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And there we were, standing in the stationary car, staring at the great

ornamer_ al frontage to the big tent.
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the whole of Bannington will flock to see it.

properly. ‘They are going to buy up a real circus, lock, stock, and barrel.
For sheer humour and thrills, this series will take a lot of beating. Just

read this story and see for yourself,

THE OPENING STORY OF A GRAND
NEW SERIES OF THE BOYS OF ST.
FRANK’S AND HOW THEY COME TO

RUN A CIRCUS.

| 3 - You may have read circus stories before
" and found them very entertaining, but as
far as St. Frank’s is concerned the Author
has hit on something guite original. Con-
sidering the amount of talent available at
St. Frank’s, it is a wonder that we have
not attempted a circus series until now.
- What with Handy and Co., the Onions
Brothers, Fatty Little, Pitt, Archie, and
a few others, they will only need a few ele-
phants, a tame lion, and ring horses, and

But they are going to do it

- THE EDITOR.

The Narrative Related by Nipper and Set Down by E. Searles Brooks

CHAPTER L
ARCHIE’S FAIR CALLER!

L UNG!” said Handforth triumphantly.
““ Here, hold on—" :
“Rats! I want that Green
Dragon!” said Handforth. “I've
just punged it, and it's mine! I know what
I'm up to!” - :

““But, dear old gooseberry, you absolutely
can't do it!” put in Archie Glenthorne
mildly. “I’'ll admit that you're entitled to
chow, but when it comes to punging,
absolutely not!” ‘

“PDo you think I'm dotty?” demanded
Handforth. “I’ve got- three East 3#Vinds
Lere, and four Bamboos, and now you're
trying to do me out of that Green Dragon!

What am I going to do with these Bamboos, |

anyhow?”’

- TLooks as
boozled!”” said Reggie Pitt blandly.

" Handforth jumped 'up, and the fable

rocked. - B L
“Mah Jongg!” he sald contemptuously.

Call it a game? Nothing but a lot of

tosh! All this silly business about punging
and chowing! Whoever heard of such
Ppifite?”?

I grinned,

“1 thought it was coming,” I said, with a
X N

if you’re going to be bam-,

‘chuckle. “The game of Mah Jongg is only
suitable for people with patience. 1 knew ‘it
was no good trying to teach Handy I sup-
ploge we'd better be thinking about bed,
el-.},'.' : "

“The scheme,” observed Archie, yawning,
“ig fruity!” _ _

There were four of us at the little table,-
and the hour was not far from midnight.
This, alone, is quife sufficient evidence to
show that we were not at St. Frank's. :

As a matter of fact, the scene was the

cosy little morning-room in Sir Edward
Handforth’s London house., And the Easter
holidays were approaching their end.
Before many days had. elapsed we should
all be returning 'to St. Frank’s for the
new term. - -
We had heard that the old school was
practically itself again, after the recent
stirring adventures and battles with Mr.
William K. Smith and his ruffians. The big
encampment known as Cyclone City, in fact,
was rapidly becoming a thing of the past.

Handforth had asked a few of us to spend
an evening at his pater’s place, and we had
gladly agreed to the proposal. Church and
McClure, Handforth minor, Tregellis-West,
and a few others had gone out to a theatre,
and would return to their respective homes,
only Willy returning. Archie and Pitt and



't were staying the night at Handforth's “ Well, anyhow, she .asked for you!”? said

place—being too lazy to go home. Handforth, ¢ 8She’s waiting in ‘the hall—
Handforth glanced at the clock, and | you'd hetter go and speak to her, Archiet

grunted, _ | I expect it’s some sccret out of your hilack
‘““Where’s that young bounder, Willy?* | past!”

he demanded, glaring at Archie. * What’s

he mean by staying out till this time of
night?” :

. **Pash it all! Don’t blame me, old lagd!”
protested Archie. I mean, there’s no
necessity to give me the frozen optie. I'm
Gashed glad that I'm not responsmle for
Willy’s actions.”

“I'l bet he’s
Mandforth sourly,

gorging somewhere!” said
“1 suppose they went

{

info a giddy restaurant after the theatre, or

somewhere, and the greedy young heggar
will come home fairly glistening with that
over-fed appearance! Never knew such a
- ghatton——*?

“ There goes the bell!’”” put in Reggie tht
languidly.

Handforth stalked out into the spacious,

hall, and just forestalled the butler, who
was on the point of opening the main
door. Handforth flung it wide, and glared.

“ Now, you young rotter!” he- snorted.
“ What have you got to say for yourseli?
I'm going to flatten your giddy nose—
I—I mean—"

]Ia.xdfori,h turned. furiously hot, and he
had a curious desire to emulate thé example
of a magician he had seen recently, and
vanish through the mat.. For instead of
his . younger brother being on the step, he
beheld a singularly attractive young lady.

£ I—I beg your pardon, miss !’ he gasped.
“T—1 thought it was my young brother.
awfully sorry! I—I didn't mean—"

“Oh, it’s ull right, sir,” said the ginl,
smiling, “Can you tell me if Master Glen-
thorne is here?”

«“ Avchie? Yes, of course,” said Handforth
hastily, Please come in! I'l go -and
fetch him! Take a chair, miss—sit down,
you kpnow! Shanp be two ticks!”

Still horribly confused, Handforth backed
away, knocked over a couple of vases, and
finally fled into the morning-room. The red
appearance of his face at once attracted our
.attention.

S Hallo!”
pened ?27?

“I—I thought it was W illy, you know!”
gasped Handforth. ‘“And instead of Willy
it was a 301!} pretty girl! And I told her
I was going to flatten her nose! 1t’s—it’s
Archie’s lLest glrl”’

Archie Glenthorne went ratlier pale.

“0Oh, come!” he protested feebly. <1
mean 1o say, come! Dash it all, old gar-
goyle, this is somewhat steep, if you grasp
what I mean! As a matter of fact, I
haven’t got a hest girl! And, in any case,

sznd Reggie. ¢ What’s hap-

it's a fnghlfnlly late hour for young ladies.

to be hovering about, as it were.”

| Handforth grufily.
a real girl!

‘He came to a halt..

Phipps.
| mark concerning a telegram, what?”

Archie pulled himscH together,
us an appealing look.

_ “NXipper, old companion!”
* Perhaps you——"

“ Nothing doing!” I said firmly. “ You're
not, roing to mix me up in any of your en-
tanglementﬂ, Archie! P’'m surprised at yon!
I never suspected yow had this trait in )our
character!”

Archie gave a

and gave

he pleaded.

kind of hollow moan,

‘managed to pull himself fairly upright, and

he strode out like a martyr going to the.
lions. But he had only taken two steps in
the hall whes all his confusion vamished.
. and an expression of
relief replaced the glassy look in his eyes.

‘““ What-ho!” he echirruped. “ Norah!
Absolutely! I must confess, Norah, old
girl, that you ‘absolutely shoved the wind up
me in vast humvicanes! 'What, to be pre-
cise, is the idea behind all this?*

“Mr. Dingle sent me, sir,” said the girl
respectfully. " “The telegmm came - about
half an hour ago, and as it’s Button’s even-
ing out, Mr. Dingle sent me at once—he
thought it might be important.”

‘““ Ah, dear old Dingle,” said -Archie reminis-
cently ““ A priceless lad, when you come
to consider it., The dear, pm'tly old bird who
buttles so rlpplngly for the pater.. In his
way, Din%e is absolutely as brmny as .old

ut you made some passing re-

It must be confessed that Handforth and
Pitt and 1 were . waiting just inside the
morning-room, listening. After all, there

.was nothing private about it, and we were
"keen to know who Archie’s fair visitor might
be,

We grinmed at one another now.

“Only a giddy maid-servant!’”” whispered
~“And T thought she wis
Blessed it you can tell maid-
servants from ladies now-a-days! She’s all
Elres‘s;ad up nice, - and looks jolly pretty,
oo¥ '

Handforth felt somewhat aggrieved. It
he had known from the start that Norah
was merely one of the maids in Colonel
Glenthorne’s London house, he might not
have been so confused.

Outside in the hall, Archie took.a tele-
gram from the girl, and gazed at it wonder-
ingly. It was addressed to ° Archibald
Glenthorne,” and was obviously intended.
for his own hands.

“From the pater, I expect,”” he murmured.
“Dash it! What a bore! It’'s.a bit thick.
when_the old bay starts sending telegrams
at this bally hour! Stand by, Norah, old
girl, and the young maater w1ll peruse the
jolly old wire!” - . :
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THE RACE THROUGH THE NIGHT!

‘4 RCHIE GLEN-
THORNE lost his im-
patient look almost

at once. IHe gazed
at the  telegraph  form
anxiously and in alarm. His
expression had become keen

“This 18

and alert.

“0Oh, 1 say!” he exclaimed.
absolutely frightful!” ; .

«“Bad news, Master Archie?” asked Noral,
with concern. .

«« Ahsolutely!” said Archie. ¢ Oddslife!

The poor old pater appears to have heen
under a bally 'bus, or something! This is
positively ghastly! I've got to fly—fly to
the dear old lad’s side!”
"~ Norah, with much anxiety, took the tele-
gram that Archie hahded to her. And there
wag every reason for liis perturbation, For
“the telegram ran as follows:

¢ Your father knocked down by omnibus.
Fear seriously injured. Unconscious. Come
at once.—WHITCOMBE.” .

«Oh, dear!” exclaimed the girl. < Oh,
Master Archie!” '

Handforth blundered out of the morning.
room into the hall, and we followed. The
expressions on the faces of Archie and the
girl were-so. grave that we were all very
concerned. i
~ “Bad news, old man?” I asked quickly.
- € You weren’t serious when you said that
Colenel Glenthorne had been knocked down,
were you?”?

“ Laddie, the old bean refuses to func-
tion,” said Archie huskily. “I don't know
what to do! This—this poisonous blow has
whizzed out of the offing like one of Handy’'s
upper-cuts, and it’s absolutely bowled me
over!” _

I took the telegram, and read it swiftly,
Handforth and Reggie Pitt leaning over
while I did so. I looked up.

“When did this come?” 1 asked, turning
to Norah. . _

““ About half an hour ago, sir,” replied
the pgirl. \

I thought rapidly. The telegram had been
sent by Dr. Whitcombe, of Bannington. The
-message, although exceedingly brief, was
nevertheless eloquent. . o

Archie's father had been knocked down by
a motor omnibus—presumably in the High
Street—and had been taken into Dr. Whit-
combe’s surgery.

And the medical man, knowing Archie to

be away from Glenthorne Manor, had in-
stantly wircd to the colonel's
address. For Archie's pater was a very rich
man, and kept two establishments going
constantly--his ‘country seat, and his town
residence. |

It was undoubtedly smart of Dingle, the
butler, to send the telegram so promptly,

TEE Lnany g

 but I was mather at a loss. I could easily

““The last train’s

‘sorts of delays,” I

“serious it is, don't you?

London-

-

understand why Archie mself -+ was 8o
flabbergasted. 1 glanced at my watch.

“Ten minutes to twelve!” 1 murmured.
gone hours ago., I'm
afraid you'll have to leave it till the morn-
ing, Archie—" _

“ Imposs., laddie—absolutely imposs.!”
broke in Archie, his voice hearse and
strained. * I've got to rush to tiie dear old
pater’s side. - I mcan, dash it, he may be
frightfully smashed about. After all, when
a chap gets under a ’'bus, you know, it’s
a pretty foul proposition. And to think
that the pater wvas knocked down L

IIe broke off, his voice tragic. :

“I know!” said Handforth excitedly., <A
special train!” K

Archie's eyes gleamed.

“By gad, yes!” hLe exclaimed. < That, I
mean, is a dashed brain-wave! But—but
how do we arrange ahout these things? Do
we just whizz to Victoria, and order one,
like a taxi?”

“That won't do,” I broke in.
hundreds of pounds—-’

“ Expense, dear old soul, is nothing!”

“Yes, but apart from that, there’d be ali
went on. “Over an
hour would be wasted before the train could
be ready. And by that time the dhr will

“Tt'll cost

'be half-way to Bannington.”

“The car?” said Archie, repeating the only
word he had heard,

“The guv'nor’s racer,” 1 explained. *1I've
got it outside, in the garage.”

“Bravo!”’ said Reg.;gis Pitt. ¢ That's the
smartest wheeze yet! If we start at once,
Nipper, how long will it take to get to
Glenthorne Manor?” :

“ Three hours, at the most,” I replied.
“By breaking a few speed records, we'll do
it in two and a half!** ‘ :

“ Quicker than the train,” said Handforth.

Archie looked at me with excitement and
anxiety. k

“It's frightfully decent of you, old lad,”
he said gratefully., “Buft you know how
1 am dashed if

I like bothering you a

““Don't be an ass!?’ I interrupted crisply.
““Get your things on--and make haste.
Reggie, have my coat and cap ready, please.
I'll. have the car round here in less than
two minutes!” : :

‘The next second I had gone, and it only
took me a few moments to reach the ganage,
where I made sure that the big racing car
was well filled with petrol and oil, and
ready for the road. -

Nelson Lee was away in the Midlands, and
so I had been able to use the car just as
I liked. And I realised how handy it would
now be. By three o'clock, at the latest,
we would be at Glentherne Manor.

I brought the car round to the front
drive, and found three figures waiting—in
overcoats »nd mufflers and oaps. For
although Spring had practically come, the
night was clear and inclined to be frosty.



“ What's this?” I said. < All coming??
““Dear old bhoy, I insisted,”. said Archie.
[ shall be frightfully worried all thc way

1

down, and I want you fellows to rally
roind, as it were. I mean, this is a time
when o chappie requires his pz-.ls flowing |

rouud Ium "

“You've got room; haven't you?” asked
Rewue

“t Rcom for six, at a pmch 2 1 replied
crisply. Jump in!” |

The guv'ner’s powerful racer was fitted
- with a rakish looking body which was far
more commodious than appearances led ope
- to believe. There was ample room for three
in the front seat, and there was a kind of
dickey in the rcar which provided easy
accommodation for twe.-. :

“I'll. go .behind,” said Pitt
“ And doa’t waste—’

“ Halo! What's all this?*”
voice. “Well, I'm jiggered!
chaps think you’re doing??

Willy Handforth loomed up from the gate-
way, having just emerged from a taxicab
with all the assuraunce “of an elderly club-
man. He had, in fact, had a heated argu-
ment with the taxi-driver over 2 disputed
.‘,:\pence

*Go indoors, Willy, and get to bed'” said
Handforth, u]aun"

‘promptly.

came a new
What do Yyou

“ Not l:kel) 9 snerted Wli]} LR yuu-rc-
off for a spree—* _
“There’s no spreec abhout it,”? I inter-
rupted, taking him by +the shoulder.

“ Archie’s pater has becn badly injured, and
we’re taking Archic down to Glenthorne
Manor to the Colonel’s bedside, Don’t delay
us; there's a good chap!™
Willy was serious in a moment.
"I say, can 1 come?” he asked eagerly.
“Ie might as well,” said Pitt. ‘“He can
keep me company belund here.”

T didn’t arguc—and, for a wonder, nenther__

did  Handforth.
well, that the sitwation was too tense for
any unnecessary  delays.
was that any of - the fellows were coming
at all—for the bigger the load, the less the
speed, However, it Wwas hardly a matter
of life and death, although serious enough.
And I should be able to get enough speed,
even fully loaded up.

We staried at once, for Willy was alrcady
overcoated and muffled, and he climbed into
the dickey seat with Pitt. We roared out
of the short drive,
glimpse of Norah discussing the situation
with Sir Edward’s butler.

At this hour London was practically
empty. aud we were soont roaring through
thc_ South-Western suburbs on the main
auildford and Portsmouth road—going by
way of Putney, Kingston, Esher and out
into the open country beyoud.

We passed through Guildford fairly
sedately, but had been roaring along at well
over fifty miles an hour at-times, The car

was enormously powerful, dud ‘purred over
thie smooth roud superbly. -

Perhaps he redlised full

My only. regret

and just had a last;

._.-..---'-

Once past Guildford, we rushed on again
through -the dark, starlit night. It was
clear and hue, and except for the grave
nature of our mission, we should hd\t.
enjoyed the trip lmmensely

“ Helmford next,”” remarked Handforth
after we had pd$b6d a number of small vil-
lages, and had left the Portsmouth road.
*““We'll be there in just over an hour, 1'll
bet—at Glenthorne Mauor, I mean.”

“ Under -an hour,” I said shortly.

In due course we came within sight. of
the  twinkling lights of Helmford—the ‘last
big- town before rcaching Bannington. We
had just passed over a high ridge of the
Downs, and Helmford lay below, spread out
in front of U8, with myriads of points of

light,
%" Hallo! 'Wha,ta tlmt?” said Willy Hand-
| forth, pointing. |
“Looks like a fire,” said Pitt., 1 dun't

.8upposerit’s much.”

Oveér to the right of the road, and fal -
away in the valley, a kind of ruddy glow
was flickering amid the surrounding dark-
ness. A few moments later, it was hidden
by an-intervening pateh of woodland.

And we saw nothing of it again until
several miles had been covered, and we
came out from a wooded stretch of sloping
road’ into the Belmford valley. We were
now within a mile or two of the town itself.

And as we turned a bend of the main road
we saw a blaze of lurid fire, and, instince-
tively, I slowed down somewhat. A fire
meant trafiic on the road possibly, and as
we were deing nearly sixty, I thought it
advisable to go easy.

I throttled down until we were gliding
along - at just over thirty, and then we came
right upon the scene of the fire itself.
Strangely enough, the road was still empty
and desolate, and this seemed to indicate

that the fire was a mere trifle—an old bon-

fire, perhaps, fanuned into a blaze by the
strengthening brecze.
. But this wasn’t the casc.

As we sped by a large, open meadow, ‘we
saw a number of tents within—one tent in
particular being of enormous size. Rounyl
about therc were numerons varavans, just
visible in thie gloom of the night. |

But these we hardly noticed. Ownr atten-
tion was concentrated upon one caravan -in
particnlar—a bigger, roomier van which
slood in splendid isolation from the rest.
And the rear end of it was blazing like a
torch!

: W

CHAPTER 11I.
'II{E I‘I{.R‘LTITUDP OF MR. SBIMON SNAYLEY

5 HOA! Bcetter stop,

. hadn't  we?'™ saiid
Handforths CX-

citedly., :

“ Absolutely ! said  Archie.

“ A& minute or two won't

. matter, and there might be
some poor blightcr in perzl here. Gadzooks!



absolutely doomed,
where we get busy,

The dashed caravan is
as it were! This 13
laddies!?”

I had already stopped the car, and we
were standing up, and staring over the short
hedge. As far as we could see, the fire was
quite undiscovered,
about in that encamprment,

€A cireus!” said Willy, with .ainterest. <1
say, the whole place micht blaze up! See
how the sparks are flying towards the
tents?”

We were all puzzled. It seemed extra-
ordinary that nobody had discovered this .
blaze. The big caravan’ was well alight,

for not a soul moved-

“We'd better yeli!” said Handforth.

“No good,’”” I replied crisply. “I1f that
caravan is to be saved, we've got.to get
busy, We can put it out in two minytes.
See that pond? C(Come on! It’s the only
way "

1 didn't pgive the other fellows a chance
to ask what I meant. Leading the way, I
[capt out of the car, and over the low
hedge, und they all came trailing after
me, We arrived at the caravan, and
found that it was in a bad way,

The heat near the rear of it was

About an eighth
end  section—was

fierce.
of the wvan—the entire
alight from top to

Over to the right of the road, a kind of ruddy
A few moments later it was hidden by an intervening

surrounding darkness.
patch of woodland.

glow was flickering amid the

angd positively doomed unless action was
tuken on the instant,

Yet there were plenty of indications that
the camp was inhabited, for we could hear
the Kicking of horses, the movements of
other animals, and in two of the distant
caravans there were faint lights gleaming.

Yet the fire had attracted no attention,
We had the road to ourselves, Further
along there were some cottages, but they
were all dark. Aund, after all, upon due
consideration, I realised that the affair was
not so strange. It was after two o'clock
in the morning, and the whole countryside
was asleep. And this fire had probably
0111.;-'_ started blazing ten or fifteen minutes
earlier,

B

Fortunateiy, the wind was blow-

bottom.
ing away from the muin body. Had it
been  otbherwise, the caravan would un-

doubtedly have been a complete torch by
this time.

The front section, where the shafts were
lying idly in the prass, was quite untouched.
And as there were no hosepipes handy,
there seemed ouly one way to deal with
this conflagration.

“Grab hold!” I
push!”
The others had gathered the idea bv this

time, and they pushed with a will. A
short distance from the spot there was a

said sharply, “And

v muddy locking pond. occupying a corner of



sloped

the meadow. And the ground
slightly down in that direction.

** As she dips in, stand back!” I yelled.

A glance had shown me that the pond
had a fairly steep bank, and nothing could
have been more suitable. The heavy
caravan, gathering speed "as it lumbered
over the g.ass, weut over the edge of the
rond with a beautiful sweep. Flames and
sparks roared out with a tremendous gush,

And then—splash! Hiss! '

'the caravan dropped into the water with
a mighly, surging splash, to be followed
instantly by an almost explosive cloud of
steam. And there the clumsy vehicle
etuek, sagging downwards at the rear, the

voice of a manm, In accents of rage, terror,
and coufusion,

The next moment there was a splinlering
of glass and a small window at the front
end of the caravan—which was now lookiug
skywards-——burst open. The head and
shoulders of a man came pushing through.

‘“Great Scott!™ ejaculated Reggie.

His surprise was shared by all of us.
In our determination to extinguish the
fire we had overlooked the fact that the
caravan might contain ‘a living person. And
this man was eertainly living.

“Help!” gasped the man, his voice thick
and terrified. *I'm blind! 1'm <choked!
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lowver part of the fire extinguished, but
the upper part ctill blazing.

“ Over with her!” yelled Pitt.

Standing on the bank, we heaved at the
front wheels, using- all our strength. And
by a tremendous effort we succeeded in
tipping the caravan eompletely on its end.
There was another tremendous cloud of
steam, and the fire was out—that section
of the caravan being completely immersed.

“Quick work, by George!” said Hand-
forth breathlessly.

He stared at the caravan, for from within
there came the sounds of bumping and
knocking, accompanied by the growling

5

Help me out of this! Hang you, ain’t you
got any zepse? Can’t you see I'm done?’

Handforth and I leapt on to the caravan
from the bank of the pond, and assisted
the man out of the smashed window., At
close quarters, we could see that he was |
fully dressed, and was well-nigh un-
recognisable as a human being. His face was
grimy, his clothing was blackened by soot
—aund we did not Taii to detect the strong
odour of whisky.

“Anybody else there?” I . asked
sharply. | . .

‘““ No—hang yown, no!” grated the fellow.
“You young feels! What in thunder did
you want to tip the vas up for?  I'll have

in



the law on you for this, burn you! Boys,
eh? You ybung pigs—-"
““Here, steady!” I put in grimly. “You

force me to remind you that we've just
saved your life! And the least you can do
is to thank us for saving the caravan.”
The man struggled out of the window,
jumped to the grass, and stood swaying
slightly as he looked round. Evervthmg
was now quite peaceful. “There had still
~been no alarm, and we had thls part of
the fleld to ourselves,

“What about it?"’ asked Anlue anxiously.
“Time to scud off, what?” .

“Yes,” 1 repl:ed “We've sa*.ed this
man’s Iife, and we can’'t do much more,
Better give him a drink of water—he seems

a bit dazed, even now. 1 don't wonder at
Jit, with all that’ smoke. Funny thing he
wasn’t suffocated.”

Pitt had already filled his cap with pond
water, which was the best available. He
"held it oat to the man, who dashed it
to the ground.

“Take that blamed stuff away!”" he
snarled. ¢ Water? I ain't mad yet! And
“don't you. kids go—I want to have a word
with 1&'”

He puiled a flask from his hip pocket
and took two or three skilful guips, proving
himseli to be an expert at this form of
lubrication. I looked at the man with
sudden suspicion.

And 1 came to the conclusion that he
was still suffering from the effects of heavy
drinking. Apparently he had been lying
fully dressed on his bunk—where he had
flung himself wpon lurching info the
caravan. And he had been sprawling there,
stupefied by liquor, unable to realise his
pertl. It had not been the smoke and the
fumes that lLad bemused him, but the drink,.

And the sudden upending of the caravan,
and the clouds of steam, had presumthv
awakened him out of his drunken stupor.
As far ax we could see, he wasn't hurt at
all. He looked a burlv hulking brute of
::1 ng]an with rugged features and prominent
eeth

“I am sorry, but we haven't got time to
stay now,” I said grimly, < We were pass-
ing by, and we saw your caravan on fire.
So we took the only possible means to
extinguish it. If we hadr’'t come along,
ulm \:L:ould have been suffocated, and burnt
alive!”

The man laughed harsh[y.

“Boy, you're mad!” he said hoarsely.
“I'd 'a’ got out all right, without no
interference from you! This 'ere earavan’s
a  wreck now—thanks to. your blamed
foolery burn the whole crowd of ye!”

“ Look here, Mr.—Mr.—”»

““Snayle’s my name!" broke in the ‘man—
“Mr. Simon Snayle!”

“It fits you down t0 the
} remarked Peﬂgte Pitt pointedly.

]

gronnd!”’
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CHAPTER 1V,
"AT COLONEL GLENTHORNE'S BEDSIDE!

R. SIMON SNAYLE
failed to catch the
. _ point,

“You donb seem
to know what you've done!”
he went on, wriggling slightly
as he stood. ¢ Ruined that
" what you've done!  And
I'm the manager—see? I'm the manager
and I'm the boss! That's
me—the boss! And if you give me any
lip, I'll swipe you!”

Archie Glenthorne Jammed his
into his eye.

“Allow me to remark, you pestiferous
blighter, that I regard you with absolute
contempt,” he exclaimed stifly. . These
chappies have saved your life, and all you
can do is to use this fnghtful language!
You're nothing but a bally cad!”

“Let’s go!"” added Reggie- Pitt.

“Go, will vou"” roared Mr. Snayle.
“Not until you've pulled this caravan out

caravan—that's

monocle

of the pond' Come on, blame you! Get

to it, or I'll make you. smart! Thab'

what I'll do! Look lwely, blister you!"
We didn't even demean ourselves by

answering him, JIn spite of his threats
and ravings, we hurried across the meadow
and reached the road. Here we c¢limbed
into the car, and were soon 3peeding away.

““The rotter!”’ said Handforth grufily.
‘“ Another minute, and I'd have biffed him
one! After we'd saved his life too! I'il
bet that circus isn’'t much good “with a
boss like that!’

«“He's several kinds of a beast, but we
can't exactly judge him,” 1 said. “ The
man was obviously half drunk and I don’t
suppose he knew what he was saying. His
mind was too fuddled to realise that we
had saved him from a horrible death. He
saw his caravan overturned, and naturally
accused  us. Later on he'll probably
realise how mueh he is in our debt."

We put the affair from our minds, for
now that it was over it seemed trivial
And we were thinking, too, of our mission—
our journey to Glenthorne Manor. Archie
was far more anxious fthan he allowed us
to see.

In spite of the brief delay, we shot into
the park gates of the Manor shortly after .
two-thirty, anfl saw that several lights
were gleaming [n the windows of the
picturesque old mansion. But even now we
were not certain that Colonel Glenthorne
was here. Perhaps he had becen kept in
Bannington by Dr. Whitcombe. -

As T pulled the ear to a standstill on
the tcrrace, Archie Glenthiorne leapt out,
raced up the steps, and hammered loudly
upon the door-—for it had failed to opcn
in response to his efforts. .

And by the time we. mounted the steps,
too, the great door opened, revealing a
tired.-and sleepy !'noking butler.



“YMaster Archibald!’’ he exclaimed gladly.
“ Absolutely!”” said Archie. *‘But tell
me, Ferris, what about the pater? Don’t
trouble to break it gently, laddie! Pour
it forth absolutely steaming, for the young
master is on edge!” -
Ferris, who was an imprcssive
individual, smiled soothingly. -
“It’s all right, Master Archibald—quite
all right!” he said, “I am afraid Dr.
Whitcombe was hasty in sending you the
telegram, The master is not badly hurt,
and' is now, I believe, sleeping—-"
" *“That’s dashed good!” said Archie,
grasping Ferris, and nearly kissing him,
“ Dash 1it, Ferris, you’ve made the old heart
threb once more! Daring the last hour
or o it hzs abolutely ceased to push the
life fluid through the old veins! I mean,
I have been absolutely unstable. But now

looKing

a fresh burst of life surges through the |

- o1d - tissues!”

“I am jolly glad to hear this, Archie,”
1 said thankfally. |

“ Rather!” said, the others.

Tt was indeed a relief to know that
Colonel Glenthorne was not- fatally hurt.
We all went inside, and found a cheeriul
fire glowing in the lounge hall. And Archie
was Insisting upon going upstairs o see
his father when we heard a rustle, and
Mrs. Glenthorne appeared. '

“What ho, mater!” said Archie. *“ Kindly
allow me o dash into your arms and
condole! These are the dear chappies!”
he added, indicating us. “The good old
lads of the village who whisked me down
hiere. Between you and me and the old
balnstrade, they're a fine bunch of sports-
men'!”’ .

Archbie kissed Tiis  mother, who was
attired in a long dreszing gown, and who
looked by no means worried or anxious.
sShe greeted us with much warmth, and
proved to be a XKindly, amiable lady. And
it could hardly be said that we were meet-
ing her under idcat conditions. 'this was
the first time we had been introduced to
Archie’'s mater, by the way,

“It was very foolish of Dr. Whitcombe
to send the telegram,” she told Archie.

“Your father was certainly knocked down,
but it was onlv a mere bhruice. Perhaps
it fooked more serious at first tlian every-
body thought.”

“\Was ftle  dear old  boy
" knocked :zilly 27 asked Archie.
© ““You must not refer to.your father in
that maunner. Arvchie,” said Alrs. Glen-
thorne, frowning. _

“Well, dash it, the dear old pater,”
amended Archie obligingly., < I gatler,
from the narrative that he was somewhat
slightly biffed, and no more? Dashed rotten
of old Whitcombe to shove the wind up me
Jike that!” ‘ .

“You see, your father was unconscious
for nearly half an hour, and it might have
beenr quite scrious,” sajd Mrs, Glenthoine.

absolutely

“I must thank your friemds for bhringing:
you down so speedily.”

We denied that we had dooe anything
worthy of thanks, and soon afferwards
Archie went upstairs to see his father. He
came down alone, and bis face was beam-
ing. | )

**The report, dcar old lads, is cntirely
satisfac.!”” he observed, ‘The old boy is
positively sitting up and taking motice. A
bit kpocked about, aud some oi the paiunt-
work seratched, as you might say, with a
dint or two in the armonr, but otherwise
the old toffi is ehirping. So kindly raise
your voices, and ehcer with much Justiness.”

“We'd do anything to oblige pal,

Archie. but I am afraid Mrs. Glenthorne
would have a few objections,” said Yitt,
“We'll re-erve the cheering until to-

morrow. And now 1 suppose we'd better
be getlting back.”

Archie stared.

“Pray don’t be such a priceless chump!”

he observed. “The Ferris bird is vow
1 dashing about like anything, preparing
sundry beds, and what not! Which re-

minds me, old sparking splugs, that refresh.
ments of a somewhat lavish order are
awaiting us in the . feeding apartment.”

This was a piece of glad news, for after
our lopg ride we were peckish, and we were
soon sitting down to hot coffee, sandwiches,
and other light refreshments. And Archie
told us all about the Colonel’s accident at
length. '

It had been quite 4 simple affair. The
Colonel had slipped while crossing the
Baonington High Street, a motor bus had
bumped into him and sent him flying, and
his head had caught a portion of the mud-
guard, inflicting a fearsome Ilooking scalp
wound which bled profusely.

When Colonel Glenthorne had been
carried into Dr. Whitcombe’s surgery, he
had looked as good as_ dead—a rather fear-
ful -sight. And the doctor hkad very
thoughtfully sent a telegram to call Archie
to his father’s bedside. But it soon proved
that - the wound was only skin deep. A
few stitches, a bandage, and the Colouel
revived. And in all probability he would
be walking ahout in a couple of days, as
hale and hearty as ever.

So we were mightily pleased with cvery-
thing ‘in general, and went to bed tired
and sleepy. We certainly had no idea of
the somewhat surprising evenls which were
to oceur as a direct resalt of this un-
expected {rip to Bannington.

CHAPTER V.
THE SCHOOLBOY CIRCUS (OWNERS'!

- FLL I'm jiggered!™
saitd Handforth
- ¢ blankly.

“ Apnd we didn’t

know!”  yemarked tereie
Pitt. )
“This s, withont ¢x-

a dashed startling . revelution!”

ception,
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said Archie Glenthorne,
through his monocle.

It was morning, betweeun nine and ten
o’clock, and the racing car was halted be-
side the road, and we were all staring
across a low hedge into the adjoining
meadow—where the tents of the circus
were pitched.

At my suggestion, we had starfed bright
and early, for I feit that we were rather
in the way at QGlenthorne Bdanor. And we
wanted to get back to London, too, for
there were only one or two days left of
the holidays.

And it was somewhat natural, perhaps,
that we should slow down while passing the
scene of the mnight's adventure. We were
curious about that circus, and wanted to
see what it looked like in the light of day.

The weather conditions could not have
been better, for the April sunshine was
warm and brilliant, and the whole country-
side was looking fresh and green and un-
usually delightfal, '

And there we were, standing in the
gtationery ecar,-staring. And the reason for
our astonishment was this; oo every
ecaravan, and on the great ornamental
frontage to the big tent, we read the
words, ‘Professor Onions’ Colossal Circus
and Menagerie.”’

““So this is it!"” T exclaimed wondering-
Iv, “Well, I can't congratulate Professor
Onions on his beantiful manager. And the
next time I see those River House chaps,
I'll tell em so!”

“You won’t nead to wait long,’’ said
Regpie Pitt. < They're on the spot!”

He pointed to the big tent, and we all
saw two youthful figures just emerging.
Two figures whom we recognised as Johnny
Onions and Bertie Onions, the rather ¢uaint
pair who had recently become pupils at the
River House Bchool.

We had known all along that they were
the sons of a circus proprietor, and they
had given more than proof of this—for
Johuny was a remarkably clever acrobat,
whilst Bertie, the unsmiling one, had given
every indiecation that he had the makings
of a clown in him. '

But .it came as a bit of a surprise to dis-
cover that this circus was the one that
their father owned. And It was even more
surprising to diseover that the two
brothiers were here themselves. '

They saw us at about the same time as
we saw them.
for a few moments, and then came striding
briskly over towards the hedge.

We noticed that the caravan
been pulled out of the pond. and was
standing near by. A couple of men were
workine on it, and although there was no
sign of Mr. Simaon Snayle, we felt, some-
how that he was hovering round somewhere,

““Cheerio Johnny, old son!" shouted Pitt,
as the two River House boys came closer.
“How goes it? We didn’t expect (o find

ha'l now

<o gn e R e i

staring ﬂxedly‘l

* Handforth,

f said Bertie.

They paused, spoke together,

j

How’'s
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you fellows
morning 2"’

The Onions rrothers broke into a rumn,
and came up, rather hreathiess. They
halted, looking at ns from the other side
c¢f the hedge. '

“Well I'm blessed!” said Johnny.
““ About the last Tellows T expected to see!
What the dickens are youn doing-down here
—bhefore -the holidays are over, too!"

“Just on our way i{o London,” I replied.
“We called here last night, you know—or,
to be exact, about two o’clock this morning.””

The two brothers stared at us.

“ Why, were you the chaps who tipped AMr,
Snayle's cauravan into the pond?” asked
Johnny, '

““ We're the chaps who saved Mr. Snayle's
life!” retorted Mandforth grimly.

“What do you think of that, Bertie?"
said Johnny. “I’ll bet that bounder has
been lying to us! Why, we thought some
of the town urchins-ltad heen larking ahout
by what he said.” ,

“Mr. Snayle is an unpleasant man,” said
Bertie gloomily. ¢ He’s always telling lies.
I think it must be because he’s such a lank
river.” ' ;

“Oh, rather!* =aid Archie. “But, person-
ally, I think he koows more about ponds .
than rivers.”

“0Oh, sorry!”? 3aid Bertie dejectedly.
“Pid I say lank river? Just a slipt 1
meant to remark that he’s a rank liver.
He's always getting drunk, and last night
he was sadly boaked. I should say, badly
soaked.”

“You'd beiter dry up., Bertie, and let me
do the talking,” said Johnny. ‘ You're such
a chap for getting mixed up.”

¢ Never knew anvbody likc him!*? growled
‘e can’t say a dozem words
without gettine mixed up. And he looks
a3 if he’s lost a pound-note, and picked up
a German mark.” |

“I can't help it,”* said Bertie, in a melan-
choly voice, ¢ Sometimes I wish 1 was ag
light as you brads——"

“Eh??

“ Sorry !

Mr.

here. Slug this

_—

I mean as bright as you lads,”
“What we ought to do with .
Mr. Snayle is to get him low.”

“1 agree,* said Ifandforth grimly, ¢ Why
don't you?” , .

“Tle won't,” said Berlie glumly,

“Won't what?”

117 GO"! ) .
“Who's talking about- going?"” roared
Handforth. “You saildl you were going to

get him low—"'

“Ol, did I said Bertie. “Sorry! Juat
g slip! 1 meant that we ought to let him go.
But he won’t go! That’s the worst of it!"’.

¢ Bleased if I can understand what you're
driving at!”’ growled Handforth.

“1le's talking about Mr. Snavle,” said
Johnny. ¢ ie’s the manager of the circus,
and he's about the most unspeakable beast

| under the sun. A good manager, I dare say,
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although we've seen No sign of it yet—but | he'll recoyer, with care, but it’s a rotten

unguestionably a beast,”

«“We thought about putting him in a
eage,” said Bertie sadly., “ But, somehow,
I don’t think he'd be a diraw. He told
some awful chibs about you faps, and szaid
you kied to trill him.”

¢ Said we what?” asked Reggie.

«“QOh, sorry! I mean tried to kill him,”
said Bertie.

¢““Why, the lorrible hiar!?” roared Hand-

forth. ~ “I—I mean the horrible liar! We
came here and found the caravan burning
and saved the lotter’s rife! I—I mean, the
rotter's life! Blow this chap! Ile keeps
mixing me up!”
- It didn't take us long to gather that AMr,
Simon Snayle had given a falsified account
of the night’s excitement. But the Onions
brothers believed us implicitly when we told
them the actual truth.

“I'm not surprised, though,” said Johnny.
““ The man’s a miserable cad, and I'm going
to ask my pater if we can’t get rid of hin.
As far as I can see, he'll do a lot of harmn
to the show.”

‘¢ Yon speak as ithough the giddy circus is
vours!” said Handforth,

‘80 it is—mine and Bertie's.”

“What 2’ exclaimed the five of us, staring,

“Faet!” sad Johnny calmly. ‘“We're the
owners.” _ -

“ But—but what about #he River House?”
I asked. ““The new term starts in a couple
of days, and I understand that Dr. Hogge
is going to take possession of the old schocl
again until the new place i1s built, What's
the idea?” . . -

Johnny looked almost as serious as his
brother,

‘““Well, we know you chaps, so we won't
make any mystery of it,”” he said quietly.
“]1 think you know that our pater came into
a lot of money, and sent us te a first-class
gchool on the strength of it?”

“Yes, everybody knows that,”” 1 replied.

“Well, dad got a bit reckless or some-
thing,” said Johnny. ‘" The money went to
his head, I expect, and he thought he could
double it by risky speculation. Anpnyhow, lLe
took advice from some rotten sharks, and
lumped all his money into some coinpanies
that were duds.”

“0h, I say!” exclaimed “How
frightfully mouldy !

“Yes, it was a bit rotten,” agreed Johnny.
“To cut a long story short, the pater can’t
afford to keep us at school any more, and
we hadn’t even completed one term! And
the dear old chap had a stroke, tco!”

““It never pains but it roars,?” said Bertie
dolefully, ¢“I—er—mean it never rains but
it pours. Just a slip! Sorry!?

“Well, they're bhoth about right, as it
happeéns,” I said. “But how do you mean?
A stroke? Is Professor Onions very ill?*

“This news came all of a sudden, ‘you
see,” said Johnny. “Just when the pater
was expecting to hear wonderful news, and

Archie.

now he’s lying helpless, The doctors say

[

i

.

position. By a bit of luck, he hadn’t sold
the old circus, but had it packed away in -
winter quarters. So he’s put it on the road
again, and Bertie and I are equal owners
of the show.”

“ Good luck!”’ 1 said heartily.
you’ll make gonod with it.” '

“It'N be a struggle,” sald Johnny, shaks
ing his head. ¢ This is our first pitch, you
know, and we’'re here for three days. Yes-
terday we didn’t take enough money to pay
exes, and I expect it'll be the same to-day.
But we’re hoping for the best. Like to have
a look round?”

‘1 hope

A ———————,

CHAPTER VL
LOOKING ROUND.

E expressed our desire

to walk round the

circus, and have a

look at it at close

quarters. And so the guv’-

nor’s racer was left on the

grass beside the roadside, and

we entered the meadovw, escorted by the two
youthful circus owners.

We couldn't help feeling sorry for Johnny
and Bertie Onions. Johnny had put the
thing very prosaically, but we felt that both
he and his brothers were more deeply hurt
than they ecared to tell of. Just when they
had thought to leave the circus behind for
good, and to launch out upon lifée with a
fair start in a good school, they were called
back to the old order of things. :

Owing to the reckless speculation of Pro-
fessor Onions, these two boys were compelled
to live in A caravan once again, and to go
round with the circus from pitch to pitch.
From a distance there may he a certain
glamour about the life, but at close quarters
it tends to become rather sordid and miser-
able, as the brothers knew well enough,

Their only consolation in the persenf
situation was that the show was their own:
Their father had legally made over the entire
circus property to his sons, and everything
was formally signed and settled. Johnny
told us this before we had even reached the
big tent. %

“But it’s not much to boast of,” he
added. “ A few years ago, Professor Onions’
circus was the biggest on the road, and was
always packed at every performance. In
fact, only last autumn it was as ripping as
ever. But this timne the old circus is shabby
and poverty-stricken., You see, the pater
couldn't afford to spend a penny on re-
fitting, and we came out all weather-stained
and dirty and faded, just as we finished
last season. It’s a terrible handicap!” -

““Y] don't see that a bit of paint makes
much difference,” said Handforth. “ The
caravans are a bit faded, and the tents are
patched but that's nothing. It's the show

| that counts.”

~ Johnny nodded,
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¢ Ves, it's the show that counts,” he
agreed. “And I don’t mind telling you
fellows in confidence that the show is pretty
awliul. You see, all our best performers
went at the end of last season, and we
couldn’t afford ’em now. Just the same
with the animals. The pick of the pater’s
menagerie had to be sold, and we've taken
the road with only a few old crocks—some
ancient elephants, a lion. a few monkeys,
and precious little else. Just enough to
make a bit of a show, and that’s all.”?

‘“ And how about your turns?” I asked.
isn’t exactly a brilliant
“We've got one or

_“The company
one,” admitted Johnny.

[ THE NELSON
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We came to ga halt, and Johnny Oniona
turned red.

“ Look here, Mr, Snayle! There’s no need
to talk like that to my frlenda”’ he said
angrily.

“Your friends!” stormed the manager.
“ These—these young hooligans your friends?
Pertiaps you don’t know that they tried to
kill me last night!”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said andforth.
“You—you unspeakable toad! You've got
the nerve to stand there and say that we
tried to kill you! Why, we saved your life!
If it hadn’t been .for us, you'’d have been
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With one mighty swing of his powerful shoulders, M. Snayle sent the un-
fortunate dwarf hurtling out of the caravan like a piece of rubbish.

two rough riders, a conjuror, two bare-back
lady riders, a trapeze act, but none of them
are startling. I do a bit of acrobatic work
myself, and Bertie fools about as a clown.,”
By all that we .could gather, the circus
was a very third-rate affair, and we felt
more sorry than ever for the schoolboy
owners. We were just about to enter the
big tent.when we heard a hail, and observed
that a burly figure was mpproadung us. It
was Mr. Simon Snayle, the manager.
~ ¢ 0h! So you infernal boys have had the
nerve 'to come back,.eh?’” he shouted as he
strode up. ““Clear off this field! Clear off,
or I’ll have you chucked out!

Understand 9’ |

burnt to death in that blazing caravan!
You were too drunk to know anything!”

Mr. Snayle swore with violence.

“Drunk!’” he rpared, “Ye say I was
drunk 2’ o '

“ Absolutely!” declared ‘Archie. ¢ Why,

dash it, you smelt like a bally old dlatuler}‘
It's a dashed wonder the gas didn’t ignite,
and explode you! Ags for your personal
habits, Mr. Snayle, the: one thing that
puzzles me is that you don’t leave a bally
trail behind you! Other snails do, by gad.”

¢ Good!” said Reggie.  Well spoken old
son!?”’ -
“There you are!”

_stormed Mr. Snayle.
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¥ You hear what kind of whelps they are!
Can’t speak without insulting me!”

“You asked for it, Mr. Snayle, so you
can't grumble,” interrupted Johnny, Onions
curtly. ‘“These young gentlemen are my
guests, and you'll please treat tliem as
auch,”

“I’ll do nothing of the sort!” thundered
Mr. Snayle. “‘I'm the manager of this show,
and I'll be oheyed!”?

“ And Bertie and I are the owners, and if
you don’t behave yourself, Mr. B3nayle,
there’ll bhe trouble!”? snapped
furiously. *‘You’d better understand, once
and for all, that youn can't boss it over
me!» :

The manager seemed fto chioke for a
moment. ' B ;

“AH right,

thickly. “Have your own way! But I'll see

.that your father knows about this, blister.

me.!
SE!“ i
He turned on his heel and stalked away,
swearing.

« ‘¢ A perfectly noisesome chunk of fungus!®
observed Archie pointedly. ' :

“ An absolute beast!” agreed Willy Iand-
forth., “I'm blessed if I can understand
why you fellows stand him!
owners, why the dickens don’t you kick that
Llackguard out? I know I would!’r

Johnny Onions looked rather distressed.

“Jt's a bit of 2 mystery,” he-said. ¢ About

I'm nobt going to be flouted, I"can: tell

Snayle, I mean. You see, there was a cer--

tain elause in the legal papers, or something.
I don’t know much about these things, but
Saayle’s a fixture.”? .
““What do you mean—a clause?” asked
Handforth. . - _
.. When the circus was made over to us
by the pater, he signed documents to name
Mr. Snayle as the permanent manager,”
expldained Johnny, ¢ Anyhow, it’s all legally

fixed, and we can't do a thing. Bertie and
I are the owners, but Mr. Snayle is nominally '

in.charge. We’ve simply got to stand him!”’

““ There's something rummy about that,”
I remarked, ¢“Looks to me as if the man
has got a hold on your dad.”

“That’s what we think, but
pretty awful,” said Johany.
could such a rotter have over our pater?
Why, the patér’'s one of the most harmless

chaps you could ever meet—the most loved,
Personally,

man in the whole circus game.
X think he misjudged Mr. Sunayle, and gave
him the job.”? ;

“That's possible,” T agreed.  Snayle may
have been quite a good manager—with your
father's eye constantly on him. But now
that he’s on his own, he’s taking advantage
of the fact,”

‘“ Besides, there's another reason why we
can’t get rid of him,” said Johnny slowly.
“Somebody else would suffer. But we don’t
want to talk about this ony longer,” he
ndded., ¢‘Let’s go round.” .

. We went into the big tent, and were not
YETY 1mpressed. It was only a small ring,

Johnny,

my. lad—all right!” he said.

If you’re the,

| ve doomead to

- it’11. nearly-. kill -us,

| Snayle still standing
| probahly gnashing his teeth. But Mr. Snayle

it -seems.
‘““ What hold

and everything was ' rather old-fashioned.
The menagerie, adjoining, was not much of
a show-—a few elephants, a lion, some mon-
keys, an alleged zebra, and a few other un-
interesting exhibits, Everything looked dead
and dismal, and we couldn’t possibly see
how this material could come to life under
‘the influence of an audience.

Having been round, Johnny invitéd us into
the caravan which he and Bertie -shared,
aind we talked of making a move towards
London; ; |

“Oh, no! Deon’'t say that!” exclaimed
Johnny, with concern. “We want you to
stay to lunch, and then see the afiternoon
show, Do stay!®

We looked at one another, sighed, and
agreed,

“CHAPTER VII.

_ | THE BULLY.
: 1 BSOLUTELY foul, of
y © course; but, dash
g it, we’ve got to be
. polite!” murmured
w -Archie, as he and Reggie
- ../ A8l -Pitt hung behind. “I mean”

to say, it's a bit decayed to
‘this frightiul show!®

“0Out of sheer pity, we bhave to remain!?
grinned Reggie. “It would be an -awful
blow to these'chaps if ~we waltzed off with-
out seeing the afternoon show. I expect
111 hut the demands of
friendship are hard.” ‘

~ ““Oh, rather!” said Archie hobéless]y.

“ And this Snayle blighter, I mean, he abso-
lutely makes me feel that the old spine
ts turning into a chunk of jelly., He now

1 stands in the middle distance, gazing at us

‘Hke the dashed- villain in a Lyceum melo-
drama gazing at the hero.”” - Lo

They passed into the caravan, leaving Mr,
in the middle distance,

was soon forgotten, for the caravan proved
interesting. . |

.. There was certainly. very ’‘little Toom for
seven healthy juniors to disport themselves
in; but the ecaravan, after all, was only
designed for two, and was an ideal travelling
home, " 5 -

‘Professor Onions, at least, had seen to the
comfort of his two sons in this respect.
The caravan was one that had been designed
for his own use, and had hardly ever been
used. It ‘was beautifully fitted, with every
modern appliance, with two cosy bunks: fold-
ing tables, lockers, and even electric lights,
and the Onions brothers were justly proud
of their home, - .
~ ‘“0f course, we don't do any of the clean-
ing or washing,’’ explained Johunny. * Dippy
does most of the domestic work.”

‘““ Dippy?” I repeated, '

“Didn’t yon see him over by old Snayle’s
caravan Just now?” asked Johuny.: A little, -
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men, however, were doing their best, and

dwarf chap. [ don’t think he's got any,

other name—at least, I've never heard of it.

Snayle treats him like a dog, and one of

these days there’ll be trouble. If you'll
excuse me a minufe, I'll nip off and find him,
and get him to hustle with the lunch.”

We soon began to enjoy ourselves, for the
Iunch proved to be a most excellent meal
in every way. And by this time, too, the
circus was beginning tc wake up. That
totally dead aspect was wearing off, and
some of the- artists were putting in an
appearance, and were even rehearsing,

But nothing could alter the poverty-
stricken, frowsy appearance of the whole
show. And we couldn't possibly sce how
such a circus could be. successful, On every
lhand there was full indication of bad
nianagement. .

The brothers couldn't be blamed, for they

were absolutely new to this life—so far as
management was concerned. Our early
opinion of Mr. Snayle was rapidly becoming
more pronounced. We could only regard. him
as a bullying tyrant, with little or no busi-
ness ability. Under his guidance, the circus
would soon die a perfectly natural death.
- There was not much wrong with the dis-
play bills, it is true. These ' were great,
gaudy aflairs, setting forth the various
attractions of the circus in startling lan-
guage. Apparently the circus was about the
most extraordinary collection of human
talent that could be found in the whole
wide world. But the display bills could not
be regarded with absolute veracity.

After our splendid lunch, feeling strongly
fortitied for the coming ordeal, we wan-
dered into the big tent again, to have a

look at some rehearsing. The star troupe.

of acrobats were practising a new trick.
The troupe, to be exact, consisted of two
worn-out musie-hall artists.
was a trapeze act, and they were really too
old to do it convineingly. At one time they
had been high up in their profession, but
now they were only too glad to
in a cireus.

They were using the nets for safety, and
were just going through the final practise of
a new trick. Mr. Snayle stood by, watching,

and the expression on the manager’s face

was not exactly encouraging.

“You'll need to do better than that,
Johnson,”” he said sourly. < Why, this trick
ain’'t worth looking at! Can't you manage
to put some speed into your work? You'll
have to quit unless you come to life.”

““Give us a chance, guv'nor,” said one of
the men. “This is only the third time we've
tried the trick. We're going to put it in the
programme next week if we can get in
enough practice. Without the nets, too!”

“Next week!” snapped DMr., Snayle.
“You'll put it in to-morrow, or you'll gef
the sack! Don’t talk so much—get on with
the job! I want to see what this blamed
stunt is like. No good, I'll bet!”

It could hardly be said that Mr., Snayle
was encouraging to. his performers. The

Their speciality -

accept work l

the feat they now performed was quite a
risky one—or would be when the¢ nets were
removed. Whilst one man hung head down-
wards from a trapesz, the other swung him-
self from a higher trapeze, turned a double
somersault, and was caught by his partner.
But there was a kind of sideways twist
attached to the trick which made it doubly
effective. And it was this twist which the
‘““Johnson Brothers,” as they called them-
selves, were now perfecting. Mr. Snayle’s
comments were unpleasant.

Johnny and Bertie Onions stood looking
on, and the rest of us wateched, too. The
Johnsons made one or two preliminary trials,
and their work struck me as being quite
good—although ordinary. There was nothing
at all startling in the trapeze business they
performed.

Even this new trick was mild and common-
place, but none the less interesting for that.
And what else could be expected from such
lowly-paid- artists? They performed the
trick once with complete sueccess, although
it was obvious that the nets were necessary.

“Bally good!’ said Archie clapping.
““Bravo, laddies! Distinctly the stuff to
give ‘em! Not absolutely startling, but I
gather that the rusticc minds will absorb
it somewhat voraciously.”

““* Splendid!”’ I agreed, clapping also.

“Bah! I saw tricks like that twenty
vears ago!” snapped Mr. Snayle. ¢ Look
here, you two, unless you can get something
new into your act, you're salary is going to
be lowered! I'm sick of this old stuff!”

The unfortunate gymnasts went on with
their rehearsal without making any com-
ment. I could well imagine that this en-
gagement was the first one they had en-
joved after a long period of ‘‘resting,” and
they were compelled to swallow their pride,
and accept these jeers with what grace they
conld muster.

Again they practised the trick, and this
time they didn't quite get the hand grip, and
one of the men broke loose, twirled over
sideways, and came hurtling earfhwards.

“0Oh!” gasped the onlookers.

But they needn’t have been startled. The
nef caught the falling man, and he bounced
up and down onece or twice, and then fell
out of the net practically at Mr. Snayle’s
feet—flustered, confused, and rather dazed.
He picked himself up unsteadily.

. "I‘ You make me sick!” said the manager
icily. -

He gave the gymnast a push which sent
him reeling, and both Handforth and I in-
stinctively started forward. Snayle was
twice the size of this elderly acrobat, whose
active days were strictly over.

““ Steady, sir!"” said Johnson thiekly. ¢ No
need to shove me about like that! Jim and
I are doing our best—"’

‘““You're no good!” snapped Mr.
““ And I don’t want any lip, either!”
“Lip!” retorted the man, hotly.

speak, I suppose?”’

Snayle.

T can



¢ Shut your mouth!’’ shouted Mr. Snayle,
twirling on the man in a fury. “'Why, burn
you, I'lf shut it for youl”

He brought his fist round with a mighty
swing, and floored the unfortunate gymnast
with one swipe. The man sagged to the
ground with hardly a sound, although a
shout of rage went up from his partner,

aloft.
breathed IIandforth

‘l]ly
fiercely.

Before I could move an Inch, and before
we could divine Edward Oswald’s intention,
he. took four rapid paces forward, ‘and
literally yanked Mr. Snayle round with c¢ne
pull, The manager gazed at him in sur-
prise,

George!”’

“Why, what the mischief——?? he hegan. ,

‘““You rotten bully!” Lellowed Handforth.
““Take that!?

Crash!} S

‘Handforth put the full force of his shoul-
ders behind a terrific upper-cut, and Mr.
Simon Snayle turned such a beautiful somer-
sault that one might have helieved he had
been trained as an acrobat himself,

- CHAPTER VIIL
ROOM FOR IMPROVEMENT =

"R. SNAYLE - eat up,
-and looked . round
- with bleary eyes.

“And the next
time [ see you acting the
hrute, I’ll do it ‘again!” said
Handforth fiercely. **You
confounded bully! IHitting a man half your
size and double your age! It’'s a pity we
didn’t leave you to burn!” |

‘““Good fer you, Ted!” said Willy.
happens, you just forestalled me.

““ Ag it
I was

thinking about knocking the cad down!
Whoa! Look out, there! Ile’s getting
frisky 1%

Mr. Spayle, in fact, had leapt to his feet
with a perfect roar of rage. He stood sway-
ing on his feet, preparing to knoek Hand-
forth completely out of the tent. But Hand-
. forth stood his ground, and laughed.

‘“Come on!” he invited. “I'm ready!
IIulllll E}[‘,hink'l'm afraid of you? I'll jolly
well—

¢* Steady, old mant!” I put in, grasping hig
arm. . ““ We don’t want to let this affair go
any further. Cool down, oid son.”

Handforth stared at me.

4 Don’t you agree with what I did?” he
hooted. il

“ Yes—but you needn't deafen me!* 1 re-
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plied. “Of course I agree. But it's over
nOW——7!

“0h, is it?*’ shouted Mr. Snayle, his face
purple with passion. ‘ Over, eh? I’'m going
to smash this kid until he can't see, and
until he ain’t got a whole bone left In hia
infernal hody!" ' -

The Onions brothers grabbed Mr. Snayle,
and- pulled him back, and everybody else ‘ih
the tent stood looking on with great in-
terest. Mr. Snayle glared at the two boys
dangerously. '

¢4 8top this;
curtly. “It's gone far
not having any more violence. You asked
for that swipe, and you got it. All right,
Johnson—get en with your rehearsal.”

¢ Thanks, Johnny,”” said the mun, moving
away. - '

‘““By thunder!?” snarled the manager.
““Who's boss here??

1T am?? said Johnny Onions. :

“You!” ‘roared Snayle. “What am l1—a
stable hand? I'm the manager, and if you
kids think you're geoing to run the show,
you’ve made a blamed mistake! That Lid

and I'm going to pay
him {”?

ssYou'll do  .nothing of the sort, Mr.
Snayle,”? interrupted Johmnny, who was keep-
ing his temper well. ‘And let me tell
you something. As long as you manage this
show praoperly, you’ll get no interference
from either Bertie or I. We won’t butt in
on your authority. But as soon as you
start, acting  the bully, we'll uphold any-
body who knocks you down.??
‘¢« Hear, hear!” said Archie.
sound speech, by gad!*? .
Mr. Snayle went almost pale, but by this
time he had managed to control his violeni
temper. And he knew, instinetively, that he
had made a blunder. He was in the wrong,
and. this knowledge did nothing to improve
his rage. But it helped him to control it..
“T'll let your father know about this!*’ he
snarled. =~ - | .
«All "right--go ahead!” said Johnny
quietly. “ When my father knows the truth
about the whole incident, I faney he’ll have
something pretty severe to say to youn, Mr.
Snayle. You know as well as I do that my
dad always insists that his employees shall
be treated humanely., I'm willing to forget
the whole aflair—and I advise you to do the
' same.” 7 = i |
Mr. Snayle wrenched himgelf away from
the schoolboy owners, and took a deep
breath. He probably realised that he had
his limitations—he was, after all, only the
manager. And he had acted in gross con-

Mr. Spayle!”” said Johnny
enough, and I'm

““A dashed

-

} travention of all Professor Onions’ orders.

Without a word he swung round, and
strode out of ‘the tent. Bertie and Johnnic
breathed sighs of relief, and MXandforth
looked indignant. ph s

““The rotter!® he said wrathfully. “ I was
just going to:knack him down again!®’ '

““Thanks all the same, Handforth, but it -

isn’t good.for disciplire.to have these -kind
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of scenes,”” said Johnny qmetlv “It was
decent of you to butt in like that, but
Bertie and T are the owners, you know.”

Haundforth had nothing to say. He felt,
vaguely, that he had been mildly ticked
off. And, when all was said and done, it
had hardly been his place to take matters
into his own hands. He should, at least,
l&ave waited to see what Johnny would have
one

But “nobody could blame him for his
action, and five minutes later the whole
affair was tacitly forgotten, Handforth only
refrained from referring to it again because
I had taken him quietly aside, and liad
advised him to let it rest. I pointed out
that an
banished.

“All the same, the man's a beast!” said
Handforth grufﬂy

““Quite right—he’s a beast‘“ I agreed,
with diplomaecy. ¢ But if he knocks any
of the artists about again, Handy, leave it
to Bertiec and Johnny. If they fail to.put
things right, it'll be quite time to mter
fere.”

% Qh, all right!” said Handl‘orth -gradg-
ingly. ¢ Never knew such a fuss, I c¢aun't
knoek a blessed bully down now without

being told off! What’s the. gdod of having
a decent punch ?*

“ Forget it,” 1 said patiently. |

B Dnnt keep talking to him ‘like that,”
_ said Willy, coming, up. “My hat! Don't
you know Ted by this time? The more
you tell him to forget it, the more he’ll
keep harping on it! IHe’s the biggest rag-
chewer under the sun. Talk -about fish
wives. He'd win the championship!”

““Who told you to shove your nose in?"
demanded Handforth hotly.

“1 did!” said Willy. < My hat!
at that! Not bad, eh?”

He pointed up at the trapeze, and Hand-
forth gazed wup at the gymnasts with
interest. Not that there was anything
thrilling to watch., Willy had only pointed
on the spur of the moment, just to bring
the argument to an end.

L.ooi

-1 can’t see anvthing,” said Handforth
sourly.

“Poor chap!” sighed Willy, ¢ He’s blind
now !’

He strolled off just in time to avoid a
swipe which Handforth aimed at him. But
Willy was so practised in dodging these
blows from his major that he did it almost
unconseciously. It was the most difficult
thing in the world for Handforth fo get
anywhere near his younger brother thh a
good biff. Somehow, Willy was never there
at the exact second.

But the fag's intervention lmd the effect
of bringing the discussion to a finish, And
for the next half-hour we waftched the re-
hearsals. And we. came to the inevitable
conclusion that there was ample room for
improvement.

© If we had just seen a sample of the actual
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incident of that kind was Dbetter |

show—and there was no question that we
had--the afternoon’s entertainment was not
destined to be exactly brilliant.

—_———

IX.
THE DWARF.

URSING under liis
breath, and tenderly
feeling his chin, Mzy.
Simon  Snayle madu

his way to one of the cara-
vans which stood a little
apart from the. other vanas
and waggons of the show,

Mr, Snayle was in an evil femper.

Once or twice he paused to rap out some
harsh remarks at the various circus workers,
some of whom were making preparations for
the afternoon show. The crowd would be
coming along in about half an hour—that
is, if any crowd came at all. Already a
few small boys were hovering about in the
road, waiting for the gates to open.

The men c.onnected w1th the circus were
not a very brisk-looking crowd. Many of
them were little better than tramps-—fel
ows who were only too glad to hang on to
a circus, in order to do odd jobs, earn their
food, and perhaps a few shillings Dbesides.
They slept anywhere—in the empty trucks,
in the tents, and sometimes when the show

was on the move. There was never any
difficulty in getting these relics of humanity
to joMi a circus.

Mr. Snayle entered his
It was one that he had taken possessioin
of that morning, for ‘his own was in no
fit condition at the moment—after being
half-burnt and then tipped into the pond.

Mr. Snayle's new home was a shabby-
looking ecaravan, and rather smaller than
his old one, and this did not improve his
temper, He was a man who always looked
after his own comfort.

CHAPTER
DIPPY,

Inside the van he paused, and stood
staring. The interior was looking very un-

tidy, although a short, stumpy little man
was on his hands and knees, scrubbing the
floor industriously, and to such good pur-
pose that the perspiration was pouring from
his ugly, grotesque face. |

“What the blazes does this mean?”
rapped out Mr. Snayle harshly. ° Ain’t you
finished yet, you lazy skunk? All the morn-
ing, and can’t do better than thls' Burn
vou for an idle dog!”

The short, lltt’le man cringed back, fear
written on all his features. The unprecatmn
which Mr. Snayle had hurled at him seemed
justified, for there was something startlingly
dog-like in this mis-shapen creature’s att:*
tude. He cringed to the floor, and held
his head aside, as though in expectatlon of
a sudden kick. No doubt the unfortunate

dwarf had every reason for the precaution.

“Dippy doing his best!” he exclaimed, in
a husky, throaty voice. ¢ Dippy work hard,

caravan noisily.
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Dippy had lot to

Soon he ﬂmshed
do this mornin’, an’ this caravagp all untidy.
Dippy nearly done £

“Shut, your infernal uhunn"”’ said Mr.,

hoss!

Snayle brufally. “I'll give you ten minutcs
to finish, or you'll live to regret i{{! Yon
ugly, distorted hog! Another word, and 1°!1
 kiek yon in the ribs!”

Dmpy looked up in fear and apprehension.
“Dippy soon finish, boss!®” he pleaded.
He went on with hts work with a kind of
* frantie haste, and Mr. Snayle flung himself
unon a locker, and watched the dwarf ot
Cwork, T'or some moments
continued to tenderly rub his e¢hin, and then
he filled a pipe. He smoked in silence for
—some minutes, and the strong tobacco
seemed to soothe him somewhat.

“Purned if I know why you  weren’t
drowned when you was a kid, Dippy,” said
Mr. Snayle reflectively. *““You ain’t imuch
better than an animal, when all’s said aud
done, A lazy whelp, too!”

“ Dippy try to work hard!” said the dwart

fearfully. *Dippy always work hard for
hoss. DBoss kind to me, and give me food.
and sometimes  money. Pippy  very

grateful, !»
Mr. Snayle nodded.

“Ay. and so ye should be!’” he declared.
. “Tisn’t every man wonld employ a blamed
. w¢'rilla like you., As long as you work fer
your grub, I'll keep ye, but the first time
you get lazy, out ye go in the gutter!”

Mr. Snayle took. a cruel pleasure in utter-
ing all the insults he could at this un-
fortunate creature. The dwarf was :un-
donbtedly repulsive to look upon, but this
- was hardly his own fault. He was a human
being, the same as Mr. Snayle himself, but
- for years he had been ground down by h.;:rn
worlk and semi-starvation.

For. over two years, fiow, he had been
employed by Snayle, and had become the
man’s slave. Somehow or other, Mr. Snayle
exerted a strange power over the dwarf,
and kept him in constant subjection.

- In many ways, in spite of Dippy’s ugii-
ness, he was a pitiful little figure. But
since falling into Snayle’s power, he had
been well fed, and his broad shoulders and
great chest spoke of much strength, e
worked like a  horse, and did 1he
work of three ordmary men. He
more than carned the food he got, and the
miserable coppers that Mr. Snayle some:
times flung at him.

In the ecireus Dippy was generally sup-
posed to be half-witted. Snayle -believed
s9, too, and took advantage of it.
dwarf had¢ no other name— :11; least, nobody
“had ever heard it. He was just Dippy-—
and this nickname in itself was a kind «f

insult, signifying, as it did, that he was
”loony 24

o Theso kids are a durped nuisance, but.
ting in where they ain’t wanted'” went on
Mr. Snnyle Sﬁ\'l"(‘l},’ ‘“Seems  like they'l}
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the manager

;prisingly enough, he

slave all the morning, and Mr.

The | for odds and

Young

stay: for the afternoon show, too.
fools! 1 hope they’ll enjoy it!*

He laughed to himself, and Dippy made
n¢ comment.

“ Not like the old show, is it, you twisted

chunk of ratflesh?” went on Mr. Snayle,
giving the dwarf a contecmptuonus shove with
his heavy boot. “Eh? Not like the old
show, is it? Answer, burn ye !’

‘The dwarf looked round with apprehension,
“Show bad now,” he said sadly. **Show
all gone wrong slnce Big Boss stayed m |
winter quarters. -
“Ye blamed fool!” interrupted ‘\Ir. :
Snayle. “ What the thunder have you got
tH» be unhappy about? Ye ain’t got the
sense to know what’s good and what’s
bad. Blister me,. Y've seen apes with more
brains than you’ve got, ye dirty savage!” .

Dippy went on with his work as though
he had not heard. His face was avertell
from Mr. Snayle, and the dwarf allowed an
expression of keenly intelligent hatred o
enter his eyes., Mr. Snayle would have becen
startled conld he have seen [t. There was
nothing of the half-witted about:that face
now;

Once

or twice Dippy had given the
sligh't-est trace of a wince as the insults
had been hurled at him, but always he
had concealed these tiny indications l’mm
his master. *

Yet, in all- truth, .Mr. Snayle's black-
cuardly taunts bit deeply into the dwarf’s
thick skin. He suffered these taunts daily,
and one wonld have thought that they
would become commonplace. But this was
not, the case. Dippy knew only too well

that he was an unfortunate, mis-shapen

human being. And, sur-
was sensitive on the
point. For years he had been treated as &
piece of filth, and through it all he kept his
inner feelmgs locked awa} within his shape-
less hody,

“Ain’t ye never going to ﬁmsh?” de-
manded Mr. Smayle, rising to his feet and
looking round critically. “What have jye
done, anyway? -Wasted the whole morning
—curse you for & goed-for-nothing hog!
Yc’'ll be thankful X don’t kick the life out
o’ your hairy hide!*?

Dippy had finished the floor by this time,
and was scrubbing vigorously at the littic
folding table near the window. As a
matter of fact, he had worked like a galley-
Snayle knew
it well enough, This "caravan had been
filled with rubbish—a kind of store-room
ends. Single-handed, Dippy
had cleared it out, and had made it into n
thoroughly presentabm habitation.

“Don’t stand looking at me!” snarled Mr.
Snayle harghly. ‘“QGet on with your work,
blame you! One of these days, Dippy, I'il
take yve by the throat and choke the iife
ont -0 ye! It wouldn’t be murder, either!
What are ye but.a dirty apimaly> . ..,

travesty of a



Dippy looked up, his gleaminy
. Btrangely.
. “ Dippy not dirty!” he protestod
clean! Dippy alwa}' work hard
boss—-*?
¢, By thunder!” roared Mr. %naﬂe
answer me back, would ye?”

.He flew into a violent rage, and pickeﬂ
.the dwarf up with one flerce swing It
.was one of his favourite tricks to goail
Dippy into a meek pmtest and then turn
upon him hke a tiger. e

« ““Qutside, you scum?!”’ he panbed brufatly.

eyes

for

Vet

f,-.W:th one mighty swing of his powerful

shoulders, Mr. Snayle sent the unfortunate
dwarf hurtling out of the caravan like &
picece of rubbish.

CHAPTER X,
THE AFTERNOON S'HOW"

£ODDSLII‘E"’

Archie
still

mildly
He

sunlit meadow in the direc-
tion of Mr. Snayle’s caravan,
Wandforth and Reggie Pitt were with him.
And all three had seen the little incident.

‘ *A curious, dwarfish little figure had cone |
hurtling through the doorway of the cara-
van, to fall in a tangled heap
grass. The figure picked itself up with
.amazing alacnty and scuttled off to one
of the dressing tents with a strange, un-
gainly run. And his speed was startling.

» ““Come back, ye lazy skunk!” shoutedl
Mr. Snayle, appearlng at the door of the
caravan, and dusting his hands as though
they were contaminated. < When 1 get
hold of ye, I'll break every bone in your
tyke’s body!”

“ By Geurge”’ said Handforth thickly.

‘“He's at it again!”
i “Steady, old -son!” said I’ltt “1t's
nearly time for the show, and we don't
want to  cause any fresh commotion.  I'll
admit that Mr. Snayle deserves to be neatly
carved into slices, but it’s not our job.”

Archie ad]usted his monocle with a firm
hand.

‘““ Between you and me and the bally o!d
landscape, ladaies, this foul person i3 a
dashed blister!” he observed. “I mean %0
say, he’s absolutely a chunk of poisonous
wgetatmn' Strictly speaking, he ought to
be dropped down the nearest drain!’

“It's no good talking to the Onions’ about
it,” said Reggie, shaking his head. < You
can see the poor chaps are worried stiff.
and they don’t like Snayle any more than
we do. Better go easy, and be blind to all
these little incidents.” ,
“ Absolutely !’ agreed Archie. “Its deo-
cidedly ragged at the edge, but 1 agree,
laddie.”” -

. ““Look here, I don't!” snorted Handforth
f“Snayle ought to be boiled—

r
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- *And the noxt moment Tessa had
fallen heavlly to the sawdust.

-

1

o« Personallv, I should imagine that boiled
snails *ate posltivf*h abhorrent!” observed
Archie.  ““Pray - listen to reason, old

““Are you calling me a gargoyle?” de.
manded Handforth grimly. . -

‘“Absolutely *not!” said Archie with
haste. A mere form of address, old flick!
Dash it, youw’re such a chappie to get wild,
you know. One bally word, and I'm dashed
if you don’t buzz off the deep end like a
cross-Channel swimmer!  You make a
chappie go all hot and bothered!”

Handforth cooled down.

“] don’t like to zee bul!y:ng,” he said
gruffly.

And he stalked off mth his hands f;hrust
into his trousers-pockets.

“Ye gods!” murmured Reﬂgle
chap who doesn't like to see bullying! 1f
Chureh and MecClure had been with us
fo-day they would have been sharing about
three black eyes and two fat ears by this
fime! Queer how some fellows fail to see
themselves as they really are!” .

Handforth stalked off behind the tents,
having no objective in view. He had onls
walked away to mark his disapproval, and
he was by no means delighted when he
came face to face with his younger bhrother.

“Talk about a nightmare!” he growled.
“I ecan't turn north, east, south, or west
without coming aeross your ugly mug! Who
the dickens told you to prowl round here?”

““Oh, that chap!” said Willy vaguely.
“3Which chap?”

“The chap whe tfold you,” sald
calmly. ¢ Safisfied? What's the

“The

Willy
idea nf

looking so purple in the face? Did somebody
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make a few remarks about your manly

beauty 7%’ |
“I'm not in the mood to listen to any
of your cheek!” retorted Handforth, breath-

ing hard., “I'm fed up! Understand? JYed |
up! If this show doesn’t start soon, I’ll
jolly well—*°

He broke off, for at that moment Dippy,
the dwarf, appeared round a corner of the
tent, He paused uncertainly as he caught
sight of the two juniors, and stood ]Uf)]x-
lng at them with frank cunos:t}.

‘“Hallo!? said Willy Lheerfully “ How
goes it?”?

Dippy stood there, without rep]ymg.

“You nhave my sympathy,” went on
“';iilly, determined to make himself agree-
able.
treated you just now, and it wouldn’t he
too severe to hang him! I suppose you're
a part of the circus, eht” '

“ Me Dippy,” said the dwarf cautiously.
““Nippy my name.”

“Q0h, glad to meet you!”’ said Willy,
| temlmg his hand. ¢ Put it there!*

Dippy was rather suspicious, for he had
pever shaken hands with anybody in all ais
life, so far as he could remember. He
had never even had a hand offered to himn,
He took Willy’s tentatively, and Willy pro-

ceeded to pump his arm up and down with

vigour.

“@lad to know you, Dippy,”? he said
genially. ‘“This object is my brother. No
compliment 1o me, but we all have our
little misfortunes, don’t we? Do you appear
in the show, or are you just one of the
staff 2’

Dippy’s face broke inlo a2 smile of happi-
ness, For years he had been treated like
dirt, and it was a wonderful' change to
be addressed as an equal. And, repulsive
though his face was, it changed completgly
under the influenee of his smile, and became
pleasantly human.

““ Dippy play clown now,” he said, with a
Kind .of pride.. “Dippy try to make people
laugh. You see me in show soon.”

“Look here, Dippy,. what abhout Mr.
Snayle?”? put in Handforth. “He’s your
hossy, isn’'t he? Does he treat you rough'y
and knock you ahbhout?”

“Dippy got to go now,”.said the dwarf,
his- smile vanishing. . Dippy got work to
do. Nearly time “for show.”

He went off round the tent like a rabhit,
vhie very mention of Mr. Snayle’s name
apparently freezing him up. Willy turned to
his brother and eyed him with disfavour.

“Proud bheast!” he said frankly. “ Why
didn’t you shake hands with the chap?*

““You eheeky young ass, he didn’t give me
a chance!”* retorted Handforth ] was
going to ask him about Snayle, and he
bolted! " Lonoks to me as if he’s in mortal
dread of that brute!”

“That’s abont the size of it,” agreed
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Willy, ¢ Oh, well, it’s no good running after
him. Now, lemme see. We shall have to g0
in the half-crown seats, I suppose, Must
do the thing properly. Come on, old son!”

““ What do yoir mean—come on?”’

“Three bob!" said Willy, holding ont &
hand.

“Why, you—you—-=*

“0h,”don't mess about!” said Willy impa-
tlently “Halt a crown for a seat, and six-
pence for chocolates! You can’t e\peet me
to go through the whole afternoon without
any chocolate, you mean rotter! Hanad it over,
and don’t make a fuss!”

Ilandforth nearly exploded, and then grew
icily calm.

““ Oh, what’s the pgood?"” he said dis-
guqtedly.
“No good at all!” said Willy. < You'li

save time by giving in at once!”’

Handfcrth wearily took out JSQme silver,
and handed his brother the required three
shillings—he. was always as soft as putty
when it came to eash, He put an extra
florin into Willy’s palm. "

“But I only

““I'ive bob!” said Willy.
wanted——-"

“Say a word to me, and I'll biff you!”
roared Handforth. ¢ Clear off! I’ve never
konown such a—— Eh? What the—— Well,
I'm jiggered!™

Willy had mysteriously dmappeared and
Handforth, gazing round, conld see no sign
of him. But he found him a few minutes
later, bhusily sampling some {earful-looking
stickjaw he had just purchased.

The ‘crowd?” was now beginning to roll
up. 1t consisted of children, for the most
part, and by the time the circus was due to
commence its performance, the great tent
was not more than an eighth full, The attend-
ance, indeed, was pitiable, and was probahly
the result of poor publicity.

Reggie Pitt and I and the other fellows
were the only occupants of the best scats,
and we felt so conspicuous there that we
soon cleared out and joined the other mem-
bers of the audience.

And the show itself nearly drove us to
distraction,

Mr. Snayle was now transformed, and in
his ringmaster’s uniform he looked quite
imposing and importani. And there was now
no sign of his brutal arrogance. Before the
puhhc eye Mr. %nny]e was a perl’cct, gentle-
man.,

The performance went on draggmu]y, and
we became more and more depressed. The
clowns were awful, with the exception of
Bertie Onions, who performed some really
comic stunts, and did his- best to liven up
the show. Dippy was in the ring, too, fooling
about in an aimless fashion, the butt of the
other clowns—who were mostly ostlers and
cdd men, who almost made us weep.

We were just getting bored absolutely
stiff when Tessa appearcd. And Tessa made
is sit up, rub our eyes, and take motice!
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CHAPTER XL
THE LITTLE BARE-BACK RIDER,

% HAT-HO '™ ob-
- served Archie, fecl-
ing hastily for his
eyeglass, ¢ What-
ho! I mean, is it so, or am
1 dreaming?'’
_ Instinctively, we had all sat
forward in our seats, and were gazing at the
new ‘““act ” with open ‘admiration and sur-
prise, BSo far, we had becn driven nearly
into a state of coma, One or two horses had
appeared, ridden by alleged equestriansggnd
equestriennes — the  Marvellous  Mesose
Family, as they called themselves. They
were only marvellous in the fact that they
kuew scarcely anything about their business,
and must have possessed extraordinary nerve
io appear at all.

Johnny Onions had done some pretty good
work on the trapeze, but one good turn
doesn’t make a show. And after Johnny had
*retired, a terrible conjuror had appeared—a
man dressed like a shabby edition of an
Egyptian priest, who performed the most
obvious tricks with a clumsiness that didn’t
even deceive the children. 1¢ must be re-
corded, with regret, that Mustapha, the
Magician, got “the bird,”” and was finally
howled out of the ring.

The audience, therefore, was in just the
right mood to give the unext turn a hostile
reception. But the next turn was Tessa, and
a change came over the audience. :

According to the programme, Tessa wa
‘“The Little Bare-back Rider,” and I heard
Handforth give a groan as the number came
up. Archie had sagged back in his seat, with
w glassy expression in his eye. For we all
expected a matronly person of about forty-
five to appear, and do similar stunts to
those perpetrated by the Melrose Family.
Someliow, we distrusted the very name of
Tessa—until TeSsa appeared.

And, a5 I have remarked, we rubbed our
eyes and took notice.

Yor Tessa was singularly different. She
came riding gaily into the ring, standing
on the saddle of her bay horse, and at the
very first glimpse we could see that she was
not a year older than sixteen or seventeen.
And this girl was wonderfully graceful, slim,
and attractive,.

Unlike the other performers, she was by
no means shabby, but dressed ix a fiufly
stlken costume that suited her wonderfully.

“ What-ho!”" murmured Archie
““ Dear old boys, we live again!™

Tessa was carcering tound the ring, dis-
plaving cleverness in every motion of lier
supple body and shapely litnbs. And it was
not orly her figure that was so -attraetive,
but her face, too. There was practically no
sign of paint or powder, and her dark brown
curls were obviously lLier own, Iler eyes
were bright and merry, and for sheer pretii.
ne3s Tessa would have been hard to beat.

TESSA,
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“Jolly good!" said Handforth, clapping

vigorously. ¢ Encore!”
“Bhut up, ass!” said Willy, ¢ She hasa’t
started yet!” - |
Handforth continued clapping, and it was
fairly obvious that he was clapping Tessa's
appearance more than her performance. Willy
gazed at him with rather a pitiful smile,
w""lil?uor chap! He's smitten again!” gaid
illy. ' _
“Eh?" said Handforth, turning red. * Whuy,

you—you -~

“Don’t forget Irene!"” said Willy, holding
up a warning finger. “What'’s Irene going
to say if she finds that you've fallen in love
with a circus girl? You can leave this one
to me, Ted!” ;

It was just as well that T sat next to
Handforth, for 1 prevented him from com-
mitting assault and battery on the spot..
And Tessa’s performance was a lucky diver-
sion, too. She was more than pretty and
craceful—-her act was absolutely brilliant and
talented. ‘

“Who 1he dickens is she?”? murmured
Reggie Pitt. * Funny thing we didn’t hear
anything about her before the show started.
I say, Johnny—just a word!”

~ Johnny Onions, baving changed, had slipped
near us to ask how we were enjoying the
show, If{e had certainly chosen an opporfune
moment. :

“ Who’s the sweet damsel?”" asked Reggie.
*Tell us, O clief, who this fair wench may
be. I would fain know more of her.” :

““MTessa?”’ asked Johany. ¢ She’s about the
only decenf turn in the show.”

“ Barring yourself,”” [ pointed out, witi
a smile, “ And Bertie.” |

“0Oh, we don't count,” said Johnny., < Bui
Tessa's pretty. good. Lucky we've got het.
Her name'’s Tessa Love.”

“ But isn’t she with somebody?” I
“{ mean——""' -

«“ She’s Mr. Snayvle’s niece,”” Teplied Johnny
rfuietly. b _

“What!" shouted Handforth, leaping up.

_asked.

1 and sitting down so abruptly that the plank
-gave a sinister creak,

«“My hat! I thounght
I'd gone! Snayle's niece!" he added blankliy.
“You're mad!” |

< Now vyou'll understand, perhaps, why
Bertie and I don’t want Mr. Snayle to go,”
said Johnny. < But we can't talk here—waib
till tea-time. Ripping, isp’t she? Only
fifteen, too!” .

Johnny spoke with warmth, and we all re-
garded Tessa with complete admiration, She
continued her performance with increasing
suyccess, the audience working itself up to
itz first enthusiasm., | -

But even now Mr. Snayvle wasn't satisfied.

More thian once he had cracked his whip
with unnecessary violence to Tessa's horse—
probably because he enjoyed any form of
ernelty. And as we turned to look at the
girl again, Mr. Snayle subjected the horse
to a stinging flick with the whip that was

| quite unjustified,
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The animal reared at a most
moment, for Tessa was in an upright posi-
tion, and balancing herself on one foot.
That sudden rearing of the horse caused her
to slip, and the next moment she -fell
heavily to the sawdust.

“Qh!”

One or two of us half jumped out of our |

seats, ready to dash to the girl's assistance.
But she was up in 2 moment, and had*re-
mounted her horse almost before the audi-
ence had had time to take its breath.

Mr. Snayle, scowling fiereely for a moment,

muttered something to the girl, and the act
went on. But I could see by the drawn look
on Tessa’s face that she was in pain, Such
a fall as that could hardly have failed to
hurt her.

But she finished with a brilliant HAourish,
and made her exit. She was compelled to
come ouf twice to take an encore, and after
Lhat the show continued rather dully. -After
Tessa’s appearance there was nothing much
to attract tlie audience. s

The show soon finished, to the accompai-
ment of a jangling discord from the alleged
band.~ This latter consisted of four mis-
creants who had armed themselves with
cornets and trombones, and who did their
utmost to create the greatest possible in-
dividual din,

We were thaunkful when the National
Anthem was played. By some extraordinary
feat, the band managed to make the tune
iust distinguishable—probably through long
practice, =

And the audience passed out of the tent,
and went back into Melmford town to spread
the news that the circus was a “dud.”
Reggie Pitt and Archie and Handforth, Willy,
and I, made our way into one of the ad-
joining tents, looking for Johnny Onions, who
had invited us to tea, -

We were just in time to see Mr. Simon
Snayle raving violently at his niece. We
came in-unexpectedly, and they-knew nothirng

those first few
seconds, :

Tessa had now changed, and was neatly
attired in a tweed cestume, and we could
casily see that she was no older than fifteen,
and even prettier in ordinary attire than
when dressed for the ring.

“But it was your fault, uncle!” she was
saying defensively. “You cracked your

whip—>*

“Don’t argue with me, girl!” shouted
Snayle. ‘“Yon were carcless! This is what
comes of neglecting your practice! What do
you mean by falling like that—in front of

the audience, too?”

““But I tell you—-"

“Don't argue!” repecated her uncle. 1
won’t be browbeaten by a mere child! You're
getting worse and worse! Just because

. -you're fifteen, you think you’re no longer a

child, and these high-flown notions won't do!

Geb to your caravap at once, and don’t dare
answer mel’ :

THE NELSON
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“Oh, uncle!” said Tessa indignantly. ¢ Jg
isn’t fair! You know as well as 1 dd that
poor Bess is toueh+, and that whip—-*»

“ Confound you, Tessa, your immpudence is
unbearable!” stormed her uncle, bringing
his hand round and catching the girl a brutal -
blow on the side of the head. "3

She reeled and almost fell,

CIIAPTER XII.
THE 8TRIKE!

ESSA recovered herself
in a sccond, .and turned
upon her uncle.

*“Oh, you brute!’”
she exclaimed passionately.
‘“How dare you hit me like

- that! You've got so used to
bullying your poor men that you’ve even
started with me! I'll go right away if you
dare to do it again!”

Mr, Snayle started back, dumbfounded.
- Handforth and I and the others had moved
a step forward, quite prepared to take the
manager and pitch him into the pond. Dut
Tessa’s '‘prompt action held us back.

“You young hussy——"" began Mr. Snayle.

Ab that second he caught sight of us, and
he pulled up short. Tessa saw us, too, and

'sheJ went pale for a second, and then flushed.

With a toss of her head, she turned her baek
on Mr. Snayle and walked away. '

Fortunately, Johnny caute in at that
moment, and Mr. Snayle strode out, muiter-
ing. - As far as he“could remember, he had .
never had such a provoking day in his life.
Everything was couspiring to increase his
violent, temper to fever pitch.

It was the first time he had ever struck
Tessa—at least, since she.had developed
from the childish stage. He regretted it now,
in his own way, for Tessg was valuable to
him, and he didn’t want to quarrel with her.

Johnny spoke to the girl for a few
moments, and then brought her over to
us, and the girl was introduced. .

But she was obviously embarrassed—
realising that we had seen that humiliating
blow, So she soon went off to her own
caravan, which was looked after by a stout

{old lJady known in the circus as Mrs. Sim-

kins. She was an old performer, a. kindly

old soul, who travelled with the circus, and

asenerally looked after Tessa.

Johnny Onions took us off to his caravan,
and there was a kind of constrained feeling,

- There was quite an excellent tea prepared—.

for\the brothers lived in a way that was
fitting to their position. There was just room .
gnoglgh for us all in the caravan—but only
just. | | b
“Look here,” burst out Handforth, break-
jng the rather awkward silence; “1'm not'-
thinking about tea now. Blow tea!
are we going to do about that bullying
cad, Snayle?”? £
“Go easy, old man-—’ began Pitt.

What "
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«“1 won't go efxsy!"
“I'm going to speak my mind!”
Johnny and Bertie looked distressed.

“ Anything fresh?’” asked Johnny, with
concern. ,
“Fresh!’”” snorted Iandforth. *Isn't ib

enough for that brute to nearly knock Tessa
down? Didn’t you see him put his filthy
paws on the girl, and give her a biff that
nearly knocked her over??”

- “My hat!” said Johnny, with a start. < So
that's why Tessa looked so pale? I didn’t
know it, Handforth—I didn’t see Mr. Snayle
hit her!”

‘“Well, you Enow it mnow!" said
“ What are you going to do?”

“It’s pretty awkward,’’ said Johnny s
“1 don’t know what I can do.
Tessa  is Mr. Snayle’s npiece, and he’s her
legal guardian—both her parents are dead.
1 don’t sce that we can.do anything.”’ -

“It's a rotten chame that such a ripping
“girl should have such a beast of an uncle!”
said Reggie Pitt warmly. < But.Johnny’s
right, Iandforth. . e can’t do anything
in the matter. Tt’ll only make things worse
if we say anything abouf it to Snayle—and
it'll distress Tessa, too.'’

“ Absolutely!’’ said Archie, nodding., It

s oceurs to me, old cups of tea, that the. best

“thing we can do is to stand by. and say
nothing: I mean, it would be dashed
poisonous if. we caused the dear girl any
worry. . She’s gof enough already, what?”

It was some minutes before Handforth
¢ooled down; but he did so finally under the
influence of watereress and thin bread-and-
butter. And by the time tea was nearly
over, his indignation had gone,

“T°1l tell you one thing,”” he said abruptly.
“We're going to stay here to see the evening
show! Best circus I've seen for years!®

““Wha-a-at?’” gasped Johnny, nearly
swallowing a doughnut.

“TFact!” said Handforth.
turns' are a bit squiffy,
Tessa——"

“Jla, ha, ha!"

Handforth turned red
laughter.

“T knew it!” said Willy disgustedly. < He’s
just as bad as ever he was! Always- falling
in love! Goodness knows -what he’ll be like
when he’s twenty! I’ll bet he’ll break hearts
just the same as a chap breaks monkey-
nits!”’

“You wait till I
forth . helplessly. :

Willy grinned, knowing that he was safe.
He was wedged at one end of the caravan,
and Handforth at the other. So fistic exer-
cise was out of the question. - -

“I'm not so sure about staying for the
evening show,” 1 said thoughtfully,
ought to get back to London. Everybody
will be wondering what’s happened to us.”

“Oh, blow that!” said Handy. ¢ We'll
send some wireg———? - o wuy w o

| Handy.

lowly.

““ Some of the
I'll admit, but

at that burst of

get you alone!” said Hand-

retorted Handforth. t

L4

After all, |

“We
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He broke off, for we could hear the
sounds of quarrelling from outside, But
they died down, and Johnny Onioiis hastened

to pour out some more tea.
“Don’t take any notice,” he said.
‘“Snayle’s - in a rottemn humour to-day—

quarrclling with everybody. lle got a bit
drunk last night, and the burning of his
caravan upset him a bit. 1'm rather wor-
ried about the evening show, you know. We
had an awful - crowd this afternoon, didn’t
we? TUnless we do better to-night we shall
have to stop paying salaries, or something!*
“What you need is a few more decent
turns, and some publicity,” [ said. “It’s
‘@ .bit- rough on you chaps, trying to make
thig circus a success with such poor material,
If we ean help—- '
The sounds of quarrelling outside became
80 ‘pronounced thatv they obtruded them-
selves upon our conversation. Handforth
glanced out of the nearest window, and his
face became red. _
“0ld Snayle raving at the giddy Melrose
Family!* he said warmly, “My hat! He's
just bifled one of the chaps in the eye!”
We struggled out of the ecaravan, and
found that Handforth’s sfatement was cor-
rect. The leader of the Meclrose Family—-
which was really a troupe of totally unrelated
circus performers—was shouting .at M.
Spayle with no particular choice of words.

1

“We're fed up!”?. he exclaimed hotly.
 ““Understand that, Mr. Snayle? And,
what’s more, we finish! You can go to

blazes, for all we care—you, and the show,
too! We're not performing to-night—or any
other time! And we’ll get one of the
Cnions to take action over this business—
see if we don’t!”?

“ Hear, hear, Herb. !’ said one of the ladies
 shrilly. ** A nice state of aifairs, I must
say~—in these’ ere days, too! We ain't
dirt, to be trod on! We’ll walk out and
leave the show flat!”?

And the Melrose Family glared defiance
at Mr. .Snayle—who probably realised that he
had gone a little too far. To make mat-
ters worse, all the other performers had
been attracted by the altercation, and they
instantly threw in their lot with the Mel-
roge troupe.

“Come on, all the lot of you!” shouted.
one of the Johnson Brothers. “ We're sick
of this! Let’s clear out, and go up to
London! There’s plenty of other work to
to do—and I'd rather starve than be in this-
rotten circus!” "

Johnny and Bertiz stood there, more
startled than they could express. They saw
the entire e¢ireus company walk out, and
Hleave the show without even an hour’s warn-
ing. And as they went, Mr. Snayle twisted
hig lip into 2 malicioas smile,

Somehow, I couldn’t help thinking that he
had goaded the performers deliberately—that
he wanted the show to be stranded. There
was - something hehind this that I hadn’t
quite fathomed! -
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CHAPTER XI111.
MAKING THE BEST OF IT!

OHNXY OXNIONS ran
to Mr. Snayle in alarm.
“You can't let them

up

o)

go!”? he shouted. ¢ Call
them back, Mr. Snayle—offer
them extra money! We've

; got to
to-night! It’s bllled'
faith with the public!”

. ‘Mr. Snayle shrugged his shoulders.

" ¢1've done the best I can,” he wphed
souriv., -

give the performance
We've got to keep

—

“ Yes—tlie, best you can to ruin e\ery

thing ! declared Johm}, with anger and
bitterness. “Oh! T'Hl let my father know-
about this—he’ll have’ so'nethmg to say, you
traitor! What ave we going to do ahoutx
lo-night? You're the manager—you've got
to think of something!”

r Mr, Sunayle sneered.

It’s easy” enough to talk!” he replied.
“‘But we can’t get fresh artists down in
time for this evening, and there’s an end of |
it! As for these fools who have left us |
in lurch, they weren’t worth a cent,

iy 1

“ But they could give a _show, at least!”|
shouted Johnny,

He furned away., distracted. The next
seccond lhe made up his mind, and raced
out of the meadow, and down the road. He
overtook the md:gndnt performers, and they
looked at him coldly.

¢1 say, let’s pateh it up'” said Johnny.
“Mr. Snayle’s hardly Limself to-day. You're
not going to leave the show stranded like
this? QGive us until to-morrow evening, at
least! We've got to keep faith with tne
publie I*? _

* Sorry, Master Johnny, bulbt it can't be
done,” growled one of the Melrose troupe.
““We've been insulted long enough by that
blackguard. We ain't particular, goodncss
knows, but things have got too thick!”

The othcrs agreed, and showed no sigas
of relenting. As a matter of fact, they bad
received . their salarvies that very. mmmng—-—
delayed, owing to Mr. Snayle’s mismanage-
ment. l’elhapq this was -one reason why
they had walked ount in 2 body. With wages
owing to them, and no cash in hand. they
might have waited for a day or two, and
given notice in the usual way.

i ¢ Never mind Mr, Snayle,”” said

“Think of the old show! 'This
Bertie and I-—we’re the owners|
nuess sake, be reasonable!"

“Well, I’ tell you what, young gents”
said the spohesman “give old Snayle the
chuck. and we'll all come back. How’s
that?* he added, turning {o hi: companions,

“1&5, we'll stlc!-.. to the show if Snayle
goes,* .they apreed,

. Johnny Onions krew that he was done.
AL | canb kick Snayle out—I'd like to, but
T can’t!” he replied desperately. < He "fixed

-

Johtiny.
concerns
For good-

| ficas of the cat for?
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If Mr. Snay’e goes, he'il

there’s Tessa, too.
take her.”

“Well, we ain’t coming back,
stays--that’s final!”’

And all Johnny's efiorts at persuasion
failed, Me returned to the circus field, de-
spondent, and intensely worried. Being the
elder of the two brothers, he felt the re-
sponsibility more than Bertie. And Bertie,

if Snayle

after all, was a quaint fellow, with little or
no business ability.

“No luck, old man?” asked Belbia
gloomily,

““None - at all—they’ve cleared out fur
good !” said Johnny.

¢ 1 expected it!” said Bertie, with intense
melancholy. ¢ The only thing we can do i3
to take the fleas of the cat and go home.”

““Why, you disgusting vrvoftter!” said
Reggie. ‘ What on earth do you want the
Fleas are beastly
things to have in any home!”

Bertie started slightly.

““Oh, sorry!” he said hastily. < That was
a bad one, wasn*t it? Just a slip, you know.
What I meant was, we'll take the Keys of
the flat, and go home !

Reggte grinned.

$0h! The keys of the flat!* he exclaimed.
“By Jjingo, some of these slips of yours
sound a bit awful at times!™

“Oh, don't be funny now!" said Johnnv
impatiently.  What are we going to do?
‘We're stranded—we can’t give the evening
show! - There’s only Tessa and Bertie and
I! We ean't run a circus without any per-
formers !’

Mr. Snayle came up sLil] znvering,

“ Well?? he said gruffly. “ A lot of good.
wasn’'t it? Those fools don’'t know when
they're well off! You can’t say that T
ent them away—thzy took {heir own choice

L5 "

“You've ruined everything, Mr. Snayle!'"
shouted Johnmny. < The best thmf you can_
do is to leave the mandgement 0 me.

I can’t do it hetter than you, I'm not wm*h
a grain of salt!”

Mr. Snayle scowled,
ing laugh.

“ All right, young Barnum!
“(Get on with it!”

He walked away, leaving Johnny and
Bertie gazing at one another. The rest of
us stood round, rather -embarrassed. It
seemed that the gchoolboy circus owners
were having a big struggle. © And unless
things altered very rapidly, their tour would
come to an end almost bLfme it had started.

“1 don’t want to butt in,” I said slowly,
““ Perhaps I’'d better keep qmet—--"

“No—go ahead !’ said Johnuy. “I'm at a
loose end! Can't think of a thing, and lI
youw've got any suggestions-—"

“Well, it’'s not much of a qu"ge‘*twn B |
interrupted. “ Taere’s no sense in gettmg
into a panic, and worrying over a -position
that’s iuevitable. You can’t glve any show
to-night—that's certain, S$o don't tack wur

and then gave a jeer-

“ he sncered.

it all wp with L wmy fathe1~legalh. And

- -...IJ'."-:'
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“But—but what ecan
Johnny helplessly.

“\Wait till the crowd comes up—and let’s
hope, for once, that it won't be a big crowd
—and then make a short speech to them,”
I said. ¢ Explain the position, and say that
the circus will give a better show to-morrow
night than ever before. Then get busy with
Your pater, and see that to-morrow’s show
i3 a huge success, If you can't guarantee
that, don’t promise anything. Because if
you fool the public, you'll be lost ! :

“I’'1l get some performers for to-morrow
all right,” said Johnny grimly. %I don’t
know how—but I will! All right—we’ll maky
the best of it, ard I hope the erowd’s only
a small one, as you say.”

““On second thounghts, it’]] be all the bet-
ter if the crowd’s nig,”” I remarked. ¢ 1¢’ll
mean more publicity-—and it'll make the
people of Heimford curions. Better go along
to your ecaravan now, and prepare the
speech,”?

The two broth.rs went off, and after a
short comsultation, we decided to stay until
opening-time, and see the thing through,

Quite unexpectedly, tha peop'e began to
roll wup in considerable numbers—which
seemed to indicate that the poor mnature of
the show bhadn't got round yet., It takes
the public a long time to know whether a
show’s good or bhad even if it stays in town
for a week. |

There were a few hundred people waiting
in a crowd beforc the big tent—believing
that the pay-box would soon open. And
then Johnny Onions, rather nervons, took

we do?” asked

his stand on the top of an adjacent caravan, |

and made his speech,

He was qunite diplomatic. He explained
that there had been a disagreement among.
tiie artists, and that no show was possible
nntil the wmorrow, The crowd listened in
surprise at first, and then a certain amount
of hostility bezan to manifest itzelf-—par-
ticularly among the rougher element. A
large number of the town louts had come
along, and they soon made themselves heard.

“It's a swindle!” shouted one young
rustic. “ Made us walk all this ’ere way, an’
there ain’t no show! VYah! It’s a swindle!
Let’s ehuck this young ijit in the pond !’

“*Rre, ‘ere!” ' ;

The -crowd became noisier and noisier.
-QOne or two of the voung roughs started
throwing stones, and the situation appeared

Rotte h

10 be rather dangerois
CHAPTER XIV,
JOBNNY MAKES A PROMISE.

maERy ¢ AH P
- “Boo!
swindler, —
‘““ There never was
no bloomin’ circus P’
All .sorts of shouts were
o ~ hurled at Johnny--the ma-
jority of them quite unjustified. W these
beople had paid their money over, it would

Tessa recoveroed herself in a
second, and turned upon her uncle.
‘“* Oh, you brutel?” she exclaimed
passionately. ' How dare you hit
me like that!”

have Dheen another matter. The majority
were satisfied, and were streaming away.
But the roughs remained, only too glad of an -
opportunity to start some horseplay. Many,
indeed, had come to the circus fcr no other
purpose, and were delighted to find that
they had suech an excellent excuse.

““There’s no swindle about it!” shouted
Johnny Onions angrily., ‘The show will he
given to-morrow, and [’ll guarantee that it'll
be improved. We can’t do impeoessibilities,
and with most of our performers on :ztrike,
we’re helpless !

“Yah! Git down, you young liar!¥

Some more stones were hurled, and one
glanced off the side of the caravan, and
struck Mpr. Snayle in the face. The manager
was standing by, smiling in-that malicious
way of his. But his smile soon vanished.
He gave a bellow of rage as the stone hit
him, and it was fortunately a smooth ome,
inflicting only a bruise. DBut the cfiect was
instantaneous. Mr. Snayle rushed rournd the
caravan, bellowing like a bull.

“Clear out of this meadow!” he shouted
wildly. * There'll be no show—and the next
hoolican who throws a stone will e
arrested ! - '

“Pleaze, Mr, satd
erimly,

“Go ta hlazes!’? snarled Mr. Snayle, “I'm
the manager of this circus, and I'm going
to have order! Thaese young feols f

“'Fre! This bloke’s eallin’® us fools!”
yelled one of the roughs, |

“ Pelt him !

““Let’s puil the bloomin’ tents.down!”

“Love us! ‘That’s what we’ll do!”?

A namber of the 1enghs made a rush

Snayle !? Johnny

ab..



one of the smaller tents, and I stood look-
ing on with real apprehension. From recent
experience, I knew only too well how quickly
a mob can get out of hand. a
There was only a small proportion of
roughs here—but quite enough to cause ter-
rible destruction. If one of these young
fools struck a match and set fire to ope
of the smaller tents, the whole show would
soon be obllterated. :
. “Come on, you chaps!”
«« This is where we begin!” y
{ < Good!” toared Handforth, pushing up his
sleeves, - - _
“Hold on!” I snapped. ‘“No fighting, old
man!” ,
“No fighting?” gasped Handforth blankly.
“No! That’ll only make things ten times

I said arimly.

as bad—and - we're hopelessly outnumbered,:

anyhow. Handy, you and Pitt’ and Willy
grab hold  of Snayle, and get himn out of
sight! A bit more of his bullying, and
we'll be unable to do a thing!”

Handforth might have argued, but Reggie
and Willy allowed him no opportunity. They
hustled him off, and a few moments later
Mr. Simon Snayle found himsell selzed

"violently from behind, and whirled behind |

one of the tents, in spite of all his shouts
and curses. Big as he-was, lic was no match
for the three sturdy juniors.

In the meantime, of course, other people
were coming up in a continuous procession,
and the crowd had nowx become guite large.
The meadow in front of the great tent was
full, the nolse tremendous, and the louts
were becoming rougher every minute,

And then Archie and I climbed on to the
caravan beside Johnny, and helped him with
his speech. _

“Just a moment, dear old lads of the
village'!” shouted Archie, thrusting his
monocle into his eye, and gazing round.
“* Kindly allow m2 to bleat a few words. Pos-
sibly you have heard of Colonel Glenthorne?”

‘“Yes—he owns half the Helmford High
Street !’ shouted somebody.

1 e« Absolutely!” said Archie, mnodding.

- “Well, I am Colonel Glenthorne’s son, and
if I can do anything to calm the old popu-
lace, I am dashed well golng tc do it! About
this circus. Something pretty ghastly has
happened—strikes, and what not! If you'll
lend me the old ear department, I'll rapidly
get busy and fill it!”

Arch-e looked so genial, and his appear-
ance was S0 comic, that most members of
the crowd began to smile. Even the roughs
calmed down a bit. Johuny ana I didn’t
say a word. Archie was doing well.

“Good!” said Archie, ¢ Absolu‘ely price-
less! Here w2 are, all gathered together,
as it were, and [ must be allowed to re-
mark that the weather is somewhat. fruity.
Spring and all that, what? It’s a dashed
.shame _about this circus. The artists—the
chappies who dash hither and thither in the
ring, perfoerming all sorts of marvellous
Stunts—wef, dash ik Shey've buzzed off into

&
L]
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Johnny, growing easier.

the far distance, as it were, leaving thé“ show

somewhat deflated.” ,
“We've heard that before shouted some
body. -

3

““ Absolutely!” agreed Archir heartily.
“Do I deny it? Of course you've heard it
before, I'm just here to drive the old
point home, ‘as it were. And kindly allow
me to observe that I've always regarded
the people of Helmsford as a collection of
ripping sportsmen' It appears to me that
this is one of those jolly old occasions when

| the populace ought to rally round, and do

a vast amount of sympathising! The show
can’t be given, and there you are! But I
would like to introduce Mr. Johnny Onjons—
the son of that famous laddie, Professor
Onions, the bally Circus King!” | }

Archie bowed to Johnny, who was rather
unprepared. -

‘¢ Ladies ‘and gentlemen,”” he began, ¢TI
hope yow'll forgive us for not giving any
show to-night. I have already told you
about the trouble we are experienecing, but
in the name of my father, Professor Qnions,
I guarantee that there will be no disappoint-
ment {o-morrow.’’

“ Good for you, young ’un!”?

“You can’t say no more than that!*?’

A number of encouraging shouts went up.

‘““ Unfortunately, a few thoughtless people
seem inclined to cut up rusty,”” went on
““It’s not our fault
that we can’t give the show, and it’s hardly
fair to start any violence. May I ask you
to return home, and do us the great honour
of returning to-morrow? I give my faithtul
promise that you won't be disappointed!’' -

But still there were a large number of
people who growled, and who insisted tha}
the show ought to be given. And we became
rather anxious, for the disturbance seemed
to be on the increase again.

And then Johnny got a brain-wave. :

On the spur of the moment he invited.the
crowd to enter the tent and take their seats
—free of charge.

““We can’t give the ordinary show, but
there will be a parade of the animals, and
one or two acts will appear,’’ he announced.
“We want you to accept this invitation at
our expense; and in return we hope that
you will come to-morrow and pay for
admission in the-ordinary way.”’

This announcement made a startling
change. Even the roughs calmed down, and
before another five minutes had elapsed
the big tent was over half full. And every-
body who came along afterwards was
admitted without payment, the whole thing
now being an adverfisement. . .

And it proved to be a splendid one, too.

Yor it happened that there were only two
turns deft—Tessa, and Johnny Onions him-
self. Bertie fooled about as a clown, but
the other two performed their ordinary busi-
ness, And as they were the best acts in
the whole show, they gave a sample which
wag, in fact, rather misleading, as compared
with the complete show of the afternoon,
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TFor the performers on strike were a crowd
af ‘‘duds,’? to say the least.

- And so everybody weit
. delighted, in fact. : -
- In the tent, Johnny had seized the oppor-
- tunity to make another speech from the
ring, and he had promised that new per-
formers would he obtained on the morrow,
and that the show would be given in its
full and complete form.

- The audience applauded heartily, and there
was little doubt that the big tent would be
nicely filled with real money on the morrow.
There was only one fly in the ointment.

" For the life of him, Johnny counldn’t
possibly imagine where on earth he was
" going {o conjure up a new set of performers.

away satisfied,

CHAPTER XV,
RECGIE PITT'S BRAIN-WAVE,

R. SNAYLE gave a
harsh laugh.
- ** Well, you’ve made

a fine mess of it,
haven’t you?’’ he said sourly.
‘“You may have stopped a

riot to-night; but there’)l be

& blamed tornado to-morrow! Where the

mischief do ye suppose you'll get your new:

- artists??
Johnay Onions glared.

- “There’s' one thing certain, Mr. Snayle—
I shan't ask any advice from you!”’ he
retorted.
this show, and you c¢an call yourself the
© manager if you like; but from this minute
" onwards we'll do without you! We'll get
. aver this diffienity =all right!*? _

- Mr. Snayle snapped his teeth together.

¢“Oh! So you think you ean chuck me,
eh?’ he snarled. ‘“Bah! I'm a fool to
© take any notice of ye!”’ he added, with a
sudden laugh. ¢ Young fools! A pair of
upstarts, that’s what ye are! Think you can
run the sbow without me, eh? All right! I
won’t do a blamed thing—no, not for a
whole week! Then see how ye get ont’?

He swung off, thinking that he had put
- consternation into the hearts of the two
brothers. He would not have been compli-
mented if he had scen the expression of
. relief on Johnny’s face. '
. A week!”” he said. A week without
Snayle! That’ll give us a c¢hance to show
what we can do!”’ . :

He and Bertie were standing just outside
the big tent, and everything was peaceful

and quiet. The crowd had gone, and the
dusk was deepening into night. ‘I was
chatting. to the other feHows—in fact,

-suggesting a prompt move, for it was high
: time that we were off.

-4 We've seen the chaps through as far-

+a8. we ean,’? I said, “If we remain,
- shall only be in the way.”’ |
© ¢ Absolutely ?’? said Archie. ‘I don’t. like

we

to. tear myself away., dash it—leaving the

‘“ Bertie and I are the owners of |
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But what, as
it were, can we do? Ahsolutely nothing!’?

poor old champions in 4 mess.

‘““Yes, there’s three, at least,’’ said
Reggie Pitt dreamily. ¢ Perhaps four—and
even five, By Jove, I bhelicve it conld be
worked. A hit of 8 nerve, of course £

“Talking to -me?? asked landforth
bluntly. :

“Eh?? said Pitt, with a start. “Qh! No,
it’s all right. ¥ was thinking.”’ |

‘“Then don’t tbink like & gramophone,’’:
said Handforth. ¢¢Jabbering away there to
yourself like a twelve-inch record! What
d’yon mean—four, and perhaps five? You're
dotty!”’ .

‘“ Perhaps,’’ said Reggie absentily. “ Who -
knows ?*? F 5 -

““Then you admit you're dotty?’’ snapped
Handforth, -

“No, I don’t!'* retorted Pitt.
thinking again.’’

He walked slowly across to the Onions
brothers, and we followed him. I seemed to
have aa idea that Pitt was about to suggest
something. It was quite certain that his
brain had been active. I could tell by the
gleam in his .eye that he was inwardly
excited. _

‘“I supnose you fellows. are going now?’’
asked Johnuy, with a kind of hopeless
resignation. ‘‘Oh, well, we can’t oxpect.
you to stay for good, can we? I dare say
‘we’ll _get_ through the trouble somehow.”’

“ Look here, what are your plans?’? asked
Reggie bluntiy. * Don’t think Ym inquisi-
tive; I've got a reason for asking.”’

‘“ Plans?’’ repeated Johnny. :

¢ Yes. You promised the public half an
hour ago that you’ll give a full circus
show to-morrow,”? said Pitt briskly. I
don’t suppose it’s necessary for me to point
it out, but if you fail to ecarry out that
promise, you night as well shut the show
for good now.”’

‘“Yes, I suppose we
miserably. -

““You can't play fast and loose with -the
multitude,’’ vent on Reggie. **If there’s no
show tao-morrow, take my advice and have
& hundred policemen on guard., And when
you go on your mnext pitch, you’'ll have a
hostile publie in {ront of you. DBecause bad
news travels fast, ‘and everybody will know
what's happened. This thing is: absolutely
serious, and it’s no good blinking at" &,
If we can lend a hand, we’ll be only tod
jolly pleased.”’ | P

“Count on us,’” I agreed readily.

““QOh, rather!’? said Archie. * A}l hands
to the old pump, what?”’ EE

“ It’s—it’s jolly ripping of you fellows to

“F was

might,’’ said Johnny

be so concerned,’”> said Johnnmy " Onions
 Auskily,  But—but——  Oh, what’s the

good?  How can you fellows help me now?
I’ve got to. get a new set of performers.”
Reggie Pitt nodded.
‘«Phdt's what you promised the public,’’
he said. * And that promise, by hook or by
crook, has got to be kept. Now look here.

When vou gave vour word-like that  did



you have any ldea in your mind about
petting some new acts?’’
. Johnny looked at us rather feebly.
' «“Well, no,”” he admitted. ¢ The—the
fact is, I was desperate, and had to say
something. I’ll be frank with you fellows.
I haven’'t the faintest idea of how we shzll
be able to give to-morrow’s show, and that's
the truth!’? . |

““Good!”’ said Reggie gleefully.

““Good?’? echoed Johnmny. ¢ Oh,. rather!
Screamingly good, in fact! Even if I wire

to the pater, I doubt if he'll be able to]

do anything. He’s ill, remember, and—and
hard up, too. Oh, we're in a mess! I don't
know which way to turn!’ he added dis-
tractedli'. “T'll do my best; I'll try
frantically. But even now I'm not sure

about to-morrow’s show. If we had a little |

cash it would be better.”’
¢ A mere detail, old lad,’”’ said Archie.
«“ Kindly allow me to whack out a trifling
Joan——"’ . '
© But neither Johnny nor Bertie would hear
of it, and they made it quite plain to the
embarrassed Archie "that they couldn’t
possibly borrow his money. ‘
. *“No, we're in a hole, and we've got to
get, out of it ourselves. It wouldn’t be fair
to you, Archie, to take your cash, knowing
well enough that we might not be able fo
return it. No bank or loan society would
advance us a penny—the show’s too rocky
for that. And if we accepted your offer,
we should only be taking an unfair
advantage.”’ - "o
¢ Then, the blunt truth 1s, you haven’{
got any hope of finding 'new artists for
to-morrow ?’’ asked Reggie. -

‘‘Yes, but. we'll do our best,””’
Onions major. * |

“In other words, you’ll do nothing,’’ said
Pitt. <<Oh, T know it! Without experience,
and without capital, you'll never be able to
engage a circus crowd for to-morrow, even
if you knew where to put your hands on
such people. Don’t forget that the other
circuses are on the road now, and it's hard
enough for them to find talent. The only
circus performers out of work are the duds.”’
© ¢« You're right,”’ said Johnny, with feeling.
“We know it!”’

“ Therefore how in the name of all that’s
mysterious are you going to conjure up. a
full crowd of decent artists in the time?’’
asked Pitt. ¢‘If would be far better to play
amateurs than a lot of ancient, incoglpetent,
underpaid - make-shift professionals.’

“It's all very well to talk 1like that,”’
burst out Johnny. “ We can’t afford to have
anything better than makeshifts—anything
better than duds. There aren’t such people
as amateur circus performers.’’

‘““No?'’ sald Reggie calmly. ¢ That, my
son, 18 where yow make a little mistake.
1t s0 happens that I've got a whole bunch
ready for immediate work—so tame that
they'll eat out of my fingerst*’ -

. “What on earth do you mean, Reggie?’”
I asked, staring,

replied

CHAPTER XYVI.
THE REMOVE RALLIES ROUND.

EGINALD PITT looked
round at us and
smiled. :

“Come into the
caravan,”’ he sald crisply. .
““This needs thoroughly
| going into, and’we don't wanf
to stay out here. The wind’s getting chilly.

* I believe I've got a solution to-the problem.”*

~And there was no time lost in getting into
the Onion brothers’ caravan. With the
electric light turned on, and the door closed,
we were somewhat cramped, but very snug.
Reggie  Pitt sat on a locker,- and scemed
to enjoy the mystery he had created.
““Qut with it!’”’ said Handforth hastily.

¢ What's the wheeze?’’

“ This circus,’’ said Reggie, ¢‘is stranded.
We've got an interest in it because it's
owned by .two River House chaps. Johnny
has promised a show for to-morrow, and
that show must be given—=?

“My hat! We Lknow all this!”’
Handforth. .

‘““ Must be given!”’ went on Reggie, with
perfect calmness. ¢“ Now, cash is scarce,
and the show can't afford anything better
than the poorest of poor talent. Why not
get a whole crowd of performers foc
nothing 2"’ | .

“‘ Nothing ?** gasped Johnny.

sald

asked DPith

“Why pay wages at all?”’
calmly. .
¢« You're© mad!”’ shouted IIandforth.

“ Who'll work for nothing?’

¢ The Remove!’’ replied Reggie. ¢ How’s
that?’? :

“The Remove!” I yelled.

““ The Remove!” repeated Reggie serenely.

“ But—but you must be off your rocker,
old man,” I gasped. ‘“How on earth can
the Remove give a circus show? I thought
vou had a good idea—not a crack-brained
suggestion like this.”

“I'm going to punch him in the eyel!”
said Handforth aggressively. .

“Don’'t be silly, Ted!” in Willy.
““The idea’s a, ripper!’"

«“ A ripper?”’ '

«“0f course it is,” said Handforth minor
promptly.

“Oh, thanks muchly!” grinned Reggie.
“ Words of wisdom flow from your lipa; O
vouth of tender years! These other chaps

put

"can’'t seé fthe thing, but you ecan.”

«“By Jove!” I said slowly.
it’s possible——"

“It’s not only possible—but it's going
to be done!” interrupted Reggie crisply.
“Look here! Think of the Remove as a
whole, and vou'll think of a crowd of St.
Frank’'s juniors. But just pick ’em out!
Before you Know where you are, you'll
find a2 whole mass of circus talent! We
canp even run some side shows, with Fatty
Little as the Fat Boy, and Clarence Fellowe

“«“Of course,

A§ the Living Skeleton!”
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“ Ha, ha, ha!” _
Johnny Onions looked at Pitt in a strange
way.

‘¢ But—but what about the circus acts?”’-

he-. asked huskily,. - _
“ Plenty of ’em!" replied Pitt. Jerry
Dodd—the Australian Buck Jumper and
Trick Rider! Me’s an absolute marvel with
his little pony, Bud, and that pony Ils as
full of circus tricks as two of Barnum &
Bailey's best!”
“My hat!
forth blankly. |
“Then there’s Farman,” went on Pitt.
«“He may be a Dit ont of practice, but

You're right " said Hand-

when he was on his father’s ranch in
California he was an expert broncho
buster. Ie can do some marvellous stunts.”
““So he can!” 1 murmured, becoming
excited, .
“ Nipper can be the Ringmaster, and
Handforth the Strong Man,”” went on
Reggie, |

“Strong man!” gasped Handforth.

“Why not?’ asked Pitt. A chap like

you—a fellow with such a fine, magnificent
physique, handsome features, and curly
hair! Hercnles to the life! You’d create
a sensation!" ]
. % By QGeorge!” sald Handforth, soaking
it alk in. “As a matter of fact, I was
going to suggest something like that, but
you got it out first!™ .

«“« A good thing I did—for the sake of
your modesty!” said Reggie. “There’s
Johnny, here—a ripping acrobat. There's
Tessa to do the bare-back riding, and
Bertie as a clown. And we can havg some
of the other chaps as clowns too.
got ‘plenty of costumes, haven’t you?”

“Yes—tons!” gasped Jolnny excitedly.

“Then what’s to prevent the show?”
demanded Reggie Pitt. < 1It’s not late yet—
we can get out dozens of telegrams, and
shove them off within half an hour.
Practically all the fellows are in London—
all who matter anyhow. Just over an
hour's run in the train—it’s easy!”

“We could even put the time of a certaln
train in the wires,” I said. “ The first train
in the morpning—they’d all come by that,
and get here at breakfast time.”
~ “ Exactly,”” said Pitt. < That leaves all the
morning for rehearsals. And if we can’d
give a show to beat that ghastly flasco we
saw this afternoon——-  Ahem! Sorry.
Johnny!" '

“Q0h, it's true—I know it!” said Johnny,
¢ The show was too awful for words . And
—and after what yvoun’ve said I can see that
the Remove will do ten times as well as
those horrible  has-heens! -~ What do
yvou think of it, Bertie?” | ’
- Bertie was red in the face. '

““Fine!” he exclaimed, with intense ex-
citement. “Do you know, I thought Pitt
had -something up his sleeve when I saw
him give Willy a wealthy stink.”
¥ A" wealthy stink?”’ said Reggie, horrified.

“Oh, serry! A stealthy wink!” =zaid
Bertie burriedly. “I'm so full of this

ou’'ve.

}

‘Into the caravan,

ELSON LEE LIBHARY .

idea I don’t- know sot 1'm waying!
a great idea!”

“Yes, but what ahout youm, ' Pit{?”
asked Johnny. “¢Waon't yon do a tmyn?”

“A bit of conjuring, perhaps,” said
Reggie. “ Anyhow, we’ll fake up some-
thing and map out a full programme. Is
it a go?’

“It is a-go?”’ echoed Johnny, falling into
Pitt’s arms. * “ Master, I'm your slave! A
chap with a brain like yours ought to bhe in
a glass cage! It’s a wonder to me your
head doesn’t hulge in places!’

“Dry up!” grinned Reggie.  Then it’s
settled? - Good! The Rémove to the rescue!
Now we’ll get out a sheaf of telegrams.
We can stay at a hotel for the night—-""

““Rats! There are two or three caravans
you can use,’”’ put in Jahuny.

“Fine!"” I exclaimed. ¢ Now, the wires!”’

We were all equally enthusiastic, and in
less than a quarter of am hour Reggie Pitt
and Willy dashed off jnto the town to dis-
patch the telegrams, catching a bus that
was passing,. And those wires were S0

T4's

‘worded that they would not fail to bring

the whole Remove down.
“It’s all right!’” said Bertie, coming bhack
“They’'ve bought the

cuss!” . >

““Bought what cuss?”’ asked Johnny,
staring. L

“Qh, sorry! - 1 meant to say they’ve

canght the bus!"”’ said Bertie, 246 |
say, Johnny, isn’t it topping?”
‘“Topping isn’t the word!” replied  his
brother *Jt’s a miracle!” X
He and I got together at once making
arrangements, while Handforth lay back
on a locker with a dreamy. look in his eye~
probably picturing himeself as a Strong
Man. We were glad to let him dream.
Pitt, and Willy. came back, and reported
the successful dispateh of the wires. - And
then we fell' to making plans. '
“But was it necessary to have
crowd down?”’ asked Handforth.
“ Advertising.!”  said - Pitt.
fellows who aren’t rehearsing will Dbe
swamping Helmford with publicity. Boots
will -see to the advertising department—
just his line, = We’ll have this big tent
absolutely bulging with humanity!”
- There were hundreds of other things to
talk about—mapping out the full pro-
gramme—getting the copiy to the. printer—
having some special bills prepared. By
acting at. qnce, we could ged it .done. ;
It certainly seemed that the immediate
future -wounld be. full. of interest :for the
St. Frank’s . Remove—and also for The
Schoolboy .Cirens Owners! ' '

.~ *THR END.

COMING NEXT WEEK !

“THE ST. FRANK'S CIRCUS!

or, It Pays to Advertise.”

A 'S‘I.cn"y of Schonl and The Ring, full of frolic¢
and thrills. -

sadly.
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No. 20. The nghest Skyscraper in the World.

N one of my stories I have referred to
the Woolworth Building, but I feel that
it deserves a little article quite fto it-
self. As a general rule, I disliked the

American sky-scrapers, but the Woolworth
Building is such an exception that I have
nothing but wonder for it.

My chlef objection to the crdinary sky-
scraper i3 that it is extremely ugly and un-
sightly—as, bare, plain mass of brickwork
which rises to a tremendous height from the
street, and makes no pretension whatever
to beauty.

The Woolworth Building stands in ‘“down

town,” New York, within a stone's-throw
of the City Hall and Brooklyn Bridge. For
a commercial bullding it commands about
the finest location in the whole of the
United States—in the very -heart of
America’s great metropolis.

..The building fs the highest in the world,
and it would be interesting to name a few
statistica concerning this wonderful edifice.
From a distance, it is less impressive than I

should have imagined, but at close quarters

one begins to see the marvel of it,

- This sky-scraper, in fact, i3 a masterpiece
of art and architecture, the ¢ntire structure
built ,in true Gothic lines. It rises 792 feet

from the roadway, and it is by no means

uncommon for the summit to be hidden in
the clouds. The tower, which surmounts the
nong% building, is in itself the work of an
artis

There are fifty-eight storles in the Wool
worth Building, the- 'ast one of all being
the observation gallery, and upon stepping
on to this for the first time one feels almost
dizzy, for New York is stretched out below
one, and the view is one that the sightseer
is mever likely to forget. It has, indeed,
been described as the most wonderful view
in all the world.

There are no less than 80,000 electric
lights in the building, and when the great
edifice was opened on April 24th, 1013, the
late President Wilson pressed a tmv button,
which flashed the whole of these 80,000
brilliant lights on at the same moment,

‘tion,

The great mass of the building is divided
up. into hundreds of differeny offtces, and
suites of offices, and daily this one building,
erected upon a comparatively small site,
houses enough people to populate an entire
Clt}"-to be exact, 14,000.

Try and imagine 14 ,000 people working,
day in and day out, under one roof! The
first thought that would strike one is that
every floor would be overcrowded to suffoca-
On the contrary, one can travel up to
any floor, at any time of the day, and find

{ the corridors and passages almost deserted.

And business goes on continuously from all-
the hundreds of offices.

I believe there is a widespread impression
that the Woolworth Building, of New York,
is the headquarters of the famous Wool-
worth 3d. and 6d. stores—or, as they are
called in America, the five and ten cent
stores.

But this impression i3 quite wrong. Mr.
Frank W. Woolworth -(wlm, by the way,
descended from Richard  Woolworth, an.
Englishman who settled in America in 1650)
built this- great edifice as a monument to

-his_ own name, and the place has nothing

whatever to do with the popular 3d. and Gd
stores..

But for the fact that Manhattan Island is
more or less composed of solid rock, a
towering structure of this kind could not
have been built ; but, with such solid founda-

tions, the enormous pro;ect wWas an engineers-

ing success,

I find it quite lmpossmle to give all the
mterestmg details in this article, so I shall
contmue the subject next week.

NEXT WEEK ! |

Our Author will give some more
interesting facts about the

WONDER OF NEW YORK !

L ™
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FAMILIAR PHRASES FROM FICTION
| As Seen. By Our Artist

“HE WAS TIED IN A KNOT 1"




OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS,

SPECIAL SERIES OF ART SKETCHES BY MR. E. E. BRISCOE.
No. 24. Archbishop Tenison’s Grammar School.

Archbishop Tenison’s Grammar School was
[cunded in 1685 by Thomas Tenison, after-
wards Archbishcop of Canterbury. After con-
sulting Evelyn, he erected in Castle St
Leicester Square, a library designed by Wren.
This was the first public library in London.
Under its roof was endowed 2 school which
developed into the present one. The library
fell into decay and was sold in 1861, and the

proceeds were added to the school funds.
An interesting fact concerning the school is

its association with William Hogarth, thae
painter, who at one time occupied the build-
ing as a residence. :

The above particulars have been given me
by a reader, to whom I am sending Mr.
Briscoe’s original sketch. Should any other
reader care to send along photo, badge and
particulars of his school, provided it has not
already appeared in this series, I shall be
pleased to publish a drawing of it and pre-
sent him with the original sketch, signed

| by the artist.



Editorial Qffice,
tudy C,
St. Frank’s.

My dear Chums,
4khat a long time Easter has been in
cHmMing this ycar! Something really ought
%0 be done about it. Schoolboys have been
particularly hard hit, for they have to use
thelr bralns so0 much more than most people,
aod naturally feel the straln of an excep-
tionally long term. At St. Frank’'s we have
passed through a pretty strenuous time, be-
ginning with the sinister adventures of Dr.
Harnak and ending with the overthrow, only
last week, of the powerful and influential
tinancler wio had nearly brought about the
ruin and destruetion of our famous old
scliool. We feel now that we have earned
our holiday, and are going all out to enjoy
ourselves.

EASTER WEEK,

As I promised last week, this number of
the Mag. is mainly on the subject of Easter.
E. Sopp, Clarence Fellowe, and the author
of Trackett Grim bave each infused the
Easter spirit in their various contributlons.
You will notice that Handy has drawn his
own sketchesg for the Trackett Grim story
this week. The reason for this Is necessity
rather than choice. Handy forgot about my
request for an RBaster story, and turncd in
something else, which I promptly declined.
-When at last he had complled with my
wishes, the uvsual artist was nowhere {0 be
found, and, as there was no time to lose,
Handy solved the difficully by offering to
do the IHlustrations himself. There was
nothing for it but to agree, and if the draw-
ipgs are not exactly works of art, they are
at Jeast in harmony with the story.

HANDFORTH'S MOTOR-CYCLE TRIP,

Handy's Easter adventures with his chums L

on a motor-cycle were to have been a special
feature of this number. MeClure, who wrote
the account, rather carelessly left the copy
lying about in Study D, nnd Hnndy spotted
it and read it. For some reason landy was
not very elated with McCiure’'s version,
According to Church, Clurey received such a
pasting that he has not the Inclination to
proceed with the article—not for a week or
two, at any rate. But I think we can rely
on its turning up eventually.

CHARAOTER NAMES GOMPETITION;

My chums are always asking me why 1
don't run more competitions. The fact that
they cost money, take up space and much
time, must be concidered and weighed as
agalnst their probable popularity. In the
CHARACTER NAMES COMPETITION 1 am
putting it to the test, and if the number
of entries Iindicates the general desire of my
chums for more competilions, [ will endea-
vour to oblige. The subject of the present
competition s quite unique, and presents
no great difMculty to the regular reader. The
prize i3 not a fancy one, but it Is worth
winning for the expenditure of a little
thought and the writing out of twenty-four
names, . \

THE ARCHIE NUMBER.

When 1 asked Archie what about M, the
other day (Ivis coming number of the Mag.),
he confessed that the bally oid bean abso-
lutely refused to get busy. In other words,
he was not [eeling in the mood. So I am
afraid we shall have to wait a little while
longer, and this will give the Qenial Ass
time to think of somothing really good.
Besides, I would much rather see the com-
petition through first. ;

Your old pal,
NIPIER



-Correspondence Answered by' Uncle Edward

RALPH LESLIE.—You ask if Trackett Grim 1~

i3 a real man, and express amazement
‘that the author of these famous stories
should get such marvelious ideas. 1
didn’t know you had so much sense, and
any further letters of praise you may
care to send in will be ecarefully pre-
served and ultimately framed.

1
INQUIRER.—You are obviously a fool. To

compare Trackett Grim with Sexton
Blake is mere impudence, as everybody
knows that Trackett Grim is the most
modern detective in the world of fiction.

IEATH, OF THE THIRD.—Can [ tell you

the best way to get to Wembley? No, 1
can't! And even if I could, I wouldn’t,
because it's ten to one that there'll be
another fram and ’'bus strike during the’
Easter holidays. And if there isu't, the
Underground will probably be out of
gear. “So what’s the good of me looking
up information for nothing?

HUMORIST.—This page is not run for the

purpose of sending me riddles. 1f 1
knew who you were, I'd biff you. In any
case, the riddle is so silly that 1 won't

repeat it. Where do you find the jam |

when Airs. flake has made a new batch
of pufis? What rot! In the pufls, of

course!  And you, like a fathead, say |

tlmt'the iam is to be found in the dom
way!

it tRD -UP.—1 am serry you can't afford to

have your watch repaired. . {H's not a-
bad idea to soak the watch m a dowl of
petrol, and if it won't go after this
treatment, wiggle the escapement with
a pin, I've done this with my watch
several times., and although I ‘haven’{
been successful in making the works go,

1 koow for a fact that it's the correct
treatment. If a pin won't do, use a
match, only be careful that splinters’

doa’t fall into the works, as these are
very delicate.

A PRETRCT.—CGlad vou like the Mag. so

nauel. Of course, we like to get letters

from semorz, and we appreciate them,
But you'd better not write in the same
strain again, or I won't answer you.
I don't like the way you refer to the
Trackett Grim slories as being ¢ the
richest thing in the Mag., as'thm re so
funny.” Everybedy knows that these
celebrated stories are tense, gripping,
and deadly serious,

OWEN MINOR.—Your letter is a_ disgrace.
It’s so full of blots and scratches that 1
haven't been able fo read a single word,
not even your signature. So I can't be.
expected f{o answer the question vou ask
about cricket fnr Easter week. If you
write to me ugain, make your letter
more readable.

CECIL DE VALERIE.—Letters are always
_ welcomed, and you can rely upon me Lo
give prompt and- helpful repheq Yes,
of course ['m glad that you're well
again. It isn't true that I ever said
vou -had come back to St. Frank's like
a lunatic. I only mentioned to some-
body that you were Jjust as much oll:
vour rocker -as ever. So don’t be touchy.
You alw ays were mad, anyway.

COMPETITION FIEND.—As I told you last
week, there’s a Competition being pre-
pared, but ‘I can’t say a word about it,
because it's a -gecret. Nipper is pre-
paring everything, and it's pretty certain
that the whole Competition will be a
fizzle. If he had left the choice ‘to Tne,
there would have been a very different
story to tell, T can’t sa» any more at
the moment.

HANDFORTH MINOR.—How many more
times have I got to tell you not to keep
bothering me with -silly letters? In any
case, your question is ridiculous. ‘Why
doesn’t Easter Monday come on the same
date every year? You young ass!
Iiverybody knows that Easter Monday i3
fixed by the weather authorities so that
there’s certain to be icy winds and pour-
ing rain, UNCLE EDWARD.
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THE HORRIBLE HNORROR BY POST!
R. GORGON ZOLA, the celebrated
provision merclmnt with branches
1 throughout the United Kingdorn,
sat at his whacking grcat break.
fast-table «n Easter Monday. The table
groaned with a choice selection of his own
provisions, and his chair groaned under Mr,
Gorgon Zola’s twenty stone of solidity. At
the other end of the table, another chair
positively trembled beneath the frightful
bulk of Mrs. Gorgon Zola.

““Ha!”? cried Mr. Gorgon Zola. “What
have we here? A present, Matilda, unless
¥ am mistaken. Yes, by George, an Easter
eggEJJ

And Mr, Gorgon Zola ripped off the wrap-
pings from an oval parcel, and revealed a
large-sized Easter egg, made of e¢oloured
cardboard. It secmed fairly heavy, and the
Lnnoue provision merchant examined it
with interest. The cgg was made to come

THE EVIL EASTER-EGG FROM |
| EALING END!

Being the Easter Adventures
of Trackett Grim, the Famous
Detoctive.

Written and Mlustrated oy

O. HANDFORTH.

suddenly it

ED.

apatrt in the middle,
separated into two pieces.

‘* Ah, what— Gug-gug-gr-rr;th !>

Mr. Gorgon Zola uttered a loud, gurgling
cry and collapsed in his seat, Ior from the
eeg had come a filmy cloud of vapour. It
caught Mr, Zola full in the face, and the
deadly fumes entered his lungs, with fright-

ful effect. He crashed to the floor without
a sound, the gas still enveloping his head.

“ Help i sereamed Mrs, Gorgonm Zola
wildly. *““Help! My husband has been
gassed by poison gas! Somme dastardly mis-
creant has attempted his life! Send for
the police!”’

But old ‘%tllton, the faithful family butler,
shook his head.

“This i3 no ease for the police, ma :m],”
he croaked, as he bent over his master and
swamped tears npon Mr. Gorgon Zola’s face.
“ Poor master! He's dead! We must send
for Mr. Trackett Grim
to unravel thls terrible
mystery!”

A light of wild hope
eame into AMrs. Zola's

and

£V 08,

*Ah, yes!”  she
eried. “ Trackett
Grim! He is the
man! The most won. -
derful  detectlive on
the face of tLhe
carth!”

And Stilton rushed
off to telephone 1o
ihe celebrated mystery
merchant, and Mrs.
Zola staggered to Lhe
window for fresh air,
for the whole rouin
was now reeking with
those deadly fumes.

Mir. Gorgon Zola uttered a
collapsed in higs seat.
filmy cloud of vapour,

loud, gurgling c¢ry, and
For, from the egg had come a

iHB CLUE OF TIE
POST-MARK !
Trackett Grim and




6
Spligter raced through: London in their
poweérful motor-car.  Only five minutes

earlier they had received the urgent -call
from Stilton, and they were now whizzing
off to hunt down the dastardly murderer of
Mr. Gorgon Zola. In two minutes they
reached the house and shot inside,

«“Ah! We are here before the police,”
said Trackett QGrim, sending his eyes roving
all round the room., “ Good! We have a
clear field! Yes, the man’s dead—obviously
struck down by poison gas!” )

The famous detective only gave one glanee
at Mr. Gorgon Zola. The man was dead,
so there was no use in wasting time on him,
Trackett Grim was hers to hunt down the
murderer, " : - :

ilis keen, flashing eyes swept the floor,
and he suddenly pounced upon a paper
wrapper. He gave one glance at it, uttered
a yell of triumph, and yanked out a huge
magnifying-lens, -

“JIs it something
Splinter breathlessly.
- “Oh, Mr. Grim, tell us!” pleaded Mrs.
Gorgon Zola., %

Trackett- Grim shoved her aside without
compunction. = o

“When I am engaged upon a case, I can-
not be bothered!” he snapped. I have
found a valuable clue, and under no circums-
stances can I reveal it. Such a thing is
opposed to all my methods. Look here!

important, sir?” cried

. On this piece of paper there is a post-mark

—also the handwriting of the murderer!”
““Good heavens!” said Mrs. Zola fearfully,
“The post-mark, as you see, is ‘ Ealing

End,” therefore I must dash to Ealing End

without delay, and pick up the trail there.

Splinter, come!” _
And Trackett Grim marched outside, leav-

ing Mrs. Gorgon Zola utterly staggered by |

this display of brisk, energetic detecfive
work. In less than two ticks, Trackett
Grim had picked up the trail!

THE MAN WITH THE TWISTED MOUTH!

Ealing End proved to be that part of
Ealing which was at the end. It was a bare,

1
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desolate region, more like a desert waste
than a new garden suburb. Yet for weeks
it had been advertised as London’s new
paradise, and it was even possible to buy a
house for fifty quid down, and to pay the
rest of the money at seven bob a week over
a period of eighty-four years. The only
trouble was there weren't any houses -to
buy. So far, they were all in the air

As far as the eyes could see, on every
side, there was nothing but waste land. Not
&« house, not a cottage, not even a road.
And Trackett Grim and Splinter looKed
round intently. ‘ '

It only took the famous detective a
He marched straight
into the ‘post-office, and his inquiries wera
so clever that he soon learned that a man
with a twisted mouth had posted an oval
parcel, addressed to Mr. Gorgon Zola, the
previous evening.

“The scent is hot, Splinter!” said Trackett
Grim tensely, -

There, in the mud, were still the tracks
of the man who had gone to the post-office
to post hLis parcel, and the celebrated detec-
tive raced along like a bloodhound on the -
track, with Splinter behind him, just like
a chip of the old block. Pl

They penetrated into the heart of that
barren, deserted waste land, where there
were no houses. And at length they came
to a modern villa, which was still in' a fine
state of preservation, although it had been
standing for over two months. And there,
at one of the windows, stood a man with
a2 twisted mouth!

RUN TO EARTH!

“There is our man!"” shouted Trackett
Grim dramatically, '

He rushed at the garden gate so vigorously
that he knocked over ome of the gurden
posts, but didn't care. Up the path he
sped, and flung himself through one of the
open windows. And there, before him, stood
the man. - with the
pwlsted mouth, ' look-
Ing like a caged tiger.

‘““Stand back!” he
cried hoarsely,

“ Never!™ foared
Trackett Grim. “ P’ve
+ got you at last——" -

But he broke off
with a cry of rage, for
the niscreant had sud-
denly flung himself at
the wall. The bricks .
and mortar parted
with ease—the house

0
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a chip of the old block.

And the celebrated detective raced along like a blood
hound on the track, with Splinter behind him, just like

being one of the
modern type—and the
criminal broke through
into the open. -




But Trackett QGrim was after him, and
in o trice the man was down, with his two
pursucrs on the top of him.

T want you for the murder oi Mr. Gorgon
Zola!"” rvapped out Trackett Grim. “ You
are the man who sent Mr. Zola an laster
cgg filled with poison gas, and {f you try
to deny it I'll biff you on the nosc!”

The man’s eyes goggled out of his head,
and they fell beneath Trackett Grim’s gaze.

“What?”’ he shouted. ‘* You silly ass!
My namc’s Mr. Ingle Nook, and 1'm a
regular customer at the FEaling branch of
Gorgon Zola's stores. For wecks their
cheese has been getting worse and worse,
and the piece bought on Saturday was
so terrific that It. twisted my mouth, and
I can’t get it straight again.”

St Framk's Pagazine [i&]
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*“Well, 1'm blezsed ? said Trackett Grim

-blankly,

“And it Mr. Gorgan Zola isgassed, it
scrves him right!’ said Mr. Ingle Nook
viclously. "I sent him that Easter egg as
a present, and what you say about poison
gas is all rot! Therg was nothing in it but
bhalf a pound of his own Rifly cheese! No
wonder he collapsed! The whiff had become
concentrated, and he must have got the full

force of it as he opcned the egg!”

And Trackett Grimm and Splinter wended
their way homewards, satisfled, They didn't
even trouble to inquire if Mr. Qorgon Zola
was improving,. But it was many weeks
hefore the great cheese merchant fully
recavered !
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The Duties of the Insides

EXT week is “Wembley Week '
otherwisc, the week fn which the
great Cup Final will be played, and
your Editor, XNipper, because le

Lthinks that it will be of more Interest to
you, has asked mc to wrile an extya special
article on the Cup Final in- place of my
usual hints to footballers.

The week after next wlll see the dethrone-
ment of King Football and the ascension
of King Cricket, and so, as you will prob-
ably be deserting the winter game [or the
more toplical game of willow and leather,
I intend to plun[,e into cricket in two wecky’
time. This wi!ll mean, of course, that our
present fooiball serles will be suspended
for a time, but do not worry. One has to
move with the thnes, and when I've sald
what 1 want to say about cricket aml other
summer sporls, we¢ shall come bick fto
good old footer and carry on from the
point at which we Jeave off this weck.

What About 1t?

That is, of coursc, only if you wish it. 1
have told you beforc that these pow-wows
are written solely for your benefit, and 1

wianl you to {ake advantage of them. If
yvou feel tnat you* would like me to con-
tisue with the footer articles or go on o
sone other subject hesides coricket, you
have only to say so, and I shall be plecascd
fo fall in with your desires.

By the way, I'm not recelving half ns
many letters as T would like to receive,
and nobody, up {0 the time of writing, has
suggested another sport they would like
mc to discuss. Awm 1 to take this as a
sign that you don't appreciate these pow-
wows, and would Jike the space devoted
{o them filled with aomethmg else, or is it
merely that you can'y suggest subjeets or
Improvcments?

As I said before, T am entirely In your

|h1nd:-,.ewn to the extent of relinquishing

tlns corncr, and what you say is my law.
S0 now, you fellows,

pull up your socks
and write {0 me,

Remember Your Wingers!
Now 0 gct back to tbe inside forwards,

(Continued on page 9, column 2)

-
-
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No. 21. The Fable of the Easter

Holiday Excursionist.

OW, it came to pass that a Great
Holiday descended upon the land,
ahd this holiday was known [ar
and wide as Easter Monday, To a

Scleet Few it was a Religious IFestival, but
to the Vast Majority this day merely re-
presented :n occasion for having a Good Old
spree. And it chanced that Two Stalwarts,
known as Owen minor and QOwen major, were
under their Parental Roof, the vaeatlon
being in Full Swing. And as Easter Mon-
day dawned Dbrightly, Owen major was

TEMPTED, AND HE FELL.

And he went to his Younger Brother. and
spoke unio him, saying that he had made
up his mind to indulge in a day at the
seaside. Both he and his minor had Plenty
of Cash, and were at liberty to do as they
pleased. And Owen major declared that a
day at tlhe secaside would be bruecing and
Healthy, and was just what he needed to
Bueck him Up. Whereupon Owen minor shook
his head, and spake many words of con-
tempt regarding his Elder Broth>r, even
declaring that going to the seaside on an
Excursion was

A MUG’S GAME.

And he added that he intended spending a
Quiet Day indnors, reading a ripping Ad-
venture Book before the fire. And Owen
major Scoffed Loudly, and thereupon took
himsell off and sallied forth upon his Ozone-
secking Mission. And, behold, he reached
the station to find that Vast Multitudes had
been struck by the Same Idea as himself,
and the throngs wero mighty. But by dint
of Much Elbowing. Owen MnJor obtained his
ticket, and Squashed his Way into the Ex-
cursion Train, only to find that

THE COMPARTMENT WAS JAMMED.

s

And his discomfort was great, since the
train was a Slow One, and as there were
twenty other people in the compartment,
the Fresh Air was limited. And, to make
matters worse, rain commenced to Pour

Down just belore the coast was reached.
Thus, the weather i:ad enticed the multi-

tude out, and had then, with its usual cun-
ning,

DONE THE DIRTY.

And Owen major felt that he needed some
bracing, indecd, when he left the station
and Wended his Way towards the beach on
foot, which was a distance of a mile. . For
it was in Keepin. with the rest of Owen
major's luck that the Local ’Busmen had
gone on strike. And the Seaside Resort was
thronged with wet holiday-makers who
looked the Reverse of Happy. But, lo, the
sun broke through the clouds, and

SPIRITS BEGAN TO RISE.

And it mizht be added that spirits hegan
to descend, also—for the Doors had Just
been Opened. Now, Ow2n major had been
feeling Rather Sorry for himself, but under
the influence of the sunshine, and the keen
Sea Air, he developad an eoppelite that
was really Large enough for a horse. He
had, in fact, lost his cwn appetite, and

FOUND A DONKEY'S.

And this was Greatly fo his Liking, for
similar to all of his species, he enjoyed
nothing better than a Good Feed. But, be-
hold, he went hither and thither, from
restnurant to restaurant, and although he
dallied at these lusecious-smelling pinces,
he found that he could not Obtain a Seat.
And he was thus compelled to Go Hungry
for another hour, and to feed frugally upon
the Left Overs after the multitude had
finished. Ard when he em2rged,

THE SKIES WERE AGAIN DULL.

And he Ffailed to feel the Bracing Effect
he had o desired. On the contrary, he was
already becoming Fed Up and Frightfully
Tired. So he thereupon decided to Hark
Himself to the Esplanade, there to sit In one
of the shelters with n magazine, so that he
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might Drink In the ozone. But, to his dis-
gust, be found that the prlandde was
Thronged to Suflocation with various
Hilarious People wheo persisted in playing
mouth-organs and singing, and making the
atmosphere Geueraily Murky. Not Unly this,
but the shelters were filled, ahd as the beach
was damp, Owen major was compu.lcd to

SEEK REST ELSEWHERE.

And the Bught Scheme of attendiug a
Picture Theatre occurred teo him. He went
to the Dbiggest, having already .Lad ex-
perience of standing. And, lo, as soon as
he Got Inside, he found that the place was
full, an attendant requesting him to wait
for just a Few Moments. Now, these Few
Moments were of wondrous dumtion, for
it was not until an IIour Later that Owen
major found a seat. And by this time he
was So Tired that he fell stlarght off to
sleep, and

COMPLETELY MISSED THE SHOW,

And he awoke to find the audience leaving,
and he was compelled to leave also. For,
to His Disgust, the show wa~ Not Con-
tinuons, but only for ihe afternoon. And
out, in the street, the rain was Pouring
Down, and Owen minor turned his thoughts
‘Powards Home—home, a book, and the fire-
side. So he Went Fortit to the station,
and diseovered that Other People were also
in a hurry. Thus, he was compelled to stand
Once Again, arriving in Lon.Jon

FOOTSORE AND WEARY,

And he crawled to his Place of Abode,
haggard, wan, and looking mors like a
Washed-out Rag than a human being, And
his Younger Brother greeted him with
sarcasm, and asked him how he enjoyed the
“"Ozone. And Oven major sank into a chair,
and bleated for & Really Good Feed, which
was forthwith supplizd. And it tlanspxred
that Owen minor lhad erjoyed his day
cnormously, and was still so fresh and so
full of beans that be went to a ball with
his pater and mater. But Owen major,
having spent a dav at the Bracing Seaside,
felt no interest in the ball, dnd Crawled
Away to bed, more or l¢ss of a wreck,

I ——

WANT TO ENJOY A
STAY AT HOME!

MORAL: IT YOU
PUBLIC HOLIDAY,

Prva
o r

We are glad to report that Singleton is
not such a spemdthirit as he used to be.
Only this week the Mon, Douglas resisted
the temptation of sguandering five pounds
for a new rug for his study. Ile chose one
& bit smaller for four pounds [iftcen!
There's nothing like self-deniall

“man to whom

L

‘they

POW-WOW (conlinued from page 7)

I want to
talk to you principally upen the inside man's
duty to his wingcers—a duty, I regret (o

with whom I dealt last week.

say, which 18 all teo often neglected. Foy
some unaccountable reason, inside forwards
are sometimes forgetful of the fact that .
have outside men, and persist in keep-
ing the ball in the centre of the line, - This
is a great and grave mistake, although I
admit it is an easy one to make. Re-
wember always that your wingers are not
likely to be marked half as much as your
insides ; therefore, always give them plenty
of work to do.

One of the most important funclions of
a gouod inside is an accurate knowledge of
passing—and this knowledge, of course,
must be backed up with the power to put
it into . effcet during his games. He must
be ahle to use both the inside and the
outside of his feet for this purpose, Lo
must, he able te judge when is exactly ithe
righ{, time {to pass; above all, he musd
know where to pass 80 as to make the most

of  opportunity and give his side the
advantagec of the play.
Usually, you will find that the best

method of passing is slightly ahead of the
you wish to transfer the
hall, for you must remember that the linc
must be on the move all the time if it
is to make headway, and passing to a man
in a dead straight line means that the man
has™ either fo stop and wait for the ball,
or else to run to meet it,

¥atch Your Man!

This is not gaiging ground as ground
should be gained. The man who stops 1o,
wait for the ball may very well find his
pass intercepted; the man who runs to
meet it may not he so unfortunate, hut
neither he nor you are assisting your side
to get nearer the goal. You may regard
this as splitting a hair, and may be in-
clined to argue that such a movement
could not cost the loss of more than three
seconds abt the most, but in foothall three
seconds may make all the difference. Just
consider how marvellously quickly the game
-<€;1netxmcs passes from one half into the
other.

S0 alu.ays pass forward, Bub keep a wary
cve, in doing so, on possible oﬂ’qldc ti‘ﬂpﬁ.
When passing to  a mn‘rer whose c¢hief

claim to his position lies in his speed, you

should remcmbey to pass slightly more i
advance than you would pass to an inside
man, or the centre-forward.

This concludes my footer chat, as far
as instretion goes, If any of you have
quoatxmr- to ask or theories to propound,

shall heartilyv welecome them.

And—you will write to me, won't you?
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. PERPETRATED
By

Clarence Fellowe

WHEN IT'S NIGHT
TIME IN ITALY
™| IT'S EASTER OVER

ey

&

HERE !

(WITH APOLOGIES TO

Some naughty, sporty poet chaps com-
posed a fox-trot song,
Witk ripping, catchy music, but with
words that sound all wrong.
And now I'll go on right ahead and
beat them at their game;
So when you read these choruses,
don’'t give me all the blame:

When it’s night-time in Italv, it’s Easter
over here,
When the chaps are on hohda they
feed on Easter eggs—I1 don’t think.
Why does an Egg? When does 1t hum?
I've had a fcm that were by no means
mum.
If it’s raining on Easter morn, why was
Good Friday clear?
When it’s night-time in Ttaly,
L'aster over here.

it’s

When it’s night-time in Easter week,
there’s Wembley over here;
When we go to the exhibish, we'll find
.. 1t more than half completed
There’ll be a rush, Cup Final crush,
And with some luck they'll squmh us
- to 2 mush.
We shall have such a rlppmg tune of
that there is no fear;
When it’s mght—tlme in Easter week,
and Wembley’s open -here.

When it’s spree time on holiday, with
heaps of fun and cheer,

Then the chaps spend their ready

cash, they go to dad and call hu:n

“dear.”
Justt cupboard love—they want more
n, )
For on the razz, you blue your cash
~ail in.

THE POPULAR SONG)

If you go for a motor ride, be careful
how you steer, |
When 1t’s spree time on holiday, you
never shed a tear.

When xt‘s train time for school agaln,
you're feelmg out of gear,

When the vac.’s done and back you

go, you feel so cold and miserable.

Oh, 'rats and blow! Class-rcoms in
store !

Such rotten lack, you mnever had
before.

| When you sit in your corner seat you

feel a mutineer,
When 1t’s train time for school again,
and Work is loonung near.

When it’s term time at sv;hool again,
with lessons dull and drear,
When the Sixth Form is studymg,

vou always hear them snoring
loudly ;
T.he_wi' work so hard—who called me
iar?
Thia verse is bad, in fact, it’s rather
- dire.

If you talk to a senior, he makes you
feel small beer,
“When it's term time at school again,

thev re slacking over herc

When 1t’s ﬁght time in Study D, there’s
more than one thick ear, |
And the air’s blue and sulphumus,
and Handforth makes his chums
unsightly ;

‘They know no peace—always at war.

Handy’s a chap who always asks for
more.

As yqu stroll down the passages,
thuds and bumps you hear,
When 1it's fight time in Study D, then

sonieone’s feeling queer!

loud
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Great New Competifion Serial _

£1:1:0 FOR TWENTY-FOUR NAMES !

This week the Sr.
embarks upon its first great competition,
and I wish to state that it is open to ali
readers of the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, and the
more entrants there are the better we shall
like it. It is our desire to reach the out-
side public as well as the St. Frank’s readers.
So roll up, my lads and lasses, and have a
shot at this competition—the easiest,
simplest competition that any paper has
ever introduced.

Below we publish the first instalment of a
new serial. As I have written it myself,
I won't say much about the quality. But
I’'ll tell you that twenty-four of the
characters in this story are members of a
new St. Frank’s Secret Sociely, and instead
of being referred to by name they all have
numbers., There will be four instalments of
this serial, and six of these numbered
characters will appear in each instalment.
Now, regular readers, it’s up o you! All

FRANK'S MAGAZINE |

‘divided accordingly.

you have to do is to read this serial and
do your bhest to judge who the characters
are by their style of conversation and their
actions. '

For tne present, a}l you have to do is to
read the first instalment and make a list
of the six numbered characters on the form
that you will find on cover-page iii of this
issue. - Then hang on to it until you get
further instructions from me, Don’t send
anything in until the whole serial is com-
pleted, and full directions will be given as
to this when the last instalment Iis
published. |

A prize of One Guinea will be awarded the
reader who sends a correct list of the
names of the twenty-four characters. In
the case of two or more readers sending
in correct solutions, the prize will bDe

NIPPER,
Editor, St. Frank’s Magazine.

THE COMRADES OF THE
CRIMSON CROSS !

;2 A Mystery Serial by i /ze | ;Effi'fb{ﬂ

CHAPTER 1.
THE ST. FRANK’S SECRET SOCIETY.

HE Comrades of the Crimson Cross
were in full meeting.

The Council Chamber was packed,

all the members of the Order being

indistinguishable from one another. They

wore black hoods, through which mothing

could be seen but the eyes. '

The Chief was speaking, standing upon a
raised platform at the end of ihe Council
Chamber. His voice was quietly impressive,
and the other twenty-three listened to him
earnestly.

¢ Comrades, the time has come for us to
get dowa to the actual work of the League,”’
said the Chief. ‘*As you all know, I am
Comrade 1, and you’ve all got to remember
that no names are to be mentioned. If

you have occasion to speak to one another,
use your numbers, and nothing else.”’
‘“All right, fathead!’® said Comrade 2.
‘“Don’t chew the rag like this—get on with
the business. As a matter of fact, I ought
to have been Chief. I never knew such a
fellow for jawing!'’ - ‘ :

The Chief turned sternly.

““You’d better remember, Comrade 2, that
there are to he no interruptions,’’ he said.
““This League of eurs is not a joke, but a
serious business,” I think you can all trust
me - to see that cverything is planned out
carefully, and that our various coups will
be conducted on a proper basis,”’

“0Of course we cant? said Comrade 3.
““ But buck up with the scheme, and let’s
be off. 1'm absolutely starving. You can’t
expect me to go out on an expedition unless
I have a goed feed firsi!®’

-
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¢« Thare will be no time for feeding,
Comrade 3,'° said the Chief sternly. ¢¢Now,
the objects of our Society are these. We
have banded ourselves together for the
purpose of putting down all forms of petty
violence and brutality. There are many
culprits on our list, including such notable
examples as Kenmore of the Sixth, Lumpy
Bill, of Bellton, and Farmer Holt. We
have clear cases of tyranny and brutality
against these three.” -

‘“What about Wellborne, of the River
House: School?’? demanded Comrade 2. ¢¢If
you’re going fo leave him out of the list,
I'll clear out of the Leapgue altogether—and
then the whole thing will go to pleces.’”

The Chief's eyes twinkled..

“We aiev quite prepared to take fthat
risk, Comrade 2,°*> he said lightiy. “.But.
you can be quite certain that Wellborne is
on the list. For this evening, I propose
that we deal! with Lumpy Bill.”’ .

“Couldn’t do better!”’® declared Cqmraﬂe
3. “That'll take us down to. the village,
and the tuck-shop’s hound to be open—=’

““I Lhall require five assistants for this
piece of work,”” went on Comrade 1, ignor-
ing the inverruption. ‘*And, imn order to
save all possible argument, I shall take
those five of you whose numbers immediately
follow my own.””

““ Numbers 1 to 6, you mean?’? said
Comrade 2. ¢f All richt—I'm game! I shall
be in the party, so we can be absolutely
sure that Lumpy Bill will get it in the
neck. I'm going to biff him until he can't
stand!?’

“You will kindly leave all instructions for

me,’” said the Chief. ¢ Comrades 2 to 6,
stand forward!”’ :

Five of the cloaked figures left the ranks
and sftood at attention.

““You are all agreeable to this?’’ asked
the Chief.

““0f course we are!”’ said Comrade 2,

“It would be better if we had a feed
first,”” said Comrade .8. '

“’Souse me, we've got no time for eat-
. ing!’’ declared Comrade 4. ¢ We've got to
do as the skipper says, and set sail for
Lumpy Bill's craft.”’ '

““I kinder think we're going to make that
rotter be sorry for himself,’’ said Com-
rade 5. ““By jinks! He’'ll be a bit surprised
when we swonp down on- him and put him
through the mill!?’’ -

““ Absolutely !> said Comrade 6 languidly..
The Chief looked round and nodded.

“The rest of you will go on other
expeditions,”” he said. * Listen carefully,
?nudI’will outline exactly what- you have
o do.” | )

And for some little

: time the mceting went
on with tense inward v

excitement. And then
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the first expedition left the Counecil Chamber
and departed on its errand of vengeance.

““ A dashed good scheme!’’ said Comrade
6 approvingly. ¢ Of course, between you and
me, dear old lads, it's going to be a fright-
fu}l lga:?}re; but all in the interests of justice,
what?"’

‘“Better not talk too much, Comrade 6,
or you'll give yourself away,” grinned
Comrade 5. ¢“I'm safe, by jinks! Nobody
would be able to teli who 1 am, yith my
voice disguised like this.”” -

“Swill my scuppers!’”’ said Comrade 4.
““ Have we got to disguise gur voices, mess-
mates?”’

“Don't be a _blithering idiot! Of course
‘we have!’’ growled Comrade 2. * What's
the good of us wearing these hoods if we
jaw in our natural way? Anybody can tell
who you arc with all that fatheaded
nautical talk! But don't forget I've got the
detective instinct, and when I'm on a job
of this sort, I enter into it heart and soul.
If you say you know who I am, I'll jolly
well give you a black eye! When I'm dis-
cuised, I disguise "everything!’’

The other members of the expedition
chuckled, and a few moments later they
emerged into the old Triangle, and now
removed their hoods. But they kept them
handy for use later.

And in the gloom of the gathering even-
ing the six members of the Comrades of the
Crimson Cross went cff in search of their

first victim.,
(To be continued.)

(Next week six more numbered characters
will be introduced, but you needn’t worry
about them now. Don’'t forget that all
you have to do is to fill in the various names
opposite the numbers on the special form,
which will be found on page iii of this issue.
Then keep the list hy you, and the next
two as well, until the final instalment is
published.—ED,, St. Frank'’s Mag.)

There is no truth in the rumour that
Archie Glenthorne and Alfred Brent have
fallen out. As a matter of fact, they gotb
jammed in the doorway of Archie's study,
and fell in! Although Archie put his boot
into Alf’s ear, AIf manfully refrained from
lapsing into his famous Cockney flow. - All
the flowing was done by Archie’s nose!

SOME OF NEXT WEEK'S ATTRACTIONS !
“NEVER COUNT YOUR CHICKENS""

BY ARNOLD McCLURE

SPECIAL CUP-TIE ARTICLE,

BY MR. CLIFFORD

| PAINFUL' PARODY, E. SOPP'S FABLES, ETC



CHARA CTER NA MES
CONMIPETI] TION.

: In the spaces provided below write agamst. | &
* the numbers the uames of the St.

I'rank’s
, characters represented by corresponding
. numbers in this week’s instalment of “FHE
- COMRADES OF THE CRIMSON CROSS.”
*  Particulars of this competition are given en
. page 1lof the ST. FRANK'S MAGAZINE

-----------------------------------------------------------------
-----------------------------------------------------------------

-----------------------------------------------------------------

----------------------------------------------------------------

----------------------------------------------------------------

'f'“HLL clearly and in ink. Keep this

conpon until the fourth instalment appears,

when closing date and lether instructions
will he zuen)

- -

ARE YOU READING

That Ripping Schoo[—.ha poris
Serial

“LIVE - WIRE LAWRENCE—
FOOTER COACH”

That is Now Running in

THE ROCKET

FThe Best Boys' Adventure
Paper.

‘) This Week’s Bumper Issue
® NOW ON SALE
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LOOK OUT FOR THIS COVER
ON THE BOOKSTALLS!-

It features an amazing.complete story
of the Cup Final-—full of thrills and
excitement., This week, also, a great
new. serial of athletes in the raﬂwav
world starts in PLUCK—it is entitled

“FOOTPLATE FORTUNE.”
Gel a Copg of PLUCK To-day.
Out on Tuesdays
or CASH

26£4 15/-

Save Pounds and aet g
cuperb British - made
JUNO. sent on approval,

carriage paid. Guaranteed
hy our 46 years’ reputa-
tion. JMoney refunded if
discatisfied. Art List Free.
Write Now. (Dept. U2),
- METROPOLITAH
- MACHINISTS CO., LTD.,

168 & 248, Blshopsgate St.,

London, E.C.2,

2d.

%
A WEEK
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is all you pay for our No. 4004
Mead ‘?I!-Ia.n]r}ely:'—the finest cycle ever
offecrcd on such exceptionally easy
terms. ~ Brilliantly - plated, richly™
B enamelled; lined in_ colours. Sent
" packed free carriage paid op

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted. Money refunded i!
dissatisfied. Old machinesexchanged K
Big bargains in cht-ofgx soiled mounts - §
Tyres and accessories 33Anoercent below

shop prices. Write TO-DAY for tosti.
monials E:!ld“i]ll_lsvtrt‘a-l:_‘fid art catalogue. §
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SUPER-KREEM

Gygié Gom;ﬁahy (Ing.),
(Dept.B797),Birmingham.
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> HEIGHT COUNTS |-

in winning success. Let the Girvan
System increase your heipht. Send
P.C. for particulars and our £100 .
guarantee to Enquiry Dept. A. M.P.,
17, Stroud Green Roud, London, N .4,

115 DIF.STAMPS FRER,inc.sct JTapan, g
I Finland,  Br. Cols, ete, Ask for RBlue Label I

SLAND !

A Jﬂagniﬁcent Long Yearn
appearing this moenth in the

BOYS' FRIEND LIBRARY

It introduces NELSON LEE, NIPPER
& CO., HANDYORTH & CO., ARCHIE
and the other juniors of ST. I’'RANK'S,
and is specially-written by the Author
“of the ST. FRANK’S Stories now
appearing in the NELSON LEE
- . +«LIBRARY, S
PACEED WITH FUN, THRILLS
AND EXCITING ADVENTURES !

- Ask Your Newsagent for’

Appros.No.EOGand_scndpost.age.--—B.L.Cor}'n,
10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Kent.»~ v o

WLLHERTL
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. X-supply the finest Coventry-
built cycles from £5-5-0 carh
or 2/- weekly. Any cycle sent
on 14 days' approval,
packedires and carriade
; aid, op _receipt of small
dl deposit, Writé for free.
dl bargain lists now. The

Eﬁﬂa"’_riehm World’s Targest Cycle

as Dealer, Dem:'. 2¢, COVENTRY.

222222222222 222 2 2 38
Be sure and mention *‘‘The =
Nelson Lee Library " when com- THE BOYS' FRIEND LIBRARY,
municating with advertisers. NO, 709. = Price Fourpence.
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