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Leisurely, lazily, Willy Handforth, dangling at the end of the- parachute, drifted right over
the top of the Old Priory Tower. To his utter amazement, he beheld a number of bound
and gagged Mzures lying there on the stonework figures among which he recognised
Archie Glenthorne, Nipper and Vivian Travers.
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This is Just the Kind of School Yarn You’ll Thoroughly Enjoy!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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Dirty work and Gore-Pearce are very well acquainted, but in his latest
effort to do somebody a bad turn Gore-Pearce bites off more that he
can chew —Ed.
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CHAPTER 1.
Corn in Egypt !

“I am very sorry, young gentleman——-""

“You must have made a mistake!” went on Fatty. *Have another look
through your parcels. 1 tell you it must be here!” .

“I am sorry!” repeated the clerk. *“But there is no hamper in this office addressed

" he added hopefully, *it may be down

EFROT 1" said Fatty Little indignantly.

to Master Little, of St. Frank's. Of course,”
by the next train,”

Fatty Little scemed to stagger,

“But—but the next train doesn’t get in until this evening !” he protested. *“We can't
wait until then!”

The clerk, somewhat impatient, shrugged his shoulders, and went back to a big
ledger, and Fatty stood at the door of the parcels’ office, dazed and stunned,

Over by the door of the booking office stood three or four other members of the St.
Frank's Remove. They were trying to look unconcerned as they lounged in the door-
way, gazing idly out into the station yard, where the air quivered drowsily in the swelter-
ing heat of the June afternoon

They. were all West House Juniors, including Fatty Little himself. Reggie Pitt,
smiling and cheery as ever, was chatting with his bosom chum, Jack Grey, and Alan
(‘astleton and Tom Burton were engaged in a friendly liftle argument concerning the
probable movements of a sprightly bantam cock, which was strolling across the station
vard as though he owned the frechold of the place.

“Great pancakes!” muttered Fatty ILittle feebly,

Reggie Pitt turned an inguiring eve upon him,

“What is if, little one?” he asked, in a kindly voice.

“No hamper!” ejaculated Fatty hoarsely.

““No hamper!"” echoed four voices in unison,

“It hasn't come!”

“I don't want to appear carping, or critical,” said Castleton grimly, “but what about
vonr promise, Fatty
“Mum-my promise *”*
“Yes, vour promise!

L]

saeid Castleton,.with a stern glance. “In the Triangle at St.
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Frank’s you told us that a big hamper was
waiting for you at the station. You ex-
pressed doubts as to your ability to carry it

single-handed, and so, like the large-hearted
chaps we are, wo offered to lend you a
hand.”

“Yes, I know, but—"

“In spite of the sweltering heat of the
afternoon, we came to Bellton—here, to the
station,” continued Castleton. “And you
promised us that we should be well rewarded
for our efforts by participating in the ham-
per’s contents. 1n other words, my fat chump,
there was going to be a share-out. What
about it 7"

“I can’t share it out if I haven’t got it!”
protested Fatty.

“But you told us the hamper was here!”
Jack Grey reminded him,

““So it ought to have been herel” said
the fat junior indignantly. ‘““I had a letter
from home this morning, saying that the
hamper was sent off yesterday. This railway
onght to be scrapped! There’s always
trouble about hampers!”

Reggie Pitt chuckled.”

. ‘The railway’s all right,” he said sooth-

ingly. " But you’re a bit too impatient, Fatty,
Besides I'm not satisfied yet. 1 don’t be-
lieve the clerk had a proper look. There’s
a big hamper standing in the corner, half
hidden by parcels. You can’t expect these
clerks to have any soul for tuck. DBefore
we go, we'd better make certain!”

And Reggie marched to the half-door of the
parcels office, and leaned over. The clerk
was. still busy at the big ledger.

“You might have another look, old man,”
said Reggie coaxingly,

“Th?” caid the clerk, Inukin%‘ up.

“No; I don't want you to have another
look at me,” said Pitt. “Once 1s quite
enough. But what about that hamper?”

“For Master Little?”

' XTES'I?

“It hasn’t come,” said the clerk impa-
tiently.

“What's that big one over there, in the
corner 7%

The clerk turned, glancing in the direction
of Reggie’s pointing finger. '
“That’s not for St. Frank’s,” he said

shortly.

“But why not have another look at the
label and make suref?” ' .

“Because ! know my business!” retorted
the clerk irritably. “Why on earth can’t
you boys leave me alone? That hamper is
for the River House School.” e

“The River House School I”’ echoed the St.
Frank’s juniors in one voice,

“Yee:; it’s for Master Brewster.”

“Master Brewster!” murmured Reggie
Pitt, a dreamy expression coming into his
eyes. "“Did I hear aright, Oh comrades?
Are my ears faithful to me? Here, before
our eyes, is & goodly hamper, and it is
addressed to Master Brewster!”

“It looks promising!” gaid Castleton.

“One moment, good scribe,” went on Reg-
gie, turning to the elerk. “T know you're:

=
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immersed in your writing, but please put
your pen down for a moment. Do you know
if that hamper contains tuck?”

The clerk grinned in spite of himself.

“How the thunder should I know what it
contains ?” he retorted. ‘Do you think I
open the packages that come here? That
hamper is mﬂl‘i(&d ‘ Perishable,” and one
corner of it is is a bit sticky, as though
a jar of jam had broken, but I can’t tell
you anything else=~—"

“There’s no need to tell us anything clse,”
said Reggie promptly. “My children, for-
ward! Here we have a hamper addressed
to our good friend, Hal Brewster, of the
Fourth Form at the River House School.
But that hamper i1s destined for another
address.”

“You—you mean—"" gasped Fatty, his
eyes bulging.

“Need I explain?” murmured Pitt. *“Wo
haven't a hamper of our own, and we're so
broke that we can’t raise a halfpenny dough-
nut among the lot of us, so why not bug
Brewster’s little prize? I’'ve always been in
favour of this friendly rivalry—this raiding
of grub when the opportunity arises!”

The others chuckled.

Hal Brewster & Co., of the River House
School, were fellows of the right sort, and
in the old days there had always been seraps
and friendly tussles. But of late this healthy
rivalry had somewhat languished, Surely
this was an excellent opportunity to revive it ?

“Reggie, you're a genius!” said Castleton
admiringly.

“T know it!” agreed Reggie, with a grin.
“A genius, according to all the best dic-
tionaries, is only once removed from a lunatic.
But why waste time on these questions?
Let us be up and doing!”’

And Reggie opened the half-door, and
marched into the office. The others followed
him, and their movements were purposeful,
Ruthlessly they swept the parcels aside, and
scized the big hamper!

CHAPTER 2.
The More the Merrier !

HEY !’ said the clerk
in alarm.

“Don’t mind us!™
smiiled Reggie. “ No
need to interrupt
Go right ahead. We’ll

your work, old man.
attend to this!”’
“What do you think you’re doing?’’ de-
manded the clerk angrily.
“Nothing much; only taking this hamper.”
“But you can’t take it!"”’ said the official,

“Get out of
That hamper
It’s not yours at

turning red with indignation.
this oflice, you young chumps!
is addressed to Brewster.
alll”

“Let me remi# you of an old proverb——"
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“I don’t want to hear any proverbs!
roared the clerk,

““* Possession is nine points of the law,’
caid Reggie smoothly. ¢ Sorry, old man, and
all that, but as Fatty’s hamper hasn’t come,
we'll take this one.”’

“"We're not particular,”” said Jack Grey.
“We're easily pleased.”

“Of all the confounded——  Put that
hamper down !’ shouted the clerk wrathfully.
“You can’t take it away from here!”

“Why not?” asked Reggie. “It’s
chained to the floor!”

“1t’s got to be signed for—"’

“That’s easy,” said Castleton.
for it.”

“No, you won’t!” shouted the excited man.
“You know as well as I do thut that hamper
1s not your propertv and you're not going to

L]

not

“I'll sign

steal 1t—
“Steal it!” echoed Pitt, pained.  “ DMy
poor, benighted innocent! Let me correct

you. If this hamper belonged to a private
resident of the vilJlage, then our seizure of
it would be theft. But as it belongs to
Brewster, of the River House School, 1S
more or less public property.’’

““Hear, hear!” said the other juninrs firmly.

“The precise manner of the raid is of no
importance,”’ continued Reggie. ‘“‘Every St.
¥rank’s hamper is liable to be boned by the
BlEﬁfafEl birds;, and in the same way every

tiver House hamper is similarly in jBDpé‘lI‘th
Brewster has been slow in claiming his prize,
so we'll dn him the favour of collecting it
for him.”

“We like Brewster,”’ said Castleton. *‘‘We
don’t mind doing a small favour for him, do
we ¥’

“We love it!” grinned Fatty Little.

With a single heave, the hamper was
vhisked out of the parcels office, and before
ihe clerk could take any action the raiders
were half-way across the booking-hall.

“Hey! Bring that back!” he
desperately.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Yelling with laughter, the five juniors stag-
gered out iuto the sunshine with their prize,
The clerk, coming to the open door, gazed
after them furiously. But he had sufhcient
sense to realise that he was helpless. At that
lazy hour of the afternoon, there was nobody
else about, and the man had no desire to cross

swords with these schoolboys. Singlehanded,
he was helpless,

“Good egg!”’ grinned Pitt, as they stag-
rered into the old High Street. ““This is a
prize worth lifting, my sons! It’s no ordinary
tuck hamper, either. It’s a super hamper!”’

“Iadn't we better get it out of sight as
quickly as possible?”’ asked Jack Grey.
“Those River House chaps might be along
at any minute; and how should we look after
a dozen of them had caught us with this?"

“I hate to wvisualiso the picture!”’ said
Pitt, shuddering. ““You're right, O fount of
wiscdom !

it

shouted

As soon as we get to the wood, |
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we'll dodge in and have a pienic in a shady
glade.”’

“Cave!” gasped Fatty suddenly. *“‘ Ancient
Ly

" House rotters!”’

The five West House juniors stared at a
group of fellows who had just emerged from
one of the village shops. There was no avoid-
ing them. Nipper & Co., of Study C, were
in the forefront; the others included such
stalwarts as Vivian Travers and Jimmy Potts
and Archie Glenthorne. Church and Mc€'lure
were in the offing, and they came up at the
double upon a]mtun" the hamper.

“Hallo! What's = this?” asked Nipper

gemally,

“Tuck, by the look of it,” said Tommy
Walson, iwkmﬂ his lips. “Corn in Egypt,
my sons! We were u(.rndmmg what we should
do for tea, weren’t we?”’

“Hegad! We needn't worry any longer!”
murmured Tregellis-West,

The West House juniors, sceing that they
were outnumbered, made the best of it. In
any case, there was no need for a squabble.

Timt hamper was a big one.

“Evervbody welcome!"” said Pitt kindly.
““In fact, you chaps can have a go at carry-
ing the thing, if you like. We're just off
to the woods, to have a picnic in one of the
fairy glades.”

“Well, well!” said Travers :ndulgently
“We must have our simple pleasures, mustn’t
we? Congratters, Pitt, old scout!”

“IKh?’ said Reggie, 5t:1ring.

“1 have noticed the label!”
coo!ly,

“Yes, artistic, isn’t it?” replied Reggie
Pitt, “'1 rather like that ornamental sur-
round,”’

Nipper bent over the hamper and inspected
the label,

“VWhy, you burgling bounders!” he said,
with a whistle. ““This hamper is addresscd
to Hal Brewster!”

“What!”’ yelled the others.

“We found it at the station,”” explained
Reggie. ' Brewster evidently doesn’t want it,
or he'd have called for it. And I hate to
think of good food going bad in this hot
weather.”’

“IHa, ha, ha!”

The ancient House fellows entered into ths
spirit of the thing with gusto, and within
another minute they were all helping to carry
the hamper. They proceeded at a brisk pace
down the High Street,

““But, dash it all, is this quite the thing?"”’
asked Archie Glenthorne dubiously. *'I
mean, laddies, isn’t there liable to be a spot
of bother?”

“1 shouldn’t be at all surprised,” grinned
Nipper.

“ Absolutely!” said Archie. ‘‘Brewster
will probably feel most frightfully done when

said Travers

he discovers that his hamper has been
bagged."’

“He probably will,” agreed Pitt. “*But
why should we worry ourselves over his

troubles? Life’s too short, Archie, old man.”’
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““Oh, rather!’ said Archie. ‘‘Too
{ see what you mean! Absolutely!”

The triumphant Removites reached the
woodland glade at last. They took the foot-
path, and then branched oft into the trees
after they had penetrated some distance into
the wood,

It was an ideal spot for an impromptiu
picnic. A tiny stream ran gurgling om its
way «aat the bottom of the glade. There was
plenty of shade, and the earth was carpeted
by long grass, with hardly a thistle or a
nettle to mar the comfort,

All the juniors were perspiring freely after
their walk through the hot sunshine. But
they had a rich reward. The hamper was
sopened with much pgusto, and the raiders
were not disappointed.

They found everything that their hearts
conld desire,

“This is what I call a spread!’’ said Fatty
Little ecstatically, as he gazed at the good
things. “‘Great pancakes! I expected a few
good things in my own hamper, but this
beats everything!”

‘Well, come on—Ilet's sample the stuff,”
said Nipper briskly.

““My hat, rather!”’

They fell to with eager appetites, and the
rapidity with which the good things disap-
peared was astonishing, Xor even on a hot
afternoon fourteen or fifteen healthy school-
boys can perform sturdy work when i% comes
to a question of making food disappear.

““The next time we meet Brewster, we’il
have to thank him,” said Travers languidly.
“It’s just possible that he won’t appreciate
our thanks, but we must do our duty.”’

““Listen!”” exclaimed Church, suddenly
jumping to his feet.

.. They ail became silent, and voices came
to their ears—many voices. They heard the
crackling of twigs, and the swishing of
branches., The raiders glanced at one another
with consternation.

“Talk of angels, and they appear!”’ mut-

short ?

tered Castleton. “Tt’s Brewster & Co.! Of
all the rummy things!”
“Great Scott!”” gasped McClure. **What

shall we do?”

Nipper grinned.

“Do ?? he repeated coolly. ‘‘De nothing!
Just leave this to me! TUnless I’'m very much
mistaken, there’s going to be some fun!”

CHAPTER 3.

A Pressing Invitation !

HE River House
juniors came into

sight almost at once;
and they proved to
be nine In number,
They were all dressed in flannels, and they
were smiling amiably., They stood for a

l

' solemnly.
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moment on the edge of the glade, locking
at the festive scene.

“Hard luck!” said Hal Brewster, shaking
his head. ‘““There are too many of them
for us.”

"My hat, ves!” muttered one of the others.
“Hadn’t we better buzz off while the buzzing
is good ?”

But just then Nipper rose to his feet, and
gaily waved his hand.

“Hallo, you River House bounders!” he
sang out. “Jolly pleased to see you! Care
to join the feast?”

“That’s jolly decent of you!” said Hal
Brewster, as he moved forward. “There’s no
spoof about this, I suppose 7"

“None at all, old man.”

“ Honour bright ?”

“ Absolutely honour bright!” said Nipper
“I1t’s pax, old scout.”

The River House juniors, much relieved,
camo forward and joined their rivals. They
consisted of Brewster and Glynn and Ascott,
of Study No, 1; Kingswood, Norton, and
Robinson, of Study No. 2; and Lang,
Mason, and Reeves, of Study No. 4. They

| gathered round the remnants of the feed,

and their grins were broad.

“Well, ohis is jolly decent of you, you
chaps!” remarked Mason. “I’m just feeling
like & feed.” :

“Good man!” said Pitt, waving an inviting

hand. “Pile in!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The other 8St. Frank’s fellows laughed
uproariously. They could see the joke, and
appreciate 1t. But Brewster & Co. were
rather in the dark.

“Where’s the joke?” asked Kingswood
sllfs}Jir:Juusly.

Joke 7 repeated Pitt. “Ol, it’s nothing!
You wouldn’t understand!”

“There’s nothing wrong with this grub, I
suppose ?”

“Nothing at all” said Pitt. “It’s some of
tho finest grub we ever tasted.”

“Look at Fatty!” said Nipper. “You
needn’t think we'’re trying to work a dodge
on you, my lads. This tuck is A.1.”

There was a smile on Hal DBrewster’s
sunny, honest face as he helped himself to a
sandwich.

“Well, you can’t blame us for being a bit
suspicious,” he said. “We're outnumbered,
and we had an idea that you would take
advantage of us.” |

“Perish the thought!” said Pitt, in horror.

“Who’s springing the feed?” inquired
Ascott, as he glanced at the big hamper.

“Why Dbother?” said Nipper blandly.

| “The grub’s all right, and we’ve had our

fill. You River House fellows are welcome
to pile in, and we don’t begrudge you a
crumb,”

“Thanks awfully!” said the River House
fellows.

They sprawled in the grass and helped
themselves liberglly, very delighted with the
generous attitude of the St. Irank’s juniors.
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“How's everything going at the River
Elouse ?” asked Nipper politely.
“0Oh, pretty well!” said Brewster.

“Having much trouble  with  the
Honourables ?” -

“Not much,” replied Brewster., “We
cencrally keep Wellborne and his rofters in
place.” ‘ :

The River House juniors were divided into

two well-defined sections. Hal Brewster was
the recognised leader of the Commoners—
and this was by far the larger force. "The
Commoners were the backbone of the River
House Junior School.

The Hon, Aubrey de Vere Wellborne was
the languid, slacking leader of the Honour-
ables—a so-called smart set. The Honour-
ables were distinguished for their “doggish ”
ways, and for their poor showing in all the
River House sports.

“It’s rather a pity we don’t see more of
each other,” remurked Hal Brewster, after
a slight pause. “We only meet for cricket
matches, and things like that.”

“Yes,” said Nipper. “There’s no reason
why we shouldn’t be the best of friends, Hal,
old man.”

“Well, of course, we are the best of
friends,” said Brewster. “DBut why shouldu’t
- we exchange social visits occasionally ?”
“Why unot?” murmured Nipper.

“Woe shan’t forget this afternoon,” nodded
Rnb:nuon as he bit into a doughnut.

“You've shown the right spmt in inv ltin“‘ us
to this feed.”

"Yes, rather!” said all the other
C‘mnmmmrs.

“Ahem!” coughed Reggie Pitt. “We
naturally like to be hospitable.”

“ Absolutely!” said Archie Glenthorne.

“We'll let bygones be bygones, and all that
sort of thing. I mean to say, after all,
what's the good of quarrelling ?”

“No good at alll” said Brewster genially.
“We heard your voices as we were going
alonr the footpath, and we thought we’d
mnyv e-.t:g:,fnfr- But we hardly expected to find
a treat like this.”

“Don’t mention 1t!" said Nipper., “As
soon as we saw you, we couldn’t resist the
teinptation to invite you to the spread.”

The air was positively thick with polite-
ness, and Brewster & Co. were becoming
more and more convinced that the St.
Frauk’s fellows were one and all “true blue.”

“It’s not often we get invited to a fced
like this,” said Ascott happily. “I'll bet
Arvchie Glenthorne is the good old host.”

“ Absolutely not!"” said Archie promptly.

“If you don’t ask any questions, you
won't hear any fibs!” smiled Nipper. “But
we don’t mind telling you that thiz hamper
was raided.”

“By Jovel”
“Really "

“Yes, really.”
- “Well, that’s jolly rich!” laughed the
River House leader, grinning from ear to
ear, “Raided, eh? My only topper! There'll

said DBrewster, grinning.

1

I
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be a row when the real owner finds out!”

“I ehouldn’t be a bit surprised!” nodded
Nipper, his eyes twinkling.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the other St. Frank's
fellows.

And the River House juniors joined in,
appreciating the joke to the full,

“This makes the grub all the sweeter!”
chuckled Brewster. “Raided fodder always
scems to be more appetising, doesn’t it ?”

“That’s rummy!” said Travers. “Wa
thought e¢xactly the samo thing, dear old
fellow.”

we're on our way to
remarked Norton,

“As a matter of fact,
the station ourselves,”
“ Brewster is expecting a hamper——

‘_‘Ass!" interrupted Brewster warningly.

“Eh?" gasped Norton, with a start.

“Not f.hat it matters, I suppose,” added
Bm-.:.’stm “I wasn't going to say anything

“Don’t mind us,” said Nipper. “We've
had our fill, and we're satisfied.”

“I’'ll bet you are!” grinned Brewster, as he
glanced at the hamper. “I’ll bet you raided
this hamper from the Fourth-Formers?"

“Well, yes,” admitted Nipper. “I sup
poso vou can call them Fourth-Formers.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled all the others.

“Yes, but what’s the joke?” demanded
Brewster, looking surprised. “There’s some-
thing about this feed that we don’t
understand !

"You won't retnain in ignorance for long,
dear old fellow,” murmured Travers.

Perhaps a suspicion of the dreadful truth
crossed Hal Brewster's mind. At all events,
he suddenly dropped the cake that he was
in tho act of eating. A startled look lecapt
into his eyes, and he suddenly jumped to
his feet and ran to the hamper.

“What’s the matter ?” asked Nipper mildly.

“Where's the label?” roared Brewster.
““I want to see— Why, this—this—"
lHe broke off, starineg dazedly at the
abel.

“Yes,” said Nipper, “I was just going to
draw your attention to that, Brewster, old
scont. Quite a pretty label, isn’t it ?”

“But—but it’s addressed to me/!" panted
Brewster hoarsely.

“Really ?” murmured Nipper. “You don’t
say so!”

e e E—

CHAPTER 4.
A Spot ol Bother !

LI, the River House
fellows were on their
feet now, and their
faces wore startled
expressions. Hal

Brewster himself was still looking dazed;

the thing was too big for him to grasp all

at once,
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“Well, well!” said Vivian Travers
amusedly. *It’s refreshing to know that you
appreciate the joke, Brewster, dear old
fellow.”

“Joke 7" howled Brewster.

“Your own words!” nodded Travers.

“Didn’t you distinetly say to us that raided
grub is more palatable ?”

“Yes, but this is different!” hooted the
River House junior leader. “This is ocur
hamper!”

“I don’t see how that affects it,” replied
Travers.

“Qur hamper!” repeated Brewster dizzily.
“Look, you chaps!” he added, turning to his
companions. “ This label is addressed to me!
1t’s our hamper—the one we were on the
way to arrange about!”

“My giddy aunt!” muttered Ascott
hoarsely. “ What—what about our feed this
i ening 27

“Hard lines!” said Nipper blandly. “Were
you arranging a feed for this evening ¢”

“Yes, we weire!” roared Brewster. “It'’s
a very special occasion—with half the Fourth
Form invited!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you rotters!” hooted Brewster, his

face becoming red with wrath. " You've
boned our hamper!”
“But, my dear chap, raided grub is

n

always sweecter——
“We were .on our way to the staiion, so
that ‘we could arrange to have this hamper
sent. up!”’ panted Hal Brewster. *“My only
hat! And you had the nerve to invite us
to this feed!”

“Nerve 7”7 said Nipper mildly,

“Yes, nerve!?’ shouted Brewster,
this tuck is ours!”

“You're welcome to it!” said Reggie Pitt,
with a generous wave of his hand. “7I'll
admit there’s not much left, but what there
s you can have.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The St. IFrank’s fellows howled with merri-

“ Al

ment. The expressions on the faces of Brew-
ster & Co. were genuinely funny., At all
events, the Saints thcught so.

“You—you burgling bounders!”’ shouted

Kingswood angrily, “You raiding rotters!
It’s our hamper, and you raided it!”
“Well, what are vou grumbling at!” asked
Nipper. “You’ve had a share, haven’t you "’
“A share!” howled Kingswood., *““What
about our feed for this evening?’’
“Well, old man, you can’t eat your cake,
and still have it.”
Hal Brewster guivered from head to foot,

“How did you know 7’ he demanded furi-
ously. ““How did you know this hamper was
at the station?"’

“We didn’t know,” cxplained Nipper.
“We went there to colleet a hamper of
Fatty’s. But as Fatty’s hadn’t turned up. we
bened yvours. We weren’t particular.”’

“Not a bit,” said Reggie Pitt. “We're
casily pleased.”

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

And the St. Frank’s fellows went off into
another roar of laughter as the nine River

|Hnnsn juniors gnashed their teeth with fury.

“And this is what you call friendship!”’

panted Brewster. ‘“You—you rotters! You
burglars!”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”’

“¥Yon awful bounders!” roared Brewster.
““And not five minutes ago you were agreeing
with me that we ought to be better friends!”

“Well, why nat?” asked Nipper. "Cheese

it, Hal! A raid is a raid, and I think that

| you are all sportsmen enough to take it in the
rright spirit.

If vou had pinched one of our
hampers we shouldn’t make a fuss——"’

“Oh, wouldn’t you!”’ broke in DBrewster
heatedly.

“Well. we might make a fuss,
amended Nipper. “But we shou
all in the right spirit.”

Hal Brewster breathed hard.

“I'm taking it in the right spirit!’”’ he re-
torted. “Of course, it’s fair enough., I'm not
denying that! But, by Jove, we’[Tl make you
fellows pay for this! We'll get our own
back !”’

1] &TE‘E,

erhaps,
lt? it

take

rather!”” shouted Kingswood.
“Come on! Let's go for them now!”
“Hear, hear!” roared the other

House juniors, in one voice.

And. the next second Hal! Brewster & Co.
had rashly flung themsclves upon the Saints.
As Archie remarked, a spot of bother rapidly
developed. Of course, it was hopeless from
the very start. There were only nine River
House boys, and about fifteen St. Frank's
fellows,

The scrap was short and sharp.

In the end, Brewster & Co. were =zent
huirtling out of the glade. 'They were dusty,
dishevellod, torn and tattered.

‘““All right’’ panted Hal Brewster, shaking
his fist at the yelling Removites. “We'll
make you pay for this!”

“Ifa, ha, ha!’

“The rivalry hetween the River House and
S8t. Frank’s has been slumbering of late!™
went on Brewster darkly. “But, by Jove,
it's awake now! And we'll see that it remains
awake!"

“Good egg!” said Nipper Theartily,
“There’s nothing we'd like hetter!”

“ And before the week is ont we’ll get onr
own back '’ shouted Brewster. “This is only
the beginning, my sons!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“I’'m giving you fair warning I’’ said Brew-
ster tensely. “Youw’ve raided our hamyer,
and we don’'t bear you any malice. All’s fair
in love and war! And from this minute on-
wards, it's going to be war! War to the
knife!”

“Go . it!"’ said Reggie Pitt. “You lock
rather impressive in that attitude, Brewster,
old man!”

ITal Brewster eave a snort, and turned on
hisz heel.

A moment later, the discomfited River
House juniors had vanished amid the trees,
and the successful raiders Jav:rhed themselves
hoarse. From their point of view, the whale

River
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The clown was capering about with amazing energy, much to the delight of the smaller children.
As he progressed, he turned somersaults and cartwheels, and nobody suspected, even for a second,
that he was Willy Handforth!

affair was a great joke. And they weren't at
all sorry to hear that the long slumbering
rivalry was now to be revived with greater
intensity than ever before.

—_—

CHAPTER 5.
A Welcome Invifation !

HERE were mangy
" echuekles at St¢t.
Frank’s that evening,
when the story of the
raid on DBrewster &
('o.’s hamper got about. It was regarded as
an excellent joke.

“lLucky  beggars!”  remarked  Harry
Gresham, of Study J. “Why didn't the rest
of us know about this feed #"’

“That's what I've been asking,
YValerie.
spiread,”’

Nipper grinned,

“The hamper was large, I'll admit, but it
wouldn't have gone very far if the whoie
emove had participated,” he said. “ About
halt a jam tart each, all round.”

“There's going to be trouble with those
River House fellows,’’ said Duncan,

L&

gaid De
“It ought to have been a Iorm

|

“The more, the merrier," replicd Nipper
complacently., “It's about time that the old
rivalry was awakened.  We can do with a
fow diversions during these dog-days.”’

“These which days?” asked Church.

“Dog-cays, old man,” replied Nippert.
“PDon't you know what dog-days are? In the
old dayvs they were supposed to be connected
with the Dog Star. But now it's a kind of
general term, and the dog-days are supposed
to begin about July 3rd and end towards the
11th of August.”

“I suppose yvou've been looking that up in
an t-u(-;n-}c:;m{iiu " asked De Valeria, with a
grin.  “Still, it's pretty appropriate. The
dog-days are nearly on us, my lads, and a bii
of execitement with the River House chaps
will be welcome.™

“Yes, rathier!”” yawned Gresham. *“Things
will be pretty slow between now and the Big
Vacation, unless something happens to buck

us up. It's rather a pity that old Handforth
has gono!™

“He'll soon be back!”’ said Church con-
fidently.

“Ratz!" put in De Valerie. “ Handforth
15 at St. Jun’s.”

“Yes, T know,” agreed Church. “Buat
according to his letters, he’s not going to
stop there much longer. He'll probably bo
back herve by next week.”



10

“Do you recally think he’ll come back 1’
asked Fullwood curiously.

“I don’t think anyihing about it!” replied
Church. “It's a dead cert that he’ll come
back !”

“ Absolutely positive!”’ declared McClure.

And there was a world of confidence in the
voices of Handforth’s old chums. The
Remove, as a whole, had begun to look upon
Handforth’s return as a forlorn hope—for
there was no denying that Edward Oswald
Handforth had been very popular, in spite
of his nonsense, and that he was greatly
missed. His return to the fold would he a
signal for much enthusiasm in the Remove;
and Church and MeClure were serenely con-
fident that the day would soon dawn.

However, a welcome diversion occurred on
the morrow.

After prayers, Dr, Stafford addressed the
school, and his address was of considerable
interest,

“You are all acquainted, I think, with the
Earl of [idgemore,” he said genially, as he
glanced at a paper which he held in his hand.
“Not so very long ago, the earl was a recluse,
but nowadays he 1is interesting himseli
actively in the welfare of the district. As one
of our most distinguished neighbours, we are
naturally attracted by his activities.””

There was a murmur of assent.

Iiverybody remembered the old Earl of
lsdgemore, the determined hermit 1 ho had
resisted the efforts of Mr. William Gore.
Pearce to eviet him from Edgemore Manor.
But that affair was all over now, although not
forgotten; and the Earl of Edgemore was no
longer a recluse, but a big power in the
neighbourhood.

“I have received a general invitation from
f.ord Edgemore,” continucd the Head, “It
's an 1nvitation which embraces the entire
s«chool. On Saturday afternoon, 1t seems,
there will be a big gala in Edg.-more Park.”

- There was ancther murmur—and this time
i, was much more hearty.

“Qur distinguished neighbc1r wants us all
to attend this gala,’” said the Head smilingly.
“ It will, of course, appeal more to the junior
boys, but the seniors, too, will be welcome.
By what I can understand, this gala will be
a very attractive affair, and, if the weather
13 fine, the attendance will no doubt be con-
siderable. For not only is this school invited,

but also the boys of the River House School, |

and the girls of the Moor View School.”

“A sort of school treat, eh?’ murmured
Travers.

“The ear]l has also invited his hundreds cof
tenants,” continued Dr. Stafford, ‘““and it 1s
qquite safe to say that there will be many well-
known DBellton and Edgemoro residents at
this gathering. Incidentally, all meals and
rofreshments will be free——"’

“Good egg!’’

“That’s the stuff, sir!”

“Ha, ha, ha!’

“Everything, in fact, will be free,’

2

smiled ;
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the Head. ‘‘I understand that there will be
a parachute descent, a tightrope act, trapeze
performances, and many other attractions,
concluding with a big firework display. In
fact, this gala will be something exceptional,
and I have no doubt that you are all grateful
to the Earl of Edgemore for his generous
invitation.”

““Yes, rather, sir!”’

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“The earl’s a brick, sir!”

Soon afterwards the school dismissed, with
everybody talking animatedly about the
coming gala—which had taken the school
quite by surprise. The seniors were inclined
to be somewhat indifferent about it all, but
the Junior School was heartily enthusiastic.

This gala promised to be something excep-
tionally attractive, and it would be worth
going to. The feed, especially, would be
well worthy of support!

CHAPTER 6,
Preparations !

[ UST a minute!” gaid
Claude Gore-Pearce.

It was Iriday even-
ing, and Gore-Pearce
- and Gulliver and Bell
were on their hicycles. The cads of Study A
had been to Bannington, and were now on
their way back, having come round by way
of Edgemore. There was a hint of rain in
the air, and the three Removites were hurry-
ing, as it was getting near to the hour of
locking-up.

“0Oh, don’t waste time!”’ said Bell impa-
tiently. “We've got to hurry, Gore-Pearce.”

But Claude Gore-Pearce jumped off his
bicycle, and stared over the hedge. Gulliver
and Bell were compelled to dismount, too,
and they stood there, leaning on their
machines, wondering why their leader had
stopped.

Of late, Claude Gore-Pearce had assumed
complete ascendancy in Study A. He was
the recognised leader of the Remove ‘‘sports.”
Happily, there were not many fellows of this
calibre in the Remove, so Gore-Pearce’s band
was not a big one.

“What the deuce are you looking at?Z
asked Gulliver tartly.

5 ‘l‘lJust what 1 was going to say!’ grunted
ell,

They could see nothing particularly in-
teresting in the landscape. As it happened,
the view was picturesque in the extreme.
Over that hedge, the juniors could see into
Edgemore Park, across the rolling grassland,
dotted here and there with clumps of noble
chestnuts; and peeping from behind the dis-
tant trees was Edgemore Manor itself, a
veritable castle with its battlements and its
turrets and towers.

—
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“By pad!” muttered Gore-Pearce, with a
scowl.
His cronies stared at him in astonishment.

“What's wrong, you idiot?"” demanded
Bell.
“Kverything’s wrong!’ replied Gore-

Pearce sullenly. “My people ought to be
living here—yes, and I ought to be there,
too. When 1 came to St. Frank’s 1 was
ouly a day boy, and the idea was for me
to live at Edgemore Manor, here, with my
people.”’

““Oh, erumbs!”’ said Gulliver, **Why keep
Larping on the same string?”’

They were rather tired of hearing this
complaint from Claude Gore-Pearce.

“Well, it’s true, isn’t it?"’ demanded Gore-
P'earce ficrcely. “My pater bought this
place—lock, stock and barrel. And then,
because of a lot of interference on the part
of the Remove, the earl got his property
back again. \Whenever I go past this park
1 feel wild.” .

“There’s an easy remedy for that!’ said
Grulliver sourly. **Never come past it!”’

But Gore-Pearce only scowled more vin-
aictively than ever. He had never ceased
to hate the genial old Earl of Edgemore. He
stili bore a grudge against that kindly old

gentleman,. ‘
“Hallo!” remarked Bell, with a sudden
interest. ‘‘What's happening over there?”

“Over where?"’ said Gulliver.

Bell pointed. ;

“What are those men doing?’ he said.
“By gad! I believe they’re shoving up a
Lkind of trapeze!” '

“That's about the size of it,”’ said Gore-
Pearre, as he stared. ‘' Preparing for to-
morrow, I suppese. Of all the idiotic rot!”
he added contemptuously. “¥ancy turning
Edgemore Park into a rotten circus ground!™

“Oh, come off it!’ said Gulliver. “"This
gala is going to be a big affair, by all that
we can hear. And as it’s free, gratis, an’
for nothin’, I don’t see why we shouldn't
comne to it."”

“You can come to it if you like—but T
wouldn't be seen dead in the place!” sneered
Gore-Pearce. “I shall go to the Bannington
Flaces to-morrow afternoon.”

They continued looking over the rolling
grassland. In the distance they could see a
number of men busy with a great marquee,
whilst other men were certainly erecting an
impressive-looking trapeze.

“Tet’s cut across the park,” suggested Bell
eagerly.
this grass. and we shan’t waste much time
becanse we can join the road again farther
on."

“What the deuce for?’ asked Gore-Pearce.

“Well. we can make some inguiries, and
then we shall be in the know,” said Bell.
“We'll give the other chaps a surprise when
we tell 'em that we’ve had a look round.”

Crore-Pearce was not very keen on it, but
Cialliver entirely approved the idea. A minute
later ther had lifted their bicycles over the

““We can easily ride our bikes over |

hedge, and were cycling across the smooth
grassland.

Arriving at the scene of activities, they
dismounted, and stood looking on.

At close quarters there was a good deal to
see. Not only wus a trapeze being erected,
but a long tightrope, too, and railings were
being put up all the way round the special
enclosure,

A man strolled towards the juniors, and
he looked at them curiously.

“We're not in the way, are we?”’ asked
Gulliver,

“Well, I wouldn’t say that, young gent,"
replied the man, *‘I suppose his lordship
knows that you're here, eh?”

““He doesn’t know it—but we’re welcome,
all the same,” replied Bell, with an airy wave
of his band. “Lord Edgemore never minds
the St. Frank's fellows coming into the park,
XYou're preparing for to-morrow, 1 suppose ?"’

“That’s it!”’ nodded the mau. *‘There's
going to be a big ‘do’ herc to-morrow after-
noon."’

“Who's going to perform?" asked Ciore-
Pearce, making no attempt to veil the con-
tti:n':pt in his voice., “Some paltry amateurs,
eh?”

The man bristled.

““ Amateurs be blowed!” he replied, with
some heat. “‘The Colosseum Troupe has been
booked for this gala.’

“Never heard of the Colosseum Troupe,”
said Gore-Pearce indifferently.

“Then yow’re only showing your ignor-
ance !’ retorted the man. “‘The Colosseum
Troupe is one of the cleverest bunch of per-
formers in the country.”

““Are they here already?”’ asked Gulliver,
with genuine interest.

Both he and Bell did not like Gore-Pearce’s
tone; and they were anxious to show this
man that they disassociated themselves from
it. For Gulliver and Bell, in spite of their
pretended air of boredom, were really keen
upon this gala, It was a free show, and they
saw- no reason why they should not attend it.

“No, the Colosseum Troupe is performing
at the Winter Garden, Helmford, this eveu-
ing,”” replied the man.

“What about all their stuff 27 asked Bell,
indicating the trapeze and the tightrope.

“Oh, they only use this for outdoor shows,’
replied the man. * They’re giving an indoor
performaunce at the Winter Garden. Just von
wait until you see yem to-morrow—ancd then
you'll get a surprise!”’

Claude Gore-Pearce yawned.

“Thanks all the same,i. but we've got
another engagement!” he said languidly. ‘I
should hope we’'re a bit above this sort of
thing. By gad! You don’t take usz for
country bumpkins. do you?™

The man eved them rather grimly.

“I shouldu’t like to say what 1 take wou
for!" he replied, huning on his heel.

And Gulliver and Bell, to do them justice,
felt just a trifle amall,

L]
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CHAPTER 1.
Treachery !

LAUDE GORE-
PEARCE, however,
merely shrugged his
shoulders, and

. grinned.

“Well, I let that fellow see what I thought
of his rotten show, didn’t 1?” he remarked
unpleasantly. ‘‘Of all the nervel Fancy
thinking that we should be interested in a
lot of drivelling tight-rope walking and
trapeze acting!”

Gulliver glared.

‘“Well, there was no need for you to make
yourself so confoundedly nasty,”’ he said. *I
expect these men are employed by the
(Colosseum Troupe.¥

‘““Hang the men!”’ retorted Gore-Pearce,
mounting his bicyele.

He said very little as they proceeded on
their way to St. Frank’s; and Gulliver and
Bell thought it wise to drop the subject.
They were willing enough to let Gore-Pearce
lord it over them—mainly because he always
had plenty of cash, and was not particularly
mean with it. But, now and again, Gulliver
and Bell wondered if it was worth the candle,

Later on, in Study A, Gore-Pearce lounged
in the big armchair, buried in thought. Gul-
liver and Bell had gone off to the common-
room, where they told, with an air of great
importance, all that they had seen in the
grounds of Xdgemoor Manor. There were
plenty of willing listeners, for now that the
gala was so close at hand, it was the general
topic of conversation,

Alone in Study A, Gore-Pearce gave himself
up to his thoughts,

And his thoughts were evil. By sheer acci-
dent, he had learned some information that
evening. The famous Colosseum Troupe was
now at Helmford, giving a performance in
the Winter Garden. This, as he knew, was a
place of amusement that was only open to
the public during the summer months.

“Why not?” muttered Gore-Pearce, his
eyes gleaming vizﬁicti?ely. “By gad! If I
can only wangle it, the whole affair to-morrow
will be a fiasco! And it’ll be a knock for that
beastly old earl! He’'ll be in a mess, and he
won’t be able to get out of it! I'd give a
five-pound note to mess up his rotten gala!”

He wondered how it could be done, and it
wasn’t long before his mean, cunning mind
evolved a plan. Indeed, armed with such
information as was his, the thing would be
childishly easy.

“These rotten performers are at the Winter
Garden this evening, so they can’t possibly
come to lidgemore Park until to-morrow,” he
decided. “They won’t be neceded until the
afternoon, anyhow, and that means they’ll
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be in Helmford all to-morrow morning. By
gad, it’s a cert]”

Claude Gore-Pearce then left Study A, a
satisfied emirk on his face. He strolled into
the common-room, and listened to all the
talk with inward amusement.

“What’s happened ?” asked Gulliver, as
he and Bell joined their leader just before
supper.

“What do you mean—what’s happened ?”

“You're looking jolly pleased with your-
self, aren’t you?” asked Gulliver, staring.

“Am IT

“Yes; you look as though you’d heard
some good news,”

“No,” said Gore-Pearce, *“I haven't heard
any good news, Gulliver. But I’ve made up
my mind on a certain little point, and it has
given me some satisfaction. ‘That’s all. I’ll
probably teli you about it to-morrow.”

“Why not now ?”

“Because I don’t choose to,” replied Gore-
Pearce,

He moved away, and Gulliver and Bell
instinetively felt that their precious leader
had been referring to the forthcoming gala.

The next morning Gore-Pearce was out of
bed a minute after the rising bell had
sounded. This was a very unusua? proceeding
for him, for he was an arrant slacker. Before
anybody else was down he was on his way to
the post office in Bellton. As soon as the
office was open at eight o’clock, Gore-Pearce
went in and dispatched a telegram,

He had it written out already—in fact, the
words of that telegram had caused him a great
deal of time and thought. He copied it on to
one of the official forms, and then read i
rOver

“Manager, Colosseum Troupe, Winter
Garden, Helmford. Arrangements cancelled,
Do not come. Gala postponed until Wednes-
day. All properties safeguarded meanwhile.
Will pay additional expenses caused by hold-
over, Do not communicate until you hear
from me again.—EDGEMORE.”

Claude Gore-Pearce chuckled as he read the
| message over.

“That nught to do the trick!” he mur-
mured gloatingly., “By gad! I don’t think
I’ve left a single loophole!”

The wire cost him just over three shillings,
but this was a mere trifle to him. He had
an anxious moment as the girl read the tele-
gram over and counted the words. He was
afraid that she might be suspicious—that she
might question the authenticity of the tele-
gram, But he need not have worried. The
girl seemed quite indifferent, and she hardly
L gave him a glance. If she thought anything
at all—which was very unlikely—she probably
assumed that Gore-Pearce was the Karl of
Edgemore’s messenger,

Later, at St. Frank’s, Gulliver and Bell met
their leader at the gates. He was grinning
widely.

(Continued on page 14.)
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PAL UP WITH
FATTY FOWKES!
: Fatty 1s the genial :
: goaliec of the Blue :
- Crusaders—the famous :
; First Division footer :
: team. He turns the scale :
: Feeding Time ! at sixteen stone and you :
: couldnt wish for a :
:  better chum. In a scrap, between the posts or Fighting Fit! :
:  when there’s a bit of grub, he's a corker! His :
i great pals are Ben Gillingham, the bow-legged back who never took a i
: prize in a beauty competition, and " Tich © Har-
; borough, the midget schoolboy winger, who plays at £
; outside right. You'll like Mr. Piecombe, too. He's @
: the Crusaders’ manager, and is a bit of a crank. He :
: used to be a schoolmaster, which perhaps accounts &
: for some of his crazy ideas! Why not meet the @
: whole jolly bunch this week in the BOYS” REALM?
: Fed Up ! They are featured in an amazing yarn of close- %
- s season footer and thrilling adventure abroad entitled : &
- 99 :
i “ULMUTZ THE TRAITOR!
By Charles Wentworth
: The Crusaders are on tour in the tiny republic :
: of Molavia, and they've fallen into a real red-hot :
: revolution! There's a pile of other striking features :
: in the BOYS' REALM. For instance, a special :
: topical article called * Winning Through to the :
s Tests!"” illustrated with photographs, which deals :
: with the West Indies cricketers, playing this week at :
: Lord’s. There’s also a gripping serial of open-air On the Field! :
: hfe and adventure and a special complete Test :
: Match yarn. Go along to your newsagent right away and get a copy of i
THE BOYS' REALM |
: ) ' -
:  Price Twopence Every Wednesday
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“Where the deuce have you been to?”
demanded Bell, with a stare.

“Post office,”

“At this hour! What for ?”

“I've just sent a telegram,” explained Gore
Pearce blandly. ““And it might intereet you
to know, my pippins, that there’ll be no
performance this afternoon "of that rotten
gala |”

B‘il‘_\lo performance!” echoed Gulliver and
ell,

“Not a trace of one!” grinned Gore-Pearce.
“Mum’s the word, of course, but I've sent a
ielegram to the Colosseum Troupe, telling
them that the gala is postponed until Wednes-
day !

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Bell. * You—
yvou idiot! The gala will be properly messed

1)

Hnn

up——
”EXH{.'L]}FE”
“But—but we wanted to see those per-

formers!” protested Gulliver indignantly.

“Rot !” said Gore-Pearce. “Won't it be ten
times as amusing to stand there and see the
dismay when the hour gets late and when the
performers fail to turn up? Why, the crowd’s
disappointment will be worth quids! And
think of the row afterwards—with that fat-
headed old earl trying to explain !”

Slow grins epread themselves over
unpleasant features of Gulliver and Bell.

“Perhaps you’re right!” admitted Gulliver,

“I know I'm right,” replied Gore-Pearce.
“Oh, there’s going to be a show all right—
but 1t'll hardly be the show that everybody
expects !

And in this remark Clande Gore-Pearce was
prophcetically right!

the

[

CHAPTER 8.
The Great Occasion !

ALF-PAST two!l” re-
marked Reggie DPitt
carelessly.

Nipper and a few

of the other juniors
chuekled. Quite a crowd of Remove fellows
were lounging about in the lane, almost
opposite the gates of the Moor View School.

Incidentally they had been waiting there for

nearly twenty minutes, and they were begin-

ning to get impatient.

It was afternoon now, and the June heat
was constderable. Much to everybody’s satis-
faction, the weather was gloriously fine, with
jL huttsun shining down from an almost cloud-
ess sky.

The crowd outside the gates of the Moor
View Schoel consisted of Nipper & Co.,
Vivian "l'ravers, Archie Glenthorne, Pitt &
Co., and onec or two other stalwarts of the
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Remove. They had arranged to call for
Irene Manners & Co. at a quarter past {wo,
and they had arrived five minutes before time.

The rest of the St. Frank’s juniors had long
since gone to Edgemore Park. Practically
the entire Third, Fourth and Remove had
gone. A goodly sprinkling of the Fifth had
wandered off towards the gala ground, too.
But the seniors, on the whole, were inolined
to treat the affair with lordly indifference. It
was rather beneath their dignity. Quite a
number, however, had condescendingly
observed that they might ““drop in ” later on
in the afternoon.

“Half-past two!” said Reggie Pitt again.
“Just wait until my sister comes out! T’ll
give her a jolly good ticking off |”

“0Oh, well, you know what girls are!” said
Nipper, with a smile. * And there’s really no
hurry, because the performance doesn’t begin
until half-past three or four.”

“I wasn’t thinking about the performance,”
sald Reggie. “But there was some rumour
that a frece-feed was to be provided this after-
noon and unless we buck up we shall find
everything gone!”

“0Oh, well, it’s no
said Nipper soothingly.

“Why, yowu silly ass——
Watson.

But he pulled up short as girlish langhicre
was heard. And a moment later Irene &
Co. came tripping towards the gateway, look-
ing very charming in their summery frocks.
They made a refreshing picture in the June
sunlight, and the juniors forgot their im-
patience of a moment ago.

“Are we late?” asked Doris Berkeley gaily.

“Ahem! Don’t mention it!” murmured
Reggie Pitt. “We've only been waiting for
about twenty minutes. A mere trifle ”

“Oh, we're so sorry !” said Mary Summers,
laughing.

“Yes, you look it!” chuckled Nipper.
“Well, never mind—better late than never.
Besides, we cxpected it.”

“You horrid thing!” said Mary.

All the girls were there. That is to sav, all
the special chums of the prominent St.
IFrank’s juniors. Archie Glenthorne was in
animated conversation with Marjorie Temple,
Reggie Pitt had attached himself to Doris,
Fullwood was chatting cheerily with Winnie
Pitt, Nipper and DMary Summers were
already walking on ahead, Tessa Love and
Violet Watson and Ena Handforth were
honoured by two or three escorts each, and
Irene  Manners was sandwiched between
Church and MeClure.

These Jatter two juniors were not par-
ticularly happy, for they generally felt uncom-
fortable in the presence of girls. But they
were Handforth’s special chums, and as Irene
had always been Handforth’s girl friend, they
felt that it was their duty to tack themselves
on to her. .

“It's an awful pity that Ted isn’t here,”
said Irene regrctfuﬁm “He would have
enjoyed himself this afternoon, -

weather for cating,”
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began Tommy
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“0Ol, I euppose so,” said Church., “ But
vou could never tell with old Handy. He
inight have thought it pretty dull.”

“I Lhad a letter from him a couple of days
aco,” said Irene cheerfully. “He says that
he's coming back to St. Frank’s soon. Do
vou think he means it 7”

“Of course he means it,” said Mc(Clure,
“T'Il guarantee that he’s back here within a
fortnight—probably within a  week.,  St,
Jim's is a jolly good school, but Handy never
ouglit to have gone there. The silly ass knows
jollv well that St. Frank’s is his real school,
and le's just coming to his senses.”

“Oli, well, let's hope that he can wangle it
all right,” smiled Irene, *But it might be
difficult for him to leave St. Jim's now.
Supposing his father objects 7

“That’ll only make him all the more deter-
mined to comoe back to St. Frank's,” replied
Church promptly.

The little party did not keep to the laue.
After about half a inile, they took to the
meadows, and soon found themselves within
the rolling expanse of Edgemore Park. It
was much more pleasant, strolling here; and
it was a short cut, too. DBy taking this
route, they would arrive at the gala ground
soomer.

it was a delightful walk, for there was
shuade most of the way, and the scenery in
itself was some of the loveliest in the
district.

The absent Handforth had been dismissed
from the conversation by this time, and the
schoolboys and schoolgirls were now discuss-
ing a picturesque little lodge which peeped
out from between the trees just ahead. The
gala ground itself was not visible, for a belt
of lordly chestnuts hid that festive scene
completely.

“Yes, this must be the South Lodge,” re-
inavked Nipper. “There are two or three
lodges, but most of them are empty.”

“This one isn’t empty,” remarked Mary.
“I can sec a couple of men standing just
outside the door.”

As the party approached they could also
seo that the two men were looking anxious
and troubled. Although they were talking
together, they were both looking earnestly
towards the Manor, and if their attention
wandered at any time, it was only to glance
at their watches.

CHAPTER 9.
Very Mysterious !

AN'T  undevstand it
Stan,” said one of the
men, shaking his
head. “The guv'nor
has never done any-
Never! Not as long

thinz like this before.
as 1've known him!”

“Yes, it does seem queer,” agreed Stan
worriedly.

The two men had only given a single
eglance at the approaching group of school-
boys and schoolgirls. Then they had turned
their attention once more towards the pic-
turesque path which led through the
chestnuts towards the Manor.

“Is there anything we can do?” asked
Nipper politely.

“I don’t know that there is, young gent,”
replied the man who had spoken first. *5till,
if vou're on your way to the Manor House,
I'd just like you to find out if Mr. Brvan
has como yet.”

“Mr. Bryan?"

“My guv'nor,” explained the man.
Millar—Joe Millar.”

“Oh, I see!” said Nipper. “Mr. Bryan,
I suppose, is the boss of the Colosseum
Troupe ?” :

“That’s 1it!” said the man, nodding. “We
can’t make out why him and the others
haven’t turned up. They ought to have been
here a couple of hours ago. Not a word from
’em, either, TIf they were held up on the
road, or somethin’ like that, they would havo
telephoned.”

“And you’ve
Reggie Ditt.

“Not a thing.”

“Then they’ll turn up soon!” said Reggie
cemfortingly., “No news is generally good
news., Perhaps they've had a delay, and they
know there’s no fixed time for this show,
anvhow, Don’t worry yourselves.”

“The young gent is right, Joe,” remarked
Stan. “What’s the good of worrying, any-
how? We've got everything ready here—
all fixed up. So there won’t be any delay
when the guv'nor blows in.”

Nipper glanced towards the lodge.

“1 suppose this place is being used as a
kind of dressing-room, eh?” he asked.

“You've got it, sir!” said Joe Millar.
“We've prepared two rooms already—one for
Miss Zoe, and the other for the boys.”

“The boys?” repeated Irvene politely.

Joe Millar grinned.

111 I'Fn:l

o BN

heard nothing?” put in

“Well, you see, miss, it ain’t exactly
official, but there’s no reason why you
shouldn’t know,” he said confidentially.

“The Colosseum Troupe is a kind of family
affair, as you might say. Mr. Bryan is my
boss—Dick Bryan, one " of the cleverest
riders that ever appeared in a circus.”

Tessa Love raised her eyebrows.

“Why, you must mean Dakota Dick,” she
said with interest.

“That’s ‘im, missie—Dakota Dick,” said
Joe. *“Well, I'm blowed! You speak as if
you’ve met the guv’nor.”

“So I have,” replied Tessa, smiling. “It
was some years ago, when I was quite a
small girl.”

She did not add that she had met Dakota
Dick during those days when she had been

L with the famous Onions Circus.
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“Yes, 1t’s a sort of family affair,” pro-
ceceded Joe. “There’s the guv’nor, and then
there’s Mr. Zack, and young Sammy and
AMliss Zoe.”

“Ono sister and three asked
Reggie Pitt.

“That’s the whole shoot!” agreed Joe.
“Pakota Dick, Zoe and Zack, the dare-devil
tight-rope walkers, and Sammy Simple, the
clown. They’ve been on their own for a year
or two now. Got tired of circuses. Pays
better, too.”

“I hope we shall meet them after they’ve
given their performance,” said Nipper.
“But T had an idea that there was gomng to
be quite a big company,” he added.

“QOh, they’re bringing a tidy crowd of
extra ~men—supers—from Bannington, I
think,” replied Joe, as he took another look
at his watch. “That’s what I can’t under-
stand. KEven the supers ain’t turned up!
Nobody’s turned up! The guv’nor told me

brothers ?”

yesterduy that he’d be here not later than

two o’clock, and now it’s nigh on three.”

“Perhaps they’ve been delayed on
road,” suggested Irene.

“It ain’t like the guv’nor to be delayed,
missie,” growled Joe. “He’s a rare prompt
*un, is Mr. Dick.”

“Well, is there anything that we can do?”
asked Nipper. “I expect we shall be seeing
Lord Edgemore——"

“Then you might just have a word with
his lordship, sir,” said Joe Millar, “If the
guv’nor hasn’t turned up, you might ask his
lordship to give a ring through to Helmford,
just to ask what time they left.”

“To Helmford?”

“They gave a show at the Winter Garden,
Helmford, last night,” explained Joe. “The
manager there is a good sort, and he’ll tell
you like a shot if he knows anything.”

“All right,” said Nipper. “As goon as I
see Lord Edgemore, I'll ask him. And if
we get any information we’ll come along and
tell you.” +

“That’s very good of you, young gent,”
said Joe. “Thanks. All I hope is that
nothing has happened on the way.”

The St. Frank’s fellows and the Moor View
girls then continued on their way towards
the gala ground. They were glad that they
had stopped at the little lodge, and had had
the conversation with the two men.

“This makes it all the more interesting,”
remarked Reggie Pitt. “So the Colosseum
Troupe is a kind of happy family ?”

“Dakota Dick is the eldest brother,” ex-
plained Tessa. “I met him once, in the old
days—in the circus.”

“You’ll have to introduce us,” suggested
Fullwood.

“Oh, I don’t suppose he’d remember me!”
laughed Tessa.

At that moment they came within sight
of the gala ground, and the subject was
dropped. For it was a very gay scene that
now spread itself in front of their eyes.

the
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The great marquee was thronged inside
and out, and there was a merry clatter of
crockery and a hum of laughing voices.
Bunting was floating in the afternoon breeze,
gay and colourful.

The whole place was literally swarming
with the Earl of Edgemore’s tenants, the
adults being just as numerous as the
youngsters. And everybody appeared to be
L enjoying themselves immensely.

——

CHAPTER 10.
Startling News !

HE EARL OF EDGE-
MORE, smiling and
happy, gave Nipper
and Co. a warm
grecting when they

encountered him on the wide terrace

overlooking the gala grounds. ‘

“T am very glad to see you all here, boys,”
said the old earl with genuine delight.
“Things are beginning to move, eh? The
old man is no longer a hermit!” he added
with a chuckle. “In fact, he’s getting quite
F.','II'.I."

“1t’s not fair to call yourself an old man,
sir!” smiled Nipper. “It’s splendid of you
to give such a treat to the local people—and
to us, too.”

“Well, T hope it will be a treat for you,”
said the earl simply. “I was half-afraid that
this gala would be too—too uninteresting to
meet the tastes of the modern schoolboy.”

“Don’t you believe it, sir!” said Reggie
Pitt promptly. “There’s nothing we like
better than a good time of this sort.”

Practically all the St. Frank’s fellows and
the Moor View girls had distributed them-
selves over the gala grounds by now, and
only Nipper and Pitt and Fullwood and
Travers had come to seek out the earl,

“I am very glad to hear you expressing
these views, my dear boys,” said the earl, as
he beamed wupon the juniors. “I1t proves
that we cannot believe all we hear about the
modern schoolboy, eh? Well, T fancy that
the Colosseum Troupe will provide some
j very excellent entertainment——"
| “Have they come, sir?” put in Nipper
| quickly.

“I'm afraid not,” replied his lordship with
a frown. “I can’t quite understand it, either.
Mr. Bryan, the leader of the (roupe, assured
me that he would be here not later than
b two o’clock to-day. DBut, as far as T can
- gather, he has not yet arrived.”

“That’s what we really came to speak to
you about, sir,” said Nipper. “We've been
having a talk with those men at the lodge,
and they’re very anxious. They wanted us
to find out if anything had been heard of
- the troupe.”

“T know nothing,” replied Lord Edgemore.

i

“T assume, however, that the performers will
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* Well, I'm jiggered !’ ejaculated Brewster, ol
Indians are St. Frank’s fellows ! > ** Yes,”’ said

the River House School ! ** Ali these—these
one of the Indians. ** And this is where we get

our own back. Down with the Palefaces ! Wirroo ! Let’s have their scalps !’ And with wild,
fiendish cries, the ‘* Indians ’’ performed a war dance round the dismayed Brewster and Co.

present themselves at the Manor—and, as a
mutter of faet, I have a man all ready to
escort them to their own quarters.”

“And haven't you heard anything, siv?”
asked Travoers.

‘‘ Nothing.”

“Well, oie of the men at the Todge sug-
wested that we should get you to ring up!
Helinford, siv,”’ said Nipper. “They were at |
the Winter Garden last night, T think, and if
vou ring up you may be able to get hold of
SOMO NeWS.

“I will certainly do so,” said the earl
promptly.

“Thanks very much, sir.”

“You had better come with me, voung
men,” continued his lordship. “Not that I
veally think there 1s any cause for concern.
Myr. Bryan would not disappoint me. 1 am
afraid the gala will be a dreadful fiasco 1t |
the Colosseum Troupe fails to turn up.”

Willy Handforth joined the juniors at this
moment, and he doffed his cap politely to the
earl.

“Al, Willy, and how are you?” asked his
lordship. *I think I have the name right,
eh? You're the young gentleman who made
himmself so useful during that unfortunate
Core-Pearce affair, eh?”

“I wasn’t more useful than any of the other
fellows, sir,” vreplied Willy cheerfully,
“You're doing us grand, sir. The grub’s rip-
ping, and if the show is of the same order,
we shan't have anything to grumble at.”

Lord Edgemore chuckled, and went in.
doors. The iuniors accompanied him, and

presently they found themselves in the stately
library. They stood silent and attentive while
their host got through on the telephone to
tire Winter Gavden al Helmford,

“This is Lord Edgemore speaking,” said
the old peer at length. *1 would like to
have a few words with the manager—— 1
beg your pardon? Oh, I see! You are the
manager ! Splendid!”

“Is there anything I can do, my lord "
came a polite voice over the wire,

“I am really sorry to trouble you,” replied
the earl. “I only want to know when the
Colosseum Troupe left Helmford. You may
not be in a position to tell me i '

“I think I am, my lord,” replied the man-
ager of the Winter Garvden, “ They went off
this morning semewhere—and I believe it was
to Brighton.”

“Brighton!” ejaculated the carl, startled.
"But, good gracious! Why on earth should
they wo to Brighton?”

“Well, as it was an off-day for them

“An  off-day!” echoed Lord Edgemore.
“Surely you must be mistaken, gir? Did you
1ot know that the Colossenm Troupe had beer,
booked to appear at a gala here, in Edgemore,
to-day 7"

An cjaculation came over the wire,

“Well, T knew that, of course,” said the
manager. ‘“But Dick Bryan had a telegram
from yvou this morning, Lord Edgemore.”

“A telegram—from me?" repeated his lord-
ship. “Nothing of the kind, sir! I sent him
no telegram!” '

b
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“Then it’s very rummy, my lord,” said the
manager, in a puzzled voice. ““Dick Bryan
came to me is morning, looking quite
pleased with himself. He showed me the tele-
gram, too—and 1t was signed in your name.”

This—this is extraordinary!”’
lordship. |

“ Looks like a hoax, my lord,” replied the
manager. ‘‘But Dick Bryan wasn’t to know
that, of course.”

“What did it say in this—this preposterous
telegram ?”

“Why, it cancelled the whole affair,” re-
plied the manager. ‘' At least, it postponed
it. In the telegram you said that the gala
wasn’t going to take place until Wednesday,
and that you were willing to pay all addi-

tional expenses——""

“Good heavens!” said Lord Edgemore.
“This is most remarkable! And—and you
tell me that the Bryan f{amily have gone off
to Brighton?”

“So 1 understood, my lord,” replied the
manager. ‘‘Anyhow, they went away two
or three hours ago. They may have gomne to
some other place, for all I know. But I
have a recollection that Dick Bryan said some-
thing about Brighton.”

“This means, I suppose, that you cannot
possibly get in touch with them?”

“T’m afraid it can’t be done,” said the
manager. ‘I don’t know where they are—
and I can’t get at ’em, either.”

A minute later, Lord Edgemore hung up
the receiver, and he looked at the surprised
Si. Frank’s juniors with deep concern in his
eyes. In a few words, he explained to them
the situation, and they were all excited and
mystified.

“Tt beats me, sir!” said Nipper, scratching
his head. “Who on earth could have sent
that bogus telegram? And why?”

‘“ Because some mischievous, evil person is
anxious to spoil the afternoon,” replied Lord
Edgemore grimly. "It is a contemptible,
despicable thing! What am I to do? How
am 1 to explain? There are hundreds of
pcople here—close upon a thousand! What
am [ to tell them? The Colosseum Troupe
is out of reach, and there can be no perform-’
ance of any kind! This*~this is nothing
less than a catastrophe!”

And the agitated earl paced up and down,
his brow troubled, his eyes filled with con-
cern.

But Nipper’s cyes, curiously enough, were
sparkling with sudden inspiration!

CHAPTER 11,
The Great Wheeze !

ORD EDGEMORE
halted, and he stood
before the juniors with
clenched fists.

“We are helpless—

L
qnite helpless!” he said sadly. “It is absolutely

ejaculated hiE.T

.
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impossible to engage any substitute artists at
such short notice. And there are these hun-
dreds of people here—the majority of them
simple country folk, with their children.
What a disappoiniment it will be for them!
I am very upset. I am more grieved than
I can say.”

“But who can have done it, sir?” asked
Reggie Pitt, scratching his head. *““Why
should anybody try to spoil the afternoon?”

“Even the best of us have enemies, my
" boy,” replied the earl quietly., “Is it not
‘obvious that some malicious, evil-minded per-
son sent that bogus telegram? The object,
of course, was®to injure me in the eyes of
all my tenants. These people will be terribly
disappointed when the performance does not
take place, and the gala, instead of being a
success, will be a dreadful failure. How
lcan I tell them?” he added in distraction.
“What can I say?”

He continued to pace up and down, and
then Nipper caught his arm and pulled him
L to o standstill.

“Listen, sir!” said the Remove skipper
eagerly, “I’ve got an idea.”

The old earl stared at him.

. ““Do you mean that you will be able to find
 these performers——" he began.

“Well, no, sir,” replied Nipper. “I don’t
see how we can possibly find the Colosseum
Troupe. And even if we could find them, by
some miraculous means, they would never
be able to get here in time. If this show
is going to be a success, a start will have to
be made within the next half-hour.”

The earl turned to one of the great win-
dows, and he stood looking out over the
gardens towards the gala ground.

“Yes, you are right!” he agreed. ‘There
can be no prolonged delay. KEven now the
balloon is waiting—with crowds expectantly
gathering round it.”

“Sammy Simple, the clown, was going to
make a parachute descent, sir, wasn’'t he?”
asked Willy.

“Yes,” said the earl. “But what can
happen now? We have no substitutes. And
there is the broncho riding, and the trapeze

act, the tight-rope walking—— TUpon my
soul! Nothing can be done! Absolutely
nothing! We are helpless!”

‘““But 1 don’t think so, sir!” urged Nipper.
“If you’ll let us go ahead with this idea of
mine-——"

“What idca?’ interrupted his lordship
wonderingly. “You just told me that there

i3 no chance of getting these people here.”

“I know that, sir,” said Nipper. “But
why not let us give the show?”
. “Us!” yelled the other juniors.

“You!” said the earl, staring. “Upon my

word! Surely you are attempting to be
humorous—--"’

“T am not, sir'!” said Nipper. “And when
I say “us,” 1 don’t mean Reggie Pitt, or
Fullwood, or myself, or anybody else in this
room. But just consider what these Bryan
brothers and their sister do. The chief of the

show is Dakota Dick, and he gives a perform.
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WHAT A NERVE!
Only a fellow like old Handy would have

the awful nerve to raid a rival school on his
lonesome, fully expecting, in addition,
o conbession. out of B Hvel
school’s junior captain to the effect that St.
Jim's is streets ahead of the Grammar School.
Yet old Handy, with his usual optimism and
obstinacy, embarks on such a perilous task.
How he gets on 1s told in a topping yarn of
schoolboy fun and adventure dealing with
Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim’s, and Gordon Gay & Co., their rivals at
When you've finished this issue of the ©* Nelson
trot round to your newsagent and get a copy of the GEM.  You'll
scream with laughter over the amazing antics of Edward Oswald Hand-
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squeeze

the Crammar School.
[Leec”

forth. Don't forget, boys.
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ance on his broncho. Then there are Zoe
and Zack, who do stunts on the tight-rope
and on the trapeze. We ncedn’t bother about
Bammy Simple, HLE only a bit of make-
uuqlt anyhow.’

“But, my dmr boy—-—'

“Dloase hear me out, sir!"
earncstly.  "“In the Remove
fellow named Jerry Dodd. He's an Aus-
tralian, and his pony, Bud, is an absolute
marve! at doing tricks, and all that sort of
thing. He can take Dakota Dick’s place as

e:u:iir e ‘
Pitt,

said Nipper
we've gob a

y as winking!
I\!lp[}L‘

old man,"”

-..m1 ro a genius!”

“Jerry Dodd is an absolute wonder, sir
continued Nipper, still clutching at the earl’s
arm. Of course, he may not be so good as
Dakota Dick, but who will know the differ-
ence? And then, again! We've got a fellow
named Johnny Onions &

“He’s in my House, sir!” said Reggie.
“By Jingo! Johnuy is the very fellow! He's
an absolute terror on a tight-rope and on the
iilpoze i

*This ehap used to be in a cirens, sir!
said Nipper, before the earl could mteuupt.
“You know him—Johnny Onions! And then
there's Tes<a Love, of the Moor View School.
whe was in the same circus with Johnny, and
they used to do their performances together.
Tn tact, they're both expert tight-rope walkers
und irnpcze artists. They can casily take the
place of Zoe and Zack.”

“And if it comes to the parachute descent,
what about me?” put in Willy coolly. "I
cau tako the place of Sammy Simple

murmured

T!?
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PRICE 2d.
” (’.‘erta inly not!’”’ said Lm'd ng{*more
proufptly. “Geod gracious, no! I cannol

allow you to risk your life, young man, 1
this rash and foolhardy rrmmmr

“There's nothing in ma'.ing a parachute
descent, sir!”’ protested Willy.

“Nevertheless, I forbid it!” said the ecarl.
“I won’t hear of it!”

“Well, we'll eut out the parachute descent,
sir,” said Nipper. “It's the tight-rope walk-
ing and the brﬂncho act and the trapeze stuft
that matters most.’

“H'm!” said Lord Tdgemore, pacing up
and down, and pursing lus lips. “Upon my
soul, boys, I hardly know what to sav. It 1=

generous of you to make these suggestions
—to think of helping me. DBut I am very
dubious. I'm very unceriain.”

“But surely it will be better than nothing,
sir "' asked Nipper. “ You must admit that!
You can't possibly get the Colosseum Troupe
here now, and our chaps and Tessa Love will
do themselves justice. Any kind of show is

better than none at all!”’

“In that, of course, you are perfeetly
right,” said the ecarl, his eves gleaming.
“Well, boys, have your own way! "

“Phanks aw fully, sir.’

“But I do not think you have realized
the difficulties,” continued the earl. “ What

of vour costumes "'

“They're all ready, in the lodge, sir,” said
Nipper promptly. “We've only got to
arrange with Joe Millar, and everything will
he as right as rain. Leme it to us, sn" My
idea is to tell the crowd nothing, and then
eversbody will think that the genuine Colos-

M
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»
seum Troupe has been performing. It'll be
‘heaps better to keep them in tho dark.
‘There'll be no disappointment, and the whole
gala will go off as merrily as marriage bells.”

Before Lord Edgemore could change his
mind, or raiso any further objections, the
juniors dashed out of the Manor, and they
gathered the clans together, And, in the
general excitement, it was not noticed that
Willy Handforth was conspicuous by bis
absence!

——

CHAPTER 12.
Willy on the Job !

O he forbids it, does
he 77 said  Willy
Handforth grimly.

“Well, wo'll see about
that !’
was walking rapidly towards the

Willy
South Lodge, having left the gala grounds
weil behind., He was quite alone, and he was

looking very determined. In one way, he
was very much like his elder brother, the
cclebrated Edward Oswald. Once he made up
his mind to a thing, he went ahead with 1,
and the mere fact that he had been forbidden
to do 1t only added to his zecal.

“We’'re not going to leave 'this game en-
tirely in the hands of the Remove!’ he told
himself. “Not likely! The Third’s going,to
have a look in!”

The Third, of course, had not been con-
sulted in the matter, and was not likely to
be consulted, Willy was a bit of an autoerat.
What he said ““went.,” And just now he had
set his heart upon impersonating the absent
Rammy Simple, and he knew that the only
in-a.yl to accomplish his purpose was to step
ively,

“It's now or never!” he muttered, as he
came within sight of the lodge. **And I
believe it’ll need a bit of wangling, too.”

With perfect coolness, he approached Joe
Millar, who was looking anxiously towards
him and wondering, probably, if he had
ironght any news.

Hallo !” said Willy cheerily.
ing 7"

Joe Millar was a friendly kind of man, but
he frowned as he heard Willy’s tone. There
was something rather {trivial about it—as
‘hough Willy considered the delay a matter
of no importance. But the wily Third
IFormer was playing a little game of his own,
and he was anxious that the dodge should
work without any hiteh.

“Yes, my fine young gentleman, I’'m still
waiting!” said Joe grimly. “You're one of
the younger boys, ain’t you? You're not
one of those young gents who went to make
inquiries, are you ?”

“Those Remove chaps 7" said Willy. “Not
likely! At the same time, I can give you
zome information, if you want it,”’

“ About the guv’nor 1”

“Still wait-

i'HE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“Yes, about Mr. Bryan and the other
menbers of the Colosseum Troupe,”” nodded
Willy. “They’re not coming here to-day.”

“Look here, my lad—"

“J'act, I assure you!’’ said Willy, with ecx-
asperating coolness, “Your guv'nor and his
brothers and sister have gone off to Brighton,
or somewhere like that. They're on the spree
to-day.”

“If you’re trymn’ to be funny, young 'un,
I might as well tell you that ’m not in a
humour to appreciate it!”’ growled Joe Millar,

“I'm sorry about that,” said Willy. * But
the truth is the truth. I’ve hc-rd it officially,
as you might say. From Lord Xdgemore
himself. He ’phoned up to the Winter Garden,
Helmford, and they told him that the Colos-
seum 'I'roupe had gone off to Brighton.”

Willy spoke with an air of supreme indif-
| ference—as though the movements of the
Colosseum Troupe meant absolutely nothing.
In fact, he was exasperatingly cheerful about
it, and he produced precisely the effect that
he desired.

“They've gone to Brighton!” ejaculated
Joe Millar blankly, as his friend, Stan, came
up. “Did you hear that, Stan? This young
gent  says that the guv’nor has gone to
Brighton with Miss Zoe and the boys!”

“Don’t you believe it, Joe,” said
stolidly.

‘““Some practical joker sent them a dud tele-
gram,” grinned Willy. “ Rather a jape, eh!
If you don’t believe me, then go and ash
Lord Edgemore. Anyhow, you won’t see thi
Colosseum Troupe here to-day.”

Joe Millar glanced quickly at his com
panion.

“We'd best go, Stan!’’ he said amxiously.
' “T'm fed up with this suspense, anyhow. Tha
guv'nor ought to have been here hours a?o.
(Clome on! We’ll go and have a word with his
lordship, and find out the real truth.”

Both the men strode off, without giving
Willy another glance. Indeed, they almost
went at the double, and they soon vanished
behind the fringe of chestnuts. Willy stood
there, in front of the lodge, grinning with
b calm triumph.,

“I thought that would do the trick!” ha
murmured. ‘‘There’s nothing like telling the
truth! But I used exactly the right tone—
and those poor chaps didn’t know what to
think. And here I am, all on my ownsome,
with the lodge open to me.”

He knew there was no time to waste, for
it was quite possible that Joe Millar would
meet Nipper & Co. within a minute or two.
Therefore it behoved Willy to work quickly.

He ran into the lodge, and he found that
the two front rooms had been prepared as
dressing-rooms. He only gave a glance into
one, where he beheld some fluffy dresses and
some dainty shoes. This place was obviously
not for him.

He went into the other dressing-room, and
his eyes gleamed.

Here he found a complete cowboy’s outfit,
and other costumes—including the appropriate
garb for a clown,

Stan
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" mur-

“It's as casy as rolling off a form!
mured Wiily glecfully,

On a long table, he found all the necessary
grease-paints and materials for make-up. Joo
Millar was a conscientious man, and }l)te had
left nothing undone. It took Willy about
three minutes to get into the elown’s costume,
and he was delighted to find that it fitted
him to perfection. Sammy Simple, no doubt,
was a very small young man, and it was for
this reason that he had been scleeted as the
parachutist,

Willy, who had some little knowledge of
armateur theatricals, quickly whitened his face
and daubed himself with colours; by the time
he had donned the wig his own personality
had completely vanished, and he looked a
clown from top to toe.

Hanging on a nail, he also found an air-
man’'s crash helmet and some goggles. DBut
thov were not of the ordinary kind. They
were highly coloured and grotesque, and were
cvidently wmcant to go with the clown’s out-
fit. He donned them, and he chuckled glee-
fuliy as he cyved his reflection in the mirror.

“Good egeg!"’ ho said. “Sammy Simple is
going to make the parachute descent, after
all! I'd like to see anvbody stop me now!”
~ He dodged out of the lodge, glanced up
and down, and found that the coast was clear.
Then, making his way through the trees, he
cue stramight across, and 1n less than a minite
he was mingling with the crowds in the gala
gronnds,

Shouis were going up, and a wave of ex-
citement passed through the throng.

“Here comes the clown!”’

“Hurrah!”

“Thexy're going to start the fun!”

“Ha. ha, ha!”’

Willy  was capering about with amazing
energy, much to the delight of the smaller
‘children.  As he progressed, he turned somer-
‘saults and cartwheels, and nobody suspecied,
‘even for a second. that he was merely a St,
Trank's junior. Yet there were plehty of
=t. TYrank's fellows there watching him,
amuszed by his antics. Kven his own chumns,
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon, watched
hine and guessed nothing.

The game of bluff had begun in earnest!

CHAPTER 13.

An Unexpected
Development !

REAT Scoft!™ gaid
Reggie Pitt, in aston-
ishment.

He and Nipper and
a number of others
were hurrying towards the lodge. Word had

'already been passed round, and a good many

| Removiles were prepared for the exciting

work that had been planned.

Jerry Dodd and Johnny Onions had been
told of the scheme, and they were filled with
greal enthusiasm, Here was a chance for

S
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them to give of their best, and they were not
going to let the kindly old earl down!

“What’s the matter, Reggie?’ asked
Nipper, glancing at the West House Junior
leader.

“Look over there!"” said Pitt, pointing.
“Ye gnds and little fishes! Ias somebody
made a bloomer? Are we going to be
dished, after all ?”

“My dear chap, what on earth are you
talking about?”

“Nothing much—only that the Colosscum
Troupe seems to have turned up!” replied
leggie grufily,

“What!” gusped the others.

And then they saw the reason for Reggie’s
statcinent. They were all on a little hillock,
and they could sce right down into the gala
grounds.  And there, near the big marquee,
a4 crowd of children were pressing round an
agile, somersaulting figure. It was the figure
of a clown! And this clown, morecover, was
clearly on his way towards the captive
balloon !

“Well, I’'m jiggered!” said Nipper, with a
whietle. |

“Well, 'm glad,” said Jerry Dodd sport-
ingly. “We should have done our best, but
there’s no denying that the real troupe——"

“Real  troupe?”  interrupted . Nipper.
“Don’t you beliecve it, Jerry! The real
troupe hasn’t turned up.”

“What about thut clown, then?”

“I'll eat my hat if I haven’t seen that par-
ticular type of cartwheel before!” said Nipper
keenly. “That’s no clown over there. 1It's
young Willy, of the Third!”

“Good gadl” ejaculated Archie, dropping
his monocle. “You don’t absolutely mean
to say that Willy has already "

“Yes, Archie,” said Nipper. “While we've
been collecting the chaps together, Willy has
been acting.”

“Acting the goat, I should think!” said
Fullwood. frowning,

“Good luck to

“Rats!” grinned Nipper.
him! He's carrying on the good work! Just
like him, of course, to ignore the eari's
Willy means to make that parachute

orders.
descent !”

“Oughtn’t we to do so.nething?” asked
Travers languidly. “Or do you think that
the dear young fellow will be safe?”

“Of course he’ll be safe,” replied Nippev.
“It’s a perfeet day, and the balloon is cap-
tive, and you can be qguite certain that the
parachute will be absolutely effective. Let
him get on with it—aund good luck to him!”

“Oh, rather!” said Archie. “ Absolutely!
Chunks of good luck to him, in fact!”

“Well, we mustn’t waste any time here
watching,” continued Nipper briskly. “Our
job is to met to that lodge as quickly as we
can, and to fix things up with Joe Millar.
It's all the more important now, because
Wills has started the ball rolling. Desides,
the time's getting on, People are expecting
the fun to begin.”
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Just then Church and McClure came
hurrying up, with Harry Gresham and De
Valerie.

“"We can’t find Tessa anywhere!” said
Church, with concern. All the newcomers

were perspiring freely, and they were looking
disappointed, toe.

“We've scarched every inch of the giddy
ground !” added Harry Gresham, mopping
his brow with a handkerchief. “Somebody
tchd us that Tessa had gone off with your
wister, Pitt. But we ean’t find either of
themn.”

“Then buzz back as quickly as you ecan,”
ciuied Nipper, before Reggie Pitt could speak.
“Teeza must be found! Tt’s absolutely im-
perative! She’s in the grounds somewhere—
or perhaps in the Manor. Keep on looking
until you find her, and then bring her
straight to the lodge.”

“ And supposing we don’t find her?” asked
AMeClure.

“There mustn’t be any supposing about it,
Miiee,”
hiurry—hecause Jerry Dodd can do
Lii= turn first. While he’s getting
it the cowboy’s outfit, two ov
thiee of our chaps have buzzed to
wt. Frank’s to fetch Bud, the pony.
They']l be back at any minute now.”

While Nipper & Co. hurried off
towards the lodge, and the other
juniors went in search of Tessa,

Willy Handforth had arrived at the
captive balloon. Crowds were surg-
ing round now, laughing up-
roariously at Willy’s antics.

like a monkey, Willy leapt at the
edge of the big basket, and a
moment later he:was Inside, face to
face with the aeronaut.

This gentleman was a middle-aged
man, lean and businesslike. He had
been  sent  specially down  from
lLondon, at Lord Edgemore’s re-
quest, and, fortunately, he was not

closely acquainted with the Bryan
brothers. He took it for granted
that this painted clown wase the

genuine article.

Asg it was already past the fixed
time for the ascent, he quickly gave
instructions to his men, and prepara-
tions were made for an immediate
ascent.

Willy, in the basket, noted with
satisfaction that the parachute was
there, and one of the men strapped
this securely round the fag’s body.

Five minutes later, as Nipper &
Co. were approaching the lodge, they
beheld the captive balloon mounting
higher and higher into the blue heavens.

“Young Willy deserves a medal for thig!”
said Nipper approvingly. “He’s—" And
then the Remove skipper stopped, startled.
For as he and his companions turned round
a clump of chestnuts, they came face to face
with a number of determined-looking juniors,

rider.

replied Nipper. “There’s no immediate

“ Indians !
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They were Hal Brewster & Co., of the

River House School.

And, incidentally, Hal Brewster & Co.
were looking  grim, determined, and
relentless.

There was something about their attitudes
—about their expressions—which boded ill
for the smaller St. Frank’s force!

CHAPTER 14,
The Disaster !

AL BREWSTER’S
mind worked rapidly.
During the first'
instant of this
dramatic  encounter,

he saw that he and his followers were in
much greater strength than the Saints,

Al

Bud went round the enclosure like a streak, bucking In !

The excitement increased when it ¥
of the |

told, there were only about ten Remove fel-
lows, with Nipper at their head. The rest
of the conspirators were scattered all over
the gala grounds, eagerly looking for Tessa
ILove; and some of the others had gone to
St. Frank’s to fetch Jerry” Dodd’s pony, and
to make other arrangements,
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Ounly Nipper and his immediate supperters
—the ringleaders, in fact—were making
their way to the lodge, so that they could
fix things up with Joe Millar. And now, un-
expectedly, they had run right into this
River House crowd!

Nearly all the Commoners were there,

For, in addition to Hal Brewster & Co., and
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score of the River House juniors, and Nipper
and Co. were outnumbered by two to one.

“By Jove!” ejaculated Hal Brewster
grimly.

In a flash, he remembered his discomfiture
earlier in the week—when these Saints had
“bagged ” his precious hamper, and when
h¢ and his small force had been wiped up.

Now was the time for his revenae!

“Come on, you fellows!” shouied
Brewster suddenly. “No time to ask
questions! On ’em! Down with ‘he
Saints!”

“Hurrah!” roared the other River
House fellows enthusiastically,

“Hold on!” shouted Nipper ur-
gently., “You don’t understand,
Brewster! This isn’t an ordinary——"

“Rats!” sang out Brewster. *This

linary way, and doing his utmost to unseat his
number of Indians were creeping up In the rear

their immediate friends, there were others.
Driscoll and Buller and Pringle, of Study
No. 5, were there; Littlewood, Mann, and
Palmer, of Study No. 8; Hadley, Commer-
ford, and Grant, of Study No. 11; and
Hawes and Knight and Lacey, of Study
No. 12. In short, there were well over a

is where we get out our own back !”

“But listen!” roared Nipper.
“Make i1t pax this time, Brewster!
1t’s gala day, and——"

“Pax !’ yelled Brewster.
likely, isn’t it? No fear!”

“0Odds mishaps and tragedies!”
cjaculated Archie Glenthorne, 1
mean, what about the good old per-
formance, laddies? These blighters
appear to be out for blood, as ii
were !

“They don’t
I'1tt breathlessly.
of them, they’'re
inquiries, either!”

The next second the River House juniors
were at it hammer and tongs. Nipper and
Pitt and Archie and the others fought
gamely, and they put up a terrific resistance.
But what hope was there for them? They
were overwhelmed by the strength of the
opposing force.

“ Listen, Hal!” panted Nipper, as he fought
desperately with Brewster and Ascoit. “ We'd
take our gruel willingly at any ordinary
time, but this is different! The Colosseum
Troupe——"

“Yes, I know all about it!” interrupted
Hal Brewster, as he seized Nipper by the
gcruff of the neck and hauled him down gn
to the grass, ably assisted by two of Ms
companions. ' The Colosseum Troupe iz
going to perform, eh? And you chaps wani
to see the show?”

“I rather think they’ll be disappointed!™
grinned Ascott.

“You’re wrong!” gurgled Nipper. “The
Colosseum Troupe hasn’t turned up, and

But Brewster was not listening. Near by,
one of the prisoners was yelling at the top
of his voice, and one or two of the other
defeated Saints were taking up the cry.

“Rescue, Removel” they shouted. “ Rescue,
St. Franks!”

“Here, quick)” gasped Brewster. “Gag
these fatheads! There are tons of St. Frank’s
chans about, and if a rescue party comes

“That's

understand ! zaid
" And, by the look
not going to make any
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alonzg we shall bo overwhelmed!
idiotz !”

“We're doing it!” panted Kingswood.

The confusion was terrific. But there was
no longer any fighting. All the St. Frank's
fellows were flat on their backs in the grass.
They were held down by their victorious
rivals; and although they were attemnpting
to explain, nobody would listen to themn. In
the general babble, the true situation was
not understood.

How was it possible, in any case, for Hal
Brewster to appreciate the peculiar misfortune
of this scrap? He knew nothing about the
Colosseum Troupe and their failure to turn
up. He knew nothing of Claude Gore-Pearce's
vindictive bogus telegram. All innocently he
had captured the leaders of the St. I'rauk’'s
Remove—and among these prisoners were
Jerry Dodd and Johnny Onionsg, two of the
star performers for the forthcoming entertain-
ment !

Without Nipper to manage the entire pro-
gramme, and without the performers, nothing
could be done. Here they were, caplives in
the hands of their River House rivals! And
to make the situation more galling still, they
were not allowed to explain matters,

“This is what I call poetic justice!” grinned
Brewster, as ho deftly tied a handkerchicf
round Nipper’'s mouth. “That's the stvle!
Now, my fine prisoner, what about it? You
can talk all you like, and I shan't even
atlempt to stop you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled some of the other
River House boys.

Nipper vainly tried to work the gag free,
and his face was red with anxiety and con-
sterpnation.  But Hal Brewster misunderstood
the message in Nipper’s eyes; he thought
that the St. Frank's leader was mercly angry
at his discomfiture.

“Are they all gagged and bound?” asked
Brewster, as he stood up.

“Tvery one of 'em!” said Littlewood, with
a erin, “*And now, what are we goimng to do
with themn, Brewster? We can't leave them

Liere.”

“Well, no, admitted Hal Brewster
thoughtfully. *“We shall have to do some-
thing with them, I suppose. But one thing
is jolly certain. They’re not going to see the
gala performance. We'll dish these fatheads
out of all the fun. It’ll be a lesson to them!”

*Yes, rather!”

“Serve 'em jolly well right!”

Crag the
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“They pinched our tuek, so we'll spoil their
fun for the afternoon!™

“ Hear, hear!”

Nipper & Co. writhed helplessly as theire
rivals stood over them. The “disaster was
complete!

CHAPTER 15.
Prisoners !

IPPER'S feelings were
too deep for words,
even if he could have
uttered them, as he
sprawled on his back

in the grass with two River House jumiors

sitting on him, with his ankles and wrists
bound, and with his mouth gagged.

The success of the gala had depended upon
ewilt action—and now these River House
fellows had ruined the whole game.

Thex had done so innocently, it was true.
Their only object in capturing the Saints was
to “get their own back.” There was nothing
vindictive in it—nothing unsporting. In fact,
it was rather a good joke to capture these St
Frank’s fellows, and to prevent them from
secing the performance, Little did Brewster
& ('o. dream that they had captured the
performers themselves!

Nipper had only one hope, and this was
shared by Reggie Pitt and Travers and most
of the other prisoners. The rest of the
Remove would soon be coming along—might
appear at any second. If this happened all
would be welt, for the River House croswd
would be routed. And then, after a few

explanations, Hal Brewster might possibly
feel glad that his plan had failed.

Unfortunately, the rest of the Remove was
conspicuous by its absence.

Seldom had Nipper felt so exasperated. At
any other timne he might have welcomed a
good old “mill ” with Hal Brewster & Co,,
and he wouldn’t have grumbled so much if
he and his supporters were defeated. But
just now it meant not only a defcat, but a
disaster for Lord Edgemore,

The Colosseum Troupe had failed to turn
up, and now it seemed that the substitutes
were to be placed out of the running. Could
anvthing have been more unfortunate? And .
on Hal Brewster's part it was all so inunocent.

“Well, what are we going to do with
them 7 asked Glynn, as he looked round at
the captives. “We c¢an't leave them here,
Hal.”

““No, T suppose not,” said Browster. “It
won't be much good leaving them in the
trees, either. There are so many people about
that they mmght casily be found——"

“By jingo! I've got it!” ejaculated Ascolt
cagerly.

“Then trot it out, my son!”

=

“The old ruined priory!"” said Ascolt.
“The which?”
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“Edgemore Priory!” repeated Ascott.
“You know 1t, you fathcad! It's only two
or three hundred yards away from here—in
the middle of those big chestnuts. We used
to explore it last suinmer—before Lord Edge-
more came out of his shell.”

Hal Brewster's eyves gleamed.

“I didn’t know you were so brainy, Ascott,
old man!” he said approvingly. “By Jove!
You're right! The old priory ruins will just
fit the bill! Buck up, you chaps! Grab these

122

fatheads, and haul them along !

To the added consternation of the Saints,
they were seized and then bundled through
the trees towards the prison that had bLen
selected for them. Nipper’s efforts to catch
Brewster's eye were all in vain. Not one of
these River House fellows understood the
situation.

And Nipper & Co., when they heard what
their fate was to be, gave up hope.

There would be no escape from the ruined
priory. For they knew that old building,
too. It was almost hidden anud the trees,
and unless one was well acquainted with the
geography of the distriet one would never
have known that the priory was there.

In fact, there was practically nothing left
of the place, except a mere ruined tower,
Decay had long since removed all traces of
the main building, and trees—tall and stately
—were now growing where the original priory
had stood.

There was just this tower, with the chest-
nuts hemming it in and hiding it from view,

Curiously enough, the steps inside the
tower were In an ewolient state of preserva-
tion. They led up in a circular fashion, and
continued upwards untﬂ a great heavy "door
was cncountered.

Nipper knew the place well,
been up to the top of that tower on several
occasions. It was flat up there, with high
battlements, and there was very little prospect
of escape for any luckless prisoner who was
placed there.

And now, to Nipper's dlsmay, he and his

companions were dragged up those circular |

steps one after the other., When the top was
reached they were thrust through the heavy
doorway and placed in a circular fashion all
round the top of the tower.

By this time the River House fellows were
Lot qnd breathless.

“It’s been a bis of a struggle, but it’s worth
it!” said Brewster, grinning. ‘‘These asses
will never escape from here! We'll come and
release them after the gala is all over.”

“That’s the ticket!” chuckled Kingswood.
“Y rather think we can look upon this as a
River House victory, eh?”

“You bet we can!” agreed Brewster, as he
bent down over Nipper. “Well, Nipper, old
man, what about it? Frightfully sorry to
treat you like this, but you would have done
just the same in my position,”

“Burrrrrh1” mumbled Nipper under his
gag.

for he had’

]

Ie

“Xxactly!” nodded Brewster,
agree, old son!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“We're going to leave you here now,” con-
tinued Brewster. * You are quite open to the
sky, but I don’t quite seec how any rescue can
come. You are hidden from all eyes—=sur-
rounded by trees; at the top of this tower
you could stay here for weeks and nobody

would ever spot you. But in case any of you

“I quite

get free, we're going to close and bolt this
door.” :

He turned, and most of the River House
fellows cleared out.,

“There’s no ivy on these walls, so you
won’t be able to elimb down,” said Brewster
cenially. *“*You'’re prisoners, my lads—our
prisoners. And here youwll stay until it is
our pleasure to release you!”

Slam !

The great door closed, and Nipper & Co.,

grinding their teeth with he!pie‘ts mge, heard
the bolts shot home.

They were left alone, and very soon the
chuckles of the departing River House boys
faded into the distance. - Overhead the
prisoners could see the blue sky. But, as
Brewster had said, they were hemmed in.

The high battlements formed a sercen, and
even 1if some of the visitors came near the
tower they would see nothing. There was
nothing whatever to show that the space at
the top of the tower was filled with bound and
cagged prisoners, -

Without doubt it was a great vietory for
| Brewster & Co.—but little did they appreciate
| what they had actually donel

CHAPTER 186,
Just ‘Luck !

AL BREWSTER
- grinned happily,

“Well, you fellows,
} wo can enjo oul-
selves now,’ ij;e said
coolly. “T'm not a spiteful sort of fellow,
but 1t'll just serve those Saints right to be
dished out of the show.”

“Yes, rather!” agreed Ascott. “They
p:nchod our tuck the other day, and now
we're having our own back.”

“Of course, we won't leave them up in
that tower too long,” said Brewster. ** About
an hour will be enough, eh?”

“But you told them that we shouldn’t re-
lease them until after the gala was over,”

£ g

put in Kingswood.

“That was only spoof,” grinned Brewster.
“Wo don’t want to be vindictive, do we?
An hour ought to do the trick all right. By
that time, anyhow, most of the show will be
over.”

“Yes!” said Grant.
up now!”

“By Jovel So it isl™

“The balloon’s going
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The River House fellows had arrived on the
gala ground by now, and they found a good
deal of excitement. The captive balloon was
miounting higher and higher, and everybody
.was staring upwards. Young and old--all
were interested. The parachute descent was
about to be made.

In the basket, Willy Handforth was feel-
ing quite cool and collected. He was aware
of the fact that his heart was throbbingz a
little more rapidly than usual, but this only
aclded to his enjoyment. The balloon ascent,
in itself, was a thrill., But he was looking
forward to the joy of leaping out of the
busket and falling like a stone, and then
teeling the parachute open and checking
his downward plunge.

Iis companion was busy with his controls,
and he was keeping an eye, too, on the men
below, who were operating the winch which
paid the cable out and which allowed the
balioon to rise higher and higher.
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“There’s a fair-sized erowd here,” remarked
the acronaut, as he leaned over the edge of
the basket and looked down at the great
panorama of gay colour. “There's not very
much wind, either; 1 think you’ll have a
good descent.” |
" “Oh, T think so,” agreed Willy, trying to
make his voice deep. |

“Done this sort of thing often?” inquired
the other.

“Eh? Oh, this!” said Willy airily. *Drop-
ping from balleons in parachutes, you mean?
Why, there’s nothing in it!”

“Well, it’s safe, if that’s what you mean,”
replied the aeromaut. “As safe as we can
make it, at all events. On a fine day like
this, there's practically no prospect of
danger.”

“None at all!” agreed Willy, as though
he Lknew all about it. *'There’s not one
chance in a thousand that the parachute won’t
open after I've made my jump—-"
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“Won’t open!” echoed the man in charge,
staring, “Jump? What on earth are you
talking about 7"

“Fm going to jump from this balloon |

aren’t 177

“With an unopened parachute?” said the
aeronaut, staring harder than ever.

*“Of course I am,” said Willy, with a trace
of misgiving. “Isn’t that the programme?”

“*No, it isn’t—and you ought to know it,
too!” said the aeronautsuspiciously. " We're
not doing stunts in the R.A.F.! This is
merely an exhibition descent, and before you
leave this basket the parachute will be com-
pletely open.”

“Qh, I see?’ said Willy. “Then I don’t
veally jump 77

“No, you float down,” replied the man.
“And look here! I'm beginning to get a
bit doubtful of you, young man! Is your
name Bryan?”

“I don’t see that that matters!” hedged
Willy.

The aeronaut suddenly seized him by the

shoulders, and looked closely into his painted.

face.

“By thunder!” panted the man. *“What
does this foolery mean? You’re only a
schoolboy !”

“Oh, como off it!
that this——"

“ Answer mel’? shouted the other.
you a schoolboy, or not?” :

‘““Oh, it doesn’t much matter now,” said
Willy, seeing that further conceaiment was
useless. “I’m a St. Frank’s chap.”

* Good heavens!”

“The Colosseum Troupe didn’t turn up,
and so—"

“This is outrageous!” said the aeronaut
furiously. “How dare you play this practical
joke on me?”’

“PBut it’s not a practical joke rotested
Willy. “The public wants to see the para-
chute descent, and we saw no reason why
they should be disaxipointred. What differ-
ence does it' make whether the real Sammy
Simple does the trick, or whether I do it?7”

“But you're not going to do it!” said the
man hotly. “Do you think I'm going to
let you—a mere schoolboy—risk your life—"

“T thought you just said that it was safe?”

“Tt is safe for an experienced man—but
not for a schoolboy!” retorted the aeronaut.
“You can’t play these tricks with me, young
man! We're going down—as quickly as we
can!”’

Willy disliked the man’s tone. Indeed, the
fag could see that unless he acted quickly
this parachute descent would be a fiasco.
With a sudden movement he jerked the cord
which released the folded masses of soft silk,
and threw them overside.

“Stop it!” shouted the man in charge.

“Not likely!” replied Willy. “We're not
going to disappoint the public!”

“You cor young lunatic!” shouted the
man. “I tell you we’re going down! I'm
not going to allow you to make this desdent!
I should never have come up if T had known
the truth!”

You know jolly well

“Are
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“Oh, but look here!” urged Willy. *“ Whau
harm is there in it? It’s a fine day, and
there can’t be any danger. Think of all these

plo——=" :

“Look out!” shouted the aeronaut, in wild
anxiety.

A gust of wind had caught the billowing
folds of the parachute, and suddenly, un-
expectedly, the silken masses opened out. A
great cheer rose from the crowds beneath.

Almost in the space of a second, the para-
chute was fully opened, and Willy felt a
strong, imperative tug at the cords.

“Unstrap the harness, you young fool!”
shouted the aeronaut.

But Willy did nothing of the sort. And
the next second, with a gasp of astonishment
and wonder, Willy felt himself being pulled
bodily out of the basket. His companion

- made a futile grab at him, and for a second

the man in the balloon.

he fouled the ropes which held the basket o
the gasbag.

But then the parachute, soaring suddenly
in the breeze, gave a tremendous impulse up-
wards, and Willy Handforth was literally
swept out of the car and carried well clear
of the balloon!

-
—————

CHAPTER 17.
The Rescue !

OOD heavens!” panted

the aeronaut in
anguish.
He stared. with

— frightened eyes as he

beheld Willy being carried further and furthee
away from the captive balloon.

“Keep your hair on!” sang out Willy.
“I'm all right!”

“Well, I'm hanged!” ejaculated the aero-
naut, startled by Willy’s calmness.

“And don’t forget to keep up the little
secret !” shouted Willy, as the breeze bore
him further and further away. “Don’t say
a word to anybody down below—or you’ll give

' the game away. Be a sportsman!”

“By gad, tho boy’s got spirit!” muttered
“I’ll eep his little
secret, too.”

Never for an instant did he take his gaze
off the parachute. From below, he could hear
the tumult of the ecrowd. Cheers were ring-
ing out, and the majority of them were the
shrill cheers of the delighted children. For
practically all of Lord Edgemore’s tenants
had brought their families, and a large pro-
portion of the crowd consisted of small boys
and small girla,

Willy was in no way alarmed as he felt
himsell gently dropping towards the earth.
The harness was strapped securely round his
body, and he knew that he would be on
terra firma within a minute or two. There
was nothing to worry about.

The ecffect was most curious; it seemed to
him that the earth was coming upwards to
meet him. He was drifting with the breeze
—drifting away from the gala grounds, fay
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off towards the stately chestnuts. Jower and
iower he went, and the first rush of the
crowd was checked. The people on the
croundl could see that the parachutist would
deseend well outside of the gala grounds, and
ihe erowd contented itself by watching,

The novelty of the situation was now a
thing ol the past for Willy. Something else
was giving him food for thoucsht.

“This looks a bit tricky!” he murmured,
as he bent his head and stared downwauds.
““This breeze 1s going to carry me right over
those trees, and unless I'm jolly careful 1
shall perch in one of the topmost boughs, like
a widdy erow!”

The prospect was not particularly enliven-
ing, for Willy had no desire to be dumped
into a tree top; the consequences would prob-
ably be serious.

Tower and lower!

Now, to his relief and satisfaction, he judged
that he would just be carried clear of the
tree tope, and so down into an open space
bevond. All his uvneasiness left him, and
he took a lively interest in his surroundings.

His descent was now nearlry over,

He was only eighty or ninety feet from the
ground, and drifting over the tops of chest-
nuts, They seemed very close to him, and
hie could look down into the masses of foliage,
and—-—

Suddenly, Willy’s heart gave a jump,
Leisurely, lazily, he was drifting right over
the top of the old Priory tower, and from
his clevated position he could sea the flat
top. with the battlements and the heavy old
door. And, to his startled amazement, he
belield a number of bound and gagged figures
I»ing there on the stonework!

“Well I'm blessed!” muttered Willy, be-
v ldered.

He stared down harder than ever, for he
was now immediately over the top of the
tower—it was, indeed, only a few feet under
Lite, and 1t was no means certain that he
would clear the trees beyond—and during
those tense seconds Willy recognised Archie
(ilenthorne, and Nipper—yes, and Vivian
Travers. Then he had been carried beyond
range, and all his attention was concentrated
on a fresh problem.

His feet touched the tree tops, and for a
moment he thought that he was going to be
entangled. Ther ho got free, and the ground
seemed to come up swiftly.

The delicate masses of the parachute caught
in the outer branches of one of the chestnuts.
There was a jerk, a tug, and then Willy felt
himself check But only for a second. There
was a swishing of branches, a rustling of
foliaze, and a ripping of silken material,

“Now for it!” muttered Willy,

He was only a few feet from the ground,
and he went down with a rush. Fiis fect
struck the turf, and he rolled over and over.
In a flash he was on his feet, quile unhurt.
He felt for the kiife he knew to be in the
pocket of his jacket under the clown's cos-
tume, found it, and then ecut away the harness
of the parachute from round his body.
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“Weli, that's that!” grinned Willy., with
satizfaction. “ I didn't think it was going to
be so jolly casy!™

He drew a deep breath, and looked up and
down., Nobody was within sight. ¥rom the
distance, he could hear a faint echo «f cheer-
ing, and he suddenly pulled himself together,

“There's sure to be so.ncbedy along hero
in a minute or two,”’ he told himself, “aud it
scems to me that there’s some work to be
done before they arrive. My only hat! How
the dickens did those fatheads get themselves
info suech a mess? Who shoved them up on
the top of that tower? There’s been dirty
work at the cross-roads!”

Willy did not waste any time in idle con-
jecture.  He hurried through the trees, and
arrived at the base of the ruined tower. The
next moment he was speeding up the circular
stone “stairway, and at last he reached the
stmmit. .

He jerked back the heavy bolt, and swung
the door open. Then he stepped through,
and stood grinning down at the bound figures
of the captives. Many pairs of eyes wero

upon him—eyes that expressed hope and
astonishment.
“Cheer up, my sons!” chuckled Willy.

j*»

“Uncle has come to the rescue!
He deftly unfastened Nipper's gag, and then
he started on the bonds which held Nipper's
wrists together.
“Thank goodness!” panted the leader of
the Remove, “Good man, Willy! Talk about
a bolt from the blue! You've literally come

out of the heavens to help us!

“Well, T didn't see any reason why I should
be diddled out of that parachute descent!™
said Willy cheerfully. *“ But, by jingo, what
on earth have you chaps been doing to your-
selves? How did you get into this mess 7"

““It was those River House rotters!"’ panted
Nipper, as he felt his wrists free. “Thanks!
All right—I can untie my feet, Get busy on
some of the others!”

Within a couple of minutes, all the
prisoners were at liberty., They were stand-
ing up, stretching themselves, breathing hard,
and gererally making the air blue with
with regard to Brewster & Co,

“Well, well!” said Travers complacently,
“Things aren’t so bad as they seemed, dear
old fellows. We've only been up here for five
or ten minutes, and now we are freed. Not
too late to get on with the good work, eh 7V

*“No; it certainly isn’t too late!” agreed
Nipper, with a nod. “But you fellows
necdn’t be so bitter against Brewster & Co.
They didu't understand the situation, and wo
never had a chance of explaining it to them.
It's a jolly lucky thing for us that Willy
spotted our plight.”

“Oh, absolutely!” said Archie Glenthorne.
“1 mean to sayv, good gad! In other words,
odds luck and providence! I was absolutely
stagpered when Willy appeared in the middle
distance, hovering in mid-air like one of those
dashed dragon-fly things!"’

A minute later the St. Trank's fellows were
dezeonding the tower, hel'ter-skelter—eager to
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‘* Come on, you chaps—let’s get it over! *> said Chureh. “‘ All hands to the pump [ *’ Gore-Pearce
found himself whirled off his feet, and he howled| wildly, utterly helpless in the hands of these
determined juniors. Next moment he was recelving the ‘‘ bumping ** of his life !

proceed with their original plan. Thanks fo

Willy, all was well again,

CHAPTER 18.
More Trouble !

URRYING through
the trees by a round-
about route, thoe
juniors were just able
to miss the section of

the gala crowd which was hurrying on to the

scene. The rest of the crowd was now
cagerly awaiting the next item on the pro-

gramme, e
Nipper & Co. were determined to provide it!
“We shall have to look sharp!”’ said

Nipper, as they hurried along. “If we don’t,

the public will be getting impatient, and then

they might smell a rat.”

“Oh, well, it’ll be easy now,”” said Reggie
Pitt. “I expect those chaps have brought
Bud to the lodge, and 1t won’t take Jerry
Dodd a couple of minutes to get into that
cowboy’s outfit.”

“You het 1t won’t
junior. “I may not be such a good performer
as Dakota Dick, but Bud is a dinkum pony,

j2?

agreed the Australian |

and if his tricks don’t please the crowd I'm
not a cornstalk!”

They emerged from the trees only a few
| yards from the picturesque little lodge, and
they were rather surprised to find Tessa Love
and Irene Manners and some other girls and
fellows talking excitedly and animatedly with
Joe Millar and his companion.

“It’s no good, young ladies—it can’t be
done!” Joe Millar was saying. “And as for
those other young gents, I ain’t seen ’em.
They haven’t been here, anyhow.”’

“Oh, look!” eried Winnie Pitt,
glanced round. “Here they are!”

Nipper & Co. ran up, breathless.

“What’'s the trouble?” asked Nipper
quickly,

“Where the dickens have you chaps been
to ?” demanded Gresham. “We found Tessa,
but when we got here you’d vanished! What
have you been doing?”’

“Never mind that now,” said Nipper.
“We had a scrap with Brewster & Co., and
they got the better of us. But here we are

as &ne

—and we can start the business straight
away.”’

“What business ?” demanded Joe Millar
suspiciously.

“Haven’t you seen Lord Edgemore 7" askaed
| Nipper. “Hasn’t he told you the troupe has

 been fooled 7
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“Yez, and I'm blowed if I can understand
ir!" satd Joe, scratching his head. *“Rum-
iuest thing I've ever heard of ! It ain’t like
the guv'nor to be tricked in that way! Whao
could have sent that dud telegram to him!
That's what I want to know!"’

“There'll be plenty of time to find that
out later!” replied Nipper. “In the mean-
timme, the public is waiting, and it wouldn't
be fair to disappeint them!”

Joe Millar stared.

“Look here, young gent!”’ Le said coldly,
“These voung ladies and boy: have been
telling me about some sort of game. What's
all this about you youngsters giving a show,
instead of the Colosseum Troupe 77

“He won't believo us!”’ complained Tesza
indignantly,

Nipper seized Joe by the arm,

“Ic's poerfectly simple!” he said. “Two or
tliree of our chaps are pretty good al horse-
riding. and trapeze work. Our scheme 1s to
say nothing to the publie, but to give the
show just as though everything was normal.”

“Bud's here!” put in Greshamm eageriy,
“The chaps have got him round at the back,
waiting.”

“Dinkum oil!”’ murmured Jerry Dodd.

But the juniors had reckoned without their
host: Joe Millar was inelined to be uncom.-
promising in his attitude.

“It can't be done, young gentz!™ he said
flatly. “Not likely! T never heard of such
“a thing! With all due respects to your idea,

I'mn not going to allow it.”

“But you must!” insisted Nipper., “We've
pot crowds of chaps ready to put on the
Indian costumes, and Jerrv Dodd is gomg
to play the part of the cowloy.”

“Well, it can't be done!” insisted Joe
doggedly. “You're not going to touch any
of the guv'nor’s costumes! Understand that,
young gents!” |

“Put  what's the
Nipper, exasperated.

“Po vou think I'm going to let yon wuin
the reputation of the Colosseum Troupe!™ de-
manded Joe hotly, “No fear! Why, vou
voungsters will only appear in public and
make fools of yvourselves! T'm not trying
to be nasty—I'm only pointing out that
schoolbovs can’t expect to do the samo as pro-
fessional circus performers.”’

“But Johnny Onions and Tessa have been
in a eireus!” insisted Nipper. “And Jerry
Dodd is elever with the pony ‘

“Can’t help it!"” said Joe Millar, setling his
jaw, “You youngsters ain't going to spoi
ilia good name of my guv'nor. And you can’t
tonch anv of these costumes and props.
That's final !” el

Nipper glanced round at the other juniors.

“Did vou hear that, you chaps?” he said.
“Ti'z final! What are we going to do about
a3

“T rather think, dear old fellow, there’s
omly one solution to the problem!” murmured
Teavers. “Are we all ready?”’

“Yes!" shouted the others.

And, with one accord, the St. Frank's
feiiows fell upon the two unfortunate men,

objection 7" shouted
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and in about six seconds they were flat on
their backe and helplese. This was no time
for gentle measures!

“I hate doing this, Joe,” said Nipper, as
he  straddled the unhappy man’s chest.
“You're a good sort, I believe, and you’re
loyal to your boss. But we're not going to
let Lord Edgemore down—or the public,
cither. If you won’t see reason in the ordin-
ary wayv, we've got to use force.”

" You—you young rapscallions!"” panted Joe
lioarsely.

“T'll give you a last chance!” said Nippee.

NEXT WEDNESDAY!

WSS e L L LR L L LT

e e irlale o '

“As Mr.
allow us to use the trounpe’s costumes?”

“No!” roared Joe Millar.
I wilt?"

Exactly two minutes later, Joe Millar and
Stan were dumped into a couple of empty
dress-baskets,
down |

Bryvan’s representative, will you

“I'm blowed if

and the lids were strapped

CHAPTER 19,

Dakota Dick and
His Indians !

‘RE they come!”’

“Hurrah!”’

Miny cheers went
up A& an Inpressive
Procession was seen i
gala  grounds were

the distance, Tho
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packed with spectators. More and more
people had been coming in during the past
hour, a great many of them from Banning-
ton, and even from Caistowe.

Although the crowds had been getting 1m-
patient, everything was all right now. The
parachute descent had been made, and Dakota
Dick was just appearing in sig’ht, with his
Indians. And as the show was a free one,
nobody could grumble much.

Lord Edgemore himself stood on the ter-
race of the manor, watching anxiously and
with -many misgivings. He had given his

AMANANANANANANANANANAD

“THE BULLY OF THE
REMOVE.”

Cuthbert Chambers—of the Remove !

No longer a senior—but now a junior !

What a come-down for the mighty,
pompous, arrogant Cuthbert Chambers.
But Chambers has asked for it ; he’s been
slacking terribly and at last the Head is
forced to take such drastic steps.

So Chambers goes down info the
Remove. And then starts the trouble.
Naturally, a fellow of Chambers’ dis-
position is not going to take such an
indignity lying down, and he starts flinging
his weight about. The Remove, on their
part, are not standing for that, and so
things get lively—very lively !

‘““The Bully of the Remove !’ is the
first of & stunning new series of yarns, so
on no account miss reading it next
Wednesday.

“THE CRUISE OF THE
BLUE BIRD!"

Another stirring instalment of this
grand adventure serial.

e ORDER IN ADVANCE!

consent to this well-meaning deception, but
he was by no means certain that he had acted
wisely.

Time alone would show.

There was a natural hollow in the grounds
at the point where the performances were
to take place. The public distributed itsell
up the sloping, grassy banks, and everybody
had an excellent view. Down in that hollow,
the enclosure was railed off, and in the very
centre of it was fixed the great trapeze, and
the long tight-rope. All round, there was a
wide strefch of perfect turf.

It was unoccupied now, save for one soli-
tary figure. This was the figure of Willy
Handforth—inpersonating Sammy Simple, the
clown. Willy had hurried to the scene while
Jerry Dodd and the other juniors were pre-
paring—just so that the public should have
something to hold their attention. And
Willy had certainly done his best.
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He had capered about, he had turned cait-
wheels, and he had generally played the fool.
The children, at least, had been very much
amused.

“Well, it’s about time that something hap-
pened!” remarked Hal Brewster critically.
“That clown n't so bad, but we want to
see something thrilling. I wonder if this
Dakota Dick chap will be any good?”

The other River House fellows expresced
their various opiniors. They nad an excel-
lent position, on one of the slopes, and they
were cagerly looking forward to the enter-
tainment. It afforded them no real satisfac-
tion to remember that Nipper & Co. were
prisoners in the priory tower—at least, the
River House fellows thought they were
prisoners—and they were mnot particularly
cheerful about it, |

“HHow long have those fellows been up in
that tower?” asked Glynn casually.

*“Oh, about half an }Ymur,” said Brewster,
with an uncomfortable glance at his chums.
“Blow them! They asked for trouble, didn’t

R

they ?

He wae trying to justify himself, and he
wasn’'t very successful,

However, 1t was impossible to make any
move just then, for the crowds hemmed them
in. And Dakota Dick and hig Indians were
practically on the scene.

They made an impressive sight as they
came into the arena. Dakota Dick led the
way, riding on his “bucking broncho.” Im-
mediately in his rear were crowds of yelling
Indians. They were painted, befeathered, and
fearsome-looking.

Thezse Indians were usually impersonated
by “supers,” but there had been no lack of
Remove fellows eager to take their places.
And they played their parts eéxtremely well.
When it came to uttering fiendish yells, and
doing wild capers, they were better than any
supers that had ever been hired.

And then the real performance started.

Bud, in response to Jerry Dodd’s word,
lost his docility and acted like a wild thing.
He went round the enclosure like a streak,
bucking in the most extraordinary way, doing
his utmoet to unseat his rider.

But Jerry Dodd, the Australian boy, was
a past-master in the art of riding. He held
his seat without trouble, and he aroused the
crowds to great enthusiasm by his wondertul
exhibition of riding.

And then followed many tricks,

Bud was extraordinarvily clever, and his
feats were superb. The great audience was
enthralled when a number of the Indians
came creeping up in the pony’s rear, evidently
intent upon murdering Bud and his rider.

Yells of laughter went up when / Bud
swiftly turned, charged the TIndians, and
nughed them aside, one afier the other, with
his lowered head.

The applause was deafening.

“Well, T must say that this Dakota Dick

is a jolly good performer!’ remarked
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Drewster approvingly.
best showe 1've ecen!”’
“Hear, hear!"’ said Ascott,
Aund the other River House fellows agreed.

Never for a second did they suspect that
they were looking a! taneir old friend, Jerry
Dodd! Even Bud was disguised. The pony,
in his blanket and his glittering harness, was
scarcely recognisable as Jerry Dodd’'s pet.
Certainly none of the River House fellows
jumped to the truth.

Still less did they guess that the Indians
were none other than Nipper & Co. and
Reggie Pitt and Travers, and even Archie
(Glenthorne. Their reddened, painted faces
disguised them, and their feathers and cos-
tumes added to the general effect.

At last the “turn” was over, and Jerry
Dodd and his Indians went galloping oft,
»ut of the enclosure. They were followed by
tumults of cheering, and by storms of handy-
clapping. It is doubtful if Dakota Dick him-
self could have aroused more enthusiasm.

" Certainly Jerry Dodd had done nothing to
besmirch the fame of the renowned Dalkota
Dick., From first to last, his performance
had been clever.

But if the Audience, as a whole, was de-
lichted, there were three members, at least,
who felt nothing but chagrin. They were
Claude Gore-Pearce, and his chums, Gulliver
and Bell.

“I'm blessed if I can understand it!" said
(tore-Pearce, for the twentieth time. “They
must have got my telegram, and yet they’re

“This 1s one of tha

giving their show, after all! Rats! The
whole thing is a frost!"
“Why worry about it?’"’ asked Bell. “You

were a bit surprised when that clown ap-
peared—and you secmed to have a fit when
these Indians showed up. Why can’t you
settlo yourself to the truth, (Gore-Pearce?
That game of yours has fizzled out, and
there's nothing more to be said about it.”’

“But I can’t understand why!” said the
cad of Study A. “That telegram of mine
was absolutely conclusive

“Oh, hang your telegram!”
Gulliver.

“But why are these performers here?’’ in-
sisted Gore-Pearce sourly. “That's what I
want to know!”’

“Why ask riddles?” retorted Bell. “You
gent a telegram to Helmford, telling the
Colosseum Troupe not to come, and at first
it secmed that the dodge had succeeded.
But the troupe is here now, so you'd better
forget the whole thing. I'm not sorry, if it
comes to that. It was a dirty trick to try
and mess up the gala.”

Gore-Pearce scowled, and said no more.

And none of the ecads of Study A noticed
that Chubby Heath, of the Third, was be-
hind them, and comparatively near. Inci-
dentally, Chubby Heath’s ears were very,
very sharp!

gnapped
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CHAPTER 20,

A Little Surprise for
Brewster & Co, !

EORGIE GLYNN
glanced casually at
his leader,

“There'll probably
be a bit of a waik
“A sort of interval,

here,” he suggested.
eh ?”?

Hal Brewster nodded.

“Time for us to pop to the priory tower,”
he 'agreed, “That’'s what you mean, isn’f
it ?’

Glyon grunted.

“Well, hang it, we don’t want to act like
a crowd of rotters, do we?” he said. “We
wiped up those St. Frank’s chaps, and we
dished them out of geeing Dakota Dick. Don’t
you think they’ve had enough?” -

“Yes, rather!” said a number of the other
River House fellows, as they pressed round.

“let's go and rclease thiem, Drewster!”.
said Kingswood eagerly.

“Good enough!” grinned Hal Brewster.
“We're all agreed, aren’t we? A jape is a
jape, but we don’t want it to become vindic-
tive. So, in the generosity of our hearts,
we'll buzz to the tower and release the
prisoners from their durance vile.”

“Gﬂ‘ﬁd egg !.u

“We've made 1t quits now, anvhow.”

And the River Houso fellows, much relieved
by their decision, hurried away from the gala
grounds and made their way towards the old
priory tower. The distance was not so very
far, and they reckoned that they would have
at least five or ten minutes. Zoe and Zack
were the performers who would provide the
next item on the programme, and Hal
?rewster & Co. did not want to miss the
un.

But they conld hardly enjoy themselves,
knowing, as they did, that they had im-
prisoned their rivals in the priory tower. In
the heat of the moment it had seemed a very
fine joke; but now Brewster & (o. were
troubled by their consciences, and they felt
that they had goue just a little too far.

Happily the thing could bo easily remedied.

“Here we are!” said Brewster briskly.

The River House fellows swarmed round the
base of the tower, and Brewster and Glynn
and Ascoft led the way up the crazy stone
stairs,

“Wo'll make it pax.” said Brewster, as ho
neared the top. “We'll ghake hands, and——

Why, hallo! What the dickens Creat
Scott 1”

“What's the matter?” asked Glynn, from
the rear,

“This door is open!” shouled PBrewster,
leaping up the steps two at a time,

In another second he was at the top of the
tower, staring blankly at the dezerted space.
Not a sign of - their prisoners remained.
Nipper & Co. had completely vanisiicd!
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“They’ve gone!” yelled Ascott.

“Clean as a whistle!” agreed Brewster.
“Well, I'm jiggered! How did they manage
to escape ™

By this time the other River House fellows
had arrived, and they were all staring round
in complete astonishment.

“Somebody must have helped them,” said

Kingewood. “You found the door open,
didn’t you, Brewster ?”
“Yes,”

“Well, they couldn’t have opened it them-
selves,” declared Kingswood. It was bolted,
and—-"

“Yes, it’s pretty elear that somebody came
up and released them,” interrupted Brewster,

with a grin. ‘' But what does it matter ?”
“It matters a good bit!” growled Ascott

= Tof Tt W W

# Even if we tell Nigper that we came here to
release him he might not believe it.”

“Oh, well, we can’t help it,” said Brewster.
“They’ve escaped, and it's no good crying
over spilt milk. Come on! Let’s get back to
the gala ground.”

And the River House juniors, fecling rather
gewindled, descended the stairs again and re-
ported to their companions who were waiting
in the shade of the big trees.

“Hadn’t we better be cautious?” sug-
gested Grant, as he looked round with an
uneasy glance. *Those fatheaded Saints may
be gathering their ‘forces, you know. They
may be on the watch. What's going to
happen to us if they swarm down and sud-
denly attack? As likely as not they’ll shove
us up in that tower, the same as we did
them.”

““ All right—Ilet's get back to the crowds,”
sald Brewster. *‘‘We shall be safe enough
there.” g

But before starting off they paused, listen-
ing. They could hear voices and a good deal
of laughter. There were curious cackles, too,
and other cries of the most fiendish kind.

““It sounds like those Indians !” said Glynn.

“Rats! They’re not Indians!” grinned
Brewster. ‘“They're only members of the
Colosseum Troupe dressed up. Still, I must
admit they looked like the genuine article.”

They made their way through the trees, and
in the distance they caught sight of some
grotesque, painted, be-feathered figures.
These figures were capering about wildly, and
occasionally bursting into shoute of laughter.

One particularly ugly specimen was com-
paratively near by, quite by himself. In fact,
he wandered round the trees right into the
midst of the River House juniors before he
realised their presence. Then, with a start,
he halted and stared at them.

“Good gad !” ejaculated the Indian.

Hal Brewster & Co. grinned as they moved
forward, eyeing the painted and be-feathered
figure with interest. '

“It’s all right—we’re quite harmless,’
Brewster gemally.

The desperate-looking Indian stared but
made no comment, His jaw bad dropped, and
he appeared to be quite startled.

)
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“We saw your show, and we thought it wus
jolly fine,” said Glynn enthusiastically.
“Dakota Dick was particularly good, and all
your Indians were just as good as the real
thing.” .

“Shut up, ass!” hissed Kingswood. “ oo
all’ you know, he may be a real Indian!”

* Absolutely not)” said the Indian stoutiv.

“You're only an ordinary performer, aren’t
you—painted up for the occasion?” asked
Brewster, staring at the figure somewhat sus
piciously. “It’s rummy, but I seemed to
know that voice—"

“Voice ?” repeated the Redskin., *Good
gad! You .don’t mean to say that the gond
old vocal music has given me away 7"

L .H.,lfllrv A“'-H_f ﬂn:rn.'-f!;j . I,’ !--“1‘!‘!_-0‘1 " .-..-;.n.ll .
AYL Villy 2allitou aullv . Joilvu Aasuuln di

the top of his voice. “It's Glenthorne, of
ot, Frank’s!”

*“ Absolutely I” nodded: Archie.

*“Ana
kindly remember, you blighters, that——
Odds avalanches and eyclones! i, help!

8.0.8.! Rescue, Remove |”

The River House fellows were swarming
round Archie, excited and amazed. But
before they could ply him with any questions
a crowd of other Indians came running up.
They had heard Archie’s shouts, and .they
looked dangerous as they .surrounded the
River Iouse crowd.

““Checse it, Brewster | said Nipper coolly,
“ Leave Archie alone!” "

“Nipper !” gasped Brewster,

“As large as life, but slightly disguised,”
acknowledged NipPer._ ““As Archie gave the
game away, there's no sense in keeping up
the spoof-——-" .

“Really, old onion, 1 didn’t intentionally
do it,” protested Archie. ‘‘But these dashed
chappies took me by surprise, don’t you
know.”

Brewster & Co. were utterly startled.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” ejaculated Brewster,

“All these—these Indians are St. IFrank’s
fellows 1"
“Yes!” said one of the Indians. ** And this

18 where we get our own back, my lads!
Down with the Palefaces! Wircoo! Let's
have their scalps!”

And with wild, fiendish cries the “ Indians
performed a war-dance round the dismayed,
Brewster & Co.

CHAPTER 21,
g
-~ Carrying on the Good

Work !

EACE, brothers,
peace!” said Nipper
sternly.

be

N
“Peace

.
E blowed ! roared one

of the Indians. “We're going to have the
scalps of these——"
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“No, we'roe nol ! said Nipper, much to the
relicf of the River House fellows. **We
raided their grub the other day, and they
imprisoned us in the tower this afternoon.
That males it quits.”

“lood man!’ said Drewster. *“That's
way we looked at it, too.”

“We don’t want Lo waste any time, either,”
went on Nipper. *“Brewster and his gang
have discovered us, so the best thing we can
do is to let them into the little sccret. We
can rely upon them to keep it mum.”

“What's happened?” demanded Brewster,
“\Why are you chaps all dressed up hike
Indians? What about the real Troupe?”

As briefly as possible Nipper explained the
situation, and the River House fellows were
cenuinely surprised and delighted.

“Well, if the rest of the show goes off as
smoothly as the first part, nobody will ever
ouess, said Brewster af length. “1 never
dreamed that Dakota Dick was really Jerry
Dodd. IHe was terrific!”

“You say the Colosseum Troupe received a
bogus telegram?” asked Ascott.  “Somebody
must have done it dc*-llhemlc!y—mmﬂbodv
who has a grudge against Lord lidge-
more. 1 should think,”

% Yes, It I{)Dks like it,” said Reggie Pitt,
“But we can’t prove any thu:w, and there’s no
time {0 make any inquiries now. I expect the
truth will come out sooner or later.”

A minute afterwards the River House
feliows were trooping back to the gala
grounds full of enihusiasm. They had offered
their own lelp, but Nipper had politely
pointed out to them that there was nothing
that they, mulcl do. 'The rest of the ehow
would be in the hands of Tessa Love and
Johnny Onianc ancd then later, as a kind
of finale, all the Tndians would appcar in the
arcna arain, with Dakota Dick and his pony.

Jhe crowds were cheering when Brewster &
(o, took their places once more on the slope.

“Py ojingo!” exclaimed Kingswood, point-
ing.  ““They're here already ! Took! There
‘”t{‘} go, up the ladder!™

{t was true. “Zoe and Zack,” looking very
smart in their gaily coloured performing
costumes, were preparing for the trapeze act.
They were well made-up, Tessa was wearing
a big flulfy wig which effectually disguised

the

her, “and .Inlu*m Onions had fashioned him-
scli a little black mask, which looked very
effective, and which conccaled his own per-

sonalityv.  I'he gala crowds had not the
slightest doubt that these two performers were
really Zoe and Zack. There would have been
grear amazement if the real truth bhad come
out ! Bui how were all these people to know
that they were now ga?mg upon a scheolgirl
of the Moor View School, and a schoolboy
of St IFFrank's?

Indeed. if any such suspicions had
eoing round, they wonld soon  have
squashed. For when the pair began
act it was quite obvious that they
cxperts in the art. '

been
been
their
were

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

1t had been many months sinee Tessa Love
and Johuny Onions had performed their
tricks on the trapeze; and perhaps they wero
out of practice. Dut such prowess, once
learned, is not easily forgotten, and they
had hardly been on the trapeze more than a
minute before they automatically fell mto
their old tricks. It came quite naturally to
them. And they gave of their best.

In fact, the performance was astonishingly
good.

True, there was a wide net stretehed
Leneath the trapezes—but even Zoe and Zack
would have wused this net in just the same
way. And the knowledge that thev were
safe in any case gave Tessa and Johnny
plenty of confidence. Never onece did they
make a slip. They performmed the most
hatr-raising  stunts on those trapezes, and
aroused the audience to a high pitch of
enthusiasm and delight.

“Well, T don’t know what Zoe and Zack
are like,” remarked Brewster, “but I'm
blowed if they could be any better than these
two!”

“They're marvellous!” said Glynn. “I
can’t believe that they’rve only Johnny Onions
and——"

“Dry up, you ass!” murmuved Brewster.

“”ih'ﬁ should I dry vp?" asked Ascott.
“1 dou’t see any reason for this secrecy.”

“Didn’t Nipper particularly ask us to keep
v #7

“Yes, but whyi” went on Ascott stub-
bornly. “Why shouldn’t Tessa Love and
Johnny Onions get the credit for their show ?
Why should everybody be made to believe
that Zoe and Zack are doing it? It doesn't
sdem fair!”

“That’s one wayv of looking at it, of

course,” murmured Brewster., “But you
know what people are.”

“How do you mean?”

“Why, as long as they believe that this
performance 1s being gnen by real pro-
fossionals, they’ll think it’ S mavvellous,” said

Hal Brewster shrewdly. "“And, of course, it
really 1s marvellous. But if the crowds get
to kunow that they are only looking at a
schoolboy and schoolgir], they’ll think they've

heen diddled!”

“Oh, rot!” said Ascott. “How can they
think that¥”
“Well, the fact remains that human nature

is a ruminy business,” said Brewster. " You
can give a chap margarine, and as long as
he thinks it’s butter he’ll enjoy it. But as
scon as he knows that it’s only margarine,
lie'll turn up his giddy nose! In other words,

_ulmu ignorance 1is bliss, 'tis folly to be
Hl::E.

And, when all was said and done, thero
was a good deal of commonsense in Hal
Brewster’s obzervation. The leader of tho
River House juniors heartily agreed with
Nipper that “mum’s the word” was the

best order for the f].l‘v'
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CHAPTER 22,

Changing their Minds.

ORD EDGEMORI
rubbed his eyes.

“Incredible !”
murmured.
“Positively
incredible !

He found it difficult to believe that this
whole show was being given by the Bt.
Frank’s fcllows and one of their girl chums.
Indeed, more than once the old earl had half-
suspected that the Colosseumm Troupe had
turned up, after all.

And mingled with his astonishment and
delight there was a feeling of intense
gratification. He was more relieved than he
could possibly express. His gala, over which
he had worked so hard for some weeks, was
a complete and unqualified success. All his
tenants were thoroughly enjoying themselves.
There was no fasco here — no  dis-
appointments,

Thanks to the ingenuity of Nipper & Co.,
tho day was saved.

“Wonderful I” murmured his lordship, as
he beheld Tessa whirling on her trapeze.
“And to think that 1 was all against this
plan! Upon my soul! I must apologise to
these good young people as soon as ever the
performance is over. They are splendid—
ves, splendid !”

His heart nearly came into his mouth as
Tessa suddenly flew from her trapeze, somer-
saulted throurh the air, and was deftly
caught by Johnny Onions, who was waiting,
readv. A roar of applause went up from
the hundreds of spectators.

There were others who witnessed this
talented performance, too. To be brief, Joe
Millar and his assistant, Stan.

After a great deal of trouble, during
which he got himself into a flood of per-
gpiration, Joe had succeeded in getting out
of his dress-basket. At first he had not had
much hope.

Fortunately, he had a knife on him, and
after working strenuously and continuously
he managed to hack through the tough,
thick wickerwork. This task would have
been easy enough from the outside of the
basket; but Joe was in a very cramped
position, and he could obtain little room in
which to move his arms.

However, the thing was done in the end,
and then it was only the work of a few
moments to release Stan. Both the men
~were furious; now that they had gained
their liberty, their rage knew no bounds,

“I'lll make those youngsters suffer for
this!” declared Joe Millar hotly. “Of all the
cheeky varmints! Listen, Stan! Can’t you
hear the crowds?”

“Them bhoys are foolin’ about on
trapezes!” said Stan ominously.

our
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“You’ve hit it!” went on Joe DMillar, his
voice rising with righteous indignation.
“Yes, and they’re foolin’ the people that
they’re Zoe and Zack! Think of it; Stan!
While we've been bottled up here in these
baskets, thcse kids have been rumin’ the
reputation of the guv’'nor! What will people
think of the Colosseum Troupe after seein’
these crazy schoolboys?”

“But what can we do?” asked Stan
helplessly.

“Do!” roared Joe. “I'll show youn what
we can do! Come on—and look lively!”

“You’re—you’re not goin’ to the gala
ground, are you?”

“Yes, 1 am!” thundered Joe Millar.

“What’s more, I'm goin’ to climb up one of
those ladders, and I’ll make a specch! Tl
tell everybody just what’s happened, and T'll
warn them that they’ve been fooled. TI’ve
got to do it—even if it’s only to get a bit of
my own back!”

But this was not the veal reason for Joe
Miliar’s excitement. He was loyal to his
employer, and he wanted everybody to know
that these footling amateurs were basely
trieking them.

“Go  easy, Joel!” urged Stan in alarm.
“You don’t want to do anythin’ rash. Why
not leave it until afterwards—until thesc

kids have given their show? You might do
more harm than good if you interrupt——"

“HURRAH!”
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“T'm in charge here, Stan, and don’t you
foreet (! ecut in Joe Millay curtly. * And
what I savs goes! Leave it till alterwards,
elt? Yes, I don’t think!” he added fievcely.
“I'm going to tell the public—now.! And
if 1 intervupt {he performance, all the
better!”

b With Stan  at  his
towards the gala grounds.
dishevelled; but he did
anxiety to exposo these wyonthful
gave him an overwhelming urge.
Al last the pair came out from the trees,

heels he hurried off
He was hot and
not ecare. His
tricksters

and they stood upon a little knoll of rising |

ground. ¥rom here they could sece the arena
clearly, in the evening sunlight. They could
see the trapeze, with the bogus “Zoe und
Zack " in the midst of their activities.

b As it happened, Joe Millar could not have
artived at a beiter moment.

For Tes:a, swinging lightly on her frapeze,
turned a wonderful double somersault in the
air, and was deftly ecauzht by Jolny
Onjons, Then, in a flash, s¢he was twirled
round. and then she went hurtling back to
catchi her own trapeze on its return swing.

A thunderous roar of applause went up as
this clever maneenvre was made. And Joe

Millar, standing there, allowed his jaw to
drop. He stared. his eves hulging.
“Here, Stan!™ he panted helplessly, " Did

you sce that, oo ?”

“Yes, 1 did,” replied Stan, mopping his
brow. “Ciikey! Just like the guvnor and
Miss Zoe!”

“look!” muttered Joe.

The performers were at it again, and
there was something faseinating in their lithe
activity.,

Befove Joe Millar could make any further
comment, a smallish fignre approached him
and planted iiself in front of him. It was
the ficure of a clown,

“Well, whut abont asked Willy
[Tandforth coolly.

Joe sturted violently.

“llere, are you one of them schoolboys?”
he asked hoarvsely.

“Of course I am,” replied Willy, “I’'m
the chap who made the parachute descent,
How did vou fellows manage to get out of
those dress-baskets?”

“Never mind about that!” retorted Joe.
“We got out, and we came here to tell the
truth to the public abont this show!"

“Oh, did you?” said Willy., “What the
dickens for? Tessa and Johnny aren’t doing
so badly, are they?”

Joe Millar scized the fag by the shoulder,

“Look here, young gent!” he said tensely.
“Tell me the truth. Are those two on the
trapezes your friends? Are they——

“1 know it’s hard to believe, but
fact, ail the same,” interrupted Willy. “ One
of them is Tessa Love, of the Moor View
School, and the other is Johnny Onions, of
St Frank’s, What arve you pgoing to do?
Give them away ¢

it now ?"

it's a

l
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Joe Millar scratched his head.

"Give them away?” he repeated. “ Good
soszh, no! Why, they're pretty near as good
as Zoe and Zack!”

said Sran

“Strikes me they're  better!”

fumly.
“Well, anyway, they ain't doing anything
to harm the reputation of the Colosscum

Troupe!” declared Joe. “Seems to me, Stan,
that these young geuts knew what they was
doin' when thex shoved you and me into

them baskets!

CHAPTER 23.

A Compleie Success !
ERAH'
The calm evening

atr was filled with the
tumultuous applause.
“Zoe and Zack "’ had
just finished their trapeze act, aud they were
receiving a tremendous ovation. There were
scores of St. Frank’s fellows on the scenc who
hhad no inkling of the truilhy, and these
applauded as heartily as any of the ordinary
public.

Lord Ildgemore was more than delighted :
he was well nigh dumbfounded. Me could
hardly believe th at this great success had been
achieved by the schoolboy substitutes, assisted
by the nimble Tessa,

Now, without ahy pause, Jerry Dodd came
riding into the avena for another display,
and he was accompanied by the yelling
“Indiaus.” This was another surprise for Jog
Millar. “T'he man had reversed his opinion
completely, and now he was filled with gwat

enthusiasin.  “Blowing the gaff V' was th
last thought in his mind.
While Jerry Dodd was busy with DBud,

Willy Handforth found himself suddenly seized
from behind by Chubby Heath and Juicy
Lemon—for by this time these two fags

were in “the know.” Ile twirled round, and
frowned.
“Clear off, you idiots!"" he snapped “Do

you want mowb(}d}, to know who I am?”

“It’s all right—they're all looking at Jerry
Dodd!” said Chubby IHeath excitedly.
“We're safe enough here for a couple ot
minutes. Nobody will suspect anything :f
they sec us talking to the clown. We've got
something to tell you, Willy!"”

“ All right—tell it, and be quick about it!”
said Willy crisply.

“We know why thc real Colosseum Troupe
failed to turn up.’

“Oh, vyou do, eh?” said Willy. starirg.
“ And how do you know? I don't want to
hear any silly rumours s

“Gore-Peavce did it!” said Chubby hotly.
“The cad! 1le tried to mess up the gala—-—"

“Here, bold on!" interrupted Willy. “ Not
s0 fast, my son! How do you know. this?

“T happened to be behind Gore-P earce and
those other eads, Gulliver and Bell,” suaid
Chubby. “I wasn't listening, or ﬂ.nything,
but they were dotty enough to talk loudly.™
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“Well, what did you hear?”

“Why, that Gore-Pearce had sent a tele-
gram to Helmford,” replied Chubby indig-
nantly. “The scheme was to prevent the
performers from coming, so that Lord Edge-
more would be dished., Gore-Pearce wanted
to ruin the gala!”

“I’'m not surprised,” said Willy. “Gore-
Pearce is cad enough for anything—and we
all know that he still bears a grudge against
Lord Edgemore.”

‘““And the joke of it is, Gore-Pearce thinks
that thectelegram went wrong!” said Chubby,
with a grin. ‘“He thinks that the Colosseum
Troupe is really. here, giving the show!”

“Yes, but that doesn’t make any difference
to his caddishness,” said Willy judicially.
“ (tore-Pearce is guilty—and if it hadn’t been
for Nipper, there wculdn’t have been any
performance. It was Nipper’s idea, don’t
forget. The public knows nothing—and won’t
know anything, if we can help it.
(iore-Pearce ought to be punished, all the
same!”’ _ )

Later, after Jerry Dodd and the Indians
had come out of the enclosure, Willy passed
on his news to Nipper. By this time, Tessa
Tove and Johnny Onions were at it again,
and this time they were giving a clever tight-
rope aot. )

“I’'m glad you’ve told me this, Willy,” said
Nipper quietly, after he had heard. “You
can leave Gore-Pearce to us.”

“I know that—but I’d rather like to be
in the scene,” said Willy, grinning. “I sup-
pose you'll slaughter the cad, won’t you?"

Nipper and Reggie Pitt and a few other
Removites held a consultation.

“There’s no reason why we should ex-
plain anything,’” said Nipper at length. “If
we tell Gore-Pearce anything, he’ll know that
his plan succceded, and that the Colosseum
Troupe failed to turn up. As it is, he be-
lieves that his rotten telegram went astray.”

“The best thing we can do is just to grab
the rotter and bump him,” said Reggie Pitt.
“We won’t tell him why—and we can leave
him guessing. As long ag he gets the bump-
ing, everything will be satisfactory.”

And eo it was decided.

For the time being, Nipper & Co. dismissed
(lande Gore-Pearce from their minds, ead
they went to the arena, after the tight-rope
act had finished, to join in the grand finale.

Still nobody suspected the truth. The
general run of the public wae delighted with
the whole show, :ur‘:«:g~ voted it to be excellent,
from start to finish. And when the juniors
had changed into their ordinary attire, Lord
Edgemore insisted upon them coming before
him.

He was particularly set upon meeting Tessa
Love and perscnally congratulating her.

“My boys, you have saved the situation for
me,”” he said gratefully. “You, too, Miss
Teega! It was splendid! From the bottom of
my heart I thank you for all your services.”

“It was nothing, sir!” protested Jerry
Dodd. “Why, we thoroughly enjoyed our-
selves.”

But }
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“It was a great treat to us!”’ smiled Tesea.

Joe Millar offered his congratulations, too,
and he stated it as his considered opinion that
it was a sin and a shame that such clever per-
formers as Tessa Love and Johnny Onions
and. Jerry Dodd should be at school.

And so the day drew to a close, with every-
body in an excellent humour. There was
dancing on the turf, with an excellent pand
in attendance, and with fairy lights twinkling
in their myriads.

And now, in their own personalities, the
St. Frgnk’s fellows and the Moor View girls
—to say nothing of the River House crowd-—~
enjoyed themselves to the full,

CHAPTER 24,

The End ol a Perlect
! Day !

00000000M !

The last fHlizht et
rockets was going up
into the starlhit even-
g sky. The [ire-

works display had been as successful as any
of the other events, and the throngs of
people were moving off homewards in a con-
tented mood. .

“It’s all right, you fellows,” said Nipper,
as he joined a group of his companions,
“I've just been 'talking to Lord Edgemore,
and he’s been in touch with Mr. Bryan.”

“Who the dickens is Mr. Bryan?” a:zked
Jack Grey. '

“The leader of the Colosseum Troupe. of
course,”’ replicd Nipper * He's just returned
to Helmford and, having heard a fow
rumours, 'phoned up Lord Edgemore, who
told him what had been happenings.”

“Was he wild?”” asked Pitt interestedly.

“Well, I think he was a bit startled at fivst,
but Lord Edgemore soon put him right”
smiled Nipper. “ And then, when Joe Millar
got on the phone and told him how smoothly
everything had gone off, he was jolly 1c-
lieved. So there’s nothing more for ns to
worry about, my lads!”

“We're not worrving!” grinned
Pitt. “We saved the situation, and
satisfied.  And don’t forget—mum’s
word.”’

“Yes, rather!’ said Nipper. “We don't
want the truth to trickle out—not to a =oul
beyvond ourselves.”

And they meant this.

There was only one final duty to pertorm
now. This was put into effect on thr- way
home to St. Frank’s.

Claude Gore-Pearce had rather nnwisely de-
cided to walk home by way of the meadows.
Gulliver and Bell were with him, and the
gathering dusk almost concealed them. But
in a particularly lonely spot, just after they
had walked round a big clump of trees, they
found themselves surround.d by a number of
Removites, |

(Concluded on page 44.)

y

Reggie
we're
the



38

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

AF_IT°S THRILLS YOU WANT JUST READ THIS GRAND SERIAL!

et

"By COUTTS BRISBANE

Ned and Jack are in a tight hole, Ibut they're still smiling. And
Captain Manby is coming to the rescue at full speed. The question
is; Will he be in time? The grand chapters below will tell you,

Picking up The Trail!

o NEDE Jack " Captain Manby roared.

“Have vou scen them?” he de-
manded, turning to the
nearest him.,

“Not gee, cap’'n. Them ’long jus' now, but
not see Jlast minit,” replied onc of the
Kanaka crew of the Blue Bird. “Mebbe
¢them go ’'long look ’long trees.”

““ As they're not in the bungalow, and they
conldn't have gone anywhere else wilhout
being seen, I suppose thoy have,” growled
Manby. “The confounded young fools have
gone off scouting after Rua-Rua, I expect,
end there's a very fair chaneas that they may

men

run into a trap and get scuppered. We'll
have to go after them.”
“Shall we come with you, sir?” asked

Trotter. “We ean’t take the bus up till we
liave repaiced the float, or we might try

a buzz round the island and locate them in
that way.”

“*No. Get on with the repairs. 1 count
on you to put these fellows in a proper state
of funk by going up again.” Manby looked
around him. His men were all wounded and
weary, quite unfit to travel fast or far, and
finding the boys might well be a long job,
“I'll have to go aboard and get a fresh
scqquad., Send off your messenger, Hutton.”

Hutton glowered down on the Solomon
prisoner, who squatted submissively at his
foet, ready to do anything to save his hide.

“Tell your people that if they will give up
their spears and elubs and promise to work
quietly as before, no harm shall come to
them,” Hutton said to the man. *“But if
they choose war, then the big bird that lies
vonder will come after them. And Rua-Ruas,
who has led them to do all this evil, must
be bound and brought here and given up to
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me to be punished. Now, go, before I change
my mind and bid the Men-Who-Kill-1'rom-
The-Sky to go and kill you all. When you
have given the message, come back and tell
me whether it is peace or war. You shall

not be killed, but have three sticks of baccy.
Go !

The map rose, looked about him fearfully,
cast one glance at the dreadful “bird ” lying
so quictly beside the beach, as though he
thought 1t might rise and fly at him, then,
elancing back econtinually, raced away into
the palin grove.

“I’'ll get aboard now and get patched up.
I’ll return as quickly as possible,” said Cap-
tain Manby, and led his battered handful
down to the boat. The two airmen helped
hin}f to shove off, then turned to their own
cratt.

The tide was falling now, and by a little
manceuvring, they contrived to swing the
'plane round so that it lay above level
sand. Soon it was high and dry, and they
were able to set about repairs.

Mecanwhile, Tubby Sineclair was busy with
plaster and bandages upon the captain’s
wounds, whilst Ah Moy attended to the men.

“Hurry up!”’ snapped Manby impatiently,
as Sinclair made fast the bandage about his
shoulder. “Even now those young asses may
be in trouble. And the bother is that we
don’t know which of half a dozen ways they
may have gone.”

Ah Moy appeared and deposited a bottle of
iodine which he had been using on dressings.
He had, of course, heard the bad news.

“Tom Cheese allee light now. Walkee
next week,” he reported. “Othlah fella
bettlah. Timo sck, bettlah to-mollow. You
takee me 'long helpee flind Mistlah Neddee,
Mistlah Jackee.”

“What use would you be, Ah Moy? We
don’t know which way they have gone.”

“Me walkee one tlime alongee huntlah
man, 'long Java. Me flind him big snlake
alongee mark on glound. Catchee heap lot.
Mistlah - Jackee wear boot when go ashlore.
Snlake no wear boot. Heap more easy flind

Mlistah Jackee.”

“Oh, come, then! If you find them Tl
rive you five pounds,” replied Captain
if[anby. He had no great faith in Ah Moy’s
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WHAT HAPPENED IN THE

CAPTAIN MANBY is skipper of the schooner
Blue DBird, which is approaching Graden
Island, in the Southern Pacific. e is
accompanied by his son

JACK MANBY, and Jack's cousin
NED SUTTON, two adventure-loving boys,
although the former lacks the cautious

nature of Ned. From the deck of the
Blue Bird they see that the bungalow
wherein resides Hutton, manager for the
man who owns the copra crops on the
island, is surrounded by a seething mob
of mutinous Solomon Islanders. The
captain, with the two boys and a party
from the schooner, go to the rescue,.
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pcwers as a tracker, but, lacking any other

guide, he was willing to give him a chance.

“You had better take a rifle.
ashore at once.”

“Me no likee. Takee Chinee knlife,”
repliecd An Moy sedately. “ Me flind. Likece
flive pound.”

“1 dare say he'll find them, sir,” said
Sinclair hopefully. " He doesn’t talk, but he’s
a clever sort of chap, and he’s fond of the
boys in his own way. Can't I come along,
sir? You're really not fit.”

“Fic? o0f course I am! You must take
charge of the ship. It’s on the cards that
those brules miglljlt try another attack on
the bungalow, though I don’t think it’s
likely. "That 'plane put an awful fear into
'em, as well as laying out half a dozen.”
Manby glanced anxiously at the sun.
“There's not much daylight left. We must
hurry,” he grunted, and went stifly down
into the boat which had been manned by the
six men who had previously remained aboard
the schooner. I

Ah Moy, with an eighteen-inch Chinese
short sword in his beklt, dropped in after him.
The boat slid away and .was quickly at the .
beach, where ‘Hutton and Mitchie, who
looked grotesquely like an old. woman with
toothache, his face beipg swathed in
bandages, met them. Y

“Now, vou showee place

We are going

I‘i'éfddm_a and

Jackee walkeo lag’ tlime,” ‘spid Ah Moy.

“ Alongee thlis place? Me walkee.”
His plump figure inclined at an angle, his
shrewd, little, oblique eyes on the ground,

he padded away towards the rear of the
bungalow. Presently he returned at a trot.

“Mistlalh Jackee boot mark!” he an-
nounced in a sing-song. “You allece walkece
He rolled towards the
edge of the grove, then waved a pointing
hand. “More Jackee mark. He walkee
thlis way.” "

There, clearly marked in a patch of soft
soil, were the imprints of boot heels, ohvi-
ously those of Jack, since Ned and all the
other white men wore shoes with flat rubber
soles.

“Good man!” ejaculated Manby. “(Get on
with it. Hurry!”

“Me walkee flast,” replied Ah Moy, and,
producing an electric torch, went forward

OPENING INSTALMENTS:

They become overwhelmed by the savages,
and'are saved just in time by the arrival
of a seaplane, which frightens the mob

away, The ’plane is piloted by an old
friend! ¢ XIlanby’s named Trotter. Hutton
tells ¢ + 1 that Rua-Rua, a native chief,
is the «+ se of all the trouble. Jack and
Ned dec..e to try and capture Rua-Rua
on their own. ’{‘hey set out-—unknown

to Manby—but are themselves taken
prisoners. 1'o their horror, they discover
that the savages are cannibals. Meanwhile
Capeain Manby has discovered the boys’
absence

(Now read on.)
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steadily, with only an occasional pause to,
Presently he |

make certain of the tracks.
halted in the path where the boys had
stopped, erossed it and paused again.

“Thiem walkee heap flast. Why?” mut-
tered Ah Moy, then found the answer.
“Solomon boy walkee. Them walkee aftlah
Solomon boy 1"

“Ith? How d'you know that?” asked
Manby doubtfully.

“You no smellee? Solomon boy makec
rub sandalwood-oil allee ovlah topside.”

“Thut's so0,” said Hutton. " Ang you can
smell 1. They rub their hides with the stull
rnd drench their hair with 1t.”

“Then it probably means that the boys
petnally found Rua-Rua, or one of his gang.
Thev']l run into trouble. Hurry, Ah Moy !"

*No can do Sluppose hully, loosce mark,”
replied Ah Moy placidly, and proceeded at a
maddeningly deliberate pace.

Cannibals !

| HT light was failing, and under the

I thick roof of folinge it was now really

-dark, adding to the difticulty of hold.

ing to the trail, Though Manby

fumed, .he saw.the wisdom of going slowly.

Unee lose the track, and a lot of valuable
inne might bo wasted in finding it again.

“What is there at the end of this island ?”
Lie asked Hutton.

“Nothing in particnlar except an ancient
voleanie erater with one of tliose big stone
wdols in it.  Rather a weird place. Our
natives steer clear of 1t, I don’t know about
the Solomon boys. I’robably they're scared
of i, too.”

"If tue nalives of the island don't go there,
it would be a good place for a man to hide
in,” suggested Manby, **Perhaps it's where
tna-Rua  was making for when my
voungsters found him. That is, if it is he
theyv're following. Iit's a wonder we haven't
heard any shooting.”

“The trees deaden ihe sound of a shot,”
explained Hutton. *You wouldn't hear onc
at half a mile, and we're still a mile from
the erater.”

“Then I'm for going ahead. Two men
will keep with you, Ah Moy, while the rest
of us go on double quick, If wg find nothing
then we ean come back to you.”

“Allee  lightee,” agreed Ah  Moy.
“8'plosin’ you find, you gimme flive pound
allee samee ?”

“NYes, All the same,”

“Thlen you go walkee,” Ah Moy said, and
bent anew over the tratl, while two of the
crew fell in behind him at a sign from the
skipper.

Manby began to run. After him came
I{uiton, then the four Kanalkas, while Mitchie
brought up the rcar. Winding about be-

fween the trees, they sped through the
forest till the broadening light warned
Manby that he was close to the open, He

halted amidst a fringe of serub, and as he
did =0 a whiff of emoke came floating up
from belaw, fallowed by a sudden outburst

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

of harsh chattering, as though a score of
rancous-voiced monkeys were all jabbering
together.

“Some of them down there,” whispered
Hatton. “We're on the edge of the crater
basin, Better go very quietly through the
brush, and then we'll surprise them. Ready,
behind there 7"

They crept forward softly, taking advan-
tage of a clump of tall ferns that grew luxu-
viantly on the edge of the cover, and peered
down 1nto the crater. ;

“Ovens, by ecripes!” exclaimed Hutton
under his breath. He knew exactly what the
two long trenches filled with red-hot stones
and glowing ashes implied. They could be
meant only for the cooking of some very
large creature. Tnere were no wild pigs
on Graden Island, there was no sign of any
pig beside the fires., *“They're meant for—
the boyvs! The beastly cannibals! Ob,
golly |V

The group of nearly naked men about the
fires had turned as, from behind the gigantic
stone head that masked the entrance to the
cave or anéient temple, came several more,
shoving {wo helpless fizures before them.

“Jack—and Ned!” whispered Captain

Manby between eclenched teeth. “They're
alive, anyhow. 1Is that big fellow, Ruas
Rua ?"’

“Yes! He—— Quick! Quick!” Hutton’s

voice cracked as he raised his rifle.

Rua-Rua’s hand had flashed up holding a
gleaming knife. It hovered above Ned Sut-
ton’s head: in another moment it would have
descended. But just then Manby’s rifle spoke,
and Rua-Rua whirled round with a vell and
stagmeved back, shot through the shoulder,
the knife tinkling at his feet.

An irregular volley blazed from the others,
but it was hardly needed. With a yell of
panic the Solomon men leapt awav for their
lives, dashing into the brushwood beyond
the idol and up the steep slopes of the
crater, Rua-Rua leading despite his wound;
while heedless of anything but the plight
of his son and nephew, Manby raced down
to where the two boays were bound, whipped
out his kunife and ecut them loose,

“Damaged ?"” he asked curtly.

“Pins and needles!” replied Jaclk, and
dropped to the ground grunting.

“You'll be better presently.”” Manby
wheeled about. “Catch that fellow Rua-Rua
alive if possible,” he cried. “There he
goes !’

The other natives had disappeared, but his
wound had apparently slowed Rua-Rua, for
he was still in view breaking a way through
the brush close to the spot from which the
rescue party had descended.

“He'll get away!” growled Manby. He
flung up his rifle, then lowered it as, out of
the thicket ahead of the fugitive, appeared
a portly figure in white ducks. It was Ah
Moy who, fomaking the trail, had waddled
forward at his best speed at sound of the
firing. At sight of Rua-Rua he whipped out
his long knife, or short sword, and rolled at
the man, -
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Rua-Runa halled. Below him the three
white men were running up the slope, above
him the yellow man, with glinting blade
aloft and a nasty grin on his broad, yellow
face, was almost within striking distance.
All his vague, foolish plans of plunder and
murder had been defeated, and he knew well
that if his deluded native followers got hold
of him now he would probably pay for it
with his life. One faint chance remained.
White men had queer ways. They did not
always kill at once, and if he was given time
to talk he had something to offer in exchange
for freedom. With a loud ery he threw his
hand above his head, ran towards Manby and
Hutton and dropped at their feet.

“I've a mind to shoot him out of hand
exclaimed Hutton. *“You saw what he was
coing to do with the boys, didn’t you?”’

Manby shuddered. ‘The boys

.]. i
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1ad had a |
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cireculation to numbed limbs is painful. But
thanks to his efforts they were presently able
to stand and accept meekly the wigging that
Captain Manby gave them.,

“In future, you’ll obey orders strictly.
When in doubt, you’ll come to me. But now,
as you’ve had punishment enough for your
idiocy, we’ll say no more about it. March!”’

Their rifles had been found inside the cave;
they shouldered them and, clinging to each
for support—being still very wobbly on the:r
pine—climbed the slope, Ah Moy lending a
helping hand, for he was exceedingly pleaged
with them and himself.

Rua-Rua’s hand flashed up, holding a gleaming knife, It hovered above Ned’s head ; in another

moment it would have descended.

But just then Captain Manby’s rifle spoke, and Rua-Rua whirled

round with a yell, and staggered back, shot through the shoulder.

very narrow escape, and he was tempted to
settle the ecore out of hand, but his sense of
justice and inbred 1espect for law and order
prevailed.

“No. We'll take him back, and I'll cart
him to the commissioner for judgment.”
AManby nodded to o couple of his men. “ Take
him back to the ship. If he {ries to escape,
zhoot him, but do not hurt him if he goes
quietly.”

“No killee ?”’ asked Al Moy, waddling up,
his glittering blade at the ready.

“No, Ah Moy. Sheath your pig sticker.
It won't be needed.”

“Velly well. Savee cleanee blade,”” mur-
mured Ah Moy philoscphically. * Mistlah
Jackee, Mistlah Neddee allee savee, thlis per-
gon get flive pound. Me go rub leggee.”

And he toddled on to where Jack and Ned
sat before the glowing ovens, trying to re-
store the circulation of their numbed limbs.

“You velly good boys,” he purred. “Makee
me flive pound. Poor leggee eore? Me
rub ?”’

e fell to work with an energy that made
the boys howl, for the process of resforing

ou big
You makee me
murmured happily, and

“You velly good boys. Me makee
sweet cakee alongee thlis.
flive pound,” he
shoved his best.

Under the palm trees it was now quite dark,
but the eleetric torch lighted the way and they
made good progrees. Presertly they over-
took the two men in charge of Rua-Rua.
The prisoner, despite the pain he must have
been suffering from the wound in his shoulder,
marched in haughty silence. Not till they
had reached the open and were crossing the
beach towards the echooner’s boat did he
gpeak, addressing Hutton.

“Where do I go?” he asked.

“You go in the echooner to be taken before
the big white man at Bauro, who shall hear
what you have done,” replied Hutton.

“This white man’s schooner?’”’ Rua-Rua
nodded at Captain Manby. “Does he speak
my talk ?”’

“Yes,”” put in Manby. “But talking won’t
save vou, s0 you may keep your worde till
you see the big white judge.”

“But you will listen to my-talk? 1 bhave
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a big word to tell you. When you hear it
you will let me go. I know white men.”

“1 will listen to you later, but talk will not
save you,”’ repeated Manby. “Take him
aboard,”” he added to the boat’s crew. “See
to his w ound, Ah Moy, then tell Mr. Sinclair
to put him in irons with a man to watch
him. Send back the boat at once.”

“Me tellee. Me watchee, cap'n,”
Ah Moy. “Walkee, black man!”

Ruu-Rua got aboard without further words;
tiie boat put off.

Manby and the boys, with Hutton and
Mitchie, walked ajong the -beach in the
fading light to where the two airmen were
putting the finishing touches to the repairs
of the float.

“All fit now, captain,”” said Trotter. I
see j,mtr hunt was successful. Was that the
villain of the picce you sent aboard?”’

“Yes,” replied Manby. “We only arrvived
in the nick of time, ¢ was going to finish
up the day by dining on these two young
asses, 1n company with a few friends. We
stopped him, with about a second to spare.
Hallo! Stand by! There's a man coming
out of the wood. Perhaps those brutes are
coming again,”

“No. It's the man T sent with the mes-
sage,” said Hutton. “Come here, Siri. No
harm shall happen to you. What do your
people say 7"’

Siri advanced cautiously, looking fearvfully
at the big plane as though he thought it
would jump at him.

“They are sorry,”’ said the messenger. “Tt
was because of Rua-Rua. He ordered it and
he is a chief. But because they arve sorry
they will hunt him and the men who are
with him, and bring you their heads and
work for you as before. They are waiting
not far away for your word.”

“Look!" Hutton pointed across the lagoon
to the boat going alongside the Blue Bird.
“There goes Rua-Rua. He will do no more
harm, for the big white man will punish him.
.’lhmt.. shall be no more killing, if your pcople
‘will come in the morning and make their
prayer to ihe ereat bird there that it should
spare them.”’

“No, tpll them to come to-night, in half
an hour,”” interrupted Trotter. “I reckon
that we have the dope that will put a big
scare into them.”’

f {;If you are sure—— began Hutton doubt-
ully.

“I'm jolly well certain!” retorted the voung
airman,  “In half an hour, tell him. 1
understand a bit of their lingo, but I can’s
speak it well. Half an hour, and they’re to
Bil alm:g the edge of the fnrest there. Tell
"him we’ll maLe a big magie.’

“Very well,”” Hutton translntcﬁ

responded

and the
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man, with a grunt of comprehenzion, backed
away and melted into the twilight. “But
what's the big idea?” he asked curiously.
“If it’s fireworks, I'm afraid they won't be
much impressed.”

“Fireworks be hanged!” exclaimed Trotter.
“What about a movie show? The while
gable of your housz will make a first-class
silver screen,  We have a little cinematograph
machine aboard, and a lot of special films of
battleships and soldiers and scenes in jolly
old London. The notion was that we should
cheer the lonely trader and give the native
population of any island we happened on a
rmtmn of the power of the old country, happy
and glorious .,mrl so forth. Now, if we give
these scamps of vours a sight of {he Navy
and Army cavorling about on your house, the
simple savage will get the notion you have

'em. bottled up inside ready for use, eh,
what ¢’ _

“They certainly wil. A great notion.
Fet's get at it at onwe.”

“First-class ! chimed in Cuptain Manby.

“Better build up something to hide the pro-
jector, though.”
“That’s eoon doue.
packing-cases.”’
They turned to wiin a will and guickly
built a screen of boxes behind which Trotter

and Coombe installed the little projector. As
darkness fell, all was ready.

And now came a stir on the edge of the
grove, a muttering of many voices, the
romour of many feet, while a strong odour
of sandal-wood oil tioated towards the lazoon.
A dusky figure-came hesitatingly forwavd. It
wae the messenger, Siri.

“We have come, boss,"’
addressing Hutton, “We sil in the ehadow
of the trees. There will be no killing "’

“No. Go back and tell them to wateh well
the end of my fine house and they shall see
marvels.” Sirt dizappeaved, and Hutlon raised
his voice:

“Oh, men'!
ovil. You have been punished,
you lie dead and many have hurts. Rua-Rua,
who led you to ovil, is taken., Tle will be
punished, but the rest of you I forgive, nor
will T let the Men-From-The-Sky kill yvou as
they desire. Buat now they will put a ‘strong
magic info my hounse, a magic of great war
canocs and guns that will kill even those who
are hidden, and very many sirong soldiers
before whom voiu would be helpless as
children. “Watch, and you will see the magic
going into my house. 1f ever there should be
1109{! it will come out of my house and kill
you all. Watch! Let her rip!” he added in
an undertone, aml at once a shaft of light
eprang from the projector to the white wall.

We have plenty of

he zaid {remulously,

To-day yvou have done great
for some of

(With the mutinous Solomon Islanders noiw well in hand, and with Rua-Rua safely
captured, it would scem thatl things are likely to be more or less quiet for Captain

Manby and the tico boys.

But are they ? Rua-Rua is a cunning old scoundrel, and

his idea of wanting to speal: to the captain is because he'’s got something up his sleeve

-~something stupendous !

What that *‘ something ' is you'll Inorwwe next weelk.)
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Puttirg on the Pace.

ALK about speed! The plain fact of
the matter 1s thesze davs evervbody is

talking abeut speed. Move and more

wonderful things are happening overy
week, Some brainy inventor puts up a
scheme for rattling round the world in less
than no time, but directly afterwards his
stunt is dwarfed into miserable 1msignificance
by a plan for going ruch faster,
Short of harnessing a businesslike flash ot
lightning and makintg it do travelling.
1l doesn’t secem to me there is any beating
the mighty ingenious wheeze of MHerr Max
Valier. This brilliant German scientist has
invented a rocket ecar which, 1¢ iz claimed.
will lick all former 1 speed.

1‘1!5‘\

he bR

records In
Thie maximum speed at the trial trip was
some 112 miles per hour, but that's nothing

to what mayv be attained. The rocket set
the world talking at its first display. [t was
a sheor wonder. The herr thinks that the

day 1s not so far distant when rocket-driven
acroplanes will travel at altitudes of twelve
to etghteen miles and put up an easy 025
miles p.h., which will want a it of doing.
but nothing secms mmpossible,

One foresces the time when a f{raveller
who 15 out for a bit of excitement will have
¢ smart trip round the world before break-
fust. IHe might not see much, or apot the
hang of the scenery, but the dash throuch
the air would doubtless be bracing. The
rocket car has stabilising wings on its racing
body, and twenty-four rockets at its tatl.
These mav be trusted to keep things lively,

You can see how it will be at the rate we
are going, 'Travellers will get to the point
they wish to reach almost before they have
started. The speed of the famous express
train will be baby’s play compared to what’s
coming., The old joke will be remembered
of a passenger who leaned out of the window
Jjust as the guard wagged his flag. It was
the aim of the traveller to bid farewell to
his wife, but the train gave a sudden move,
atd he found himself kissing a porter with
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The Editor. ¢

Your Iditor welcomes letlers from all his readers

send him one now. Address it to: The Editer,

“Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, £.C.4.
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red waiswers at a station fifty miles down
the line!

Mud Pools and Geysers.

Roy Gilbert writes from Sauvanga, Now
Zealand, to sav that Vivian Travers ough
to keep in the lmelicht. He ul:n thinks
there should be a St. Frank’s pilegrimage to
New Zealand. There ave plenty of aftrac-
tions, from mud pools to gevsers, snow.
covered mountains to bigx -game fishing for
Handy. What about it? This reader's
address is ¢/o Butter Factory, Sauvanoa, and
he wants to hear from stamp-collectors ull
world.

over the

A Famous Ticker.

A Pinuner reader asks how lonzy Bir Bon
nas been ticking at Westminster. The ciock
e question clocked in in the vear 1856, 1.l

has been keeping vight., excellent time ove
It merits’ the description Big., for ir
woiohs 13L 4 e
worgrns 195 tons, and it cost samew. et
%, Ia r P i
£40,000. It was named after Rir Benj
Hall. the First Commissionor of Works of the
yvoar mn question, and its accuracy is never |
doubt for it is electricallvy svnchronised from
trrepntwich Oim'!'r;ihar};,

SLHCO,
II" I.I:III} :

A great chance to save £4
and have a famous SELDBY
All-British Cycle. Sturmey-
Archer 3-Speed Gear. Dun-
lop Cord Tyres. Lyoett
Saddle. Hans Renold Chain, -
etec. Packed free. Carriage
paid. Direct from factory.
Free Trial. Immedlate de-
livery on payment of Small
Depoeit. Easy Terms, 3d,
a day. Money refunded if
dissatisfied, Write for FREE
ART LIST.—SELBY M12g.
Co., Ltd. (Dept. 435),
21a, Finsbury Street,
London, E.C.2.
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“ THE ST. FRANK'’S GALA!"
(Continued [rom page 37.) .
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Gulliver and Bell were allowed to go

il . |
unharmed, and then Nipper faced Gore-
I’carce,

“Now, Gore-Pearce, we're going to bump
vou,” said ‘\1;1;:{*r htl’lfrflth y.

“But—but why?’ hfLa;Jr-d the cad of Study
A. “What have [ done to _pm - i

“Welre not saying that you’ve done any-
thing to lih, said Nipper soothingly. “ But
you “can’t den y that you deserve a bumping,
Gore-Pearce. We feel ihdL a bumping will do
you good—on principle.’

(tore-Pearce }mntui for breath.

“ Let me go! he said hoarsely.
send that 1910"1‘1:1*1 - ]—=1 mean,
comea to 1mthmg

i El{“"lﬂlll " repeated
surprise. “ What telegram?

“1 didn’t do any harm, I tell you!" babbled
Gore-Pearce. - “ The troupe turned up, so my
plan must have failed—"’ _

Nipper & -Co. were more determined
than ever, now, to proceed with their grim
work. Out of his own mouth, Claude Gore-
Pearce had condemued himself. He had cor-
roborated Chubby Ieath’s story. He, and he
alone, had been responsible for the woun
arrival of the Colosseum Troupe. -

In fact, his malicions plan had fully sue-
ceeded— a!’rhuwrh (rore-Pearce himself wae far
trom r[“ahsmn' it. Ifor he was stiil under the
impression thclt the Colosseum Troupe had
beensperforming thac evening

And now he was booked for hLS punishment,
“We can’t stay here all night!” said
Church impatiently, “Come on, you chaps—
let's get it over! All handg to the ; tmp t”
Gore-Pearce was whirled off kis Teet, help-
less in the grip Uf these determined juniors,
Bump !
The millionaire’

“] didn’t
it dida’t

Nipper, in mock

z son descended with a lﬁrd

crasn upon the turf, and his howling, were
treblefold.

Bump! Bump!

Arain and again (ore-Pearce wag sent

and before very long
But Nipper & (,u

thudding to the earth,
he was howling for merey.

felt that he nad not yet received his [ull
punishment. Then and there he was frog-
marched aeross the meadows, until St

Frank’s was within sight. Dy this time, the
wretched Removite wae aching from head to
foot. ITe was bruised, he was battered, and
every bone in his hf,rh ached. And then, at
last, he was released. He crawled away,
etill in complete ignorance as to why he had
been so drastically treated.

“Well, that’s that!” eaid Nipper content-
edly., “I rather think we can ecall it the end
of'a perfect day, you fellows!”’
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And the fellows heartily agreed,
Precisely what Gore- I‘L-ucc, thoueht does
not matter!

TIIE END.

(Look out text Wednesday for © The Lully
of the Remove!' which is the title of the
opening yarn in a stunning new secries of
stories featuring Cuthbert Chambers.)
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