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As Snayle pressed the switeh over, there was a blinding flash of bluish i
—a flash which seemed to envelop the wretched man from hoad to foot.

gave an ear-snlitting shriek, and hurtled over backwards !



With EI'eat aramatic sl Dy e ;BIIT.II.OI.'. .
the adventures of the schoolboy circus to a fitting
-a new vista of remarkable events, a fresh

INOT OIIYy QOesS AIS STOry Drng

conclusion ; it opens up
page in the history of St, Frank’s.

I allude to the significant visit of Sir Crawford Grey to the _School, and
his interview with Dr. Stafford, of which you will read in the story
below.
1 THE EDITOR.
.'_—
CHAPTER 1. l And in the meantime some active prepara
L - tions were toward at the very edge of the
THR NEW 3TCUNT. ring—where a number of attendants were
w RENE MANNERS lovked concerned and | at work. The ringmaster—myself, by the
uncasy. “ way—wug getting ready to make auv
“Oh, Tessa, but is it safe?” she | announcement to the audience.

- asked anxiously. It seems so dread-
fully dangervus tg me! I'm sure he’ll kill
himsel?.”
‘Lessa laughed.

- “It’s just ome of those little circus tricks
that look risky, but are really com-
Paratively safe,” she said, pressing Irene’s
arm. * Johnny practised it threc times this
morning, and at first he thought about
putting it in the aftermoon show, but
dectded to lecave it umtil this evening.”

The two girls were standing just against

the curtains of the entrance. Beyond, lay
-t'he_ vast interlor of the big tent of
Professor Unions’ Colossal Circus and

(N A mnria L'ssrimmes amomd cocne = ssssemiad —d

Tessa’s words had been spoken more to
relieve Irene’s anxiety than anything else.
Ior, as a matter of fact, Tessa herself was
just a bit concerned about Johnny's safety.
But she -wouldn't have admitted it for
worlds.

Tessa Love was the niece of Simon Svayle
—the rascally manager who had recently
been_ presented with the order of the boot.
But Tessa, loval to the circus, had re-
mained behind, careless of her uncle's
threats. In all truth, 2he was happier now
than when Mr., Snayle had been about.

Irene Manners and Marjorie Temple apd
Doris Berkeley had run over from the
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It seemed a pity to Irene and Co.

dever.
"ﬁab Tessa should not be at school. For
she was only fifteen, and it was hard that
she should be compelled to work—and to
work at such an exacting profession.

Tessa was emillng cheerfully and brightly
ns she looked through the curtains at the
active preparations Io the ring. DBut she
was really more concerned for Johnny than
Irene was. There is no doubt that Johony
Onions would have been slightly embarrassed

“.-Im the .meantime, Johnny Onlons was
maklog his final examination of the
apparatus, which was now in positien. The

new stont had been greatly advertised that
day—owing to the Industry of John Buster-
field ‘Boots, the publicity chief—and the
public was eager to witness the mueh
bodsted trick. '

In the advertizrements, it was described
as “The Death-Defying Plunge Through
Space, or The Human Bullet.”” And any-
thing that promised to be sensational was
certain of support. '

At one side of the ring there was a huge,
old-fashlooed nrtillery plece—a squat, clumay
ordnance unit, such as might have been
used over a century ago. but with an

were spread did not worry him in the
slightest. He had plenty of conflidence ID
his own Invention, :

‘“‘Ladies apnd Gentlemen,—We are now
about to see ope of the most startling acts
ever performed In a clrcus,” 1 announced
impressively. ‘“Our daring acrobat 1s now
about to place himself in the breecih of
this formidable looking camnon. It wiil
then be fired—with startling results. But
be quite calm and cool—there Is no danger
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for the slightest deviation lram its true
angle, might have fatal consequences, .

It was my task to fire off the cannon
with my own hand. 1 was assisted by the
orchestra. Until now, a lively tune had been
played, but as I stepped to the hreech of
the gun, and took hold of the-firing cord,
the band abruptly ceased.

A tense silence fell. '

“Go!” 1 roared suddenly.

This shout of mine was a warning f{or
Johnny to he ready. At the same Instant
I pulled the ecord with all my strength.
There was a loud explosion, a puff of smoke
and something shot out of the mouth of
the gun.



-2 “ Hardly

- I'm jolly glad it’s such a success.”

““You scared us out of our wits!” said
Doris. ' ‘
-Johnny laughed,

',%‘ Nothing to be scared about,” he said.
¢] couldn’t miss that trapeze—it’'s one of

the easiest tricks I've ever performed, buf
it looks impressive. - That’s the beauty of
4 1}

4 But the girls did not appear to be con-
yinced. ‘

CHAPTR I1I.
SIGNOR CASSELLI IS FED UP.

OIINNY was compelled to
take several bows before
he was quite free, and

_ Irene and Co. were

particularly curious fto know
the truth about that cannon,
P “Won't you tell us. how
it's worked?” asked Marjorie. ‘It seems
fdreadfully dangerous for you to be shot ouf
like that., Doesn’t the explosion hurt you
at all?” _

The schoolboy acrobat grinned.

““The explosion, as it happens, takes place
outside the cannon,” he explained. “ Butf
the audience doesn’t notice that in the
excitement. I'm: really projected upwards
'by a very powerful spring.”

“Oh!"- said-‘Trene.

" ¢ Quite simple;”’ went on Johnny. Oune
of the aftendants pulls a lever, and the
spring is releaged. Nipper pulls the string,
I know, buf: #hat just causes the explosion.

All I dos; i8-3t0 shoot upwards, and catch

n

‘‘‘
Rl ok

nger. is practically eliminated.

you, failed fo observe that
there was a ‘big Tope hanging down from
the tent dome, just beyoiid.the trapeze?”

““I didn't gee it,” said: Irene.

““There youw: ared” said+.Johnny drily.
anypody :sées it—bhey're too In-
-« terested in the gum,:Just one of the tricks
% Of the profession, you know. If I happened

Vo fall short of the trapeze, I should pass

So,

Underneath it, and grab that rope.
Anyvhow,

you see, I'lm safe in any case.

Ever}fb_ody else was glad, too, and the
show finished amid great enthusiasm. This

X _Was the second -day at Caistowe, and the

. Pitch was not to be a very long one. But
.80 far every performance had been packed.

- The St. Trank’s fellows were just as
= _enthus:mstlc as ever, although. their- period
B assistance would soon ceme $o an end.
& “For when the circus left Caistowe it would

i be' impossible for the Removites to follow

. 18 fortunes further,
_thA}ld while the~fellows were getting out
S5 €ir bicycles, in order to return 4o St.
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‘ideas.

LEE LIBRARY

Frank's a 'man ,was lurking in the shadows
in the next meadow—watching the scene
with glowering, hate-filled eyes.

He was-Simon Snayle, Tessa’s uncle,

Only the previous day, Mr. Snayle had
been ordered from the circus, and he had
taken his dismissal hardly. He considered
that he owed all his misfortune to_Johnny
and . Bertie Onions and the St. Frank's
jupiors. In & way, this was right,

And Snayle was filled with revengeful
More than “anything else, he wanted
to perform some act which would satisfy
his lust for vengeance. All his schemes
were ruined.

For weeks, he had been planning to make

the circus a financial failure, so that he
could purchase it for a tenth of its real
value. He had planned this conspiracy in
company with Big Bill Cassell, the pro-
prietor of Casselli’'s International Circus-—
which was at present on the way to Bourne-
mouth.
- Owing to Simon Snayle’s inducements,
Casselli had brought his circus to Caistowe,
hoping to crush the Onions outfit. But
everything had gone wrong, and Casselli's
Circus had been obliged to leave the fleid
to its deadly rival.

Snayle dared not show himself in the
circus again, vet he lurked about unwill
ing to leave the neighbourhood. He cared
nothing for his niece, and was, if any-
thing, rather pleased to be rid of the
responsibility of her. Tor her part, Tessa
had no love for her uncle, and she was
hoping that he would stay away for good.

Snayle was at a loose end. The circus
was his life—he had always been with one
of these travelling shows., And although he
was not financially worried, he hardly. inew
which way to turn. He knew that it would
be difficult for him fo obtain a position as
manager of any other show. |

He moodily walked away from the field,
and made his way in the direction of the
town. But he had not gone far before he
noticed a familiar figure just ahead of him—
a bulky, cumbersome figure, which pro-
gressed with a peculiar rolling gait.

Snayle quickened his pace and overtook
the other. - ;

«Bill!"” he exclaimed gladly.

The big man turned, uttering an exclama-
tion.

“By ginger! So it's you, eh?” said Big
Bill Cassell. ¢ You’ve got a nerve, Simon!"

“I thought you'd gone off to Bourne-
mouth——" _

“What the blazes has it got to do with
you, anyhow?”’ snapped Signor Casselli. “I'm
going on by train—I'm off to the station
now. These Onions kids seem to be making
a bigger success than ever, durn them!”

‘“ ook here, Bill, it's no good blaming
me for what happened,’” said Snayle eagerly.
“Things went wrong—-"

“They did!" agreed Mr. Cassell curtly.
“But things won’t go wrong again, my
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friend! 1 have ﬂnibhed with you and your
crazy ideas! Cost me enough already! that
do you want, anyhow?”

“] thoug ht maybe, you'd let me join the
show,”’ smd ‘\ir Snayle. “I'll come along
to Bournemouth-——”

“Let you join the show?” interrupted Big
Bill contemptuously. < You?
Yoeu've got a nerve! After the way you’'ve
messed things up? Sorry, Simon, but !
don’t want throw-outs in my show"’

Simon Snayle controlled -himself with an
effort.

““You’d best be careful!” he said thickly.
“It was you who first put me on to this
idea of making the Onions’ circus a failure!
Yon wanted to arab it for vonrself—and you
fixed up with me~—~———

“And’ you failed!” interjected Big Bill
curtly..” ' =

““Yes;: I failed—but why?»
other.  “Because of those
The young mhelps'
the whole shoot of ’em in the bay!
it hadn’t been for your persuasions, Bill, l’d
have kept straight— .

“Straight?” jeered Sagnor Casselli. ** Gosh,

snarled the

that’s- good' You never was straight, Simen! .

I 'never knew you “to be anything else but
crooked! And the biggest liar in the pro-
fession, too--to say nothing of being™ a
drunkard' It didn’'t take me to makeé you
Jeave the straight path, ‘my Iad' So don
you fool yourself!” '

“¥You make it difficult for me to keep my
temper,” exclaimed Snayle fiercely. ¢ You
led me into this, Bill, and you can’t- back
out!  And there’s stﬂl time to smash up
old Onions! I’'m glad I met you—I thought
you’d gone. I've m:)t an idea—-"

“Keep it!” interrupted Big Biil curtly.

“If yowll go into it with me, I'll promise
you success,” went on Snayle, becoming
cager. ‘“Don’t you feel a bit wild with
them kids? Wouldn’t you like to get some
of your own back? Listen to me,. Bill,
and I'll -

“I've listened to you too long,” put in
Cassell impatiently, “You can go to the
deuce! I'm fed-up with you, Snayle—fed-up
to the neck! You and your rotten ideas!”

“ But this one

““There’s going to he no more!” qnapped
Big Bill. “I'm finished with you for good
—an’ that’s flat! An’ if you show up on
my piteh, I'll have you Kkicked off it!
But, look here, if you’re hard up, I'll give
you a couple of quid—"

“I don’t want your confounded money!”’
snapped Snayle harshly. “If you'll only
listen to me, I'll prove to you that—-"

“I know when I've had enough!* broke
in S}gnor Casselli. “ These kids have bested
me, an' they’re _.a_ set of young thlm.
But we’ll only make things worse by goin’
at ’em again!
ideas somewhere else!”

-And Big Bill Cassell Jerhad hlmself away
and strode off,.

By Peter ;.

.infernal boys!
I'd like to drown |
But if

So you can take your, cursed

]

2

| goings in the middle of lessons!

. him.

!rl'.,

',-

Simon Smyle looked affer him mth burn-
ing, smouldering hatred against everybody.
He had been turned down on all sxdes-——even
by his former associate. '

The ex-manager was in a dangelous mood,

LEE LmnAnYé

JACK GREY’S VISITOR, ... . -
R. CROWELL Iooked
up with slight Im-
f patience as the door
of the Remove class-
room opened, and Tubbs, the
page-boy,  appeared. The
Remove regarded the arrival
of Tubbe with interest, _

It was the following morning, and ‘the
juniors were at lessons. In spite of th?%
many ° difficulties, they combined their
circus work with school with, complete
suecess. i*-

“What do you want, Tubbs?’ demanded
Mr. Crowell tartly. I greatly object to
being interrupted in this manner. What s
it, boy?*

« The 'Ead sent me, sir,” said Tubbs.

“0 , indeed! And for what reason did
the “BEad send you—er—ahem! That is, why
did ‘the Head send you?”

“°E wants Master Grey, sir,”” said Tt:nbl:n-'.t
“Most important, sir.”

Mr. Crowell turned his eagle “eye upnn
Jack Grey.

“You had better go at once, Grev but
be back as quickly as you can,” sa,ld the
Form-master. ‘I dislike these-comings and

What have
you been doing, Grey, that the headmaster
should want you so urgently?”?

Jack Grey hesitated. He was ather
flustered- at the news, and not a little
worried. But he couldn’t think of any
reason why he-s8hould be placed on the
carpet., He couldn’t think of any recent
misdemeanours.

“1 don’t know, sir,” he said.

LN | haven t

‘done anything #*

“QOh, well, be off!”’ said Mr. Crowell im-
patiently. | 4
Jack Grey left his place, followed by
sympathetic glances from Reggie Pitt and
most of the -other juniors. There -was
generally only one sequel to an urgent

-summons to the headmaster’s study.

“Poor chap!” said Handforth
ing, I'll bet!”

Jack Grey passed out of the room, grin-
ning, for Mr. Crowell had heard Hand-
forth’s incautious remark, and was lecturing
-But Jack' soon forgot Handforth’s
troubles in. the contemplation of his own
coming ordeal.

He 'u*ma.d in the Heads study, and &
his uneasiness vanished like a puff of -steam.

“Dad!” he exclaimed delightedly.

“Well, Jack, my boy, and how are you??
exclaimed Sir Crawford Grey, rising and

““A swish-



greeting his son. ‘ Looking bronzed and
healthy, eh? Splendid! What's this I hear

about your being a circus performer? Tut,
{ut! Ifeaven knows what you boys are
coming to nowadays!”

Jack was doubly delighted, for he knew
‘that he had not been sent for to answer
“for any misdeed, and the unexpected
-pleasure of secing his father was altogether
cheering.

Qin wwaa A bhbale hoaartve

Mranwfard Mroy

Liank’s, my bhoy,” smiled his father.

_l_-l:!(:k 3 face expressed dismay.

< ““Take me away, dad?” he ejaculated,

von 02. but——  There’'s—there’s

exancly YO .nov., and there'tl be Lhe

€« F: -

" I‘:\_nth regard to your studies, all that

criCLjElg arranged,” put in the Head. ¢ The
el, am  afraid, will have to be

'

sacrificed. You will not leave St. Frank’s
for pgood, Grey—only for the remaining
weeks of this term and the term which
follows.”

“PBut what's the idea, dad?” asked Jack,
hewildered., *“Do you mean you're going {o
take me away, and that I shan't come back
until after the summer holidays?”

“ That,” said Sir Crawford, “is Lhe pre-'
cise state of affairs, Jack. As you know, |

am anmethine nf n naturalict—n merse

“And—and I'm to go as wel?” asked
the junior. “Oh, but—but I suppose I'm
wWrong——->

“Not at all,” chuckled Sir Crawford. 1
thought it would be of great value to your
cducation if vou joined us, my boy. And
Dr. Stafford has very Kkindly consented Lo
your heing absent for the inlerval,
Naturally, he insists that vour studies shall
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going? 1 mean, Yyou're not trying f{o c"h:tngc that had come. It was difficult 1o
joke—u?’ - helieve that in a few short days he wonil
Sir Crawford laughed outright. he on the sea, bound for Central Africa!
“You appear to be quite flustered, Jack!¥ “Ah, I am glad that you have returned,
he chuckled. * Cel'tallﬂ}’ I would not ]ORB -Grev!” excelaimed Mr. Crowe", his voice’

on 3“0'] a Sllhjcct. WC‘ arc gOIllg—aDd, awakcning Jack Out’ ot his abstraction.

what is more, we are going quite soon.* ““Perhaps we shall be able to continue our
'\Vhﬂt dO YOu mean b}' 800N, dﬂd?” lneecnna Whv Nrov hnea camothing
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2 “ Now, Grey, what is this extraordinary
statement of yours?’ asked Mr. Crowell.
“Do you really wish me to understand
that you are leaving the school to go upon
some hare-braincd expedition into the wilds?
At Is not like.you, Grey, to make any
attempt to deceive me— .

© ¢“]Jt's true enough, slr,” Interrupted Jack.
‘“My pater’s a keen naturalist, you know.
And he thinks the trip will do me a lot

of good—from the educational point of
view,”

, Mr. Crowell compressed his lips.

‘“ 'ossibly —possibly!” he agreed tartly.

“But I must confess, Grey, that I do not
agree with your father., But” perhaps It I3
Just as well that we do not all hold the
same oplnions.
parture as lamecntable. Just as you were
progressing so admirably, too. Well, weil!
¥ou may go to your place.”

Jack went to It, but lessons held no
further interest for him that morning, and
he only -maade a mere pretence of worklny.
;Iu noticed that Reggie Pitt was looking
ust a little grave. Vaguely, Jack wondered
why. And he was intensely relieved when
the hour of dismissal arrived.

t' He was Instantly surrounded by a crowd
of tnqulsitive juniors, who enviously con-
gratulated him on his luck. I looked at

Urey somewhat wistfully as he explained
_.th‘e‘ _rcw_ details that he knew.

F

I regard this abrupt de- |

|

| of the bhest—and
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be possible for you to persuade your dad—-
Oh, no, but that's too thick! Like my
giddy nerve to push myself forward! Sorry,
old man—forget all about it!” :

But Jack Grey was thrilled at the
prospect.

“Why, you silly chump, it's the idea of
the century!” he exclaimed. ¢ You've got
to coine! As you say, I shan't have any-
body 1o pal with, and you're an absolule
necessity! But what about your people?
They might bring the chopper down on 1le
whole scheme.”

Pitt shook his head.

“Not they!” he replied.

“My pater’s one
e knew I was in safe
hands, he'd give his consent in a tick. DBut

I'm afraid Sir Crawford—"

“Who Is this taking md name In vain?’
inquired Jack’'s father, entering at that
moment. ‘“Well, Reggie! Pleased to sce
you, -my boy! I declare you're lookinyg
healthier than ever!" You’ll soon be losing
Jack now, so you must make the most of
the next few davs.”

“Yes, sir,” sald Pitt awkwardly.

“I'm jolly glad you've come, dad!” put

fin Jack. ¢““There's something I want to
ask you. VWill our party consist of all
men?’t

“Why, yes,” saild Sir Crawford, In
surprise. “ At least, with the exception of
voursell. But why do vou want to know?®”



steep, and I'm sure the Head won't consider
it. Thanks ever so much, sir, all the same!”

““Not s0 hurried!” said Sir Crawford.
‘“You are really convinced that your parents
will raise no objection?”

“I'm certain of it, sir.”

“VYery well, we will sce the Hcad—and
there is no reason why we should not get
it over at once,” said Sir Crawford briskly.
11 one boy, why not two boys? And us
T have undertaken to keep Jack In form for |
lessons, It will be no harder to deal with
twvo of you at the same time. That ought |
fo be a point well in our favour, ¢h?”?

“DBut it scems such an awful nerve,

sir—-""
“* Nothing of the sort. you ass!’’ whispered l

P L - - -

see what can he done. 1In the cvent of his
consenting, 1 will at once communicate by
telegram.”

A few wmoments later, Jack Grey and
Regpie Pitt escaped, and they executed a
kind of war dance in the Head’s corridor.

‘““It's a cert!” said Reggie Dbreathlessly.

“ Listen, O workor of miracles] 1f my dad

Pitt and Jack Grey
dld not take their
usual interest in
Professor Onions’ Colossal
Circus and Menagerie. Some- .
thing of a bigger and more
important nature had come along, and tne
circus was now regarded as very small
potatees. In any case, as Pitt remarked,
the St. Frank’s fellows would soon be forced
to sever their connection with the show, so
the iime was opportune. _

And all anxicty was at an end when the
juniors rcturned to St. Frank's, for a ticle-
gram awaited Reggie from his futher—a tele-
gramn which he opened with doubt and
anxiety and Lope. He gave one look at the

JA1Ad ikl #/_UUUUL LIIC sSdAaille LLinie 43 Linns g
somewhat curious incident was taking place
in the circus meadow at Caistowe.

All was quiet and dark. The circus was
asfeep. with everything stowed away for the
night, and wilh only the occasional sound of
an animal moving in Its cage or _stall.

A dim, uncertain figure lurked in. the
gloom, and made its way round the big fcent



g viem aside, snayle then commenced dig-
sgéggi}odAgﬂtwnhl? ﬂlfl;f;ee::ll minutes he had

. a fairly deep cavity—right
beneath the cable. ‘And i:l: this i}wIc g-I:ne
placed the little wooden box.

Before doing so, however, he listened care-
fully to a solemn tick which proceeded from

its Interior. The Lox was
kind of home-made bomb. to be cxact, a

It was not powerful emou
" gh to do much
iljama,..e, but the force of its explosion would
wf;. Igl?lit: ‘:umgnintdto serve the purpose for

as 1N . ]

Cunning oS caded. And the plan was a
onThat box ccntained a small French clock—
hce that was provided with a twenty<four-
n uir dial.  Thav is, the face, instead of
aving merely twelve fgurez, as In the

ordinary clock, had double the —
full twenty-four hours of the da;'l.umber the

It was fitted with an al | i
" arm, and it was
gxfl{::u{h\r timed to go off at thirty minutes
¢ hour of twenty—which meant that

the bomb would exp) J
: ode at precl .
Past cight on the tolﬂ)wing evel:::ln(g:.se‘y halt

Snayle vanished like-a shadow into the
gloom, cursing bitterly that he had taken
things so easily. At a safe distance he
watched, anxious and worried,

The two men epproached the spot where
Srayvle had been standing, and came to A
halt there. They both examined the grouad
fa a casaal, but inquisitive, kind of way.

'* Nothing here, Jim,” said one of the men
ir. a low voice. *“ I made surc the beggar
was monkeying about on the ground.
Shouldn't be surprised if he was that tramp
who's been hanglng about the circus lately.”

«“Qh, let him!” said the other, stifling
a vawn. ‘“ Anyhow, I'm not chasin' after
the swab! I don’t suppose he was up to

any mischief. Let's get to bed!”

The pair gzave anoiher glance round, but
thelr suspicicns were quietened, and before
long they went to sleep, and the lacident
passed,from Lheir minds.

And below the turf the clock In that littic
wooden box ticked away industriously and
relentlessly!



CHAPTER VI. 1
WHEN TIE LIGHT PAILED,

OHNNY ONIONS was:look-
ing rather anxious.

“We'll never be able |

to hold 'em!" he raid,

shaking bhis head. ‘' There')l
be hundreds turped away to-

night ! ,
* Well, that's nothing to grumble at,'” sald

“n-‘clfn—lh

UV VYT Jildw . MY % iVl Siwr

It had beca vovel ¢nough at first, and the
fcllows had entered into it with an abun-
dance of enthusiasm. But their interest was
just begloning 1o wane, and a c¢ontinuation
might have been irksome. Enough i3 as
gcod as a feast, and we had certainly had

a feast of circus life.

And there was the school ericket to think
about; sports had heen rather neglected of
Jate. But there was still heaps of time lo
pull up, and to have everything humming
long before the Whitsuntide holidays arrived.

But for to-night, at all cvemts, we were
as, keen as cver on the performance. It
vas to be oui last in the circus, for in the
small hours the show would be up and away,
tiavelling through Sunday to be ready for
the next plitch at Fleethaven on the Monday

Al nmen -

Ol UN€ nugc guil, anJga I 3milca w 1niuscil

|.aq he heard the.:intake of breath from the

audience. Johnny posilively enjoyed these
stunts. No matter how many times he ner-
formed them, they never seemed to grow
stale. His only regret was that his father
was not present to see what was being done.

Perhaps Johnny would have fclt different
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[ paused, throwing wup my arm in a
dramatic attitude. The band ceased play-
ing abruptly, and the whole audience held
its Dbreath.  The thrilling moment had
arrived.

“Go!" I shouted.

I pulled the cord with a sudden jerk.

Somehow, it seecmed to me that two explo-
sions came at once—one from inside the tent,
and a sort of dull echo from beyond the
canvas walls. In that flash [ thought it was
a mere trick of sound.
» Johnuy Onions left the muzzle of the gun
and shot upwards. And actually while he
was commencing his flight upwards into mid-
air, every light in the entire circus went out,
aud intensc darkpess followed!

CHHAPTER VI
TIHE ARREST!

OJINNY ONIONS was in
deadly peril. -
Everything depended

upon quickness of action
and keenness of vision. The
spring inside that cannon was
R _ just  powerful enough to
thrust him upwards so that he could grasp
the high trapeze, -
+ The whole thing was over in a mere flash,

and the audience would sit rubblng its eyes

and gazing at the agile performer swinging
30 easily far above.

+But without the assistance of his evesight,
Johnny was helpless. All he could do was
to grab wildly at the darkness, hoping
blindly that he would find the cross-bar of
the trapeze.

: During that tense instant he was dimly
aware of the confused shouts of attendants,
the screams of women, the cries of children.
And he was also aware of the fact that
d('ctth might be near.

‘' The failure of the light at this ecritical
moment was the worst piece of luck imagin-

nblg:_-. Bad as Simon Suayle was, he had not
dell'.‘cl'.ltﬂh' l'l.:ln"ﬂl"l thic dannnamané 1¢ Lin A
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And, swaying and swinging to and fro, he |

stid down the life-lime, and managed to pull
hia descent uvp sbort belfore touching the
proond. With his hearts thuomping like a
hraremer against hig ribs, Be finished the rest
of the descent, and stood on solid earth,
tremsbling in every limb,

“Whew!"” he murmured. “1 thought it
was all over that time!”’

After missing the trapeze, he had looked
upon doom as certain—having forgotten the
safety-rope beyond. This r was merely
a precaution, in case the spring in the gun
failed to act properly. Jobany Onions was
thankful that suech a rope had been provided.

Tn the meantime, all was confusion.

The audience was on the point of stam-

-the excited audfeace in ome breath.
. single hand-lamp seemed utterly dazzling

And 30, Just at the most eritical moment
of all, she arrived in the packed enclosure—
bringing that light with her, and ca-lmﬁ:g

¢

after the inky darkness that had prevailed.
‘“ Hurrah!”’ yelled gomebody,
“ Tessa, you're a wonder!'’ I papted, as |
“Johony)”’ she

“What Lap-
pened— ©Qh!"”

For at that second Jobnpy bimself had
come calmly op from the ether side of the
rlng—and he was e¢ven now bowing to the
audience! This very acetion on bis part
brolifht calmness $o the excited thromg.

‘“How did you do it, old man?” I asked,

"rushed up to bes.

gaspet_l.



the extreme wurgency of the case—the
electrician left all surmise to others. With
everish haste he made preparations for re-
airing the damage. Two or three assistants
came hurrying up, and a spare¢ length of
cable was eroduced.

As quickly as possible the severed wire
was repaired; the whole job being a terrible
botch, but temporarily effective. The insu-
lation was quite adequate for the moment,
and the electriclan was satlsfied. A per-
manent repair could be made later.

.~ Perapiring freely after his cxertions, ke
turned towards the engine.

« Right away, Harry!" he called. ¢ Start
her up, and switch on!"

y The ¢ngine gave a few auick pulls, and 1n
& moment the big gcnerator was humining
musically. The switch was pulled over, abnd
the great arcs spluttered joyously and
sprang into life.

* And tho interior of the tent became flooded
with illumination, to the accompaniment of

rousing cheer!

- ““ Thank goodness!’’ I said fervently. < \We
ghall never know how near a panic was!
Good old ‘ Sparks '! He must bave worked
like the dickens to get that repair done so

...... 1:hue ¥?

piarely  alerwards three oI the circus
attendants came up, with the old tramp
lll“l':ﬂ}: n tueir grasp.
o We've got him!" sald one of the men
riumphantly. < Here, policeman, you'd
etter take him in charge!”

He

11'110 coitstable did so with alacrity.
Placed a (irm, oMcial hand upon the tramp’s

shoulder, and fumbled with his other haud

for the bracelets. He produced these amid
4 dramatic silence.

The tramp, however, did not look at all
guilty or crestfallen. On the contrary, lhe
broke into a soft laugh, and removed Dbis
hat, and his hair at the same time.

Everybody stared in amazement.

““It had mnot been my original Intention
to disclose mysclf just yet,”” said the tramp
calmly. “ But having never worn these inter-
esting little ornaments, I have no wish to
try them now!”

Johnny and Bertie Ounions started forward
at the same time.

“Dad!” they shouted Joyously,

The old tramp was none other than Pro-
fessor Onlons himsell!

———

CHAPTER VIII.
GOOD NEWS FOR JOLNNY AND BERTIB.

IPPY, the dwarf, gave

) a g'ad ery, and looked
i, at Professor Onions
9 with joy ' Inn(‘l! sq::m-

SULITII VI LI JUUUVIT VALVIALTUITHIV. ALID DL

was wreathed in happy smiles, and he clung

to his father with sheer joy.

“] can’t get over it, dad,” he exclalmed
huskily. |

“Then I'll explaln In a few brief words,”
said his father. ‘ When you saw e last, [
was In bed, apparently struck down with
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paralygis. But that was only a deceptlon. I
wasn't ill at all.”

““My goodness!” said Johnny UbLlankly.

“] arranged a little conspicacy with my
doctor,”” went on the professor. ‘“Don’t
Judge ne too harshly, because I told you
from the first that I was quite safe, and that
my illness would be a comparatively short
one. I.don’t think I caused you excessive
anxiety. And iy object in this little scheme
was to test you hboth.”

“Test us?’” exclaimed Johony, staring.

‘“ Precisely,”’ chuckled Professor Onlons.
“Y¥ wanted to find out what kind of stull

14" €3

you were made of—and my discoverles have |

startled me. [ never realised that I had
iwo such splendid boys! Perhaps you will
now understand Snayle’s abrupt departure.
It was I who packed him off and compelled
him to resign his position as manager.”
Everything was becoming clear, and we
were all excited at the news. And Johnny's
worries and troubles faded into thin air.
His father was here, snd from now onwards
the .I'rofessor would take full charge of the
circus. e had, indeed, made complete and
exhaustive preparations for the opening of
the show at Fleethaven on the Monday atter-
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real companions during these past few weeks
have been these St. Frank’s boys. " Now, St.
Frank’s 18 a much better .school than the
River House—not only more exclusive, but
infinitely more expensive. But I think you
have earned your own education, eh? What
do you think of the suggestion?” .

His sons hardly dared grasp the meaning
of his words. .

“You don’t mean you're going to send us
to St. Frank's, dad?” asked Johmnny breath-
lessly.

“Jf you wish it, yes,”” said his father.’

“JIf we wish it!” ecchoed Bertie. * Why,
it's the one thing we should Ilove, dad!
But we didn't hope—*’

““ We never Dbelieved that we should be
able to go to St. Frank's!”’ chimed In
Johnny, his face flushed and Ms eyes spark-
ling. “ Nipper and Handforth and Dodd, and
all these other chaps have bcen simply
wonderful. Without them, we should haye
been lost. They’re bricks, dad—true-blue,
and sportsmen to a man!”

““S0 I already understood,’”’ chuckled
Professor Onjons. **Your lctiers have been
sufficiently enlightening on that point. They.

cantained almnat nothing else except

A
s




autd bid the Onions
Johnny and Berlie came
towards us.

C«YWe're coming to St. Frank's!”’ panted
Johnny. .

_ ¢ What for?”’ asked Handforth Dbluntly.
¢¢It's no good coming now; It's nearly bed-
time!"’

«“No, I don't mean to-night—on Monday!’’
shouted Johnny. ¢“Our dad's fixed it all up;
we're coming into Lthe Remove! Instead of
going back to the River House, we're golng
to be with you fellows!”’

« That's fine!’’ I said heartily. ¢ Congrals.,
old man!”’

We all
Bertie. .

“ Colleze IMouse, of course?’’ said Buster
Boots.
¢ Rather not!"’ snorted Handforth. ‘If
these fatheads go in the College Jlouse, I'll
never speak to ‘em again!  What's the
good of St. Frank's if they only go into a
1at-hole?"’

‘“Rat-hole!”’ roared Buster. *‘*What about
your mouldly rabbit-hutch?’’

-1t was Professor Onions who prevented a
minor House row starting on the spot, for
he joined us, and settled all the argument

running over

shook hands with Johnny and

by announcing that, as far as he under-
stood, his sons would belong to the Ancient
House.

“ Good!™”’ said I{andforth. “ That's

squashed you!”’ he added, with a triumphant
glare at Joha DBusterfleld Boolis.

Buster sighed.

“ After ati wmy publicity work, too,'’ he
satd regretfully, “You calmly desert me,
and go into that moth-eaten hovel they call
the Auncient House! Oh, well, I expect we
shiall see something of you, anyhow!’’

Johnuy grinned. -

“We shall all be friends together, in
spitc ol these House squabbles,”” he said

chaps! Old Snayle himself—and, by George,

he’s a3 drunk as a lord! Look out! Ile's
Coming thl} way!”’

hWe all turned, and éaied at & man who
ad appeared from behind one of the
Smaller tents. He was reeling unsteadily,

3ncl it nceded no second glance to assure
S that he was badly intoxicated.

I, . pt— | — - . ‘.'. N

family good-night, |

I5

) [ 1

=

. Johnny not only eseated himself
on a chair In the very centre of the
almost Invisible rope, but he ao-
tually produced a epirit stove and a
frying pan, and then caused much
amusement by preparing his
supper. ¥
2

The man was Simon Snayle.
flushed and unhealthy-looking., his eyes
burnced, and he was considerably dis.
hevelled, He approached us with a rolling,
rocking gait.

Snavle, to tell the truth, had been cele-
brating.  Ie had assured himseli that bis
plot had succeeded; he had witnessed the
sudden exlingnishing of the lights, and had
gonec oft to drink his own health. And
now, incapably drunk, he had come back
to the scene, too maudlin 1o understand the
peril of such a visit.

I1is face was

."I'\'\.’ WA WAMBLWE = - es

demon!'"’

And with a sudden drunken rush, Simon
Snayle hurled himself at Professor Onions.
He was on the circus proprietor. before
anybody could drag him Dback, and he
clutched madly and with the ferogity of a
tiger. The Professor staggered back, defegd-
ing himseil.

A W W W -——ueney e L & L



A shout went up from the circus men
who had gathered round—a shout that was
cchoed by the St. Frank’s fellows. In a
moment the Intoxicated man was seized, and
dragged forcibly away.
~He fought like a maniac—klicking and
ereaming. The very violence of his own
struggling soon exhausted him.

‘‘ Better go and fetch that
back,’”? shouted the electrician.
admitted his gujlt—??

*“One moment!’’ interrupted the professor
quictly. **The fellow is not responsible
for his aetions, and I shouldn’t like to be

policeman
‘« He's

revengeful. No grcat harm has been done,
s0 you can take him -outside and let him
z0.”’ -

“Me deserves penal servitude!’’ said

Handforth hotly.

But Snayle wns lucky. In spite of the
violent scene he had made—in spite of the
dastardly plot he had engineercd, he was
forcibly removed from the circus meadow,
and hurled out into the road.

Fwice, In his drunken rage, he attempted
to get back. DBut the circus.- men assumed
such a feroclous aspeet that at
Snayle became scared. And he took himself
oif, shouting at the top of his voice, and
burling abusec at the head of Professor
Onions, and all his family.

- 1L was scarcely surprising, therefore, that
disaster followed.

‘Professor Onions had been merciful. In
spite of Snayle’s rank villainy, he had been
allowed to go. In a slightly more sober
condition he would have goue quietly, thank-
ing his lucky stars ihat Professor Onions
was 39 lenlent. '

But Snayle was now incapabl€ of reasoned
thought. His mind was aflame, and all he
could do was to rave and curse. His hatred
azainst his late employer was ten times
arcater than it had ever been belore. For

in spite of his intoxication, he knew that.

he had been thrown out like any drunken
Jaut of a public house. :

Snayle made his way to the Calistowe High
Street, where all whs quiet. At least, it was
quiet until he arrived. But he awoke the
cchoes - with his shouting and wild laughter.
People came to their windows and gazed
Jown at th's reeling, mad drunk individual.

ilis language was horrible, and he con-
tinued to shout one long abuse at the name
of .Professor Onions. And it wasn't Jong
hefore two policemen arrived.

. The eonstable fron the circus meadow had
followed Snayle, in fact, but had hardly
felt secure in tackling this seeming madman
algne.. He had therefore bhurrled for a
colleague.

last

The girl

soothing the unfortunate Tessa.
had fled, frightened, to her caravan upon

hcaring Snayle’s terrible language. And the
professor was kindness itself, treating Tessa
as be would his own daughter.

He assured her that she would be
perfectly safe and secure under his care, and
that she ocould continue to stay with .the
circus, with Mrs, Simkins to look alter her.
Her villainous uncle had forfeited cvery
right to regard himself as her guardian.

And Tessa went to bed at Iast still
rather frightened, but much comforted.
She felt alone now—not that the loss of her
uacle was exactly a blow. DBut somehow she
could not help feeling that she was a for-
lorn little figure, only here on the suffer-
ance of her employer. ' '

And iv his cell Simon Snayle was slowly
but surely recovering the use of his
scattered wits. But the hatred against
Profcssor Onlions had not been satisfled.
This last disaster—arrested and flung into
gaol—caused everythbing that was bad in the
man to come to the surface.

He pursed his hatred like a smouldering
spark, It seemed, indeed, that even now
Simon Spayle had not dome his worst.

CHAPTER X
REGGIE PITT'S BRIGHTY IDEA.

‘“ T doesn’t seem possible,”’
I remarked Handforth

thoughtfully. |

* What doesn't seem
possible?? asked Church,
helping himself to a boiled
egg. ‘*You might pass the
Handy, old man. We've got to

butter,
hurry, too. Cricket practice directly after
tea, you know.”? _

The famous trio were In Study D, In the

Ancient House at St. Frank's, It was
Tuesday, and everything was going smoothly
and normally at St. Frank’s. The weather
continued to be mild and sunny. - . |

“Jt doesn't seem possible,’* repcated
Handforth. ‘‘Obnly a few days ago we were
in that giddy circus, and it seems that
weeks have passed. Queer how things 00N
seitle down into the ordinary rut.’

“‘On the whole, I'm pretty glad,’”? sald
McClure. * After all, things were a bit
topsy-turvy. Anybody want these sardines?
No. All right; I'll find ’em a2 home! What
was I saying? Oh, yes, about the circus.
We never bhad tea in decent comfort for.

weeks, and the cricket was going to pot,
and all sorta af ather inconvenienres eranned



c««Oh, I don't know!'’ said Handforth.
« pitt and Grey arc going, but we've got
Johuny and Bertie Onions instead. As

for that trip to Central Africa, I wouldn't |

o on it, even If I was asked!™
. remarked

«:Well, you're safc ecnough,”’
McClure. **You won't be asked!”’

s« Central Africa!’’ snorted Ilandforth.
¢« Nothing bhut fever and crawling insccts,
and nigzers and clephants, and polar
bcars_”‘ e _§_ _%.rPr2_ %

I'm going to keep a diary.’’

. “Is that what you call a wonderful
ld';?fl?"’ asked Walsog.
Well, it's a part of 1t,”’ replied Reggie.

“Look here. This diary won'
_ re. ¥ won't be the
Ordinars kird of thing, but a brief, concise

fecord of any advent i _
ADDCD 1o Stris ures that Jack and I

‘¢ Good copy for ¢

“Good!* I declared.
Mag.”!

Pitt looked rather taken aback.

““You rotter! That’s just my very idea,’”’
he exclaimed. ¢‘I propose sending you this
diary in batches—as regularly as possible.
In fact, every week, il it can be donre. The
first dispatch ought to be bere in time
for the first issue .of the Magazine In the
new term.”’
¢ By _jc_:w_e!"_! ejaculated. ‘‘You mean

remained—he was merely regarded as a
plece of the furciture.

And on the following day the wanderers
were accorded an enthusiastle send-oft. The
Remove, in fact, got up quite a big aflair
for the pair who were leaving for abroad.

A kind of bard was made up, and a whole
procession escorted Pitt and Grey down to
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Lhe station, And there was quite a good
deal of cheering when, at lepgth, the train
carried the two chums away.

Little did the Remove realise” what the
uitimate outcome was to be! It would be
several weeks before the full significance of
Pitt and Grey’'s Alrican adventure was to
become apparent!

CHAPTER XI.
THE WHITSUNTIDE DOLIDAYS.
ALPH LESLIE FULL-
WOOD whistled.

“Phew! Look at
this, you chaps,” he
said, sitting up and foldiog
his paper in half. ¢ Seen this

paragraph about Spayle?”

Guiliver and Bell, who were in Study A
with Fullwood, looked up from their prep.

“ Don’t hother now,” said Gulliver. *“I'm
right in the middle of these rotten verbs!
We don’t want "to hear anything about
snails! Dry up, Fully—>'

“I'm not talking about snajla!” snapped
Fullwood. “ Snayle —-Simon Snayle, that
fellow who was arrested for being dronk two
or threce weeks ago, in Cafstowe. Je was
shoved in chokey, you know.”

Gulliver and Bell were not particularly in-
terested. and said so in terms that could
not possibly have been misunderstood. ‘But
Fuliwood disregarded their pointed remarks.

St. Frank’s had bcen very quiet for a weck
or two, and Professor Onions's Colossal Cir-
cus and Menagerie had been practically for-
gotten. It had hecn relegated, so to speak,
into the dlm limbo of the past.

The omne great subject that claimed all
atteation just now was the near approach
of the Whitsuntide holldays. The lirst part
of #he term had been rendered lively by
the circus adventures, but the latier part
of the term had been singularly mild and
orderly. -

That's why I've passed over these two or
three weeks with bardly a word. Of course,
we had had plenty of cricket—and the
Junlor Eleven had been playing consistently

well. But nothiug of any startling moment
II.'ul' nc;'currcnl. And now Whitsuntide was
at hand.

“Yes, olid Snayle was remanded, or some-
thing,” said Fullwood. *“lle was arrested
for heing drunk, and shoved in a cell. Then
he was %rought. up before the magistrates,
who were kind an' considerate enough to

Zive bhim fourteen days’ f[ree board an’
lodgin’.”?
= “What do we care?” demanded Bell

irritably. “ It wouldn’t matter to me if
the beast got seven years' penal servitude.”

f‘?llwood tossed the Bannington Gazette
aside,

* As a mutter of fact, the poor blighter
bas just been released, after serving bhis
time,” he remarked. ‘1 can’t help feelin’ a
bit sorry Tor that chap. The way Handforth

an' all those otber rotters bossed the circus
was enough to make any manager lose his
iddy bead. 1 shouldn't be surprised if he
follows up the circus, an’ does old Onions
n.”
Gulliver and Bell lovked a bit startled.
“You ain't serions, are you?” asked Bell.
“Of cours¢ I'm seriovs,” replied Full-
wood lightly. “I saw Snayle on that nighk
when he got drunk. It wouldn’t surpris
me in the Jeast if he went ofl his rocker.
Anyhow, another dose of drink would do
the trick—temporarily, -anyhow—so look out
for a startlin’ murder story in the papers
within the next few days.”
‘“ Professor Onions ought to be warned!™
said Bell.
ghed. ‘

Fullwood lau

“If he hasn't got emough sense to look
alter himself, it's a pity,” be obscrved.
“It’s nothing to do with us, anyhow.”

Fullwood and Co. were not the only
fellows who were discussing the brief item
of news in the local paper. Johnny and
Bertic Onions knew all about It, and they
did not attempt to hide thelr anxiety. But
I calmed them down.

“There's nothing to be afrald of,” I sald.
“Snayle Isn’t clever enough to do any-
thing deep. At the worst, he'll only get
drunk, and make another scene. And that'll
mean another spell of prison—that’s all.
By the way, where are you fellows going
for the holidays?” -

“To dad, of caurse,” replled Jobnny.

“You mean to the circus?”

“Yes.”

“ And where's that going to be for Whit
week ?2”?

* At Wimbledon--practically in London,
you know. And, what's more, 1 mean to
do that human bullet act of mine, too! The
dad’s told me I can, and 1 mean to take
advantage of it.”

“ Just keeping your hand in, eh?” asked
De Valerie. f)on't be surprised to sce me
at the show.”

“\Why not get uwp a party—say for Bank
Holiday?” 1 suggested. “ If we arrange it
now, it'll be easy. Most of us will he In
London, and it will be rather decent to sce

the old show again—especially if Johnony
ia going to perform.”
“ Absolutely!”?  declared Archie Glen-

thorne. ‘ Allow me to remark, old soul,
that the scheme is a frnilty one. Just say
the word, aud I'll be positively on the old
landscape.”

“@Good—that makes four of us, anyhow,”
I said. “ You'll come, won’t you?” I added,
turning to Tregellis-West and Watson.

“ Rather!” they agreced.

And befere ten minutes had elapsed, the
Bank Holiday party was practically settled.
Handforth and Co. were solid for the idea,
and fellows like De Valerie and Singleton
and Jerry Dodd were also keen oun (he
adventure.

Johnuny, therefore, made a list of all the
names, and promised that he would have



specially reserved for us—
the evening performance on Whit

Monday. _
Of course, we [nslsted upon paying, and

scveral boxes
for

Johnny was compelled to agree. 1t would
hardly have been fair for such a number
to get free seats on a Bank Holiday just
because we were friends of the proprictor.

Johnny tried to make out that our close
connection with the circus entitled us to the
privilege, but we had no intention of being
«“ deadheads.” Archic, in fact, suggested
that lLie should pay for the whole crowd of
us as a speclal hollday honour.

Upon which, we firmly told Archie that
there was nothing doing. _

“Just as <vyou like, Iladdies—I won't
argue,” said Archie mildly. ‘I mean to
say, arguing is a dashed lagging business,
‘and 1 fear that the old tissues wouldn't
stand the strain. But, oddslife, I'll tell
vou what! I shall require all ¢he lads of
the village to gather at tbe fountain, as
jt were. That is to say, to hob-nob at the
pater’s headquarters.”

“ Headquarters?” repeated IHandforth.

“« Absolutely,” sald Archie. ¢ Glenthorne
Lodge, you know-—our place in Mount Street.
I've had the information straight from the
stable that the old boy Is going tf have a
‘svmewhat priceless fancy dress-ball.”

“On Whit Monday?” asked Church.

‘““ Absolutely not!” said Archie., < Later
on—towards the end of the good old vac.
It Isn't official, but I think the pater rather
wants some of you blokes to rally rouad.
But more of this anon. YWben we join
forces at vhe old circus I shall have the
details, and then we can fix things, what?”

By which we gathered that Archie was
Inviting us to a swell affair at Glenthorne
Lodge. But he was rather handicapped by
the fact that his knowledge of detail was
scanty. He only knew that the ball was to
be, and I rather suspected that the idea of
the St. Frank’s crowd belng there emanated
from his own mind, aud not from his
father's.
~Tlie next few days were busy ones, wilh
ceverybody thinking far more about the hoil.
days than about lessons Mr. Simon Snayle
and his relcase from prison were forgotten
in the general bustle.

The knowledge that Jolnny .and Bertie
would perforn] on Whit Monday attracted
great attention, and the ecircus party
numbered a good muny fellows by the time
the list was complcted.

. It would be a kind of farewell visit to
he circus—lor, as Johnny explained, after
the Whitsuntide holidays, the show would
start on a tour of the Midlands and the

FOrth of England, and we should have no
surther opportunity of visiting it.
And whe

¢ we made this arrangement to
i‘a‘pend_ Whit Monday eveniag at Wimbledon,
€ didn't know that we were in for one

Ol the most excitin
well be imaciny !: ing f{acidents that could

CHAPTER XII.
DR. STAFFORD'S ANNOUNCEMENT.

—~- LANG-CLANQ?

The rising bels
echoed out ils un
welcome note, It

> was the first bell, and the
Remove, according to every

recognised rule, should have
turned over in bed, growled at the heart-
lessness of school discipline, and gone to
sleep again.

But the Remove did nothing of the sort.

To be exact, the Remove leapt out of bed.
as one maun, at the very first sound of the
bell,. The desire to get up, in [act, was
almost indecent. Fellows literally tumbled
over one another in their haste to get
dressed.

And the explanation was not far to seek.
The Remove had not been partakiog of =~
certain famous brand of salts, that were
reputed to make humanity leap about like
young gazelles; neither had the Remove sud-
denly [ormed a resolve to display some of
that pep that Ulysses Spencer Adams
babitually relerred to. No—it was merely
the last day of term!

There were no lessons this morning. Work
was a thing of the past. There was nothing
but packing, bustling about, seecing about
trunks and baggage, getting down to the
station, and a hundred and one other
imporbant items that always crowded the
day of departure for the holidays.

And the Rcemove displayed an energy that
would be sadly lacking when the new terw
commenced. Ifolidays are supposed to re-
cuperate pcople, but holidays always had
the effect of making the Rcmove singularly
disinclined for work.

“ Hurrah!” chanted Handforth, in a voice
that could easily have been heard over In
the College House. “ At last! 1 thought
to-day would never come! And, by George,
it's sunny?”’

“ Real Whitsuntide weather!” said Church,
nodding. *“ We're just getting into June,
and summer's here at last! Who's seca
my bags? How caan I get dressed withoutl
any trousers?”

It turned out that Handforth, in his ex-
citement, was industriously donning
Church’s garments instead of his own. And
it was rather unreasonable of him to maka2
a fearful fuss when Church protested.

“It's a pity you can't look after your
own rotiten eclothes!” snorted IIandforth.
tearing off Church’s trousers in the mosl
reckless manner. “ All this time wasted
now! I've got my own shirt on, anyhow!”

‘“You haven't!” howled McClure. “It'a
mine!”

“Ha, ba. ha!>

“Your shirt!” howled Handforth. * You

—you rotter! Ilere, take your conloundedl
bags—I don't want ‘'em!!”

To Churelt’s dismay, Handforth hurled ti:
trousers across the dorinitory, and thcy



dormitory—instead oI being the HNrst, us
they had secretly planned for days past
And the remarkable feature about the
affalr was, Ilandforth blamed his chums for
the entire trouble.

Ilowever, all these trifles were gecerally
attendant on such a celebrated occasion
as this, and they ultimately adjusted them-
selves. Theo came breakfast and prayers.

Any normally sane person wandering into
the -junfor quarters soon alter breakfast
would have come to the conclusion that he
had drifted into a Junatic asylum.

The passages were full of flying, leaplng
fizures, study doors were crashed open, and
slammed to, and any unwary stranger
positively took his life into his hands by
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“You're not leaving for good, are you,
sir?” shouted somebody. .
“1 sincerely honc not,” replied Dr. Stal-
ford. “ No, the fact is I am going out {o

Alrica.”
grunted Handforth.

‘*“ Another of ’em!”

‘“ Everybody seems to be going to Africal” !

- Quite a buzz went through

sPAFURAR I o W) L 4% VUL LIV virw BAYellla

‘““There is just a chance that I shall sco
you on the ftirst day of the new term, but of
this I canoot be sure—Iit all depends upon
the sailing date of my boat. You may
depend upon jt that 1 shall personally in-
troduce your new Ilcadmaster if I can—abpd
I shall strive to this end.”

“ New lleadmaster!”

““Oh, my bhat!”

““Let’'s hope he's not like old Ponsonby
Small!”

" Help!"
the entire
school.

‘I rather think I heard the name of Mr.-

Ponsonby Small mentioned just now,” said
Nr Qiaffard whon ha sannld malra himaalf

and make a mess of everything!”

But there were not many fellows who
wasted any time on the subject. It could
easily rest until the first day of the new
term. At the moment, the holidays were
the' one matter of paramount importance. -

And so Dr. Beverley Stokes had to wait.
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CHAPTER XIII.
A DASTARDLY SCHEME.

IIE big circus ground

was quiet and dark.

It was just after

eleven o'clock on Sun.

day night—the eve of Bank

Iloliday. On the morrcw it

would be Whit Monday, and

Loudon would give itselt over to. holiday
pleasures.

Wimbledon was staid and highly respect-
able—as, indeed, it should have been at a
Iate hour on Sunday night. The circus
pitch was situated in a quiet section of the
suburb, not far distant from the common.
And it was morge than usually quiet because
a good many of the working hands had
taken the opportunity to visit friends and
relatives. All the performers were also
absent. ,

There would bé nothing doing until to-
morrow. Then, of course, the activity would

be stupendous. For there would be threc

shows—morning, afternoon, and evenips. ch?c‘k':?o:ﬂ::l 'Ino:: rl-;:;at:nt I;:lmefo“' |
l?tut now, In the quiet ?f the night, the * wWere '\:‘. t from under hl ® ::t
circus seemed to be practically dead. tanded on ﬂu baock with a b::;ntllu:

ayon snayvle did not realise that his pre- “an- '

sen o s€en an-aonou ¢

his to:.v.l-?mfg?tl. condition was entirely du8 10 | the famons yosﬁgmfgrtbbtzrtﬂwiﬂllgnzplc))erz'lll?nisﬂ
And u': g and mischievous misdeeds. { person at the evening "show on Bank

made it ‘h?:‘ bcommg out of prison, he had | Holiday. : _

whereabouts c:lrsmti*‘ss to find out the cxact | And s Snayle was able to carry on.

an easy taek tot 1‘13 circus. It had hcen The rascal had come fully prepared. Tle

quict Sund r him. But now, on this ] brought with him coils ol wire, electrical

ay night, it was bis first oppor- ] switches, and numerous other appllances.
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And, by the aid of a small electric toreh,
he lost no time getting to work.
- He knew that he would be undisturbed.
He was aware, also, that the electric wires
in the big tent were quite dead. I'or the
coglone which supplied the power was still
and silent, and all the main switches dis-
connected. :

His personal knowledge of the circus
served him well.
. - There had been no alteration In the
geucral plan since his departure, and Snayle
thercfore found the big electric cables with-
out even troubling to search for them.

His first task was to ascend to the very
dome of the big tent, using one of the
numerous rope ladders that were at hand.
He carried wires with bim, and for hours
he was working—patiently, grimly, and with
his revenge to give him strength and en-
durance.
' He connected a wire—cunningly and skil-
fully—to that high trapeze which Johuony
Onlons alone used. Jle fixed the wire so
cleverly -that the cross-bar was no longer
the lodocent thing it scemed. The wires
which c¢onnected it up were hidden In the

ropes. And thef continued even higher—to
;,he cables which supplied the powerful arc
amps.

Having performed this part of hlg task

satisfactorily, Snayle ran other wires dowa
the maze of supports, finding no difficulty
in concerling these fatlal wires.
» They led to a small private box—which,
in order to be on the safe side, Snayle had
alrcady booked for the evening performance,
and had paid for. He had obtained the
ticket through an agency without trouble.

And in this box, just near the edge. and
hidden beneath the woodwork, Snayle fixed
a small switek. And now his work was com-
pleted. He discovered with a start of
alarm that It" was already dawn. lMe nad
héen working so industriously that he had
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silently turned that insigalficant littls

switeh.

And he would -do this when Johuny wnas
calmly sitling on that high trapeze, listen-
ing to the applause of the crowd, at the
conclusion of his cannon act. The turning
of the switch would scnd a powerful cur-
rent shooting through that supporf bar—on
which Jolhinny would sit.

"The electric shock would not be sufficient
to kill the boy outright—for it was not
excessively powerful—but it would be utterly
impossible for any human being to cling Lo
that electrified bar.

And Johnny would fall—(o crash to earlh
and be Instantly killed.

That was BSimon Snayle’s cunning plan.
And the cleverness of it lay in the fact
that Johnny's fall would be put down as an
accident. Everybody would assume that he
had lost his hold. There would be an in-
quirr—no search for the respounsible culprit.

Afterwards, wlen the circus was being
taken down, the wires would be discovered
—and the truth would be known. But that
would be days later, and even then the only
cvidence obtainable would be against the
unknown occupier” of that box on Dank
Holiday. To discover his identity would be
practically impossible.

And so Simon Snayle considered that he
was absolutely safe. Ie had finished hia
preparations, and now t,lml'i_:t remained
nothing but to press the switch at Lhe
appointed time.

Without doubt, the rascal’s last bid fcr
revenge was diabolically likely to succeed!

A —————

CHAPTER XIV.
THE BANKE MOLIDAY CROWD!

l u“ ERE we are again?"
H s:id .- Ilandforth



didn't matter much, anyway. Willy Hand-] The tightrope was stretched at about

forth had unexpectedly turned up with a
contingent of the %¥hird. Nobody knew
what trouble he had been to in order to
drag these fags away from their various

homes—but once Ilandforth minor set him- |

self Lo a task, nothing on earth stopped
bim. He was young, he was small, but he
possessed a volcanic nature which sur-
mounied every obstacle.
The Remove fcllows feit decidedly
humiliated when the fags crowded into the
cheapest seuts, immediately opposite the
private boxes. And once settled there, in
the front rows, Willy and Co. procecded
to shout cheerful remarks across the ring,
intermingled with sundry observations re-
parding the personal appearance of the
RRemovites.

lowever, It was Bank loliday, and this
sort of thing was only to be expected. The
juniors were particularly pleased when Tessa
came into the boxes, and greeted them all
warmly and cheerfully. 8he was looking
in far better spirits than when they had
scen her last.

The recason for thils was fairly obvlous.
Sin(‘:c her .villuinoug uncle had passed out
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c¢njoyed it before.

Indecd, previously we had taken our
various parts in the actual show, and had
not been able to act as mere spectators.
But now we were secure in the boxes, look-
g forward to a happy evening.

Professor Onions had been right
claring that he had - secured a crowd of
Lalented performers. The cireus went with
A rousing swing from the very first, and
until this evening we had never realised
Im'l\.\; remarkably clever Johnny Onions was.

S Was a specj
the most of it‘hpecml occasfon, and he moade

r:lm cannon act was not to come on until
gl 'crl the interval, but in the earlier part
a Ii.lc performance he gave a wonderful

*Play on the tightrope—even better than

he had provid . .
. : ided during the period of our
OwWn conneetion with the circpus.

There was no thril i ;
oo : or, risk about this
Uchtrope act of Johnny’s, but for shecer

;:I‘:l tilt]' ":'Olllgl have wanted some beating,
C audience was held enthralled.

in de-

-play,
have cnded in a disas

twelve feet above the ring, and Johnny
proceeded to do some really extraordinary
actions—balancing htmself with consum-
mate ease during the entire display.

Iie not only seated himsclf on a chair In
the very centre of the almost invisible rope,
but he actually produced a spirit stove, a
frying pan, and then ecaused much amuse-
ment by preparing his supper. Jlle fried
some eggs and bacon, and there was no
fake about this—for he actually cooked the
dish to a turn. ;

And then, still balancing himself and the
chair, he accepted a small folding-table
from an attendant, set it up on the wire
in front of him, and held it in position
with his knees. And to the amusement of
the aundience, he proceeded to demolish the
result of his cooking. !

Nobody but Johnny knew the tremendous
strain of that performance. It seemed s¢
easy. and yet it was extremely difficult.!
During every secornd of that period, he had
been compelled to concentrate on his
balancing. One false move, and the dis-
instead of being a success, would

rous flasco.

- i AN, e WE e aa

[ L1 TR - —e=m-L -

4 SINOCK.

lle had come to the circus prepared—
having, in addition to his slouch hat and
upturned collar, a bandage right aeross hls
face. This served as a very adequate
disguise.

But Snayle had never reckoned upon
having over a dozen St. Frank’s [fellows
within touching distance of him. Jle was
glad, indeed. that his box was well dlvi-
sioned off Irom the othera.

Ile was filled with a constant anxiety. All
the time he feared that one of the boys
might recognise him, And that would be
utterly disastrous. Indeed, it would mean
that he would have to abandon his plan—
for, after being spotted, he would never
dare to turn that switch. Snayle’s desire
for vengeance was powerful, but his desire
to escape the gallows was cven more so.

And there were the fags opposite, too.

Snayle had full reason to know the sharp-
ness of Willy and Co., and he was afraid
to come to the front of the box, lest some
of those keen eves should see through his
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disguise. And lie watched all the opcning
turns with his impatience ‘growing more and
more acute.

And then came the interval—another
anxious time. For with thelr attention off
the show, the St. Frank's fellows were lean-
ing out of their boxes, talking to one
anolther, and Willy and Co. were making
further signals across the arena.

The plotter remained at the back of bhls
box, and Kkept his head down, apparcantly
studying the programme. Never for an
instant dld he take the risk of raising his
head. - The electric arc lamps were too
hrillianb—too searching In their pitiless
glare.

He was glad when the second half of the
programme commenced, and congratulated
himself upon the fact that he had attracted
no notice. Ile was not aware that threc or
four of the Remove fellows had eyed him
very curiously, and had even discussed him
at some length. :

And the fatal moment was rapidly ap-
proaching!

AUITIT A MMTMET oy

next evening's performance. And a great
deal of hilarity was caused when a string
of young fellows came-forward to win these
free seats.

- It seemed so easy—but apparently it
wasn’t. For. one aftér another, the
aspirants slithered off the turntable into
the ring, tumbling In suchr comical atti-

tudes that the audience was kept rocking
with laughter.

ITandforth viewed these proceeding wilh
disdain. -

“It's all spoof!’’ he decclared. ““I'll bet
those chaps were paid to come and fall
about like that! It's only a stunt—just
to keep the audience in' a good humour.”

‘““Don’t you believe it, old man,” sald
Church. It looks easy, but I wouldn't
like to try it! I haven't any fancy (or
making myself an ass before all these
people.”

‘““ Nature made you an ass years ago!”’
said Iandforth tartly. ¢ As for that turu.’
table, there’s nothing in it! I don't want
any free seats, so I'm not going to com-
pete. But I could keep my balance for live
minutes at a streteh without nny trouble
at all!”

“ Absolutely not!” declared Archie Glen.
thorne firmly. I don't wish to be personal,
old gargoyle, but I must observe that your
remarks strike me as bhelng bowmbastic.”

‘““Bom—which?” said landforth, glaring.

“[ mcan to say, all this boasting!” =zaid
Archic. “Dash {t, I couldn't kecp ny
balance on that bally turn-table for one

11N 1act, 1 goncv mind COniessing TNAL 1

have the wind up in furious gusts!”

¢“Look out!” grinned Church. ¢ There
goes Handy!”

The St. Frank's fellows watched with
sheer joy. Hapdforth was as full of con-
fidence as ever, He took a running leap at
the turn-table, landed beautifully, and then



Handforth overran himseclf, checked, and
jn an Instant his feet wecre swept from
under him. He landed on his back with a
most beautiful thud, and the whirling turn-

table carried him half-round and then shot

him off into space like a pea from a
catapult. Ile alighted in the sawdust in 7n
‘mverted position, and proceeded to turn a
somersault.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Good!” said Willy, “But I

clapping.

didn’t quite sce it all, Ted. Be a sport, and

do it again!”
. Handforth picked himself up, dazed.
“*“Was—was I on there & minute?”

he
gasped. |
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gtcnial ass of St. Frank's had only known
it, he was a born comedian. It wasn’t
necessary for him to say a word—his very
attitude was.funny.

“Go on—don’t stare at it!” prompted
Handforth viciously.

Archic braced himself up with sudden re-
solution. He leapt on to the whirling table,
flopped on his face at once, swung round
twice, and then shot off backwards.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Unfortunately, Mandforth had approached
rather too close, and Archic's feet took him
fnirly and squarely in the middle. Edward
Oswald pitched over backwards like a nine-
pIn, and Archie sat neatly on Handy’s face.

_t"l"he' audience raised the canvas roof with
Its yell of appreciation. ’

“What-ho!” sajd Areliie d: .
30 bad, after all——t:l:m;.lc iltei oo
]Deeted the ground to
lltardu'rf—_-. Yarooh! Something, daih

% 13 dbiting the o)a carcase!”

“Arehie leapt up like a startled mustang.

‘““Not
I mean, I ex-
be somewhat

frick. As on previous occasions, the banq
ceased playing as soon as Johnny had been
placed into the breech. .

Everything went off perfectly,

And, almost before the crowds could
realise it, the daring young acrobat had
been shot upwards, and was new calmly
sitting on that high trapeze, waving hjs
hand to the craning onlookers—a spotlight
full on him. .

Simon Snayle, In his box, was flushed with
tense excitement. His blood throbbed
feverishly - through his veins, "and his face
had takem om a curiously purple com-
plexion. The strain of the tense excitement
was affecting him curiously.

UDALIDR AV,
THE END OF SIMON BNAYLB,

* OHNNY ONIONS lurched
J. giddily on the trapeze.

Everything happened at

_the same instant, and
_Johnny was so occupied that
he only had a vague {Im-
pression that .some catas-

trophe had taken place below. He felt him.
self tingling from head to foot.

And he. knew, . from previous experience,
that he was suffering from an electric shock.
It was quite . severe,  but not powerfnl
fn?;gh to compel him to instantly lose his
1old.

He knew, however, that this fierce current
woilld compel him to relax his grl‘g within
a few moments. More by instinct than any-
thing else, he swung frantically to and fro—
the very activity itself tending to diminish
the agonising tingle.

He felt himself losing his grip. And, with
a sudden plunge, he dived clean off :he-




trapeze and shot down Just beyond the edge
of the ring, where a big water-tank was
placed in readiness to be wheeled in for
the next turn.
© Splash!

Johnny hit the water feet foremost. but

his knowledze of swimming and diving
enabled him to turn like lightning und
cscape Injury by striking the bottom of the
tank. lle rose in the water and scrambled
ouf, bewildered and gasping for breath,

Professor Onlons breathed a sigh of heart-
felt gratitude.

“ boy—my boy!” he
“ Thank IIcaven you are safe!”

But it was only Johnny's presence of mind
that had enabled him to retain his life.
The audience was exclted—confused. Some
thought that thls was all part of the
show—others were convinced that an
accident had taken place.

At all events, the excitement was not yet
over. .

Handforth and Co. and I were right next
to the box where the curious stranger had
scrcamed out in such a remarkable fash!on.
In less than ten seconds we had leapt into
Snavie's box, and found him lying full
Icnglh on the floor—and ominously still.

Attendants had come, too, and they were
picking the stranger up and attempting 10
revive lim. In doing this, the bandage fell
loose, and his hat had already gone.

¢ Great Scott!” shouted Church. “It's cld
Snayle!”

“So 1t is, by George!” safld Handfotth.
““And I'll bet a penny to a motor-car le
was up to.some treacherous buslness! Ille's
bad a ft, or something, hasn’t he?”

X was kneeling beside the still form, and
I looked up.
“Hea's dead!” X sald grimly.

“ Dead !

muttered.
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ready to go, for a comparatively slight
voltage to whip him off like this!”

Fortunately, there was a doctor in the
audience, and it wasn’t long before he was
in the box. The performance, In the mean-
time, was going on as though nothing had
happened—nine-tenths of the audience know-
ing practically nothing.

merely  belicved that unforiunate

fellow had had a It

While the doctor was examlning the dead
man, I spotted the switch, cunningly hidden
hehind a wooden support. My first instinct
wias to touch it, but I drew back. And the
switch was turned, after a brief delay, by
a short picce of wood. '

“H'm!” said the doctor. “There's no
doubt that the electric shock flnished the
job, but after thls Dbrief examination, I
should judge that the man had a very
weak hecart—undoubtedly caused through
consistently heavy drinkinz over the course
of years.” T

““But thce shock wouldn't have killed bhim
otherwise?” I asked.

“Oh, no!” replled the doclor. “It was
scvere, but any normal conslitution would
have stoad it without any scrious harin.
But how on ecarth did the man get such
a shock?” | .

““Goodness knows!” cxclaimed Handforth.

“And so do I,” I said grimly. ¢ Re-
member how Johnny fell oft that trapcze
into the water-tank? I wouldn't mind
guessing that Snayle fixed this switch ap
here, and connected that trapeze with the
main wiring. His Idca was to clectrify Lhe
trapeze.”

“ (Gadzooks!” said Archie, startled.

“But the rotter must have made a mls-
take in the wiring,” I went on. “ lle wasn't
an expericenced electrician, and he connccled
up the wires wrong—and pgot nine-tenths of
th= shock himself, whilst Johnny only got
the remainder.” |

And, as cevents turned out, my surmise
proved to be correct. A carceful examinalion
resulted in a tracing of the wires, and Lhe
electrician reported that the job had been
done cleverly, cunningly, but quile wrongly.
It was. indeed. a ease of nnetie fustiee.

some
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girl without a known relative In the world.

Tessa was no hyprocrite, and she did vot
pretend to be grieved by her uncle’s tragic
finish. -From every point of view, it was a
happy release for her—but there remaincd
the problem of her future.

And it was herc that Professor Oalons

The othe_r tenthecame to the rescue.



heard by the SU. FrADK S ICHOWS Wil greal
satisfaction. -Professor Onlons had decided
to provide his adopted daughter with a
Arst-class education. Now that she was
legally under his care, he had the right
to provide for her as he thought best.

And so he made full plans for Tessa to
take her place in the Moor View School.

THE
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AllU tnougrn ne ncy 1Lerm promisca
nothing particularly secnsational, we had the
knowledge that a -strange headmaster would
preside over St. Frank's. What kind of a
man would Dr. Beverley Stokes, M.A., turn
out to be? :

My word! If we had only guessed the

| truth!
EXND,

Editorial Announcement

welcome the Onions brothers on their join-
ing the Remove at St. Frank's, and no doubt
we shall hear more of them in future stories
of the Old School.

“THE SCHOOLBOY HEAD!”

_This Is the title of next week's story, and
Is the first of a new series of stories, pre-
ceding the Grand Summer Holiday Adven-
tures. As you know, Dr. Stafford will be off
to Africa very shortly to jJoin Sir Crawford
Grey's expedition. He is accordingly hand-
INg over the school to the care of Dr. Bever-
lcy Stokes, M.A. This gentleman, who Is
coraparatively young for a Headmaster, is
nevertheless well qualified for the great
responsibility of looking after St. Frank’s.
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But Nipper will explain all this next week,

PITT'S AFRICAN LETTER.

At the last moment, and too late to men-
tion it in the current lssue of the Mag.,
Pitt has promised to send a weckly account
ol the adventures of the African party for
publication in the Maﬁ, the first letter
appearing next week, Everyone is some-
what in the dark as to the exact locality
Sir Crawford hopes to explore until Pitt’s
first dispatch arrives, But you can take
it for granted that these letters will be
exceedingly Interesting, for they will deal
with a part of the Dark Continent Ilittle

vizlted bhv whita men.
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NEW YORK TO CHICAGO

T was shortly after mldday on a
Saturday when I arrived at the great
Pennayvivania Station In New York, (o
take traln for Chicago—this bcmg the
first lap of my trip to the West Coas

It one leaves New York on a Saturday,
and travels continuously, one is due to reach
California on the following Wednesday. So
it will bhe seen that thls continuous ra:l“a)
t,rlI takes five days. ‘

formidable journey, e¢ven for an
American! And for a British visitor, such
a railway journey seems rather staggenng
But I must confess that I entered the train
with keen enjoyment, eager and anxious '0
face the ordeal. For I was now about 2o
sce something of the great United States., -

Pcople who just travel to New York, and
then return across the Atlantie, are in no
way fitled to give an impressiou of America.
For New York is probably the ‘most cosmo-
politan city in the world, and it is abso-
lutely lmpossmlc to form any opinion of
America by a sojourn in that noisy, bustling
metropolis.

I took my seat in the great steel Pullman
coach, and was ralher surprised to find
thal; T had only a few fellow-passengers.
Therc are no compartments In the American
‘trains, as In _the English. All the coaches
are quite open, so that one may look from
ong end to the other—very similar, indeed,
to our own Undcrground carriages.

The Pullman coaches are only used by
passengers who have booked sleeping berths
—passengers who are going t,hrou;,h to
Chicngo. For the shorter journeys, day
coaches are provided, where there is no
sleeping accommodation.

I found mysclf sitting on a very comfort-
able lounge scat, capable of accommodating
two, with a s:milar one hnmediately Dppositu
me. And 1 soon found that it was my
privilege, having a lower berth, to use the
seat that faced the engline. The occupant
of the upper Dberth had the less
advantagcous back-to-the-engine seat.

For these comfortable seats, although
built to accommodate two, are generally re-
scrved for one. For it Is mostly the case
that a passenger books a sleeping berth o
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himself. Of course, {wo people can book a
slecping berth between them, and in this
case they share the seat during the day.

There ts very little of interest to describe
in the opening stages of my journey. The
train passed through the Hudson tunncls,
and when we saw daylight again we were
the Statc of New Jersey. And the scepery

was so ordipary that it has left no par-
ticular imprcssion on my mind—just open
country, with occasional towns and villages. -
1 was certainly not cnraptured with {he
scenery at this stage of the journey.

To tell the truth, I was far more In-
terested In fhe restaurant-car, or, as they
cAll them in Americn, the Diner. For I had
artaken of lunch before entering the train, -
and tea is not served. So, by s8ix o'clock, I
was literally ravenous, and eagerly con-
sumed a hearty meal. I will go into detaily
regarding the Diner at a later stage.

The coaches of the train were, of course,
all conncected, so that one could walk from
end to ecnd. And when I returned to wmy
Pullman car, I found that a transformation
had taken place. The coloured porter had
been very busy, and in place of the lounge
scats sleeping berths were now' arrayed in
a double row down cither side of the long
coach, curtained off, and lcaving a. narrow
passage in the centre.

Let me explain that the two wide seals
which are used in the day-time—facing one
another, as in our ordinary compartments—
arc converted at night into onc sleeping
berth—the lower. The upper berth is an
ingenious contrivance which Is pulled down
from the roof, heing suspended on strong
chains. Metal partitions are placed in
position, thus affording a degree of privacy
for every sleeping berth,

I was agreceably surprised to discover that
the bed was roomy, well sprung, spotlessly
clean, and astonlshingly comfortable. And

now, having come to the end of my space,

I must roeluctantly leave my [furlher

adventures until next week.

NEXT WEEK: “"Nightonan Arnencan
Train.” .
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS.

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

No. 30. THE SCHOOL, WELLINGBORO’.

-,
(' rr
sz
-
s,

T e e R S

Until 1921, this school was known as tlhe
Grammar School, since when, having been
incorporated as a Public School, it is called
“The School.” Tounded as long ago a3
1595, Wellingboro' School moved to Its pre-
scnt site in 1883, It numbers about 500
boys and is divided into seven houses. The
school has a strong O.T.C., comnprising three
oflicers, an instructor, and 213 cadets. KFrom

this personnel have been formed two com--

Danicy or s¢ven platoons.  Every year a

shooting cight compctes at Bisley, and the
Corps trains under canvas. This year the)
go to Strensal, in Yorkshire. The badge i3
quartered in green and white, and in the
centre is & Tudor Rose surrounded by flames.
The school colours are claret and white.

The above particulars have been sent me
by a reader, to whom I gratefully present
the original drawing of the school, duly
signed by the artist., '
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Editorial Oflice,
Study C,
S5t. Frank’a.
My dear Chums,

I shall be surprised to hear tbhat any
one of you does not think the Mag. js a
decided improvement this week on any pre-
vious number. It goes without saying that
a great number of you will write appre-
ciating the cfforts of my new and brilliant
band of contributors. You may find it difl-
cult to say which artlcle you like the best
or the least, but if you have any decided
?pinions don't omit to include them in your
ctter,

PEPYS’' DIARY UP-TO-DATE.

~A St. Frank’s Diary, describing the many
Itttle events that happen day by day at the
School, is just what the Mag. wanted. It
was a stroke of luck getting a real, live
Pepys to do it. And P am sure you will
agree that * Peeps Into Yepys' Diary,”
written Jn the quaint style of the illustrious
ll)‘{*p}'s,, will make a welcome addition to our
ages.

SHORTER AND SNAPPIER ARTICLES.

. The other new articles I lave had to
limit to a column in length. They are none
the worse for being shorter and snappier,
aud it does enable me to give a larger
variety of contributions.

THE TWO0O * ISMS.”

|

Buster Boots to supply a tonic talk as an
antidote, and this I am publishing in the
adjoining column under the title of * Our
Optimistic Oracle.”

WORDY WISDOM.

Another old-time contributor, Timothy
Tucker, forsooth, whose long-wincfedness- has
kept him out of the Mag. for so long, has
come forward again, having gained . mwuch
wisdom in the meantime. 1 do not refer to
the length of his words, which, If anything,
are more formidable than ever, but to the
length of the number of his words: he has
kept them down to the required column’s
length. It’s a good beginning, and I hope he
will remember to keep his ** Wordy Wils.
dom ' always down to that length.

TUBBS ON THE TUB.

If Tubbs has not had the advantages ot
the education of the fellows about whom he
cap so eloquently write in his own unvar-
nished style, he has had an opportunity of
studying them that is granted to.few. Ilis
articles will, therefore, prove as illuminating
as they are undeniably humorous, -

TRAVEL TALES.

It may not generally be kuown that the
autbor of these articles, Lord Dorrimore, is
an old St. Frank's boy, His experiences as
a big-game hunter should accordingly thriil
the stoutest hearts of his many admirers.



SECTION 1,
REPLIES TO SCHOOL READERS.

DISGUSTED: [ regret that I can give

no satisfactory answer to your inquiry.
I haven't the faintest idea why we have
Laliu shoved Into us. Considering it is
a dead language, I'm blessed if I can
sco0 any reason for having i% in a live
school. But why write to me? Take
my advice, and go to the llead—but
remeniber to have your padding care-
fully tixed.

COMPETITION FIEND: Your idea for a

new competition Is as mad as you are.
It's perfectly ridiculous to suggest that
anybody could gucss td: solution of a
Trackelt Grim plot before the last para.

graph of the story. Such a competition
would be a fallure, hecause it would le

humanly impossible to win the prize.

TIMOTRY TUCKFR: Why tell vour

morning for breakfast. Dut for some
fellows fish would be more suitable, as
tish Is a good brain food. This diet is
not necessary in my own case, as I have
too much brain already. But il Is as
well to be careful, because it's a well-
known fact that all born Idiots have
extra large bralns.

YOURS

SRR TR R S
= Correspondence =
= Answered By =
= Uncle Edward =
R

SECTION 2.
REPLIES TO GENERAL READERS,

(NOTE.—Readers of the NELSON
LEE LIBRARY can write to me,
and I wil] reply in this section.
Address your letters or post.
cards to, UXNCLE FELWARD, c/o
The Editor, The NELSON LxB8
LiBRARY, The Fleetway Houss,
Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4.—UNCLE EDWARD.)

TIIOMAS, D. G. (Gateshead): Your letter,
nddressed to The Editor, has been
handed to meyto deal with, and I think
you're a bit of a knut, with your swanky
notepaper and carcful handwriting. But
I agree with this care and neatness in
correspondence. No well-written letter
shhould contain more than two blots, and
yours has only got three, so I'll let it
pass. You can look out for some good

Ji_:-..“‘ - . :- “\n LA 9 1 1] - S '-l‘---‘

pretty. Of course, she is—but Irene is
the most beautiful girl in the world.
You are gnite right about the Mag, It
does require same new life, as I have
long contended. But you wlll now find
that your wish has becn realised. Hope
you will like the new features.

; UNCLE EDWARD.
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RACKETT GRIXM, the world-famous in-
criminator, was having his half-holi-
day. It was Wednesday afternoon,

'-i

4 uJULTyUuvy LildL Lilere
stairy,”’

** Wonderful!” gasped Splinter, and began
to take off his master’s pads.

He had scarcely finished before the door of
Grim’s private sanctum was burled violently
open and a man dashed in. At first sight
Grim took him for @ man. But Grim had
sccond sight; that was what had made him
famous,

Andd, adjusting his vision, the incriminator
saw that he was a gcntlun.m Jle was
wearing white spats, and had a monocle in
his Iut, cye. Also he wore a tup Lat. He
wore other clothes as well, and they did not
¢scupe the sleuth’s slmrp eyes.  Bul he
m.tdc no comment,

“Come in, sir!” he said curtly,
Dl:l'll catered tbe room.
: I will,” replied his visitor.
. Ie did. And Splinter now noticed that he
arr‘l{\.d a large despatch-case.
ari ou wish to become one of my clients?”
¥ ]m Suggested, throwing his crickcet-ball and
ails into g secret, cupbeard.

Is SOMICVNIC Lvolling upe-

as the

amil he waa dreased In white fAannels. !

MILLIONAIRE!

the Amazing Adventures

of
Grim, the Great Incriminator.

By ED. O. HANDFORTH.

" Quite correct,”” returned the visitor.
“Though I am Lompletely at a loss to know
how you discuvered that fact.”

i A svvama madhionm i T aamnm

QICUIUCIL,

“I can tell that also,” Grim admitted,
with his quiet smile. “But at the moment
1 am thinking of going off to play cricket.”

“0Oh, sir,” pleaded the millionaire, “ pray
stay at home ard help me!”

Grimp's stérn features twitched. Then a
smile came into his eyes, He was always a
humane man. And the thought that his
client was a millionaire appealed to his
rofter feelings.

“Yery well,” he said, grasping the other’s
hand. “Then 1 will hclp you. But first let
me change into my ordinary clothes."

A3 he spoke, ho hastily changed, and lit his
famous pipe as he did so. Then he brushed
his hair with one hand, and bccame once
imore the famous ineriminator

*And now, sir,” he said, “tell me your
trcuble or troubles, as the case may bhe.”

“My name,” responded the other, “is

Cyrus X. Radio. ] am the the inventor of
[ breadcasting, of which you may bave heard.




OoVer the bag, which Grim put salrely nwny.

“A very good- idea,” Grim commented,
with a smile. And now, you were saylng—"

“T was about to tell you of a most extra-
ordinary happening,” Cyrus X. continued.
He dived into his coat-pocket and produced
a newspaper cutting.
~ “You ®ill scarcely believe me, Mr. Grim,”
he said; “but I am missing!" _
‘““Nonsense!” gasped the Incriminator,
stirred out of his habitual calm by this
statement. '
“Read this,”” went on Cyrus X., thrusting
the paragraph in front of Grim.

Grim read:

. g R Y

sometinng more. 1 aeduce ULAL you nave
enemies, and it I3 they who have played
this trick. Very likely they bave kidnapped
)'Oll."

“T don’t remember it,” Cyrus X. said, with
a shake of his head.

“ Very likely not,” Grim went on. ¢ Very
possibly you were drugged. But tell me,
do you know of any enemies?”

“ Now you mention it, 1 do,”” said Cyrus
X. “There is a fellow called Terrible Tex,
a Bowery tough. . He has twice poisoned my
ginger beer, and once fired a gun at me {from
behind a pillarbox. But I do not believe he
would go as far as this.” :

Grim was not listening. A wild light of

on my private yacht,

I run across to America
and you may come

with me. Splinter,”’

ole in hie left eye.

The incriminator saw that his visitor was a gentle-
man, for he was wearing white spats, and had a mono-

and wind up the Sky-
lark. We sail on the

I he added, ‘' dash along
ebb tide!’” '

iy sl
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Once Grim’'s mimd was made up nothing
could deter him, Within less than four days
after his interview with Cyrus X. Radio he
had run down to the Docks, had comman-
decred a crew, and a Scotch enginecr, had
got steam up, had started the yacht's
engines, and wag racing towards the coast
of Amecrica, which loomed up dimly across
the Atlantie. . .

And the very next evening theg _s:gl:‘tcd

favoured Grim, for at the very first attempt
he was successful. As he took up his
position at a table near the door Grim
sighted the hgure of a huge man. He was
dressed like a cowhboy and had two guns at
his belt. It was Terrible Tex!

He sat at Grim's table, und with absolute
unconcern Grim took his order, and evebd
AHicked the gunman's ear with his gerviette.

Tex ordered a huge dinner, and Grim
waited on him as though he had been a
waiter all his life. There was no hurry.
Grim had made nls pian. The thne would
coine when Tex ordered a cigar.

. Al last the gunman finished his dinner and
leant back in his chair. Grim thrust forward
a box of huge cigars. One of them was
twice the size of the others. And all were
marked at the same price—lourpence.

Tex’s little eyes flashed greedily as he saw
the big cigar. Hc saw there had been a
mistake, but as he did not mean to pay his
bill, anyway, he thought he might as well
takc the biggest cigar. He put it in his
mouth and lighted it.

Grim watched with pretended unconcern.
But all the time his eyes never Jeft the face
of Tex. .

And as he watched he suddenly saw the
gunnian’s cheeks go white. Then they turned
yellow. TA moment later they had a tinge of

Pagazine

(>

Grim sighted the figure of a huge
man at his table. He was dressed
Ilke a cowboy, and had two guns at
hie belt. It was Terrible Tex !

hurried out of the restavrant with Terrible
Tex on his shoulder. A second later he was
in a taxi, driving as bard as he could to the
skyscpapcr where he had Jeft Splinter and
Cyrus X,

They met bim at the door and hel
carry Tex up to a spare bed-room. -

‘“How have you captured him?* roared the
mmillionaire, scarcely able 10 believe bis eyes,

“1 gave bim a drugged cigar,” Grim ex-
plained. * Aprd now you must get & confes-
sion from him.,”

When Terrible Tex woke up, he found him.
sell looking down a revolver held by Grim.
The incriminator had him completely at his
iercy and he soon made blm sign a con-
fession, Tex admitted that he had Inserted
the paragraph In the paper, 'and, under
threats of penal servitude at Sing-Sing, he
also confesscd everything else. He had
made a false will, presumably written by
Cyrus X,, and if the miliionaire had not re-
appeared be -would bave inherited all his
meoney.! '

. Buil: Grim had foiled him at the eleventh
our
Without waiting to be tbanked, the great

ped to

bh.le, X . .
held hi: lm.Paut;.,tll?_‘ cigar on his plate and

Inecriminatar and Snlintas rafurnad aé Anan



Tonic.
By
BUSTER
BOOTS

No. 1.—~EVERY SIDE 18 A BRIGHT SIDE.

T'S foolish to be downhearted. Some-
times T meet fellows looking glum and
miserable, and they are worried out of
their lives just because an expected Lip

hasn't turned up, or because they’'ve got
lines to do, or some trivial thing like Lhat.
It's mno good glving way to. despair.
‘Life's short. Nowadays we haven't got
{ime to be miserable. And that old sayving
t0 the effect that there’s a bright side to
everything Is sheer bunkum. It indicales
there's a dark side, which Is rldiculous.

! There's no such thing. It doesn't matter
how serious a [fellow's position may be, he's
alwavs a lot better off than somebody else.
When I've got a hundred lines to do I grin,
because some other poor chap has probably
got five hundred. I'm better off, and so I
smile. And If you've got s()rnetlung un-
pleasant to do, 1t’s robbed of all its distaste
if you grin.

Then again. Take the average chap who's
going In for a scholarship. He plugs away
at his studies, and if things don’t go just
right he gets in a Dblack mood, and talks
about chuckiag the whole thing up.
Rubbish! There’s no such word as “can’t.”’
All you want is determination—and plenty
of It. Stick to a thing and you'll do it, cven

if it looks hopelessly impossible at the
start. The main thing is to get fairly on
the way. And after that It's so easy that

you wonder why the dickens you jibbed.

Fallane oall me an antimiat hut that's

This Week'-s 5 AT
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Tius Week's
Josh

\ By CUTTLE
(The Porter)

No. 1.—WHY BAD WEATHER WAS GOODI
PEOPLE was full of grumbling about

the weather. Why was thev? Ask

me! They was grumbling hecause
_ it was cold and wet. But that
wa3s just the wcather I like, and why?

Beca1se It makes folks stick to their work.
They wants it fine so’s they can gad about
and play tennis and golf and ericket, go
boating, fishing, and them things.

But what good does them sort of pastimes-
do?Y No good. Only take people off their
work. They call these games play, and
work harder at ’em than they do at _their
work, and then delude theirscives that
they're happy. It was gooed if something
makes folk stick to their real work. And
bad weather does that.

And look at th¢ way people runs off from
their homes when the weather was fine, and
rush about in search of happiness. A maun
would think they was miserable in their
homes, as they're so fond of gettlng away
from them. Well, if they was miserable at
home, they ought to stay there, same as I
do. That's what I says. The more miserable

folks was, the Dbetter. And why? Ask
me!  Because {hey work harder. Look at
me. I work hard. To be porter at a school

like this here, and have to put up with the
pranks of two or three hundred boys was
no sinnykewer. Yes, I work hard. And
sce how miserable I am.

On floe days you see¢ the parks and the
commons covered with people, all fdling
about and doing nothing. Why was they
doing nothing? Ask me! They was doing

nnthine hoananca nathinag nrae mssiarn A Ada



IBehold, there was among the bays of the

Remove at the famous C(College of St.
Frank's, one named Ralph Leslie Fullwood.
And the same was a Snob—and even more,
6lliice Jte was a Snob of Snobs, And there
was a day when certaln members of the
Remove took counsel together in that
Celebrated space Known in the land as the
Triangle. And these youths were Nipper,
Handforth, Glenthorne, and others of Like
Character. And while taking counsel jn this
way, It chanced that the Spob approached,
wn(.]h his chin ip the air, his Nose Upturned,
an

S Franks Fagazine

| suggested

No. 27.- The Fable of the Snob
and the Youthful Workers.

Loudness of VYoice did proclaim that Clrcus
Performers were Human Beings, and that
obly a Cobnfounded Snob would use Insult-
Ing words against two such Ripping Sports.
men as the Onions Brothers. And Full- .
| wood was ordered to withdraw his glbe in
full, or suffer certaln unnamed, but
punishments. And It came to
Fullwood failed to see the Red
Light, and scornfully declared that he would
Withdraw Nothing. And it was said by
Archie, with Much Truth, that this foul
toad was sulfering from

A DASHED SWELLED HEAD.,

pass that

A SNEER ON NIS LIPS. :
And lo, as he passed them by, he did| And it seemed, after much discussion,
Wake some scornful reference, inquiring | that placing the feet in cold water was an

where the Unsavoury Brothers might be.
Then he would have Passed Op, whereupon
Handforth sprang after him, and did Seize

Hinm wioehét hafeilee hae &0, se_1¥_ _ L oab .

and daby o Juniors arose 1n thelr wrath,
“-.-(.u.",']' (\:Iulent amd ready hands upon this
sundee’ oo ebthorne declaring to all and
SHAArY  That Fullwood was not.hing more

nor less than

. A BALLY CRAWLING WORM.
-1nd Handforth, with much unneccessary

Excellent Remedy for this distressing com-
plaint. And it was added that an even
better remedy was to place the Whole Body

in nanld wntae A nsl +hara wwarn Wanw

WU wuu a4 Auvnru, nuyu, Haureu, HLYCIU]
other things that Habltually Crawl. "And
thus did this foolish suob learn, to his cost
‘that it is Costly Indced to utter words of
Insult in the hearing of Decent Citizens.
MORAL: A S§NOB MAY THINK HIMSELF
HiGH. BUT IIE 15 LOWER THAN THE
LOW kST,
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©BCNgdl, DU Wil CXISLY Liere, neverie-
- less. A moqt formlidable beggar, too.

I caught sight of my quarry across a
little wvalley, and he was a veritable king
of the forest—slIx fect high, if an inch, with
magnificent curving horns. Unfortunately,
he was out of range.

It wasn’t until the rext day, after a
gruelling period of traillng, assisted by my
diminutive, inky-black native tracker, that
I came within shooting distance of MIr.
Bison.

Hc was feeding at the time, and I got in
a firgt-class shot low in the shoulder. But
instead of dropping, he gave a bcllow, and
stood there, lashing his tail and pawing at
the ground. I was quite cool until I took

b SN §

an
but

itrackers fircd a spare rille. It was
atrocious shot, and went miles wide,
the bison got scared and bolted.

After that, of course, I had time {0 be
prepared when he returned, and dispatched
him neatly. But 1t was c).cmng while it
lasled.

iaunuc RKivwiag

dd> IFLIIDILITE,

Now, ye Baron Handiorthe was a man of
aoodlie strenglhe, and it was his dailie
pleasure to go rounde among his serfs,

ve treatment which he was
wont to calle ye ginger. Abnd if these
unfortunate slaves fajled to please ye
muscular overlorde their fate was swifte and
sudden.

For not only didde Buron Handforthe
possess a formidable punche, but he also
used this punche right mightilie, with ye sad
conscquences. And he was feared in ye
lande,

Bul ye Baron llandforthe was also a man
of much Kindliness, having ye hearte of
goldv l’erchance he \-.r)ultl sloppe by ye

—_—— = .21 - - nr . - TLoTY - .__..-l._ F I,

giving them

1S nO Frecorde O1 Wwnat Y¢ baron's Jate
mizh% have been, although doubtlesse it were
violentte and messie,

And alongze throughe yc¢ ages ye¢ famous
Handforthe bloode hath continucd to flowe
throughe ye veins of ye righte noble familie,
as alle will testifie,



5¢© ratvy LIvLIe emergilag 1rom Hrs. nusc s
tuck shop, chewing and munching and
wiping his ilps. 'Tis a constant marvel to
me how the [fellow eats, and the greater
marvel i3 that he secems to thrive thereon.
e did lament that he could buy nothlng
- more, as his money was all gone, and did
hint that a small loan would please him;
bus to this I turned a deaf ear.

TUESDAY.—Handforth In high feather this
morning by reason of a five-pound note
sent by Sir Edward, and he very [ree with
it to his chums. 'Tis to them as balm
for their wounds, and also a sort of
cement that holds them together. Willy
Handforth not pleased: for him no remit-
tance. When he does get one. ’tis but

- Wbl LELE "SR VK SVING  JUUNIL YVIIIHED
%91':%3. led by a rude fellow called Lumgy
Tans They did assail me with foul
aq.i0d2¢, and as ome can de nothing
tca';gft many I retreated, and to the
Chamk, Found there a great commotion, as
on th e"-;- of the Fifth, had been strueck
&ttended €ad_by a cricket-ball, and was

¢d by Dr. Brett. Of this I thought

QUILE Wikl IJRHLG 1} & Qay Or vwo,

THURSDAY.—To the river, there to enjoy

much leisure in 2 punt. Did feast upon a
cold luncheon, prepared by my own hands.
But unfortunate, for I am Interrupted by
River House hoys, who seize my luncheon,
and make off with it. It seems I am very
unlucky io my little excursions. Home,
and there I find a letter come, at which [
am greatly pleased. But upon opening it,
a great disappointment,

FRIDAY.—A red letter da}. For Nelson

Lee did cngage me in conversation for a
full ten minutes, having perhaps liked my
companyﬂyest'ernlightf at which I am over-

lawsnd -—— — - ré h 4 — mam s BT

AaWa 4L ¢ Cua Luey repay,” clear up, anag
start afresh. This evening to the big cir-
cus, to watch my fellow-pupils in the ring.
A diverting period, Indeed, and all in gay
mood, and home by bleycle in the moon-
light. And 8o anotber week gobe, and my
health splendil, except for the slight
effects of a brul:ed ear, which I obtained
in a manner that need not be set down.



Tangled Tosh - By Timothy Tucker

No. 1.—THE STUPENDOUS INFINITY OF
LIMITLESS SPACE.

AVE you cver paused {o consider the
marvellous wonder of the hemi-
spherical magnituede of the earth,
and the limitless stupendousness of

Outer Space? Have you ever halted in your
ceveryday peregrinations to ponder over the
potentiality of astronomical science? .

No, you have not! Without any desire
Lo be circumlocutory or periphrastic, I de-
clare that xou have not! g‘owadays, the
popular characteristic of the rising genera-
Ltion is to ecxterminate time by playing
cricket, visiting cinemas, reading lamentably
trashy storles, and wasting time in other
respects. I say this with conviction, aad

roportionally cxpress the comparative re-
ation of tac proposition.

But, think! Heed my words, and think!
Remember that we are but mere, n-
significant atoms, walking on the face of
another atom! For what s the earth but
a paltry, infinitesimal speck In the phantas-
magoria of the immeasurably illimitable
universe?

I repcat—a speck! An atom! We, on this
carth, arc no more than spots of dust, com-

pared 1o the marvellously e¢laborate com-
prehensiveness of the astronomical
firmament.

At night you sec the stars, and you think
nothing of them. You observe the moon,
and never attempt to consider the stunning
nature of these wondrous phenomena of the
outer cther. And remember this! Re-
member that for cvery star we sce there
are millions of stars unseen. For Space
and the universe gocs on bheyond all the
scope of electromagnetics, and the power of
the human organisation. I must say a few
‘words about the neolithic epoch~——

» (Thanks all the same, but one column :s
quite enough, old man! B\ﬂl - way, how

Our Weekly
Speech

O °
By TUBBS, . the ‘Page-boy.

1.—DOWN WITH “SUMMER-TIME "}

AIN'T the kind of feller to make a fuss
over nothink, but this 'ere new-fangled
“summer-time ”’ ain't wot it’'s cracked
up to he. You can take it froin me
that it's a blinkin’' fraud—not’ arf it ain't!
An' I'l jest show you ‘ow. Orl I want yopu
to do is to lend, me yorce ears for a minnit,
an’ I'll fill ‘em so full you'll think they was
stopped up,
Now, this ‘ere summer-time. Why, blow
me, if you ask mec, it’s messin’ about with
Nature, an’ I don’t reckon folks ’as got a

Nol

ritc to do that. No, nor Govermints.
acither, Look at me, for instance! 1 got
to git up at six o’clock, secin' as ‘ow

there’'s umpteen boots an’ shoes to klean
every morain’, to say nothink of orl kinds
of hodd jobs them Ilazy ’ousemaids shove
on to me, blow ’‘em! Girls aln't got no
‘eart nowadays, to put on a pore bloke like
me. : ¥

As 1 wos sayin’, I got to git up at six, an’
off -goes me klock to the tick, ’cos il
I'm late it meens the sack. But do yer
think I'm fooled? That there klock may
say it’s six, but I know bloomin® well
it's only Ave! An', wots more, I fecls It
in me very bones. An’ the chickens outside
won't lhe fooled, neither—they've got more
sense, bLless 'em. You can’t meddle about
with Nature, though you can kid vourse!f
with a kloek. Not that I'm kiddin’, mind
yer! A bloke who ’as to git up in the
hearly howers knows orl about it, I give
you my word!

An’ wot's the good of a hextra hower
fo me of a hevenin’? These ’ere blighters
wot brings In these ’ere laws may be as
full of knowlidge as a haddick is full o’
bhones, but the rummy thing is they don't
use none of it! I s’pose that’s why they're

allus so full!
Anyhow, I says down with this ‘ere
summer-time, an' let’s ‘ave the rite timec

when we looks on the klocks, an’ not some-

many dictionarics have you swallowed?—ED., { think wot we knows is wrong, but pretends

St Frank's Magazine.”)

it ain't!
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