc!” mnodded
Boots.

“You—you——2’ ,

“Now, keep calm—keep calm!”? said

Buster. ¢ There’s no need to get excited.
With all due respect to your ideas, Handy,
I'd like to mention that this one of miuc
is worth a gross of yours! DBecause mine’s
a brain-wave., And before a chap can get
a brain-wave, he’sigoft to ‘have a brain!”

“ Are you suggesting that I haven’t got
~one?” roarcd Handforth.

«I never ‘make suggestions,” replied
Buster cablinly. ¢ But don't be silly—=-just

listen to me for a minute. There’s no



reason why we shouldn’t submerge CdSDCnl
and his rival circus altogether, 5

“Do you think we're on the Atlantic?”
sncered Handforth.

‘““A mere figure of spcech,” cxplained
Buster. “Just take a look at the geography
of this meadow. I say, Nipper—and you,

. Pitt! Johnny as well! Just a minute!”
We gathered round curiously.
‘“He's going to give a lesson on
deography!” said Handforth sourly. ‘-’I-

think the fathead's going- off his rocker!
. He’s been talking a bit wild the Jast five
minutesg.”

““Observe,” said Buster, “the formation
of these meadows, and the road. A little
attention here will be well worth while.
As publicity expert, I wish to draw your
attention to a most important fact.”
¢ He talks like a guide-book!” snorted
Handforth,

“ «“Dry up, Ted!” put in Handforth minor.’

¢“This is going to be interesting. Buster's
the chap for ideas.
dry up, and let somebody talk!”

L “Wasn't I talking?” howled Handforth.

i ¢You were using. some English words,
ﬁut I don’t know that we can exactly call
it talking,” replied Willy. ¢ Before words
become talk, they’ve got to have some
sense !t '

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth made a wild grab at his minor,
but Willy instantly placed his hand upon
a stump which stood near by.

““Touch wood!”” he said calmly. “Pax!
If you biff me now, Handy, you'll be break-
.ing a sacred law!”

. H&mdforth pulled himself up and breathed
1ard.

“If you two can't keep quiet, you'd
. better go and play somewhere else!” said
Buster Boots insultingly.

“Play!*” hooted Handforth. <Do you
take us for a couple of infants? What I
want to know Is how this yYoung bounder
got here! 1 thought he was still at St.
Frank'’s until he suddenly bobbed up a
minute ago!”’

“I got out of bed at six o’clock,” said
Willy. “I couldn’t sleep .any longer, be-
. cause the vibration had ceased. The un-
accustomed silence woke me up!”

¢ What vibration?” asked Reggie Pitt.

“I'm not quite sure, but I believe it's
caused by Ted’s snoring,” said Willy
solemnly. ¢‘“As soon as he goes to sleep,

the whole Ancient House begins to quiver,
and it Keeps on until he wakes up. Any-

how, I got dressed, found that you chaps
“had scooted, and I easily guessed where
vou'd come to. So I followed. A mere

matter of deduction—but quite elementary,
mmy dear Watson.”

“Am I going to stand here listening to
‘you fatheads all the morning, or am ] not?"
shouted Buster Boots, thoroughly ex-
asperated. “If you say another word,
. Handy, I'll biff you!”
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There was no room for the
slightest doubt, for strange men
were bustling abtout at their work as
though they were being paid double -
wages. And Casselli’s Circus was
taking definite shape.

1

“By George! said Handforth
aggressively.

““Oh, help!” groaned Buster.
to fight now!”

Willy was gently but firmly pushed out
of the crowd, and dispatched elsewhere,
It was rather hard on Willy, but whenever
he was near Handforth, peace and quietness
fled. And as it was too much trouble

to remove Handforth, we removed his minor.

Try it!”

“He wants

‘“Now,” said Pitt, “proceed! We're all
ears.”
“Yes, I've noticed it,” said Buster.

“Just take a look at the road. Observe
it closely.”

‘“Wonderful!” said Reggie.
see a few ruts!”

““You'll notice that the Caistowe popula-
tion, in coming to the circus, will arrive at
this field first,”” went on Boots. ¢ There-
fore, they'll see our tent before anything
else, and they'll naturally come into this

meadow and patronise our show.”

«“What a brain!” sncered Handforth sar-
castically.

“At the same time, a good many of the
people might get confused with Casselli's
Circus, and oo along to the next gate,” cou-
tinued Buster. “But if they were pre-
vented from ‘seeing Casselli’s Circus, they
wouldn't know anything about it, and so all
possible - confusnon would be avoided. In
other words, we’ve got to blot out the other
show from the public gaze.”

“] can even
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“That sounds pretty easy,” said Pitt.
“] should suggest setting up a smoke-

screen, or asking the Clerk of the Weather
to oblige with a nice fog.”

““Are you going to take me scriously, or
must you make these dotty remarks?” de-
manded Boots fiercely. ‘“I've got a first-
¢lass idea, and all you can do is to make
silly jokes!”’

Reggie Pitt bowed his head.

““1 stand corrected!” he murmurced.
ceed, O Chief!”

“It ought to be comparatively simple,”
said Buster. °‘‘The idea is to put a barrier
up between these two meadows. And why
shouldn’t we use the remains of the old
tent 92
vIt’s a

“ Pro-

good scheme,” I said heartily.

““You mean that we should use the wooden

supports as stakes, and rig up a canvas

wall alongside the hedge? Is that the
wheeze ?*?
‘“ Exactly!” said Buster. “1f a dozen

fellows get busy on the job, it ought to be
completed within two hours. We’ve got
plenty of material at hand. And think how
we shall do these rivals in the cye!”

The plan was an excellent one.

As Boots had said, ninety-nine per cent

of the public would come from the direction
of Caistowe, and if that canvas barrier
was rigged up, it would absolutely hide
Casselli’s Circus from the road. And it
would thus prevent any stragglers going
into the wrong circus by mistake.

Johnny Onions was enthusiastic about it,
and the work was forthwith put in hand.
And before another tenn minutes had elapsed,
-nearly all the St. Frank’s fellows were at
work on the job.

Buster declared that he would also have
two juniors standing a good distance down
the road—on the other side of Casselli’s
meadow--bearing a banner. This' banner
would contain instructions to all and sun.
dry to continuc straight for the famous
Onions’ Circus.

Boots, in fact, was absolutely bUBbling

over with advertising. schemes, and he was
certainly proving that he was well capable
of handling his own particular speciality.
For
means!?

Buster hadn’t done yet—by any

| CIIAPTER X.
THE PARACHUTE DESCENT.
ECIL DE

VALERIE
stopped working,
turned slightly pale,
and grabbed out his

watch.

“Ten to eleven!” lLic gaeptd
’ blankly.
“ What about it? asked Pitt.
*“We—we’ve forgotten lessons!™
De Valerie, aghast.

qhouted

All the other fellows engaged upt_)n uhe_”___

| where’s Buster?

'} one,

iy v Vv—v-—f
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canvas barrier heard his shoutf, and realisas
tion flooded upon them. They had been 350
engrossed by the activity at the circus that
they had completely overlooked the :n-
significant fact that this was Wednesday,
and that mormng lessons were a recogmsed
part of the day’s duty.

“Oh, my goodness!”’ ejaculated Grey.
“Lessons! I say, we shall get into terrific
hot water for this! Why on earth didn’t
somebody think of it bcfore? We’d better
shoot back—-"?

“Too late now,” I interrupted. “1 was
wondering when somebody would come back
to earth. I thought of lessons half an hour
ago, but I didy’ t want to worry you, so I
said nothing.”

‘“What the dickens shall we do?”? asked
Church, looking scared.

‘““Carry on with this work and face the
consequences later,”” I replied promptly.
““It's not a bit of good going back this
morning, and it would be risky, too. In all
probability we should be detained all -the
afternoon—and that would make the circus
g0 a bit dizzy.”

¢ \hppers nght ” said Reggie Pitt. “We
can’t afford to take the risk. By the way,
I thought he was super-
intending this job?”

“So he was,” said Ila.ndfo:th “but .the
ass ‘suddenly got interested in that seaplane
that’'s been flying about over the bay: for
the last hour. He went off with another
of those dreamy looks of his. A fresh
stunt, I suppose. Like his cheek to leave
us here to do the work !’

““Never mind!” I said, with a chuckle.
“We've got to admit that Buster’s doing
pretty well. - And don’t worry about lessons,
because it’'s no good crying over spilt milk. »

Handforth’s surmise regarding John
Busterfield Boots was very near the mark.
The advertising chief had had his eye on
the seaplane for some time, and when he
saw the craft alight in Caistowe Bay, he
at once made off,

To his delight, he found that the ‘sea-
plane was moored quite close to the landing
jetty, and he was further delighted. by the
fact that the aircraft was a pnvate]y owned
Indeed, the pilot was no less a per-
son than the well-known \Calsto\ve sports-
man, Mr. Fielding.

This gentleman was the owner of several
racing moter-boats, and he was on very
friendly and intimate terms with the St.
Frank’s juniors. So he was very cordial to
Buster when the latter buttonholed him on’
the jetty.

«Y didn’t know you ‘were an air pilot,
Mr. Fielding,” said Boots.

““Neither did I until a few weeks ago;”
smiled Mr. Fleldmg <1 haven’t forsaken
iy motor-boats, but- flying interesis -me
enormously. I shall--_be ‘going up again soon,
and if you’d like to come for a ride—-?"

‘““ Thanks awfully,.. Mr. .Fielding,” .sald
Buster eagerly. ¢ That’s just what 1 wanted
to talk to you about. You see, I'm the =




publicity manager of the Onions Clrcus———-

““ The deuce you are"’ said Mr. Fielding
in surprise.
 Buster bricfly
the pesition.
c¢onspired with Signor Casselli to ruin the
two schoolboy circus-owners, and how the
St
main to
success.

““ And all - we need now, Mr. Fielding, is a
little quick-fire publicity,” went on Boots.
“We've got plenty of small handbills, and
if we could have these distributed from the
air, it would be a ripping advertisement. If
you. take me up, and let me throw these
handbills over the town, it would help
tremendously.”

, Mr. Fielding laughed good-naturedly.

% ““Well, under the circumstances,
no obJectlon ¥ he said. “It won't do me
any harm, and if it’ll help you youngsters,
I'm game!”

“That’s jolly decent of you, sir!” said
Boots enthusiastically. < By the way, do
you carry a parachute in your seaplane?”

. “Tuo, as a matter of fact.”

+.£¢Good !’ said Buster. ‘“ Then perhaps you
Vtouldnt object to another of us coming up
at the same time and making a parachute
descent? Anything to catch the public
eye, you know.”

-Mr; Fielding looked dubious.

and graphically described

make the Onions show a huge

"“H'm! You're asking rather a lot this
tune » he said, stroking his chin. ¢“There
mlght be some risk— Although, of course,

my parachutes are absolutely guaranteed,
and they're safe as human ingenuity can
make them,” he went on musingly.

4:% And it’s a glorious morning, Mr. Field-
ing, with hardly a breath of air,”’ said
- Boots eagerly. ¢ There’d be no danger at
all in a .parachute descent. #Handforth
minor is just the chap for the job—he’s
small and light, and he absolutely loves
anything exciting.” '

Mr. Fielding needed a good deal of per-
suadmg, but Buster had a smooth tongue,
and in the end he won. Mr. Fielding
" promised to be ready at noon, and Buster
“hurried off with his heart beating rapidly.
He had never really believed that he would
succeed. .
«.“When it comes to advertising, I'm the
chap with the goods!” he told himself de-
lightedly. ¢ This’ll make the other chaps
stare.”

- It did.
“¥:Nobody would believe Buster at first, but
he convinced them at last.

“Well, of all the cool, calculated cheek!”
sraid Pitt, with a laug h. “I don’t know
how you had the nerve to go to old Fielding
like that!
cheek—and this proves it.”

: ¢ Rubbish!’’ said - Buster. ¢“1It's not a
guestion of cheek at all. All you need in
the advertising business is confidence—more
confidence, and still more confidence!’’ . .
¢ You've got it all,’’ grinned Reggie Pitt,
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we don’t want to argue,”’ went on

““Well,
“Wheres Willy Handforth"

Boots briskly.

L Here I am, if you want me,’? interrupt-ed
Willy, pushing forward. ““But I'd better
warn you that I'm busy. I can’t spare any
of my valuable time unless you've gob
something brainy to suggest.”

Buster Boots drew Willy aside.

‘““Are you game for something special?”’
he asked keenly. “I'm going up in Mr.
Fielding's seaplane at noon, and I'm going

to dI‘Op handbills over the town. How
would you like to make a parachute
descent?’’

Willy’s eyes sparkled.
“ Great!’’ he said. ‘‘But will they allow

it? I'm game enough, but Mr. Fielding

| might—=**
i have ¢

“You needn't worry about that—I've
fixed il.”’

Willy was considerably surprised, but he
tried not to show it. And he was pleased,
for any adventure with a spice of
danger in it appealed to him. Accordingly,

| at eleven fifty-five, to the minute, Buster

and Willy presented themselves at the jetty.
But a dl«appomtment awaited them.

e

CHAPTER XI.
AN UANREHEARSED EFFECT.

R. FIELDING mct the
' _' two juniors just
against the steps.

#All ready!"”
he announced cheerfully.
‘““But I've been thinking
about that parachute descent,
my boys, and I’'ve made an alteration.’’ ..

“You're not going to cut it out, sir?"’
asked Buster anxiously.
“Not at all,”’ sald Mr. Fielding. *‘Bub

after due conmderatlon, I must alter my
procedure. It would never do to allow one
of you schoolboys to make the actual

descent.”’
“0h, what- rot!’ exclaimed Willy.
“Sorr\ sir! I—J mecan, I’'m as keen as

mustard to make the descent—-"?

‘““ No doubt—no doubt,’”’ interrupted the
other. ¢ But your keenness must be curbed,
young man. After thinking the matter
over, I have come to the conclusion that I

1 should not be justified in allowing you to

take the risk.”

“ Riski’’ echoed Willy, with scorn. ‘“What
risk, sir?”’

“T will admit that risks are extremely
remote, but you are only a schoolboy, and
it is nobt within my power to permit such
an undertaking,’’ said Mr. Fielding gently.
“If I had the permission of-your parents,
and the permission of your headmaster——
well, that would be different.”’

<<Oh, but look here, sir——'’ began Buster

protest—ingly_.
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“ At the same time, you shall have your
parachute descent,’” smiled Mr. Fielding.
" And since the scheme is a mere advertising
dodge, the actual performer makes no differ-
ex2s ¢eh? { have arranged with a young
ruend ‘of mine to make the drop.”

Willy was absolutely disgusted.

‘‘*Well, it’s a Dbit thick!’’ he said flatly.
“I’m not the kind of chap to grumble, but
i1t’s dashed rotten! Anybody might think
I was mad: of china, or that I was a
paralytic! And it’s your fault, Boots. You
brought me into this thing, and—-"’

‘“Clear off back to the circus!”’ ordered
Boots curtly. *“You’re not wanted now!
And none of your cheek, or I'll push you
off the giddy jetty. Buzz off, you young
‘bounder!’’ -

Willy gave a kind of gasp. This was alto-
gether too much. After being invited to
make the parachute descent, and after
consenting to the task, it was decidedly
galling to be ordered off in this fashion,
It was, indeed, humiliating.

‘“ Look here,
your name!*® he said darkly. “Vm nob
going to be messed about by a fathcaded
Remove jackass like you! I've come bhere to
go up in that seaplane, and—

‘“ Boys—boys!’? protested Mr. Fielding,
laughing, ““This won’t do. We don’t want
any quanellmg Certainly you will come
up, young ’un,”” he added, patting Willy
on the back. I wouldn’t deprive you of
that little pleasurc. You canm assist your
- friend in throwing out the handbills. But
you - will not. make the pdrauhute descent.
That is al).”?

Willy grunted.

“Thanks very mauch, sir,” he growled. 1
came here to do a thnllmo aerial stunt,
and I'!n allowed to chuck away a few hand-
bills. Oh, it’s all right—it's no good gru:ub-
ling now. All the same, I think it’s a lot of
tommy-rot!>’ he added, beneath his breath,

Willy, in fact, was thoroughly dis-
appointed.  He could see no carthly reason
-why Mr. B.Jding should have made such a

owner was
no

)et the scaplang

change. And
The palaehute descent,

quite correct.

matter how innocuous, would be a mista ke if

Willy undertook it. Indeed, Mr. Fielding
- had absolutely no authority for permitting
the enterprise. )

He had realised this soon after Buster
Boots had removed his volcanic presence,
But Mr. Fielding, being a one hundred per
cent sportsman, made plompt alranfrementb
to kcep his promise.

And so, when the two juniors took their
places in the roomy cockpit of the secaplane,
they. found a slim, wiry-looking young fellow
already in possession. He nodded genjally
to the juniors.

+¢ Are you the chap who's going to use
the palachute?” asked Willy blunt]y

““ Yes,”? said the stranger. **My namce’s
Moody—from the big garage in the High
Strect, you know,”’ he added eonhdentlally

Boots, you’re too big for

, Willy
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‘““I've  dropped in parachvies scores of
times—served three years in the R.A.F.”? -

So Mr. Fielding had found the right man
for the job. It turned out that \Ioody was
a motor mechanic, and had been in-France

-1 during the war, attaehed to a captive balloon

section. A parachute was familiar to him.

The seaplane was soon up, gliding over
the water, and I‘lSlIl" in a "raceful sweep.
My Fle]dmr sat in the pllot’s seat, in the
very hows, mth his three passengers behind
him. The parachute—a big one, and of a

| particularly safe pattern—was got ready by

the cheerful Mr. Moody. _

And as soon as the seaplane began to
soar over Caistowe, Buster Boots and Willy
threw out handbills by the score. They
fluttered down like immense snowflakes, and
were eagerly picked up by the townspcople,
who crowded out into the streets to sce
what the excitement was about. .

As an advertising move, the thing was a
huge success.

Mr. Fielding was getting higher and higher,
for he wished to reach two thousand fect
before Moody made his jump. At this
height the risk would be practically nil.

The bills were soon yone, and then there
was nothing clse to do but wait until the
necessary hexﬂht had been attained. Down
below, almest the entire population of
Caistowe was looking up, waiting for the
parachute descent.

Buster had instructed several fellows fto
cycle thiough the town shouting out ihe
announcement, and they had performed this
task with complete success. F¥or the news
had spread quickly, until scarcely a soul in
the town was in ignorauce of the coming
thrill,

Willy Handforth sat in the cockpit, looks-
ing very thoughtful. He still felt that he
had been tricked. Indeed, he looked upon
it as an insult, not only to himself, but to
the entire Third Formm. This was distinctly
a case where brains wcre required.

For even now Willy hadn’t given up hope.

He considered that Mr. Fielding's objec-
tion was sheer rubbish. More than any-
thing else in the world, he wanted to be
the “actual stunt artist. Willy thought it
an absolute cheek for this Moody fellow to
de in the seaplane at all.

“ How does it fix on?’’ he roared; above
the din of the exhaust.

He took up the lower end of the parachute,
which was fitted with straps. The silken
fabric of the apparatus was all  neatly
folded, and attached to the side of the
machine. It was thus quite safe. The
parachutist had merely to strap himself up
and leap overboard, when the apparatus
would unfold itself automatically.
saw that the straps werc quite
easy to fix, There was a big leather band
which went completely. round the shoulders,
and underneath the armpits. Once this was
fixed the rcst was casy., ‘
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And suddenly Willy made up his mind.
He was essentially a fellow of action, and,
like his brother, he was utterly reckless
and daring. This was a question of honour,
and he had to de something. By this time
the seaplane had reached a height of fully
eighteen hundred feet.

“ Look!’’ yelled Willy suddenly. ¢ Is that
a fire over there?”’

He pointed excitedly over in the direction
of Banningtoi. The whole countryside for
twenty miles was in clear view, and Buster
Boots .and Moody turned and stared out
in the given direction.

Instantly Willy grabbed the apparatus,
wormed himself into it, and strapped the
belt under his arms, drawing the buckle
tight and secure. He had just finished when

Moody glanced round.
‘I can’'t see anything—— Hallo! What
the——*'’ He broke off, alarm in his eyes.

““ Take that cff, you young ass!’’ he roared.

“ Good-bye-ee!”’ said Willy sweetly.

With one claan leap, he went over the
side, and both Busfer Boots and Moody
gave a yell of consternation. The silken
folds of the parachute were jerked away
with a rush and Willy dropped like a stone.

But only for a moment. The parachute
opened with a booming explosive sound,
and Willy floated gently and comfortably in
the atmosphere. The big seaplane was
already far away. '

- And Willy could hear a confused noise of
shouting from far below. Looking down, he

grinued. The streets and houses looked
tiny and toylike. And the people were mere
midgets. N

““They can’t diddle me!”’ said Willy.

CHAPTER XII.
WILLY'8 BLACK LOOK.
OHN BUSTERFIELD
BOOTS stared aghast at
Moody.

““The young rotter!®™
he panted. ¢ Why didn't you
stop him?*»’

' “I didn't have time—he
was over before I knew it!’’ replied the
mechanic.- ¢¢Still, it doesn’t matter:; he's
safe enough. The parachute opened beauti-
fully, and he’ll drop like a feather.”’

““I hope he doesn't alight in the giddy
bay!’’ said Boots anxiously.

“ Impossible—the wind’s in the other
direction, what little there is of it,’”’ said

Moody. ¢‘He’ll probably come down in a
%)Ioughed field, on the outskirts of the/
own.”’.

Mr. I'ielding knew what was wrong by this
time, although, owing to the incessant roar
of the engine, he had not been able to con-
verse with his passengers. Even Buster and
Moody had been obliged to yell at the top
of their voices.
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Mr, Fielding smiled to himself as he shut
off the engine and commenced a long glide
down towards the bay. He could see the
parachute below, gracefully getting lower
and lower., And Mr. Fielding could not
help feeling a certain admiration for the
Willy had revealed »
spirit that Mr. Fielding liked.

Willy himself ‘was thoroughly enjoying the
adventure.

It was very novel to be floating down in
such an easy way, with that vast silken
mass above him. He could control it, for
there was a string leading up to a vent
which enabled him to change the speed of the
apparatus. Willv was so light that at times
he appeared to float and almost hover.

“1t’'s a bit tame,’’ he told himself, after a
while. 1 always thought that these para-
chute descents were thrilling. Well, you
never know until you try. A giddy cripple,
rninety years old, could do this stunt, and

‘never notice the effects.”’

But Willy’s opinion was not shared by
the spectators, who were vastly interested.
And the advertisement was of enormous
value, for by this time the whole of
Caistowe was talking about Willy, the hanad-
bills, and the circus. It would be very sur-
prising if a record crowd did not-turn up
for the show. _

But theré was something in Mr. Fielding’s
safeguards, after all. Ninety-nine parachute
descents out of a hundred may be safe and
tame—and the hundredth precisely the oppo-
site. This one of Willy’s, as it happened,
chanced to be the odd one in the hundrea.

So far, it looked perfectly simple and
easy. But the one drawback about a para-
chute descent is that the performer is en-
tirely at the mercy of the wind—and some-
times the very absence of wind is a
drawback, ‘For he has no choice as to his
landing spot.

It was so in Willy’s case. _

He noticed, in a casual kind 'of way, that
hhe wag gradually drifting towards the out-
skirts of the town, and he figured that he
would land in a meadow just beyond the
Caistowe Steam Laundry. This was entirely
satisfactory, But Willy didn’t drift as much
as he thought he would, and as he de-
scended lower and lower he noticed that the
big factory chimney attached to the laundry
was getting uncommonly close.

It was, in fact, almost beneath him, and
there was & bare possibility that he would
foul it. ' :

“This won't do!" muttered Willy., I
don’t want to be roasted.”

Ile opensd the vent by pulling the string,
causing the parachute to descend more
quickly. But, to Willy’s dismay, he only
made the position worse. The yawning
black chasm of the chimney was now immedi-
ately below him—in fact, within ten feet.

“My only hat!” muttered Willy desper-
ately.

A second before he had regarded the



peril as insignificant. But now, in a ﬁasﬁ,.‘
He relaxed the

it became a deadly menace. €
cord, and the vent automatically closed.
The parachute descended more leisurely.
But there seemed to be utterly no breath of
wind, and Willy dropped vertically towards
the chimney.

The position was acute. As far as the
junior could see, he wouldn’t even have a
chance of landing on the coping. The
chimney was not very high, and not unusually
large—the opening at the top being about
five feet across. .

But Willy was in the dead centre of it, and
dropping into the actual cavity. Even in
this moment of peril he could hear the
shouts and cries of consternation from the
spectators. : |

The circus was not far distant, and most
of the St. Frank’s fellows, and hundreds of
the.more youthful townsfolk had come run-
ning along to congratulate the parachutist
upon landing. And now a huge crowd stood
gazing up at the faectory chimney.

Willy moade a desperate effort to save
himself before it was too late. 1lle swung
himself sideways, and attempted to grasp
the blackened stonework. But his reach
was short, and the next moment he dropped
straight down—down into the very bowels of
tha% hs'o"?t-begrimed shaft! '

A gasping shout of horror arose from the |
‘numbed and }
"The.  huge mass of the silken |

spectators. . They watched,
fascinated.

parachute seemed to envelop the top of the

chimney for a moment or two, like a eap, and -

then the billowing mass slowly and lazily
crumpled up. _— :

The parachute vanished—dragged down into
the chimney by the weight of its human
freight-,crumpled up and no longer buoyant.
Willy hau gone~there was no longer a trace
of him. '

Edward Oswald Handforth and Reggie Pitt
and I came running up, having witnessed the
disaster from «a little distance. Mandforth
was ‘perspiring freely, but his face was
white. :

““My minor!” he muttered hoarsely. ‘“ He’s
killed himself!”’

“ Steady, old man—-"? I began. -

‘““He dropped into that chimney—he'll be
roasted alive!”’ choked Handforth,

The rest of us said nothing. For the same
ghastly thought had come into our own
minds. For Willy would slide right down
- the shaft—inta the furnace itself. Indeed,
?ot power on earth could save him from this
ate.

To stand there was impossible: we had to
act; we had to do something. And we ran
like mad for tihe engine-room. We burst

into the yard, tore across it, and dashed at -

the low brick building—from whence the
shaft arose to the sky.

Once inside, we¢ had no difficulty in spot-
ting the furnace. The great iron door of
‘the thing was closed, but even as we hurried

towards it with faltering steps, the 'door
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jerked open, and a vast volume of soot came
hurtling out in a cloud. =~

“My ouly hat!” gasped Pitt,
back.

Sometuing rolled out of the furnace on to
the floor—an inky black object which stood
in the midst of the cloud like a figure in a
dense fog. 1t proceeded to unfold itself. .

“Well, I'm safe, anyway!” said Willy’s
voice, out of the black pall.

‘“He’s alive!’”’ roared Handforth gladly.

“Willy!”’ yelled the rest of us.

“0Oh, don’t make a fuss!”’ spluttered Willy,
““1 can’t see a thing; I've eaten a ton of
soot, and I’'m nearly dead! Help me to geb
rid of this giddy parachute, for goodness’
sake! I'll bet you couldn’t have landed so

neatly as I did!” _ |
" The situation, which had seemed so
fraught with‘horror; suddenly struck us as
being comic.. Willy’s very tone proved that
he was unharmed.- And I realised, with a
flood of remembrance, that the Caistowe
Steam Laundry was a failure, and had been
closed up for some weeks, pending the

transfer to new owners.

So the factory shaft had been quite cold,
and the parachute had naturally acted as a
drag as Willy descended into the disused
furnace. Some of the fellows started yelling
with. 1atghter. - - o

¢ Very funny, isn’t it?’’ asked Willy, with
a:-black look. : R
"« Jolly lucky for you that the furnaces
were out,” said Church.-

« Rats!’”? said Willy. < 1f there had been
a fire in this furnace, the hot air would have
lifted the parachute like a balloon, and I
 should have dropped in the meadow, as safe
as anything.”. ' - ,

By Jove, he's right!* grinned Pitt. 1
hadn’t thought of that!”

In -the excitement, this was not surprising.
But it was undoubtedly a fact that, with
the furnace going, Willy would have come to
no harm. So, in a way, it was unfortunate
| for the reckless fag that the-fires had been
out.

A great crowd came surging round, anxious
and eager, And Willy, still as black as a
nigger, but freed from the parachute, forced
his way through the throng impatiently.

« Never knew such a fuss!’ he said in-
dignantly. < Blessed if I can see why every-
body’s getting so jolly excited!”

staggering

Y

CHAPTER XIII.
THR DECENCY OF FENTON.

DGAR FENTON, of the
Sixth, jumped off his
bicycle and stood look-
ing in at the circus

meadow with a grim expres-

gz sion on his face. But after a
falel¥ moment or two it softened,
and ‘his eyes twinkled.



The captain of St. Frank’s made no imsove
for a moment or two.

He stood there, greatly interested in the
intense activity that was apparent. 2len
were hard at work on ¥he big tent, putting
the finishing touches to the great erection.

But Fenton did not pay much attention to
these perspiring individuals. He was gazing
at Buster Boots, Handforth & Co., and all
the other St. Frank's fellows—who were work-
ing swiftly and methodically against the
hedge. A vast barrier of canvas and wood
was heing erected, and it was mnearly com-
pleted. The juniors were working like
Trojans.
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put in Handforth.
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““1 require an explanation from you

grimly.

youngsters; but my requirements are in-

significant compared to the Head’s!”

““You—yon see, we forgot!" said Boots.

““Lessons clean slipped our memories,”
“The fact is, Fenton——-"

‘““That’s just what I want—facts!” inter-
jected Fenton. ¢ So please bear that in
mind, and don’t try any excuses. Who's
responsible for the whole crowd of you?*

“I am!” [ said promptly.

“Rats!’ snapped Handforth, *“ We're all
in this together.”

* Hear, hear!”

Fenton looked at us sternly.
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which stood in the midst of the cloud like a figure in a dense fog.

| Something rolled out of the furnace on to the floor—an inky black object

““So this

is the game, eh?” murmured
Fenton grimly.
" Wheeling his machine, he entered the

meadow, and was among the juniors befcre
they knew anything about his arrival,

. ““Well, -what's the idea?” asked Tentcn
abruptly.

The juniors turned and gazed
sudden surprise. Church, indeed, fell off
a short ladder In. his consternation, and
landed on the top of Handforth. Reggie
Pitt and I looked at Fenton blankly.

“Hallo, Fenton!” I said, looking sheepish.

““Ripping morning, eh?'” said Reggie Pitt.
¢ Nice and sunny—-""

‘““We don’t want to hear anything about §
the weather, thanks,’”” interrupted Jrenton

at bLim in

N J

!

| he said severely.

“So you all accept the same blame?” he
asked.

“Yes!"

“] don't agree to that!” 1 exclaimed.
“It was my suggestlon that we should get
up early, and come over here before break-
fast. 8o if anybody has got to answer for
missing morning lessons, I'll stand on the
carpet. Better haul me along, Fenton. But
don’t use handcuffs, because they look bad.”

Fenton grunted.

‘““This is no time for Joking, young man}!’’
““ And if you think I'm
goma to haul you back to St. Frank’s alone,
you've made a . little mistake. = You're all
coming—every mother’s son of you. And I
might casually mention that you’ll be de-
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tained all the afternoon, and probably all
the evening. As an additional punishment,
the Head is now exercising his arm in pre-
paration for a general swishing.”

““0Oh, my goodness!"”’ .

“But—but we've only missed morning
lessons!”” roared IHandforth indignantly.
“That's not a crime! We've been so busy
that we forgot all about the school!”’

“Ye gods!” exclaimed the prefect. “ You'd
better make that excuse tn the Head--and
observe the effect! Now, look here, kids,
I'm not going to rag you. I can understand
your enthusiasm, and in a way I
sympathise,”” went on Fenton. < But you’ve
got to realise that you've committed an in-
excusable crime.”

“Oh, cheese it, Fenny!” .

“If anything, my term is a mild one,”
went on the captain of St. Irank’s, looking
us over with a grim eye. “1t. isn't as
though there were just two or three of you—
that wouldn't have been so bad. But slx-
teen! Or is it twenty? Anyhow, practically
a third of the Remove failed to turn up for
breakfast, and didn't even put in an appear-
ance when the bell rang for morning lessons,
Upon my word, Mr. Crowell was nearly oft
his head."’ ) :

‘““ And I suppose he went straight to Dr.
Stafford?’”’ growled Boots.

“Not, straight; he waited until after
eleven,” replied FFenton. “ And as you didn’t
show up by noon, I was sent for, and I
came straight along here. (et -your coats
on, and—-" :

“ Wait a minute, Fenton.” I interrupted.
“] haven't explained.”

“You needn’t,”” said Fenton. ‘It’s the
MMead who wants ycur explanations, not me!
Get a hustie on, and move!”

““ Before I move an inch, I'm going to tell

you why we stayed here, instead of returning ¢

to school for breakfast,”” 1 said grimly. “ And
if your heart is made of the ordinary stuff,
and not of granite, you’ll think of some
other way out of the position.”

“None of that!’ said Fenton sharply,
“You can’t get round me——>

¢ Listen,” [ said, ““and don’t Interrupt!’”’

Fenton was considerably surprised, and not
a little angrv at my calm determination.
PBut he listened. At first his expression wag
impatient and irritable. DBut he gradunally
aktered. _ _

I explained the full details, and Johnny
Onions -came along and helped me. Fenton
was not allowed to have the slightest mis-
apprehension regarding the situation.

We told him of our suspicions regarding
Mr. Simon Snayle; we went into full details
about Signor Casselli, and that rascal’s
attempt to ruin the Onions brothers' .show;
we told him of our plans for defeating .the
cfforts of the conspirators; and conciuded
by making it quite clear that in the anxietly
and excitement, we had really and truly
forgotten lessons—and even breakfast.

“It’'s not fair to blame thes¢ chaps,” said
Johnny Onions stoutly. “I kept them here,
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side,

Fenton. In fact, if it hadn’t been for their
help, I doubt if the circus would have given
a show this afternoon. As it is, there’s
every prospect of i rccord crowd, and those
plotting rotters will he beaten. I wish 1
could Kick Snayle out--hut I can’t!”
“Um!” said Fenton slowly, “Um! Well,
of coursg, this makes a difference. I didn’t

know things were quite like this.”

He walked up and down for a mowment or
two, very thoughtful and with his brow
pbuckered. I'inally, he came to a halt in
front of us, his face cleared, and he laughed.

“ All right, Kkids—carry- on!”’ he said
briskly. “I'll go back to the  Head, and
explain things—and I’'ll take tlie responsi-
bility for not bringing you along with me. 1
should hate to be a spoil-sport!”?

We all took a deep breath.

“ You—you mean it’s—it’s 0.K.?” gaspe
Buster joyfully. |

““Yes—goodness knows, 1 don’t want fo
mess everything up, just when you're on the
last lap!’’ said the prefect. ‘ In my opinion,
you were justified in missing lessous. I'll
try and make the Head believe the same.
So long!”

He waved his hand, and walked briskly
And the crowd of us broke into a
ringing cheer of excitement and eathliusiasm,
Fenton looked back. and grinned, and a
moment later he -had gone.

“ By jingo!” said Johany Onions. * What

a4 sporisman !’

S ey iy

CIIAPTER X1V,
EXIT MR. SNAYLE.

-. R. SIMON SNAYLE
' ‘paced up and down
~4 the tiny confines of

his caravan like a
caged animal.
He had been engaged in
this occupation - at different

intervals for the last hour or so, occasionally

flinging himself info a chair by way of a
change.

But ever since lLie had locked himself in
the caravan, he had remained there—his mind
a mass of confused doubts and haunting
fears. Every now then he had gazed out-
at the growing tent and the busy
juniors. He had not even emerged during
the excitement of the parachute descent.

FFor one thing, Mr. Snayle was feeling
nervous. He dared not face Bill Cassell
row. He could picture Big Bill raving and
cursing on his own pitch, for the safe arrival
of the new tent made all the difference
between success and failure to Casselli's

Circus.

Again, Mr. Snayle was fortured by what
Tavlor had said. According to the foreman,
Professor Onions himself had given orders
for the big tent to be delivered in Caistowe,
after all. But the Professor was helpless in

~hed!
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S0 far as Mr. Snayle could sce, there was
only one explanation. Somebody lrad imper-
sonated the Professor—and had done it so
well that Taylor had been deceived. But
who—who? Not any of the boys, for Pro-
‘fessor Onions was a biggisii man.

And there was another thing that kept
Mr. Snayle locked in his caravan. He knew
quite well that the plot was exposed. Every-
‘body in the circus knew it by this time.
He had met the Ashford and Martin lorries,
and had used his authority as manager of
Onions’ Circus to order them on to Bourne-
mouth. And they had come to Caistowe
lustend—to find that the Onions brothers
were anxiously awalting them, and that
Caistowe was their true destination. This
proved beyond dispute ~that Snayle bad
attempted a despicable trick—and the
manager was as near to feeling shame as
ever he had been. He dared not go out, for
fear of meeting Taylor again—for fear of
meeting Big Bill Cassell—for fear of being
called upon by Johnny Onions to explain.

His position was an impossible one, as he
slowly began to realise. In the plainest
. possible manner, he had proved |his
treachery to his cmpleyers. Owing to the
terms of his agreement with the Professor,
neither Johnny nor Bertie could dismiss him.
But once their father learned the facts,
Snayle would receive his marching orders
without a moment’s delay.

Tap! Tap! .

In the midst of Mr. Snayle’s fevered
thoughts, a soft knocking sounded on the
door. He halted, and felt himself go hot all
over, Big Bill Cassell! The rival circus
praprietor had come to thrash this matter
out! Or perhaps it wis only Dippy—Dippy,
the dwarf. Yes, it was gectting near to
dinner-time——

Tap! Tap!

» Mr. Snayle muttered a curse, and strcde
to the door. He unlocked it, and flung it
wide open. On#the steps of the caravan
stood thé ragged figure of a tramp—an un-
shaven individual who looked in the . final
sbages of destitution.

“Go away, confound you!” snarled Mr.
Snayle. ‘““1It’s no good begging here—I’ve
got nothing for you!” _

“1’'d like a word with you, Mr. Simon
Snayle,” said the tramp, his voice calm and
grim. “ And you’d bettcr hear me—without
making a scene.”-

Somethiug in the tramp’s tone caused Mr. |-

Snayle to go shaky. He fell back, and the
tramp entered. Mr. Snayle watched in a
fascinated kind of way as the visitor closed
the door and locked it. '

“ Now, my friend, we can talk quietly and
privately,” said the tramp, removing his bat-
tered hat, and a tangled wig at the same
moment. I think it i3 time that we came
{o an understanding, Mr. Snayle.”

The manager sat down with a thud oa a
locker.- : ‘

““ The -Professor!”’ he whispered thickly.

The tramp nodded.
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““Your cyesight.is keen—or my disguise is
not as perfect as I thoaght it was,” he said.
“The mere removal of my wig enables you
to recognise me. Yes, Snayle, 1 am Pro-
fessor Onions!”

It scemed to the wretched plotter that the
crack of doom had sounded. He was be-
wildered—amazed—{frightened,” But, at the
same time, he obtained a measure of relief.
For his doubts regarding ?Professor Onions
were at an end. But he was still bewildered.

“You—you don’t understand, Professor!”
he gasped, trying to gather his wits together,
and making a desperate effort to explain the
unexplainable. “I—1've beer doing my
best——’ 4

‘“ Exactly!”? interrupted the other coldly.
“I can quite believe it, Snayle. You have
been doing your best to bripg ruin upon my
unsuspecting sons! I have been keeping my
eyes upon you for weeks, and I have fol-

lowed every ome of your treacherous,
cowardl% moves. And at last I am
thoroughly convinced of your dishonesty and
villainy. To-day you will leave my employ-
ment for good.”

“ But—but, Professor!”’ panted Snayle
.desperately. “I—I thought you were in bed,

helpless—paralysed! I thought—"

“You thought that you could take advan-
tage of my helplessness, and ruin my sons
—whilst pretending to be faithful to me;”
interrupted Profcssor Onions dangerously.
““You infernal rogue! You may count your-
self lucky, indeed, if I do not hand you over
to the police! It is only the unwelcome
publicity which prompts me to act otherwise.
So have no misapprehensions regarding my
merey.”’ | _

Snayle seemed to shrivel up under the
other’s scornful gaze.

“1 was not paralysed—I have not suffered
a penny of financial loss,” went on the
Professor. ‘ That was a mere deception—
entered into with a definite object. I tvas
anxious to test my boys—tio see how they
shape if they thought they were
thrown upon the world to fend for them-
selves. That is why I sent the show on the
road in a financial condition which almost
amounted to bankiuptcy. I never expected
my boys to pull through—the test was a
severe one,”

“Tt wasn’t your boys—it was these St.
Frank’s kids—"

“Left to themselves, I am convinced that
they would have succeeded,” interrupted
Professor Onions -coldly. < But from the
first, Snmayle, you attempted to bring ruin
upon the show—for your cwn villainous
ends. But the very fact that my sons were
business-like enough to get their schoolboy
friends to help the show is sufficient to con-
vince me of their calibre. It needed pluck
and daring to make such an experiment.
And you—you cur—did everything you
possibly could to -ruin the enterprise. My

experiment has ended satisf:x_ctorily, for 1

have learned the truth.?”
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, chief—it was. Cassell!”
wailed Mr. Snayle, in a whining voice.
¢ Cassell put me on to the scheme—"

“That is of no interest to me!” snapped
the professor. “I have proved my boys to
be true blue, and I have proved you to
be a treacherous hound! The time has come
for you to go, Snayle!”
© “But, T want to explain— ”

““Within a minute I shall leave this cara-
van,” continued the Professor. ¢ You will
send for my son, John, and hand him your
resignation. After that you will leave this
circus within the hour. And remember—
not one word of what has passed bhetween
us must you breathe.” '
- “I don’t understand!”
sullenly.

v “I do not want my sons to Lknow the
truth about me just yet,” explained Pro-
fessor Onions. “That is why, instead of
kicking you out with my own boot, I am
giving you the privilege of resigning, If
you breathe a word about my presence here,
or give the slightest hint that 1 am well
and about, the police will learn of your
activities at once.”

Mr. Snayle gave a gulp. _
- ““All right, Professor—I'll quit!”’ he said
hparsely. -

“It wasn't. me,

said Snayle

ERtr———

CHAPTER XV.
A FREE HAND.

IVE minutes later the
tramp had gone, and
Simon Snayle was
alone.
~ “Curse him!” he muttered
savagely. ‘The old demon!
- Pretending to be ill, and spy-
ing on us all the time!”

But at the same time, Mr. Snayle fully
realised that his position was untenable.
Bluff or bluster was useless. There was only
cne thing to do—and that was to quit. Pro-
fessor Onions had been quite correct in say-
ing that the police would be interested in
Mr. Snayle’s recent activities. The wretched
man remembered the incident at Bannington
—Wwhen he had deliberately cut the stay
ropes of the big tent in a drunken fit, there-
by endangering hundreds of lives. If the
police "knew about that, it would not b#
amerely a matter of proceedings by the Pro-
fessor. The Public Prosecutor would have
something to say, for it was an offence
against the general community.

Simon Snayle was beaten, and he knew it.
‘And he also knew that he. was lucky td
retain his freedom. His schemes had come

to naught—his plans had crashed about his |
But it was something to be able to ]

ears,
walk out of the circus with the semblance
of dignity. Instead of being kicked out in

disgrace, or taken away in handcuffs, he
would resign. :
b Professor Onions, indeed, had been ex-

tremely merciful—and it was not altogether

-that you'd come.
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the fear of publicity that had prompted him
to adopt this course. For the famous circus
owner was a kindly, forgiving man.

Mr. Snayle pulled himself together and
went to.the door. '

““ Hi, Dippy!”’ he shouted, waving a hand.
“ Come here!”’ :

The dwarf was pottering about his own
caravan, and he at once obeyed the sum-
mons. For years hc had been held in sub-
jection by Simon -“Snayle, and se little
realised that his release from bondage was
at ‘hand.

“ Boss want Dippy?” he asked, as he ran
up.
“Yes. Go and find Master Johnny, and
bring him here,” ordered Snayle. ¢ And tell
him it’s important—vital! If you come back
without him, I'll break every bone in your
distorted body!”

Dippy went off at once, and found Johnny
Onions admiring the result of Buster Boots'
work. The big canvas barrier had been coms-
pleted, and it was an unqualified.success.

Johnny frowned as he heard Dippy’s
message.

““Tell Mr, Snayle that I den’t want to sce
him, and won't see him!® he said curtly.
‘““That’'s all, Dippy.”

The dwarf hesitated.

““ Boss says vital!” he exclaimed. ¢ Dippy
got to bring you back, or boss smash Dippy.
Boss says very urgent!”

¢“Oh, he threatened to smash you, did
he ?” said Johnny grimly. < All right, Dippy,
I'll come.” .

He went "off with the dwarf, and was
looking very angry when he entered Mr.
Snayle’s caravan. The man was apparently
making preparations for departure, for he
was turning out lockers and cupboards.

‘“Have you been threatening Dippy, Mr.

 Smayle?” asked Johnny hotly.

“That's ' nothing—I didn’t mean- it!”’ re-
plied Snayle., “I wanted to make certain
I am quitting this show,
Johnny. Here's my resignation,” he added,
handing Johnny a paper.

The boy took it in surprise and slight
bewilderment. He glanced at the resigna-
tion, which  was in perfect order.

““You mean this, Mr. Snayle?” he asked
incredulously.

““Yes, I have had enough of this show,”
said Mr. Snayle. ¢ Of course, Tessa'll come
with me—she’s my niece, and——-*

““We can't get on without Tessa!” inter-
rupted Johnny in alarm. > ‘“You rotter!
You're doing this on purpose—just to de-

prive us of Tessa’s act! She's  not
going » .
“We'lll see about that!” interrupted

Snayle grimly. “I've said all I mean {o
say. With regard to wages, I had a fort-
night’s money in advance, so -that's about
square.” :

Johnny left the caravan, feeling elated
and concernéd at the same time. The know-

| ledge that Simon Snayle was leaving filied



.« him with delight, But the thought of losing
Tessa—the show’s only lady pelfonnel—-\v as
startling. Johnny realised that somethm'
would have to be done.

He told Bertic and all the other juniors,
~and there was quite a lot of elation. None
of us could quite understand Mr. Snayle’s
sudden decision. Rather naturally, we
‘ assumed that Casselli’s Circus had
* thing to do with it, although, of course, this
was not the case.

In the meantime, Mr. Snayle had made
his way to Tessa’s caravan. This was a
neat, exquisite little - van which had beeu
‘,demgned for her by Professor Onions him-
self. And the girl matched her surround-
ings, for she was dainty and pretty and
altogether charming. The greatest puzzle
in the circus was how she came to be
Simon Snayle’s niece.

“Get your things together—and
sharp about it!” said Mr. Snayle curtly, as
he entered. “I've resigned my position as
manager, and we’re lcaving at once!”

Tessa started up, turning slightly pale.

““ Leaving!”’ she exclaimed.

uncle, you don't mean it! Only yesterday
you told me—-"?
"1t doesn’t mattgr what I told you
'yesterday,” broke i Snayle. “I have
‘changed my plans smce then. And if'I f‘ro'—-
you go!”

““Indeed, T won't %0"’
ing squarely before him. “I won’t uncle!
It’s unfair—it’s shameful! =~ Just "when

Johnny is so anxious about a specially good
~show.”
“Do you think you make the show?”

sneered her uncle.
Tessa flushed.

““No, but I help!” she replied hotly,
“And I'm not going to desert the show at
a moment’s notice! I won't—I won’t! And
you can’t force me, either! 1'm all right
herc, with Mrs. Simkins to look after Ine.

I won’t budge—I won’t!”
““Do you dare to defy me?” thundercd
Snd le.

sald Tessa, stand-

“ Yes, 1 do—and you daren’t try to fon,e-

me, cither!” replied Tessa, her ecyes flash-
ing. “You may be my uncle, but I won’t
obey you! I won’t play such a shameful

trick on Johnny——"°
“In love with him,
“Oh!”? cried Tessa,
Slap! :
- She delivered a resounding slap on Mr,
Snayle’s cheek that sent him recoiling hack,
.in absolute consternation. He gave one
"glance at Tessa, as she stood therc nlarmu
‘at him, and fled.

He had sense enaugh 'to realise that he
had made a mistake in attempting to force
. Tessa to aceompany him. He. made . his way
across the eircus meadow, that slap haung
calmed him considerably. He was beginning

eh?” jeered her uncle.
turning scarlet.

some-

look .

“QOh, but,

~deadly resolve.

 Now, my friend, we can talk
quietly and privately,’”’ said the
tramp, removing his battered hat
and a tangled wig at the same
moment. ‘‘I think it is time we
came to an  understanding, Mr.
" 8Snayle.”’

to realise that he had far better go mfhonb
the girl at all.

For now that he had been turned out of
the eircus, he was rather at a loose enil,
and Tessa would only be a lCSpOBSlblllty
Far better for her to stay wherc she was.
As 1egards her welfare and safety, Snayle
didn't care two pins.

Anl as he left the circus, he made a grim,
By fair means or foul, hLe
would smash the Onions Circus, and bxing

ruin upon the owner and his sons!

CHAPTER XVI.
THE FI}UITS OF SUCCESS.

‘¢ REAT!” said Johnny
Onions enthusiasti-
cally.

“Not so -bagd,”
agreed Buster Boots with
modcsty. < Anyhow, Casselli’s
rotten circus is pretty well

eclipsed !
“Oblitcrated, in fact,” said De Valerie.,

There was no doubt that Casselli’s
International Circus was very couspiguous
by its invisibility. A number of the junicis
had gone along the lane towards Caistowe
in order to note the effect. '

he

Turning, thecy approached eireas,
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imagining themselves to be would-be
patrons. The circus meadow lay on the
right, with the low hedge enabling them to
see the great new tent, the gay bunting,
and the hustle and bustle of busy life.

Casselli’s Circus was nowhere to be scen.

- This was because of that canvas barrier
which had been built along the lower hedge,
at right-angles to the road—thus completely.

.screening everything in the . adjoining
imeadow. Even Casselli's big tent was in-
:visible,

The public, streaming down the road from
tthe town, would not even think of a second
‘circus. The Onions show was the only one
that had been advertised in the district, and
~‘even if Big Bill’'s outfit was seen, it would
|be assumed by most people that it was a
‘part and parcel of the other show. And
;this, in a way, was helpful—since it wouldl
'‘give the impression that the Onions Circus
‘was much bigger than it actually was. |

; It was getting on towards- opening time
now, and the juniors were comparatively
free—for a full hour, at least. And they
'did not omit to partake of a hearty meal
:which Johnny had thoughtfully provided.

The crowds were beginning to roll up in

¢arnest.

And the sight was a gratifying one. The
afternoon was fine, and the interest of the
public had been thoroughly aroused. It
‘began to look as though the audience would
break all records. For it was just at the
,bewmnmg of the holiday season,
Caistowe was a growing resort. The town
[% as full of seaside visitors.

i “There’s nothing to weorry about,” said
‘Handforth, as he ¥>0d watching the queue
;of people in front of the tlcket offica.
'<¢ They're simply pouring in! What about
\that new stunt of yours, Johnny?”

' ¥You mean the cannon idea?”
¢ Yes.”

¢TI don't think I shall be ready to intro-}

“duce that until to-morrow,” said Johnuy,
! shaking “his head. ¢I've got everything
. ready For the trick, but the top trapcze
‘needs fixing in a certam position. ['m
‘afraid there won’t be time to-day.”

|  And while the crowd was pouring into
’the seats, Big Bill Cassell stood at the
gate of the adjommg meadow, cursing and
‘g,ro“lmg to himself. He did . this becausc
‘there was nobody else to curse at:

- His circus was ready for the afternoon
.show—everything was waiting.
offices were open, the money-takers in their
places, and the attendants were at their
‘positions in the tent.

Unfortunately, the public came not.

To Mr. Cassell's intense chagrin, not &
single soul arrived. A few stragglers passed
by along the road, but they were all bound
for the Onions Cireus.

i Even these  stragglers, coming from the
opposite direction to the town—and there-
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‘opening time camec.

and |

The ticket |

F roared.

M

_ry————
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fore seeing Casselli's Circus first—had beo
thoroughly informed. For some distance
down the road several juniors paraded with
a great banner, instructing the public that
there was only- one Omons Circus, -and that
this was further on, beyond the twin elm-

trees which formed a landmark at this
point. . ' |

Big Bill Cassell was almost speechlesy
w ith rage.

Hijs whole scheme had gone wrong—or, to
be more exact, it was Simon Snayle's scheme
that had miscarried. And Snayle had con-
veniently vanished. Seeing that he had let
Signor Casselli down so heavily, Snayle
thought it an act of wisdom to %keep out
of the way.

And Big Bill was left to rail at his own

1 folly.

And his humiliation was complete when
It had nearly caused
him to burst a bloodvessel when he saw ‘the

t great throngs of people surging into the
'next meadow—when

he heard the happy
laughter—and when the blare of the Onions
band floated unmusically over that canvas
barrier.

¢ By thunder!” snarled Mr. Cassell. - ¢ It’s
no good grumbling—it’s my - own blamed
fault! This is what I get for listening to
fools! And at-.Boumemouth I could hdve
taken a record gate!”

He stamped up and down nervously and
angrily.. And when, soon afterwards, ne
learned "that the rival show was over-
crowded, he became almost inarticulate. His
rivals were packed—jammed! -

And he had comc to Caistowe especialiy
to ruin the business of these infernal boys!
Boys! Big Bill felt like choking.- The
whole show was being run by school kids!
And they'd beaten hlm—-they’d made him
the laughing-stock' of the entire circus pro-
fession! It certainly did not add to -his
peace of mind when ‘the overflow arrived!

1t was the bitterest pill of all.

Professor Onions’ circus was so’' packed
that at last admission had been refused,
and the flnal stragglers found that they
were too late to get in. It was only
natural, therefore, that -they should turn
to Casselli's Circus as a kind of final resort.

Thus, the  fat, beefy Mr. Cassell was
edified by the spectacle of two or three
dozen late-comers hurrying in to attend FLis
performance.
for Big Bill.

He swore a round, lurid oath.

““By ginger! Not me!” he said thickly.
““I'm durned if I'll acknowledge my show to
be a makeshift! Bill Cassell plays second
fiddle to nobody; Hi, close these gates!”
blllll his excited rage, he bellowed like a
n

“There'll be no show this afternoon!” ke
‘““ And get busy with taking the
whole outfit down! We leave this pitch
to-night!” o

It was altogethcr too much
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‘lhe sudden dcciswn wias 4 relief {o him.
- Anything was better than waiting—knotving
full well that he was a heaten man. Hns
defeat burned into bim, as bitter as gait,

but it would make things no betier to fool

hitnsclf,
. And so he gave fierce, angry orders for

all hands to turn out and pull the show |

down. The few stragglers who had “coine in
t> see the performance were turned d.Wd}’
and the gates eclosed.

With feverisha haste the w01k of dls-
mantling commenced—Big Bill Cassell rush-
ing hither and thither, and keeping. his
men on the run.
formaunce progre:ssed with roars of applause
and laughter in the next meadow, Mr.
Cassell ‘was getting ready for flight. For
Ii&hls sudden depaltule of his was nothing

GSS. .
- <-And Simon bnaylc, proved hnmc]f to be a
wise Toan.

He kept out of Cassell’s v\ay. If he had
approached his fellow-conspirator at such a
time as this, it is almost certain that blood-
shed would have been committed—and only |
one kind of blood would bave been .spilt,

‘Never before 'had Jobnny and Bertie been

TRB

And so, while the per--

so Jighthearted and suprcmely happy. Sonie-
how, the performance went with a rattlmg
swing, from- start to finish. Every act was
fully appreciated by the delighted audicnce,
and not the least pleased among that vast
- throng was .a ragged old tramwp “who sat :n
the cheapcst section.

Needless to 3ay, this shabby old feilow
was no less a person than Professor Onions
himself. Truth to tell, he was amazed at
the success of these schoolboys, and filled
with admiration at their glorious courage
and enterprise,

And he-smiled to lumself .as he reahbed
that the time would soon arrive for him to
disclose himself. For this stay af Caistowe
was to be buef—dnd when .the cirzus de-
- parted it would go so far aficld that the
'St. Frank’s juniors would not be able {o
follow its fortunes.

It was a subject which Johnny and Bertie
‘Oniuns were rather afraid to cowusider, buf
they were getting resigned to it. Thzy
didn't know that some very exciting events
‘were loomning up before St. Frank's severesd
its connection with circus life!

The climax, in short, was at hand!

END,

Editoridl Ahnouncement_

My dear Reader S,

"There is yet one more story to. cope
before this splendld school and circus series

comes to an end, and not one of you, my |

readers, having read the preceding stories,
must on. any dccount miss it. Entitled
“TRAPPED ON THE TRAPEZE!” it pre-
sents the most thnlhng episodes that have
so far. appeared in these stories.

SNAVLE’S REVENGE.

- 'Simon Snayle, the éx-manager of Onions’
Circus, who has been ruined by his own
folly and villainy, is not the type-of man
to take his punishment quietly. He blames
those who stood in his way to accomplishing
his vile deeds, and against them he means
to exact vengeance. In so doing, he seals
his .own doom and pays the penalty in an
- unexpected way. The . dramatic .exit. of
Snayle is a mdaterly piece of writing. One |}
is spellbound by the impending disaster that
seems inevitable, and “does come-—only by
the hapd Of:,Iu:S_tl_Ce

AN AFRICAN .EXPEDITION.

Jack Grey aud his chum, Reggic Piit, 'will:
be regarded next week as two of the luckiest

THE AUTHOR'S

Juniors in the Remove. Ior Jack’'s father,
Sir Crawford Grey, a keen naturalist, calls
on the Mead to ask if his son can accompany
him on apn expedition to a remote part of
Africa, 'The Head gives his consent, and,
of course, Jack arranges for Pitt to go too.
They are to leave Englund in & few days.

AN INVITATION FOR THE HEAD.

Later, Sir Crawford persuades Dr. Staflord
himself to join the expedition.. This means
a New Head. But I have said more than I
 should, and must ask you to be patient
[ until ne\t week, when you will learn more
about the inter eating events that are soon

to set all St. Frank’s talking.

THE ST. FRANK’'S MAGAZINE.

The Old Paper will be sparkling with new
life next week, when a host aof brilliant new
features, all freshly illustrated make their
appearance.

PORTRAIT.

I hope to publish Mr. Brook’s photo with
‘au appreciative article in a fortmight from
now-—Your sincerc friend,

THOE EDITOR.
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No. 25. WESTWARD HO'!

OMMENCING with this week, 1
intend to describe, as entertainingly
as possible, my journey from ‘\Te“
York to the Far West—just a little

jump of -nearly three thousand miles, from
one side of the continent of America to the
other. It is a journey ‘to be rather awed
at, especially to an Englishman, who is not
usually accustomed to such enormous
distances.

My plan was to go direct from New York
to Los Angeles, and some idea of the dis-
tance covered may be judged by the fact
-that the continuous journey, without any
“stop overs,”’ occupies five days. Thus, if
one starts from New York at midday on
Monday, one is due in Los Angeles or San
Francisco on the Friday afternoon.

And this, remember, continuous travelling!
As can well be 1mag1ned there are all sorts
of preparations to be made in advance. One
does not simply go to the booking-office,
take a ticket, and enter the train. It is
necessary to make arrangements quite a
long time in advance—two or three days, if
possxble

For my cwn ticket, I went to the railroad
agents, and not to the station. I took my
ticket on the Pennsylvania Railroad as far
as Chicago, and thence on the Santa I'é to
Los Angeles. Imagine a journey of nearly
three thousand miles, taking five days, and
Onlx one change!

.To those who know, the best way from
l\e“ York to Chicago is on the New York
Central Railroad, and the finest train of all
is the Twentieth Century Limited,
does the thousand mile trip in twenty hours.

. Bubt I was in no way desirous of excessive
speed. My object was to see as much of the
country as possible going out and coming
back. My prearranged plan, therefore, was
to go Westward on the Pennsylvania and
the Santa Fé, and to return on- the Union
Pacific and the New York Central. In this
way I should do both journeys by the direct
route—for they both take exactly the same
time, being
_tance-—but “ould see different scencry
whole time.

the

which,

approximately the same dis- |

|

to obtain my baﬂgafre checks.

as I have said, I got my ticket—
These long-distance rail-
road tickets are rather fearsome-looking
affaire, perfqrated into different scctions.
And as you go from section to section on
your journey, one piece after another is
torn off, until, finally, you have no ticket
at all.

It is also ‘necessary to book a sleeping-
berth, and this is “hx it is advisable to
apply a day or two in advance. For, by
doing. s0, you have your pick, and can
choose a good lower berth. Later, I shall
describe the American Pullman cars, and
go into the mysteries of these upper and
lower berths. But I can say at once that
a Jower berth is far better in every way
than the upper—and ought to be, consider-
ing that the .price is much higher.

Havmg got my ticket, the next thing wasg
These are
necessary in order to ensure all luggage
being colected and dispatched in advance.
For when travelling by {rain in America,
one does not fuss about at the guard's van,
wondering whether the trunk or the Glad-
stone bag or the hat-box has been left,
behind by the porter.

In America, vour luggage is called for
by the carriers’ vans—or Express, as they
call it over there—and your trunks, elc.
vanish from your gaze a day before you
depart. After that, you forget them, until
you arrive af your destination. And there,
lo and behold, on presentation of your
baggage checks, it is a hundred chances to
one that all your personal belongings are
calmly waiting for declivery. There is no
trouble, no bother, and you are not in-
convenienced by having the stuff with you
en route,

Well, I soon found out the ropes, and my
baggage was duly dispatched the day
previous to my departure. I was told to
forget it, but I didn't. Somehow I felt that .
I should never see my luggage again. But
this feeling soon passes after one has had
cxperience of American railroad travelling,

Well,
about a yard of it.

Next week : ¢ New York to Chicago.’’
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS.

SPECIAL SERIES OF ART SKETCHES BY MR. E. E. BRISCOE.

No. 29. MILL HILL SCHOOL.
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~ This famous public school was founded in
1807 for the sons of Nonconformists at a
time when the older universities were not
.-open to them. In 1869 its constitution
was remodelled on broader lines. ‘I'he school
stands on high ground in 70 acres of estate
at Mill Hill, London, N.W. Its fine build-
ings include ftive houses, science laboratories,
gymnasium, swimming-bath, workshops, etc.

The senior school numbers about 300 boy%,
and there are about 75 boys accommodated
in the junior school.

The school is divided into Upper, Middle.

and Lower, the TUpper and Middle being
divided into Classical and Modern sides.

The classics are given special prominence
in the course of studies, except on the
Modern .side, where Latin is omitted, and
chemistry, bookkeeping, and shorthand are
substituted. . Although the school is sup-
ported by Nonconformrists, its religious in-
struction is unsectarian. There are scholar-
ship? to the universities, and to the school
itself.

In the Great War 200 Old Boys gave up
their lives, and they are commemorated by
a Gate of Honour.



Editorial Office,
Study C,
_ St. Frank’s.
-~ My dear Chums, ' '
I ‘hope you were -quite satisfied with the
way Archic edited the Mag. last -week. The
poor chappie was quite worn out by ‘the
time the last -page was put to bed. In
fact, he was not long in taking refuge in the
good - old dreamless himself, and, according
to Phipps, he slept the full round of the
clock, and a bit more, before he could be
roused to wakefulness again. On the whole,
it was not such a bad numbcer, considering
that this was Archie’s first attempt at
editing:

THE EFFECT ON THE MAG.

Archie, of course, is full of apologies for
some of the stuff bearing his name. But

-

then the Genial Ass is such a ridiculously

modest chap, and there is really no need
for apolog:es. His Archivian humour is
just what the fellows wanted. Further-
more, ‘his services to the Mag. in relieving
me of the task of looking after it last week,
has resulted in my being able to give all
my time and attention to working out some
first-c’ass new features.

SOME BRIILIANT NEW I[DEAS.

For some weeks past I have felt the
desirability of procuring more new talent
for the Mag.; to open my columns to
several new contributors, and to retain
only the most popular of existing features.
It is not because any of my chums have
complained that I am making these changes,
" Indeed, every letter I receive from readers
is full of praise for the Mag. My object,
as it has always been, is to try to do
better still. I doubt whether perfection

can be reached in anything; there is always ¢

3

o

author.

-Frank’s

illustrious
enthusiastic about it,

‘thing by the School Pessimist.

room for improvement. Anyhow, the Old
Mag. is to be enriched next week by some
capita! ideas, some of which I will tell you
about further on. '

A ST. FRANK’'S DIARY.

" ‘One of the new contributors sent me a
_story,

which, although exceedingly well
written, was not the type of story for us.

It satisfied me as to his abhility as a- writer,

but what really attracted my attention was
his name. It was Pepys! I had heard of
him before, of course, but not as an
The name suggested an idea. I
thought, why not a diary of events at St.
by Pepys, in the style of his
namesake? Pepys was most
and brought me-in
some copy on the following day. I could
not have wished for anything better, and I
know you will like it when you read it in
the Mag. next week.

JOSH CUTTLE AGAIN,

It 's a long time since we published any-
The Dismal
Doorkeeper of St. Frank’s is always amus-®
ing. Look out for his “POTTLD PESSI-
MISM °? next week!

OTHER FEATURES.

In cheery contrast to the above, Bocls
is contributing a tonic talk, Lord Dorrimore
writes on Big Game Hunting; Historicus
—his name is purposely withheld—on
“ ADDLED ANCESTRY,”> and even Tubhbs,
our popular messenger-boy, is doing his
whack. The whole number will be profusely
illustrated with brand-new sketches drawn
in the most killingly humorous fashion,

Always yours,
NIPPER.
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Correspondence Answered by Uncle Edward

SECTION 1.—REPLIES TO SCHOOL in this scction. Address your letters or

READERS. postcards to UNCLE EDWARD, c¢/o The

. Editor, The NEeLsox LEg LiBrAnry, The

BRAI\*WAV (College House.)—Your { Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect, Londown,
suggestion that Handforth should go | E.C.4.—UNCLE EDWARD.)

in for swora swallowing in order to pro-

WOULD-BE AUTHOR.—Is it

vide a mnew _thrill for the circus, is{ ARCHIE GLENTHORNE 1I, TORRINGTON.
mtcrestln‘g¢ I told Handforth about it, —Sorry to Lave kept you waiting since
but he is very much afraid that his last week, but now I'll make up for it

time is fully occupied by more important
matters. Besides, I don’t think I should
like to swallow swords, anyhow.

dificull to
write humorous stories? 1 am sorry
1 can't give you an answer to this
question, as I have had no experience.
All my sto-ies are serious and thrilling,
and I wouldn't waste time on writing
a lot of rubbishy comic stuff.

suggestion that armchairs should be pro-
vided in tbe Form-room. ‘When at
Iessons, everybody should confine himself
to hard work. 1 counsider the Form-roomn
scats.are too comfortable as it is.

LEMON.—It’'s a pity
sensible questions, you young idiot.
Everybody knows that kippers and
bloaters are two totally different fish.
I should think you could tell that by
th2 flavour!

ACHES AND PAINS.—You are quite right.

In a fine, wecll-appointed class like St.
Frank's, it is high timc that some reforin
was made in the class-rooms, and more
comfort provided for the fellows. I will
du everything I can to push this matter
on.

" SECTION 2.—REPLIES TO GENERAL

READERS.

(Note. Readers of the Neisoy LEE

LiBRARY can writc to me, and I will reply

A. GLENTHORNE.—T don’t agrec with yours

1
you can't ask

.quarter.

by givin; you a nice long answer.
only assume that you belong to Torring-
ton, because of the postmark on your
letter, but that’'s a detail. 1It’s like
your bles:ed nerve to call yourself by
Archie’s name. He's pretty wild about
it, I caa tell you, and hc cven went so
far as to say that you've got a bhally
priceless perve. But you mustn’t take
any notice of that, old som. Secretly, 1
believe he's rather honoured. And now
about your lctter. Very pleased to hear
that you like the long stories of our
gencral adventures, and I havec passed
on your congratulations to the right
With regard to the map you
talk about,” I will sce what can be done.
I ought to have mentioned that Nipper
gave me ycur letter to reply to, so
I'm answering it for him. I think it's
quite possible that we'll have anothcr
map of St. Frank’s and district before
long—but don't be impatient if it's
delayed a bit. These things want a Dbit
of getting out. I offered to draw the
whole map, and to put in all the ncw
landinarks, but for some rcason Nipper
choked me off. If you can understand it,
I can’t,

INQUISITIVE.—Your question is so beastly

personal that 1 won't give it the
slightest publicity by answering it. And
I'd like to tell you straight out that I
positively never blush when I meet Miss
Ircne—aud I only punch Church and
BcClure whea they deserve it.

UNCLE EDWARLD.
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ROBLENS * TRAGKET

CHAPTER 1.
SHOTS IN THE STREET.

#y 1'S- no good, Splinter,” sighed the
world-famous incriminator, Trackett

Grim, as he paced up and down his

- private sanctwin. “It's no good at
all! -

“ What’s no good, guv'ner?’’ asked his bright

young .assistant, Splinter, '
. “ Everything’s no good!” snapped Grim
authoritatively. ‘*There are no longer any
cases left in the world which are worth my
attention. As the greatest living in-
criminator, it is natural that I can only
afford to take up cases of the utmost diffi-
culty and danger. There are no more left,
Splinter.” .

Grim lit a huge pipe and clasped his hands
behind him as he paced to and fro across
the sanctum. Then he began to pace to and
fro in the opposite direction.

Splinter had never seen his wonderful
master so despondent. It really seemed as
though there were no more celebrated cases
to investigate, and the young lad gave vent
to a deep, hollow bowl, as though in sym-
pathy with Grim,

“You may well say that,” the detective
grunted, filling another pipe and restlessly
strewing the room with tobacco as he kept
up his pacing to and fro. The fact is,”” he
added, striking match after matceh, “that
there is no more crime left in the weorld,
ma 22

Y00000000000000000D!
Wo00000000000000000D !
Yeeeeececeeeececeeeep!

These extraordinary sounds suddenly smete
upon the atmosphere of Grim’s sanctum.
drim strode recklessly to the window and
thrust out his head.

His young assistant sprang from the chair
in which he had been sitting, and joined him.
An amazing spectacle niet their eyes as they
craned out.

My hat!” gasped Splinter bhreathlessly,

I

]

RN

THE CASE OF THE
BULLET-PROOF MAN !

Being the Account of the Most Extraordin-
ary Case in which the World-famous In-
criminator, Trackett Grim, and his Young
Assistant, Splinter, Were Ever Involved.

By ED. O. HANDFORTH

“Nonsense!’”’ corrected Grim. ¢ Your hat’s
hanging up in the hall.”

Grim was quite right. 1t was,
was liappening in the street below?

All sorts of amazing things! There were
thre%'men in overcoats being pursued by a
giaht!

He w&s a terrific man, who stood over
seven feet high, and he had a black beard,
over two feet long, which completely hid his
face. This huge man was chasing the others
and letting out terrific blows from his fists
as he ran. | ’

Nor was that all!

For hurrying down the road came three
policemen, one of whom was armed with a
rifle.

At the moment
looked out of the

But what

Grim and his assistant
window the giant sud.

‘denly caught hold of one of the men he was

pursuing. With one hand he gripped him
by the collar, while witn the other he dealt
him a tremendous blow on the jaw,

The man fell without a sound. At once
from a doorway sprang a small man who wore
a red moustache. He leapt upnn the giant’s
viectim and hurriedly took something from
the poor chap’s pocket.

It was a small packet, and the man with
the red moustuche put it away inside his
coat. Then he produced a police-whistle,
which he blew sharply. At once there came
the sound of wheels, and a huge pantech-
nicon came dashlng- along the street.

“Great beavens!” muttered Grim, his pipe
falling from his lips with a clatter. “It's a
rcmoval! They’re going to abduct him!{*

But for once in his life thegreatineriminator
WAas wrong. I'or the man with the red
moustache suddenly caught hold of the glant
in his arms and picked him up as though he
had been & baby!

The pantechnicon palled up by the kerb,
and the little man lifted the giant inside!

By tlus time the three policethen had



arrived, and there was a sudden spurt of
flame.

Bang!

The man with the rifle had fired.
bullet sped through the air and hit the giant
on the shoulder!

- Ping!

After striking the 'villain, the bullet
bounced oft and rolled into the gutter at the
side of the street. Quick as lightning the
‘armed policeman fired six more shots. Each
‘one hit the giant—and they all bounced
off into the middle of the road without doing
any damage'

““Great pip!"’ cried Grim.
be bullet-proof!"”

" Before another shot could be fired the
van started to move, and the two crooks in-
side it were disappearing down the street!

“The man must

[ e )

CHAPTER 1I.
TAE RRIGAND OF BERMONDSEY.
ITHOUT waiting to -go downstairs,

' Grim jumped through the window

of his sanctum and alighted in the
C street. He immediately bent over
the still form of the giant's victim. The
man lay on the pavement, breathing deeply.
As Grim bent over him he opened th eyes
and sat up.

¥ Where am 1?” he gasped.

The |

something from your pocket.

“Not in the least!’ Grim replied reassur-
ingly., “But tell me hovw it happened.”

“ Not here—not here,” responded the other,
suddenly standing up.

““Then come inside,’”” invited Grim. I am
a great detective, and I can se¢ there is
something wrong!’’

¢ Wonderful!”’ gasped the man.
been vilely .attacked!”

The threa policemern now approached. But
at a sign from Grim they touched their
helmets and silently strolled away. They
knew who he was, and were content to
leave the baffling mvstery in his hands.

¢ Now, sir,”” said Grim, when the two
were seated in his sanctum and Splinter had
been sent to find a strong glass of lemonade,
“]1 know that you were attacked by a man,
who, from his size, I should deduce was @
glant. After having been laid out by this
fellow, you were robbed of something. In
other words, the giant’s confederate stole

Am I right?”

“JIt’'s amazing, sir!”’ the victim roared, thé
colour flowing bhack into his pale cheeks,
¢“The giant, as you call him, is Black Bolski,

“] have

| the Brigand of Bermondsey. The other man

|

is his confederate, Red Rube. They are the
most desperate thieves on the Continent—and
in Europe also,”” he added thoughtfuly.

“ Aha, aha!” said Grim. “And I can
further deduce that you were robbed of some-
thing very valuable.’

“ Right again!'’
howled the other
““T have been robbed
of my most valuable
papers. What can be
doneg”

‘““Only one thlng,"
Grim replied shortly;
“I must get them
back!”

"Waving aside the
fnan’s gratitude as
though it had been so
much paper, the in-
criminator, = - with
Splinter at his heels,
once more rushed into
the street, not even
giving himself time to
put on his hat.

Once in the road, he
produced from his hlp-
pocket a large
magnifying-glass, Then
he bent down and
appeared to study the
ground intently,

“Good!"”’ he Te-
marked, suddenly

bis private sanctum.

i‘ It's no good, Splinter,’’ sighed the world-famous
incriminator, Trackett Qrim, as he paced up and down
‘¢ It's no good at all 1 **

sl;r:uovhtemnﬂr up,

‘““ Have you
the criminal?”
the clever lad.

found
asked
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““ Yot yet,” returned
Grim; ‘“but I have
found his tracks. Get
out the automobile.
We * will follow the
tracks of the pantech-
nicon,”

Splinter ran off, and
a few seconds later
reappeared at the
wheel of . Grim’s huge
touring -ecar, Grim
stepped in and took
the wheel out of the
lad’s hand,

Then; with one eye
scauning the road
through his glass and
the other fixed
straight ahead, Grim
set off on the des-
perate chase,

“ You see, Splinter,”
he explained, as they
went along, ‘‘this is
the most difficult case’

I have ever been on. -
.Not only do these two
rogues rob the poor
fellow in broad day-
Yight; but” — he

Bang ! The man with the rifle had fired. The bullet
"speod through the air and hit the giant on the shoulder. |
Ping! 6 After striking the villain, the bullet bounced. .

pavsed significantly— o

‘“ibut even when  one of them is shot he:
takes no notiee, That is most extra-
ordinary, In my long experience, even the
greatest villains have always given way
when they have been hit by bullets.”

There was no further time for conversation.
By this time the car had ‘whizzed into the
purlieus of the East End. Grim had followed
the tracks of the pantechnicon and now drew
bp before a great warehouse.,

“Look after the car till I get back,” com-
manded Grim, hopping out.

It was almost dark at this deserted time
of the night, and the incriminator had to
flash his torech hither and thither... "At last
the beams fell on a broken window, through
which Grim was able to crawl. -

Very warily he stepped into an empty rooimn
and along a passage.. Then, coming to a
half-open door, he heard a curious sound.
He peeped through the door, and the sight
that met his eyes almost caused him to
ejaculate. | .

For sitting on a chair was the man with
the red moustache, and at his side was the
Brigand of ‘Bermondsey! But that was not
all, for Red Rube was actually hammering
a nail into the "big shoulder of
Bolski! , | o

He was hitting it hard in with his hammer,
and the Brigand. never uttered a sound.
Grim was so surprised, he nearly dropped his
torch. i
Suddenly he entered -the room and drew :a
Iecvolver out!

~ off and ralled into the gutter.

Black ;

But his training never deserted him.

‘« Hands up!’”’ he said quietly.,

With a shriek, Red Rube turned towards
Grim and flung up his hands, throwing the
hammer out of the window!. Grim quickly
bound the villain with some string .that was
in his pocket. Then he turned his attention
to Black Bolski. : '

The man had never moved. Three times
Grim commanded him to throw up his hands,
hut the scoundrel never obeyed. -Then, losing
his temper, Grim hit him on the head with
his electric .torch. _

With a clang, the villain toppled over
and hit the floor. At once Grim understood
the extraordinary truth.” The man was not
a man at all! He was an automatic figure,
and was made of steel!

The great incriminator felt him all over
and found his surmise was quite correct.
Black Bolski, the Brigand of Bermondsey,
was only a wonderful machine! |

In a secret cupboard in the automaton’s
head Grim found the missing papers. Then,
with his captures, he and Splinter drove oft
to Scotland Yard, where the prisoners were
duly handed over. Needless to-say, Grim was
well paid for his. services, and the .country
ridded for ever from a most dangerous
rogue! .

NEXT WEEK:
“THE CASE OF THE MISSING
MILLIONAIRE | »?

Another Amazing Story of Trackett Grim,
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oW, it chanced that there

behold,
were three students at the cele-

brated College of St. Frank's.
There were more than three
of course, but we are dealing
~with Handforth, and Church, and McClure.
'And the three were Great Chums. Now,
they were in all respects equals, except that
Handforth had more Physical Strength and
more Brute Force in 'his character. And
upon this he did presume to make himsell

N

"Btudenta,

leader, thereby making the same mistake
that many a seeming sensible man. hath
made, namely, of supposing that Bullying

is -
A MARK OF LEADERSHIP.

i And this same Handforth, in addition to
a tendency to lay Violent ‘Hands upon his
chums, had also a Quick Temper, so that
'Church and McClure had to exercise Con-
stant Vigilance, and were hard put to it to
know how to order Their Conduct. And do
would they could not avoid

what they

Strife of Tongue and Bouts of Fisticuffs, |

since their most Innocent Words and acts
were so misconstrued by their leader as to
.appear the <xact Contrary of what they
intended. Thus, acting on his cwn Perverted
-View, he gcnerally

PROCEEDED TO BIFF THEM,

And the Whole School marvelled that
these two chums should take the insults
and blows so patiently. But the proverb
saith that a Worm will Turn. And, behvld,
there came a day when tie two Down-
.trodden Chums did reach that Famous Con-
‘dition which is known throughout the
length and breadth of the land as being
Fed Up. And they did Take Counsel with
each other, and did enter into a Mutual
Compact. And they bound themselves to

{

take Commoa Action against their leader

the very next time he should accuse either
of them wunjustly, or Slosh them

WITHOUT GOOD CAUSE.

. 'And, lo, it came to pass that on the very
day that they entered into this Bond, their
leader had. one of hls PFits of Vlolence, and
did mo3t unreasonably assault McClure,
even going to the length of shoving his
head Up the Chimney.

6 dopp's

-sooth, because Handforth Made

. And after smiting him mightily,

And all this, for-

s Fables

5%0 %/%tc‘}';fté

No. 26. The Fable of the Tyrant

~and the Rebels.

Announce-
ment during the partaking of tea that he
had decided upon a walk to Bellton by way
of the Moor View Schoo!. Whereupon Me-
Clure, speaking for both, did ask Handforth
where they Came In, To which the reply.
was that they

CAME IN NOWHERE.

And this did so rile the Two Chums that
McClure did make Sarcastic Remarks, with

the drastic result aforementioned. And,
behold, Iater, after certain cleansing
operatlons had been performed, the In-

dignant Pair demanded of Handforth who
elected him leader, and McClure did tell
him that he could Jolh well go for a walk
by himself, and that for their part they
jolly well intended to stay in and do their
prep. Thereupon, the redoubtable Hand-
forth, taking off his jacket and rolling up
his sleeves, prepared for

DIRTY WORK AT THE CROSS ROADS.

But, acting upon their Bond, Church and
McClure did Arise. And they sprang upon
their tormentor, and did Present HMim with
that Order which is known as The Push.
they did
deposit him, in no Gentle Way, outside the
study door, in the passage. And. behold,
they Locked the Door and barred it, and
did proceed with their prep. And to all
Handforth's appeals and threats they
turned not one Deaf Ear, but four Deaf
Ears. And to  his amazement, he found

himself
BARRED OUT.

And, lo and behold, towards bed-time the
once Arrogant Leader did humbly beseech
entrance by the Window, asking for for-
giveness, and vowing that in future he
would seek to lead only by Reason and
Persuasion. Whereupon the Victors did
give him erctrance, and they shook hands
all round, and the former Good Relations
were restored, to their Great Joy and Con-

. tent.

MORAL: 'TIS EXCELLENT TO HAVE A
GIANT'S STRENGTH, BUT TYRANNOUS
TO USE IT LIKE A GIANT.
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THE VILLAENS OF
'~ BELLTON WOOD!
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‘ LUNPY BILL’S ©’ NEWS!

HE spring sunshine was glorious,

It was Wednesday aftprnoon, and

Bob ‘Christine and his two chums,

Yorkzs and Talmadge, of the College

House, had decided to.go down to the

village on a little shopping  expedition—

owing to the.fact that Christine had just

received a somewhat generous * tip” from
an uncle in London.

" All three juniors’ were in ‘the. best . of

spirits as they turned out of the. Triangle

into Bellton-Lane,-and there was a smile of-

satisfaction on Yorke’s face.

“Our luck’s in, my “hearties!” he
exclaimed, with a chuckle. * The econtribu-
tion fram that tnele - of - yours, Bob, has
come in the nick of time! Instead of
rc¢turning to an empty hoard at tea-time, we
shall be able to sit down to a slap-up, gilt-
edged repast!”

‘“ Oh, rather!”’ agreed Christine. *“1It’s a
funny thing, but I've always noticed that
just when thmos look blackest something
always turns up to save the situation! Ten
minutes ago {he three of us couldn’t raise
more than fourpence-ha’penny! But now—
Hallo! Look what’s coming!”’

He nodded up the road as he spoke, and
the three Removites saw a swiftly running
figure a short distance ahead. It was that
of 2 roughly-clad youth, and he was hurry-
ing towards them as fast as he could pelt.

“Why, it’s Lumpy Bill!” said Christine,
vith a grin. ‘““ Judging hy his speed, I
should say that he's received a pretty hefty
scare!’” _

- ¢ Evidently!” agrced Yorke, with a sniff.
$ 1t doesn’t take very nuch to put the wind
up that bounder!”

Talmadge looked at the flying ﬁﬂme of the
blacksmith’s son keenly.

‘““He seems to be.. more than usually
frightened this time!” he said critically.
“ By Jingo! Bis face is. as white as chalk!”

It was now apparent to the three juniors
that Lumpy Bill was in a great siate' of
agitation, and as he drew. nearer they could
see that his features were working - con-
vulsively. A moment later he almaost flung
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' himseif into their arms, and stood gasplng

for breath.

“ What’s the matter with you, eh 9™
dﬁmair‘;ded Christine sharply. “Seen a
Ob | B

The village youth gulped. '

““ No—no! It’s—it’s worse’n that"’ he
panted frantically. ‘‘ There’s murder goin’
on in Bellton Wood-—"

‘** Murder!” repeated Yorke, lookmﬂ at the
other curiously. ‘ What are you talking
about, you madman?”’

“It's true, I tell ’eet!’” persisted Lumpy
Bill qu1ck1y. *I—I see a terrible feller
threatenin’ a woman with a revolver! She——-
she ’ad a baby wrap l!lJed in a shawl, an’ she
was yellin’ with fright! I’'ve been expectm
to ’ear the shot all the time!" ° .

The College House trio stared at the work-
ing features of the blacksmith’s son with
startled glances, but they soon decided that
he was speaking the truth. There could be
no. doubt whatever that Lumpy Bill’s fright
was the genuine thing, and Christine snapped
his fingers.

“ We'd better look into this, "you echaps!”
he said, turning to his chums gunickly. ¢ This
merchant can’t he spoofing, and it’s quite
evident that he’'s Seen somethmg in the wood
—something which has almost turned his
head with fear!”

Yorke and Talmadge nodded, and set off
with Christine at once—bent upon rescuing
the unfortunate woman with the baby.

—————pgl

IIQ'
THE VILLAINS IN THE WOOD!

{ HIS way!” gasped Lumpy Bill,” as
the quartette reached the stile
leading to the footpath. * The
bloke I saw i3 in the clearin’—

’bout three ’'undred yards from ‘ere!”

The four juniors vaulted over the stile
and pelted for the clearing as fast as they
could go, and came within sight of it in a
very few seconds. As they neared the spot
Christine halted abruptly and pointed. ‘
© “« Bill was right, you chaps!” he sa_ld

L tensely. “Look' There’s the woman——
*“Yes—and there’s the black-bearded chap
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avith the revolver!” put in Yorke quickly.
A4 Great Scott! What shall .we do?”
Christine looked grim.
“Do?”’ he queried.
one thing we can do, you fathead!
must creep up behind that rotter and collar

““ Why, there’s only

him! Come on! We’re three to one, any-
how, and that -ought to be enough! He’s
threatening her again Buck up!”’

Christine’s words- were true, as the juniors
cculd plainly see. Just through the trees
the tense little drama was being enacted—
the frightened woman clutching her baby
frantically, and the black-bearded man scowl-
ing at her vindictively, holding his revolver
within a few inches of her head!

The ‘situation looked . desperate, but
Christine and his chums did not hesitate #ot
one moment. Wilh one accord they dashed
to the rescue—Lumpy Bill remaining in the
!bztlckgrour_ld, too scared to do anything but
stare,

The Removites covered the ground swiftly
and noiselessly, speeding towards the rear
of .the man with the revolver. It was
evident that he had no idea of their proxi-
mity, for he took a threatening step towards
the shivering woman, and growled out a few
hoarse words.

“ Give me that child, woman!”’ he grated
vindictively. ¢ If you don’t hand it over at
the count of three, I shall pull the trigger!
Do you hear?”

The mother cowered, and hugged the baby
more tightly than ever.

matter ? *’ de-
¢t Sean

i What’s the
manded Christine sharply.
a ghost 7'

The village youth gulped.

¢ No—no ! it’'s worse than
that!' he panted frantically.
‘¢ There’'s murder goin’ on in Bell-
ton Wood——"!

We |

“ You—you cowardly -blackguard!’” she
screamed. ‘I will never allow you to take
my baby from me! You shall kill me first!”’

The bearded man uttered a fierce growl
and thrust the revolver forward. g

““ All right!” he grunted. * Your death
will be upon your own head! But I am in
earnest, mind! At the count of three I shall
fire! One—two—th—--"

Before the scoundrel could utter another
syllable Christine and Co. were upon him.
The three juniors simply hurled themselves
upon the ruffian simultaneously, and bore
him to the ‘ground before he had a chance
to even turn, - His revolver went flying into
the grass, and the bearded man crumpled
up with scarcely a moan.

‘“Got him!” said Talmadge
‘““ Collared him heautifully!”

“Yes; we've got him all right!” gasped
Christine. ‘ But we must take care to keep
him down! Thank goodness his revolver’s
gone!”’

‘“ Jolly
thing!"’

excitedly.

reat capture, if you ask me any-
said Yorke, sitting down on une
prisoner’s legs ‘heavily. “Jt’'s no good
struggling , you rotter — vou're fairly
cornered!” he added, addressing his remarks
t> the: captive. ‘‘ By jingo! We’'ll teac
you to murder a defenceless woman A

Lumpy Bill, from the edge of the clearing,
suddenly let out a yell of fear.

“ Look out!" he bawled, in a gasping voice.

““ There's a lot more o' the crooks comin’—

1

pals o' the other bloke, I reckon
Christine and his chums turned quickly;

{ but they were too late.

At least eight desperate-looking ruffians
appeared as if from rowhere, and flung
themselves at the dauntless ¢rio in a trice.
The Removites were roughly pulled from the
black-bearded man’s prostrate form and
quickly roped together. The gang of villains
scarcely uttered a word, but carried out
their task with silent, grim determination.

Within two minutes Christine,. Yorke and
Talmadge were securely trussed up, and

| carried to a grassy bank near by, where they

were unceremoniously flung in a heap. For-
tunately they were not blindfolded, and they
were able to watch the remainder of the
strange proceedings.

‘The black-bearded man, having straight-
ened his clothing, recovered his revolver.
Then, with the same vindiciive scowl on his
forbidding features, he advanced upon the
frichtened wcman agaln, obviously intent
upon carrying cuf his murderous intentions
as if no interruption had occurred.

‘“ Now, then, hand over that baby!” he

grated, in a voice of thunder. “ Do you
hear me? This is vour last chance! One—

two—three!” :

Bang! .

The weapon went off with a tremendous
report, and Christine and Co. shuddered as
they saw the unfortunate woman fling up
her hands and fall to the ground—the baby
to the with a siokening

thudding grass
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erash. It was all over
in a moment, and the
black-hearded man ran
forward and picked up
the child. He bestowed
one venomous glance at
the dead womap, and
then hurried away.

Christine looked at his
two chums dumbly, too
dazed to speak. In
spite of their efforts the
murder had taken place
—before their very eyes!
Itrwas too ghastly!

Then suddenly a
youthful voice broke
through the woods.

*“0Oh, great!’ caid
the voice. ‘‘ Couldn’t be
hetter, old man!”

Christine and Co,

blinked in amazement—
for tkey had recognised
the voice instantly. It
was unmistakably that
of the leader of the

* Contmoners ”” of the
River House School,

Two minutes later the

"The three iunioré simply hurled themselves hpon
- the rufiian simultaneously, and bore him to the
.ground before he had a chance to turn. :

gang of villains was
crowding round

the ' .
three trussed-up Removites, and all of them
were chuckling gleefully.:

‘““ Sorry to treat you so roughly!”’ said one

of them cheerily.
fault, you know!"

Christine gulped. ,

*“ Brewster!” he exclaimed. * Well, I'm
jiggered! You—you spoofing Dblighter!
What’s the idea of all this rot, eh?”

‘““ Oh, just a little enterprise of our own,
old man!” said Hal Brewster lightly. ‘' You
and your pals jolly nearly kyboshed. the
whole stunt-—but by collaring you as we did
we just managed to save the situation!”

““ The which?’ asked Christine. *‘* What
are you talking about, you fathead?”

_Brewster and his fellow ‘ villains”
chuckled.

** Well, ycu see, we’ve just been  shooting’
a particularly dramatic incident in our super-
film!’’ he explained. ‘ We thought it would
be a good idea to produce a film of our own,
and we’ve got a camera and all the rest of
it among the trces, in full working order!
The photo-play is goinz to be a terriflc
success, and we couldn’t have you chaps
butt in and ruin everything, could we?”
"Christine and Co. smiled three sickly
sniiles,

“We had an idea that Lumpy Bill might
stir up trouble,” went on Brewster, * for
we knew that he had seen our *‘ murder’
being enacted. © So we ‘prepared to receive
intruders, and we bound ycu up until the
scene was taken! The light’s getting weaker
every minute now, and we simply had to

‘““But it was your own

——
.‘-.‘-

finish this afternoon! ' Hope you won't feel

particularly nettled about it! After all, it
was your own silly doing—you shouldn’t
have butted in!*

Christine nodded.

“ Oh, don’t mention it!” he said, with a
weak grin. ‘* But I must say your make-ups
are terrific! You look like a set of East
End hooligans!’* :

“0Of course!” said Brewster. ** When
you’re working with a camera you’ve got to
be thundering particular, I can tell. you!
We’ve got our machine concealed in the
bushes; but I'll- bet it’s taken every detrail
perfectly. You wait until you see the film,

‘that’s alll” -

A few moments iater Christine and Co.
were unbound and taking leave of their
River House rivals. There was no ill-feeling
whatever on either side—but the trio of
Study Q in the College House could see no
trace of Lumpy Bill.

He bhad completely vanished—which, per-
haps, was just as well.

THE END.

J—

Coming Next Week !

TUBBS ON THE TUB!
PEEPS INTO PEPYS’' DIARY!
POTTED PESSIMISM

} and many other nets attractions. |
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CRICKET HINTS.——BowIing-

be)
taught, but which must be acquired.
In cricket you are either a bowler, or

OWLING is an art that cannot

‘You are not a bowler.

" There is no middle course. The boy with-
out any aptitude for bowling will never be a
bowler, try as he may. He may learn, in
the fullness of time, to pitch a -straight
ball, but that is not bowling, as bowling
i3 reconmsed Bowling is a science. in it-
self——perhaps the most difficult of aIl cncket
sciences.
| Yet even a “born  bowler cannot grip
leather for the first time and hope to send
the wickets skittiing. e requires tultlon
in the same way a$ the “‘born’’ musician
must master _
musi¢c before gring on to play. And he can
only do this by great perseverance and con-
- stant practice.

. Therefore it is to fhe cricketer with a
natural aptltude for bowling that I am
addressing this article.

In the first place, let me give you a
warning. Don’t overdo practice, for this
is as ruinous to cultivating a good style in
bowling as anything can be. Take Yyour
bowling steadily at first, sending down a
few balls, and having a rest or change before
taking up the leather again. The elasticity
of the muscles should at all costs be pre-
served, and you can only do this by giving
them work which is not likely to tire, and
therefore afterwards stiffen them.

The style of bowling you adopt will be
perfected with practice. That is a matter
which you, and you alone, must discover
for yourself. Cultivate a good length, and
don't run away—as many Yyoungsters do—
with the idea that sheer physical force will
bring you success, because it womr't. Balls
with “brawn ”” behind them are balls a
good batsman laughs at and wallops—if
they don’t go over his head or knock his
knee or elbow out of joint.

I don’t want you to imagine that by
writing in this strain I am trying to deride
fast bowlers. I am not, A fast bowler—a
-real, scientific fast merchant, that is—will
-tell you that is it not the force with which

-rather the knack of twist
~as it leaves it.

the.

the elementary principles of’

,// / //,,/

I!J"na-_’:%f/l : m ___

he delivers the ball that ?westtt Sptetfdl bug
ng it in the han

In your practice, first aim for direction;
try slow balls, medium, and fast, and when
you have discovered which of these suit you
best, then cultivate length, for on a good
length the -success of bowling - mainly
depends

-1 do not suggest that in matches You
should always stick to one length, for a
good batsman, once he has got your measure,
will be able  to play you easnly In cases
of this sort you must vary your length, of
course, and make your balls break at dif-
ferent angles and in different places. I
suggest cultivating one certain length, just
as a basis on which to build up your style.

To be a good bowler, you must be capable
of altering your length, your style, and
everything. If you are a ‘fast ” man, and
the batsman has you ¢ weighed up,” and
has become accustomed to hitting your fast
deliveries, a slow, trundling ball, or even-
a medium-paced ball, will probably take him
by surprise. There is nothing so disturbing
as the unexpected, and it is by this ability
to change pace and style at will that so
many of our best bowlers depend for
success. \

Don't be discouraged if at first you find
Your bowling hit. You can't expect to
jump into the front rank of bowlers right
away, and every bowler of note on earth has
had the " mortification of seeing his balls
clouted all over the place at his first
attempt.

If it is only at practice that you are hit
—and it is unlikely that your captain will
put you on until you have developed a bit
—then grin and bear it, tor, after all, it
is one of the best thmfrs in the world for
you, Until you find your feet—or arm—
don’t indulge in fancy stuff, as this is likely
to crab your delivery at the outset.

Don’t hold the ball too long before let-
ting it go;.on the other hand, ‘don't release
it too soon. You will usually find that the
right moment to let the leather go is when
yvour arm has made its sweep, and Is shghth



in advance of the head. This, too, is another
lesson that can only come with experience.
I hope this article will help you. I have
given you no hard-and-fast rules to follow,
. because, frankly, I do not believe that any

Ratd-and-fast” rinles 7bo“lmfr can be-

made, in spite of e\erythmg that has been
written and said to the contrary.

~I'requently 1 deride the saying that foot
ballers and cricketers are born—not made—
for :-I hold that any boy possessing a liking

for- either 'game, the physique  and the_
brain,' will make a good ‘player. Bowlinig

‘s the only science in whwh I do not adhere
to this.view, for from personal experience I
l.iiow that bowlera are “born.”

So if you discover that you are not cut
out for a bowler, drop it, and concentrate
on some other department of the game.

This temporarily concludes my cricket
chats. A number of readers have lately
‘written for ‘advice on boxing, and, therefore,
another week I hope to commence a new
series, dealing with the noble art and science
" of self defence When you want more cricket
antlcles write and tell me. You shall have
"em, I promise you! '

And by the way, what about that letter?
Don’t forget I am here to help you, and
that I want to hear from you.

SAY, STRANG‘ER'!
Hev yo' seen ;his week’s
ﬁ’ | specia ~

'WILD WEST

'ROCKET ?

Nope? Then hit the trail -

right now and get it. Full
o pep stories and articles
of the great Wild West
that'll shore kep yo’ thrilled
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