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Roll Up, Roll Up, My Lucky Lads! Don’t Miss This Wonderful Atfraction ]

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
(Author of the St, Frank’s yarns now appearing every Tuecsday in * The Popular.”)

-
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Willy Handforth, the ¢heery Third Form skipper, has always been
an andacious youngsier, but when be brings a menageric to St. Frank’s
without official auihoiity—well, 10's asking for firouble! Trouble
comes, in many shapes and forms, to say nothing of large chinks.
of excitement! Starl reading this fine yarn now, chuiis,—ED,

L T P S S P AP A P

CHAPTER 1.
Panthers on the Prowl!

1ILLY HANDIORTH, the popular young skipper of the Third Form at St.
‘J‘f Yrank’s, had a deep, shuster suspicion in his mind.
He wasn't naturaily a suspicious junior, but it seemed to him that the truck
was a lot heavier than it should have been.  Eirher the rise was not so gentle
as it appeared to be, or the other fags were delibervately slacking. .

Willy deeided to put it to the test, 1

Abruptly, he ceased his own cfforts. The truck trundled on for about ten iuches, and
then camo to a standstill, One or two startled exclamations sounded, and the truck was
jurked forward again,

“Hold on!" scaid Willy grimiy. “No hurry! I want a word with you slackers?
What's the idea of giving me all the work to do? Do you think I'm a Lorse, or what?
It’s a funny thing you didn't jump on, and take a ride!”

The other fags, abashed, tried 1o explain, but this was a somewhat difficult task,
because none of their explanations was plausible. When Willy had stopped pulling, the
teuck had stopped, too. In fact, Willy had been doing all the work, whilst Lis five
companions slacked.

“I'm going to walk ahead now,” said Willy calmly. *You fellows can lug the truck.
I've done my share.”

“You might give us a hand vp this hill!” protested Juiey I.cmon,

“Hill?" said Willy coldly., “Which hill 2”7

“This one in frent of us”

“Ass! That's not a hill!" reforted Willy.“Ii’s only a pimple. Wait until vou got
to the hill on the other side of the village!” i

He spoke deeisively, and his companions bifterly regretted their recent inactivity.
Their young leader was undoubtedly determined to take it out of themn: and if they
presumed to argue, the result wonld be short, sharp, and painful. Willy Lad his own
special way of aealing with grumblers. h
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The Panthes Patrol was on jts way home.

It was a half-holiday at St. Frank's, and
while the Hemove and Fourth were cngaged
on preliminary cricket practice—there was a
sort of scratch game—Willy had considered
that the afternoon warranted a scouting ex-
pedition.

So the Panthers, in all their glory, had ven-
tured forth. They didn't look quite so
smart now. They wc.o dusty, weary, and
ruddy with health. It was evening, und the
Panthers had been for a considerable hike.

They had camped out for tea, Willy choos
ing a spot, much to the disgust of his fellow
scouts, about a thousand miles from any-
where. At least, so it had seemed. They
had lit their camnp fire on a barren hilltop on
Bannington Moor, and it could not be denied
that they had obtained plenty of fresh air

The journey home scemed a lot longer
than the journey out; and the truck, which
had been a mere trifle in the early afternoon,
now seemed to have become loaded with lead.
Yet it was o most unusual truck—as one
would naturally expect, remembering hat
Willy was the patrol leader of the Pantlers.

That truck was his own invention. It had
four bicycle wheels, and, in order to be in
the latest fashion, Willy had provided 1t with
four-wheel brakes. It seemed to the
Panthers that these four-wheel brakes had
accidentally been applied.

The rest of the truck was as novel as the
chassis,  Actually, the body consisted of a
canoe, which could be quickly dismounted and
used on the river, and the chassis was pro-
vided with a special inflatable float wﬁich
had its own uses The chassis, 1n fact,
conld be towed across anv river without
trouble—and, 1if the float worked, without
sinking. The float was rcally an air-pillow,
which Willy had found lying about in the
sanatorium.  Tho sanatorium people had
often wondered what had happened to that
air-pillow, and would have been considerably
chocked if they had known of the base use
to which 1t was now put.

“Buck up!”’ said Willy briskly, *“None
of your slacking, young Chubby! What's
the matter with vour feet, Bobby Dexter?”

“Feet 7' said Dexter who was known as
“The Cherub”, owing to his angelic—but
deceptive-- features, “I haven’t got my feet!
They're worn aoff !”

“We've only hiked about ten miles,” said
Willy secornfully, “Mv hat! You asses
don’t know what walking is!”

“This Boy Scouting s all very well, but
one cur have too much of a good thing!”
grumbled Owcn minor. “Why couldn’t we
have camped in Bellton Wood for the after
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noon? Why go half over England?”
Willy did nut deign to answer.  He merely
reminded  his DPnthe that the truck

woildn’t gct home of its own volition., and
lie marched on ahead. They were approach-
ine the hamlet of Edgemore.

The Third Form scouts were glad to sce
the first peep of Edgemore. They were
nearly home  St. Frank’s was only a mile
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and a half further on. True, there w~s a
nasty hill to be negotiated on the other side
of the wvillage, but «fter that it would be
all down hill.

There was really no rcason for the scouts
to grumble. They kad had a glorious after-
noon, for the weather was mild and sunny,
and 1 ow the May evening had settled down
with tranquil peace over the Sussex coun-
tryside.

“Hallo, hallo !” murmured Willy, “What’s
this 2

His eycs gleamed with interest.  His step
became more sprightly, in spite of his tired
muscles

enagerie” which had
And such a word, to

caught his eye. Wil
1V

such a junior, was like magic.

Handforth’s love of animals was well

known at St. Frank’s. In fact, he had
a menagerie of his own, as many of the other
Third-Formers knew to their cost.

Willy had turned a bend in the lane, and
the outskirts of Edgemore lay two or three
hundred yards ahcad. Just here, in a little
grass clearing near the lane, a ramshackle
tent was revealing its patched, tatiered ex-
terior to the public gaze. Right across the
front of this tent was a faded sign. - Once,
no doubt, it had been a thing of gaudy,
brilliant paint, but now it could only be just
distinguished :

“MAGGS’ MATTELLOUS MENAGERIE.”

IT was the word '

Underneath it, in smaller type, only just
readable, was the addition: “Montgomery
Maggs, Prop.”

A gentleman, who was apparently Mr.
Montgomery M. ;gs hunself, was standing
outside the tattered entrance, looking extra-
ordinarily forlorn. As the scouts approached,
however, he turned a pair of cager, hungry
eyes on them, and he cleared his throat for

action.

“Walk up—walk up!” he wheezed.
“Come on, young gents! See the World’s
Most Wonderful One-Man Menagerie! Only
twopence ecach to see this great collection

of wild, ferocious hanimals!”

“Well, I’m dashed!” said Willy, coming
to a halt. _

The other Panthers were not very inter-
ested. They wanted to walk straight past
and get back to St. Frank’s. But Willy
wasn't having any,  His interest in animals
was intense, If it wasn’t, as he had often
explained, he would have had nothing to
do with the Panthers.

“Half a tick, my sons,” said Willy. “No
r?asim why we shouldn’t have twopenn’orth
of this.” '

“Rats !” grumbled Chubby Heath wearily.
“If we mess about here, wasting time, we
shall be late for locking-up.”™

“Heaps of time yet,” said Willy. * And
if there’s a menagerie on view for twopence,
I'tn sampling it. I don’t suppose it'll be
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mwuch cop, but you mnever know, Anybedy
el:c coming int"” i

“We can spongd our twopences better !” said
Juicy Lemon tartly.

Mr, Montgomery Maggs awoke to brisk
activity as he saw that the scouts had halted.
Ile advanced, waving a stick. He was in-
credibly thin, and his clothes hung on him
like rags on a scarccrow, His face was lean
and leathery and wizened, and when he
moved his joints scemed all loosc. The
juniors haolf-expeeted to hear them rattling.

“Ho must be a bundeed and fifty!” said
Chubby, staring.

“Walk up, young gents—walk up!” in-
vited Mr. Maggs, his. old eves alight with
hope. “T'wopence each! Come and scc
the hanimals! Come and see the ferocious
erizzly bear—caught with me own ’ands in
the Rocky Mountains! Come and sece the
kangarco, what I trapped in Australia!”

“Rats!"” gaid Owen minor, whose tiredness
was inclined to make himn a bit rude. “ You
can’t spin us that yarn! I'll bet you've
never been our »f England! Oh, come on,
vou chaps! Why waste time here?”

“Twopencoe each, young gents!” urged the
old man. *I ain't 'ad not two customers the
whole arternoon, You won't be sorry you're
in. This ain't no swindle show! Twopence
to see the menageric! Walk up!”’

Willy was a shrewd youngster, Behind the
old man's boisterous manncr he could de-
tect tragedy Mr, Maggs wasn't lean and
wizened so much from old age as from
under nourishment.  No doubt he had a
hard strugele to keceo going. A one-man
show of this kind was difficult to manage.
And Willy was struck by the thought that if
the owner wgi half-starved, the menagerie
might not be in any
Letter condition, It was
a thought that startled
him,

“Right-ho, Mr
Maggs,” he said briskly.
“We'll go in, Six of us.
I'll treat theso chaps if

they're too rmcan to
whaek out their own
MOney.

e dropped two separ-
ate shillings into the old
showman's hand, and _
Me. Maggs looked at them wonderingly. If
it had been a two-shilling-pieco he would
huve known that change was expected, but
two separate shillings took him by surprise.

“Six of ye,” he said, frowning. “That’s
a bob, young gent.” _ _

“It's ull right,” murmured Willy. “That’s
near enough,”

Mr. Maggs started.

“Not me!” he said, with wheezy
vehemenee,  ““ Not likely, voung gent! Two-
pence each 18 the price. 1 ain't taking
uo charity !”

“Sorry ! said Willy, flushing.

e took the shilling back, and made no
attempt to press it. Apparently Mr. Maggs

i

had an independent spirtt, in spite of his
pitiful poverty, and his rocky stute of health.
His breathing was so heavy that it sounded
like a pair of old, leaky bellows.
“Step right in, young gents!” he said,
after putting the shkilling in his pocket.
“There ain't any other customers in sight,
so wo might as well start the show, Busi-
ness ain't what it was once upon a time.
My! I ean remember the davs when I teok
twenty in at a time. Yes, and had to rush
’ern out quiclk, so that the next lot shouldn't
get tired o' waiting!”

He was speaking more to Liimself than to
tho fags as, pushing the tattered tent flap
aside, he invited the customers in.

ILLY walked in quickly, keenly, his
senses on the alert.  Much as he

was concerned for Mr. Moutgomery
Maggs, he was intensely anxious

about the animals. He half-belicved that
there weren't any—that the show was just onc
of thoso spoof affairs which are =0 often
found at the fairs, The exhibils would
probably be stuffed

But dircetly Willy got inside, he knew
different. The odour of animals was very
pronounced. And there, all round the ram-
shackle tent, was a number of equally ram-
shackle cages.

“Well, I'm jiggered |” muttered Willy,

Thero were movements in the cages, The
light was not particularly good, but Willy
had no difficalty in recognising the first ani-
mal as a brown bear. In the next cage
there was a dainty-looking kangaroo. The
other members of the menagerie were
equally interesting. A rather fierce-looking
lcopard—a creature which was unmistakably

a chimpanzee—and, most surprising of all, a

hyena. As a menagerie, it wasn't particu-
larly extensive; but even a show of this kind
was undeniably cheap for twopence.

Willy got in a good comprehensive look
round before the other fags had even com-
menced to examine the miniature zoo.  And
he was greatly struck by the fact that, whilo
Mr. Maggs himself was half-starved, his
animals were healthy-looking and well fed.
Willy’s fears were groundless ; and his respect
for the old showman went up tremendously.

He saw, too, that the cages were well kept,
in spite of their dilapidated condition. It
seemed a shame that such a veally exeellent
show should be so badly supported.
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Willy determined, on the spot, that Mr,
Maggs should do some excellent business
while he stayed mn this district |

ey

CHAPTER 2
Wild and Woolly!

b ELL, 'ere we are, ladics and gen-

‘}‘p‘ tlemen,” said Mr. Montgomery

Maggs, evidently speaking by

force of habit—for there were

certainly no ladies within sight. *“ Be’old

my private collection of ferocious hanimals.

I might say as every one was caught by my

own 'ands, and if that there statement can be

bowled out as a lie, I'll forfeit my day’s
takin’s. Gather round ladies and gents!”

The fags grinned as they gathered round
the cage containing the brown bear. There
scerned something ridienlous in Mr, Maggs’
suddenly-assumed grandiloquent air. He
shouted at the top of his voice, as though he
were addressing a crowd of hGfty., He flung
one of his thin arms up, and pointed to
the bear’s cage with his stick.

“"Ire we 'ave a genuine ferocious grizzly
bear fromm the Rocky Mountains,” he went
on. “Caught him with me own ’ands, 1 did.
Ladies and geuts, 1 ain’t likely to forget
that adventtare. T'o look at me, you wouldn’t
think that I'was once a big game hunter. But
I was. Now I'm retired, and livin’ on me
means. - I’m a doin’ this ‘ere just so’s my
fellow ccuntrymen shall ’ave a chance o
secin’ these wild erecatures in their natterel
state.”

The fags grinned more than ever. That
sort of stuff might have “gone down " with
raw rustics. but they didn’t swallow it. The

bear was only a small one, and, although it
might have been fierce in its early captivity,
it was certainly far from fierce now. Be-
sides which, it wasn’t a grizzly bear at all.
It was more than ever obvious that Mr.
Maggs was mechanically reciting a set for-
mula He had probably learnt it by heart
vears before

Willy was pethaps the only fag who failed
to grin He could appreciate the pitiful
reality bebind it all.  Mr. Maggs was half-
starved.  Taking this tiny show from village
to villuge, single-handed, he was scarcely
eking out an existence. Willy felt tremen-
dously sorry fer him.

“1 ’unted two days afore 1 got that bear!”
continued the old man 'n his wheezy voice.
“Then., one evenin’, I spotted ’im, erouchin’
behind a rock. If he'd seen me, I shouldn't
be 'ere now.” '

“Ha, ha, hal”

Three or four of the fags cackled audibly,
and Willy frowned.

“Shut up, fatheads!” Le muttered.

But Mr. Maggs took no notice. Perhaps
he was accustomed to hearing his yarns
laughed at.

“1 wasn't takin’ no chances,” went on the
old man, lowering his voice. **No, ladies an’

N
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Not me! So what do yvou think I

grinning,

“Which I never!” rctorted My, Maggs in-
dignantly, “I climbed up some rocks,
dropped on his shoulders, and 'ad him strung
up afore 'e knew what 'it 'im.  But I never
'urt 'im. I believes in bein’ kind to hani-
mals, I whipped "im in me cage, and 1t
wasn't long afore he was fond of it. Not
that he ain’t ficrce. Don’t go near "im, ladies
and gents! If ye do, like as not he’ll *arf
kill ye I

Juiecy Lemon, who was in the act of un-
wrapping a caramel, hesitated a moment, and
looked at the bear Then he looked at the
caramel, He hesitated again, evidently hav-
ing a fight with himself. He cameoe to a final
decision when he noticed that the caramel was
soated on one side with rubber solution, which
had evidently got under the wrapping,
Juicy decided to sacrifice it to the bear.

He put up his arm through the bars of
cage, and the ferocious beast of the Rockies
moved forward a trifle, sniffed suspiciously,
and then knocked the caramel out of Juicy’s
hand by a soft, gentle tap of his paw. The
bear was evidently on his best behaviour
tc-day.

“Dangerous—I
Juiey.

“Now we come to the kangaroo,” said Mr.
Maggs hastily, “T ain’t sayin’ as the kan-
garaoo is ferocious, ’cause he ain't. But if
you was to see ’im boxin’, ladies and gents,
vou'd get a surprise. 'K could knock out
fl‘u’zmey with one jab, Rare terror, 'e
1S.

The kangaroo gave a languid hop, and
Willy judged that the creature was in the last
throes of old age. If it could box at all—
which was doubtful—it would probably be
able to deliver a blow ~bout as heavy as a
fiv’s kick.

Mr. Maggs gave a graphte description of
how he had penetrated into the Australian
bush in order to capture the animal. Then
he went on to the leopard. This ercature, it
appearcd, had come from the jungles of
Borneo. Mr. Maggs himself had spent
months amongst the cannibals in order to cap-
ture that leopard alive.

'The fags were now beginning to enjoy their
twopennyworth, The old showman was
giving full value for money. His stories were
more interesting than the exhibits.

For these stories, 1t must be admitted, were
too highly coloured to be veracious, and the
exhibits were certainly lacking in that wild
ferocity upon which Mr. Maggs so insistently
dwelt. A more harmless cﬂﬁectinn of tame
eveatures could not have been
However, they were recal enough. A bear
was a bear, and a2 hyena was a hyena. There
was no spoof about them, no matter what
their ages and tempers might have been, and
this, at least, was something.

“This ’ere hyena is the most dangerous
hanimal of the lot I declared Mr. Maggs im-

don't think!” grinned

imagined.
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pressively, “If vou do anything as he don’t
like, "¢'ll reach out ’is paw through the bars
an’ tear you to bits. So steer clear, ladies an’
gents! I don’t want nobody to be ’urt.
An' when he spes a joke, "¢ laughs.”

Either the hyena was trained to laugh
at this particular moment—as Mr. Maggs
rapped the bars of the cage with his stick—or
else it was a coincidence. At all events,
the brute uttered the most appalling noise
imaginable, It sounded a bit like a laugh,
but it was positively blood-curdling—and all

the more so because the sound wa# unex-
pected. _

“My only hat!” gasped Chubby.
get out !

“Sounds just like your major, Willy !
Juiev,

X s 1

You young fathead—

“Steady, ladies an' gents—steady !V urged
AMr, Maggs. “There ain’t no call for alarm.
'E. don’t mean nothin’. He takes on like that
now an' agin. There wasn't no joke, but
mebbe "e thought there was.”

“Ho must have see Juiey's face,” said
Willy tartly, “Everybody knows that’s a
joke !"”

“Now we've come to the end of the show !™
said Mr. Maggs, “If ye like to go round
agin, it'll be anothor twopence cach. There's
lots more yarns I can tell about my adven-
tures in the jungles, while I was big game
‘unting.,  Twopence cach, ladies an’ gents,
for another go round! Now’s your chance !”

“Here, let's get out!” said Chubby Ieath
hastily., .

“No, fear,” said Willy.
interesting.,”

e was glad to give Mr. Maggs that other
shilling—which tho old showman now tock
without hesitation

Willy wanted to give him as much patron-
age as possible—and he was rather keen on
getting personally acquainted with  the
menagerie.  Willy had an uncanny way with
animals, and he knew with a eonflidence that
amounted to a conviction that he could soon
be on the friendlicst nossible terms with them
all—even the hyena.  He could see that they
were ridienlously tame, anyhow, in spifo of
the old man's assertions to the contrary.

“Let's

b |

said

“It’s just getting

i
66 ’ERE we have a genuine ferocious

grizzly bear from the Rocky Moun-

tains,” shouted Mr. Maggs, start.

ing all over again, and using pre-
cisely the same words. **No, that’s wrong!
I said that the fust time! This ‘ere bear,
ladies an’ gents, amn’t one of the largest,
but he makes up for that by bein® vicious.
"K's that vicious 'e sowmetimes fights ’issclfd
I've a rare time with ‘im——-"

Ho broke off, his wheezy voice fading away
in a very curious manner. He  scemed to
droop, and he swayed uncertainly.

“This ’ere bear——" he began agan,
looking dazed. “Why, bust me of I amn’t
goin' off agin! It ain’t took mo since
February—" -

With unexpeeted abruptness, Mr. Maggs
collapsed to the trodden turf in a limp,
grotesquo heap.  He lay there, breathing

noisily. The fags stared down at him,
startled and scared. '
“Spoof!” whispered Dexter.  “It's a

1

wiicezo to fool us

“Wants more moncy, I expeet!” nodded
Owen minor,

Willy glared at them, and brushed them
aside,

“You young idiots!” he growled. *“Can’t
you recognise a genuine collapse when you
see it? Tho old boy’s in a bad way. Fetch
sone water—quick! T thought he looked a
bit rocky when we came in.”

All the fags except Chubby and Willy
rushed out, helter skelter, in search of water.
Willy dropped on his knees beside the old .
man and would have helped to raise him,
only Mr. Maggs half struggled up of his own
accord, %

“Thanks, young gent—thanks!” he panteq,
with difficulty. “It's all right! I ain’t so
bad. I often has thesze attacks nowadays.
They wasen’t so bad until I was took queer
in the winter. Ah, that's better.”

He managed to sit up, propped up by the
two fags.

“I'm gettin® old, that's what it 1s,” ho
muttered dullv. “Shan't s=ee seventy no
more, I reckon, My! I thought 1 was
coin’, just for ’'arf a minute., But there's
life in the old bones yet. I'll be all right,
young gents.”

“Better sit still for a bit,” advised Willy.

“Not likely,” said the old man stub.
bornly. “No, don't 'elp me. I'll show ye
I ain't finished. What about my hanimals?
Who's goin’' to look arter 'em if I was to
go queer agin?”

With a tremendouns effort, he got to his
feet, and Willy watched him anxiously. The
menagerie proprictor took a full minute to
steady himself, breathing noisily all the
time. Then he scemed te be a bit easier.

“Y think we'd better get some help for
vou, Mr. Maggs,” said Willy. “Or perhaps
there's somebody you know? A relative or
friend "

“Me?” said Mr. DMontgomery Maggs,
staring. “TFriends? Relatives? Lor’ love
ver, voung gent, who is there what ecares
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for old Maggs?
years past, an’
all right agin.
with the show.”

“No--you'd better get out and have some
fresh air,” said Willy. “ Bother the show.
Come along. Lend a hand, Chubby.”

“I'm all right!” prutested Mr., Maggs, as
the fags assisted bhim. “I ain’t got no call
on you young gents &

“We're Boy Scouts, and we're supposed
to do this sort of thing,” interrupted Willy
briskly. " One good deed a day, Mr. Maggs,
you know. This 1s ours.”

They assisted him outside, and by this time
the other fags had managed to find some
water. There was another little tent ad'oin-
mg thu main one—evidently the old show-
man’s home. The Third-Formers had tnund
a decrepit camp bedstead inside, and some
ancient cooking utensils.

Juicy Lemon now proffered a etipped
enamel mug, and Mr. Maggs drank some of
the water greedily, after which he scemed
better.

“We ought to be, getting on, you know,’
~said Chubby. “ “e shall be late for callmg
over, even as it is.’

I've bin alone these twenty
‘1 ain’t givin’ in now. I'm
Reckon we'd best get on

Willy hesitated. He didnlt like Jjeaving
the old man in this way. Te scemed so
helpless—so alone. And there were the

animals to think of, too. Willy turned to the
menagerie proprietor anxiously.

“Bure there's nubudy we can fetch, Mr.
Maggs?” he asked. “ You must have some-
hi’}d} who can help.”

“There ain’t nobody,” replied theg old
man, “And I don’t want nobody, either.

l!“.l

Not arter all these years!

“Perhaps we can get a man from the
village——"

“Yes an’ 1m interferin’, and pretendin’
o knows more than what 1 do!” interrupted
Mr. Maggs obstinately. “Don’t you worry,
young gen# I'll be all right now. And
thank ve kindly for thinkin’ “of me.

“Come on!” urged Chubby. *It’s ewfully
IatL r:l!‘

Willy realised that he could do nothing

morce He gave a glance at the truck, which
they had left on the grass. He knew that
if they trundled it home they would be
hampered, and that would make themn late.

“How long are you staying hbere, Mr.
Maggs=?" he asked suddenly.

“I reckon I'll be movin’ on arter to-
morrer,” said the old man,

“You don't mind if we leave our truck

here, do you?" said Willy. “We'll come
Y 3

back for it some time to-morrow—and we’ll

bring some more customers, too.”

The old showman looked at bim gratefully.
“You're a real young gent!” he sad
huskily “It 1sn't often I meets gne as

thog’qtful 18 you. Old Maggs ain’t used to
]tl TR
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later. By going at the double most
of the way, they just managed to
scrape  in befcun locking-up, but it

had been a narrow shave.
“Phew!” whistled Chubby,

THE Panther Patrol went off a minute

mopping his

brow. “It wasn't worth i1t! It'll take us
hours to get over this!”

“You roiter!”’ said Willy. “How the
dickens could we come sooner? I didn't like

leaving the old boy, even as 1t was. I'm
afraid he’ll have another attack. They often
come one on top of the other—and the second
one's always worse!”

“Well, we can’t help it!” said Chuhhy
Heath. “Dash it, we can't look after him,
can we? He ﬁligllt 't to be on the road at
his ‘age!” ;

“I’'m thinking of the animals, too,” said
Willy, frowning. “What's going to happen
to them if he goes queer? Look here, my
sons! Don’t jaw about old Maggs to the
other chaps.”

“Why not?”

“Because I say so0.”

“'That’'s no answer,”
“Why do you say so?”

“Because you'll probably get laughed at,”
snappéd Willy, “and then, to-morrow, no-
body wil go to the show and give old Maggs
a bit of support. I'mm going to work up
something special for to-morrow evening,
and take the chaps by surprise. So ramem-
ber—not a word!”

“Qh, all right,” said the others.

“If any of you talk, I shall soon find out
who started 1it—and then there’ll be rue-
tions!” said Willy warningly. “1 haven’t
thought the idea mlt thoroughly yet, but it’s
roing to be corker.’

grunted Juicy.

The others, knowing Willy as they did,
could fully believe 1t!
CHAPTER 3.

Willy's Presentiment!

66 UST a ninute, my son!”

J Willy turned as the stern voice of
his elder brother smote his ears. He
was golng upstairs, in the Ancient

House, and Edward Oswald Handforth had
just u.ppf:art.d from the Remove passage.
Needless to say, Churelr and McClure were
with him. Some of the St. Frank’s fellows
half believed that Handforth and his chums

were roped together,
“Can’t stop now, Ted,” said Wi]ly briefly.

“When I tell you to stop, you've got to
stop!” roared Handforth. “Come down,
you young ass! What do you mean by going
out scouting? You didn’t say a:nthmg to
me about it before you went!"”

“That was very careless of me,” said Willy,
leaning over the balustrade “I must have
forgotten it.” '

“1 should think you must!” snorted Hand-
forth., “I'd made up my mind to he the
first scouts out this spring. I was going to
lead my 'Tigers on the warpath. And now



Mr. Pycralt, bent on getling somebody else in trouble, met with trouble himself,
cord which stretched across the ground, he walked right into it—with disastrous results,

Not noticing the
Nearby

was a deep pool of muddy water, and Mr. Pycralt went diving into this—I[ace downwards !

I'm jiggered if you silly young fags haven't
torestalled me!”

“Well, there’s no law against it,"” said
Willy.,  “1 don’t suppose you would have
ihought of reviving the Tiger Patrol at all
1 voun hadn't secenm me 1n uniform. Is that
all you wanted to say ?"

“No,” replied Edward Oswald, his voice
becoming stern, I want to ask you some-
thing. You're a Boy Scout, and 1t’s up to
vou to remember the traditions of the move-
ment, Have you done your good deed for
to-day 7"

“Ass! Of course I have,’

“What bhave you done?”

“I got out of your way for the whole
afternocon,” said Willy promptly.

“What! You silly young chump!
not a good deed!”

“Ten't it ?"” retorted Willy, “I know it
jolly well is! You haven't been able to roar
at me, and the chaps have had a bit of peace,
Not that that’s certain,” he added. “I ex-
pect you've been roaring at somebody
else.”  And Willy walked upstairs, leaving
Handforth roaring with such effeet that
a prefect came along to find out what
1s was all about., Remarkably enough, the
prefeet utterly failed to see Handforth's point
of view, and was so dense that he actually
gave Handforth a swipe.

“Well, you asked for it,” said Church,
after the enemy had gone.

“T'll have a word with my minor later on,”
eaid Handforth darkly. “ Like bis cheek to
tell me I roar!”

“You shouldn’t erumble at him for heing
truthful,” said McClure, .

He prepared to dodge, but at that moment
Willy reappeared on the stairs, having

That's

changed into Iitons in apparently no time.
He didn't even see his major as lLe emno
down into the lobby,

“Just o minute !
ously.

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Willy,
here ? YWhat’s the matter now ¥

“Don't taik to me in that {one!”
his major. “ Anvbody
your youncer brother!
with you?”

“1T'm worried.”

“Worrted! You! What about?”

“Well, 'm worried about vou, but that's
not the main thing,” said Willy., “Cheese
it, old man! I've got to dash round to the
pets’ quarters and sce about feeding Marma-
duke and Rupert and all the others.”

*“ Here, wait a minute——-"

But Willy hurried off, leaving Handforth
unsatishied, e had spoken the truth when
he had said that he was worried. ‘T'he more
he thought about old Montgomery Maggs,
the more he worricd, He was even absent-
minded as he was feeding his pets, and for
once he gave them scant attention. They
were all very much upset, because Willy
generally had a jolly half-hour with them,

HEN Dbed-time eame, Willy was
aware of a vague alarm. He didn't

beliecve in presentiments, or any-

thing like that, but ho remembered
how Mr. Maggs had collapsed. What if the
old man had neglected Ei:‘-‘. animals? Ho
wouldn't do it deliberately, bt he might be
physically unfit to give them the attention
they required. He might even have left them
without any supper! Willy was more and
more concerncd,

saidd Handforth

“You still

OTmiin-

! shouted
might think I was
What's the matter



{1

In fact, after lights out, he couldn't sleep.

The 1'lung preyed on his mind. 1f half a
dozen human beings had been in danger of
neglect, or of passing a supperless night,
Willy would have gone to sleep with all his
11&:!_1!11 serenitv.  But when it came to animals,
it was different—especially  captive animals.

They relied upon their masters to attend to !

them. And what could they do if this atten-
tion was neglected 7
At last, as the clock was striking ten, W iy
pushed the bedelothes back.
“It’s no good,” he muttered. “I
be able to sleep until Pve made certain.

He looked up and down the Third IForm
dormitory. All the other fags were sleeping.
He slipped out of bed, and at first he decided
that he would slip away alone. Then it
occurred to him that if Mr. Maggs was really
helpless he n'ugﬁt need assistance,  So he
ruthlessly awoke Chubby Heath and Juicy
Lemon, his own particniar chufus,

“Comie on! Get up!” he
whisper.

“Eh?” gasped Chubby.
for” What's the time?”

“Just struck ten o'clock.”

“Why, vou ass, we're hardly aslecp yet!”

“You're awake now,” said Willy grimly,

shan't
£ B

vald 1 a

“Get up? What

“and you’re eoming with me. You, too,
Juicy. For goodness’ sake, doun’t argue! It's
mnportant ”

“My hat!” said Juicy Lemon. “Is the
schon! on fre, or .qfxmr*il'ung‘!“ _

“Dou’t be funny,” frowned Willy. “We've

got Lo go back to old Maggs and make sure
tlmt he's safe and sound.”

The two fags looked their amazement.

“Now ?” they asked ineredulously,

“Yes, now.”

“ You—you mean break bounds?” gasped
Juicy,

“What about it?”

“But you're dotty!” burst out Chubby
Heath excitedly., “TIt’s only ten o’clock, and
lots of prf-feots and masters are up yet.
Supposing we're spotted? TIt'll mean a flog-
ging—and perhaps the sack !”

Willy sighed.

“The snck be blowed!” he retorted.
“Clan’t you trust me? We shan’t be spotted.
I've got an idea that old Maggs is worse
than he made out. He admitted he hasn't
};_;;{l-!: a sn,?l in the world, and it'll be awful if

o's—

“You're not thinking about Maggs,”
rupted Chubby, “It’s those giddy animals!”

“T'm thinking about "'elaggq and the
animals,” admitted Willy., “Anvhow, I can’t
deep until I've Made sure. And as I've
decided that you chaps shall come with me,
vou'd better get dressed. Are you going to
1ib, or shall T give my knuckles a bit of
exercise 77

ILLY & Co. stole out like shadows

\;‘f five minutes later. Chubby Heath
and Juicy Lemon knew better than

to opposc their young leader when

he was determined. They were in very much

the same position as Church and McClore

inter-
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with regard to Handforth. Either they went
quietly, or they woent after fistic persuasion.
As 1‘.11]? had anticipated, there was no
difficulty n getiing out. Certainly there
were plenty of people still out of bed, but it
was vasy to avold these, and before lﬂuu; the
three fags were well ‘clear of the school

‘grounds,

Willy was silent as he trotted along. Per-
haps the journcy would be needless, Well,
it wouldn’t matier much. A bit more cxer-
cise would do them no harm, and the loss
of sleep would be trivial.

Chubby and Juicy looked at it in a different
light. Yersonally, they felt that the whole
project was idiotic. The ganie wasn't worth
the candle, Old Maggs was nothing to them,
anyhow; and, besides, there wasn't one
chance in a thousand that anything was
wrong.,

Not ~a light was
along. LEverybody in the
leng since retired to rest,
the site ef the ““marvellous menagerie,
everything was utterly silent.  No lights were
‘-Ilﬂ‘t‘ulrlff here either. They could just zee the
tent in the gloom of the May night.

Then suddenly, abruptly, a flLl]iii‘-ll blood-
curdling  cackle arcse on  the mght air.
Lhubl}y Heath and Juicy Lemon halted as
though they had run into a brick wall.

“What-—what was that ¥” panted Chubby,
scared out of his wils,

showing as they trotted
[[Ettle hamlet had
As they approac de

‘Idiot! Only 1hat hyena,” whispered
Willy.
“Oh, =y hat!” breathed Chubby. “I

nearly had a fit! Old Maggs oughtn’t te be
allowed 10 keep such animals in  his silly
menagerie!  It'’s cnough to ccare the wlmlu
nmghbo whood !

Willy made no comment. The sound had
given him a start for the first second, but he
had uickly recovered. And it indicated to
him that something was wrong. Perhaps the
hvena had cried out because it was hungry.

“Mr. Maggs!” called Willy, us
approached,

There was no reply. Willy pulled out an
electrie torch, approached the menagerie tent,
and pulled aside the flap. He flashed his
light within. Ivmnhmg was the same as
when he had seen it before. But there was
no sign of NMr, Momgnmmv Maggs,

“What’s the idea of looking here?” whis-
nered Chubby., “The old chaps’ i bed by
this time.”

“Of conrse,” sand Juicy.

Willy had merely satished himself that the
animals were all right. Now he hurried
round to the little adjoining tent, and flashed
his licht upon an empty camp-hed,

“1 knew it!” he muttered in alarm. “The
old boy isn't here! I was sure there was
something wrong——"

“f say! What’s that?” broke in Chubby
ITearh nervously,

They all stood still.

he

They could distinetly

hear "a eurious wheezing sound.  Willy
started, and then flashed his light round
quickly, He suddenly brought it to a stop

and held it steady,
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“My hat!” he whispered.

He ran forward, but Chubby and Juicy
hung back, There was Mr., Mantgomery
Maggs, sprawling on the ground, apparently
aslecp. His attitude was huddled, as though
he had fallen unexpectedly, and had not
been able to move afterwards,

“Quick, you chaps! Water!” called Willy,
as ho scized Mr. Maggs by the shoulder and
shook him.

“My hat! What's the matter with him 7"
asked Chubby,

“You silly idiot! He's had another stroke,
or something!” snapped Willy, “He must
have fallen down here suddenly, without
warning. Never had a chance of getting
into his tent. Where's that water ?”

He shook Mr. Maggs again, but there was
no response. The old man was breathin
erratically, He was quite unconscious, an
even after a little water had been forced
between his lips, and his brow had been
dabbed, there was still no effect,

“Is—is he dying ?” whispered Juiey shakily,

“I don’t know,” said Willy, “I'm not a
doctor. But he’s in a very bad way, all the
same, Didn't I tell you that something was
wrong ?”

“But what are we going to do?” aszked
(*hubby Heath.
“Hadn't we better

fetch somebody from
the village? Isn't thero
a policeman here? Weo
can’t do much by our-
selves,”

Willy  rapidly
sidered the point,

“I know !” he said, as
his eyes chanced to
turn in the direction of
the Scoutst truck, which
they had left here only
a few hours previously.
“We'll put him on our
truck, and take hiun
Hospital, No sense in wasting time on these
village people. They won't know what to
do, and while they're fooling about ‘we can
be at the hospital. The old boy needs expert
attention by the look of him. Come on!
Lend a hand ”

“But—but we can't do that,” protested
Chubbyv, aghast. “Don’t be such an ass,
Willy! We'd betier find the Edgemore
bobby "

“He's probably miles awax!” snapped
Willy. “ Are you chaps going to argue any
more, or shall I get really wild? Feteh that
truck here!”

The truck was felched,

COll-

to the Banningion

CHAPTER 4.
Willy's Promise!

R. MONTGOMERY MAGGS was
soon made comfortable on the im-
provised ambulance. There was
something very brisk and business- |

like about Willy when Le took charge of

11
anything:; and the three fags, being Doy
Scouts, were experts in first aid and all

connected with it,

Mr. Maggs was clearly beyond their com-
paratively limited help. As Willy had said,
he needed the attention of a doctor., He
was unconscious, and obviously sulfering
from some kind of stroke, and this decision
to take him straight to hospital was a brainy
one.”

It was muech further to Bannington than
to Bellton from this particular spot. There
was no doctor in lidgemore, as Willy knew,
Therefore, why waste time in findinz Dr.
Brett? Far better take the bold course,
and put Mr. Maggs where he would receive
constant attention:

There were all sorts of little points to be
considered. Dr. Brett couldn't take the old
man into his own house, and it was equally
impraoticable to take him to St. Frank's. So
the hospital was the only place.

“ As soon as we've delivered him, we'll
come straight back and have a look at his
animals,” said Willy, as they trundled the
silent, rubber-tyred truck., “I should have

given them a squint before we started, only
I'm worried about old Maggs
be in a bad way.

He scems to
Put your backs into it,

myv lads! There's a
bit of a hill here.”

They perspired freely
as they pushed their
burden. No sign or
sound came from Mv,
Maggs, who hadn't
stirred since he had
been gently lifted and
placed on the truck.

As they reached the
top of the rise, how-
ever, Willy thought he
detected a slight move-
ment. ‘He immediately
called a halt, and when
Lhe bent over the patient the old man had his
ey oes open.

“Thank goodness!"” said Willy.
right, Mr. Maggs., Only us.
yoil fo hospital.”

"The young gent what came to see my
hanimals, ain't 1t?” wheezed DMr. Maggs
unsteadily. “My! I feel queer, an’ no mis-
take! What's ’appenecd 7"’

“It's all right,” said Willy. “Don’t try
to think. We found you sprawling on the
ground, and—"

“Ah, that’s right,” muttered the old man.
“Came over queer agin, I did. Took me
rare sudden. A bad attack it was, too.
Don't scem to remember much after that,
Just like I went a year ago, come June.”

“Were you taken to hospital then, Mr.
Maggs ?" asked Chubby.

“"Orspital?  Ah! Tfla.t I wasz!" mumbled
the old man. “Kep' me there a week, they
did, and—— 'Ere, don't take me to no
'orspital agin!” he panted, in sudden alarm.

He tried to struggle up, but failed. He
fell back, breathing hard, pitiful in  his
weakness,

. “It's all
We're taking
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“Pon’t take me to no ’orspital agin!” he
repeated feebly. “ My hanimals! They took
'em away from me! The p'lice took 'em!
A rare job I ’ad to get ’em back, young
gents! They won’t give ’em to me back
next time!”

“Yes, they will,” said Willy.
worry about your animals,
They're yours, aren’t they? The police
won't Interfere with themn wunless you've
pinched them from somebody.”

“Me ?” muttered the old man, *“Pinched
'etn? Why, I've ’ad ’em ever since I took
'em over fromn ole Bill Briggs—— T mean,
ever since I caught 'em in the wild jungles!
And once I'm in ’orspital, an’ there ain’t no-
body to look arter the show 3 _

His voice faded away, and he sank back,
very weak and 1ll.

“You musn't try to talk, Mr. Maggs,”
said Willy severely. “We must take you to
see a doctor, and DBannington Hogpital is
the best plaee. You nced eareful attention.
I dare say it'll be a week before you can
get about again, but—-"

“What about my hanimals?” groaned the
old man. “Last time the p'lice wouldn’t
give ’em up without a rare bother, and——"

“You mustn’t keep on talking!” broke in
Willy anxiously, as ho noticed that the old
man was beecoming more and more fechle,
“T'll look alter your show, Mr. Maggs.
[.cave it to me. I promise you that you'll
find your animals in good condition when
you come back.” '

“Thank ve kindly, young gent,” said Mr.
Maggs dully,

He sank into a sort of stupor again, and
the fags continued on their way, wheeling
the truck quickly.

‘s O17 did the best thing, young 'un,”
said the House-surgeon al Banning-
ton Hospital, as he patted Willy

“The old bey nceds

“Don’t wou
Mr. DMlaggs.

on the back.
carcful nursing.”

The fags were standing in an ante-room
of the hospital. 'The building was very quiet,
for the hour was after eleven., The House-
surgeon, a young man in a white coat, was
regarding the three fags with some curiosity,
At first, he had been very suspicious of them,
but after he had had a look at Mr. Mont-
gomery Maggs, and after the latier had been
removed to one of the general wards, he
made a few inquiries as to the old man’s
history. Willy could only tell him about
the show. .

“T1f he had been left unattended all night,
fhere wouldn't have been a chance for him.”
said the doctor, shaking his head. “He
would have been dead by the morning.”

“Phew !” whistled Chubby Heath. “And
wo didn’t want to ecome, Jufey!”

“It makes me go all funny!” said Juicy
gsoberly. “How the dickens did Willy know ?
Pretty uncanny, I call it."”

“Don’t be an ass!” said Willv, frowning.
“The old chap had an attack while we were
with him, and he looked pretty rocky then.
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I only went back bhecause I knew there was
nobody to help him, in case he had another
spasm.’ «

“Why didn’t you mention the malter fo
vour schoolmaster, instead of doing the thing
yourself 7" asked the doctor curiously.

Willy sniffed.

“AMight as well mention it to a pillar-box !”
he said, with disdain. “Do you think they
would have believed me ? I should have been
told to cut off, and nothing would have been
done. You're not so old yourseli—and you
ought to know what schoolmasters are! You
haven't forgotten, have you?”

The doctor chuckled.

“No, I can still remember ’em,” he re-
plied dryly. ‘“Perhaps you were wise, kid.
I shall put in a good word for you when
I report——"

“No fear!” interrupted Willy, *“No good
words, thanks! Dash it, we're scouts, and
we do these things as a matier of course,
Hasn't the Chief Scout always told us to do
good deeds? Besides, what's going to hap-
pen to us if the beaks know we've been
breaking bounds? Please dou’t say a word.”

“All right—just as you like,” said the
doctor, smiling. “Well, you needn’t worry
about the old man, He's bad, but I think a
week’s good rest will make a big difference
to him.”

“What’s the matter with him, sir?” asked
Chubby.

The doctor frowned.

“Collapse!”" he said gruflly, “That’s what
I make of it. Collapse from sheer physigal
weakness, The old boy’s nothing hut skin
and bone. Hasn't had any proper nourish-

ment for months, by the look of Inm. Poor
beggar!”’ i
“You mean-—starvation ?” asked Willy.

sizo of 1t, in blunt
langunage,” replied the doctor. " Starvation,
young "un. Under-nutrition. The toughes§
of us can carry on up to a certain point—and
it's surprising how far we can carry on—but
then there comes a collapse, and it generally
comes suddenly, Good food, rest, and care-
ful treatment, will soon put the old chap on
his feet.,”

“I'm glad of that, anyhow,” said Willy.
“Well, we'll be going. Come on, you
chaps——

“ Just a munute,” said the doetor. * What
about the old man’s show? You'd better
get somebody to take charge of 1t.”

Before Willy could answer a uniformed
nurse appeared.

“Oh, they’re still here,” she said, as she
caught sight of the fags., “That old man
is asking for these boys, doctor. He's ncarly
franiie. Says he must see them.”

“T'I go,” said Willy briskly.

He didn’t wait for the doctor’s permission,
but accompanied the nurse into the general
ward, He found Mr. Maggs in bed, looking
even more emaciated and haggard in con-
irast with the snowy-white linen.

(Continued on puge 14))

“That’s about the
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(Continued from page 12.}

“Ah, I'm glad ye ain’t gone, young gent,”
he wheeczed, in a faint whisper, as Willy
bent over the bed. “It was rare good of ye
to bring me here, but I can’t rest nohow.
There’s my hanimals. I didn’t feed em last
night and—"

"But I promised you I'd look after them,
Mr. Maggs,” said W:Hy

“Did ye 1" he said. "I seem to Lemembcl
mmethm but I reckoned that I must ave
imagined it. Tm afraid o the p'lice comin
along an’ takin’ my show away.  That’s
what they did afore. Quite right, too, seeing

as the hanimals ’ad tu be looked aftLr. But
I'd a rare job to get ’em back

“Yes, you told me that, Mr. Maggs -
muuptvd Willy. “But you won’t have

1 rare job ths time, I’'ll look after your
show—and I'll feed your animals and see that
everything’s done properly. Trust me.’

The alt{ man looked at him queerly.

“T ain’t got no call on ye, young gent—"
he began.

“Never mind that,” growled Willy,

“You've got to promise me that you won't
worry. 1'm fond of animals, Mr. Maggs—I
keep pets of my own. Your show will be
safe with me. T'll come here every now and
again to let you know how things are going.
Don’t you worry at all.”

At first the old man had looked at Willy
in a sceptical kind of way, but now he seemed
to be influenced by the youngster’s earnest
sincerity. Willy generally managed to inspire
confidence. In spite of his youth, there was
something extraordinarily capable about him.

“My! That's a load off my mind, an’ no
mistake !”” said old Maggs gratefully, ““Ye're
a real young sport, that’s what ve are. I
shan’t worry now. Sleep’s what I need.
Ay, sleep, an’ I dessay a little food wouldn’t
come amiss. Not as I ever let the hanimals
go short—

He was wandering a bit, and his voice
trailed away, His old eyes closed, and
Willy erept from the bedside.

sionately, as he and his chums
walked briskly back towards Edge-
more in the darkness of the May
night. “Think of it, you chaps! Starving!
That’s what was wrong with him—a collapse
from starvation. It’s awful!”
“There’s no need for anybody to starve in
England, is there?” asked Chubby.
“0Old Maggs is one of the independent
sort,” replied Willy. "“T’'ll] bet he doesn’t
take much cash on the rnad, and he spends

POOR old Maggs!” said Willy compas-

'
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that on grub for his menagerie. What tough
luck, you know. It’s a gm}d show, too. Lots
of chaps with dud side-shows make pots of
money, yet here’s old Maggs, with a genuine
menagerie, and he can’t earn enough to keep
himself from starvation!”

“Pretty hard lines,” said Juicy Lemon.
“But what can we do about it? - And why
the dickens have youn promised to look after
the show? It’s all very well to make the old
boy's mind ecasy, but what’s - going to
dappen ?” .
© Willy grinned.

“We're going to have a busy time, my
sons,” he said briskly. “We've got to look
after those antmals until he comes out of
nospital. It may be a week, or it may be a
[url,mght &

"We?? repeated Chubby,

“All of us!”

start.
“The whole

with a
replied Willy.

Third !
“What the {lic:kens—-——
“I've got ideas,” said Willy dreamily.

“Oh, yes, my sons, it’s going to be a busy
week for the Third !

CHAPTER 5.
A B_it of Trouble!

HUBBY HEATH and Juicy Lemon
‘ were startled.
There was never any knowing what
Willy Handforth would do. And
when he talked of having “ideas,” it meant,
as a geneal rule, that his fellow fags would
be required to do lots of hard work. There
would be no getting out of it, either. Willy
was an autocrat.

“You were mad to promise old Mapas
that vou'd look after his show !” daid Chubby
indignantly.

“1 was mad, was I?” snorted Willy, pull-
ing the truck ‘to a halt and facing Chuuhy
" fLre we scouts, or not?”

“Ye-e-es, of course, but

“Very well, then ! snapped Willy., “We're
scouts, and this is our good deed for the day !
Not that it would make a scrap of difference,
even if we weren’t scouts,” -he added tartly,
“You callous rotter! I've a good mind to
punch your head !”

“I’'m not callous,” protested Chubby. “T’'m
only thinking of the difficulties. You've bitten
off more than you can é¢hew!”

“Rats !”

“You ought to.have told old Maggs that
you'd tell our Housemaster, ‘and have tho
animals stored in a shed, or something,”
went on Chubby. “Then they could have
been looked after by a groom, or some-
body.”

“And old Maggs would have come out
and found them dead, or something!”
mimicked Willy, with a sniff. “Do you think
I want those animals to dw’? A groom
wouldn’t know how to feced 'em ! Besides, I've
got other ideas, as I told you, And
we've got to keep it dark about this show—
until we're ready.”
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Chubby and Juley felt helpless,

“What aboul to-mght ?” ashed Juicy, as
tiey walked on again, “llow are we going
to managoe? I suppose we shall just give the
animals some hay, or bran-meal, and then
got back to bed?”

“You suppose wrong,” said Willy. “We're
going to stay in the camp all night!”

“What?”

“Of course,” said Willy coolly,  “ What
clae?  Wirst of all, we'll feed the animals,
and then wo'll takeo a snooze on the spot—
until the early morning. After making
cevervihing shipshape, we can get back before
vising-bell, and nobody will ever know that
we've spent the night out of bed.”

“ But—but—-"

“No arguments!” said Willy.
a good cause.”

Although OChubby and Juicy protested
vigorously, he brushed aside their objeetions.
Ho had mede uv his mind, and he wasn't
voing to be turned from his purpose.

HUWE'&TE{{. something developed which

“It's all in

made Willy’s plan impracticable.
When the fags got back to the
camp, they found a large-sized
elderly man poking about tho tents. He
carried a lantern with him, to say nothing
of a heavy stick, At first, the fags thought
he was the village constable, but they soon
saw that he was dressed in breeches and leg-
aings,

“Hallo! What's this?” he demanded, ap-
proaching the fags as they halted with their
tranek, and raising his lantern. " Schoolboys!
What the thunder are you doing here, at
widnight 7"

“NDLhiug yet,"” l"E:p]i(*.d “r'f]!}‘. “But we're
going to take charge of this little camp,”

“0Oh, you are, are you?’ sald the man.
“Well, it might interest you to know that my
narme's Simpson.”’

“Sorry; it doesn't inlerest me a bit,” said
Willy, who didn't like the man's tone or
manucr—or, indeed, his face. “Is there any-
thing you want? You secined to be looking
for something,”

“I'm looking for that wizened old rascal
who owns this circus!” grunted the other.
l“Wh’r:ru is ho? Know anything about
i

“Weo've just takon himm to hospital,” said
Willy, “He collapsed—{rom starvation, The
poor old boy was completely bowled over. 1
dare say he'll be in hospital for a fortnight,
and we're going to look after his show in the
moeantime,”

“Not here, you wor’t !” said Mr., Simpson
promptly.

“Why nott”

“Because I say you won't! Tho idea!”
sald Mr Simpson. “This is my property,
and I'm not having any wild animals on il—
to =ay nothing of you young rips. This stuff
has got to be cleared away !

Willy was @ bit startled, but he didu't
Sh{.!‘.‘.‘ i,
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“Leck heve, Mr. Sumpson,” hLe said carn-
estle,  “1 suppose you're a furner?”

“Yes, I am, What of 1t?"”

**And this 1s your property, eh " went on
Willy.  “Well, the show isn't doing any
harm, and we'll promise to be careful—"

“No, no!” broke in My, Simpson im-
paticntly. “I'm not allowing anything like
that. I shall have the whole village com-
plaining about these animals.  Making hov-
rible noises in the nuddle of the night! I'm
not going to have it!"

“That giddy hyena, I expecet,” said Willy,
seratching his head. “It's only because they
weren't” fed, Mr. Simpson. They'll be all
right to-mmorrow.”

“I don’t care whether they're all right or

all wrong—they're going away from this
ﬁi'h],”ﬁﬂhl the farmer. “T {old the old man
that it was like his nerve to pitch hig

rotten tents gn my properiy!  Without so
1]

uiuch as by your leave,” {oo!

“He couldn't afford to pay anything,’” pro-
tested Willy. “Haven’t 1 told yvou that ho
collapsed from starvation? We've promised
to look after his animals unti! he comes out of
hospitul.  Be a sport, Mr. Siinpson! Don’t
make a fuss over nothing !”

“I'm making no fuss, vou checky voung
scamp ! frowned the farmer. *It 1sn't no-
thing, cither  That old rogue promised me
he'd elear these tents away before dark, so 1
went easy with him. I dido’t tell the police,
as I should bave done. Now I come htre
and find everything just the same.”

Willy breathed hard.

“How the dickens could Le clear his tents
away when he was lying hLelpless 7 he asked

o
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angrily. “We came here and found hLim
unconscious | Dash it, Mr. Simpson, you
needn't be so fasty about it! I expect the
old boy meant to clecar off, but when ho
collapsed—"’

“I'voc  had enough of this
broke in the farmer roughly., *“If the old
man's taken bad, I'm sorry for him. But
I"'m not going to have thesc infernal animals
on my land. That's finaul! Now that I
know the old man’s in hospital, I shall have
to tell tho police and get them to elear tho
wholo lot off.”

Willy simmered down. He rcalised that
My, Simpson was not grossly unreasonable.
I'rom the farmer’s point of view, the situa-
tion was not very satisfuctory. It was only
natural that he should want to get theso
animals cleared off his property.

nonsense !’
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“Perhaps you're right, Mr. Simpson,” said
Willy, nodding. “But you ncedn’t get the
wind up., We'll clear the animals away.”

*“Now, look here, kids, vou can’t play
them games with me——-"

“I mean 1t,” said Willy, “There’s no need
to tell the pﬂlme or to have any bother
about it. You see, I’ve promised the old
man to look after his menagerie while he’s
in hospital, and I'm going to keep that
promise, too. If "you want all this stuff
taken away, we'll take it.  Surely that’ll
satisfy you, won't it?”

“*Where aro you going to take it to?”
asked Mr. Simpson suspiciously.

“I don’t know—yet,” replied the Third
Form skipper. * However, we'll take 1t off
your property and clear it right away. Isn’t
that good enough 7"’

The farmer grunted.

“You're a lively youngster!” he remarked.

his anger subsiding. “The trouble is, T
don’t know how to take you kids. If there’s
any trickery about this, young man, I'll

have something to say to you. T'll give you
just one hour to get all this stuff off my
field. Understand? One hour!”
“Done!” said Willy promptly.
you won't tell the police anything?”
“Not 1f you take everything away within
the hour.”
“All right.

“ And

Leave it to us,” said Willy.

‘Come back in an hour’s time. Tf we
haven’t finished, we shan’t be far off, and
you can wait and see the last of us. Be a

sportsman, Mr. Simpson.”

Mr. Bimpson stroked his chin.

“T'll make it two hours,” he said gruffly.
“St. Frank’s boys. aren’t you? I'm think.
ing I ought to see one of yvour masters. and
tell him about this. You kids oughtn’t to
be out at this time of night.”

Willy faced the farmer squarely.

“If you do that, Mr. Simpson, we shall
get into  trouble,” he eaid.  “There's no
veason why any of the masters should know
about this affair, and if vou think it out care-
fully you’ll see that we don’t deserve to be
treated like that. As long as we take the
menagerie off vour property, why should you
give us away i

“H'm! All right!” <caid Mr. Simpson
grudgingly. ‘“But mind yow take it right
away. None of vour tricks. Don’t vou go

and shift the stuff inte the next meadow, or
anyvthing like that. I’ll be watching you.”
“If 1t’ll ease your mind at all, T'l] tell you

straight away that we'll c<hift the whole
works to our school,” said Willy coolly, “If
there’s any rumpus, it’ll he there. That puts

you right, doesn’t it, sir?”

Mr. Simpson had to admit that it did.
£ walked off soon afterwards, men-
H tioning that he would stroll back at
the end of an hour to see how things

were going on.
“Now you've done it!” =aid Chubby
Heath, in a mournful voice, after Mr,

Simpson had gone.

]

|
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“Done what ?”

“Let us in for a pile of trouble—that’s
what,” growled Chuobby. “You're mad!
How can wo take all this stuff to St.
Frank’s 77

“In the truck.)”

“What 7”

“ About three journeys'll do it,” caid
Willy., “There arc only a few cages, and
they’re not over-large. And it won't take
long to dismantle the tent and the other
stuff.”

“But what about when we get the stuff
there 7 demanded Juicy excitedly. “ Where
can we store it? We shall all get sacked for
thi?!”

“Sacked for helping a poor cld chap who's
starving 7"’ asked Willy mdtgnanth “We
may be breaking the school rules, but who
cares ? Besides, nobody will ever know.”

“Never know!” yelled Chubby. “Do you
think you can hide all these animals in the
study cupboard?”

“Come on!" said “rl“"n. in i=kly.
yvou where we'll hide 'em.’

They were soon at work. Chubby Heath
and Jutey Lemon were inelined to be a bit
nervous of the animals at first. They were
particularly scared of the hideous hvena—
porhﬂ,ps the most repitlsive of all creatures,
This partienlar specimen, however, was not
so bad. It had probably heen born in cap-
tivity, and was old, tco. With Willy, at all
events, it was surprisingly docile: in fact. he
was soon on good terms with all the animals,

Two of the cages were carried out and
placed on the patent truck. Then the first
trip was made. It was fortunate that the
truck was provided with pneumatie tyres,
for no sounds broke the stillness of the night
as the fags approached the school.

“Well, where do we go?”
Chubby.

“Behind the shrubbery,” replied Willy.
“In the monastery ruins, in faet. . They’ll he
out of the way there—and hardly anvbody
ever goes there. It'll make a good camp
for the time being—and it'll be handy, too.”

“T know we shall get the sack over this!”

said Chubby gloomily.
i ‘ But Willy & Co. were mightily
tired by then. They ached in every
limb, and they were unaccustomed to being
no at this hour, too. It was two o’clock in
the morning before they arrived at St
Frank’s with the final load.
“You chaps had better buzz off to bed

“I'll show

whispered

ITHIN tho two hours the job was
done,

now,” said Willy, after things were fairly
shipshape in the new gquarters. “And re-
member—not a word to a soul! TI've got

certain plans in mind, and the}’ll all be
ruined if you chaps get talking.”

“We're not going without you,” said
Chubby gruffly,
" Rata! I shall be half an hour, I tell

you,” said Willy. “F've got to give these
animals some water, ‘and I'm afraid they
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The chimpanzee leered and chattered at Mr. Pyeraft in 2 most alarming fashion, and then made as it

to jump into the room.

““ Help ! " screamed the terrified Form-master, and went dashing helter

skelter out of the study.

baven't Liad much grub. I shall have to ask
old Maggs exactly how he feeds ’cin to-
wmorrow, BMight as well keep ’em to their
pyuimr,dict. But they’ll be all right for to-
night.’

Chubby snd Juicy, now that it came to
tho test, rvefused to desert their leader,
Although they wero unecarly dropping with
tiredness, they insisted upon remaining until
he was ready. They both felt that it would
havo been lots better if Willy had openly
sought help from the school authorities, and
left them with the responsibility. DBut a
promise was a promise, and Willy had no
idea of breaking it. DMre., Montgomery Maggs
trusted him.

Besides, Willy had some ideas in his head

which the e&chool authoritics would never
Lave thoeught ofl
CHAPTER 6.

Mysterious Behaviour of Willy & Co.1

¢ MAGINATION 1” said Handforlhi scorn-
I fully,
““Ali right! You can call it what
you like—but I know I Licard a beastly
rummy sound in the night!” said Church.
“A horrible sound, in fact. It fairly gave
me tho creeps.”
“Sure you weren't
McCluro sceptically.
The three Removites were pelting up, The
AMay sunshine was stealing through the dor-
mitory window, and they were ecager to be
out, so that they could enjov thcmsclves in
the open air before breakfast,

dieaming ?”  aszked

said
It was
but the sound
I never hicard anything

“I couldn’t have been dreaming,”
Church, “I heard tho clock slrike,
threo o'cloek. I listenced,
didn't come again,
like it before.”

“What kind of sound was 1t?”

“Like somebody laughing—only 1t was
twenty times more horrible,” said Church.,
“A—a sort of ghostly effect—a ghastly blood-
curdling cackle, dying away to a wail.”

“Here, chuck it1” said MeClure,

“Well, I'm only telling you what I heard!”

“You can tell 1t to the marines,” said
Haundforth, with a sniff. “You lLad a night-
mare, my lad! You didn't hear any un-
carthly cackle in the night. TForget it, and
don't eat pork-pies in bed any more.”

Church decided to drop the subject. It
was obvious that his chums completely dis-
credited his storyv. Indeed, he himself won-
dered if he hadn't really been dreaming--he
might even have convinced himself that such
was the casc—only an unexpected corrobora-
tion of the story was fortheoming.

When Handforth & Co. went down, they
found Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watson
in the lobby. laughing heartily. Corky &
('o. had ecome over from the Ifast House.
Thero were no ructions, ‘This was a peaceful
call. The Removites’ Fourth-Forin rivals
wero all looking worried.

“Tinagination !” Nipper was saying.

“Hallo!” ejaculated Handforth, as he came
down., *“That's a coincidence! 'Chat’s tho
word I used a few minutes ngo.”

“It’s a perfectly good word,” said Nipper.
“These Idast House fathcads ave trying to
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bluff us with the yarn that they heard a
bansheco during the night.”

“A which 7" asked Handforth, staring.

“Not exactly a banshee,” said Lionel Cor-
coran. '‘Banshees are Irish, aren’t they?
This thing was too awful for words., A kind
of horrible laugh, like the cackling of a
fiend !

“(QGreat Scott!” yelled Church. “What
time did you hear 1t ?”

““ Just before three,” said Armstirong. “It
woke us up, and then we heard the clock
strike—-""

“There vyou are!” shouted Church ex-
citedly. ““What did I tell you? I heard the
same thing, but these chaps wouldn’t believe
me'h‘

“Oh, you heard it. did you?” asked Corky,
with interest.

“Woell, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth.
“Fancy that! All the same, I think you
must have been dreaming. If not, why didn’t
1 hear 1it?”

“ Peecause you were asleep, fathead!”
snorted Church. “It would take
twenty-five unecarthly cackles to wake you up
in the middle of the night. You'd sleep
through a tornado!” :

Ninper grinned.

“Well, don’t make a lot of mystery over a
trifie,” he said. “You probably heard an
owl, or perhaps some other night creature.
Such cries are always liable to be weird in
the middle of the night.” .

But Corcoran wasn’t satisfied .

“T've heard owls before—and other things,
too,” he said, “but nonc of them was ever

like this! I tell you, it wasn't healthy!”

other fellows, in various Houses, had

heard the extraordinary sound. There

was much speculation as to the cause
but nobody could suggest any likely explana-
tion.

Tt did not oeccur to the juniors that Willy
Handforth, of the Third, might have enlight-
ened them. In spite of going to bed after
2 a.m., Willy had been up at the first sound
of the rising-hell, and he had attended to
his queer charges well before breakfast, IHe
had also 'phoned the hospital, and the doctor
had promised to get a full list of the correct
foodstuffs for the animals from old Maggs
during the morning.

Willy nad now been joined by Chubby
Heath and Juiey Lemon, who had come along
to help after all the work was done.

“You'll have to do something abount that
rotten hyena, Willy,” said Chubby, with con-
cern. ‘‘Half the school was kept awake by
it. Haven't yvou heard the ehaps talking 7"

“You haven’t let on, I suppose?”’ asked
Willy sharply.

“0Of course not.”

“And deon't exaggerate,” went on Willy,
“Half the school be blowed! Only about six
chans were disturbed—and then only once,
I dare say Horace will keep quiet if he’s
properly fed.”

“Horace ?" sard Juicy, staring.

I'l‘ turned out that at least half a dozen

about’

£ AL
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"That’s the name I've given him,” said
Willy. “Horace the Hyena,”

“Then 1t’s a rotten trick on all the Horaces
in the school!” said Chubby indignantly.

“Rats!” retorted Willy. “But why argue
about names, yon fatheads? I'm in a hwrry
to see my major. Whatever you do, don't
tell any of the other fellows about all this.”

Willy buttonholed Edward Oswald after
breakfast. At the moment, Handforth was
in the Triangle, and quite a number of other
Removites were there, too. This suited Willy
perfectly. He had rcason for not wanting to
cafch his major alone,

“Just a minute, Ted,” he said briskly.
“Have you got any money ?”

“Money 7” said Handforth, with a start.

“Stuff with which you buy things,” ex-
plained Willy, “Stuff that causes more rue-
tions than anything else on earth. but stuff
that you ean’t get on without. Ifow much
have you got

“You checkyv voung ass %

“It doesn’t matter how much it is—I1 want
the lot!” said Willy coolly.

“Well, well!” murinured Vivian Travers,
“So the humble five bob is useless to-day 7"

“Not useless.” snid Willy, “Five bob'll
be better than nothing, but 1 was thinking
of quids, Five quid wouldn’t be too much.”

“You funny young ass!” said Handforth
coldly, “Even if I had five quid, vyou
wouldn’t get a penny of it. I'm not going
to tell you how much money I've got, and
you can go and eat cokce!”

“You had three quid
you?”’

“No, I didn’t! T onlv had two!”

“All right,” said Willy. *“'Yhat'll do!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you young rotter!” bellowed Hand-
forth. “1 didn't mean to tell vou I'd gor
two quid. You won’t get a shilling of it——

“It's iIn a good cause, Ted,” urged Willy,
“It's not for myself. Tt’s not exactly charity
cither, It's—it’s—— Well, if you'll trusg
me, you'll soon know. And alterwards you’ll
pat me on the back, and say 1've done the
right thing. So come on—whack out!”

O
lence, that he wouldn’t part with &

penny. He told Willy to go and boil himself ;
he demanded a full account of how the money
was to be spent, even if he handed it over,

But in the end he forked it out, and re-
ceived no explanation at all. Willy, as usual,
won the day. However, even Willy’s audacity
might have failed him had it not been for tho
fact that he gave his solemn assurance—
honour brizht—that the money was to be
spent on somebody who was in need.

The other fellows soon gathered that Willy
was working on something special, Travers
very generously offered to lend a couple of
pounds for the cause. Willy refused it. If
Travers liked to give the money, all well
and good; but no money could be borrowed.
Trawers gave it,

yesterday, didn't

]

course, the result was Ineviiable
Handforth whacked out.

He stated, with considerable vio-
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Then Willy paid a visit to Archie Glen- |
thorne. :

“ Absolutcly, laddie,” said Archie, as soon
as Willy mentioned money. “With large
assortments of pleasure.  How much? A
fiver? A tenner? Any dashed old thing,
laddio, Pay me back when you like. This
vear, next year, never, if you know what I
mearn,”

“The money i=n't for me, Archie-it's {o
spend on somebody who 1s on the rocks,
Starving, in fact,” said Willy., “So I want
vou to give it."

“Lood gadl Starving?” gaid Archie in
horror. ““What a frightinliy unripe thought !
I mcan, no grub, what? Not even a cup of
the good old brew! How frightfully foul!
Take the lot, laddic !
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But Willy was perfectly satisfied with a
fiver. e had ten pounds by the time Le
had finished his round, and later on that dav
there was a trenwendous amount of activily in
the Third. :

Not only were Willy & Co. to be observed

hauling heavy loads up the lane in their
Scouls’ truck, but larg-
nmimbers of other fags
were pressed info service,
Willy bad first made
sturo that a big stock of
the neceszary food was
laid 1n for the aulmais.
By this time, of course,
he had taken the entive
Third 1uto his confidence.
"There waz nothing elzo
for 1k, Such o lot had to
be done that all hands
were required,
Naturally, so much
aciivity eould wmot pro-
ceod without the rest of
the school knowing about
it. LIinmediately afice
lessons, for instance, the
fags were observed to be

flocking behind t ho
shirubbery. Sounds of
wysterious  hamunering
proceeded fromn t h o

monastery ruins, too.
And when Willy & Co.

woere seen arriving at the

school with their truck
heavily  loaded with
matchboarding ond ecan-

,7« i :
' i
vas and pots of paiud, it
was {elt that e few perfinent questions would
uot be out of place. Xdward Oswald Hand-
forth was partieularly keen on this,
“Speading my money on some yolion fags
game.” bLe said indignanily, 1 surpei-ed
at Willy! He gave me his word that the
money was for comebodsr in need, and I:m'vl
ho 13 building a hat, or something, behind
the shrabbery 1
“Don't make a fuze,"” said Chureh., “There
may be a good veason for it.” L
“Rot! ook at all this new wood!™
Handforth accusingly,

W

saud
wi 1
How can that hine-

fit anvbody in peed? We've been spoofed, my |
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sons! I'm going te investigate this rummy
business.” '

Handforth’s investigations did not progres:
far,

He and his chums got into the shrubbery,
and they even penetrated to the back of i,
but at this point they werc met by the
guatds, A regular barvier of Third-Formers
stood in the way, ‘

“Can’t go any further,” said Owen minor,
n:}‘vinﬁ the Removites warily.

lr

“0Oh, can’'t we?” said Haudforth, *“Who
said so?"

“I do—or, rather, Willy does,” replicd
Owen minor hastily, “He's given orders

that unobody shall be allowed past us—you
in particular.”

“Oh! Me in particular ?” atked Handforlh
ominously,

Owen minor nodded,
“He said we could just
warn the other chaps, but
if yvou started any rot we
were to bow! you over and
bump you,” said Owen
minor. “Ie gave us the
most careful instructions
about that.”
Handforth turned red
and snorted furiously.
“You cheeky young
asses!” he roared. “Clear
out of my way! I'm going
into the ruins

fo seo
what's happening there!
Of all the cheek! Yonu

fags are getling too big
for your boels! Let me get past!”
Wady ?7 asked Owen minor swiftly, as he
{turned and glanced at his companions,
“Ready for what?” bellowed Handforth.
- “Ready ?” repeated Owen minor, ignoring
Haudy's question.
"Yes!” yelled the other fags.

They made a sndden rush.  Handforth was
caught like a piece of flotsam in the turmoil
of a breaking wave, He was swepl out of
the shrubbery, rolled over, hurtled along the
ground, and left stranded, kigh and dry, in
the Triangle,



20 THIE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

CHAPTER 1.
Getting Ready for the Opening!

ILLY lowered his hammer and wiped

\J‘,‘ his perspiring brow.

“Afraid we shan't be able to

open this evening,” he said regret-

fully, “It'll be to-morrow, at the carliest.

Still, there’s ne particular hurry—espeeially
if Horace keeps quiet to-night.”

“If we open by to-morrow evening we shall
have done marvels,” eaid Chubby Heath.
“My hat! It’ll be a topping affair when it's
completed,” |

Practically all the Third-Formers had
entered enthusiastically into the work once
they had thoroughly understood the nature
of it. There were only one or two fags who
were haif-hearted, or inelined to jib—and
Willy had his own method of dealing with
these,

There were about ten fags working at the
present moment, under Willy’s supervision,
All the others were on guard—posted near
the shrubbery path, on the other side of the
monastery ruins, and in other strategic
places, It was quite impossible to get any-
wlhere necar the scene of ac%ivities without
encountering a strong force of guards. Here
and there, too, isolated scouts were on duty.
Willy was taking no chances,

“I think we're safe enough,” he said, as
he looked round. “ We don’t want anybody
else to get wind of this unti] it's all finished
and rcady for the admission of the public.
And the more curious the chaps are, the
better,”

“It’s an awful job to keep 'em away,’
Dicky Jones.

“Besides, what's the 1dea?” put in Tommy
Hobbs, “Why mustn’t anybody know?
They'll know later on.”

Willy looked at him pityingly.

“If schoolinasters were human beings,
instecad of soulless automatic machines, it
would be different,” he said. “What do
you think would happen if we let the cat
out of the bag? Prefeets would descend
upon us-—and then masters. We should be
hustled out, and the whole game would be
knocked on the head.”

“But isn’t that likely to happen after-
wards?”

“No fear,” replied Willy shrewdly.
“YWhen the job is finished, and the masters
can sce the selid result, they'll permit it
[t’s all in a good cause, and they won't dare
to do anything else. But if they came now
they'd think we were just fooling about—
they wouldn’t have enough faith in us to
know that we shall do it properly—and we
should be dished. So it's vilal that we should
keep the seecret until to-morrow Then 1t
won’'t matter who knows.”

There was a lot of sound comnion sense in
Willy’s argument. Tf the Head, for example,
had come along just then. le would cer-
tainly have put a stop to the whole business;
but later, when the thing was an accom-

1

sald

plished fact, he would probably smule, and
good-naturedly allow it to carry on.

The mere fact that the fags were ‘““up to
something ” aroused no curiosity amongst
those itn authority. The fags were always
up to something—and as long as they didn’t
make too much noise about it, no questions
were asked, It was the Removites and the
IFourth-Formers who were curious now, and
they didn’t count. They could be ruthlessly
kicked out if they became tco inquisitive |

ILLY examined the progress with
satisfaction,
“Maggs® Marvellous Menagerio ”

was beine entirely transformed.
The tattered old tent had been serapped.

Fven the eages were being re-made and
smartened. It was really surprising what

skill the fags displayed.

A new tent was coming into being. Per-
haps 1t was somewhat patchy, and perhaps
it was far less imposing than Willy would
have desired; but with limited eapital he
had to be carcful. Kven as it was, he had
found it necessary to go round and collar
SOmMo more money,

It is to be feared that he did not buy
everything. A good proportion of the new
tent, in fact, had once belonged to the St
Frank’s Cadets. Willy had scen no wrong in
commandeering it,  After all, such canvas
costs money—big money—and even Willy
couldn’t perform miracles with ten or fifteen
pounds.

The new tent had a most imposing front
—a kind of collapsible wooden affair, in-
vented by Willy himself. It was all made
to fold up, so that it should be easily port-
able, but when in position in front of the
tent it gave the whole place an imposing

appearance.

“We'll have it painted red,” he said
calmly. “Red’s the best colour to attraect
the eye. Red, with a touch of blue here and
there. And there’s got to be a kind of little
pay-box in the entrance. Must do the thing
properly.  That’s the next thing T must
design.”

Willy was taking no chances with his
workers. He superintended everything, and

yet managed to put in more actual work
than any two of the others, And rapidly the
new show was taking -definite shape.

Willy had cunningly erected it within the
monastery ruins—so that it should be com-
pletely hidden from view. There was a big
open  space, grass-grown and picluresque,
within the ruins, The grev old walls rose in
crumbling masses all round. Until one actn-
ally passed through an ancient doorwav and
entered the ruins, nothing could be secn of
the tent.

In this way it was a comparatively easy
matter to guard the scerct. For nobody was
allowed to et anvwhere near the deorway—
or' doorways, for there were two or three of
them all round the ruins,

“Now then, my sons—no slacking!” said
Willy, as lLe camg npon one or two of the

o 1
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East House fags apparently preparing to
leave, “What's thup idea,} I"'ﬁllc-}rt-:::n':'{:T I
thought I told you and Parry minor to get
onn with that painting ?”

Fullerton glared. He was a big fag—much
bigger than Willy—and he had a blustering,
aggreszive air. In fact, George Fullerton was
an arrant dunce, and he was quite old enough
to be in the Remove. He always resented
Willy’s authority, but he did not possess
sufficient courage to jib against it. It was
only occasionally that he tried it on.

“Look here, I've been working for two
hours alrcady,” he protested fiercely. “It's
nearly seven o'clock now. It'll soon be call-
ng-over "

*Nobody leaves here until five minutes
before  calling-over,”  interrupted Willy.
“Thero's plenty of time yet., You get on
with that work.”

“I'm blowed if J
will 17

“What!”

“I—I've got an ap-
pointment with some-
body,” said Fullerton,
backing away  “I
promised 1'd meet somo
River Iouse chaps——"
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Willy always had his own way in the end,
anyhow,

If this work had been of a purely personal
nature, the Third Form leader would not
have-been so autocratic.  He would have
called for voluntcers, and would have only
used volunteers. But he held that it was
the duty of every Third-Former to do an
cqual share in this affair. It was a Third
Form stunt, and there were to be no
laggards,

IFullerton had exaggerated, too. He hadn't
been working for two hours, or anything
like it. Willy had arranged things on u
system. The fags worked in shifts—half an
hour a time, The workers were relieved
every half-hour, taking their places on guard
in_the mecantime, which was pure rest-time,

So none of them had any real cause for
grumbling, In fact, only one or two isolated
cases were inclined to
jib—and one look from
Willy was enough. Tl
Third, as a whole, had
entered enthusiastically
into the schemeo. The
fags were overjoyed to
help in this brilliaut
stunt. -They were

“Bother the River
llouse chaps!” said Willy,
important than they are,
another time.

“This 15 more
You can sec themn
Haven't I told you that the
owner of this menagerie 1s in hospital ¥

“Yes, but—-

“Haven't I explained that he collapsed
from starvation?” went on Willy sternly.
“ A regular old dic-hard—that's Montgomery
Maggs! A sticker—and he descrves all the
help we can give him. He didn’t whine
when he was starving, and he didn't make
his animals go short, ecither. If we had
offered to help him, he wouldn’t have let
us—but he's in hospital, and can't prevent it.
Which are you going to do—help in this
gﬂ;}cj work, or try to see your River House
pais?”

“I'm going to sce my pals!” retorted
Fullerton aggressively,

“I said try to see them.” snapped Willy.
“My hat! I'm not going to have any argu-
ments with you, Fullerton. Put up your
hands! I'll show you whether I'm in ecarncst
or not ("

“Here, I say!” gasped Fullerton, “Whoa!
Hi, stop it i

Crash! Thud! Diff!

Willy made no bones about it. ¥e went
for Fullerton bald-headed, and in about ten
scconds the hulking fag was sprawling on the
ground, his left eye puffy, his nose swollen,
and with a scusation in his chest as though
a steam-hammer had hit it,

“Now,” said Willy, “arc ycu goinz on
with that painting "

“Yes!” gasped Fullerton. “Cheese it
Handforth minor! I—I didn't mean what 1
said! T'll do the painting!”

And he worked with a will, too. He never
scemed to learn that jibbing was futile.

‘ already regarding the
menagerie as their own. A side-show to be
run by the Third! It was =something worth
working for!

Willy’s idea was ambitious.

He wanted to get as much money for My,
Maggs as possible by the time the old man
came out of hospital. Ie scoffed at the idea
of charging twopence admission. Now that
tho menagerie had come to a pitch where
there was plenty of money knocking about,
the prico should be raised in proportion.

“We can only charge more if we smarten
tho show up,” said Willy, “It didn't look
worth more than twopence as it stood. In
fact, people didn’t like to go in at all. But
they'll flock in when the show gets on the
road again. And when we admit the Remove
and the Fourth—to-morrew evening—they'l]
pay a bob ecach.”

“A bob!” said Chubby Heath.
never spring it, old man.”

“Won't they?” said Willy confidently.
“You wait until I get my publicity scheme
on the go! They'll pay a bob cach, and liko
it! And when old Maggs comes out we'll
have a nice little pile of money for him—
all earned by his own show. So he can't
refuse it. He can't say it’s charity.”
~“You're a caution!” said Chubby admir-
mngiy, ;

ONI of the fags “ downed tools " until
N five minutes befere  ealling-over.
Then they hurried off, hastily tidied
themselves up, and seraped in just
in time to answer to ‘their names. They
were tired, but happy.
Within five minutes a good
the Third had wvanished
Willy | himself. There was

“They'll

proportion of
again, including
no more work
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to be done—for the sounds of aectivity would
probably result in official interference—
but it was just as well that the ruins should
ki guarded.

“We've got to stick it until bed-fime,”
said Willy. “Lots of inquisitive chaps will
be on the prowl now, thinking that we're
off our guard. We've got to be more
cautious than ever.”

That his precautions were necessary was
proved a minute later, for several Fourth-
Formers were found approaching the scene
of operations. They were suddenly jumped
upon, bowled over, and sent about their
business.

Then Handforth decided to have a go.
He was getting more and more 'exﬂsperqft:rrd.
Again and again he had questioned Wiily,
but had received no satisfaction. He recetvad
less now—unless he was satisfied to be grab-
bed by half a dozen fags, frog’s-marched
through the shrubbery, and dumped
with a terrific thud upon the hard
gravel. By the time he found his
voice, the fags had gone.

“It’'s no good, Handy,” said
Church soothingly. ‘““Haven’t you
learned by this time that you ean’t
beat your minor?”

“Can’t [?" panted Handforth.
“By George! That’s a good idca
of vours, Churchy. Ill not ony
heat him, but I’'ll give him the
niding of his life!”

“1 didn’t mean that kind of
heating,”’ said Church, with a grin.
“You're “up against the whoie
Third, and you know what reckless
bounders these fags are. They're
no respecters of persons—especially
yvour person, The more you go for
them, the worse they get!”

CHAPTER 8.
Mr. Pycraft Sees Things!

R. HORACE PYCRAFT,
M the master of the Fourth
Form, emerged from the

East House, and beckaned
peremptorily to Corcoran and one
or two other Fourth-Formers who
were stanaing out in the Triangle.
“Come here, Corcoran,” said Mr. Pycraft.
Corky went, anticipating trouble. Mr.
Pycraft had a way of keeping things up his
sleeve. He would nose something out, say
nothing about 1t for hours, leaving his in-
tended victim to imagine that he was safe.

Then, suldenly, Mr. Pycraft would spring
his bhombshell.

Lionel Corcoran was acutely aware of the
tact that he had been responsible for the
unaccountable flavour of parafin in  Mr.
Pycraft’s coffee that morning. He couldn’t
quite sce how Mr, Pyeraft could have bowled
him out, but one never krew, Mr. Pyeraft
had his own methods. :
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Help ! ** he hooted.
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“Can you tell me, Corcoran, what these
Third-Form boys are doing?” asked Mr.
Pyeraft, to Corky's relief. “It seems (o
me that they are unusually active this even-
ing—and any great activity on the part of

the Third invariably means that mischief
1s afoot.”
Corcoran smiled.

“1 dare say, sir,” he agreed. " But we're

not interested in the Third.”

“Eh? No, of course not,” said Mr.
Pycraft, frowning. “Only I thought that
you might possibly know of some—well, sonmio
irregularity. If these fags are breaking the
rules, Corcoran, we¢ must check them.”

“I don’t care how many rules they break,
sir,” replied Corcoran coolly. “T mean, I'm
not supposed to look after them, am 17 Or,
if it comes to that, you either, sir.”

“Are you implying that [ have no business

The bed heaved up into the air and then tilted over with a ¢1

““It’s a bear ! * Handy was ge¢

to interest myself in the affairs of the Third

Form?" snapped Mr., Pycraft, glaring.
“QOh, I say!” protested Corky. “I'm

simply implying, sir, that you've gobt your

hands full enough with us Fourth-Formers.”
Mr. Horace Pycraft grunted,

“For once, Corcoran, I find it easy to
agree with you,” he s=said sourly. “My
hands are indeed full! At the same time,
if these Third Form boys are getting into
mischief, I shall consider it my duty to make
inquiries. You tell me that you know
nothing 7*°

“Very little, sir,” replied Corky gravely.
“You've often told me =o in class.”
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“Th? What do you mean ?” he gave it up. Which proved, in spite of
“You've often told me I know wvery little, | the Fourth-Formers’ repeated assertions to
sir.” the contrary, that Mr. Pveraft did possess

“You are deliberately misunderstanding | @ <ertain amount of brain.
me, Corcoran!’ snapped Mr. Pycraft. *‘In-

deed, T helicve vou are being purposely im- | ¢4 ETTER go casy, Handforth minor,”
pertinent.  What do you know about these B said Corky. “The Pycraft bird is

Third Form -boys?” stretching its wings. It’s preparing

“Not much, sir—and what I do know I to go on the warpath.”
try to forget,” replied Corcoran Willy sniffed.
promptly. % “We're not afraid of your giddy

Armstrong and Griffiths and one or
two other Fourth-Formers chuckled
audibly, They couldn’t help it. Their
leader looked as grave as a judge. It
was one of his favourite pastimes to
rag Mr. Pyeraft.

Form-master,” he said tartly, *‘If

Pycraft sticks his nose iIn my

affairs, he’ll be sorry for it.”
“Sorry for his nose?”

“Yes—and all the rest of himself,
too,”” replied Willy, “'8Still, thanks
for the warning.”’

Curcoran had thought it only
ericket to tip Willy the wink. He
qguite failed to appreciate that such
a wink was superfluous, Willy had
long since been aware of My, Py-
crait’s curiosity, 1n fact, two fags
were espectally detailed to keep an
eye on Mr, Pycraft’'s movements.

“We've got to be careful with
that merchant,” Willy had said.
“He spends half his life in going
about looking for trouble—and the
other half of his life in finding it.
He knows there’s something on,
. and if he can bowl us out he’ll be
as pleased as a cat with two sets
of whiskers!”

It wasn’t until quite late in the
evening that Mr, Pyeraft plucked
up enoupgh courage to make a per-
sonal investigation.  His inquiries
had only strengthened his  sus-
picions. Kverybody appeared to be
childishly 1gnorant of the fact that
the fags were *‘up to something.’
Iiven the prefects were disinter-
ested—and in their case 1t was per-
fectly true that they told Mr,
Pycraft nothing because they Lknew
nothing. The doings of the fags
did not interest them—unless they

— wrestling with a brown furry thing. * Hi ! were neglected; and Willy had

: ; . seen to it that a good =upply ol
) exaggerate, but this time he was speaking the truth ! Yors was alwaye on Hand o BusEs

the calls of duty. Willy wasn’t suck

“Corcoran, I shall punish you severely if {a bad general as to leave an opening like
you continue to be so impudent,” rasped the | that.
FForm master. “What do you know of these Strictly speaking, Mr. Pyeraft had no
'Ijh:rd-Ft_*mrmprs activities? Answer my ques- right in investigate at all. He might have
tion plainly.” mentioned to Mr. Suneliffe, of the Third,

“I know practically nothing, sir,” said | that the fags were acting suspiciously, and
Corky, with a sigh. “Not that it’s for the | left it to Mr., Suncliffe to look into things.
want of trying. The young bounders won’t | But such an obvious course did not oecur
let on. I suppose it’s only some wheeze of | to Mr. Pyeraft. He wanted to have the
their own—no harm in it. Let ’em carry | pleasure of catching Willy red-handed.
on, sir. It amuses them, and it doesn’t Moreover, he was inquisttive.  He had
hurt anybody else.” ' heard the mysterious knockings: he had seen

Mr. Pycraft looked as though he meant to | Fourth-Formers and  Removites  thrown
ask another question, but he apparently | violently out of the shrubbery. Ile had a
realised that he was wasting his time. So | special eve for these trifles.
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So, just before bed-time, when it was grow-
ing dark, Mr. Pycraft went for a stroll. Ho
purposely allowed hiz footsteps to wander
in the direetion of the shrubbery. By this
time he was satisfied that all the fags were
indoors. It was so rear to bed-time that
they wouldn't dare to be out now,

Nobody was in sight as ho slipped un-
obtrusively into the gloom of the sErubbcr}*.
His heart was beating more rapidly than
usual. It would give him great pleasure if
he could discover something unlawful, and
cxpose tt.  All Mr., Pycraft’s great moments
in life were occasioned when getting some-
body into trouble.

Once within the dense shadow of the
shrubbery, Mr. Pyeraft quickened his pacc.
He instinetively knew that the secret was
hidden within  the monastery ruins, He
didu't particularly care for the idea of ex-
ploring the ruins in the darkness, but Jduty
was duty, Not that My, Pycraft cver got
as far as the ruins,

Suddenly, without warning, unscen hands
scomed to grip his ankles He gave a hoarse
cry, and went over with a erash. Yel when
he sat ap, fumbling for his glasses, he could
sce that no living soul was in sight,

“(ood heavens!” lLe panted. “What—
what was that ?”

He icapt to his feet, thoroughly scared.
Flo Lucked away, only to trip once more, and
ceven more vielently. 'T'his time he descended
with o dull splash into a deep pool of muddy
water that had been getting “richer ” for
some days. Tt was well oft the pathway,
and Mr. Preraft had known nothing of 1
existence until now.  Sitting 1 1if, he coulid
appreciate it to the full

“Help!” he babbled wildly,  *Good
eracions' I'm soaked to the skin. Pab!
This stagnant water is enough to give me
the fever!”

He got to his feet, and in attempting to
stpgger away, his ankle was seized agan,
and this time he fell face downwards. Tt
was most unfortunate.  Mr. Pveralt was
soaked fore and aft, and he was rather terri
fied by the mysterious manner in which he
Far been reprated!y tripped

How was he to know that Willy had
stretehed powerful cords through the trees,
ankle high, =0 that thev would trip anv
lurking investigator? It was a little scheme
of Willy's to give warning to the guards
who were on duty in the ruins.

Mr. Pyeraft's interest in the ruins, however.
had comnletely evaporated. He reeled back
into the Triangle, beside himself with alarm
and rage and helplessness, ¥o eouldn’t ob.
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tain any redress for this because tlie whole
thing was apparently an accident. Yet he
instinctively knew that there must be some
other explunation; and to rcalise that the
Third-Formers had scored over him was like
gall and wormwood to the mecan-spirited

['orm-master.

M snake them suffer for this!” ho told
himself viciously.  “Good heavens! How
was 1t done? I am thankful that nobody
saw mec. That, at all cvents, 1s somo con-
solation

He managed to dodge indoors by the side
door, and he was pleased when he got up-
stairs unnoticed, A complete change of
clothing was necessary, for ho was soaked
through., OQutside the late evening air had
been clnlly, and My, Pycraft was in no way
gratificd when he sneczed twico In quick
SUCCeESI01,

“1 knew it !” he panted, gritting his tecth,
“1U've caught a chill! T knew I should eatch
« chill!  This is going to be serious.”

By the time he had changed his clethes, he
had sneczed twenty-three times. e knew
this Dbocause he had counted them, My
Pyeraft, like so many men of his stamp, was
shockingly afraid of ailments.  Another man
would probably have changed his clothes
and thought no more of the watter; but M,
Pyeraft definitely made up his mind that he
had canght a chill, that he was going to Le
thoroughly ill, and by the time he went
downstairs he was shivery and shaky, with
cvery symptom of a pgenume chill, Ny,
Pveraft was convinced that 1t would develop
into pneumoenia unless he took the strongest
precautions.

SD he ordered a fire to be Iit in bhis study,
althongh fires had long since been aban-
doned. He investigated his cupboard,

and dosed himself with the various
patent medicines, When he saw the Fourth-

[Formers to bed he was feeling so weak and

shaky that Cerky & Co. had quite an casy

tune of it

Then Mr. Pyeraft went downstairs again,
shut himself up in his study, and proceeded
to roast himself in front of the fire. It is
quite possible that he had canght a chill, but
it was only a trivial one. Mr. Pyeraft,
owing to his nervousness, now looked like
converting it into a real illness, however.

He was certainly going the right way to
work to make himself worse. He sat huddled
in the ecasy chair until the heat of the room
beeame unbearable—until he was in a fever
of perspiration. Then he opened the window
to let some fresh air in and to eool the super-
heated atmosphere, which, of course, was
simply asking for trouble.

“T'm worse ! he told himself, as Le looked
at his reflection in  the mirror. “I'm
definitely worse. Good gracious! 1 really
belicve that my temperature is leaping up to
the danger mark. T must sce the doctor.
Unquestionably, T must see the doector.”

Heo collapsed into his chair again, haggard
How could he see the doetor?
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It would necessitate an explanation, and he
certainly didn’t want to explain that he had
got soaked through whilst prowling about in
the shrubbery. On the other hand, he
couldn’t invent a deliberate lic to account
for his condition.

Mr. Pycraft came to the conclusion that he
would ha.m to be his own doctor. If he
wasn't any better by the morning, he would
take to his bed for a few days. He went
to the cupboard, and he shakily took hold of
an omunous-looking bottle. To be exact,
that bottle contained grog—-the real stuft. In
other words, rum.

Let 1t be said at once that Mr. Pyeraft was
an abstemious man. He wasn't a teetotaller,
either. But he didn’t like intoxicating
liquors; they disagreed with him as a rule.
He had heard, however, on the highest
authority, that rum was an extraordinarmly
elffective cure for a cold. It would kill the
'flu, or a developing chill, in the course of
ote night.

“Why not?"” asked Mr. Pyeraft nervously.
“Everybody is in bed. T can safely take the
risk. I loathe the stuff, but as a medicine 1
dare say it is good.”

Heo had really laid in that bottle of rum be-
cause he had read an article in his favourite
weekly periodical which praised its uses as
a cure for colds and like ailments, It was
a weekly article, always contributed by a
gentlennan who wrote under the name of
"Harley Street.,”  Mr. Pyeraft had the ut
most faith in these articles as was clearly
proved by the fact that he had bought that
bottle of rum to keep in stock, Here was
a genuine cecasion to test it,

Mr. Pyeraft tested it thoroughly.

He drank half a tumbler of rum, and pro-
cecded to perspire alarmingly, Then his
head started to buzz, and things began to go
vound.  Mr. Pyeraft wasn't accustomed to
rum, even in small tots,

“Dear me!” he murmured,
“T hope I haven't overdone it !
be quite appalling !”

It secemed to himn that the books on the
shelves were vather blurry, and that the clock
on the mantelpicce was swaying slightly. He
came over in a wave of heat, and his frigh
increased. He was buumnmg horrified.
What had he done?

It suddenly occurred to hium, however, that
perhaps the rumn wasn't alone responsible for
his rise 1n  temperature. The fire had
burned up fiereely, and the window, too, was
tichtly closed again.

“T'd Dbetter  open
Pycraft.

He rose somewhat unsteadily, went to th
windew, and flung it wide open. He stood
for some moments enjoying the cool, calm
air.  Then he realised that this was probably
a foolish proceeding. He went back to his
casy chair, and sank into if.

“Ah, that’s better,” he murmured grate-
fully. “Upon my word! My head is posr
tively spinning!  How dreadful! If T am
no better in the morning, I shall write to the

in some alarne.
That would

-
it ! muttered M.
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Poisvdous

papers about the evil of rum.
I don’t believe

stuff !  Absolutely poisonous !
it will cure me atv all !

He closed his eyes, and in this way several
peaceful minutes elapsed. It wasn't until a
curious little sound came from the window
that the Form-master opened his eyes again,
He had heard it once before, but had put it
down to the slight breeze. It was a kind of
scraping sound, and Mr, Pyeraft was irri-
tated.

ke opened his eyes to find out what was
the exaect cause. Then his gaze became
fixed and glassy. It was ridiculous, of course,
but it seemed to him that he could sce a
creature squatting on the window-sill, looking
im at him.  An extraordinary object-—not un-
like a chimipanzee. Its little beady eyes were
shining in the cleciric-light, and it was watch-

Pyeraft intently.

» Houihlnﬂ—hnrrible e Mr.
Pycraft.

He shut his eyes, commced that there was
really nothing there, and for a time he was
afraid to re-open them. But when further
sounds smote his ears—more serapings, and,
indeed, some distinet scufflings—he ventured
to look.

“Good heavens!” he gasped faintly.

The thing wasn’t a chimpanzee at all. Tt
was a kangaroo! Undeniably, it was a kan-
raroo,

“This—this is positively ghastly !’ groaned

moaned”

Mr. Pycraft, pressin~ his hands to his eyes.
“There i1s nothing there actually.  There
cannot be anything. Certainly not! Such a

thing is unthinkable !

ile hoped that the hallucinations would
No doitbt .the yum was acting violently
‘o begin with, He had never dreamed that
1L was such potent spirit.  This consequence

us unlooked-for and alarming.

I[i‘ opened his eyes again, and leapt abnut
1 foot oui of his chair. There 1t was again;
hut this time it was the chimpanzee squat-
iing therve, Jeering at him.  What was more
‘o the point, the terrible ereature was actually
vreparing to leap into the room!

M Help ! sercamed Mr. Pyeraft wildly.

He belted for the door, tore it open, and
wont  dashing  helter-skelter out 1into the
corridor!

Niss,

CHAPTER 9.
So Does Archie!

‘s HAT on earth 1s that?"” asked Mr.
(zoole, frowning.

The Housemaster of the Kast

House was talking to Payne of

the Sixth, in the upper passage. Payne was

just going to bed, having scen that all lights
'Wi'I'U oit In the Junior dormitories.

“Sounds like somebody in trouble, sir,
said Payne.

He was the fattest scnior at St. Frank’s—
a jovial, gnod-natured sort of fellow, and de-
sovvedly popnlar,  The other East House
prefeets were very different from Payne. They
were as unpopular as he was popular.’

3y
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“Surely that is Mr. Pycraft's voice!” said
the Housemaster. “What can be tho matter
with hira?  What an extraordinary noise,
Paynet What can hare possessed him to
shout and scream like this?”

“No good asking me, sir,” said Payne.
“He didn't turn up to supper, you know,
Said he had a chill. and stuck to his own
room. Hadn't we better go down and sce
what's the matter with him?”

My, Barnaby Goole made no reply. e was

alveady walking off, Not that it was ncces-

sary for him to go downstairs, Mr. Preraft
reached the upper landing at the same time
as Mr. Goole. He came scooling up as
thongh demons wero after him, and he ncearly
collided with the Housemaster.

“Mr. Pycraft!” thundered Mr. Goole.

“Ielp!” babbled I r, Pyeraft. “Look
out, sir!  There are wild animals in the
place! I have just seen them! At first I

tiwought—— But no matter! The creatures

aive real—absolutely real 1”

Mr. Goole was startled beyond measure,
Tliere was something ominously suspicious
about Mr, Horace Pveraft's condition. . He
was collarless, and he looked generally di.-
Lievelled His b~ was all in wisps, and
cven three or four of his waistcoat buttons
wero undone

J
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By this time a number of other scntors had
appeared on the scene—Kenmore and Sin-
clair of the Sixth—Grayson and Drake and
Siams of the Fifth. They all collected
round, greatly intervested. They wero grate-
ful to Mr, Pyeraft. They had never ex-
pected bim to amuse them like this.

How were they to know that Mr. Pyeraft
had piled his fire so big that he had been
compelled, for comfort’s sake, to remove his
collar? How could they guess that it was
a habit of his to ruffle his hair up the last
thing at night, when in private? M,
Pycraft bad never imagined that he would
meet anybody again before the morning,

“Pull vourseli together, siv!” said Mr.
Goole sternly. “Really, Me. Pyeraft, I am
amazed ! Control yoursclf, siy!”

Mr. Pyeraft gulped, )

“An ape!” he said incohercently. “Without
question, an ape!”

"Really, sir B

“Or o chimpanzee,”
Lioarsely,

“What on carth——"

“And a kangaroo, too!” said the ¥Forn-
master, clutching at Mr., Goole’s slecve,
“Down—down in my study! They were 1
the open window, and—and Be carcful,
sir! They’re probably prowling———"

said Mr, I'veraft
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i't#l!his
dalised.

He tried to make himself believe that he
was mistaken—that his sense of smell was at
fanlt-——but he could not help noticing the
significant glances that were passing between
the prefeets, It was not Mr, Goole’s imagina-
tion which told him that the atmosphere in
Mr. Pycraft’s vicinity was very rummy. In
fact, decidedly rummy !

“Mr, Pyeraft, yvou had better go to bed "
sald the Housemaster angrily. “Do try to
pull yourself together! Upon my soul, this
1s  shocking ! I have never before
known yon to—ahem—to get in such a
condition! I shall really have to speak to
you about 1t to-morrow. TFor the present, be
good enough to seek vour room.”

My. Pyeraft recoiled.

“¥You—you don’t think that I—that I——"
he began, aghast.

i1s terrible " said Mr. Goole, secan-

“Tasy, sir,” said Kenmore gently, layving
a hand on the Form-master’'s arm, “1
shouldn’t talk too much, sir., A good sleep
will work wonders.”

“Kenmore!”  screamed Mr.  Pyeraft.

“What do you mean? Are you daring to
suggest that I am—er—intoxicated 77

Simon Kenmore became more soothing than
ever,

“’There, there, sir,” he said kindly.
“Pavne will give me a hand, We'll soon get
you into bed, sir.”

“An excellent suggestion, Kenmore,” said
Mr. Goole bluntly,

Mr. Pycraft nearly fainted.

“But you are wrong!” he shouted in a
shrill voice. “ You are absolutely wrong! 1
tell you I've seen kangaroos and gorillas—-"

“It was chimpanzees jnst now,”” murmured
Payne. “Great Seott! He’s in a bad wayv!
Must be a secret vice, and we never knew it!”

“Payne, I'll have you expelled for that
gross slander!” shrieked Mr., Pycraft. “How
dare vou! I will admit that T partook of a
little spirit—rum, to be exact—but that was
purely because I felt a chill coming on.
}.\’hen vou suggest that I am intoxicated,

1y

“Come, Mr.
master angrily,
bed at once! Kenmore!
Pyeraft !”

“But this is outragcous!” protested Mr,
Pyeraft wildly.

“Silence, sir!
amazed—and very startled.
M. Pyeraft, the better.”

It was very hard lwes on Mr., Pyeraft.
e was as sober as Mr. Goole himself, The
rum had certainly affected him slightly at
first, but his dizziness had been occasioned
more by the heat of the study than by the
potent spirit,

Mr. Goole, however, not unnaturally, took
his excited condition to be a certain indica-
tion of iIntoxication. He refused to listen.
And Mr. Pyeraft was so flabbergasted that
he became weak. His protests became in-
coherent, and he suffered himself to be led
to his bed -room.

i said the House-
insist upon your going to
Payne! Assist Mr.

Pyeratt,”

* snapped Mr, Goole. “I am

The less you say,
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Once there, he was locked in, and Mr.
(Goole wiped his brow,

“I urge you, my dear fellows, not to make
any mention of this to anvbody else,” he said
earnestly, as he looked at the prefects. “Let
us keep Mr, Pycraft’s—ahem !—guilty sececret,
I shall make no report to the headmaster,
and I am hoping that Mr. Pyeraft's memory
will be blank by the morning. However, I
shal certainly have to talk to him.”

“He must have had a good old dose, sir,”
satd Kenmore, grinning.

“Really, Kenmore, there is no necessity for
vou to be amused,” frowned the House-
master. " Some of you had better go down
and see 1if Mr, Pycraft’s study light is out,”

Kenmore and Pavne went down. They
found the study light on; they found the
bottle of rum; they found the window wide
open and the fire roaring, But they found
no chimpanzee or kangaroo.-

Those mysterious creatures had evidently
sought fresh pastures, having found Mr.
Pyeraft’s study singularly disappointing.

ITHOUT doubt, something startling
had happened.

Mrv. Pyeraft knew well enough

that those ereatures had not been

figments of his imagination. The fact that

he was not believed was onlv to be expected.

And if a chimpanzee and a kangaroo were at

large 1n the darkness of the school grounds,

wasn't it likely that other creatures were at
large, too?

At all events, Archie Glenthorne, peace-
fully sleeping in the Ancient House, had
every reason to conclude that something was
wrong.

He had gone to sleep with all his usual’
serentty, his mind troubled by no weightier;
problem than the eut of his latest suit., He
h;ul an idea that Phipps didn’t quite approve
of it,

Phipps was his valet. Of course, it rather
pleased the Head's vanity to regard TPhipps
as his butler; but everybody knew that
Phipps was Archie’s valet. He only acted as
the Head’s butler as a kind of side-line,
and in order to make his presence at St.
Frank’s justified,

Archie had had his doubts about that suit.
He had ordered it without consulting Phipps
at all—which, in itself, was a riskyv thing
to do. Phipps was all right, but he had
frichtfully old-fashioned notions.

Perhaps it wasn’t the cut of the suit, after
all, As he had unwrapped the parcel, Archie
had notice a cold sort of gleam in Phipps’
eve. Archie wasn’t sure, but- he belioved
that Phipps had even changed colour. Per-
sonallv, Archie thought the suit was ripping.

It was true that the colour scheme was a
bit startling and ~saggressive. The pattern
hadn’t seemed half so had. Dut Archie liked
that suit, and he had insisted upon wearing
it on the morrow. Phipps had: bade him
good-night in a voice that had chilled Archie
to the marrow. He hadn’t uttered a word
of reproach, but, more signilicant still, he
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hadn't passed any opinion whatsoever on the
S1111.,

It troubled Archic at first. Then he steeled
himself, It was a bit thiek if a fellow couldn't
choose his own dashed suits!

“INo, dash it!}"” said Archie, as he prepared
to go to sleep. " To-morrow I shall startle
tho good old populuce with the new spring
suiting ! Absolutely the latest thing. And
Phipps can frown all he dashed well likes!”

It was all very well to bluster like this, but
Archie felt, deep down in his heart, that ho
would imevitably get the worst of it in the
long run, Now and again ho had these
tussles with Phipps, and once or twice he
had sacked Phipps on the spot—DPhipps, of
course, remaining imperturbably on duty—
only to be convinced, in the end, that
Phipps' judgment was best, |

Archie dreamed. In fact, it was a night-
mare. He was in a kind of torture chamber,
and DPhipps was the chief inguisitor. He was
forcing Archie to get into the most diabolical
suit that Archie had ever scen. It was
mauve, with yellow and green spots.

This suit scermed to buzz all round him as
he put it on, It wasn't unlike the loud purr-
ing of a cat. It filled the air, it rose up in
waves about him, and threatened to over-
whelm him

“Good gad!” gurgled Archie, waking up
with a start. *“1 mean to say, how frightfully
frightful! A dream like that is calculated to
uptet a chappie for months, I shall tell
Phipps to burn that dashed suit! Ie's right
about the eolour "

Archic’s thoughts halted. He was awake
now—heo was quite certain that he was awake,
He could see the outline of the window. But
that nightmare had been so realistic that
he could still hear the purring., This was a
bit too frightful.

He half sat up, and shook his head to elear
away the mbwe‘{’ms, The sehool clock boomed
out the hour of eleven  This was unexpected,
for Archie had believed that the hour was
something like two or three in the morning.
And that purring continued cven louder than
CVer,

“QOdds shocks and staggerers!” gurgled
Archie suddenly., “It’s reﬁly here! 1 mean,
it's not the good old imagination at all!
Some dashed cat must have climbed through
the dashed window! Well, I'm dashed”

He remembered that l‘iii;:ups had left the
window wide open, He sat up, and at the
some moment- there was a2 movement at the
foot of bizs bed. Archie simply froze.
Never in all his life had he known a cat to
move s0 heavily, It fairly shook the Dbed
—and it heaved itself up enormously, and
Archie could see the outline of it,

“Good gad!” he vasped. “Ii's like 2 don-
keyt Oh, I say! Absolutely imposs.! I dare
say I'm dreaming all the time!”

The purring inereased. It almost becamo
a rattle—a sound that filled the room like the
throbbing of a dynamo. At least, so it
scemed to Archie’s strained imagination. It
suddenly oeceurred to him that it wouldn't
be a bad idea to switch on the light. There
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was a bandy switeh just near his bed, and his
ingers felt for 1t

Snap!

Ho pressed it down, and the little dor-
mitory became flooded with light. There,
sitting on_ Archic's bed, was not & cat—but
a creature many, many times: larger. LEven
Archic knew, at the first glance, that 1L was
a leopard!

CHAPTER 10,
Handforth Isn't Having Any!
!‘ RCHIE was a slacker, but when the

oceasion demanded ho could spring
mto aclion as rapidly as anybody.
He sprang into action now. ko
gave one look at the leopard—which had
risen and was now gazing at him with bale-
ful eyes and gleaming fangs—he took ono
leap out of bed, and he was at the door
the space of a split second. There was some-
thing miraculous in the way in which ho
tore tho door open, flashed through, and
glammed the door after ! im.
“l mean, scarcely the time for asking
questions, what ?” he breathed.
Undoubtedly, Archiec had acted wiszely,
There would have been no sense in trying
to stare the leopard out, or in atiempting to
shoo it away. When a fellow finds a leopard
En his bed, the best thing to do is to givo it
est.
Archie had acted with ecommendablo
promptitude, and now he proceeded to follow
up the good start by sounding the alarmn.

“8.0.8.!” ho bowled. “Phipps! Rescue,
Remove, and so forth!”
Unfortunately—or perhaps fortunately—

Archic’s volce was so strainced with excite-
ment that 1t cracked. Instead of the yell
that should bave come from the expendituro
of such energy, nothing happened cexcepi
a kind of high-pitched croak. 1t was heard
by several fellows in the Remove passage,
but it did not penetrate further. Con-
sequently, no masters or prefects arrived c¢n
the scene. Archie found himself surrounded
by Nipper and ‘Tregellis-West and Watson
and Handforth & Co., to say nothing of
Travers and Potls.

“What's the matter, Archic?” asked
Nipper quickly. “For goodness’ sake, stop
this noise! What’s up with yout” '

“Tigers!" said Archic fecbly.

“What 7"

“ Absolutely ! said .irchie. ,

“You silly ass, gpu're asleep, or some-
thing ! said Nipper. “What do you mean—
tigers 7"

“I'm a Tiger!” said Iandforth. *“Any-
how, T'm the leader of the Tiger Patrol.”

“(rood gad, no!” panted Archie. “It was
frightful, but not so frightful as that. Abso-
lutely a tiger on my bed! Coiled there, dash
it, and purring at me.”

The other juniors lookcd at him doubt-
fully. In fact, they were quite ineredulous,
If they had known something of Willy's
enterprise—if they had even knowa of the
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‘“ What is this specimen ? ** asked Nelson Lee interestedly, looking at the cage which contained
Fullerton. *‘ Oh, this is a very curious specimen, sir,”’ replied Willy, ** Occasionally it talks, but
it's never been known to talk sense. In fact, it’s such a worthless exhibit that I'm going to set it free!”’

existence of Maggs' Marvellous Menagerie “Oh, but absolutely!” said Archie.
—they might have put two and two togetner. | “ Positively, old cheese! There it was, pur-
But they knew nothing. Willy had kept | ring like a gas engine.”

his secret too well. E “I've never heard a gas engine purring,”
“My dear chap, you'’ve been having a m{ili_Hf?rndeth- — J ;
nightmare,” said Potts, grinning. * There Sitting on my bed,” said Archie, with

aren’t any tigers here. 'WL’IE not in India.” | @ shiver. *I F”’f :;;-fsur}u }'m}, ﬂlagdfmg’ T}at
b . 1 never in my whole life hav rom th
““No,” said Archie. "I mean, absolutely J ol e © i o
R kil Ghe wied  dhuc: s G ihadied good old couch so dashed speedily. One
oE i & : W " leap, an was outside. ean happie
thing on my bed. Not exactly a tiger, now D, and 1 was outsic 1 mean, a chapp

. : _ can’t argue with leopards.”
i‘uﬁﬂijnE ﬂ.::n:;af}f{,{it";l,{;;ﬂfgrrt: of panther, “My dear fathead, you’'ve been dreaming,”

e g - | =aid Nipper goodnaturedly. “Just to satisfy
e W’?}jghew;pﬁ?&”ﬂur mind, said  Nipper. vou. we’ll go and look in vour bed-room—
% el , . then perhaps you’ o ne
“Yes,” said Archie, nodding. o SRk, preatng Rl kS W deve e
. ThaLS o Seawer. YOU lathaadl “‘ﬁ'imail. Odds risks and perils!” gasped
“Answer?” repeated Archie. “Oh, I see| Archie. * Guns, what? Wouldn’t it be a

what you mean! You want an answer? Oh, | ripe scheme to take a chunk of artillery with

rather! The frightful thing was a jaguar!” us 7%
The juniors grinned, “Rats!”  said  Handforth. “There's
“You've {orgotten the lion, haven’t you?” nothing in your room!”

asked Handforth sarcastically. “You mmght He opened the door and strode in—before
as well go the whole hog while you're about | Archie could open his mouth to make another
it. Wh;,r mess about with leopards and | protest. Handforth looked at the bed, he
jaguars ¢ Say it was a lion and done with | looked round the room, and then he snorted.

3k 1" “Thought so,” he said. “There’s nothing
“Good gad! Don’t you believe me?” | here.” '
asked Archie, with a start. “Eh?” yelped Archie. *“DBut, dash it, I

“No, we don’t!” tell you I saw 1t.”
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IIe diefied into the bied-room, and
theugh e coulda't be satisfied with Lis optic
genses, he went and felt tho bed., 'Lhen
ho looked under the bed, and behind the
furnituro. “{he other boys watched him,
grinning, There was certainly no leopard in
the room now. Nipper and the rest couldn't
be blamed for concluding that there never
had been a leopard there.

“Satighied ! asked Handforth tartly.

“ Absolutely not!” replied Archie. “1I tell
vou—-""

“Well, we're satisfied,” said Nipper, grin-
ning. “My dear chap, be sensible! You
know as well as I do that therc arven't any
Icopards roaming about St. Ieank's—or
jaguars or panthers either.”

“Not to mention lions and tigers,’
mured Travers

“You've had a dream—and that's all there
15 an it,” said Nipper. “Come now! Can't
you remember & dream of some sort

“Well, yes,”' admitted Archie reluctantly,
“Good gad! You don't absolutely mean to
euggest——  DBut it wasn’t a leopard in the
dream, laddies! T had a most frightful night-
mare. Phipps waz foreing me to wear a suit,
and the pattern was sc dashed loud that it
was purring at me!”

“Ha, ha, bhat"”

The Removites chuekled with amuscment,
and Nipper turned to the door,

“Well, after that I think wo can clear
out,"” ho said. *“He's not likely to beat
that onel (o to bed again, Archie—and
don't epend g0 much time thinking about
vour giddy suits, If you do, they'll drive
voit potty in the end!™

“Good gad!” said Archie fecbly.

Heo was almost convinced that it really had
been a dream  After the others had gone
Le climbed back into bed again, and pre-
pared to swiltch off the blight. Then Lce
started, and gavo a gulp.

There, on the bed, was a scrap of dawmp

' mur-

carth! He looked closer; he found a tew
longish hairs, too. He stared at them
dazedly

“l mean, the good old evidence, what?”
he murmured.

Ho jumped out of bed again, went to the
door, and then paused. Something told him
that the juniors would never come back.
They would probably get quite violent.

So he grabbed the eiderdown quilt, opened
the big wardrobe, and tucked himsclf .
'lhen he closed the door, and tried to get
to sleep. Archic could see no sense in taking
unnccessary chances!

& IKE his nerve, spoiling our sleep!”
l grumbled Handforth.

He was getting back into bed.

Church and MceClure were already

in theirs and setiling themselves for siumber.

Church was pretending to snore, and

McClure commenced to breathe heavily,

Anything, i1n fact, to silence their lcader

Unless they did something drastic like this,
Le was liable to jabber for half an hour.

as !
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“Can't understand a chap having night-
mares ke that,” went on Handforth, “ And
what's that he said about me? You re-
member?  When 1 said I was the leader
of the Tiger Patrol ?"

No reply came from his chums.

“I believe no meany te be personal,” said
Handforth :ternly. “I shall have to speak to
nire about it to-morrow, and I EhaI]] prob-
ably find it neccssary to punch his nose.
Remind me of it, you chaps!”

Still no reply.

“Do you hear me?’
ing into the gloom.

COMING NEXT WEEK !~
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While he was waiting for their reply ho
felt an unmistakable heave benecath his bed.
He started, and opened his mouth—only to
shut 1t again quickly. He also hecard a
curious scraping sound under the bed.

“What was that?” asked Church, sitting
up like a jack-in-the-box,

“Hallo! I thought you were asleep!”

“TI wasn't! T was only pretending,” said
Church.  “But I just heard somcthing
rummy under your bed, Handy!”

“Nol Really 7" said Handforth, with
exaggerated carclessness.  “It's a funny
thing! I thought I felt something, too.
Marvellous what the imagination can do!”

It came again—a distinet heave, which
caused Handforth to nearly topple over. Still
he pretended to take no notice.

“Can’t you hear anything ?” asked McClure
hoarsely., “I—I say! Supposing Archic was
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right? Supposing thera really was a leopard
in this room? It might have got in through
the window while we were out!”

“Idiot I said Handforth,

“There’s a rummy niff in the room!”
breathed Church., ™ Like—Ilike some sort of
animal! I tell you——"

“Rats!” mterimpted Handforth. “The
only animal in this room is some fatheaded
spoofer under my bod! Do you think I can
be fooled like that? €Come ount, blow you!
The game's up!”

The intruder, whoever he was, failed to
accept the invitation. Instecad, he heaved

-
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“HANDFORTH'S HOLIDAY
FLIRTATION!"

Edward Oswald Handforth has always had
an eye for pretty girls. Especially during
holiday times is i one of his weaknesses
to fall for the charms of some fair maiden.

This Whitsun proves no exception to the
rule. The ** affair ** starts in a London
Tube train. Handy is badly smitten-—he
even lorgets all gbout Irene Manners——
and his interest in the girl is heightened by
the fact that she is obviously in distress.
And, of course, kind-hearted Handy
decides to help ber.

Handy’s adventures during his latest
‘“affair’’ prove to be exerueiatingly Iunny ;
and behind it all thera is a tinge of mystery
whieh will add to your enjoyment of this
stunning yarn.
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BLUE CRUSADERS!”

Don’t miss reading next week’s con-
cluding instalment of Edwy Searles Brooks”
exciting serial, chums.

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

up, causing Handfosth to rise and fall like
a ship In an angry swell, At the same time
a sound came into the room—not oxactly a
grunt, but a kind of hoarse bhreathing, as
though the intruder had exerted himself

“It’s the leopard!” gurgled Church.
Handforth jumped ant of bed.

“It’s some 1diot who thinks he’s being
clever I” he snorted., “Snenked into our
bed-room while we were away, and thinks
he can spoof us! Clome ont! TIf you don't,
I'll jolly well come under there and fetch
you "

The spoofer was as obstinate as ever,

“By George!” roared Handforth,

He dived under the bed, and then a sort
of earthgnake happened. Handforth uttered
a wild howl of surprise and consternation.
His hands came into contact with something
furry—something warm and startling. Cer-
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tainly it wasn’t the pyjama-clad figure of a
japer,

Church and MeClure saw the bed flung up
into the air. It went half-way to the ceil-
ing, and crashed over with such terrific
force that 1t sounded as though half the
school was being wrecked., It was extra-
orcinarily lucky that Church and McClure
weren't hit. -

“Hi! Help!” hooled Handforih. *“It’s a
bear !” -

This was a random shot, but, strangely
enough, it was perfeectly true. Church man-
aged to switeh the light on, and he and
McClure, nearly scared out of their wits,
beheld Handforth on the floor, on the spot
where the bed had been, wrestling fran.
tically with a brown furry thing.

“"Run!” screamed Church. “It’s a bear!”

Somchow they managed to wrench the
door open—a diflicult job, for it was half-
jammed by the fallen bed. They dashed
out—and then dashed back. They couldn’i
leave Handforth to his fate, scared thougl
they were,

Fortunately, Handforth had got free, anil
he collided with his chums so violently (hai
they all shot out into the corridor in a heap.
The bear, not wishing to miss the fun, fol.
lowed them.

Just then the passage lights were switehed
on, and people appeared from everywhera
at “once. Juniors came out of their dormi-
tories, Willy came tearing up at the double,
prefeets arrived-—and Mr. Nelson Lee himself
turned up. ’ :

“After him!” yelled Handforth. *“Look!
It's a bear! Ie fried to hug me to death
just now ! '

Nelson Leo acled with commendable
promptitude. The brown objeet was just
going into one of the dormitories. T.ee

switched on the light, saw that the window
was closed, and that no boys were in the
room. He closed the door and locked it,
“Now !” he said brisklv. “T’d like to
know what all this means!®
“That’s easy, sir,” said Willy, -with a sigh,
“My menagerie scems to have esecaped!”

CHAPTER 11,
Rounding Up the Circus! _
NELSON LEE knew that the situation

was serious, but he remained quite
calm, It was necessary to set a cool
example to the juniors.

“Oh! Your menagerie has escaped, has if,
Handforth minor 7" he said grimly. *Unfor-
tunately, this affair scems to be more serious
than that., You don’t include hears among
vour pets.” '

“Not my pets, sir—my menagerie,” said
Willy.

“Is there any difference 77

“It’s not mine really, sir—I'm locking
after it,” explained Willy anxiously. “Only
five animals—a hear, a chimpanzece, a hyena,
a leopard, and a kangaron. They belong to
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care of them for him while he’s in hospital.”

“A leopard!” ecjaculated Nipper. “Then
Archie wasn't dreaming at all!”

“By George!” gurgled Handforth., “So
my minor’s at tho bottom of all this! He
wanted my money to waste on these giddy
animals, and then he sets 'emn on his own
brother " L

“PBe guiet, Handforth!” said Nelson Lee.
“Your minor hasn't sct the animals on any-
hody. It is clear that they cscaped, and the
situation is grave. It is alarming to realise
that these wild animals are roaming about
loose.”

“No need to worry, sir,” said Willy im-
patiently, “These animals are as tame as
mice, They're all about a thousand ycars
old, and pretty nearly toothless. D've never
scen a more harmless lot.  Even the leopard
is as docile, as a kitten.”

“They may have been docile with vou.
Handforth minor, bul that means nothing,”
replied Lee. “You have a ‘“way' with
animals. It is quite possible that others of
us may be attacked, Fenton!: Wilson! Get
all the other prefects, and organise scarch-
parties.”

“That's what I was going to suggest, sir,)
said Fenton of the Sixth. “We shall need
lanterns and ropes, shan't we?”

“Detter take pitehforks, too,” said Wilson.

“Here, steady ” protestcd Wiliy. * Therc's
no need to hurt the poor things! They're
tamoe cnough, I tell you.”

“Let’s all help!” roared Handforth.
“Where's that bear? I'm going to give him
TJDL;-:EHEDI' having the sauce to get under my

ed ! '

“ All you boys will go back into your dor-
mitories at once—and close your doors,”
Leo sharply. “ Understand? T am in earnest,
and I won’f have any nonscnse!"

There was no arguing with him. The
juniors were compelled to go back into thei:
rooms. But there was no law to prevent
them from leaning oyt of the windows and
watching the round-up.

Presently groups of seniors were to be
scen  carrying lanterns, travelling rugs,
blankets and rugs. Nelson Lee was not
roing to be satislied until every cffort had
been made to capture all the missing
exhibits,

His first move was to go straight to the
monastery ruins—with Willy., He made no
comment as ho saw the imposing tent, which
was ecrected with such grandeur amidst the
ruins. Me went straight to the cages, and
cxamined them. They were the new cages.
and Willy failed to understand how the
animals could have escaped. Ouly one was
oceupied. The hyena wasn’t abroad.

“This is serious,” said Nelson Lee grimly.
“The kangaroo and the bear are harmless
cnough, I believe—and perhaps the chim:
panzeo 18 nol dangerous. Dut I have my
doubts about the leopard. I'm afraid we
i-,lna::"t be able to recapture them, young
un,

spich
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an old chap named Maggs, and I'm tuking |

“] think we shall, sir,” said Willy confi-
dently. “Theyv're not wild beasts at all,
I expect they've a lot more scared than tho
chaps are, and they're bound to stick near
the buildings. They'll Le afraid to go off
across country.” |

“I shall have something to say to you
later with regard to all thiz—this fanty
work,” said Lee, indicating the tent, “You
had better remain here, Handforth mivor,
until we have finished our scarch.”

ILLY was glad that Le was lelt
‘}‘f alone. He badly wanted to have
a loolk at those cages. e looked,

and he became coldly angry.

“Thought ¢o!” he muttered. *“That vin-
dictive cad, Tullerton!”

It was only a chance shot, The doors of
the cages were not made to open in the
ordinary way. They slid vp in grooves—the
doors being in the ends of the cages. And
Willy could sce distinet traces of foul play.

There was a hole in the new wood at tho
top of each door. Some fellow: might havo
been puzzled, but Willy quickly put two and
two together. He looked up, and saw that
a ventilator flap in tho tent was open, Going
outside, he raced towards the ruined walls
of the monastery and climbed up one of
them, There, at the top, he found scveral
lengths of string.

“Thought so!™ he grunted. * Nails, lightly
knocked into the doors, with strings on cach,
Ilach door was pulled opcn—easy enough
from this height—and afier a bit the strings
were jerked, Of course, the nails came out,
and the young idiot thought that he had
destroyed the evidence. Just like him to
leave the string up here.” .

He hurried off, inwardly boiling. DBefore
he did anything else e had to be satisfied
as to one point. He raced indoors and
arrived in the Third Form dormitory, breath-

less, This was in the Iast House.

“Have they been recaptured yet?” asked
a chorus,

“Where's Tullerton " demanded Willy,

looking round.

Fullerton was in bed, Lut he was soon out,

“You revengeful rotter!” snapped Willy.
“You tied strings to the doors of the cages
and let the animals out, didn't yout”

IF'ullerton went pale, His guilt wns so
obvious that any other sort of confession
was needless,  Willy’s diveet wethods had
scored a bullseye,

“] wonder yvou had the nerve to do it!"
went on Willy contemptuously. “ Weren't
you afraid that the animals would get you as
you bolted indoors?”

“You—you said they were tame!l” gasped
Fullerton, “I-—I mean, I didn’t do it at all!
I don't know anything aboub it!”

“It’s too late to deny it now,"” said Willy,
vith scorn, ‘I dare say you thought you'd
get vour own back on me, eli?”

“I—I was sorrv for it afterwards,” mut-
tered Fullerion, “I didn't mean to let the
brutes out, eithier, That was all a misteke.”
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“"How could it have been a mistake if you
opened the cages?”

“Yes, but I closed the tent up tight,”
replied Tullerton, with a gulp. “I only
meant to let the rotten things out into the
tent. I thought they’'d have a scrap, or
something,. My idea was to make them kick
up a shindy so that the masters heard it, and
then your plan would be messed up.”

Willy grunted.

“You're a fool, Fullerton!” he said tartly.
“Do yvou mean to say you thought the tent
would hold them?7”

“Yes,” replied the East House fag.
“Then, as I was buzzing across ihe Triangle,
that rotten leopard shot past me. T nearly
died of fright. Honestly, I didn’t mean to
let the animals escape out of the tent.”

“1 suppose yvou know that my major found
the bear under his bed 77 asked Willy sternly.
“He and the bear got a bit mixed up, in fact.
Poor old Ted! And Archie, too,” he added
mournfully. **The leopard got in his bed:
room——-""

“You don't mecan
gasped Fullerton,

“T hope they won't arrest you, that's all!”
said Willy,
“Are

ayhast.

“What clse can you expect ?” said Willy,
turning away. ‘I don’t suppose you meant
to let them lose. 1’11 take vour word for that.
But it was a mad thing to do——"

“T didn't "know ! moaned the other fag,
“Oh, they'ro dead! And I've killed them!
What shall I'do? They'll come here and
arrest me! ‘Thev'll tuke me to prison!”

The other Eust House fags were locking
almost as scared as IFullerten,

“You jolly well deserve 1o go to prison!”
said Parry minor. Tt was an awful thing to
do. Perbaps those beastly animals will kill
other pcople, too! Once they cscape like
that there's no telling.”

“T'd better run awav!” babbled Fullerton,
nearly beside himself with fear. " You
chaps'll help me, won't you? If I bolt, 1
might be able to get away before the truth
comes out.”

“Cheese it growled Willy, with disgust.
“I didn't say anybody was dead, yvou worm!
I was only kidding vou. Those animals
wouldn’t hurt & fly, But vou nceded a lesson
for being such 2 cad.”

“Then—then  your
killed 7

“You can’t kill mv major as casily as
that,” said Willy, with a smff. “I came
here to give you a thundering good hiding,
Fullerton. I thought you had deliberately
loosened the menagerie on the school. But
I'll take your word for it that you only
meant to give an alarm, and T'll let you
off the Inding.”

“I never dreamed they'd get out of the
tent !” panted Fullerton.

“T'll bet you didn’t!” rctorted Willy,

that they’'re hurt?”

they—dead 77 velled  Fullerton,

major isn’t really

“Otherwise you wouldn’t have dared to go
within a mile of the place. You're comine |
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with me, my son!

me, Get some things on, and
look lively !

“Coming with you! What for?”

“Never mind what for!” snapped Willy.
“Get yvour things on!”

* But—bu »

“I'm in a hurry !” said Willy, clenching his
fists. y

Fullerton protested no longer. He hastily
dressed, and went out with Willy. He had
never thought it possible that he would be
bowled out, and now that the elimax had
come he was helpless with fright.

Willy took him straight to rhe monastery
ruins. Fullerton was additionally scared by
the thought that onc of the wild beasts might
spring out on him, but nothing of this sort
happened. -

They reached the tent, and Willy opened
one of the cages.

“Get in!” he said curtly.

“What!”

“You heard what T said.”

“But you're mad!” gasped Fullerton. “I'mn
not going to——"'

“"Yes, you are!” snorted Willy, “Get in
that cage, you rotter! T'm going to keep you
bottled up until all these animals are re-
captured. They're tame compared with
you !” :

Fullerton tried to escape, but it was a futile
effort. Willy caught him and proceeded to
sot about him in no unecertain fashion. IFul-
lerton surrendered after the first few scconds,
He climbed mto the eage, and Willy carefully
secured the slidinz door,

ORTUNATELY, the runaways were
capinred without a great deal of

trouble,

As Willy had anticipated, the ani-
mals were so acenstomed to captivily that
they did not know what to make of their
hberty, cven when they obtained it. Not
cne of them made a break for the open
country,

The bear was already secured. The leopard
was found in the West House kitchen, mak-
ing a meal of the West House’s next day’s
joint, The kangavoo was discovered timidly
hiding amongst a lot of bushes in the Head's
garden. And the chimpanzee, having made
a round of investigaiion, had apparently
got fed up with the whoele night’s work, and
had squashed himself into an empty packing-
case behind the Modern House, where he
had gone to slecp.

They were all transferred to the cages and
made secure. It wasn’t until the last one was
put in that Nelson Lee noliced an unusual
tvpe of exhibit in another cage. It was one
of the new cages, which hadn’t vet been used.

“What’s this?” asked Lee,

“That’s a curions specimon
known name, sirv,” said Willy. “1t thinks
it’s humnan. but it isn’t. Oeccasionally 1t can
talk, but it’s never been known to sav any-
thing worth listening to. Tn faect, it's such
a worthless kind of exhibit thar Um going {o
<ot 1t fvpp™

witheut any
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“I am inclined to agrce with you,” said |
Nelson Lee gravely. “1 doubt if the public
would pay good money to sce this particular
speeimen, I really think it should be
Liberated.”

Tullerton was released, and Liee requested
one of the East House prefects to escort the
fag Lack to his dormitory. TFullerton him-
self was speechless, Willy hadn’t sneaked
ot him, but the circumstances were certainly
significant,

As a matter of fact, Lee bad a pretty good
idea of how the wind blew. e decided that
the case did not call for him to ask any
awkward questions, however. The animals
were recaptured now, anyhow, and no actual
harm had been done.

Dut there was something else to be
disens=ed, o ¥
“Now, IMandforth miner, 1 think wvou'd

r

Letter explain what all this means,” said Lee,
indicating the cages and the tent, "I'm not
croing to blame vou for to-night’s unfortunate
mischance, We'll forget that, But I'd like
to know what vou mean by bringing these
creatures into the school premises.”

“I'm looking after ’em, sir,” said Willy

beldly.

“If vou had looked afier
thoroughly, young man, this situation
wouldu't have arvisen,” replied Lee, “1 want
to know who they belong to, and why you
birought them here.”

CHAPTER 12,
A Huge Success!

OW that the excitement was over, an

N informal sort of official nquiry was

afoot. There were many prefects

present, and Willy had every reason

to feel trapped. He was one small fag in
the midst of these grim aceunsers.

The scene, lit up by the gleaming lan-
terns, was rather cffective, too, There was
Nelson Lee, dominating all the others, stern
and relentless, 'The sentors were hoping that
he would infliet a very severe punishment
upon Willy. They were all rather fed up. Tt
was a bit thick to have their night's sleep
ruined by these unnecessary alarms and
excursions, '

“I am waiting, Handforth
Lece coldly,

“It's simple enough, sir,” replied Willy,
“I'm going to open the show to-morrow
evening. All the fags have been working on
the thing, preparing this tent and getting
evervthing ready. TI'm going to charge a
shilling a head.”

“Isn't that rather excessive?”

“The show will be worth it by the time
we've done, sir,” said Willy enthusiastically.

“Tha show will not be here,” said Nelson
Lee, much to the relief of the prefects, “I
have no intention of allowing it to remain,
In the morning, Handforth minor, these
animals will be removed, You cannot have
a menageric of this sorl on the school
property.”

them more

»n

minor,” said
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“But it's a special occasion, sir——"

“1 can well believe that,” said Lee. “ You
had an idea that the authorities would inter-
fere with your plans, hadn’t you?”

“Pon't the authorities always interfere,
sir 77 asked Willy bitterly. “I kept the thing
mum so that there wouldn’t be any hitch,
and if the animals hadn’t escaped nobody
would have known. DBut I don't believe that
vou'll be so hard-hearted as to kybosh the
stunt before it's really on the go.”

“Yon young idiot!” put in Wilson of the
Sixth, “Why let him go on, sir? It's like
his confounded nerve to talk to you like
thus !

“I wouldn't let him talk, only I feel that
there i1s something unusual behind all this
aetivity,” said TLee. “This material must
have cost a lot of money, Handforth minor.”

“It did, sir—nearly fifteen quid.”

“Is 1t paid for?”
the Remove chaps

“Of course, sir;
helped,” said Willy. “ And they belped with-

out even knowing what the game was. They
trusted e, I'm glad there are some people
who can trust me,” he added coldly, “I'm

sorry you can't, sir.”

“You are a very extraordinary boy, Hand-
forth minor,” said Nelson Lee. “These ani-
mals, of course, are not your own property.
To whom do they really belong? And why
xfu'n Llw;; here? You had better be absolutely
rank,"

Willy was, It did not take him long to
give a full and graphic description of how
he and his chums had found the unfortunate
Mr, Montgomery Maggs and- how they had
taken him to i’lospital, promising to look
after his animals while he was laid up

““What else could I do but bring "em here, -
sit 2 concluded Willy defensively. “ My first
idea was to keep them on the old pitch, but
the farmer turned us off. So I thought of
the monastery ruins.”

“I cannot but approve of vour action,
Handforth minor,” said Lee thoughtfully.
“In promising to help the old man you
upheld the best traditions of the Boy Scouts.
It was a splendid ‘good deed.” DBut you
had absolutely no right to bring the animals
here, on the school property, without per-
mission,”

“That's just it, - sir,” said Willy, “If I
had asked for permission I shouldn't have
got it. You know that as well as I do, sir.”

“Hm! Perhaps I do,” admitted Lee.
“But why all this palaver? And what's this

nonscnse  about opening the show to-
moirow "’ ‘
“It’s not nonsense, sir,” said Willy in-

dignantly. “Haven't I told vou that old
Maggs 1s nearly starving? I thought I'd
run his show for him while he's helpless.
Then, when he comes out of hospital, he’ll
have a nice little bag of takings to carry
him on for a bit. And I thought this would
be the besl pitch because there are so many
chaps here. They've got money, too, and
they'll readily whack out a bob each to see
the menagerie.”



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORILES

The prefects had changed their expressions.
Willy's explanation had made a big diifer-
cnce. At first they had believed that it was
merely one of Willy's personal stunts, but
tho :atmy nf Mr. Maggs had rather touched
them.  Willy’s mauner, too, was entirely
disarming.

“Be a sport, sir!” he urged. “I'd love to
open the show to-morrow, as I've nrmugui
If I take it somewhere clse the chaps won’t
patranise it. You know what a lazy lot they
arc! It'll be bad enough to get them to
walk through thL shrubbery, even.

“We'll see,” said Nelson Lee, patting
Willy on the back. “I had some idea of
caning you, young man, but I shan’t now.
Your motives are E'\'.Lt.llf.llt and your 1in-
dustry has been very creditable. Your only
wiistake was to dump this menagerie on the
school property, Even if I were to consent
to it remaining, I am afraid the headmaster
would forbid it. HHowever, I’ll have a talk
with him.”

“You're a brick, sir!” said Willy frankly.
And after that they went to bed.
N the the . whole school was
I chuckling over_the cvents of the night.
In the light of explanations, the inci-
dents  breame  distinetly  humorous.
There was a particular wave of merriment
over the misadventures of Mr., Pyeraft—for
the Iast House seniors saw no reason why
they should keep mum.

Mr. Pycraft himself was furious. When he
heard the cackles of lauzhter, coupled with
his name, he went tearing off to the Head
to lodge a complaint.

It wasn’t mere chance which brought
Nelson Lee into Inncer Court at that par-
ticular time. He buttonholed Mr. Pycraft,
soothed him, and led him back to his own

moriing

House. Mr. Pyceraft made no report to the
Head.
In fact, the Head knew nothing about

the affatr that day. When Nelson Lee went
to Dr. Nicholls’ study to have a chat with
him over the matter, he found that *Dr,
Nicholls had gone to London, and wouldn’t
be back until the last train.

“The guv'nor’s a sport,” chuckled Nipper,
as he discussed the latest development with
Handforth and Willy and a few others. *He
knew all the time that the Head was going
to London, and he kept pu:-p]-:: from going
near him this morning. He's on your side,
Wiliv He's going to let that show of yours
opcn

‘Not officially,” grinned Willy., “I saw
himm ten minutes ago, and he was as solemn
as an owl. Said the matter was being con-
sidered, but in the absence of the Head
uoilnng much could be done. Ile warned
me that there would be a full inguiry as soon
as the Head came back. However, he didn't
tell me to shift the show.”

“0Of course not—he wunts vou to open it,"
said '\.mrwr smiling, ‘‘although he can’t
give you of flicial permission. It wouldn't be

the thing.”
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This, in fact, was exactly Nelson Lee's
attitude. He had already rung up the

Bannington Hospital--not because he thought
it necessary to verify Willy’s statement, but
because he was genuinely interested to hear
how old Maggs was progressing. Incidentally,
Lee was wondering how leng Willy would
be required to look after the menagerie.

The news from the hospftal was en-
couraging.
Mr. Maggs was much better. Complete

rest and plenty of nourishment were working
wonders with that leathery old frame. The
doctor assured Lee that Mr. Maggs would
be outl within a week, as hale as ever.

O that evening the show opened.
S Willy, knowing that the school
uuthmities “ould take no action, went
Wi umuu’duguw‘ into the Sthl‘;fii'le. Ho

conducted a lightning advertising campaign.

Notices were posted in every House. Hand-
bills were distributed by all the fags..

Everybody was urged to patrouise the great.
niecnagerie,
And soon after tea thﬂr crowds Dbegan to

“roll up.

Haundtorth.
to arrive.
the show

of conrse, was one of the first
He had been trying to get near
all dav, but no outsiders were
admitted until after tea. When the hour
came there were crowds lining up—and
it wasn't mercly curiosity which engendered

all this execitement.

“My only hat!” said Handforth, in
astonishment,

He had expected to see a grubby tent,

with one or two tawdry ornamentations,
Instead, he found a really imposing show.
The frontage was artistically painted in red
and blue, with *“Maggs’ Marvellous
Menagerie ” painted across the top. There
was a proper pay-box, and everything was
smart and attractive. The entrance was so
imposing that one half-expected to find o

huge arena within,

“These fags are pretty smart, when you
come to think of it,” said Fullwood, with a
grin, ‘“They’ve done wonders in a couple
of days.”

“The painting might
but I dare say it'll pass,” remarked Travers
critically, “Anvhow, T'll bet Mr. Maggs
will be quite satisfied. Personally, 1 think
a shilling is too cheap. I‘m going fo sco
the show two or three times.”

And he wasn’t the only one,

There was something rather humorous in
the situation. Not one of those fellows cared
a brass farthing about secing the menagerie,
Some of them were curious to have a look
at the fags’ handiwork, but the majority of
them went beeause !hu.' wanted to help m
the good work,

Willy, a mere fag, had undertaken this
enterprise on his own—and all for the sake
of doing a good turn to help this old man.
The school felt, in honour bound,-to back
him up. .-'mything clse was unthinkable.

(Concluded on page 42.)

have been better,
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THE OUTCAST OF BANNINGTON !

downhearted ? No-o! He's got bold

That's Rex Carringlon, bul is be
of Curly Hankin, and if thal worthy

doesw’t lell bim where be can lay hands on the rascally Burke—well, Rex is

willing lo eat bis best Sunday bat !

m—— _—..-.-_—

Ny

S

Rex on the Warpath!

EX foreed Curly upstairs, thrust him

R into the little bed-room, and locked
the door.

“I'm going to keep calm, Hankin,”

“You needn’t be afraid of

he said quietly.
1 shall only

me, unless you start jibbing.
ot violent if you force me to. I don’t want
to got violent, because Mrs. Wilkins is a
rood old qms! and she might get scaved
Desides, I can’t afford to pay if the furniture

i3 nll smashed up.’
gasped Curly, looking

“ Smashed up*’
What do you want

round. “ You're mad! :
with me, anyhow? I don’t know anything
It’s a pily you

about your rotten aﬁmn
haven’t the decency to clear out of the town.

“By Jovel” said Rex, taking a decp breath.
“1f timt isn’t the limit in nerve. You—you
1 fm nal parrot 3

“Parrot!”

“You're just repeating the things that
everybody else 1s saying,” went on Rex
scathingly. “I can understand tho other

people s :13*:11;.7 them, beecause they were fooled.
But you're the fellow who lured me into that
shed, and it stands to reason that you must
know what really happened.”

“I don't know what you're talking about,”
blustered Curly.

“Do you deny that you came to me last
night, when I was ready for the race, and
that you told me l*att_}, was lﬂjlllﬁ‘{l——

“You're dreaming!” interrupted Hanlkin,
taking the only line of defence possible.
wasn't near the Speedway last night. I was
in the Wheatsheaf, and I ecan prove ii, too.
1 can bring witnesses—"

“1 dure say you can,” interrupted Rex,

SEARLES / %__
BROOKS.

| Speedway, too.

1I-II

RIVALS BI.UECRUSADERS/

“and I don't doobt that you were in the
Wheatsheaf last nmight, But you were i the
This bluff won’t work with
me, my lad. It might be swallowed by somo
people, but I'm not such a mug. I've
brouglht you here because I want to get the
whole yarn out of you. And befere you leave
this room I’ll- have it!”

“I tell you I don't
gasped Curly.

“Either Il have that stofy or I Il go down
and telephone for the ambulance,” said Rex,
hurumnt. calmer and calmer.

know anything!”

" The ambulance I"" gurgled Curly,  “What
will you want the ambulance for #”
“You'll learn that in some days’ time—

a Pﬁ vou've recovered consciousness,”
replicd Rex casily., “DBut you needn't be
unconsciaus at all—if you prove reasonable.
You're the one man in this whole town who
can tell me a fow things that I want to
know. So come along—out with it! Who
were the men who nbelped you to play that
trick on me?”

“There weren't any men!” shouted Curly
desperately. *“Don’t I keep eon telling you
that you've made a mistake? You're mad!
You're just trying to scare me! You know
well enough that vou half-killed those men
thanugh vour foul riding, and——"

"That’s enough!” rapped out Rex. “TI'li
only tell you once more, Hankin, that that
blnff isn't any good. I suppose Burke was
behind vou, eh 7

Curly’s eyes shilted with alarm.

“I don't know what you're
about!"” he muttered.

“I can see that something a little more
drastic is required,” said Rex, knowing full
well that his man was nearly ready for

talking
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talking, and only needed a further applica-
tion of the spur, so to speak. “I'm a patient
fellow; as a rule, but this morning I'm
feeling in the mood for action.”

. He deliberately peeled off his jacket, laid
it aside, and with a calmness that made
Curly shiver in his shoes, he proceeded to
roll up his shirt-sleeves.

“You—you daren’t attack me!” he panted.

“Atiack you be hanged!” retorted Rex
contemptuously. “I'm*going to fight veu!
If you're afraid to fight—if you're too much
of a funk—I'll sitnply give you a thrashing.
You can take your choice!”

Curly uttered a gurgling protest,
“You're right!” he said feverishly.
it was Burke!”

“And Brewer and Parr, no doubt?” asked
Rex. “They helped to hold me, eh?”

“It was Burke's plan,” snarled Curly. "He
forced us to help him, Carrington. We
couldn’t help ourselves. Why don’t you put
your jacket on again?”

“I may have to use my arms yet,”
replied Rex grimly. “It all depends. 1
want to know who the fellow was who took
my place on the track. Burke didn't do it
himseif—he’s no rider—and you fellows
haven't the pluck. Who was 1t7”

“1 don't know!"”

“Bure ?”

“I1—1 mean, I think I've got an idea,”’
stammered Hankin, as he [fascinatedly
watched Rex closing his knuckles and bracing
his arms. *I—I believe it was a man named
Smith.”

“Smith! If you’re trying to fool me

“* Lightning * Smith, they call him,” said
Curly, with genuine indignation. “I'mmn not
Iying! I don’t know the man's other name.”

Rex Carrington breathed hard, and his
eyes gleamed.

“It—

b
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“The Killer I’ he muttered.

“I'ne—the what?”’ ,

“I've heard of ‘ Lightning’ Smith,” mut-
tered Rex. “Billy Ross was telling me
about him. In America they called him the
‘ Killer,” because he caused so many acei-
dents by his foul riding. Jove! So he’s the
fellow who did it! I might have guessed!”

“You can’'t do anything, Carrington !” said
Curly desperately. “ Burke's too strong for

you! He forced me to help him. I didn’t
want to, but——"
“The less you say about that, the

better ! snapped Rex. “You helped—and
that’s cnough. I supposc he paid you a bit,
eh? You've always had your knife into
me, Curly, haven’t you?”

“No,” muttered Curly. “You don’t know
what yvou're talking about!” '

“But you've given me the information I
want, so I'll let you off,’" continued Rex.
“There's only one other bit of information I

require—and then you can go to the deuce!
Where's Burke now ?"

Curly looked frightened,

"I don’t know!” he faltered.

“Where’s Burke now 7" insisted Rex, grab-
bing Hankin's arm, and tightening his grip
over it. *You needn’t be atraid that T'll tell
him where I got the information from.
Where is he?”

“At—at the Wheatsheaf!” gasped Curly.

“If you're lying to me =

“I'm not! I arranged to meet him there
this morning at cleven o'clock. He'll be m
the smoking-room B

“That’s enough ! interrupted Rex. “I've
finished with you now. There's something
more important to be done!”

He scized his coat, flung it on, und strode
out—on the warpath!
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An Unexpected Turn!

S Rex strode down the road, lie had
A recovered all his old springiness of
step. His eyves were shining with

their usual confidence, too.  Hope

had been restored within him, and he could

have laughed at the simple way in which
his problem had been solved.

Why had be worried so much overnight,
and in the ecarly morning? He might
have known that Curly Hankin would erumple
up.  The reserve plaver was not made of
particularly stern stuff, especially when face
to face with a determined man,

Rex had gained the information he re-
quired.

Peter Burke was deflinitely named as the
imstigator of the plot. And while Rex
realised that he could not hope to deal with
Burke as easily as he had dealt with Curly,
lie was optimistic.

“Burke will deny everything, of course—
and I shan't be able to produce a shred of
proof,” Rex told himself, as he strode along,
“Hankin's word won’t be any good. Durke
will repudiate the blighter as scon as 1 nien-
tion him.”

Heo remembered that he had promised

Curiy heo wouldn’t mention his—Curly’'s—
name. Not that this made any real differ-
ence. There was no need to mention it.

Rex had no definite plan. His one idea.was
to get to tho Wheatsheaf and come facé to
face with Burke. 1lis thoughts went no
further.

Perhaps it was fortunate that Iate stepped
in and altered the whole course of Rex’s
movements. It 1s to be feared that his pro-
posed interview with Peter Burke would
havo been woirse than useless. Burke would
have had no difficulty in getting Rex thrown
out of the Wheatsheaf- -for Burke had been
busily working up indignation against Rex all
the morning.

However, something totally dilferent hap-
pened.

Rex hadn't gone far Defore he found a
number of roughs following him, shouting
insulting epithets, DMuch as he wanted to
turn and set about them, ‘he kept himseclf
under control. That sort of thing wouldn't
do any good. He walked on as though he
heard nothing,

“Yah! Dirty Carrington!”

“Go back to your own town—Dannington
doesn’t want you | :

All might have been well if Rex had not
walked towards a group of loungers who were
collected romnd the doors of a publie house.
He recognised tho type at once.  They
weren't  unemployed—but  unemployables.
Good for nothing louts who wouldu't work,
even if they had been able to find it

“Ullot "Ere "« Rex. the Wrecker I grinned
one of the roughs.

“Let's biff 't off the pavement !”

Rex set his teeth, and keopt straizcht on. He
wasn't going to alter his course because of
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these voung hooligans. Behind him the
others were pressing closer, emboldened by
the general situation.

“’Arf a minute, mate!” said one of the
roughs,

He stood straight in front of Rex's path,
and caught the feotballer's arm,

“You'd better be careful!” said Rex
steadily, “Take vour filthy paw off my
arm! I shan't warn vou twice!”

R

“Oh! And who do yvou think you are ”?
sncered the hooligan, ““Ark at ’'im, mate!”

“Let’s run "imn out o' town!” yelled one of
the othevs. “That's what they do in
Americal T saw it on the films!”

“We're not in America—we're in Eng-
land I” said Rex quictly  ““We're not quite
so lawless here. If von lay your hands on
me I'll give you something to be going on
with [

“Swipe 'im, DBill!" advised one of the
others,

The man who was holdine Rex's arm at-
tempted to deliver a swipe, but Rex eoun-
tered mm a fash, He swept the clumsy
thrust aside; his right came up and- struck
the fellow’s jaw with a jarring thud.

_ And that started the trouble. The roughs,
incensed at seeing their leader treated with
such scant respect, made a rush forward.

“Grab ’im, mates! He's knocked Dill
out "
“We'll put him through it!"

Rex turned his hack to the road and faced
the ugly mob. The next second they were
upon him. It was as though a battering-
ram had struck him., He staggered back,
caught his heel against the curb, and in try-
ing to regain his balance he went sprawling
haif across the road.

“Look out!” shouted somebody.

There was a wild yell, the shrieking of
brakes, and the roughs were horrified to sco
Rex Carrington fall bencath the lumbering
lorry which had attemped in vain to pull up.

“It wasu't my fault!” gasped the driver,
pale to the lips.

This was perfeetly trie The man had had
no opportunity of pulling up in time. The
roughs fled helter-skelter, frightencd out of
their wits, Other people came running
across from shops and houses and side streets,
The lorry was surrounded by wildly excited
crowds,

Curly Hankin came up at the height of tho
exciternent, having followed Rex after a
respectable lapse of some minutes, He had
a vaguo idea of going to the Wheatsheaf and
(inding out what was happening. He pressed
his way into the outskirts of the erowd which
surrounded the lorry.

“Accident?” he asked.

“Poor bloke killed!” said a man. “Went
right under the lorry. No chance at all.
They're getting him out now,”

“0Oh!” said Curly, backing away.

ITe had no desire to vemain. But as he
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was getting out of the crowd he douldn’t hely
hearing some of the comments that wer
betng uttered.

“Well, he won’t do any more dirty riding
that’s a cert!” semebody was saying, Al
the same, nobody wanted this to happen
Fine footballer, tco—-best centre the Blui
ever had.”

Curly halted, sturing in amazement.

“What do you mean?” he asked, seizing
the man who had been speaking. **Who
who's the chap under that lorry 1"

“Carrington, the fellow who—"

“Carrington !” gasped Curly. “What hap
pened 7"

“A perfectly disgraceful affair!™ said an
other spectator—a quiet, reserved gentlemau
“Carrington was set cn by a mob, knocked
into the road, and they didn’t even give hin
a dog’s chance. I hope to heaven they’r
rounded up, and the ringleaders sent te
prison,”

“You're right, sir,” said somebody else
“I don't hold with kicking a man when he's
down."

Curly fairly reeled awav, startled beyond
measure. It was another trick of fate which
led him to dash from the spot at once. For
less than a minute later the news was flving
from month to mouth that Rex Carrington
was hardly hurt at all!

When Rogues Fall Out!

UT Curly Hankin thought that Rex
B was dead.
Kverybody had thought so at frst.

When somcebody is run over by a
heavy lorry there is generally a first impres
sion that he could not have escaped death,
Rex had fallen in front of the vehiele, which
had run right over him without the wheels
actually touching himn. But he had caught
his head an awful crack on the crank-case,
and he had becn stunned. ‘Thus he had re-
mained motionless beneath the lorry, lending
colour to the rumour that he was killed.

Curly Hankin, pale and shaky, arrived at
the Wheatsheaf. Rumour was following hard
on his heels. The word was passing from
mouth to mouth that Rex had been killed 1n
a street accident, But fast as rumonr
travelled, Curly got to the Wheatsheaf first.

He found Peter Burke in the smoking-room.
He and a lean-faced, leathery individual were
sitting in a corner. Brewer and Parr were
some little distance away.

“Carrington’s been killed!” said Curly,
striding straight to the corner and spring-
ing his bombshell without any beating about
tho bush.

“What ?” ejaculated Burke, starting up.

“Gang of roughs!” panted Hankin., *They
threw him in the road. [Lorry went over
him. Killed on the spot.”

“Good heavens!” said Burke, sitting down
heavily,

(Continued on next page.)
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The mob of roughs charged at Rex. He backed away, lost his balance and went staggering out into
the roadway-—right in Iront of the oncoming motor-loiry !

The leathiery man had remained silent, but
he looked from Burke to Hankin with a
startled, dumbfounded expression in Lis eyes.
It was easy to sece that hc had been drink-
i,

“Carrington  killed !” he muttered, at
length, “Then—then it's my fault! If I
hadn’t—"  He paused, gulping, “If I
hadn't—'

ile stopped abruptly this time, obviously un-
able to complete his sentenece.  Burke pulled
himself together in a flash, and gripped the
other's arm,

“For Heaven's sake, keep quiet, Smith !
he muttered,

“But we never bargained for this!"™ said
Lightning Smith, who was shaken to the core
“1 didn't mean the feller to get killed over
the affair!t You didn’t tell me tliere was
any chance—-"’

“You foolt How could I foresee such a
thing 7" snapped Burke. “It’s not our fault!
We couldn’t help it! Perhaps Hankin's
wrong—-""'

“I'm not!" said Curly.
thoe spot|"”

“You saw ¥

“No, bhut T was there a minute afierwards
—T.:'I,ijlu they were getting Carrington’s body
Our.

Lightning Smith shuddered.

“Hiz body!” he mutiered. “II reminds
me of Burke, vou dog, you never told
me Lthat there would be such a storm over
Carrington! I didn't know lie would be
attacked in the strect.”

Lh )

““IT was there—on

Durke was amazed. Ile had regarded this
hard-bitten track-rider as proof against any
feelings of remorse. Smith was a rover, a
man who had ridden on a great many tracks
in the United States, Australia, and England.
He had generally been warned off after his
methods had become known., He was un-
serupulous and very much of a raseal.

But when 1t came to a death throngh his
activities he was not a man of much stamina.
Or perl:aps the drink in him was robbing him
of his normal strength pof will., Whatever
the cause, the sudden news of Carrington’s
supposed death bad a startling effect upon
him.

For he and Burke to enfer into any sort
of aitercation here was madness. Yet Burke
was compelled to speak—if only to keep
Smith . from saving too much. And they
weren't to know that a man In another
corner of the smoking-room was one of the
“(azctto " reporters—who was now pricking
up his ears very keenly. He was a young
man of ambition, who would presently arrive
in Tleet Street, no doubt. It was unlikely
that the “Gazctte” would keep him for
long.

“(lan't you keep quiet, Smith?"” snarled
Durke. “If you want to talk, wait till we'ro
outside. Do you want to give the whole
thine away ?”

“You'll have to pay me double moncy
if you want me to keep quict!” said Smitn
fearfully, “When T arranged to take Car-
rington’s place in that race I didn't know
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that Carringten would be killed over
There’s too much risk, and e

“Hold him, Hankin!” panted Burke, in
dire fear.

They scized the exeited man, and Brewer
and Parr came over to help. None of them
noticed that the other man had quietly dis-
appeared. In fact, Burke was unaware of it
until some minutes had elapsed.

“Now then—don’t be such a madman,
Smith,” he said, in a low voice. " You won't

it.

do yourself any good by talking. As for
Carrington being  killed, it was purely
accidental. Tt might have happened even

if we hadpn’t done anything.”

“It wouldn’t!” insisted Smith. " Carrington
was sct on by a crowd of men, wasn't he?
They wouldn’t have dJone that——" _

“Oh, shut up!” snapped Burke, losing
patience. “Gosh! Where's that fellow who
was sitting on the other side of the room 1"
he added, in alarm.

“ He must have gone out,” said Curly.

“Veos, and he may have heard what Smith
was saying!” snapped Burke. “We'd better
clear from here! Come on, Smith!”

“I'm not going,” said the other. “I want
another drink,. Fm feeling a bit rocky over
this, I didn't expect——" _ :

“Hang you, how many more times are
vou going to say that?” snarled Burke.
“How could any of us expect 1t7?
zo to blazes!” o

Heo strode out through the communicating-
door into the billiard-room. Almost at the
same moment the other door opened, and
the “ (lazetto ” reporter came in, accompanied
by a police sergeant and a constable.

“Burke's gone—but there’s the
man,” said the reporter briskly.

“Run!” gasped Brewer, like a fool.

He and Parr and Curly Hankin might bave
saved themselves from being implicated; but
when they made a bolt for the billiard-room
the police sergeant let out a yell that brought
them to an abrupt halt, .

“No good you boys trying to escapel” he
said ' sharply. “I know you all! And 1if
vou've had anything to do with this business,
you'd better come .out with it. But this
is the man I'm after.” _

He scized Lightning Smith by the
shoulder *

“Tt wasn't my doing!” ejaculated Smith.
“ Burke’s the man yon want! He paid me
for the job!” _

“You're the man who played a trick on
Carrington last night, and rode in his place,
aren’t you{” asked the officer.

“Yes, but Burke—"

“All  right—all right! Never mind
Burke,” said the sergeant. '“We don’t want
any trouble, my friend. I shall have to ask
you to come along to the station and make
a statement, You're not arrcsted, under-
stand. S0 you ncedn’t look so scared.”

It was doubtful if the sergeant had any
authority to arrest the man. The trick that
had been played was not a criminal offence
unless Carrington made a complaint, But
the reporter had persuaded the sergeant that

other

You can
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there was excellent cause for this man Smith
to be detained.

And whether it was strictly legal or not,
Smith was taken to the police station. Being
thoroughly secared, he didn’t hesitate to make
a full confession, and the enterprising re-
porter was very busy with his notebook all
the time. After that he dashed to his office
at breakneck speed,

“Better hold up the press, sir!” he an-
nounced to the editor, as he dashed into
that gentleman’s sanctum. “I've got some-
thing special here,”

He slapped his notes down in front of the
cditor’s face. 'The editor looked at them,
glaring. At first he was inclined to sweep
them aside—just to show this young upstart
where he stood. Then he caught sight of a
few of the words, and his gaze became
keener,

“We've got the news in about Carring-
ton,” he said sharply. ‘*Reported dead at
first—but he's only sﬁghtly injured. In the
hospital now. But what’s this? You're not
telling me that Carrington didn’t ride last
night "

“Most of these notes are in shorthand,
sir,” said the reporter. “But I'll give you
the story in twenty words. I blufied the
police into detaining a man who was in the
Wheatsheaf P

It took rather more than twenty words, but
the editor soon cut him short.

“This goes in the noon edition,” he said
briskly, as he grabbed for his telephone.

—

l At the Hospitall

ATTY FOWKES was like a cat on hot
F bricks.
“Faster!” he roared, hammering on
the glass. “Don’t crawl like this!™
He was in, a taxi, and the vehicle was
already tearing along at the highest speed
it could attain. He had heard the news
about Rex Carrington while the Blues were
at practice in the Stronghold, when one of
the workmen had obligingly shouted that
Rex had been killed in a sirect accident,

(Continued on next page.)
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Fatty had nearly fainted at the news, but
pressing inquiries had reassured him. It
camoe out that Rex was not killed, but in-
jured, and had been taken to hospital.

So l'atty was dashing thaie as fast as a
taxi could take him.

The other Blucs soon heard the story, too,
and it wasn't long before they were also on
their way to the hospital. But TFatty got
there well in advance.

“Where's Carrington ¥” he asked a nurse,
efter rushing breathlessly into the place.
“Somcbody told me that he's been half killed
in an accident. Where—"

“There’s no need to geot excited,” protested
the nurse. “ Carrington is in one of the out-
patients’ wards. 1 think he’s being dis
charged even now. Dr. Thomas said—"

“Deing discharged!” echoed Fatty. “DBut
isn't he badly hurt "

“It was only a trifle,” smiled the nurse
“Come along. I'll take you to him.”

“Oh, glory! Thank goodness!” said Fatty,
with untold relief.

Ho was taken up a bare passage, into a
bare room, and here he found Rex Carring-
ton, with a bandage round his head, talking
to an elderly man in a white coat.

“Rex!" yelled IFatty.

“Steady on, old man,” smiled Rex. "1
suppose you've heard that I've been killed,
cn? It's wonderful how these rumours get
about. I was only knocked silly for a bit-
and it didn't take much of a knock to accom:
plish that!”

Fatty wrung Rex’s hand, and locked
anxiously at the bandage round his head.

“You oughtn’t to leave the hospital yet!”
he said. *There might Le complications, or
—or something.” -

“Nonsense,” laughed the doctor. * Aboui
an mch of torn tkin, and a slight abrasion.
“I don't suppose he's even got a headache.
Qur beds are too piecious to be wasted on
a fellow who's hardly hurt”

“Tve had an awful time, Rex,” said Fatiy.
“They sald that you were sct on by roughs.
and that you were pushed under a lorry
I thought yeu were badly injured and—"

“Not a bit of it,”” =aid Rex, with a chuckle.
“Don’t I keep telling you that the whole
thing was trivial? T'll admit I'm a lucky

L3 ]

begegar. I might have been killed en the
spot.”

An inlerrupticon car The nurse re-
appearcd, and said that a whole crowd ot
voung men wanted to com in. Fatly knew
at once that the other Blues had arrived
He bristled with indignation.

“Keep Rex here for a minute, doector!” lie
said, “Don’t let himy escape, whatever you
do TU go and speak to these chaps! T've
got something T want to say to them.”

(Food old Rex! FErerything is coming
right for him now; next weelk he's completely
vindicated, and onece more he becomes the
gopular Blex Crarrington as of old., TLook out
for the concluding chapters of this fine serial
nexl Wednesday,)
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The St. Frank’s Menagerie!
(Continucd from page 35.)
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Even the meanest fellows were compelled to
patronise the show, and to payv their shil-
lings, There was no getting out of it. Any-
body who hadn't scen the menagerie was
looked upon as a rank outsider. They all
bad to do their whack.

Iiven the masters come along, and they
solemnly paid theie admission money and
passed through, If any of the juniovs were
hard up, and hadn’t the price of admission,
they borrowed it from somcbody who had.

By the end of the evening the takings were
considerable. More important still, the neows
of the whole affair had spread to Bellton,
and an enterprising rcporter of the “ Ban-
nington Gazette ” bad got hold of the story.

The Iead was quite startled when he
came back, and when he heard of the un-
usual activities. At the same timo he
expressed his admiration of Willy’s actions.
Later, Willy himself was called into the
headmaster’s presence. He was hauled over
the coals for daring to flont the school's
authority, but he was praised for his good
work, and he was allowed a eouple of days to
ind new quarters for the menagerie,

As it havpened, the matter was taken out
of Willy’s hands. Publie opinion in DBan-
nington was excited by the full story in the
following morning’s “ Gazette.,” Bannington
had caught the fever, and wanted to sce the
menagerie. So Willy made arrangements
with a firm of contractors, and the whole
outfit was shifted and set up in the town.

Dannington followed tho example of St
Frank's, and flocked to sce the show. In
the ecase of the gencral public, however, tho
admission price was twopenee, ns of old—
and there was no hint of charity about the
business.  Kvervbody who enilered received

full value for money,
I
The reportzs he had heard in the mean-
time had been better than all the hos-
pital’s medicine, He looked twenty years
yvounger when he resumed control onec more.
“It ain't much good me saying anything,
voung gent,” ho said huskily, when he saw
Willy. “I knew you was goin’ to stand by
mo but I never expected anything like this.
'd like to thank 3ye, but there ain't no
words &
“In that case, Nr. Mages, the least said
the better,” interrupted Witly cheerfully,
But Mr. Maggs said quite a lot]
TH? END.

(“Handjortlk's Holidey Flivtation]" is the
title of next weel’s amusing long complete
Whitsuntide yarn, featuring the cheery
Chums nf St. Frank's. Ordcr your copy now
to save dicappointment.)

was a week before Mr. Montgomery
Maggs took charge of his show again.
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~¢ BETWEEN
N OURSELVES!

UR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READERS

NOTE.—1] any
shall be pleased to
remarks Qas are
mejority.
EDWY
Editor

SEARLES
THE

E. S. BROOKS.

Landan,

P'I""'-HANH:% for your new photograph--
Vietor Hill  (High Barnet)—which
really makes the only likeness of yon

I have, since the previous snapshot
you zent (and for which you received my

own lmmrudphml photo in exchange) i3 30

ancient and blurred that I'd need to be

Nelson Lee himself to detect any simitliavity

between the two. 1 vegard this new one as
the ecorrect eoxchange photo, What abont
perniission  to ]H'Ehfhh ity

- *® *

Sorry I can't oblige you-—Clifford Harding
(Peterbovoneh) ~with  the address of the
readey von ask for. T make it a rule not to
give  any reader’s  addyess  without that

reader’s express permission.  If T dido’t, ony
oenial friend the Editor might jump on me,
']‘1\. to purt yvourself in the other's place.
Supposing I gave your address to everybody
who azked for it? You might get snowed
un with @)l zorts of letters that you didn’t
want, and yow'd bhe in an uncomfortable
position. T reply would he an expense and
a bother, and not to reply would seem
churlish.  Seo, you see, it 1n’'t fair to give
readers’ addresses unless they  themselves
permit me 1o do so. I’s a totally different
matter if I ogive your address to the readen
with whom vou want to correspond. Then
it’s up that reader to write you if he
wants to, That’s what I've done in your
cease, and what I do in all such,cases. So
if von don’t hear from the reader you'll
kriow he isn’t enthusiastie about the
icdeq. no harm done either way.

|

T

that
1.:.:‘.i

.“.

¥
1M

:

*

Here's vour photo-—Laurie Godden (IIiton,
S. Anztraha)—and T hope it reproduces as
well as some of the other tiny snaphots which

have receutly :i}}IJ{:lH*l! for many of these
have = come ont 7 splendidly, By that, I don’t
mean ) welrome snapshors from other imtler-
Oh, no! A decent-sized photograph, it it’s

at all 1'--'}@-;.i‘u]v. please! Wryite to me as often
as von Jike, Laurie, old man. I'm always
pleazed 19 yvereive yonr extremely inferesting
[etters.

3

all youp
Iarmj

-

1 r.r'.-:'!.l-’.-'.
Miteham

=W
o flur]\

arestions—Erie (7,

-

e

by

I"F'r‘.'.'._#f

likely
All letters should be addressed,

NELSON
fhe Ifﬂ*hmm Hiuse,

f

here 13 one hit |

writeg to me I
comntent tipon auch
to 4nterest the

EROOKS, c¢jo The

LEE ILIBRARY,
Farringdon Street,
E.C.4,

L. GODDEN.

vof  informarion.  Willy  Handforth  firse
appeared in the stories in the issue for
October 28th, 1922—-No. 386, Old Series,

Before then Owen minor was the Third Form

leader. Willy has now completely eclipsed
him, although Owen minor jibs a hit now
and acain.

#* x *

Here J3 the information you ask for—
Arthur Buneh (Sutton). Tha oceupants of the
studies voun mention are a- follows: K-—
Reggie Pitt. Jack Grev; IL—T1rotwood twins
and Fartvy Little; M—Goy Pepys and
Johnny  and  Bertiec  Onions;  N—Hon.
Douglas Singleton and Jlussi Ranjit Lal
Khan; O—=olomon Levi and Dick Goodwin:
P—Justin B. Farman, Owen major and
Augustus Hart; R-—Hareld Davle, Yung
Ching and Larry Scott. 10, 18 19 and 20
have neveir had their oceapants mentioned,

In order to wnake this quite elear, sinece you

seem to be a bit muxed vourself, T'd hetter
explain rhat Stadies A to J are Ancient
House; K to T, West House: 1 to 10,
Modern Houwe: 11 to 20, East House. This
bit of information might help other readers,
too.

* #* *

I don’t know if j—.{fl'!.ﬁ readd i_}iu:.r.’ books as o
general rale-— Ceorge Murpliv (Dukimfield)—
but there ave hosts of girls who read the S,
Frank’s yarns. Perhaps this is because )
write them with a sort of generval appeal.

You see, I wry to please everybhody, and
althongh 1I'm not ass enongh to think 1
steceed, T keop on pegging away.
P 4
i
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Manchester.

News fap
HHE S, Fiee ' League b Boomang,
Faiiloner of 100« is fortheosing fromn
the numen s ~ letters 1T recoive from
ieaders cowho write felling that

thoir clubs, foriacd voater the anspiees of the
S Frank's Lo | e going fvorg suceess
10 f-_-lH'i'{':”-.l " o -

weelk T boeer i aumonpree  that 3.
ozen, of Neavdods sfowse, Middldon Road,
icher Crumpsall,s Manchester, - wants o
form a elude foy Neorsox Lek readers jn the
Manchester and: Balbord digiviets.  Anvbody
who b2 interestod should wene io the above
addecss, 7 The cinh will enter for eveling,
varobling, ericket, a 4 other sports, and, of
esaitae, the sueia! sid of the guesiiog: will not
l‘{ f‘:"\'tl.'lziur'.}];'{f'd. » :

T his

of eorve-

. i e - x » .
The above womdis 1 glao desirens
T wavwhere

srovding Twitls ¥ Niday
L:'{].It'::'l ';1“'.}' "suh et B
'It‘-l.h”i“'.tliﬂ -ih "’“H{F o gnest ans, I3, Housen,
Eoth Manchestor City and Man hester United
Lave won the F.AD Coup—-one: each.  The
Coy won i i 1903 4, whiea they Leat Bolton
Wianders 1--0, The United wore sneeessful
w1908 9, benting Beistol City by the sawme

scove,  <Manclvstor Clity also reached  the
Final tie 0 1920 26, bag this tie o oy were
cefoutod -Holion WYoanderers g.*.‘:{ff:z;.:‘ ﬂ"\i]‘

revenge and windug Ly the onb geal of the
l; i :|"i|..- e

Qur New Serial!

Coneerning the wew naval serind b Stanton
Mupe, which 1T aciuntiened last weolk —and
which 15 due to eonirn uee 11 the NEwsox Lk
in a forlnight’s tires—a 2ather in eresting co-
intidence haz orenyrad. Among my jesthac
thiz weck was o lLoater frem o v ader
Eirmingham.. Appacontly he lad reuwd a
stury by Stantou MHape in anotlic ' book. and
wus so mpressed by 1 that he vieole asking
rae if T conld not @it a varn by thee samo

siftlior published in the Newsox 1ar,

i1

|

TIBR IEY OX

STHOOL STORILS
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=

¢ g e

The Editor,

Your Liitor welooni-s acliers Jrem all has reaiters |
seid b on wowe,  Address it to. The Ldder,
“WNeloor Lee Librarn” Flechway House, Farrings
don Street Londsn FE.CH -

-

That reoder can wow vosp contentedi A
servial by Stanton Hope is coniiug; and i
seenring i, 1 think I am’ justified in con-
agratulating myself, for * after “reading the
operming instalments 1 are convineed . that 1t
is one of the best stories that Mr. Hope ha:

" = ® . - 0.8 I‘-.
ever written—wlich is saying ‘a lot. 1 e
also convineed that th:.—‘-'}'-:t}_'nh:.}'!j_l:'tmtku M.
of the finest serials that“has“appeared m tuc

Qld Paper for atlong s, oo *

Iall details will appear,  next week--ad
also  partienlars of a wonderful™ new  series
ol storivs fea*uring the Clituns of St Frank's,

Most of you will remanber that a fen

months back Kdwy Seazles T Brooks | usked
readers, in ¥ Between Ourselves,”: for  therr

o W

ophiions about ~a School rrl‘l'&llll_'?i"'l'it‘h.. ‘{Sirl('._-
then borie Me. Brooks and myself bave becu
inundated with lettery, © arid; the writers of
themn Lave all expressed -theiy approval . oi
the idea. Do the Sclivol Trein is coming iuto

exigloeno —diso i o fortnmehcs iime!
Tavooks o for dedatls in noxt Wednesdas's
st of the NEiwsoN lag, chums!
Tan Eprros.,

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
Fanshic: Bryan, Wood View,” New Readq.
Chungford, GEAON,  wales  correspondents,
about 16 aears of age; he Lois back nuneber.
of the Nrrson Lk for b1k,

Jack Jdones, 4, Kennmgton Mvenue, Bristol.

would like 10 corrospond  nanh rveaders i
[reland and Australie, :
Lietel C, Bleackley, Bridee Tlotel, Al s

ai B
:\\.l waks

Strect,  Neweastle, S. Africa, wuri-
COVPEApOnce s, _

Leonard Losky, 5L, Yteoludd's Road, Hol.
born, London, W.C. 1, wislus {0 (orrespdro
with o Jewish reader i Leaadon,

Stanley Bailey, 40, Heaincos Avenue, Wi'-
tham-<tov:, London, E., has tack vinnbor: ot
the Netses Ler fo sl

E. J. O, Cownrd. 8, Norv-ood Plaee. Pokes-
dowrn. Bournemouth, witr~ to hear fror
Peattlers T ages 16-18,

;!I_'i'gl".if'd finil pl!l!:'i\]“-r] CYePrY

Larranedorn Strcet Tondon, BC4, N Ivirtisene i Offfees ¢
:E;xl'l:l_..'..::.-'r'rlll fion transiniseion by Cangdine wagazime post,

oL I omlx menths, Sel. Atents for 2 otuilh Afryea

aftd New Pouliam s

New Series No., 158

. Subscripthn Hates 1%
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