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The Boys’ Realm.

CHAPTER.
1t s Groat Idea

i obie

qoek NOBICR 9T saill Bob Russall festily, as
hearty knocking at his study door
rade itself heard. *'Sheer off!
Top it! Tur and plas 1
hird-Former bont virtuously over his

-"d“i;le tho Wi consisted of two hun-

i lbr ™ cheoking ™ Mr. Slany.
b_‘l e to sheer off 1" camo a polite”voira

]l Tanels. “Let me_in, you silly
'-‘f—‘:d Something T want to jaw about" it
T her a momientary pause.

B iestated, and on lis face was an ex-
e of profoundest mental agony. If the
P8 C kst voics was Clifford—as lie was

t
3 faney—then Clifford was a
ctor than he had ever
On the other hand, if it
Iy the only Jack Noble in person, then
s Lardly limsell this evening. It was
24 ke him 1o make a speach when he wanted
e wally, ono cheery word suffioed
2508 his doubt, Ttussell may not be blamed
i s5cking obstinately to his table.
“ 4 you going ta let me in?" demanded the
win 1f you'ra not, I shall turn the key from
gaside! I've got a pair of pliers, lot me tell
o

F‘Bighl.ho! Ply away!” Russell chuckled
tls, and opoy his drawer. From its deep-
Fes ho withdrew a etrious abject—an
epe which resemlled nothing so much as a
asabe, with indiarubber bulb attached. snch
wined to Nl fountainpens. Was Robert
it o fill @ fountain-pen now? It looked like
akr he carefully dipped the paint of the tnbo
=nhis ink-bottle.
fmo the keyhole came a seraping, Tumbling
wxd On tiptoe Russell approached the door,
o his hand, stained with noble evidenco of
labonr, reached for the key. As noise-
ksly a5 f the metal were so much cotton-
v, tho key was withdrawn from its cell, and
mebing was inserted in its place,
Ishall be inside in ten seconds!” said the
Emenous voice warningly,
* T pliers worked desperately, Then thero
- N mufled exclamation, and” Russell's good
E‘“ﬁ‘e inforined its owner that they had been
jhrn_ror tha shape of the keyhole was
E'*_‘J puintedd in the light of the corridor gas.
72 wicked hopes, 1ol waited.

L;&!! Once mom the shapo of 1he keyhole was
L.:- 2 A low, tense hreathing  told
Ty, 8 the time for action had ~come.

ia the pen-filler as far forward as it
120 o squeesnd the bulb.
w 't A vound of frenzied dancing with:
H..'f;d Rob swiftly unlocked the door and
Iesug MUY into the corridor—to stand thero
1 Jones 1 he gasped. *Jack! Well,
¥, g
" Jolin Nohlo oyed him in mute reproach
Y xnl‘.“& The other was a mero blot of
th content with effacing his eye, the base
‘&.J,d['.‘m‘lnm down his cheek, coming ta
Wy ¥ sovenly fullstop Lialf-way down his
wy umaculate collar,
by ‘('"‘9' Russell nodded, and ran
N“hn :ﬂldnr, 1o reappear almost immedi-
Tiag b 92 u bow] of water and a towel.
?w’ﬁ,-"""d humbly on his table. And
3:“1' Ih never a word spoken, made use
O

*Yay O .
} Queried Jack Noble at length.

Lhe

t~eh? Ol d ol i
B ! 1, dry up!" he rapped
% ..vh"’".h‘gln to ‘murmur upolog[m.
by t ] g0 timo on that. I know you
b by ot Cllly. Pretly bad compliment
vy Ved 1o Wway, but we'll let it pass. As

Jou 'O €Xplain just now, T wunt to talk

Bk
1 toe, 5 Nobla looked as sarious as ho did
un.,, by was only one thing to do, and
N‘dL I)n-n.[“"" him tlio utmest attentiveness.

the 'Lnrm' strodo neross tho roont and re-

“Read that,” saill Jack,
fishing an envelopn from his
pocket.

Russell's faco grow sorious
as ha did so.

“Poor old  Flipp!"
muttered, yeturning
grimy  serap o paper.
“Poor old  Billy  Flipp!
You'll hielp him, of coursa?
I'll b glad to go halves
with you, ooly I can't_pay
vou Gll nest term, Jack.
T'm almost cleaned out!”

“We'll discuss the ques-
tion of tin later, my son.
Weo're most  of us in
. < your condition—could hardly
be anything elso "ot this late lour of the
term—hug we'll fake up some way of doing il,
or I'm not your Uncle Noble. The poor chap's
in difficulties, and ot to be helpad out. 1t

inz anerit holiday to-morrow, we—jnst vou
and I, for we de want to bother friends Mac,
Tufly, and Micky just yet—will run out to Char,
bury and jaw matiers over with Billy."”

“Gool old Jack ! Russell's eyes shone with
affectionate admiration.

“0Oh, rather! Your Unele Jack's a noble—or,
pardon, I didn’t mean that! T should say, a
fine fellow " Jack went to the door, and pansed
to look back warningly. **Mind," he said,
whispering, **that the sweet CLfTy doesn't got
wind of this! e careful!”™ Then he vanished

Tal “vans, the Walshman; Macalpine, the
“Hra'” Scottie,” and Micky Murphy, of the
Emerald Isle, were, saparately and collectively,
diszusted when their captain and his lieutonant
slipped away immediately after breakfast the
next morning. But they did not fallow tha un-
sociable ones, of coursa not. Jack rarely did
things without a teazon, they made haste to
remind ench other, and it was a pretty sure bet
that this morning’s conduct wonld quickly
enough ba justified. Was not their notto,
“Trust in your Uncle Jack"? Of course!
Then trust they jolly well would, to a man.
Desides, wasn't it possible that Jack's very
desertion of them now might mean work for
them later on? Oh, it had happened like that
before!  And his Welsh, Irish, and Scotch
zllies went off patiently to practiso at the nets.
A twomile walk bronght Jack and Russell to
the ancient villige of Charbury. Charbury was
not quite as extensive as London, and the chums
had httle trouble in uncarthing the showman's
marquee, which was their destination. Tha
square, red-and-white striped structure stood on
a picce of waste land. "A_flag, bearing the im-
pressive name ** Flipp,"" in greon letters, flew
gaily over the front o[ the tent.

“AVherd is the old bezgar?’ muttered Jack,
as they strolled calmly into the stuffy interior.
i1 Me. Flipp! Show a light, Mr. Flipp 1"
Show a light?’ came a pathetic voice }rom
the fur corner. I honly wish i could! Billy
Flipp's lizht 'as gone lout for good, hif you
harsk mo
And a thin, weary-looking man slouched out
from behind a mountainous pile of packing-cases
and boxes. B
The chums' [aces wero serious as thoy shook
hands with him.
“ Jolly zlad you thought of ug, Mr. Flipp,"
said Jack, breaking a rather paioful silence.
*Jolly glad! If there's anything wo can do, get
it off your manly chest,” Mr, Flipp. As it's
nearly the end of the term I'm afraid wqre all
of us pretty well bankrupt, bhut—""
Tha showman heaved a prodigious sizh.
“1li'm worry to 'ear that he said mourn-
fully, “for 1Ii ‘ad 'oped you'd be hable to
negoliate a—a bit of a loan. That was why Hi
wroto to you, young gents; but, of course, you
hunderstand that. Honly twa sov'reigns. That's
ball Hi want to clear me. It'slike this. Iliowe
Golinth, my strong man, twelve bob: Peter, tho
sword swallower, filteen bob; snd Nigger, my
darkey wan-of-nll-work, thirteen bob. | 5
they've hall gone hoff in a "uff, swoarin’ !Iley
won't do another stroke till Hi've paid ‘em.
Hit's rotten | 11if they'd honly wait till Satur-
day Hi'l pay ‘em casy. i know we should
dn thumpin' good business this week, bein' so
closa to Pellom. But no. The silly jugginsos
won't stay and ‘elp ‘earn their hown manay I''

he
thoe

“Sa that's the trouble, is it?"  Jack's eve
met Bab's perplesedly.  Each know what l!»o
other was thinking. Noble, Russell, & Co.

united could not scrape tn;:?tlmr moro than a
soveroign that term. ‘ Don’t you worry, Mr.
Flipp, We'll soo you throughe if we have to
stop up every night this week. 3 ou did us some
wood tirns, you know, when you wera down here
last. Iid us vp from Clflty gm.l. his mob, for
examplo, Ty Jove! I've got il
Juck suddenly began to dance wildly.
“What on carth—"" began

“Shunned by ‘the

Team, by A. S. Hardy,

A COMPLETE STORY OF JACK NOBLE AND PELHAM SCHOOL.

o ——beesseccres

O, we're all on the
do you think of this,
take the place of Mr, I

Mr. Flipp started.  Tiob tool
Juck was an ass. i

“Tn quite serions, 1 tell you, Mr. Flipp,
went on Jack placidly,  ** You do not reem to
bo—aher t—aware that my [riends and, pardon
me, myself, hoast theatrical talents that can only
bo described as marveelions! Now. oll you've
got ta do is, zet out a few posters.'

“Bbhut what * stammered
showmnn,

“4The’ Juvenile Jeninses'—that's our pro-
festional name, and don’t farget to apell it with

*J '—will give their colehrated mixed onter-
tainment in this marqueo tomorrow aftornoon
and  Saturday afternoon,”  announced Jack.
“You get out some gooad, glaring postors in the
meantime.  Oh—er—doors opon two thirty, com-
mence at threo, 1 dare say,” Lo added thousht-
fully, ** we could manage two performances cach
afternoon.  Llowever, we'll sce how things go
first. Now, don't forget—n mixed antertnin-
went.” And the captain of the Pelliam Third
wuntered to the apening of the tont, dragging
the gasping Russell with him. )

“ 1y Joopiter !" cried Mr. Flipp, staring after

i bolieve you mean hit!"
do,”" returned Jack calmly. “ We're
poing to give a jolly_good show for you, Mr.
I'lipp—singing, conjurinz, gymnastics, and—and
my pal Mae will deliver a_disconree in Scotch !
Posters, mind | Come on, Bob. Oh, we sha'n't
Lo back again this afternoon, Mr. Flipp! Wo
must have n rehearsal, as I'm afraid “elrnm-on't
given our world-famed show since King George's
command performance ("'

And the Pelham Juniars vanished, leaving the
showman with suspiciously moist eyes.

courthl Roberta, what
¢ Jad? We' ing to
pp's—naliem —artistes
lly observed that

tho amazed

them.
*We

'
THE 2nd CHAPTER.
Clifford, the Corrcctor.

LIFFORD, captain of the Fourth, bent
his arm to rub his aching back. ITis
back was aching because for the lass
twenty minutes he had been cooped

up Letween o rain-barrel and the rear wall
nl the school gymnasium. From time to tjme
Clifford rnised his head cautiously, and peered
with one eye through the bottom of the dusty
window.

“At last " .

(lifford uttered the expression in a dramafic
undertone. A number of figures had suddenly
crossed the floor of the gym., and the door
banzed behind the last of them.

Clifford ducked hastily as a pair of arms shot
forward, -apparently “from mnowhere. o
upper sa<h of the window was noisily lowered.

“ (ool !" mutlered the cock of the Fourth.
“Now | sha'n't have to strain my cars quite
so much!" Ile grinned as he once more
brought his right’ eye into action, and sud-

forgot that his back ached horribly.
fa dear, guid Jack!” said a voice
within the gym. Its tone was one of excite-

ment.

“That's Macalpine;” murmured Clifford,
with satisfaction.

* Plhwat iver's the bhoy talkin' about, at all,
exclaimed a eccond voico.
nurmured Clifford, with
reater satisfaction.

Jack, what is it you're
wbout, whatever?”

At the sound of this third voice, Clifford
chuckled, and rubbed his handa,

“Taffy Jvans' he muttered happily.
“Good indeed! They'ra all of 'em in it, as T
expected ! Oh, why, why aren't P'rince and
Marky, or some of those beggars here?"

As if in -intolligent unswer to this in-
sudible question, two heavy hands fell upon
Clifford's shoulders, and thot startled younyg
gentleman serewed round to meet the curious
and affable goze of Messrs. Drince and
Marker in the very flesh,

With his usual contrariness and ingratitude,
Clifford angrily waved them away, an
fierce, #n mysterious, were his gestures, that
the rebuffed pair meekly abeyed.

They stood a dozen vards off, and watched
their leader intorestedly ns ho resumed his
painful attitude of detective. After ten
minutes, however, he straightened himsolf and
stole an tiptoe towards them,

“That infantile uss Noble and his crowd

up theatricals, or sort of
' he said rapidly. *“They're on
-making lavy of course.”
bel” enid I'rince, gravely

Just think! They've
to some showman chap in Char-
borrownd his tent. Reckon they're

ramblin’

sucked
bury, n r
oing to fill it at twopenca and threepence a

:(l,

head. Do you think,” went on Clifiord

Starts In Next §£§
Wednesday's

Roys’ Herald.”

< uously. “T'm  going to hava DPelh
sittuouss, Ly Sthat sort of thing? Nol
iy Simd 1 heard Nable fisiog up that

aus rehearsal in the gym.
owed a brief couneil of wa ;
three. Then they linked arms and strolled to.
wnrds the town, bleesing the merit haliday
which excused them from returning 1o achool
for ten. .

At the heginning of the ITigh

r hrtween the

Strect the

trio encountared Bayne and  Hirkett but
Clifford “guve them no sign that there was, af
Prince ex in hand. and the

sremeel it, busines A
\ pair placidly continued theie way.
Clifford conducted his men ta the far outs
hirts of the ol town, and suddenly ordered
a halt eutside an ancient and disreputable-
looking hemtelry, known to Pelhamites as the
Star.  Marker  clutched his  leader's arm
nervously ns that gentleman made a rapid
dive for the swing doars.

“It's the kick-out if wo're caught,' he
whispered fenrfully

*Pooh " snid Clifford.  And throwing one
arm nround the conscience stricken one and
the other around D'rines, urzed them forward
by main foree. The risk of expulsion was, as
usual, nothing to hin.

The trio found themselves in the coffee-room.
It wos roomy and dusty and musty, and the
stains on the round tables were not all coffee-
staing, not by any means. he Star was not
patronised by tectotallers, as a general rule
Indecd, Clifford hnd just explained that it was
the favourite haunt of the third.rate
“heatrieals " w! visited Pelhnm, when the
daor opened nnisily, and a pgentleman, who
was unmistakably of that profession, entered.
Unmistakably, indeed ! The gentleman was
of medium heizht, remarkably thin, blue of
in, and long-hnired. 1To wore a soft hat, a
ch suit that could almost Le heard, and a
flowing green tie—cravat, its owner would, no
doubt, have called it. A short clay pipe pro-
truded from the corner of his mouth, a pipe
which, although it was empty, was even more
audible than the check suit.  And this striking
person placed a mottled hand over the region
of his heart, and bowed to Clifford.

abiandaner

“Hallo, 'Cripps!" said  Clilford _easily.
“Tlope you're well. Oh, shut up! I've no
time to waste. [It's like this. I knew you
were in the town again, because I saw you the
other day through that window. You're
hard up, of course?"”

“Proke to the wide," said Mr. Cripps
dramatically. * Pro-ceed, I prithee!”

“T want you to find a couple of your pals—
smartish chaps, mind, who can do a bit in the
wcrobatic way, and get up a show for the
benefit of the villagers. Yes, only one per-
formance, T ecxpect, and L'll pay you a
sovercign apigce out of the takings. Come
over here."

And Clifford led his [riend into a corner,
and for some minutes they conversed in rapid

whispers, e Ex s
Then Cliford insinuated a coin into Mr.
Cripps's  palm, an e three Shellites

cautiously made their way out into the street.
As they sauntered along Clifford whispered to
his companions as he had whisperad to the
actor, and, like that gentleman, Prince and
Marker chuckled consumedly. There was mo
one like old Cliffy for putting a spoke in Jack
Noble's wheel.

‘| THE 3ra CHAPTER,
The Rival Show's Downfall.

"M ON JACK, d'ye ken 'ye haven't

told us vet what the nature of

vour nin bit performanco is tae

be? 1s it a song, n Hielund fing,
or what ?"

Macalpine eyed his captain reproachfully as
the hand of Third-Form artists strode towards
Charbury, and the scene of action.

They were all remarkably fit, in spite of the
fuct that they had copsumned the midday meal
ut top specd, and they hoped to arrive at
Billy Flipp's tent with a clenr hour to spare
before the doors—otherwise the lap—opened.

It wos Jack's intention to conduct a second
rehearsal, not that he doubted his troupe of

uvenile Jeniuses, but simply to give Billy
a tasto of their quality., It was the general
opinion that the showman ought not to be
kept in euspense a moment longer than could
be helped.

* Ma braw, bonnie Scottil said Jack, 1
will allay your anxious fears. My turn is to

be—well. I call it * Baiting the Bear.' Now
hope you're satisfied ¥ A
“Indecd, an' I'm no' satisfied at all," re-

turned Mac. *Wh n the name of Sanger
and Barnum is * Baiting the Bear'? Ye haveo
no bear that I ken of.”

Jack grinned, and held aloft tha big green-
baize bag he had been carrying slung over his
shoulder. Mac, Murphy, Russell, and Tafly
Evans crowded rnums1 ue il they expected to
sce o small bear jump from ils depths. Jack
had been irritatingly silent regarding the
contents of that bag. :

** All that's necessary is in here,” said he.

Il _going to tell
o i

*And that's all I'm Jolly we
on!"
Juvenils

you now, 'cos there isn't time.
Arm-inoarm,  the  celebrated
Jeniuses rounded the hend that would bring
them to the hapless Mr. Flipp's marquee.
*Uallo!'™ Jack stop suddenly,
pointed. **That's funny! What on earth has
the old beggar shifted the ehow to the othey
eide of the road for? It was on the right side
yesterday.'
“It's on
Ruasell. Ti

the left now, anyway” began
en he screwod his face up into o

Don’t Miss It!



Billy Flipp’s Benefit (cont.). @80

Why,
all!

than Noble's I,L{"

worse [rown 1
s Inlly's tent

Jiegered if at's

were's Rl & oppesite 10 i
there's Rilly bank oFagh. There stoed Mr.

] 2 tn green lotternd flag fying
Flipp's marques, o eactls whers it had stood
e o on the opprmite piece of land
nd tent, which might have heen the
. o closely did it resemble it

cried the juniors' captain.
along full pelte

rought Mr. Flipp to the
. a picture of woe

And they race
They alme
cround. e w
and griel,

n his pockets, and his tall hat
on the back his head, staring at the rival
eroction as 1f it fascinated him, .

it waen't ‘ere when 11i went into my
sarawan last thing last night,” he said mourn-

Tully. **When 11t come out ‘smornin’ there it
was—sprutz hup hike a blessed  mushroom.
Ho. hi sichenin', it is! What do the

tounders want to queer my pitch for like that?
They can't do theirselves any good unless they
git all the trade, which they won't, ‘cos there
e to go round.”

t," said Jack thoughtfully.
1 going to have a squint at the
2. And I don't see any sign of
n charge of it. Come with me,
Jwb. You other chaps had better have a look
yound Mr. Flipp's show, and get yourselves
accustomed to 1"

They obeyed grumblingly,  DBut the show-
man dul not accompany them. Hands sull in
his otn, he slouchod alter Jack and Ruswell.

There were a number of posters stuck up on
Jhe front of the strance tent, and those posters
were disouraging, They promised the workl
loo great attractions. Performing  fleas, the
greateat contortionint of the ace, a comedian
from one of the principal London theatres, and
& pentleman who drew pictures with his toes—
to natie & few. The whole * Galaxy " was
* Presontsd by the Mysterious Mr. £

Jack's heart rank.  This meant ruin, dissster,
Mr. Flipp would not get his two pounds.

And there was precious little time on hand,
even if he had formed & plan to move
oppomition away, or prevent them [rom
their performance.  Alreads a few villagers
wore stralling up, anxious fo secure tho most
comfortable  seats.  Naturally, Flipp  was
nothing to them  They would patronise the
whow which offered the most attractions, and
the posters that Mr, Flipp had manuflactured
were dull and insignibicant 1o face of thow over
1he way.

Jack pritted his tecth. What could e done?

Ller I muttered, * 1'm gomg wside o
oo af anyone's alwout, The beastly show didn’t
stick itaelf up! 1 dJure say the whole miserable
troupe are ins —;.mlmb?y squinting  through
and lau

At enouch prev)
s thero

swell, 1

e opening, and vanished
within. , & sharp face darted into
view in the apertire, rolled a questioning glanee
ut Russcll el Mr. Flipp, nmi instantly  with-
drew.  Suddenly satisfied, 13ob urped the show-
wan away.  Thet face could be left to Jack.

Juck fixed his gaze coolly on it as the owner
camo towpnls him o the roomy teut, and the
junior wil conscious of a sickening odour of
ot

' %o you're another of—hie—Mas'r Clifford's
pals, aro yer o [ellow emiled pleasantly.
S Awe', Make yerell nt 'ome. Wo shall be
~hic—startin' the show d'rectly.”

One of Master Chfford's pals! Jack started
mightily.  What did the man mean by that?

Altogether o his guard, Noble artfully drew
Jiim out, aml inside of ten minutes ho hl({]ﬂ!n(
—well, more than Lie wanted.

* Rightho!™ he said carclesaly.  “I'll be
back in & tick, Mr.——  What name did you

"Clrlippa," acknowledged the beery one
genially,

And Jack bolted.

“ Ilero, Bob, Mac, you chaps!" He gathered

the Juwenile Jeniuses round him, and pushed
Mr. Flipp away, bocauso he was too close,
** What <o you think? Cliffy's at the bottom of
that show

All gasped; only Mac placidly murmured :

“1'm nao surprised.” :

“ Yes. He's tippod throe brokendown actor
outsiders to get it up, for the sole and special
wrpose of messing our performance.  The

nizzically inquiring how it camo about that
R T o ehouws, instead of the one they
ha

en cxpecling.
ly:‘:.f -.r::i chk quietly, ‘* there's no one
inside, x you neadn’t bo afraid to do what I
tell vou. Cripps is at the doar, and Cliffy and
the wthers are all jawing, anc VF"llmq‘ﬂl"m-
aelves dressed up, yonder.” He jerked his hea
towanls a roofless square tent, composed of &
wida sheet, stretehed mound four poles, * All
of you got pocket ?

nives?
All of them had—rather!

Tvhen T give the word, saw through tho
this sule, and stroll over to Billy's tent

apes on
:‘lrl'f"nnlhm had happened.  Get safe, and start
making-up E»r our show as faxt as you can. o
don't want to keep people waiting.”  And Jack
b, Ready " he whispered, when  his
men had carh sefected a rope.  ** Now 1"

For possibly_twenty scconds nothing hap-
1. then Mr. X's—or Clifford's—marquee
Mivered uncortainly, lurched sidewnys, and
collaped like the proverbial house of cards. It
went down with a great rending and tearing of
canvas, and the big centre-pole struck the carth
jorousy, as if glad of a rest, amid tho host of
smaller uprighta. i

And a roar went up from the etartled natives
of Charbury.

“* Great Soott ! erieed Jack, for the bencfit of
thase «low-thinking folk.  “It's a mercy we
happened to ba on this side, you fellows, for
we'd have been emothered! Whew! ITow on
earth did the thing manage to come down like
that?™

A gentleman in corduroys and a ten-vear-old
hat observed that that was what puzzled him,
and he voiced the opinion of the multitude,

Jack had been worrving about the precise
extent of that multitude. As far as he could
roughly figure it out, there wero about 6fty
people—too fow, if Mr. Flipp's tent was to be
filledd twice that afternoon.

it cried Jack, pointing

« Now, bolt_for.
T Fl tent. s
il Lo paueed irrsclute, _ Cifford and
Marker were Tt g 9 ieht shirt slceve,

Princo was ing iitalceve: §
" thoso fellows, somcone! e
(‘hlrs-:‘xll'."" hey're tho ones who cut down——

Urr-rrouch !’ e i

k had sprung at him like a
lln:".r’i'mlimlur of the accusation. True nrl false,
such a ory would have brought the erowd upon
the accused ones w:]lh‘n Ilur_v which was most
certainly not to bo desired.

atill, thought Jack desperately, there was no
reason why his men ghould not profit by Cliffiy’s
o Ihe captain of the Thind apencdwide his

uth, 3
i Hil" ho shouted, * Help us hold 'em, all
of you! These are the chaps! .

And bis chums took up the cry, drowning by
numerical superiority the [renzied counter-crics
of the Shellites. : 2 ¢ i

There was a rush. ‘or a [ew moments i
Jooked s if Clifford & Co. would be very badly
man-handled. But Jack was everywhere at
once, giving orders with the coolness of a
veteran police-inspector. i e i

“RBring them this way,” he said, indicating
Flipp's font. **Stand back, please, you
s and gentlemen!" o :

“This way!" shouted a familiar voice, ns
captors and captives passed through the eyver-

tiger, stifling

growing crowd. ** Walk hup—walk hup! Tho
celebrated Juvenile Jeniuses aro habout to
begin world-renowned  performance.

their
Walk hup!"
And, in response to his cries, the villagers
slowly began to pass through tho entranco to
the tent, and take their seats within.
Tho money was positively rolling in.
William Flipp was in his clement again.

el 7 I
e R

]

W (J 4
":; ! ? '

fully in eft oye.
doubled his follow Mullah up.

In his angulsh, Prince shot out nis fist

A large and hard carrot, flung by an unknown hand, caught Prince pain-
and ly

DBut with the downlall of the rival theatre an
inspiration struck Noble.  He beckoned to an
intelligent-looking vouth, who was betraying
an alarming tendency to inspect the remains of
the cords that were still fixed to the tent-pegs.

“* Here's a shilling for you," whispered Jack.
** Now, do you think you could run back to the
village'and tell a good yarn? Go and let every-

y know thera was an opposition show stuck
up opposite Mr. Flipp's, and, somchow, the
blessedd thing's fallen in a beap!  Make all your
pals come and have a look. 3

. gum, [ will that!" Tho shilling had

ellow I spoke to—he's dr me for
Prince, and told me overything.  Now, what
an we going to do?'t
[ury, the juniors’ brains worked
y vanquishing of the Shellite was
ever hard work. Clifford was a focman worthy
of the docpemt counter<unning.  Morcover, it
was ouly reasonsble to suppose that Basne and
Birkett—to say nothing of Privce and Marker—
would be close ot band, and waiting for their
leader's battle<cry,

** There's ouly one way." Jack's face was st
determinedly. ** Follow me, all of you, and
Jook as innocent as you can, so as not to draw
the crowd after us.” Not you, Mr. Flipp; you
g0 in end finisly getting things ready,” =

** Finiah gettin' ready 1" gasped tlie showman.
“Why, you never mean—-""

* 0l re going 1o give our show all
Noble wrely.  ** You don't think
nir 10 bes donu by & rotter like Clifford,

The juniors pushesl fheir way through the
huota of villag atd came 10 & stamdatill ot
the renr of the rival tent. There were no pry-
i eyes 1o see them there; “the Charburyites
had ¢yes only for the mysterious Mr, = X'a
postgrs. One or two voices could bo Leard

ished into a capacious pocket ‘It won't
‘ar{ do old Fli[:p a bit o' good, will it? Ho, you
ece me bring ‘em up, mister!"

* That was a good wheeze,” grinned Bob, as
the youth vanished at a trot. ** That ought to
—— Great Jones, here comes Clify and his
gang! Ncatter, you chaps!"

But that command outraged every instinct of
Jack Noble's band. Instcad of retreating, they
drew together, and Clifford, Prince, and Marker
came at them in a mad-bull rush, blindly hurl-
ing aside those onlookers who stood gaping in
their path.

* Collar the little beasts!” panted Clifford,
himself making a ferocious clutch at Fighting
Mac's arm. ** Hang on to 'em "

The next moment the valiant leader of the
Shell was Iying on his back, wondering what
magic power had changed Mac's disengaged
arm into a mule's bind leg. Marker lay besido
his captain, for his own part uncertain whother
Jack Noble or Taffy Evans had tripped him in
that base manucr.

Jack was the tripper.  ITe liad eaught sight of
reinforcements hurryiog up to  the enciny's
ranks—reinforcomenta in the shapo of the beery
Mr. Cripps, with two other gentlemen of similar
appearauce. ¢

THE 4th CHAPTER.
The Qreat Performance.

. ON'Tlhe afraid of hurting "em, my
sons "

Jack grinned as he stood by and

handed lengths of stout cord to

Russell, Held by Macalpine, Tafy, Micky, and

Mr. Flipp himself, the captured Shellites werc
speedily trussed up in Bob's trickiest knota.
Their prison was the canvas dressing-room
behind the stage.
_Aa for Mr. Cripps and his fellow-profes-
sionals, t!lcy had discreetly vanished.
A Tl.bey Il wrigglo out of. them ropes, I don't
think," ‘observed Mr. Flipp, as the last noose
was slipped. | ** Now Hi place my heye to this
slit. what hoverlooks the hauditorium, and Hi
see— Whurroo! Sardines ain't in it, boys!"
Tho Third-Foymers echoed his delighted ox-
clamations, The tent was packed with people ;
and judging by tho voices on the outer aide of
the canvas, there would be a healthy crowd for
the second '‘house ""—thanks to that brilliant
|du“o( Jlnck.'i.
“ Wa'll make a start,” said Jack. ** Bu
Bob ck up,

Bob was busy at a cracked looking-glass. His
fingers moved rapidly over his face, and soon
burnt cork had done’its work, and Rusacll was
a nigger of the blackest hue. A very high collar
with pointed ends, a bob-tailed coat, with many

rass buttons, and a glossy top-hat, completed
his disguise. %

‘* Juvenile Jeniua Number One,” announced
Mr. Flipp, * will render a coon song. Werry
pathatio thia is, | nd gonts.”

herw .mmrmmnnl. not even a
lunﬂo. Undaunted by the fact that, behind the
back curtain, most of his collcaguen had Eugers
iu their cars, Rusacll began.

At the cnd of tho first verse the sudience sat
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it worse than the |.,-,[,,": Tlrain P,
Bob hadl to ‘vopeay mner did. " 4 iyt

finish hefore they weee'™® Cfort

. Illlnlu. the iniserios w‘ﬁﬁ"" " vy

inal I_v retired. But l"ll ! A ETouley

you laughing inckasses, nyrs ®*enged’, ¥ by

to do anything funny, Jeef"37! " 1f ™y
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The next hitem on {50 -

nounced the shown Progran,
Two Mad Mullxh of el " wily b
Ll:‘irsc,lhc‘ll:l»«)nh the Rotion fegg, bty
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t was a canny idea of .
making tho ('ArmrvdnS(;u-llllnlrgL
none af the audicnco recogniey
Mullahs " two of the |ads bl the vyl
pounced on for wrecking—gh 5" had
rival show. 1 Princa apd A,y I
presented on that stage innocen Nl had b
there would probably havs bren sy 75

The pair, their faces weirdiy o5 ke
Russell's burnt cork, wera ehoray '™ vl
little platform. ©C o to gy
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“What did you say (h ;.
Master Noble 7" Mr. iﬁ;;."ff,‘“'m‘:.,t‘
although he had himself
the turn. it 0 libly sotense]

* Nothing " chuckled Jack. ' They
ain't they? They {'usl stay lhcr";hel{arnn
and then the folks'll start bad, oring ‘e fy
not doing anything, and mm(ﬁlkely the twy
bcggnr)a']l g:jh r}r:;)bbcd. ! they ain't pyf
now, they wi then, th i
complain about 1" ooy sy

Prince ecowled at Marker, and Mige
scowled at Prince.

“Can’t make a bolt for it!" powid
Marker, in_an undertone. * Youn, &'n&'l

givon the tip to hall a dozen of Il
in the front row. i i
casy "'

‘“Speak up, please!" called out a stout di
lady at this juncture,

“"Oh, you shut up!" snapped Prince, "o
home, you—you nHIoon g !

“There, now! Did you 'ear that! de
manded the old lady indignantly. ‘“Sir—yef
nvscuinl' next to lmo(. ]Ikm“!?jm you going B
‘ear n lady insulted like that?"

““What ):ime did you say the ballon v
going up?'" asked Prince, rather '"mm'
b Shclml 't waste teo much gas beforehist!
you know!"

The Shellite broke off abruptly. Au
and hard carrot, flung by an unknown b
had caught him painfully in the Iuhn;!:nw
gis Inlnxui.«h, v{mco{roﬁ n:z his fist &

oubled his fellow Mullah up- 0

From that moment, the turn bafles f:;:
ticn. Jock's prophecy was gloriously ¥t
Marker hurled himsell on .
tress, and together they rolled upon (g,
all legs and arms. Al h
issile—a turnip or a ¢
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our born days?" 4 .
you Ne-never ! cackled a thin l(n;‘bt‘:‘,::‘
crumbs!  Sce, that uﬂd_"";;,. Na'nl ¥
tecth in f'other's ear! Kee ‘ost swesl
the word for it! You cud b
reely was mad, ‘,"’“M,T.E yel nce's Pl

All too noon for th st
Marker and Prince were o wdderly 5
motionless sido by #ide- To g
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Then Tafly 8PPESTICL) hnan <
nun}:;: Gr-’vl‘ly the ;“"'hn his eho%h
from the pile, unlsce
asked the company imF! o o i1y
watch and chain. s collection T et 24
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