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In this week’s St. Frank’s story, the Compact of Ten continue their in-

- vestigations of the extraordinary manifestations

by Ezra Quirke, the

mysterious new boy, whose claim to the pessession of occult powers is chal-

lenged by Nipper, Pitt, Browne and Co.

You will also read more about

Professor Tucker’s wonderful invention, and of the arrival of a laughable

new boy at the school, the fabulously wealthy but slow-witted Lord Pip-
inton. It is a capital story in which humour, mystery and excitement,

as of old, keep you enthralled from the first to the last page.

THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER L
THE MYSTERY OF THE WEST ARCH.

ERNARD FORREST, of the Remove,
A sat up in bed as the school clock
solemnly chimed the hour of eleven.
The great Tudor buildings of &t.
Frank's were quiet and still, and the wintry
moonlight was stealing soitly through the
mullioned window. _,
Forrest. slipped out of bed and padded
across the small dormitory to the other
two beds against the opposite wall. Both
were occupied, and Forrest seized oné of-
1El_\e sleepers by the shoulder and shook
. .
“Come "on, GQGully—eleven o'clock!” he
murmured. -

“Eh? What the—"

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

“Don’t be an infernal ass!” snapped
ernard Forrest, “An appointment’s a:
appointment. 1 ftold old Porlock that we
should be down At the White Harp at half-
past.eleven, and we shall only just do it.”

He turned to the other bed and gave Beil
a vigorous shake. Bell was already awake,
however, and he seemed inclined to shuare
Gulliver’s reluctance.

“What does it matter?” he growled. “I%
isn’t important—-"

“By gad!” interrupted Forrest
“What a couple of bally weaklings! We
arrange this thing definitely, and juat
because the moonshine looks a bit chillv you
try to back out. It's the finest opportunity
for a game of poker that we've had for
weeks, We'll win quids, too!”

“I always lose money at poker!”

sourly,

asid

Gulliver sat up and blinked. He had
been fast asleep and dreaming, and for &
moment he was bewildered. Then he
grunted, and snuggled down between the
sheets again., There was a cold, bitter look
about that moonlicht, and the bedclothes
were particularly attractive,

_ “Here, I say, chuck it!” protested Gul-
liver weakly. *“Let’s stick in bed, Forrest,
oldi man. I'm not keen on that trip now.

Gulliver miserably.

“So do I!” declared Bell.

Forrest looked at them very grimly.

“I'Il give you two ticks!” he snapped.
“If you don’t turn out by the time I get
to the cold-water tap, I'll jolly well drench
you! I'm not going to be made a fool of
like this! I told Porlock we should be
there, and we’re going!”

Under this sinister threat, Gulliver .and
Bell apparently came to the conclusion that
their beds were extremely uncomfortable.

It’s all very well to arrange these things in
the study—-"

Judging by the manner in which they
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hopped out, one might have assumed thas
they hated the sheets like poison.

By the time they had dressed themselves
they were fully awake, and their views on
life had undergone a complete change. The
fascination of one’s bed is only at fall
strength when one is snugly tucked in.

“Good thing you forced us out, Forrest,
old son,” said Gulliver, as he buttoned his
collar, “I’ve got an idea I shall win some
cash to-night. We're going to play wilh
gsome mugs, aren’t we?”

“You bet!” said TForrest.
the tin, too.” ‘

The cads of Study A seldom weni out
on these night expedilions. - For one thing,
they were too risky—discovery might lead to
expulsion—and, for another thing, it
wasn’t always easy to find a relreat where

“They’ve gotb

they could indulge their gambling pro-
pensities. ‘
But it so happened {hat TForrest had

dropped in at the White Harp during ike
afternoon. 1t was the most- disreputable
inn in Bellton, and Mr. James Porlock, the
landlord, was never averse to permitting
quiet parties after legal hours. 1§ was all
vood for business. Forrest had learned that
some youths from DBanninglon had won a
lot of money in a steeplechase, and wers
keen on getting up a little gaming-parfy at
the White Harp that night. .

1t was certainly an occasion fo be preseunt.

Forrest & Co. felt they would have nro
difficulty in bheating the rustics. Poker
needed brains, and although they were

juniors, the cads of Study A were fairiy
expert. They were quite willing fo pit
their skill against any local talent.

It was such a glorious night, too—frosty,
moonlight, and peaceful. Rather too peace-
ful, perhaps—and rather too moonlizht,

also. A dark, windy night would have been
preferable. But there was a certain element

of spice in the very danger of sneaking out.

Forrest was one of those fellows who
nceded a thrill now and again to keep him
from Leing bored stiff. The ordinary routine
of scheol life was hateful to him. He feit
that things needed bucking up occasionally.
And Gulliver and Bell—weaklings both—
were aiways ready to be led.

Since the old days, when they had been
swayed by ihe leadership of Ralph Leslie
Fullwood, they had become even worse.
For Bernard Forrest was a far greater
scamp than Fuillwood had ever heen.

“Ready?” whispered Forrest briskly.
““Hold on!” muttered Bell. “How the
dickens can I sec in this heastly licht? I
can’t get my tie straight. Why not switch
the eleetric light on? Nobody will take any
notice—-.” )

“You'd get the three of us sacked in
half an hour!” snapped Forrest. “We can'g
take risks of that sort, you idiot! Cen-

skl

uncil
inn.” .

They crept silently out of the dormitoy
and stole down the corridor to the sty

found your tie! Leave it

We  wat
down to the

=

Y

case. Everything was still. The Ancjept,
House appeared to be completely asleep,
Forrest had made one or two preliminary

‘preparations, and he led the way straight

to a lower passage window—one that facag
ne Junior Wing of the School House. 1t
was safer to sneak out that way, for there
was always a certain amount of danger iy
venturing directly into the square. All the
West House windows overlooked it, ang
in the moonlight a wakeful master might
easily spot the creeping figures.

The School House was deserted at night,
so there was no fear of being overlooked,
Besides, it was so easy to slip round the
end of the Ancient House and climb over
the West Gate into the private road. After
that it was a mere matter of seconds to get
into the lane. :

But things don’t always go smoothly.

The three young rascals got out of the
window all right, but they hadn't moved a
coupie of yards hefore Forrest halted. A
light was gleaming from ore of the Ancieng
House windows further down the wing.

_ " Confound it!” muttered Forrest irrit-
ably. “One of the masters still in bis
study, by the look of it! We daren’t risk
it, you chaps. The window’s apen a bif,
and he might hear us creeping by.”

“We shall be sacked——"

“Shut up, you scared fathead!” snapped
Bernard. “'We'll dodee round into- the
Triangle and go through the arch. e
shall have to risk the square, after all
Better than going past that window, any-
how.”

The Triangle was looking cold and ghostly
in the pale moonlight. The fountain stood
out like some spectral sentinel, and the
shadows from the Houses were intensely
black. The leafless chestnuts raised their
stark branches to the night sky.

The entrance to the West Arch was as
biack as pitech. And the West Square,
beyond it, was half-filcoded with moonlizht
and half in shadow. TForrest felt pleased as
he noted this faect, There wouldn’t be much
danger, after all '

Gulliver was the first one to peneirate
the arch. He was a thin, weedy junior,
with a nervous disposition. He wanted to
get through that blick pateh as quickly
as possible,

Suddenly he gave a gasp of horror ard
fell headlong. Forrest and Bell were prac-
tically upon him, and they paused, startied.

“Something grabbed ' me!” gasped Gul-
iiver in a fever of terror. “Something
caught me round the ankle--—"

“Don’t be a fool!” hissed Forrest.
up, and don’t—-"

11 Geb
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«1 tell you it grabbed me!” breathed
Gulliver, nearly fainting with fright. “I
don't know what it was—I felt a bony
hand on my ankle

«phere’s nothing here—nothing at alll”
broke in Forrest. “You must have tripped
on a stone. Get up, confound you!™

He looked up and down keenly. A shaft
of moonlight fell slantwise into the further
end of the arch, but where the three juniors
were standing all was pitchy black., Their
voices echoed strangely under the stone
archway. Even a whisper became a throb-
bing rush in the ears, )

“You infernal baby!” snarled Forrest.
« (et up ! There’s no need to lie there like
a frightened kid! You must have tripped

e m——

«] didn't—I didn’t!”

panted Gulliver,

scrambling to his feet and clutching at
Forrest in a panic. *“Let's get back in-
doors! ‘'There’s something ghostly here—I

know there is! Xasn't Quirke been warn-

ine us that—-"

“Hang Quirke, and hang your nerves!”
broke in F¥orrest sharply. “Why drag
Quirke into the thing? He’s fast asleep in
bed by this time 7

“It's pretty queer, though,” put in Bell
nervously. ““Quirke’s been saying that
there are all sorts of spirits about. And
don't forget the rummy things that have
been happening! That aflair of the guy
that wouldn’t burn, and the run of bad iuck,
and Quirke’s chamber of horrors! 1 helieve
there's a curse on the school!”

Gulliver and Bell were both thoroughly
frichtened. Bell had felt nothing, and he
had seen nothing, bhut the very mention
of Ezra Quirke, the strange X¥ourth-Former
of the last House, had set his flesh creep-
ing. The darkness and the moonlight added
to the effect. It seemed to be just the
right occasion for a spectral visitation.

Gulliver was even more frightened, because
he swore that he had felt something grip
him round the ankle—and yet he knew that
nothing tangible had heen there. Some-
thing unknown and unseen was even more

nerve-shattering than an actual visible
presence, There is always horror in the
unknown,

“Pull yourselves together!” growled For-
- rest, who was beginning to cateh some of
the panie. “Let’s hurry out, and we shall
be in the cosy parlour of the White Harp
before you can count a score!™

Bell gripped himself and made a move
towards the moonlight at the end of the
arch. Then he came to an abrupt halt,
trembling in every limb.. He wanted to
vell with maddened fright, but his vocal
chords were paralysed.

Something was touching his
tinetiy, with an uncanny caress!

ankle—dis-

CHAPTER 11.
THE ALARM IN THE NIGHT.

EORGIE BIELL  was
absolutely rooted to
the ground,

He dared not move
his foot, and for one awful
moment he felt that his
heart would stop beating.
There was no imagination about that touch.
He could fecl it on his ankle. Yet, when
his frightencd eyes were cast downwards, he
could see that nothing was there,

All the juniors were accustomed to the
deep gloom of the archway nos, and they
were able to distinguish their own figures,
and to satisfy themselves that no other
living presence was near them.

Bell could see his feet fairly -clearly, for
the shait of moonlight nearly reached them.
And there was nothing there to account foi
that ghostly, sinister touch.

“It's got me!” he screamed suddenly,

“What the—— You idiot!” gasped For
rest, startled. “What on earth—— Grab
him, Gully!”

Bell turned to flee. And although he put
his foot forward, some unseen object seemed
to clutch him and hurl him headlong. He
crashed {o the hard stones with such force
that he was momentarily knocked out, He
lay there, nearly unconscious with panic-
stricken terror.

“1t’s here—it's with us!” he croaked.
grabbed my ankle, too!

(14 It
Let's get out of

this—— Look—Ilook!” he shrieked madly.
He saw something .- which partially re-

stored him. Sitting up, he pointed with a
quivering, unsteady finger. Low down, near
the wall of the arch, two greenish eyes were
glaring balefully at the juniors.

“By gad!* breathed Forrest, aghast.

They all stared, struck helpless by this
new horror. Just two eyes., Nothing else—
no body, no sign of any solid presence.

The eyes blinked and moved.
“It's coming for us!’? panted Gulliver
heiplessly.

He fancied he saw a grotesque shape form-
ing itself out of the darkness. And then,
without the slightest warning, the eyes
seemed to flicker and vanish. Forrest felt
something touch him, something soft and
horrifying. And then the West Arch was
empty again, except for the three juniors.

“We—we'd better get indoors!” breathed

Forrest. *“Come on—quick! You chaps
are right, after all; this rotten place is
haunted. Let's get away from it!”

Somehow they managed to get back into
the Triangle. Bell was swaying dizzily,
for he was not only unnerved but dazed

from his fall. The Triangle seemed
different. It had lost its peaceful air of
quiet.  placidity. There was _..something

sinister about it, something grim and ugly.

-
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The very atmosphere seemed to be charged
with hidden peril. 5

Bell nearly fell over as he swayed on-
wards, and Forrest and Gulliver seized him.
And then at that moment the climax came.
Forrest came to a halt in his tracks, and
bit his lip so fiercely that he gave a cry.

e was staring upwards—staring with
_horrified eyes into the night sky. .
A weird, awful objeet was floating down-

wards,

For the first instant TForrest thought of
Tzra Quirke’s owl, that uncanny bird of
“prey. which the East House junior had made

a pet of. But this was no owl. It was
only partially an owl
There were the strange ecars and the

great, saucer-like eyes, the flapping wings;
‘but the rest of the creature was too fear-
ful for words. It was like some monstrosity
out of a nightmare--half owl, half animal,
There were lees and arms, and it was
swooping down towards the horrified cads
of Study A.

“It’s coming for us!” screamed Gulliver.
. The creature descended to within a yard
or two of them, and then swerved with an
eerie rustle, and vanished into the West
Arch. And on the air there was a sickly,
dank smell like the grave.

Forrest & Co. scarcely remembered what
happened after that. They knew they ran
madly round the Ancient ITouse, and they
had a dim recolleetion of getting through
the window. And at last they reached
their dormitory. They tumbled in, and
Forrest snapped on the electric light,
regardless of consequences. Not one of
them would have cared if they’d got the
sack, Anything to be in a -place where
there was light.

All three juniors were as pale as sheets.
Gulliver fell, panting, on the bed. Bell
had collapsed in a- heap on the floor, and
Yorrest, the stronger of the trio, stood
in the centre of the room, trying vainly fo
control himself. Bubt even he was scared as
he had never been scared before,

Tap, tap!

“What's that?”
ing afresn.

Even as he spoke the door opened, and
a white ficure stood in the passage, in the
gloom. Gulliver screamed, and leaped
across his bed like a monkey. Bell
crouched on the floor, helpless.

“What on earth’s the matter in here?”
asked the latest apparition, striding in.

“ Nipper!”?  ejaculated Forrest, with
intense relief.

“What did you think I was—a ghost?’

croaked Gulliver, shiver-

asked Dick Xamilton, staring. “1 heard
you fellows out in the passage, and 1
wondered——  Why, you're all dressed!

Just going off on one of vour beastly night
parties?” he added tartly, “Or have you
just come back?”

i —

| better.

The captain of the Remove regarded tha

tl'ip contemptuously. He was in s
pyjamas, and he had Dbeen disturheq 1;
Forrest & Co., as they had blundereq inj
They had taken liitle care to maintaiy
silence. “
“We were going out, but—hut somethine
happened!” muttered Gulliver, from “the
other side of the room. *“We've seep
ghosts. Awful things down there in f{he
West Arch!”

“1t serves you right!” said Hamiltoy
grimly. “You’d better go easy, Forrest,

I'm not preauzhing to you; it’s not my bysi.
ness what you do after lighis-out; but
unless you're jolly careful you'll get your-
self into a fine mess of trouble £

“Confound you, I can attend to my ownp
affairs!’? interrupted Forrest angrily. * we
wouldn't be here now if these funks hadn't
got the wind up., It was all sheey
imagination—-"

“You rotter!” panted Bell, secrambling up.
“You were just as scared as we were,
We’ve seen things, Nipper—feit them, too.
There’s something awful prowling about the
school buildings!” »

Dick Hamilton closed the door.

“Something awful?”’ he repeated quietly,

“Come on, let’s have the yarn. What's
all this rubbish about a ghost? X expect

your saw your own shadows in the moon-

light—-"

But Gulliver and Bell interrupted, and
gave a graphic account of their recent
experience, Their imaginations were
excellent, for they added many picturesque
details to the actual adventure.

“@Goodness knows what grabbed our

ankles, but we saw the thing with the green
eyes!’ said Gulliver. *“ A great black thing
—a grotesque shape, like nothing on earth.
And then that—that vampire in the
Triangle!’?

“VYampire!” repeated Nipper.

“That’s what it was, or something like
it!” insisted QGulliver. “Half an owl and
half & man., We could see the face, a Dbib
like an owl's, but more like a demon’s,
with yellow teeth and a hooked nose. The
thing had great hands, with claws on the
end, and it’s a wonder we're not all dead.

As it went by we could smell a horrid
niff, just like a churchyard!”
Nipper looked more grim than ever.

“You fellows had better get into bed and
go to sleep!” he growled. “If you think
I believe all this tosh, you're a trio of
optimists, It’s all rank nonsense. You've
just had a fit of nerves, and you've
imagined everything. Get to bed!”

“I tell you it all happened—"’ Degan

Bell.
“And 1 tell you that you're an ass!”’
interrupted Dick. “The sooner you getb

those fantastic ideas out of your head the
And don’t keep this light on,
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sther, Or there'll be trouhle'. I've never
f{eard' q more preposterous tissue of pifile

o qll my lifel”
1!1.;Szlirke’s at the bottom of it,”” declared

Guliiver.  “He's brought a curse on the
«chool. I don’t believe he's human at all;
he's one of those elementals, He's a
materialised spirit, in the shape of a human
neing. He can produce ail sorts of
cficcts——"" . .

_#ph, you make me sick!” interrupted
Nipper contemptuously. ‘“ Quirke’s a clever
chap, but he’s just as human as you are.

He happens to be tricky, too, or he wouldn’t
have got so many supporters.”
Nipper went out of the dormitory aiter
4 hrief nod to the three Removites. He
was thoroughly disgusted. He was quite
certain that they had been led astray by
their own imagination. It was clearly a
case of auto-suggestion. They bhad been
fed on Ezra Quirke's mysticism for weeks,
and that food, combined with the moonlight
and the black shadows, had had due effect.
Dick Hamilton set his jaw grimly as he
returned to his own dormitory. He was
more than ever determined to sound the

death-knell of Ezra Quirke’s activities. Al
that moment Quirke was all-powerful. He
had practically the entire Junior School

behind him—all confirmed supporters. |

Toven Nipper's own chums—the one and
only  Sir  Montie  Tregellis-West  and
Tommy Watson-—were held under Quirke’s
swayv. In consequence, a certain coolness
had sprung up in Study C, and Nipper
was greatly worricd.

There were certain staunch dieha‘rds,
however, who steadfastly refused to believe
in Quirke’s magic. They had banded them-
selves togeiher under the title of the
Compact of Ten. And they were working
secretly and persistently to expose Izra
Quirke in his true celours.

Unfortunately their efforts always came
to nothine. No matter how they tiried to
trip up the schoolboy magician, he always
emerged triumphantly. Their efforts indeed
had in every case served to strengthen and
solidify Quirke's position. ‘ ‘

Nipper was just going to enter his dormi-
tory when he paused. A dim figure was

standing a little distance along the corridor,
and 1t

approached,

(R A —

CHAPTER IIL

THE INVESTIGATORS.
g NE moment
brother!*’
The figure re-
solved 1itself into
a lanky youth, attired in
silken pyjamas of a startling
hue. Over these a light
wrap was worn, and the wrap itself was
no less vivid,

comnmented,

“What are you doing cut of your cradle,
Browne?’ asked Dick.

“Hearing sounds of prattling, I thought
it necessary to inquire into the cause,”
murmured William Napoleon Browne, of the
Fifth. “I am delighted to observe, Brother
Hamilton, that you are attired in the
correct gent’s wear for night use.”

“What are you gefting at?” asked Nipper,

grinning.
“Y¥or one fearful moment the thought
seared itself across my hrain that you

might be indulging in the perilous pastime
of breaking bounds,” said Browne, shaking

his  head. “Knowing the adventurous
nature of you Removites, the suspicion
Was =

“You silly ass, I've just been falking to
Forrest & Co.,”’ interrupted Nipper. “ They
were going out on the razzle, by what I
can understand, but they got a scare down
in the Triangle, and bunked back. You
never heard such a wild yarn in all your
life!”?

“True!” agreed Browne. I agree with
you Theartily, Brother Hamilton, for I
haven’t heard the yarn at all. Attempting
to slide gracefully off into a peaceful chunk
of the dreamless. 1 was rudely disturbed
by divers noises, and unless matters are
rapidly repaired,. there will be a worn-out
wreck in the Fifth to-morrow.”

“I wish wyou’d come along a minufe or
two sooner,” said Mamilton. “Those idiots
were as pale as ghosts. It seems that they
were going through the West Arch, and
Gulliver fancied that something tripped him
up, caught him round the ankle. Then they

saw green eyes, and after that a sort of
vampire swooped down out of the mnight
sky. All rof, of course.”

Browne regarded Nipper guizzically.

“Much as I admire your sagacity, Brother
Hamilton, I suspect that you have over-
looked an important point,” he observed.
“Xindly relate the full facts. I migh
mention that I am anxious for an earful.”

“But it’s all nonsense——""?

“There is always a certain amount of
grain in every bushel of chaff,” ipterrupted

Browne kindly. “You, in your childish
innocence, fail to remember these salient
facts, I should like fto point out that

my brain is working at excessive pressure.
I am convinced, Brother Hamilton, that a
considerable quantity of dirty work is
toward.”

Nipper lost no time in explaining .all the
details. And Browne listened with careful
attention. :

“A singularly diverting mnarrative,” he
at length. “I have nothing
but admiration for the inventive genius of
our taree young friends. At the same time,
[ suspect the existence of a framework on
which this entertaining effort of imagina-
tion has been draped. It would be nothine
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short of criminal to !eave the matter as it
stands.”

“What do you propocse, then?”

“A brief adjournment to our respective
chambers, a swift donning of suitable
raiment, and an adventurous quest into the

night,”’ replied Browne smocothly. “I have
a convietion that we shall click. 2ely

npon me, Brother Hamillton, and all -will
yet be well.”? | .

“But, my dear man, it’s a waste of
time!” protested Nipper. “1f any of the

other fellows had told this yarn I might
have thought there was something behind
it. But Gulliver and Bell are two of the
biggest funks in the Remove. They'd leap
a yard into the air at the sight of a cow
looking over a gate!”

“1 am prepared to accept your word on
that point, but at the same time, 1 never
under any circumstances ignore a hunch,”

replied Browne. “And at the moment 1
have a feeling that dark doings are the

order of the hour. T might mention that
I gazed through my window a few minutes
ago and I distinetly saw a lurking prescnce

in the middle distance.”
“By Jove! You did?”
“¥ . did,”’ declared Browne. ‘“Now when
one observes a lurking presence in  the
niddle —~distance at the henr of eleven-

thirty, one is apt to conclude that murky
deeds: are in ithe offing. Let us venture
forth, Brother Hamilton, and inguire into
this sinister affair. For once we will risk
the perils of going without sleep, and throw
ourselves heart and soul into the Cause.”’

Nipper agreed, and went back to his own
dormitory. Browne's- reierence fo &
mysterious figure made -all the difference.
e wasn’t the kind of fellow to imagine
things, and it put a new complexion on
the affair. It suggested, indeed, that For-
rest & Co. had been deliberately scared
back indoors. ~

And that, in turn, suggested something of
an even more sensational character, 1If it

was necessary to scare the juniors back
to bhed, then, obviously, something was

going on outside which would not bear the
light of investigation. Nipper found hiwm-
sclf eager to be out.

e and Browne met in the corridor three

niinutes later, and they were both armed

with electric-torches and wearing shoés with
erepe soles. They stole down the corridor
without a sound.

“By Jove, Browne, I believe we’re on the
track of something at last!” murmured
Nipper. “We’'ve never been able to con-
neet Quirke with any outside influence—
with any confederates. Yet we’re both con-
vinced that he’s gol some. Perhaps we’ll
sirike lucky to-night!”? : |
“We can but live and hope,” nodded. the
Fifth ¥orm skipper. “Naturally, there is

every reason to anticipate unqualified spe-

cess, for am I not at the head of this

expedition? We  Brownes are fameq
throughout the land as conquerors. Failuye:

iIs unknown to us. It is a word whicy
seldom, if ever, enters our vocabulary.”
“l am still worried about that ceflyr
over in the East House,” murmured Nipper,
as they sought an exit. ¢ Remember the
way we manufactured a key to fit it, auyd
sct all sorts of traps the other night?”
Browne winced. -
“Alas! I fear that was one of our mottied
days,” he sighed. **We cannot always wieig
the mallet and make the bell ring.
Occasionally, a chunk of grit will get inio

the works and stop the machinery. Fate:
1s always Jurking round the corner with

& knuckle-duster on hand.”

Nipper was thinking of that “frost.”
Ezra Quirke had a special cellar of his own
in the Kast House—one that he had rigged
up as a meeting chamber for his supporters,
Here he performed his feats of sorcery and
magic. ' ;

The sceptics—in other words, the Com-
pact of Ten—were firmly convinced that
Quirke employed trick apparatus for the
production of. his wonders. Quirke’s. sup-
porter s, on the other hand, stoutfly echoed
their leader in the asscrtion thaf his oniy
alliecs were the Black Arts—thad the pheno-
mena were produced by magie, and nothing
but magic. , : _ ,

And it had to be admitted that the
schoolboy conspirators had failed -to trip
Quirke up on any single oceasion. The
recent afiair had seemed an absolute stunner
for Quirke. They had got into the cellar,
they had prepared hidden traps, and nad

Jlater attended the meeting to enjoy the

results,

That meeting had becen one of the most
successful that Quirke had ever held! All
sorts of mysterious things had happened.
But when the plotters had entered the
cellar immediately afterwards to examine
their traps, not one of them had been dis-
turbed! It seemed a certaln indication of
the fact that Quirke employed no apparatuz
whatever, = :

And yet this assumptlion was opposed 0
all -rational common sense. And Dizsk -
Hamilton was sorely puzzled and worried.

The mystery of that ecellar concerned him
deeply. Just when Quirke had seemed to
be on the verge. of exposure, 'he had cou-.
founded the conspirators, and their trans

had been for nothing. How had he pro-
duced those effects in the cellar in zpice

of the traps? That was the guestion which
the Compact of Ten had asked one another
a hundred times during the last two 'or
three days. 5
: A}nd they had -apparently reached a- dead-
OC{. ; sy B ) %o ) : e

It wasn'y any good setting more trays,
for . Quirke obviously -treated themy wiin
contempt.  And the more the sceptics
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selves inclined to the view that Quirke’s

uncanny mysteries were far more com-
plicated than they had first supposed.

One thing was obvious. He couldn't be
working alone. His effects were of such u
nature that he either had confederates of a
colid type, or confederates from another
world. And as the Compact of Ten ruled
out the latter theory, they had set them-
cefves the task of proving the former.

But' it seemed a hopeless sort of quest.
"Quirke was a quiet fellow, and although
- he occasionally wandered out for a walk,
- he had never been seen to speak to aay

t of it the more they found them-

4

P PO —

yourself into a state of alertness,” mur-
mured Browne. “It is one of my
peculiarities that I object to walking with
an animated statue.”

“Sorry!” said Nipper, coming out of
his thoughtful condition. “1 was just
wondering about Quirke, you know. I can’t
understand—-"

“For the moment, let us consign Quirke
to the demons he claims friendship with,”
whispered Browne., “We will wend our
dainty footsteps towards the West Arch

and make a few close investigations.”

By this time they had left the Ancient
House and were in the Triangle. They were

—
—_—

Ly

‘‘ By gad ! '’ breathed Forrest, aghast.
They all stared, struck helpless by this new horror. Justtwo eyes! Nothing
else—no body, no sign of any solid presence. )

He had been watched -cori-
stantly. But not once had the investigators
received a hint of a possible conspiracy.
Quirke seemed to be abhsolutely alone.

Browne's mention, therefore, of a lurkiag
figure interested Dick Hamilton exceed-
ingly, He was beginning to share Browne’s
conviction that this expedition would bear
fruit. Perhaps Quirke made his plans after
lights out! Perhaps he met these elusive
confederates of his—if they actually
existed—when the rest of the
asleep.

“Pardon my intrusion upon  your
reverie, Brother Hamilton, but Kkindly yank

strangers.

school was

just passing the main steps when they
both paused. ¥rom round the angle of the
steps two greenish eyes were regarding

them with steady balefulness.

CHAPTER 1V,
A FEW DISCOVERIES.

ICK HAMILTON
caught his breath in.
“By Jove!” he
breathed. “ What—-

Look out!”
The green eyes moved, and
an object scemed to form
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itself out of the surrounding blackzuess and
approach. William  Napoleon  Browne
uttered a soft chuckle.

“Well, I’'m hanged!” grinned Nipper.
“The beastly thing gave me a start for a
moment. It’s only Mrs. Poulter’s tom cat!”

S0 here was one of Iorrest & Co.’s

“ghosts ” laid before any investigations
had actually started! The cat was 2an

enormous one, and a great favourite among
the fellows of the Ancient House. He was
pitch black, and in the gloom he certainly
looked a great deal larger than he actually
was., IHe came purring round Nipper’s
ankles. |

““To anybody in a condition of nerves,
this beggar's greenish eyes would certainly
provide a bit of a shock,” remarked Nipper

softly. “They even gave me a start for a
second. ¥e must have brushed past one

of those funks, and they took him for 2
spectral presence.”.

‘« Anything is possible, Brother Hamilton,
when one is dealing with superstitiousggoves
of the Gulliver and Bell type,” said Browne.
«“ A harmless mouse will become a giant of
horror. A fluttering moth will assume the
proportions of a floating spectre. When one
touches upon the subject of aunto-suggéstion,
a wide field of research is opened. I re-
member on one famous occasion at Uxton
a fellow named Winstanley passed into a
state of coma for five days aiter meeting
n pair of flannel trousers on the clothes-iin
on a certain murky night el

“We don’t want to discuss your guestion-
able pals of Uxton,” interrupted Nipper
briskly = “ We’'ve discovered the explanation
of the ereen eyes, but what ahout the other
husiness? Who grabbed Gulliver and B-il
round the ankle and tripped them up?”

“1 fear it would be unfair to accuse the
cat of that little affair,” replied Browne.
“But if we venlure into the archway, we
may find traces of the horrible truth. We
can, I think, dispense with the services of
Alogey, or whatever his cognomen happens
to be.”

They penetrated the arch, and they were
hoth struck by the eerie nature of it. The
contrast between the pitchy blackness and
the bright moonlight was deeply impressed
upon them. 'They stood in utter darkness,
and could casily appreciate the ngrvousness
of Gulliver and Bell.

Those two youths were funks of the most
pronounced type. William Napoleon Browne
and Dick Hamilton were possessed of strong
nerves, however, and they had no fear ihat
an unseen hand would cluteh out and grip
them. But such a sensation was nossibie
to any fcllow of a nervy disposition.

“Do you think it will be safe to use our
torches?” whispered Nipper.

“It may he perilous, but we have no other

alternative,” murmured Browne. “A swift
once-over will be sufficient, I should
imagine  You take one side, brother, ard

I will take the cther,
in our movements.”

They both switched on their electrie.
torches at the same moment, and the black.
ness of the arch was dispelled. Not ihit
any discovery was made. The sudden ligit
revealed the fact that the stone walls aig
the paved pathway were bare.

But Nipper suddenly drew his breath ip
and switched off his torch. Browue ex.
tinguished his own light at the same
moment. They had only been on for a few
seconds, and unless a watcher had actually
been on the look-out, there was littie risk
of a surprise,

“By Jovel!” breathed Nipper In a curious
voice, . ,

“Forgive me if I am wrong, Brother
Hamilton, but do I detect a notc of satis-
faction in your tonmes?” asked Browne. *1I
trust you are not about to erush the hope
that is welling up in my breast?”

“I have seen something!”
Nipper.

“ Splendid!”

“Just down heré, against the wall.”

“It is impossible to contain myself!” ex-
claimed Browne. “I urge you, Brother
ilamilton, to relieve me of this suspefise,
What is the nature of your momentous dis-
covery? Hold yourself steady, and give
fongue!” _

“Look here!” whispered Nipper, kneeling
down. “No, we don’t need the light,” ne’”
added, groping along the wall. ““Where’s
your hand? Feel this! Got it?”

“By Jove! A wire!” :

“The broken end of a wire, anyhow,” said
Dick. “They haven’t had time to remove
the traces.”

“All  is expiained,” nodded Browne.
“Two wires, stretched at intervals und:r
the archway-—six inches or more from the
ground. A crude device, Brother Hamiltou,
but nevertheless effective.. In a  similar
case, I should never have resorted to such
prehistoric methods. It gives my old heart
a spasm of hope. Our quarry is not cuch
a mass of brains, after ail.,”

“The thing becomes as clear as daylight,”
went on Nipper thoughtfully, “So  jolly
absurd, too! Those idiots entered this arch,
and Guiliver tripped over the wire. Of
course, he broke it, and there was nothing
left to show what had hooked him over.” .

“And the sensation, as you will' readily
realise, was precisely that of a bony hand
gripping the blighter round the ankle,” said
Browne  contentedly. “Bell thereupon
obliged with his own 2act, and walked into
the second wire.”

“Ie touched it lightly first, and thought
the ghost was after him,” grinned Nipper.
“My only hat! What trifles can scare a
chap at dead of night. Bell, of course, flew
into a panic, and ran forward. The wire
tripped him up, and he came an awful
cropper. Ghost No. 2 laid!”

And let there be zip

muttered
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« We are progressing famously,” said the
pifth-Former. “Alas! I fear our youung
friends are not made of the stuf‘f’ of which
neroes are chiselled. A moment’s grip of
inemselves, and they would have known ali.
gut let us rejoice, for we are getting hotter
every moment.” _

Nipper was feeling thrilled, too. i
-« RBy--Jove, yes!” he agreed. “We've
proved that there’s trickery at work here.
Those wires were deliberately placed in
position SO that an unwary prowler would
he scared out of his wits. And that iuv-
dicates a plot.” .

Browne nodded.

“We are not actually at the cross-roads,
but there is no guestion of the dirty work,”
he said softly. It is possible that these
wires were set for a double purpose.
‘Firstly, to scare any prowler into a stale
of lunacy, and secondly, to give warning to
the- unknown  gents who are operating n
the backeround. XLet us pursue our in-
vestigations further.” _

They went out into the West Square, but
took care to keep to the dense shadows.
Creeping like ghosts themselves, they turned
to the left, and came round by the rear
of the chapel into the Triangle once again.

They crossed over by the
skirted the East House, and turned
the East Square.
the circuit of the

into

Modern House, they
found themselves again in the Triangle.
And during this round they had =seen
nothing of & suspicious nature,

“Much as I hate confessing
we have failed to qualify,” murmurad
Browne sadly. “It appears, Brother
Hamilton, that more intensive methods will
nave to be instituted if we are to 2

“Great Scott! Look up there!”
mured Nipper abruptly.

Browne stared upwards to the point wher
his companion was indicating. Right over
the Xast Tower a strange flapping figure
had made itself apparent against the star-
lit sky. The two investigators stood there,
watching fascinatedly. And, in spite of
themselves, they felt something grip their
hearts. There was an air of horror aboiit
this fresh mystery.

_ Without the clightest question, this float-
ing shape was the monster which Forrest &
Co. had referred to—the owl-like creatire
which had brought the smell of death with
it. It was coming closer, too.

The dreadful thing swooped down, and the
outline could be plainly distinguished. The
upper part was an owl, but beneath there
Was a ghastly resembiance to a human
form. For an instant the pair could sece
the saucer eyes. and then the thing was
Ying off over the Ancient House.

It left a dank odour on the atmosphere,
flind as it vanished from view there came
i€ sound of a soft, mysterious secreech.

it, I fear

mur-

gymnasium, |

Then, having completed |

it oo

CHAPTER V.
THE ANNOUNCEMENT IN THE MORNING

PAPER.

ILLTAM NAPOLEON
BROWNE took 4
decp breath.

% “A somewhat
diverting adventure, Brother
Hamilton,” he murmured.
— i “ Singulariy enough, howevar,
it fails to leave me prostrated. My hand
is still steady. My heart stiil continues {he
normal plodding.” 2
. “A  fake, of course,” azreed Nipper.

But, by Jove, an apparition of that sort
is liable to give anybody a nasty tura un-
less he's prepared. Browne, old man,
there’s something splendid about this.”

¢ I, must coafess I cannot quite fathom
r

.

“Don’t you see?” went on Xipper keenly.
“It absoiutely verifics our suspicions of

Quirke. That owl belongs to him—it’s an
uncanny bheast, and it obeys him like a
dog. Who else but Quirke could have faked
it up to represent a vampire-like spectre?”

“There is no question that {he old cerc-

beilum is working overtime,” murmur:d
Browne approvingly. “You are right,

Brother Hamilton—you are undoubtedly on
thie spot. MKither Brother Quirke or cne of
his allies prepared this little episcde. The
evidence is accumulating rapidly.”

“The thing didn’t stay lonz enough for
us to give it a close examination, but 1"l

bet it’s a simple device,” declared Dick
Hamilton. “Just a light figure, made of

black crépe or something, fixed to the owl's
legs. When it flies it naturally frails that
appendage behind it. The stuff is probably
treated with some chemical, too, to give
that rummy odour.”

Browne nodded.

“The mass of data is heaping itself up

with pleasing speed,” he observed. ¢ Boiled
giown fo a sentence, it means that Quirke
is perilously near to the abyss. He is

hovering on the edge, and dcing his utmost
to maintain his balance. In other words,
he is engineering ali these dodges in ordar
to keep up the mystery and supernatural
effect. Simple methods are losing their
novelty, and thus we see these elaborate
efforts. But where does it all lead? I am
convinced that there is a definite climax
in' view. Quirke must have a positive goual
2t the end of his field of play. He wouldn’t
take all these shots unless he was hoping to
score.”

“That's what we've
agreed Nipper grimly. “I'm joily glad we
came on this investigation, Browne,
We've satisfied ourselves that Quirke is
mixed up in a plot. He wouldn’t resort to
hidden wires and an overdressed owl if all
the resources of sorcery were at his cowm-
mand, This evidence may not be encuglh

got to find out,”
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o convinece the [faithful, but we Kknow,
don't we?”
“We do!” agcreed Browne. “TUnfor-

tunately, we dow't know enough. That, if
[ may sayv so, is the earwig in the tea-
cup.  Much as 1  realise that sleep is

essential, I propose another stealthy prowl”
They went round the Modern House again,

amd turned into the East Square. 1t was
past midnight now, and St. Frank's was

Not a light was

utterly quiet and restful,
The great col-

vleaming from any window.
ivge wias wrapped in gleep.

Keeping to the shadows, Browne and
Nipper stealthily crossed the East Square,
and it was Nipper who suddenly halted and
held up his hand.

“Look!” he murmured in
whisper,

‘“ A diverting spectacle, brother!"” hreathed
Napoleon Browne,

They were both in the black shadow,
and invisible. And at the end of the East
House a figure had come into view. It
was the figure of a human being, rapidly
crossing a pateh of exposed moonlight. He
was only visible for a second, and then he
wa3s swallowed up amid the shadows.

The watchers didn’t hesitate a moment.
They pressed on, turned the angle of the
Bast House wing, and halted. They were
just in time to see the mysterious figure
dropping down into the ecarth itself.

“My only hat!” whispered Dick Hamilton.

One of the big flagstones near the East
Iouse wall wasg raised. It slowly dropped
into position, and the faintest echo of a
dull thud came to the cars of the watching
pair,

“This is far more than we could have
hoped for,” declared Browne exultantly.
“Dare we venture forward, brother?”

They not only ventured forward, but they
examined the flagstone with minute care.
Now that it was in position, it was im-
pnssible to detect any recent disturbance.
it seemed to be absolutely solid,
part of the paved path which adjoined the
East House. There was no ring, or any
device by which the flagstone could he
raised from the outside.

“T'I tell you what,” whispered Nipper.
“We'll take up our position close hy and
wateh. We don't know what it all means,
but we can guess. We may have to wait
an bour, but I'm game.”

“Let us sacrifice sleep in the causze of
justice!” nodded Browne. “In this great
enterprise, Brother Hamilton, I am wiih
you heart and soul, to make no mention of
the tissues.”

scarcely a

1t was precisely two hours later when
they entered the Ancient House again,

There was no trace of sleep in their eyes. |

and 2|

They were alert and flushed.
nerturbable Browne
excited,

“Upon the whole, Brother Hamilton, 1
think we can regard this as one of gy
happiest moments,” said the latter softly
“From first to last it has been one hig
triumph. It would be no cxaggeration o
state that we hold the key in our fingers.”

Even the ip.
was looking somewhgt

“I can’t believe it!” exclaimed Nipper,

taking a decep breath, “Now, of course,
we can understand those miracles. By
Jove! What a colossal discovery, opld
man!”’ i

“Indeed, with no fear of contradiction, J
can observe that Brother Quirke is now
standing with one foot over the precipice,”
declared Browne. “A slight shove from us,
and his descent will be swift and hard,.
Let me suggest that we delay that shove,
Brother Hamilton. Let us” toy with ecur
vietim and watch him at his final gambols,
A most amusing experience, I can assuve
you,”

Nipper nodded.

“We mustn’t move just yet,” he "agreed.
“We've made some discoveries, Browne,
but before we show our hand we've got to
make more. And I think it’s a good idea
of yours to give Quirke a bit more rope
hefore we draw the noose tight.”

They shook hands on it, parted, and went
to their respective beds. They hadn’t yot
decided whether to keep the night's dis-
coveries to themselves, or to hold a con-
ference of the Compact of Ten. They weve
rather inclined to keep their own counsel
for the time being. Edward Oswald Hand-
forth was a prominent member of the
Compact of Ten, and one needed to he
cautious. While being a thoroughly stont
fellow, Handforth was undoubtedly a hit of
an ass, Mis greatest sin was incautious-
ness, One entrusted a secret to him at
one’s own peril, e would rather cut his
rightt hand off than wittingly betray a
trust, but old Handy let things out simply
without knowing it.

After having four or five hours sleep,
Browne and Nipper consulted again, and
decided to let things stand exactly as they
were for the present. Their hands were
oreatly strengthened by keeping their own
counsel, They came to this decision in
Browne’s study just before breakfast-time,

¢ Assuredly, DBrother Hamilton, let us
wrap this secret in cotton-wool and stow it
away,” said Browne earnestly. “Let us
place it in the safe, and let none but our-
selves know the combination. Greatly as 1
admire Brother Handforth’s fistic ability, 1
have certain. dubious fears’ regarding his
discretion. A mere prejudice on my part,
perhaps, but we are but human.”

Nipper grinned. '



“As a matter of fact, old man, I agrac
with you,” he said. “Jlandy will be fright-
fully wild when he knows we have heen
keeping this from him, but we shall have
to risk his wrath, All rieht. Mum’s the

vord until we're ready to make the next.

movye.”

Dick Hamilton noddedy, and went off to

the Remove quarters. 'As he entered the
Common-room he observed a number of
fellows " gathered round Fullwood, who was

the possessor of a morning newspaper,
There seemed to be quite a lot of comment
going on.

“Well, what about it, anyhow?” Hand-

forth was saying. “We've got two or three
titles in .the Remove already, including a
giddy duke! Not that Somerton looks much

ike a duke,” he added, giving Somerton a
severe glance, “ By (eorge, De Valerie,
why the dickens don’t you look after that
chap? He's a perfect sight!”

“I'm not his keeper!” said
Yolerie indignantly,

“Yes, but you share the same study,”
said Handforth. “Look at him!
“trousers, inky collar, two buttons off his
waisteoat, and I'm hanged if there isn’t a
gap in one of his shoes!
he was a tramp!”

The youthful Duke of Somerton chuckled.

“You leave my shoes alone!” he grinned,
“They're the most comfortable pair I've
got., That's my motto—comfort! Appear-
ance doesn't matter a toss.”

“Yes, but vou're a duke!”

(‘ecil de

“Everybody knows it, so why should T
“And when I'm

worry #” asked Somerton.
amongst strangers nobody knows me, ¢o
I'm all right, anyway. Life's too short to

na M

worry about dress.

“Good gead!” ejaculated Archie Glen-
thorne, horrified. ¢ Laddie, laddie! I mean

to .«ay, a time has arrived when a fatherly
word seems to be indicated. I appeal to

you, Treceilis-West, oid article. Is this
chappie a decent member of the Remove or
not?" :
“PDear old hoy, he’s a most frightful
blot!”  agreed  Tregellis-West  heartily.

“YWhen it comes to a matter of dress, I
feel it necessary to assert myself. I think
something ought to be done about it—I1 do,
really.”

“Go ahead!” grinned Somerton.
pleases you to discuss me like this

“YWhat’s that in the paper,
interruped Nipper. “Silence,
Fullwood, what's the news?”

“Nothing mueh,” grinned Ralph Leslic
Fullwood. < Only there’s a report here—
quite a column—sayving' that young Lord
Pippinton is being sent to that famous
Public school, St. Frank’s College. Things
are looking up in the world. We're in the
papers.”

(13 If

n
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CHAPTER VI,
SINGLETON'S SUSPICIONS,

g ORD PIPPINTONY"
repeated Dick
Hawmilton.

“1 don't suppose
the poor chap can help it,”
said Fuliwood. <“If I had =#
name like that, I'd <hange
it to Smith, or something. It reminds you
of apples!”

“0ld  Pippy?"  ejaculated the Hon.
Dougias Singleton, pushing the outskirts of
‘the crowd. “Who's talking about ola
Pippy " :

“0ld Pippy ?” repeated Fullwoad.
:[' There's an item here about Lord Pippin-
ON—-""

“That's the chap,” said the Hon.
Douglas, “I Kknow him.”

“The dickens you do!”

“A most frightful chump!” went on
Singleton. “One of the world's errors, I

should imagine. As far as I can make out.
he spends most of his time in a sort of
france, and only comes out of it occasionally
by a superhuman mental effort.”
“Something like Archie?” asked Hanad-

forth. g
“0Odds slurs and insults!” ejaculated
Archie Glentherne. <1 mean, dash it,
what ?”
““Archie’s an eleetric wire compared to
old Pippy!” chuckled Singleton. *Quite a
harmless fellow, of - course, In fact, 1

couldn’t imagine anybody more inoffensive.
And as for moncy, he’'s filthy with it. 1
believe he goes to bed in silken sheets!
And his jacket is always creased because of
the wad of fivers in his breast-pockel.”

“What's that?” asked Bernard Forrest,
lounging up.

“You're sure to butt in when you hear
something about eash, aren’t you?” growled
IIandforth. *“Clear oftf, you bounder!”

“] met him once or twice at my pater’s
place,” went on Singleton. * iis pater and
my pater are thick, you know. Our families
have known one another for centuries—both
in the same county, you see.”

“And you're both rolling in wealth!”
said De Valerie enviously. “I’'m dashed if
that’'s fair! We poor chaps have to grav
along on a few measly bob a week, and you
can afford to buy up the school if you take
a Tancy to it!”

“I'm pretty comfortable, when it comes

to that,” admitted Singleton. “But old
Pippy’s an absolute terror. A most

generous bounder, and as loose as you like
with his cash. I know for a fact that he
used to keep the whole Third Form supplied
when he was at Baggley. I thought he was
there now. When’s he arriving?”

“J¥t doesn’t say, but I expect he’ll 10l
up within the next doy or two,” replicd
i Fullwood. “There's a long account of his
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‘ancestry, and all that, It seems that he's
a giddy millionaire—got pots of tin from
one of his uncles, who died two or three
years ago. And his pater, the duke, Is
© fairly bloated, too. It strikes me that we
ought to get up a brass band io welcome
this fellow.”

“Ie wouldn’t appreciate it,” said Single-
ton. “Xe probably wouldn’t know any-
thing about it until it was all over. Don’t
I keep telling you thai he’s a {Irightful
chump? When you speak to him he doesn’s
know what you're saying until about five
minutes afterwards!” :

But the fact that the youthful Lord
Pippinton was extremely wealthy made up
for his shortcomings in the eyes of the
Remove, It was generally felt that some-
thing special ought to be arranged. The
fact that he was a lord carried little or no
weight. But when the Remove heard that
he bulged with fivers, the Remove thought
it high” time to prepare.

All sorts of inquiries were made during
the morning. But no definite information
could he ohtained. Mr. Crowell thought
that “Lord Pippinton ” wag an invention on
Handforth’s part. Nobody could find out
when this walking bank was due to arrive.

Just after tea, Singleton happened to he
walking across to the gymnasium. He ran
into Lzra Quirke opposite the Bast House
steps, and the schoolboy magician button-
holed him, F :

“T have been worrying about vou, Single-
ton,” said Quirke in hizs e¢ven tones. “I am

afraid  you did not altend our last
meeting 7 -
“What about it?" asked the Heon,
Douglas.

“1 hope you are not losing interest?”

- As a matter of fact, 1 am,” admitted
Singleton. * This magic is all very well as
a novelty, Quirke, but one gets a bit sick
of it, you know.” ‘ :
“The other fellows are not sick of it,”
saild Quirke quietly. “The more 1 give
them, the more they want. There is some-
thing else on your mind, There is some-
thing disturbing you--something occupying
your thoughts fo the exclusion of all else.”
Singleton looked at him sharply. :
“How do you know?” he asked.

“I know.”

“YES, ]'J’llt Lh

“You forget my nower with the erystal,”

interrupted  Quirke. "“In my  ecrystal,
Singleton, I see many things which are
denied to others. I know, for example,

that you are wrapped up in a great and
wonderful secret. TUnfortunately I am not
permitted to see too clearly. Would it not
he better to take me into your confidence?
You trust me, and I could help you.”

Singleton compressed his lips. A vague
suspicion of his was becoming an acute
suspicion, Several times during the past
few davs he had helieved that Ezra Quirke

probably

was trying to pump him. Affer Quirke’s
last words there could be no shadow of
doubt. He was not only pumping, but ask.
ing for the other’s confidence, point-blank.

“1I'm  sorry, Quirke,”* said Singleton
grufily. “I can’t tell you anything. If
there’s a secret af all—and 1 don’t admit
it—it’'s no concern of yours. I wish you
wouldn’t ask these questions. It makes
it dashed embarrassing for a chap.”’

Quirke shrugged his shoulders.

“We will change the subject,” he said,
“I hear you are expecting a friend of yours
in the Ancient House?”

“You mean Lord Pippinton?”

“I think that is the name.”

“As far as I can gather he's due for the

BBast House,” said the Hon. Douglas.
“And look here, Quirke, you steer clear of
him. He's a harmless fellow, and it,

wouldn’t be fair to get him mixed up in
your occult stuff. The man’s more like a
lamb than a human being.”’

“1f Lord Pippinton desires to join my
Circle, am I to deny him?’ asked Quirke.
“1t is not my way to solicit converts.
They come without any pressure from me.
Do T understand that Lord Pippinton is
rich#”

“My hat!”
body seems

growled Singleton. ‘““Every-
more interested in his cash
than in the chap himself, What's ecash,
after all? I'm sick of the way some of
the fellows grovel to me. Sometimes 1 wish
1 only had two hob a week!” '

‘““Riches are not always as advantageous

as one would imagine,” agreed Quirke.
“Well, Singleton, I am sorry that you

should adopt sueh an antagonistic attitude.
I was hoping—-"
“Wait a minute!’® interrupted the IIon.

Douglas, " Are you busy for the minute?’’
“N(}.!} )
“T'hen  how about Jooking infto that
crystal of yours?” asked Singleton. “If 1

come into your study can you have a go
at it?”

“Certainly,” said  Quirke eagerly. 1
shall be only too pleased.” = i

Singleton nodded, and they went indoors.
There was rather a grim Jook about the
Hon. Douglas’ eyes. He had changed his
front quite suddenly, after getting a swift
idea,

He was uncomfortable ahout Quirke:
the fellow pumping him or not? By
arranging this crystal-gazing affair he
might possibly find out for certain.
Singleton’s idea was to put Quirke to the
test. And the East House junior would
give himself away once he had
his crystal in front of him. If he already
knew something of the secret he would pros
hably pretend to *“see?’’ it in the crystal,
and thus persuade his sitter to become con-.
fidential. Singleton was fully on the alert,
and prepared for any subtle ftrickery.

WwWas



He was rather surprised witn himsell for
doubting Quirke in this fashion, for only &
few days earlier he had staunchly believed
in the fellow. For some strange reason his
faith in Quirke was dwindling, He was
beginning to fear that the Fourth-Former
was far from genuine.

And the seed of Singleton's suspicion was
a tiny one.

The secret concerned Professor Sylvester
Tucker, the genial, absent-minded St.
TFrank’s science master. More by decident
than anything else Singleton had discovered
the amazing secret of Professor Tucker's
stupendous invention—a strange apparatus
which was capable of curing any human ill
almost within a few minutes.

Finding that the boy knew a little, the
professor had wisely taken him into his
full confidence, and had bound him to
secrecy, The Hon, Douglas was as straight
as a die, and the professor ran no risk. He
would never have confided in the junior
otherwise.

And strangely enough, Ezra Quirke had
forsecen two or three of Singleton’s meetings
with Professor Tucker in his erystal. At
first Singleton had marvelled, But now he
suspected.

Professor Tucker’s secreft was so vast, so
huge in its . possibilities, that the Hon.
Douglas wondered if Quirke was playing a
deliberate game to get hold of the details
of the invention. A few days earlier he

had met Singleton after the latter had
been with Professor Tucker. He bhad
pumped him, and that tiny seed had been
SOWN. \
The Hon. Douglas wondered if this fresh
test would bear fruit.
CHAPTER YVIIL

QUIRKE'S ASTONISHING REVELATION,

ZRA QUIRKE pgazed
E steadfastly into the

crystal, :
The scene was
rather an impressive one, It
was nearly dark, and Quirke
, had not turned his study
lights on. He sat with the erystal in front
of him, and the Hon. Douglas Singleton
was seated just opposite. The erystal
seemed alive witin mysterious inner fires.
It was not merely a globe of dead glass,
but .something uncannily animated.
Singleton watched with a renewal of his

old fascination. Certainly there was some-
thing rather compelling about Quirke’s
personaility. It was no use denying it.
Although he spoke no word he held
Singleton enthralled.

Singieton’s thoughts were concentrated on

the subject. Ie remembered hiz encounters

WAas

marvellous
apparatus which had cured a gashed finger

with Professor Tucker. The
cut hand within a minute or two.
Singleton had seen .theae things with his
own eyes, and he had listened in a state

of enraptured interest uhlle the professor

and a

had talked of <{he possibilities of  this
discovery.
It was nothing much to louk at. Just a

hox-like eantrhance, with a few dialg on it,

and some terminals. Singleton had been
present when two famous MHarley Street
specialists had come down from London,
bringing with them a patient with a

paralysed arm. The unfortunate man had
seemed beyond 2ll hope. But after twenty
minutes treatment that poor, withered arm
had been restored to complete health.

The memory of that affair stuck
Singleton’s mind constantly. During every
rwinute of the day since then he had

pondered and marvelled. And he gloated in
the fact that he shared this shattering
secret—a secret which, when it burst upen
the world, would cause the greatest
scientific sensation of the age.

Immediately after that test Singleton
had gone out into the Triangle in a daze{i
condition, hardly able to believe the
evidence of his eyes and ears. He had met
Ezra Quirke, and Ezra Quirke had plied
him with insidious questioms. Quirke knew
that he had been with Professor Tucker.
And Quirke wanted to know why.

Then it was that the Hon. Douglas had
become suspicious. Was Quirke playing a
deen game? Was he deliberately placed
at St. Frank’s by somebody who desired to
get hold of Professor Tucker’s secret? It
worth thousands—millions. Indeed,
Singleton judged that its worth could not
he computed in mere figures. Perhaps
Quirke had wused Singleton. as a fool the
whole time! It was an uncomfiortable
thought, and the Hon. Douglas wanted to
he sure.

“I. see many things,” droned Quirke
dreamily,

“¥Lh?  Oh!” said the Hon. Douzlas
with a start, * All right, Go ahkead. Sorry,
Quirke; I was fnrﬂe-.tmﬂ' myself——"

“You are standing with an elderly
gentleman,” murmured Quirke, concentrat-
ing upon the erystal with almost painful
intensity., “I cannot see the features, and
vet I seem to know—— But wait. No, it

grows dim. You have recently had dealings
with an elderly gentleman?”

Singleton compressed his lips.

“With several!™ he replied grimly.
“The Head. for one. I met him in the Inner
Court yesterday, and he reported me to—-"’

“This elderly gentleman is not the Head-
master,” mier;upted Quirke tensely. *“ You
are both standing in a strange room. It
iz a mom filled with strange articles. There
arc bottles, test-tubes, retorts. You are
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hoth gazing at - something— At some-
thing <3
“At what?” asked Singieton.
“1 cannot see; it is all so indistinet.”
The Ilon. Douglas locked positively
dangerous. He was convinced now. Quirke

knew that he had been with Professor
Tucker, and there was nothing very magical
in his describing a laboratory. DBui he
didn’t know what theo professcr and Single:
ton had heen looking at. When pressed;
that part of the visicu had grown in-
distinet.
the information from his sitter.

“(Go on,” said Singleton. < This is very
interesting.”

“The scene has changed unow,’”” said
Quirke quietly. *“You are no longer there,
Singleton. The elderly cgentleman is alone.
He is pacing up and down, his hands
clasped bkehind his back. Ie seecms to be
acutely distressed; his wental agony I3
pitiful.”

“Is he in trouble?”

“Apparently 30, although 1 ecannot see

as clearly as 1 would like,” replied Quirke.
“Ile has paused wnow, and is standing
before. a desk. He cpens a drawer. He
takes something from it. I camnot quite
distinguish—— It appears to be a weapon
of some kind.  Yes, a pistol!”

“A pistol!” said Singleton, startled,

“ A revolver,”” went on Quirke droningly,
“The old gentleman is hesitating. He is
in a greater state of mental agony than
ever., I believe he is ahout to attempt—
No, hé puils the revolver back. Again he
paces up and down. But now he is in a,
different room. There are benches and
shelves containing bettles. He séarches
among these bottles, and selects one—a
small, blue bhottle. with a red Ilabel-—-"?

“Poison!” breathed Singleton.

“Ile is pouring some of the contents from
the bottle into a drinking glass,” continued
Quirke, as though bLe knew nothing of
Singleton’s presence. “Now he is adding
water, and he is holding the glass up. I
cannot quite see 1t becomes Dblurry,
There i3 an indistinet, vague impression
of No. it is useless, FEveryvthing has
gone. The erystal has become blank.”

IIis voice died away, and Singleton bent
forward.

“Hang it all, you can’t stop like thati”
he protested. “Look again, Qnirke. Can’t
you see what the old fellow was doing with
that glass?’? -

The Hon. Douglas experienced a curious
sensation, He insiinetively  distrusted

Quirke was attempting to worm |

|

‘was completely puzzled,
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Quirke now, and yet at the same fime he
found himself eagerly listening to this dis-
course, He had an uncomfortable idea that
Quirke was seeing into the future.

But why should - Professor
Tucker desire to take his ewn life? The
very thought was preposterous, beyond the
range of all common sense. The professor
was on the threshoid of the greatest famae
any man had ever kaown. He would go
down in histery as the world’s most famcus
henefactor.

To even aream that he would take his
own life was unthinkable. There was every
possible reason fe assume the opposite.
What axc had Quirke to grind 'in *seecing ??
such an extraordinary scene?  Singleton
and not a little

Sylvester

annoyed.

“It is quite useless,” said Quirke steadily.
“The vision has completely faded. 1 sce
nothing in the crystal but blackness.”

“But can’t- you look—?

“There is nothing!”

“And there never was anything!”?
snapped Singleton. *“You can't fool me
with an idiotic yarn like that, Quirke. What
on earth’s the idea of stufiing me up
with——"?

"I have 1old you what I have seen,”
interrupted Quirke ténsely. “It is not my
habit to invent these visions., I make no
claim to be clever at fhese things. I am
different from others; I am permitted to
see these distant scenes. But when my
erystal becomes blurred I let the matter
rést there. It is not my way tfo invent
things in c¢rder to satisfy my sitters. Be
advised by me, Singleton, and regard this
#3 a warning. I do noft know who your
fricnd is, but he is evidently in terrible
trouble. He i3 ogonised by acute worry.
The vision possilly was symbolie, but we
cannot tell. Do not scoff at that which you
cannot understand.” -

ITe spcke with such intense convietion that
Singleton was mpressed. He eouldn’t help
being impressed. There was something about
Quirke which compelied him to take heed—
in zpite of bis now deeply rooted suspicions.

*“I'd bhetier be going!”’ he said gruilly.

‘““ Then remember wha$ I have told you,”
said Quirke. 1 regret that you should
treat me with such scant eourtesy, Singleton.
semetiing has apparently disturbed you.
There is some great prohleva en your mind—
orn2 that <clipses your interest in my own

affairs. Would it not be bheiter to tell me
nf your worries? I do not press yon,
buf—-"

“That's just as well, then,” interrupted
Singleton, as he rose to his feet. ¢ Sorry,
Quirke, but there’s nothing that I can teil
you, Thanks fov the erysfal-gazing stunt.
You do see some queer things in that up-
surned goldfish-bowl, don’t you?”

Ezra Quirke frowned, but made no com-
mend as the Hon., Douglas walked oub of the
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study. Outside, Singletun paused under
the stars o' the 'Triangle, and remained
thoughtful for a few moments.

Although he intended going into the West
House, to his own study, he found his foot-
steps straying towards the Ancient House.
He knew why. Professor Tucker's rooms
were in the Ancient House, and Singleton
felt drawn towards them.

In Quirke's study, he had told himseif
that that vision of the professor’'s mental
would soon fade, But it seemed
to grow upon him minute by minute. Could
there possibly be any truth in it?

Anyhow, there was no need to be uncer-
tain., IHe could easily invent an excuse for

i
i il

//

L

T TaE——— e

Professor Sylvester Tucker was huddled in

his chair, sprawling over his dezk. In his
hand was an empty glass!
COAPTER VIIL
THE PROFESSOR’S PREDICAMENT.
HE HON. DOUGLAS
SINGLETON turned
white.
“Professor!" he
panted, starting forward.
“ Professor, what have you
done? "Good heavens! 1-.1

earth itseif.

They were just in time to see the mysterious figure dropping down into the

to the old scientist’s study. He
suddenly made up his mind, and hurried
into the Ancient House.

Passing upstairs, he went down the long
corridor until he  arrived almost at the
end., Ile tapped upon a door here and
waited. There was no response. He tapped
again, but the result was the same. Yet a
gleam of light was glistening beneaths the
door.

Singleton felt a sudden spasm of vague
alarm. - He remembered what Quirke had
seen—— With a steady hand, he grasped the
door handle, and broke in. Then he paused,
his eves wide and staring.

going

1

Professor Tucker looked up, blinking.

“Eh? What? What's that?”’ he askead
dazedly., “Who is it? Upon my word! Why
should I be Dbothered in this unseemly
fashion?  Go away, boy! Go away this
instant! llow dare you! How dare you!"

Singleton was so relieved to hear the

science masfer's voice that he just stood
there, bewildered and confused. There was
certainly no indication that P'rofessor Tucker
had taken poison. And yet that glass

““ Are vou all right, sir?’" asked the junior
anxiously. “I'm awfully sorry for bursting
in like that, but I thought——"

“What did you think?”




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

o ohad an

sir—1
idea that you were terribly worried, or some-

“] don’t know, mean,

ingleton.

?’

thing,” said S “1 didn’t mwean to
disturb you—— |
“ Shut the doar, Sineleton—shut tne door,”
said the professor, rising to his feet, and
passing a  weary hand across his brow,
“That’s bhetter. 1 am rather glad you’ve
come, my boy. 1 need somehody to speak to
—.and I can speak to you safely, for you
already know the facts. Yes,
am worried. Intensely worried.”
“I'm nwfully sorry, sit——"
“Tut-tub! 1 den’t ask for your
pathy !’  growled the “professor, frowning.
“Where are yon?
a thing— — Where aye my gl asses?  Good
r'mc*ious* What has become of my glasses?
Somebody is always luterieruw um.-m Ly

‘““Here are your glasses, sir,”’ said Sinale-
ton, picking them up from . the desk.
“ Phere’s o glass here, toe,” he added, pick-

ing it up aingerly ‘ ‘?hall 1 put it un the
sideboard. sir?”

The professor rammed his glasses on his
Os¢. :

“ Ah, that’s better!” he said grufily.  No,
Singleton, leave the glass there. - What i3
the wm: wtter with you? Why are you hoid-
ina it in that <trange fashion? Do you think
it ‘contains po:sen?”

Singleton was so startled that he dropped
the glass with a splintering erash.

“ Nun-no, sir!”’ he gasped, “Z I mein.- —-
I didn’t

Onh, T say "I'm terrlhly SOITY, S
mean to—-—"
“ A trifle, Singleton—a miserabie, Insigni-

ficant trifle,” broke in the professor curtly.

*“Leave the glass alone—don’t interfere with"

ib. I half-wish it had contained poison--1
half-wish T had partaken of the contents!”’

Singleton stared. "

“You dou’t seem to be well,
he began,

“Rubbish!” rapped out Professor Tucker.
“¥ am perfectly well—bodily. DBut 1 trust,
my hoy, that you will never suffer the
mental torture 1 have endured during these
past twelve hours!
do not know how I can bhear it. I am no
longer young—I ocannot stand these nenod%
of acute suspense.”

He sank down into his chmr
into silence; He even trembled, and Single-
ton watched him with miungled emotions—
surprise. consternation, and pity. It was
distressing to see a  learned professor of
science giving way in tnis startling fashion.

‘And Ezra Quirke, tco!

The professor hadn’t actually taken poison,
but there was no question of his mental
torture. In that respect, at least, Quirke
had been right. He had free: admltted that
his vision was probabiy by*nbo}*c that the
poison was more or less a method of indi-
cating the nature of the old «gentlenmn*
frame of mind. -

And Q@Quirke was righ‘b! Tlmt wag the
astounding part of it all,  Again, Quirke
had proved himself to he possessed of un-

proefezsor——»

Singleton, 1

Sym- .

Confeund it, I ecan’t sece

Torture, Singleton! [

and relnpsed

—

CONIY POWERS !
a fakey

fortably.
‘thing I ean do, sir?
‘'you worried like this.
Wwas s0 ripping, too.

that the future

“CCircumstances

“the

Was he genulne, ¢r was | .
What was a fellow to believe?
sir!”” muttered Singleton uncom-
“1 didn't know—— Is there any:
It’s pretty rotten to see
I thought everything
Last week you told me

113

“I say,

Wi §—~— _

“Last wéek is not this week, Singieton,» .
interrupted Professor ‘Lucker, aimost {muelv
have Lhan"ed Delay—-

delay!  Always detay! Was ever a man so

‘harassed?”’

He was on his feet again, pacing up and
down, driving a fist into his other pahn.
The Hon. Douglas had never seen Professor
Tucker so alert before In nine cases out
oif ten, he was absent-minded and indifierent
to the things that went on around him. Bug
now he scemed 9y be concentrated on his

subject. -

“ PDelay!” he repeated flercely “They
may be weeks—months! Who is to tell?
These commissions drag on endlessly, Single-
ten. I am within an ace of success, and at
the last moment a crash may come.”

“ Commissjons, sir?”

“Yes, bo;y-w-c mmissions !’ snapped the
pmfessm irritably, ‘“Don’t you remember?
You were nere when those specialists tested
my’ apparatus, were you not? Good gracious,
have I unwittingly —— '
- “Yes, I was here,
hdbt}f".

“0f course you were!” said the professor,
relieved. “Why on earth didn’t you say so,
Singleton? Not satisfied with the evideunce of
theu' own eyes, these gentlemen have
thought fit to set up a commission of the
medieal profession, You know what that
means! A long succession of irritating de-
inys—and in the meantime my position grows
worse.”

“But your
objected Singleton.
staggered by it.

sir,’”” said Singleton

invention is a success, sir,”’
‘“Those specialists wero
Thcy ceuld hardly be-

lieve their senseg——"
“That, Singleton, is the point—the whole
point,” mtewwpted "Professor Tueker, glaring. . -

“That is the crux of the matter. In splf,@
of the terribly severe nature of the test—
in spite of seeing it with thetr own eyes—
the result was so phenomenal that they
cannot credit their senses. And so they must
resort to an elaborate commission--when,
no doubt, they will require a further demon-
stration. Indeed, such a thing is inevitable.
And that second demonstration, Singleton,
would prohably be even more severe than
frshi? ' ,

The Hon. Douglas was sorely puzzled.

“But you can convince them,  sir,”’
protested ‘“ Your apparatug-——-"'

“J can’t convince them!” shouted the pro.
fessor., I can't? - T ecan't! Do you think
I should be in this state of nervous prostra-
tion if I could? When the time comies, [
shail' fail. "~ I shall be set down as a
charlatan, and I shall be diseredited in the

he
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" eves of the whole medical profession! The
scientific world will regard me as a laughing

stock! Could any position be more appal-
ling?"’ -
«But I don’t understand, sir!”’ exclaimed

singleton, staring. “Why can't you give this
second' demonstration? You cured that

- man's paralysed arm in thg most amazing |

2

mapner-—-—

. ¢Money!”" rapped out Professor Tucker
grimly. “ Money, Singleton! A small
matter, eh? A trifle?”” He laughed bitterly.
« perhaps you thought that money took no
part in this business? But it does—but it
does, my boy! It does! My position is
well-nigh hopeless!”
“Oh, bang it all, sir—-"

¢““I have poured my private forfune into
this invention,” continued Professor Tucker,
his agitation becoming more acute. <1 have
met with success, too--amazing success. You
will think I have nothing to grumble at.
.But I'm not grumbling—I1 am simply unable
to think of any way out of this position.

My salary is mortgaged already for the next

six months. " I have accumulated debts.
There are writs issued against me. And
there, on my laboratory bench, lies a fortune.
It is farcical, Singleton. But it is a
tragedy. Until my apparatus is proven, 1 am
a pauper.” )

““But it has been proven, sir——""

“To the satisfaction of two doctors—but
that will be insufficient,” said the old
scientist. And you do not seem to realise
that any second test is impossible.”

“Why? Why {s it immpossible, sir?”

“Because my apparatus is exhausted,” re-
plied the professor huskily. “You were
here, were you not? There was scarcely
enough energy to complete the cure of that
one patient. It costs money to harness the
element which causes these miracles. Money,
Singleton—~bigz money. I was foolish enough
to. lmagine that one demonstration would
suffice.
abyss of disgrace. With a fabulous fortune
within my grasp, it eludes me. Singleton, I
am at the end of things!” .

He sank down, and his final words were
only a mere whisper. The junior was startled
and pained beyond all expression. He didn't
know what to do—he didn’t know what to
say. Never before had he felt so acutely
distressed.

And then, like a flash of light, an idea
came to him,
of it, and started forward.

- ““Money, sir?” he breathed.
money, will everything be all right

“I cannot get it—I have tried!”’ whispered
the professor. *“The banks are tired of me.
I am -overdrawn—my trifling personal pro-
perties are mortgaged to the hilt. I have
no securities to raise any funds whatever.
No, Singleton, I must face the dreadful
truth—"’ '

“1f you get

??l

It will not—and I am facing the,

He flushed at the very birth

“PBut what about me, sir?” asked Single.
ton excitedly. WB :
“ Youl"”
“I've got money, sir!”’ panted the Hon.
Douglas. ¢ Let me supply it!”

— S— .

CHAPTER IX.
TEN THOUSAND POUNDS.

ROFESSOR SYL-

VESTER TUCKER

, was so astonished

that he momentarily

came out of his depression,
and stared at Singleton.,

s My poor boy!” he said

«] appreciate your generous spirit.

It is- splendid, Singleton. I thank you from

the bottom of my heart, But such a course

as you suggest is impossible.”

“But look here, sir—"

“ Impossible!” repeated the professor.
¢ Good gracious, do you imagine for one
moment that I would borrow money from a
schoolboy? It is crazy! Don’t refer to the
subject again, Singleton! Upon my word, it
almost amounts to an affront!”

“But 1 didn’t mean it in that way, sir
“No, no, no—of course, you didn’t!”
broke in Professor Tucker quickly. “Oi
course, you didn't, Singleton. Forgive me!
I didn't mean to upset you, but can’t you
realise how utterly impossible your sugges-
tion is?”’ ’ -

“I don’t think it’s impossible, sir,”’ de.
clared Singleton., ¢ You've told me that
your apparatus is useless unless it is re-
charged. And this commission will want a
demonstration. Those writs and things, too
—they're worrying vou. Ii I could help,
sir, I would take it as an honour.”

The professor looked at him with kindly
eyes. -

‘““You have got a wonderful spirit, my
boy,” he said gently. ‘I cannot express
my appreciation, but your suggestion is
totally out of the cuestion., Quite apart
from the fact that such a loan would be
unacceptable, have you any conception of
the money I require?” |

““Well, not exactly, sir,”” confessed Single-
ton.

““Then we had better let the matter rest
as it stands,” said Professor Tucker.
“Thank you for the ofter——"

“But I realise, anvhow, that it must be
a pretty big sum, sir,” interrupted Single-
ton quickly. I don’t think you understand
that I'm in deadly earnest, sir. I'd just
love to supply vou with a big lump!”

The professor eyed him indulgently.

“And what is your idea of a big sum,
Singleton?” he asked.

“QOh, .say a thousand pounds, sir.”

Professor Tucker leaped fo his feet.

““ A thonsand pounds?” he echoed, aghast.
¢“PBoy, are yvou daring to make jokes with

sadly.



ut of ihis room at once! How
make fun of my contidences? - J

(xeh
dare you
am pained beyond words——??

me?

“But [ mean it, sirl’? protested Single-
ton, *“l1'm not j:)hmw at- alll I ean “let
you have a thousand pounds to-morrow if
you want it, sip!?

“ Buat, :food .eavens ! ejuculated the pro-
fessor, startied, “ You don’t mean—— No,
no, of course not! Ridiculous! You, a
mere schoolboy! A junior in the Remove
Form! Of all the absurd notions——>

“You seem to forget, sir, that I've got
pots and pots of money,” put in Singleton,
speaking ra }fd]y “Why, when I h[‘::t; came
to St. frank’s, 1 chucked it about like
water! Everybody nick-named me - the
Spendthrift! I even hought a school, be-
cause there was some trouble——>

“You bought schionl??? echoed the pro-
fessor faintly.

“You weren’t here then, sir,” went on
the Hon Douglas. < That was before your
time. It cost me thousands, too. I've got
a big fortune—I've got a banking account

of my ocwn, 1 can lay my hands on awfully
big sums of meaey it I want to—and tirere’s
noboedy to aunestion me! ook at this, sir!”

He was eager—intently eager—to convince

the professor. He pulled out his wallet,
and opened it, He foeoded the table with
tive-pound wvotes. The old scientist looked

:xhion,
Singleton?” he

cazed 1
$€..J18,

at them in a

¢ Are you asn

huskily,  “My hoy, remember what this
means to wme! Ave rou absclutely in
earnest 22 w

‘““Yes, sir—
Professor Tucker
breaking down,
“But it is

absolutely !*?
scemied on the verge of
whispered,

incredible !’ he

“You, a junior schoolboy! 1 ecannot be:
Heve that you actually-— And yet I do
-—you have given me your word,” he went

on. ‘¢Singleton, Singleton! | am tempted
to accept this uonde ful offer of yours. And
yet it ecannot be—it mmld be little short
of criminal on my part to take advantage
of your innecent good-nature.?

“Oh, rata, sip 17 protested
‘“It's nothing t+ me, anyhow,
for ence | should deo a bit of
some money., And could I wse it hetter?
This nvention of yours will revolutionize
the hospitals—benefit humanity more than
anythirg in the whole world.”

“Yes, it will do all that,” admitted the
professar slowly. ‘Indeed, that is one of
the reasons for my anguish. To know of

the ~ junior.
Dash 1% all,
sood with

all the suffering, and to realise that wmy
hands are tied! Buat, Singleton, I doubt
if it would be honest. A secret alliance

hetween you and I—— No, no! [T cinnot

permit sueh—~—*
"¢ Please, =ir!” pleaded Singleton eagerly.
“What security ecan Y offer?” asked the
wrofessor, in despair. I have nothing—
b oy
literally nothing., Heaven knows, 1 am
tempted! You have given me evidence of

your earuest intentions,” he added,

fessor,

_ indicat.
ing the notes on the table. “Dut sueh g
huge sum——"

“ A thousand pounds isn’t so very huge,

sir—to me,” broke in the Hon. - Douglas,
“I ecan gef it by to-morrow. There’s

nearly fifty pounds c¢n the table, sir. Pleass
accept that to be going on with—just to
meet a few of these writs and things, Yonu
don’t know how pleased 1'il be, sir.”

The professor was on his feet, clenching
and unclenching his hands.

“ A thousand pounds by to-morrow!” he

whispered. It would save me, Singleton,
It would even help to defray the cost of
recharging my apparatus. I am sorely
tempted

“Help to defray the cost, sir?>” repeated
Smglcton. “ielp? Wouldn’t a thousand

he enough, then?”?
laid a L.adly hand upon his

pounds
The professor
shoulder.
““I cannot expeet you to understand these
matters,” he said gently. *‘* You must real-
ise that this apparatus of mine is merely
an experimental one. The cost of trapping

the new c¢lement is staggering. Yes,
Singleton, staggering. With one thousand
pounds 1 can secure a partial charge. But

in order to assure tlie maximum efficiency
of my apparatus, the cost would run into
something like-——-  Something hhe—w-— But

1 won’t qhock you——"?’

‘““ Please tell me, sir.”

“Ten thousand pounds, Singleton,” said
Professor Tucker quietlv., ¢ Ah, I knew how
dumbfounded you weuld be. It is a big
sum, my boy—a colossal figure. And yet,
actually, how absurdly insignificant!?? .

“Ten thousand pounds!” said Singleton
slowly.

e was looking serious now—and worried,
too. But he was by no means discouraged.
He might have a little {rouble with his
fﬂtht‘?l‘-—-vf{'}l‘ he would be unabie to explain
why he needed such a big sum. But he
arimly made up his mind thnt he would get
it. The money was his—hundreds of thou-
sands! VYes, by Jove, he'd get it!

““Ten thousand pounnds, sir,” he repeated.
“ 1 didn’t quite realise L

“0gf ecourse, you didn’t,”” said the pro-
patting L., “Don’t let it worry
you. We shall manage with less. Good
gragious, you have given me new courage
already! 1 am a changed man, Singleton!
HHope dawns once again, ard—-"

“You're right about it ‘being an absurdly
insignificant  amount,  sir,”  interrupted
Singleton thoughtfully. ‘It seems colossal
in one way—but yet it’s really nothing!
Why, there are men who would willingly
pay ten thousand pounds for one opera-
tion ! -

The professor nodded.

“Vou are shrewd, Singleton,” he rop]:ed
“f know of a millionaire with a poor,
crippled son. My apparatus is capable of
restoring the boy to complete healthh within




one hour! What would that millionaire
pay? Ten thousand? Fifty—a hundred
thousand! Yes, it is an insignificant

amount when one realises the stupendous
possibilities. But you must take my
machine on trust——-"’ -
¢ Jt's all the security I need, sir,” said
‘singleton. stoutly., <« Haven't I seen what
it can do? Look here. professor, I can let
vou have one thousand pounds to-morrow,
and I'll get the other nine thousand
within- a couple of days. Will that be
time, sir?” _
. “In time?” echoed Professor Tucker, his
eves gleaming with hope. “Am I dream-

-+ ing? You don't actually mean——"
«“«I'll get b, sir!” insisted Singleton
~grimly.

“But, my dear boy, think!” urged the
professor.  Think! You have my confidence
—you mustn’t breathe a word to a single
soul! You can’'t explain for what purpose
vou need this money., My reputation would
he shattered if the world discovered that
I was accepting money from a schoolboy !
Good heavens! The very possibility appals

me! And you must realise that there are
unscrupulous peopie who would go to un-
told trouble to get possession of my

secret.”’

Curiously enough,
Lzra Quirke.

““I believe it, sir,”” he said, setting his
jaw, ¢ Perhaps they're after it even now!
But we’ll beat them—and I'll get that
money! I give you my word, sir, that I
won't explain any reasous abt all, It's
mine, I'll get it., Trust me, sip!”

Singleton thought of

CHAPTER X.
THE ARRIVAL OF OLD PIPPY,
HUGE Roils-Royce
glided gracefully
through the gateway

of St. Frank’s, and
rolled silently up the
Triangle, The chauffeur ap-
peared uncertain, and the

magnificent car came to a halt,

“Will this do, your lordship?” hc inquired,
turning.

Seated in the rear of the car was a
serupulously attired youth of about fifteen.
He was in Efons, with a heavy overcoat,
and a huge wrap., Upon hiz head there
was an enormous cap of sporting pattern.

Lord FPippinton had arrived.

it was the following morning, and St.
Frank’s was busy at morning school. The
Triangle was quite deserted, and the chauf-
feur’'s uncertainty was easily exeusable.
¥ith so many imposing Houses, he hardly
knew which one to stop at. He should, of
course, have gone straight on through Big
Arcli, across the Inner Court, and on to
the Head’s private residence.

ing a hair.

¢“ Will this do, your lordship?»” he re-
peated, a trifle rore loudly. Shall you alight

here?”

“¥h?” said Lord Pippinton. “Oh!”

He appeared to come to the conclusion
that something had to be done. He sat
forward, looked about hLim, and gazed
steadfastly at the Modern House. It
seemed to fascinate him. IHe gazed 50

long, in fact, thut the chauffeur looked in
that direction, too.

“Quite a charming place, your lordship,”
he remarked deferentially,

““Th?” said Lord Pippinton. ¢ Oh®”
¢ Extremely  picturesque buildings,
lordship.”

“Eh?” said Lord Pippinton. < Yes.”

He aroused himself so thorouglily that he
actually stood up. Gradually it dawned
upon him that the journey was over, and
that he was supposed to alight. As Single-
ton had said, his lordship- appeared to live
in a kind of trance. It was no exaggera-
tion at all.

Lord Pippinton removed his cap, and re-
vealed a head of well-brushed hair that
was so excessively fair fthat it seemed
almost white. His face was fresh, and his
chin tried hard to make itself apparent, but

your

gave up the .struggle haif-way. "By com-
parison, Archie Glenthorne was a highly
energetic, intellectual giant,

“We have arrived, your lordship,’”” said
the chauffeur, <“I was wondering 1f I
should make some inquiries. Possibly
som?Pody will come out to take charge of
you. |

“Eh? I mean, what?”’ said Lord Pippin:
ton. “What’s this, Groves? I mean, all
this?»” he added, waving towards the school
vaguely. “What is it? I imean, why?”

““We have arrived at St. Irank’s College,
vour lordship.”’

His lordship concenirated fiercely.

“St. Frank’s Coliege??”? he repeated.
“Eh? I seem to—— What? Oh, rather!
0Of course, Groves! Isn't this where we
tear ourselves away? By Jove! Somewhat

topping cort of place! All stones, and all
that. Ivy, and the rest of it.”

Having realised the c¢xact position, Lord
Pippinton dragged himself out of the car,
and waved a weary hand.

“Good!” he gaid. “That's it, Groves.
You can go now, you know., I mean, if
we're here, we're here. 1 car’t go indoors
it the car, can I?¥

“Would you care
your lordship?”’

for me to escort you,

“Eh?* said his lordship. “Yes?! That
15, of course, no! Certainly not, Groves!
What do you think I am? By Jove, wait!
Frightfully sorry, Groves. Nearly forgot!”

He pulled out a handful of currency
notes, and gave the chauffeur a couple of
pounds. (Groves took them without turn.

He gazed rather wistfully at
his lordship as he thanked him. He was
probably thinking that there wouldn’t be



nany more tips of that size in the imme-
diate future. _

At this point Tubbs appeaved in the door-
way of the Aneient Mouse. In some extra-
ordinary way, the page-boy scemed to have
an unerring scent for tips. He dashed
down the steps, and seized upon Lord
Pippinton as a tiger fastens upon its prey.

"Any baggage, sir?’ he asked hriskly.
“Where to, sir? If you want the Head—-"

“What,” said Lord Pippinton, "is this?”

Ite gazed at 'fubbs with exquisite dis-
taste, and the chauffeur looked severe,

“Not so much of it, my lad!” he said.
“This is the Right Honourable Lord Pippin-
ton.  His lordship has just arrived——-"
~ M“That's right—L knew he was comin’,”
interrupted Tubbs eagerly. “Rely on me,
your lordship! TI'll take you straight to
the 'Ead. Leb e curry your bag, your

lordship.”
“"Bag?” said TLord
round, “Bag, Groves?

have lost it—-—-"".

FPippinton, looking
By Jove! 1 must

“There is no bag, your lordship,” said
Groves. “Not so much fuss, young ‘un, and

don’t speak when you're nol spoken to,”
ne added to Tubbs. "His “lordship’s bag-
gage ought to have arrived long belore
vhis.”

Lord Pippinton looked worried.

“Why?” he asked. I mean, what is all
this confusion? You're still here, Groves.
Eh? Oh, yes! We're at St. Irank’s, aren’t
we? And this green thing is” worrying me!”

He looked at Tubbs with acute distress,
and cven Tubbs was taken aback., He was
extremely proud of his uniform, and it
wias a bit thick to hear himself referred
to as ““a green thing.” Butl he couldn’t
very well voice his indignation.

The Rolls-Royce glided off after Groves
had touched his ecap, and for about a
minute Lord Pippinton watlehed the place
where it had disappeared out into the lane,
He had apparently gone to steep standing
still. At least, Tubbs thought so.

“Where to, your lordship?’ asked the
pageboy at last.

“Bh?” said Lord Pippinton. “Oh! Where
to? Why, what? 1t's here again! Wlhere's
the Remove? 1 can’t see it anywhere. 1
was told to go into the Remove. What
have you done with it?” he asked severely.

“The Remove, your lordship?”’ said Tubbs
briskly, grasping at something lueid at last.
“Do you want to go to the 'Lad first, or
straight to the Remove?”

“Yes!” said Lord Pippinton.

“Which first, your lordship?”

“Absolutely!” . observed  his
heartily. _

Tubbs gave it up In despair, and marened
into the Ancient House, He had goi half-
way across the lobby before bBe fonnd that
Lord Pippinton wasn’t with him, He went

lordship

door?

L

your

new boy was too much for Tubbs.

back, and found his lordship in exactly the
same position.

“This way, your lordship,” said® Tubbsg
loudly.
“Eh said the new boy. “What? That

way? Which way? Oh! Through the o¢lg
I suppose that would be right!”

He mounted the steps, and followed
Tubbs without a word. Tubbs led the way
stratght into the Houseniaster’s study. For
Tubbs had come to the conelusion that he
had better deliver his charge over to Nelson
Lee without any delay, .

But the Housemaster's study was empty,

“There’s nobody here, your lordship,” said
Tubbs, scratching his head.

“Nobody where?”

“The Housemaster’s away, sir—I mean,
lordship.”

“Yes, rather!”

“He’s not here, your lordship.”

“Not here?” said Lord Pippinton, “No,
he doesn't appear to be,” be added, looking
up and down the corridor. “Whom? Where
are we? .What are we doing in this foul
place? Why,” he added, “have you brought
me here?” ,

“To see the Housemaster, your lordship,”
replied Tubbs, “But as he’s away, I sup
posg I'd betier take you straight to 3Mr,
Crowell. That'll be in the Remove Form
room, your lordship.” i

Lord Pippinton came to bhimself for =«
moment. ' o

“That's it!” he said, looking at Tubbs
fixedly. “The Remove! I knew we had te
co somewhere, Where is it? Why are we
standing here like this? Why do I bhave
to look at you? By Jove! It hurts mel”

“Yes, your lordship,” said Tubbs,

He walked off, his only thought bheing
to palm Lord Pippinton off on to somebody
else at the earliest possible moment, The
Tubbs
felt helpless. He nearly reached the end
of the passage before he found that Lord
Pippinton was going the other way.

“This way, your lordship!” he panted,
racing after him.

“Exactly!” said Lord Pippinton.
going this way.”

“But -it’s the other way, your lordship.”

“I believe,” said Lord Pippinton, “that this
is o joke. You bring me in here, you upset
me with your face, and that uniform makes
me bilious. Where's Groves? 'T'his is get-
ting serious.”

“If vouwll come with me, your lordship,
I'll' hand you over to AMr, Crowell,” said
Tubbs, in desperation,

He didn’t quite know how he got Lord
Tippinton outside, but he managed it. Then
he directed him into the Junior Wing of
the &chool House, and straight into the-
Remove Torfu-room, Tubbs opened the
door with a flourish, and stoed aside.

“Lord Pippinton, sir!” he announced.

“We're
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Crowell started, and adjusted . his
slasses. And the Remove, which had been
araduaily 5et’§11§1g
brought itself up
[‘[U'Li{,'ﬁ.

M.

with a jerk and took

—

CHAPTER XI
NOCK FOR THE REMOVE.

- ORD PIPPINTON had
" " gone off into one of
his trances

=
o

. He had started fol-
lowing Tubbs with an alert
-mind, but the walking haa
‘caused him to
his customary - state of

into
He took no mnotice of Tubbs, and walked
straight into the Form-room—and kept on
walking until he was brought up by the

dreaminess.

front row of desks. He found himself
staring straight into the face of Edward
Oswald Handforth,

Lord Pippinton jumped a yard.

“What,” he gasped, “is that?”

Instinctively, he put up his hands, and
cazed at Handforth with a dazed expression
of horror in his eyes. Handforth was so

surprised that he simply "lay back and
returned the gaze. :

“Where did this ecrawl from? he
adgemanded. “Who let this thing come out
ol a crevice? Great pip! 1It's alive!”

Mr. Crowell strode forward.

- “What is the meaning of this unseemiy
interruption ¢ he  demanded warmly.
“Tubbs, how dare you burst in 2

It's Lord Pippinton, sir,” said Tubbs.
"He said he wanted the Remove, so I

brought him to the Remove.”

~"Oh!” said Mr. Crowell. “Lord Pippinton!
Gf course! - He is the new boy in my
Form, is he not? I am quite delighted to
have you, Pippinton. You understand that
- titles are quite ignored here.”

~ He held out his hand to his lordship, but
it was ignored. Not that Lord Pippinten
wias snobbish in any way. He simply didn’t
se2 the hand at all., He was still staring
at Handforth’s face. Anything that inter-
ested Lord Pippinton fascinated him. His
ginze was ahmost glassy.

"What's the idea?” demanded Handforth

gruffly.

“"Ehy” said his lordship. “Oh! Sorry!
Trightfully sorry! I didn’t quite grasp the
Mfact  that you were absolutely human.
Hallo! There seems to be lots of you,”

he added, allowing his gaze to pass over
the Form. “By Jove! I seem to have got
somewhere! A good old meeting, what?”

“Pippinton, this is the Remove Form-
room !”  exclaimed Mr. Crowell patiently.

“"When you can spare me &« moment of your

attention—=" :
“What-ho!” said TLerd Pippinton suddenly.

“"Duggy, by Jove! I mean, by Jove, Dugg y !

into a state of ecoma,’

again, |

drop back |
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““ But I mean it, sir!’'" protested
Singleton. ‘“ I'm not joking at all ! 1
can let you have a thousand pounds
to-morrow if you want it sir ! "

So that green thing knew what he was
doing, after all! Duggy, by Jove!” -
“Hallo, Pippy!” grinned the Hon. Douglas

Singleton, from the third row. “Glad to
see you, but——" -
“Singleton!”  thundered  Mr. Crowell.

“How dare you engage this boy in conversa-

tion while he persists in ignoring me!
Pippinton,” he added angrily, "“is this a
deliberate afiront?” _

Lord Pippinton turned and started.
“Why, hallo!” he observed. “Hallo!
What?”

“l am your Form-master, sir!”
“Yes!” said Lord Pippinton,
“What did youn say?”

“Old Duggy!” murmured Lord Pippinton,
“I mean, here! Hallo, he’s gone! XNo, by
Jove, he hasn't!” he went on, looking at

Singleton again. “Duggy, old top, where
are we? I mean, all these queer-looking
things strewn about? A sort of kind of

cathering of sorts, 1 gather? Some of the
lads, what? All merry and bright, as it
Wk " s
were, '
“Good gad!” observed Archie Glenthorne.
He probably recognised in TLord Pippin-
ton a fellow of his own stamp. Old Pippy
was undoubtedly one of the ones. But even
Archie Glenthorne was startled.
“T mean to say, some chappies can’t help
heing chumps!” he remarked. “But, dash



it, this chappie is absolutely the Ilimit!
This is where Phipps ought to rally round
and do something. Dashed rummy, and all

that.”

Mr. Crowell was becoming black in the
face.

“Pippinton!” he bellowed. “You arec a
new boy, and I have put up with your
nonsense for three minutes with consider-

able patience. I do not propose to stand
this treatment & moment longer. Are you
aware that. you are disturbing the lesson?”

Lord Pippinton raised his eyebrows, then
contracted them. He concentrated fiercely
for a momeny. And he suddenly grew alive
to the truth., It was only by these forced
mental etforts that he succeeded in getting
a grasp of things. :

“That’s funny!” he suid, beaming. *1
mean, a master of sorts, what? Yes, by
Jove! Of course! Mallo, sir! Dashed glad
to meet you! Are you the lad who hence-
forth trains the old intellect?”

“I am your Form-master, Pippinton,” said
Mr. Crowell, somewhat mollitied. “I have
been given to understand that you will
enter this Form. Have you been sent
here by the headmaster?”

This needed a little consideration.

“The headmaster?” repeated his lordship.
“Where? I don't seemr to sce the old
boy—-" .

“The headmaster is not here, Pippinton,”
interrupted Mr. Crowell. “I take it that
you have interviewed Dr. Stafford already?”

“No, sir, we came straight here,” put in
Tubbs.

“Good gracious, Tubbs, where are your
wits?” demanded Mr. Crowell angrily.

“Take XLord Pippinton to the headmaster
at once. He is probably expecting him.”

“Yessir!” said Tubbs dubiously.- “The
fact is, sir, 1 thought, pezhaps, you—- I
mean, sir, Lord Pippinton seems Well,

Sil.‘_""-""”

“Perhaps you are right Tubbs,” admitied
Mr. Crowell. “I will take the young gentle-
man to the headmaster myself.  Kindly
bring Biggleswade herc at once.”

“Yessir!” said Tubbs, relieved.

“Hallo! Wait!” said Lord Pippinton, as
Tubbs was about to leave. “I think you've
cot a frightful face, but—— Oh, well, I
mean! One of life’s misfortunes, eh? Take
it, boy, and leave me in peace.”

Tubbs nearly fainted when he received a
round-note. lLord Pippinton handed it over
as though it were a mere sixpence. And
Tuhbs vanished before Mr. Crowell could
interfere.

“Upon my word, Pippinton, do you always

give such outrageous tips?”’ asked Mr.
Crowell severely. “I really can't allow such
ridiculous extravagance. A shilling would

have been ample.”

Lord Pippinton had wandered to one of
the windows, and was looking out with
interest. Before long, the Remove would

b i . D
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grow accustomed to his curiously detacheq
habits. But at the moment they were
recelving a bit of a shock. Lord Pippintoy
was not exactly vacant, but he alwayg
went through life in a condition of complete
isolation. He never knew what was going
on around him until he was jerked into
activity by sheer force.

Biggleswade arrived a few seconds later,
He was one of the Ancient House prefeets
and a popular favourite—on account of hié
easy-going ways. The Rewmove, in spite of
its shock, was beginning to regard Lord
Pippinton as a life-saver. He had just
rolled in at the most dreary part of the
morning. And any kind of diversion was
hetter than none.

“Now, Pippinton,? said Mr. Crowell, “you

ignored my cowmment on the question of-
tips, but I am beginning to understand
that—— Pippinton! I am talking to you!”

caid Mr, Crowell tartly.

“Hallo! Somebody wants me?” said hig
lordship, looking round. ¢ 0Oh, rather! So
we're here again? All of us, I mean. Don't
we do something? Work, or something foul
like that?”

“You will come with me, Pippinton,” said
Mr, Crowell.

“[ thought there was something ghastly
about to push along,” said Lord Pippington

regretfully. ¢ Right-no! Ohk! So we're
going?  That's rather topping, when you

come to think of it! OQutside, what??

Mr. Crowell shepherded his charge oub
into the corridor, and the instant the door
clesed, the Remove let itself*go with one
voice. And every member of the Form had
a difierent comment to make on the subject
of Lord Pippington. ,

““ Now then, chuck it!”” said Biggleswade,

frowning. ‘“What's the idea, you jyoung
sweeps? What do you think this Iis—a
gassing competition?”?

¢“Go easy, Biggy!” protested Ilandforth.
“Can’t we talk now?? ;

“You can talk later on—buf not now!”
retorted the prefect.

“Har-har!”' laughed Handforth sarcas:
tically. “Ile thinks w¢'re going to kecp
quiet, just hecause he’s in charge! I say,

what do you think of that mew chap? lle
strikes me as being loony!”’

“Clean off his rocker!” agrced Church.

“Up the pole!” said De Vualerie.

““The new chap hasn't got anytbing to
do with your' lessons!” said Biggleswade,
asserting his authority. ¢“I'll give you jusb

ten seconds to get back to your work. Any
funny business, and I'll report you.”
Nobody took the slightest notice, and

Biggleswade pulled a book out of his pocket,
sat in Mr. Crowcll’s chair, and gave the
Remove its hcad. Whenever Le was left i
charge, he always made a pretence of keep-
ing order, admitted h'mself beaten, and
then thoroughly cnjoyed himself.
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«you'll get used to Pippy in time,” ~ ‘“Hallo! What?” said bis lordship, as the
grinned Singleton. “He’s a bit qucer in his | crowd surged. round. “ By Jove! Where's
Labits—never fully alive to what’s going| the fire? Or is iy football? 1 say, go
on. But he's quite a decent chap in the easy~——=>"" ' o
main.” “So you're Lord Pippinton!” roared

« Hle must ‘be wallowing in mcney!” said
1lubbard enviously.

«Wallowing isn’t the word!” replied
" Gingleton.. “I’ve got a good bit, but Pippy
throws it about like waste paper. He can
lay . his "hunds on wads of it without the
slightest trouble——"’

The Hon. Douglas bhroke off suddeniy, an:l
4 startled expression came irto his eyes.
11is -own words had put a thought into his

head. Lord Pippinton! Money! Singleton
took a deep, dcéep breath,
CIIAPTER XIL
TIHE WALKING BANK.
(¢ IHHERE he is!”

+7 “(On him!?»
A The Remove had
just been released.
Morning lessons were over,
and most of the juniors were
keen upon seeing the latest
acquisition to the Form. Lord Pippintoa
was not booked for the East Iouse, as
Singleton had supposed, but for the West

fouse. And as this was whe2ie the llon.
Douglas  resided; he  was particularly
pleased.

The Remove had seen no more of the

new hoy since Mr. Crowell had carried him
ofl.  Mr, Crowell himseif had returned-—and
by sheer good fortune somebody had heard
him coming along the passage in time to
give Biggleswade a word of warning, It
was considered a point of honour among the
juniors to protect Biggleswade from trouble.
Ile was such an easy-going prefect that it
wouldl mnever do for a Form-master to
catch him unawares,

As the Remove poured out of the School
House, Lord Pippinton was espied on the
far side of the Triangle. He was standing
in she sunshine, gazing steadfastly at the

architectural beantics of the chapel. Tt was
quite a- mild day, and his lordship was
sunning himsclf,

Iis luggage had evidently arrived, too,

for he was now wearing a glossy topper,
which was cet at an acute angle on the
back of his head.

About two dozen juniors swarined round
hini like a host of hornets. Somnie of them—
such as Dick Hamilton and Reggie Pitt and
Handlorth—were merely curious to make the
new fellow’s acquaintance. The rest were
after blood. In other words, they remem-
bered that the school shop was very handy,
and Lord Pippinton was simply weighted
down with money.

‘particular,?”

andforth, <lapping his lordship on the back
in a piaylul manner. “Glad to meet you—-—-
Hi! What the——" |

That playfu!l clap of I'andforili's had zent
old Pippy lunging forward into- the arms
of Pitt and Grey. [His topper went flying,
and somcbody trod on it in the confusion.

“What?’* gasped his lordship, ¢ Where
are we? Off the ftrain first, please! I
mean, where's a strap? ‘This sort f thing
positively kills a chap Who told me that
St. Yraunk’s wuas quiet?”

‘““Good old Pippy!” said Singleton, push-
ing forward. ¢‘“At any rate, you’ve got u
pal in me. Don’t take any notice of these
other chaps. They mean well, but—-?’

‘““Duggy, by Jove!” c¢iaculated Lord Pip-
pinton, c¢linging to Singleton like a drown-
ing man. “DBy Jove. Duggy! Haven't seen
you for years! Which ward do you live in?”

“Ward?” grinned the Hon. Douglas.

“Isn’t this the County Asylum?” asked
Lord Pippinton. “I mean, these dotty
blokes all over the place! There’s one in
he added. looking fixedly uat
““Dash it, 1 believe he’s danger-
ous! ‘here's the strait-jacket?”

‘“Are you calling me mad?” demanded
Handforth aggressively.

“Yes! Of course, that is to say o

“Qut with it!” snorted Handforth. ¢ Am
I mad or not?”

“Rather!” said old  Pippy. “Ah! I'm
beginning to gather a few things. 'I'he lads,
eh? I knew there was something in the air,
The dear old vhaps of the Remove? Gather
round! I’'m Pippy, don’t you know.”

“It’s all right,” grinned Singleton.
““He’s only just realised who you are. I}
always takes him about five minutes.
Whenever he goes to catch a train he
always waits on the platform until it's gone,
and then wonders when it's coming in.”

“What -about the tuck shop?”” asked iIub-
bard pointedly. ¢ A new chap is cenerally
sepposed to stand treat. Are you game,
Pippy?® .

“I'm afraid not,” said Lord Pippington,
shaking his head.

“What?? hcwled the crowd.

“Well, T mean, games are hardly in my
ling ——7?

“You chump!” said Fullwood. ¢ Are you
game to stand treat at the school shop?
That’s what we're asking ycun. Tuck!
Standing treat! Grub!”” he added, with
emphasis,

Lord Pippington beamed.

“ Abzolutely!” he agreed.
Don’t forget, 1 pay!”

“We shan't forget
Hubbard.

“* Everybody

Handforth.

“Where is it?
that!®  g¢rinncd

welecome,??  zaid eold Pippy



“ Any old thing you like—as much as you
like. 1 mean, why not? A chap doesn’t
come to school every day. Pile in!”

There was a sudden rush, and the crowd
vanished. Only Singleton and Nipper aud
one or two others remained.

““Hallo!”? said old Pippy, looking round.
““Where are all the blokes Ierrgmg it to?
Something pretty popular, by the length of
their stride. I appeal to you, Duggy i

““They've gone to the tuck shop,” said
the Ifon. Douglas. ¢ We’d better go along,
too, or Mrs. Hake will have a fit. She'll
be anxious to see the <colour of your
money.”

Mrs. Hake, as a matter of fact, was
nearly on the verge of collapse. Without
the slightest warning, a perfect horde of
raving maniacs had invaded her sedate little
shop. At least, so it seemed to her,
didu't wait to be served. They just helped
themselves. And the steck was vanishing
at lichtning speed.

“It’s all right, Mrs. Ilake!” shouted
Singleton, pushing through. ¢ This is Lord
Pippinton—he’s paying for everything.

bDon’t trouble to make any bill—he’s not
particular about details.”

By the time the feed was over, Mrs,
Ifake hadn’t a crumb left in the shop.

Everybody had taken Lord Pippinton at his
word. Not only food was demolished, but
every bottle of totfee, every hox of choco-
lates, and every tin of biscuits waa cleared
out,
to revive a starving mouse.

But, Lord Pippinton paid up as though he
liked it. It cost so many fivers that many
of the juniors felt scared when they saw
them being paid over. But old "Pippy
seemed pomtne!y disappointed when
Hake refused another batch. He replaced
them in his pocket regretfully.

“But all that stuff!”” he protested.
“Tair's fair! We can’'t rob you, what?
Have another two, just for luck. Or one?'

“You ass, you've squared up handsomely
already,” said Singleton, who had taken
Pippy in tow. “Come outside—and put
that money away safely. You'll be burgled
in no timeNf you don’t!”’

Ife managed to get his lordship out into
the Tmanwle

“By the way, how much have you goft?™
he asked pointedly.

“Got?” said old Pippy.
¢ Money, you chump!”’

“Oh!” said his lordship. ¢ Yes, rathex!"

“What do you mean, °yes, rather’?
ITow much cash do you possess at thiz
moment?’”’ demanded Singleton,

¢ 0Oh, cash?”

“ Money!” howled Singleton.
“The stuff that talks?”
“Yeg, you dummy!”

They

There wasn’t enough left in the shop

Mrs. .
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“But really!”” said his lordship. “Xon
earth should I know? Money? I've got
a blt I suppose.”

“Donb you count it?”’

“Too much bore,” said Pippy. ‘“ Money
always is.  As a matter of fact, I hate the
stuff., I mean, it's only a numance 3

He pulled out a silk handkerchief, anq
about half a dozen fivers floated away on
the breeze. The Hon. Douglas recovereg
them just as they were in dau«er of falling
into the clutching hands of a number of
Fourth Formers. He went back grimly.

““Do you Kknow you mnearly 10:15 twenby

quid just then?” he demanded. |

“Eh?” said Jord Pippinton, “()h!
Don’t bother, Duggyv! Xeep it! The foul
stuff is alua\s getting in the way. I mean,

just look at this! It-,b such’
nuisance!*

I'rom almost every

a frightful

pocket he produced
bundles of notes. The fellow was literally
reeking with it. Singleton couldn’t gauge
the amount, but Lord Pippinton must have
possessed over a hundred pounds in cash at
that very moment.

¢“I knew you were pretty flush,” said
Singleton, “but I never dreamed that you
wore the confounded stuff inatead of under-
clothes! Why, you're simply padded oub
with it! Who gave it to you?” '

Lord Pippinton looked vaguely surprised.

¢ People don't give it to me,” he ex-
plained. “I just take it, you know.”

KYou take 162"

“Trom the bank,” said old Pippy. *“It’s
quite easy. You’ve only got to sign cheques,
and tlungs Most frmhtfulh obliging, these .
banks. I don’t know v.here they get all -
the money from!”’

“Do vou mean to say that you can geb.
hold of as much casi®as you like?”” asked.
Singleton. “Yoa can send to the bank, and
ha.vlef the stuff delivered in lorries?”’

_;iWell_. not exactly lorries,” said Lord
Pippinton. “ Although, of course, I dare-
say it might be po“atble But it would take
a frightful lot of money to fill. a lorry,
wouldnt an

““That's only a figure of gpeech, you ass!
said the Hon. Douglas. 4¢What’s the
utmost vou can get out of the bank without
causing any commotion?”

‘“Yes,” said old Pippy, nodding:

“I'm asking you how much.” \_

“0Oh? How much? I don’t know! Hun-
dreds,”” said his lordship. ¢ If it comes to
that, thousands. There's plenty of it there

—they always let me have it. But what
does it matter? I loathe it!”

¢“Tt matters a great deal,”
Hon. -Douglas grimly. ¢ Pippy, old lad, you
must have been sent by Providence! Tor
once in your empty }ounrr life you're gom”
to be useful!”

~o 199

replied the
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HAPTER XIIL |
WILLIAM NAPOLEON BROWNE’S BOMBSHELL.

ITHOUT resorting

to actual bom-

. ‘bast, I think 1

- : may say, with-

oub exaggeration, that we

° have  excelled  ourselves,”

A said William Napoleon
Browne benevolently. .¢You will observe,
Brother Hamilton, that the outward signs

~of trickery are conspicuous by their absence.
Could any Lhambu of  Magio look less
magic nle

}

of
be locked
Browne and Stevens, of
the Fifth, had been busy for nearly two
weeks, ~on and off, They were now ready
to the last detail—although there was no-
thing whatever to show for their labours.

Mysterions crates and boxes had been
arriving for Brewne for some days past.
Many of the Fifth-Formers had been curious,
but they had gained no information from
their skipper. " And Nipper was the only

rcom’ was out

this
supposed to

“Strictly speaking,
bounds—for it was
up and empty, But

one who had been taken into Browne’s con-
fidence.
“1t looks fine!” he declared. “ But do

e
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[ BRICHT LONG STORIES FOR LONG DARK EVENINGS ! |

THE Mo. 25. THE FOOTER SCHOOL. R -
i, ; An I(i}mtmg stor;-of football and adventure, By RICHARD RAN- 2
: DOLPH. :

B@ys No. 26. THE HURRICANE HITTER.

Friend

A stunning yarn of the modern boxXing ring. By A. CARNEY ALLEN. .
No. 27. POSH AT THE WHEEL. '

z An amusing and thrilling tale of the motor racing track, By D'LVID
Librar GOODYIY,
Z y No. 28. THE TEMPLE OF THRILLS, ,
By RUPERT DRAKI,

“ o " A vivid story of peml a.nd adventure in London.

(New Series.)

| wo. 25. TuE
THE

Sexton
Blake
Lilbraty

Blake, Tinker,
No. 26.

o TN S he L h L

No. 27.

No. 22.

WA e bk

CASE OF THE CHINESE PEARLS.
A tale of baffling mystery and clever deduction,
and Dr. HUXTON RYMIT

THE BARTON MANOR MYSTIORY.
A wonderful story of mystery.
Man Who Never S!_ept,” ete.,

THE PRIEST'S SECRET,

A romange of stirring adventure in. London.
~Case of the Two Scapegraces,’’
THE LEGACY OZF DOOM.
A tale of thrilling detectwe adventure,

introducing Sexton

By the authcr of ' The Case of the

cte.

By the author of ‘fThe

1

.

.etes, ete.

Dy the author of ‘“ The Affair:

Y g

- = w5

‘ (New Series.) of the Phamom Can,** eio., cte.
' THE SCHOOL- No. 7. SUREERItSI’NGf THE SCHCOL. 5 e
A magnificent story of school life at Greyfriars, featuring BILLY
¥ BOYS OWN BUNTER. By FRANK RICHARDS. -
= Llﬂmﬂv No. 13. THE MILLIONAIES BOOT-BOY!
N A splendid story of Tom Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIFFORD

| NOW GN SALE!

“ You’ve cerbainly done wonders, Browne,”

admitted Nipper. .
no

“No draperies, no shaded lights,
effects,”” éontinued the Fifth-Former. =3
mather fancy that we shall stagger the

natives. We must not forget Brother Horace,
who has assisted right nobly.” .

They were standing in the lecture hall of
the Ancient House. It was a fairly smalt
hall,. but- quite large eénough for Browne’s
purpose. It was rather grimy and dusty, too
—for the lecture hall was .o -part of the
original  Ancient House which. had been
atandmg prior to the recent rehu:ldmg All
the lecture halls were now situated in. the
School House, separate and apart from the
boarding establishments,

you think you’ll be able to produce anything
as mysterious as Quirke produces? It re-
quires. a trained illusionist to do those thmﬂa
well, you know.”

: Browne looked hurt.

¢“ A rvemark, Brother Hamilton, which is
taptamount to a slur,” he said regretfully.

-“1 am never one to bl{m my own tru,m)eL

But, in self-defence, I must remind you that
I am the world’s greatest exponent of magie,
I am daily expeeting a visit from ‘.' r
Maskelyne—to say nothing of Mr Devant.
On their knees, they will benr of me to tell

them my secrets. But I shall he firm, and
refuse.”
“Well, {there's uotl'nng Ike mcde«tv‘



chuckled Nipper. < And vou meun fto give
this show to-night, Browne?” _

“To-night.”’

“ Within two hours from now?”

“Within two hours from now.”

“But you haven't even announced it.” said’
Nipper. “You haven’t put a notice on the
board, or anything. The feliows won't
know.” .

Browne smiled indulgently.

“] venture to predict that the walls of this
crumbling pile will billow outwards like a
sail before the winter’s blast,” he declared.
“(Our audience will overflow to the very
rafters. One word whispered round now,
Brother Hamilton, will have a startling
elflect. We shall be unabie to cope with the
rush. - Is it not better to give our young
friends the benefit of a glad surprise? Why
make them suffer the torture of endless wait-
ing?  Suspense is always trying. Moreover,
it will be much more eftective for my per-
formance to hit them between the eyes while
they have yet had no opportunity to pre-
nare themselves for it.”

There was a great deal in Browne's point
of view, He had made up his mind to out-
Quirke Quirke at his own game. Not until
the tast moment had he breathed a word.
But the show would be all the more effective
on that account,

And, as he had pointed out, it would have
been @ nistake to give a day or two’s notice.
The fellows would have had time to discuss
the coming performance. They would have
prepared themselves for the magical effects.
And those effects, consequently, would have
Jost half their value. It was altogether
better to spring the thing suddenly.

Fortunately, Browne had enough moiey to
indulge his fancy. He was by no meuns
wealthy, and he had had to screw 'in order
to obtain the apparatus he needed. Even
so, they were only hired. He and Stevens
had rigeed everything up--but Browne’s had
been the guiding brain.

Some little time later a notice was posted
in every common-room, junior and senior. It
was an elaborate affair, and couldn’t fail to
attract notice:

TO-NTGIT! TO-NIGHT!! TO-NIGHT!'!!
KISMET, THE NAPOLEON OF MAGIC!

sl

At 7 o’clock precisely, the world’s most
celebrated lilusionist will rock St. Frank’s
to its foundations by his stupendous
performance.  Absolutely regardless of
expense! The most hair-raising, breath-
taking, flesh-creeping, eye-opening, skin-
tingling, mouth-gaping show under the
sun! ¥verybody welcome! Come one,
come all!

It is not Kismet’s policg to boost his own
prowess, and so he will welcome way-
farer's from far and wide to witnezs his
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tables are brought as companiong

Remember! This- is a serious perform.

ance! There is no waiting—there is pgq
delay.

ADMISSION ABSOLUTELY TFREE! ANy
DON'T FORGET —-SEVEN O’CLOCK
PROMPT! , ’

“It's one of old Browne's wheezes, of
course,” said Fullwood, as he looked at the
bill in the Ancient House Junior commoy.
room. * We can't miss it, you chaps. With
Browne in charge, it ought to be a scream.»

“ Rather!” grinned Nick Trobtwood. ¢ It'g
a take-off on Quirke, I should imagine. 1)
bet it'll be an exhibition of comic conjuring,
Browne's a dabster at it, too.” _

There wasn’t a soul in the Junior School
who didn't know of the coming performance
by six o'clock. And there was every indica-
tion. that the lecture hall would be besiezed
long bhefore opening:-time. Browne’s calcula-
tions had been correct. It was far better to
take everybody by surprise. '=

The seniors smiled, but most of them de.
clared that it would be infra dig to attend
the show. .- All very well for DBrowne, of
course, but he was a fellow who felt just as
much at home among the inky members of
the Third as he felt among the lordly
members of the Sixth. It was just like old
Browne to indulge in a spoof of this kind.

So the seniors chuckled, and decided to
-give the performance a miss. There were
certainly one or two Fifth-Formers who pro-
mised to he on hand—just to keep order, as-
they put it. But the prefects and the other
mewmbers of the Sixth thought it wiser to-
assume an air of complete ignorance. As
for the masters, they knew nothing about it
Evh:igever. At-any rate, they pretended not -

0. .

[t was generaliy acknowledged that William
“Napolecn Browne was intent upon giving
Lzra Quirke -a mnasty knock., In the East
House the juniors were indignant and in
high dudgeon. Most of Quirke’s supporters
openly declared that they wouldn't go within
a mile of the affair—and most of them were
fully determined to be the first on the spot.

As Skelton pointed out, it was essential for
them to go, so that they could see the differ-
ence hetween Browne’s crudities and Ezra
Quirke’s polished magic- Browne would have
confederates and apparatus. Quirke had
none of either. He was a true magician--a
genuine sorcerer,

Quirke himself pretended to be amused.
Actually, he was alarmed. But he urged his
supporters to go to the show, and in this he
was clever. He assumed that it would be 2
poor exhibition compared to his, and such a
comiparison would certainly add to his cwn
laureis. At the same time, he had an in-
ward feeling that this public “take off ”
wotuld do his prestige harm.

amazing skill. Admission only on ¢on | 1In the West House, the Hon. Douglas

dition that no eags or over-ripe vege

Singleton read the notice, and decided to
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e would take Lord Pippinton, and keep
t of harm’s way.
six forty-five the old lecture hall
packed. Every member of the Remove
ourth was present, and there wasn’t
4 single Third-Former who 'I}*a:.dn_’t squeezed
in some, cormer or other. Williama Napoleon
prowne was 2 popular favourite, and he had
{he reputation of being a comedian. The
qudience was preparing itself for a huge

wiran 2
];]lrf_{ Lo

put, then, Browne was always full of
surprises!

9
him oU

Wi
3211'1

CHAPTER XIV.
THE CHALLENGE.

ISMET, the Napoleon of
AMagic, advanced to
“the e~dge of the plat-
form.
“@Good old Browne !’
“Start the
Napoleon!”

show,

132
.

“ Speech—speech !”?

¢ Ha, Ira,. hal” :

William Napoleon DBrowne had made no
attempt to disguise himself. His only change

from the normal was a long, flowing, Oriental

gown, which enveloped him to his ankles. It
was impressive, and he looked even- taller
than usual. . . :

“One moment, gentlemen!” he said
genially, “I fear that many of you have
entered this Hall.of Mystery under the mis-
taken impression that it is a Hall of Mirth!
Let me eradicate that error as rapidly as one
would extract a thorn from one's anatomy.

- We are not here to indulge in ribald laughter. "

Indeed, T urge you to store up all the breath
yYou can hold, for you will assuredly need it.”

“Go it, Browne!”’

“We know your little jokes!”

“I am about to present a programme of
uncxampled magic,” continued Browne. ¢ If
yau are in-any way sceptical on this point,
let me begin by producing a few trifles from
the surrounding atmosphere,”

Browne made a casual grab at the air,
end the audience started. In some unac-
courdable way a perfectly live rabbit had
materialised in the Fifth-Former’s grasp. He
made another grab with his left hand, and a
birdcage sprang into heing. .

“You see,” smiled Kismet, “these little
things are not easily performed. One must
have the assistance of hidden allies. No, not
the cheery demons of the Bluck Arts. We are
no dealers in such merchandise., We frankly
admit that our effects are preduced entirely
by sleight-of-hand and all the recognised
tricks of legerdemain.”” .

Browne calmly waved his hanhds in the air,
and then proceeded to rub them gently to-
sether. The rabbhit and the birdcage had
niysteriously vanished. And the next second
Browne was adroitly manipulating a pack of
cards,

Preserve them well.

Quirke’s supporters watched keenly.

Quirke’s own Cellar of Mystery.

The audience had ceased to chuckle’ Noises
had come to a stop. Everybody was watch-
ing with astonished attention. They had.ex-
pected o travesty of the usual conjuring per.
formance. And here was Browne calmly
doing tricks as though he were a professional
performer!

His art was polished, too. :

There was not the slightest trace of the
amateur conjuror about him. His assurance
was colossal, and everything he did was
finished: to the last degree, Stevens, of
course, knew thalt Browne had had a con-
siderable reputation at Uxton, his old school,
as an .amateur conjuror. But William.

Napoleon had improved out of all knowledge.

It was a policy of his to say nothing. No-

- body at St. Frank’s knew that he was skilled

in the art of conjuring. Perhaps Browne was

capable of all sorts of unsuspected talents.
‘He never admitted them. '

‘““These trifles, of course, are by the way
of preliminary,” he observed, as he tossed the
pack of cards into the midst of the audience,
‘““These, hrothers, you may keep as souvenirs.,
In later years you will
hand them to your children,. telling them in
hushed voices of your presence at this epoch-
making performance.”

Browne retreated to tlie centre of the plat-
form, and took a small bamboo table, {:;}:r%

at
table bore a strange resemblance to one in
It was,
indeed, a bamboo table of exactly the same
pattern. -

Browne thumped upon it, and then ecaimly
pushed his hand through the top and drew
out an enormous brouze casket. It had
seemed impossibte that any such object could
be within. TFor one could see right through
the table without any difficulty.

“Here,” said Browne, “we have a feat
which scems opposed to the laws of nature.
And yet I do not mind admitting that this is
a trick table. But can you detect it? I
will willingly forfeit the sim of five thousand
pounds to any member of the audience who
can truthfully say that he can spot the
deception.”

From the casket he produced an enormous
bowl of flowers. They came up in endless
profusion. And then, at one wave of his
hand, the flowers disappeared, and the bowl
was found to he filled with water, in which
goldfish were swimming. -

Most of the tricks were the well-tried stunts
of the professional magician. But Browne
‘carried ev erything through with such delight-
ful smoothness that the audience sat
enraptured. . |
 Everybody had forgetten his intention of
laughing. The show was proving to be a
masterpiece of finesse and skill.

And PBrowne went on to bigger things,
too. Stevens came on the platform as an
assistant, and several huge cabinets were
brought into use. Stevens was. placed in
one of these; he was locked in, and all the
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usual taken to prove

precautions were
that he was still there. _
But when the case was opeued he was

gone, And the platform was brilliantly
lighted, and there were no black hangings,

The thing seemed 1mpossible, The
audience could see round the cabinet, behind
it, under it, and over it. Yet it was-an
absolute fact that Stevens apparently van-
ished into thin air,

Many of the watchers declared that he
was still in the cabinet—hidden behind &
false wall, DBut these brainy fellows were
confused a moment Jlater when Stevens
appeared at the buaek of the hall.

* Now, you will all agree with me that
Stevens is as selid as any human being
can be,” observed Browne calmly. ¢ Under
no circumstances can we accept the view
that he convegted himself into a formless
spectre, and floated off the platform. You
sce the locked cabinet before you. You have
seen that it was empty. Your eyes have
told you that Stevens could never have
escaped. And yet, brothers, he did escape.
And it was all done by trickery. 1 con-
tess it. I am no dabbler in the occult.””

*“Good sld Browne!” -

“How the dickens did you do it%*

“We will now reopen the cabinet, and sce
what it contains,” went on  Browne.

“Nothing, you will say. But I venture to
prediet that we shall be more lucky.”

He snapped open the catches of thie door,
swung it open, and a curly-haired spaniel
jumped out, barking joyously. He was none
other than Boz, Dick Hamilton's little dog.
It wasn't often that Boz was allowed in-
doors, but this was a very special occasion.

You will all say that this thing could
not be done without the aid of demoniac
influence,” declared Browne. -4 But it has
been done—and that is just my point. I
fear that Brother Quirke is wilting visibly.
Alus, this is one of his md¥led evenings.”

Lzra Quirke sat in*his place, pale and

still., Many of his supporters had been
glancing at him rather strangely. For
Browne had kbeen producing some of the

very effects that Quirke produced! And

Jrowne was doing it all on the open plat-
form, in the full glare of the electric light.

He wasn’t finished, either.

Stevens obliged by taking a rest on a
comfortable-looking lounge. And in a short
time Stevens rose gently from tihe lounge,
and hovered in mid-air with perfect ease.
Browne even encireled him with hoops, show-
ing that he was unsupported by any wires
or stays. And Stevens apparently en oved
himself. It was a cleverly performed ex-
ample of levitatiom. |

“Here we have a ecase where gravity is
coolly defied,” observed DBrowne, as he
passed the hoops over the floating form.
“ But that, brothers, is just where you are
wrong, We .cannot defy gravitation., The
laws of nature are as hard and fast as the
tides and the changing moon.

-the heart doesn’t grieve about.

brotier

Stevens appears to be floating in the
but he isn’t. You cannot see how
supported, But what the eye doesn’t

Qi
Rt
t doesn’t Be salisge,
that this trick is well worth watchipy

am merely proving that all thése things o,
be done by human agency. It is hamln
necessary for me to add that i‘ot-hey
Quirke is on the verge of collapse.” .

““I do not fear you!” shouted Quirke
sionately, **These are only commonp[acé
trickge——>

““ Shut up, Quirke!”

¢ Jquash that East House fraud!”

“ Jump on him!”

“Yah! Swindler!”

A perfect yell of dérision went up frop
half the audience, and Ezia Quirke g4
back in his chair, biting his lip. This wgg
a dilterent tone from the one he had growy
accustomed to! As he had feared, Browne's

performan_ce was doing him irreparable
harm, His prestige was being lowered with

every second that passed. KEven
supporters were looking doubtful.

At last the show was over—and the
applause was genuine and generous. Browne
had provided a far better entertainment
thar  anybody had “anticipated. But
although he had finished his perfori:ance,
the one important thing had yet to be
accomplished. He came to the edge of the
platiorm, and raised his hand.

“There is just one little thing I wish
to mention, brothers,”” he said, as silence
fell. ¢ Many of you are earnest believers
in Brother Quirke——»

“Yah! He's a fraud!”

“Quirke’s finished now ! :

“We are in no position to set ourselves
up as judges—yet,” proceeded Browne
gently. ‘“Let us not be harsh. I propose
to give Brother Quirke an opportunity te
prove his magical powers. In other words,
I issue a challenge.” '

““I accept!” shouted Quirke, leaping up.

“You have not heard the conditions—>
““L care mnot for conditions!” panted
Quirke fiercely. ““You may make your own! |
I am ready to prove that my magic is
genuine! Yours is frankly false—you have
admitted it! You have thrown. down the

his ownp

gauntlet! I accept!”
CHAPTER XV.
THE COMPACT OF TEN GETS READY,

HE lecture-hall was
filled with an excited
buzzing.

Ezra Quirke's dra-
matic acceptance of the chal-
lenge filled everybody with
interest. His own supporters
were wild with enthusiasm. By that prompt

action Quirke had restored their faith in
iim, :
“] am zratified, Brother Quirke, that you

should act in this sensible way,” observed
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prowne, My conditions are simple. This
evening have given a performance of
magic.  You have all seen remarkable

“ghings happen on this platform. 1 tell you
frankly that they were all brought about by
deception and trickery. I confess this. 1t
jg the one point I wish you to grasp with
poth hunds, and hold on to.”

«You're a clever chap, Browne!”

william Napoleon bowed.

«\While admitting that some kind friend | [f

‘nas expressed the obvious, I, nevertheless,

pow my gratitude,” he remarked. “The ma- } il

jority of you know that Brother Quirke
has consistently maintained a,solid front.
He has declared that his own magic was
~performed by sorcery alone. He makes use
of no apparatus. He produces his miracles
- by the aid of the Black Arts.”
S «cJt is true!” declared Quirke fiercely.
“I propose that Brother Quirke holds a

meebing in his own Chamber of Mystery,”.

continued Browne. ‘1 impose no conditions.
'T do not even insist upon a preliminary
search. DBut I defy Brother Quirke to pro-
“duce a single phenomenon. which can com-
pare to my own effects. This meeting can
be held, when Brother Quirke pleases——??

“To-morrow evening!” shouted a dozen
voices. : :

“Very . well—to-morrow evening!” - ex-
“elaimed Quirke, his eyes gleaming. ¢ Your
terms are generous, Browne. You do not
insist, upon a preliminary examination of
my cellar—but I am perfeetly willing that
it should be examined from end to end.
That will prove, I think, that I am un-
afraid. 1 will convince all and sundry that
the walls .of my cellar are concrete, and
‘that there is no possibility of apparatus or
confederates. I am ready to undergo this
‘test to-morrow evening.”

*“Good for you, Quirke!”

“We’ll- all be there!”

“1 fear that will be impossible,” continued
- Quirke. «Only a limited proportion can be
admitted—for the space is far smaller than
~this. However, the audience will no doubt
be representative. In order to prove my
good faith, I demand a preliminary examina-
tion. I will convince you that I can :fford
to laugh at this exhibition of commonplace
conjﬁuring;”

noon afterwards, the gathering broke up.
Browne’s magical performance was the talk
of the Junior School for the rest of the
evening. And interest in Quirke’s coming
test performance was at fever heat. :

There were a few fellows, however, who
secmed to take it for granted that FEzra
erke was not destined for a very happy
time. Quirke’s own confidence was un-
bounded. He was certain of success.

But in Browne’s study; in the Fifth-Form
Elassage, ten fellows were filled with jubila-
ion,
Congratulations were numerous. Apparently,
Browne and Ilamilton had confided certain
things to the others.

clared Dick Hamilton.

The Compact of Ten had met, and

‘““So you’re Lord Plppinton!?”
roared Handforth, clapping his lord-
ship on the back in aplayful manner.

“ Browne, old man, you’re a genius!” de-
clared Ralph Leslie Fullwood enthusiastic-
ally., “The way you worked that challenge
up was marvellous. Quirke had to accept—
he couldn’t do anything else.”

““He thinks he’s on velvet!” chuckled
Church., “ My hat! What a shock he’s in
foride i

Browne nodded. :

“Yes, I rather fancy that Brother Quirke
is perilously near the ox-tail,” Le a; 2ed.
“Curiously ecnough, he thinks he is safe.
Actually, the doom of his regime awaits
him. In other words, he’s for it!”

“We've got him in a cleft sticl!”?” de-
“When that meet-
ing takes place to-morrow—— By Jove!
What a climax! We’ll break the spell to-
morrow, or I'm a Dutchman!” -

In the meantime, the Hon. Douglas
Singleton and Lord Pippirn.on were having
a quiet talk in Study S, in the West House,
This was the study which had been given to
old Pippy. He was delighted to 7 1 that
he could have it entirely to himself.

And that conversation was significant.
For it was all wrapped up in the same
sequence of intrigue. Ezra Quirke waz, for
some reason only known to himself, intensely
interested in Professor Sylvester Tucker’s
secret. He had proved this fact ta Single-
ton beyond doubt.

And Singleton had seen an immense possi-
bility in the advent of Lord Iippinton, "The



fellow was a prize ass, but that was all to
the good, perhaps. And he was certainly
trustworthy. Pippy wmay have been a chump,
but he was the soul of honour.

¢ About this money of yours, Pippy, old
man,” Singleton was saying, trying tc muke

his tone careless, “ How much have you
actually got?”
“ Money?” repeated Lord Pippinton lan.

guidly. ¢ Oh, rather! Beastly stull! Gives
me a pain when I think about it.”

«“I can’t help your pains,” said the lion,
Douglas. “You're a kind of milliotaire,
aren’t you??

¢ Some foul thing of that sort.”

¢ PBut how much can you touch without
your pater nosing in?¢”

Lord Pippinton looked rather blani.

“The subject feeds me up,” he confessed.

“1 mean, this money business. 1 don’t like
the bally stutf, I suppose it’s because I've
got so much of it. A chap sort of kind of
gets fed up with it.”

““ Look here, Pippy, can't you be luecid for
once?” demanded Singleton grimly. ** Listen
to me!” he added, shaking his lordship by
.the shoulder. ¢ How-—much—can—you—get
—hold—of?*

Old Pippy was jerked into alertness.

“ Oh, rather!” he said. * How much. . My
dear old boy? Why didn't you say soY
As much as you like!” '

“Five thouzand pounds?*

“Twice as much!”? said old Pippy.

““ You really mean that you can lay your
lingers on it?”

“But I don’'t want to,”” said his lord-
'ship. “ As long as I've got enough. to grub
along with——?? :

““Look here, if I ask you for ten thou-
sand, will you let me have it?” asked
Singleton tensely. “You'll have to trust
me, too. I can’t explain why I want it, or
when you'll get it back. But if T want
ten thousand pounds, can you supply it?
Will you trust me?*

Lord Pippinton was keenly alive to the

scheme now,

“Puggy, old lad, it’s yours!” he said
promptly. “ A frightful sum, by Jove, but
“it’'s yours! 1 mean fto say, by Jove, a
frigh®ul sum! Ten thou, what? A bit of
a staggerer, Duggy!”’

“] know that—-—"

“Duggy, a mt of a staggerer,” said old
Pippy. “At the same time, if you say so,
it’s got to be done. And I'm not to in-
quire into the whys and wherefores and
whatnots? You’re not, by any chance,
building a factory, or anything? Or start-
ing a bally business?” '

“Yes!” said Singleton. ¢ You might ecall
it that—starting a business. But I'll let
you know about this later, Pippy. If I go
away for ten minutes, shall I find you here
when I come back?”

Lord Pippinton sank back in his chair,

- “1 hope s0,” he murmured uneasily.
“But one never knows, Duggy. Some of
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the blokes may come along, and take

fancy to my carcase. I have a forebog;

that evil times lay ahead.” g
““ Nothing'll ‘happen until

YOu get ipg,

your dormitory,” said Singleton comfort
ingly. “See you in ten minutes, Pippy»

He hurried out, dashed to the Anpcie
House, and sped upstairs., A minute
he was knocking at the door of
Tucker's study.

ng
'hiter
Professor

CHAPTER XVI.
T0 HELP THE PROFESSOR!
HAT is this inter.
Syl

1]
‘ ‘ ,‘ ruption?®
; Tucker

_Professor
vester
Iooked up from his desk, ag.
justed his  glasses, ang
: —  frowned. Me gazed at Singie.
ton severely. The desk was strewn with
papers, The Hon. Douglas noted that
columns of figures were on some of them.
And one or two of the papers were of any
ominous bhlue, suggesting writs,
“] didn't mean to disturb you, sir—"

“You are disturbing me!”’ interrupted
the professor. “Upon my soul! I won'
be interrupted and distracted——  (Good

gracious! Singleton!
(‘ome in, my boy!
forgetting.”

Singleton closed the door, and:advanced.

“Reckoning things up, sir?’”? he asked,
smiling.

The professor's kindly face became grave.

“Yes. indeed!” he admitted. e
strenuous task, Singleton. And how I hate
figures! And yet, my boy, how they must
be wrestled with! T fear I was too optimis-
tic -during our earlier interview. But you
are looking anxious? There is mo hitch?”
he went on, with a catch in bhis Dbreath.
““ You have not come to tell me-—"

“No, no, sir,” interrupted Singleton
hastily., “I'll be able to get that money
just as I promised—by to-morrow, I expect.
I'll try and get the lot. You don’t know
how I appreciate your kindness, sir."

““Good gracious! My kindness??’

¢ Yes, sir,®

“Nonsense! It is you——" ;

“That's just your way of looking ab if,
sir,” said Singleton, “I take it as an honour
that my useless money can be employed I
such a wonderful way. And I was thinking
that you might he able to achiewe an evel
greater success if you had more.”

¢“More? More than ten thousand?”
ejaculated the professor, startled. ¢ No,
no! VYou mustn’t think of it, Singleton! I
will admit my figures were on the wrong
side, but—— 1t would be too risky, Singie-
ton—your father might institute inquiries.’

“I'm not thinking of myself, sir,” said
the fIon. Douglas,
a new chap arrived to-day.

0Of course—of course!
T'or the moment I was

He's an old

¢ But it so happens that

R



" }le’s terribly rich.
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friend of mine, too. I've known him for
years. Lord DPippinton, sir.”

The professor was agitated.

«You mustn't, Singleton,”  he said
noskily.,  * Lord Pippinton! For Heaven’s
cake, do not betray my confidence to a man
of sueh rank-——"

wie's only a boy, sir—in the Remove,”
pub in *Singleton.  ‘‘Ilaven’s you heard?
He can whack out ten
thousand without knowing it. Wouldn't it
ha better if he supplies you with that sum,
teo?”

“ Better!”  breathed Irofessor Tucker,
“youn actually mean that this schoolboy
can lay his hand on ten thousand pounds?
What is the world coming to? Am I dream-
ing? One cannot obtain a tenth of that sum
from o bank unless one produces cast-iron
sccurities.. And you talk of a school-
boy-—=-=-?

¢“He’s different to the others, sir.”

“But yon are different, too,”” said the

professor. ““This is altogether too astound-
ing! - I might credit one boy having such
powers»  But two! It Is un astounding

coincidence——"’

“Itv seems like it to you, sir, but when
one’s got piles and piles of money, a sum
like ten thousand seems nothing,”” explained
the Hon. Douglas. I consider ‘myself
relling in it, but Lord Pippinton can do
practically anything he likes. You zee, he's
inherited the money from an uncle, and
aithough he can’t touch (e bulk of it until
he's of age, he can 1!1.»'11.5 oet a substantial
sum if he want* it.*

The Professor held his head.

““My brain is tibhrobbing!”
“My .boy, you don't luhm
have aII‘f"idj brought me.
vews is too stupendous.
It would involve taking another
secret. 0 dare mot risk——?’

‘“It’s all right, sir—I needn’'t tell Pippy
anything,”  interrupted Singleton. “ 11e
trusts me, and he’ll hand the money over.
There's just a possibility that he might like
to know where it’s gone. I think it would
only be fair to him, too. If he can get
another’ ten thousand to add to mine, will
you object to my bringing him to you after

he muttered.
what joy you
But this fresh
And it cannot be,
intc our

you have got the money? Then we can
tell him E-VCT‘}HI]I'I and make him com-
fertable. lle's a frif_rhtful ass, sir, and 1
don't, suppose he’'ll understand anyhow.”
Professor Tucker Jlooked at Singleton
‘n'ilrml}h

““¥You have ot the right spirit, my boy,”
he said. “It would indeed be wrong if I
accepted this money—even for such a good
purpose—without your friend knowing the
truth., Certainly you may bring him to me,
and I will assure him that he is do:ng
]‘Jn‘ht ”

r

said Single-
want to tell Lord
in case there’s a slip.
Then we should have admitted him into the

*“*That's all serene then, sir,”
ton happily “1 don’t
Pippinton in advance,

secret for nothing. It’s a lot better to
leave it until afterwards.”

Professor Tucker gazed dreamily towards
the ceiling.

“Twenty thousand pounds!” he breathed.
“T am sure that I am asleep—that I shall
presently awaken to the stark realities of
the bitter truth. . 1t is too much, Singleton.
My old brain is throbbing.”

“T wish I had the money now, sir,” said

Singleton wistfully. “I'd put it in front
of you, and then you'd bhe free of all
doubt——-"? '

‘““Good gracious, no!’ interrupted {the

professor, with a start. *“ You surely don't
imagine that I would accept the mouey iu
the absence of witnesses? No, Singleton,
ne_ver! 1t would be little short of criminal
to take advantage of your trust in me.”

“I don't understand, sir.”

“When you pay me that money, Single-
ton, there will be a lawyer in this room,”
declared Professor Tucker firmly. ¢ Prob-
ably I shall obtain a local solicitor of high
standing from Bannington—one who 1s weil
known .1t the school. He will be a witness
and the documents will be legally signed.
It is the only way in which I can accept
these wonderful loans. I am thinking of my
invention, Singleton. It is the dream of
my life—and ior the suceess of that, I am
ready to go to any lengths. But, above all,
everything must be straight and above

board.”?
“It's absolutely unnecessary, sir, but if
vou wish i, we'll agree,” said Singleton

smiling.  ‘““Rely on me to keep everything

mum nuntil  the money’s actually here.
Thanks awfully, professor. Good-night,
sir.”

* Are you going, Singleton?? asked Pro-

fessor Tucker. “ Good-night, my boy—good-
night!  And thank you a thousand times.
You must forgive me if I am still a little
anxious. 1 cannot quitc believe that this
dream will materinlise.’

“You wen’t say that when you see the

imoney  to-morrow, sir,” replied the Hon,
Deneias.  “We'll have it, never fear!”
e hurried back to the West IHouse, and

barst into Study 8. Lord Pippinton was
still lounging in the chair, staring at nothing.
He wasn't asleep, bnt he had a habit of
Iving equite still, with all animation sus-
pended,

“Tt's all right PBippyl¥

“Eh?” said - Lord Pippinton. € Yes!
That what? Oh., Dugey! Roll in, old
top! I was just thinking At least, I
believe T waa, [T.,don’t scem to remember.”

“TLook here, Pippy, concentrate!" sald

(Concluded on page 33.)
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THE CITY OF MASKS;;

, THE CASE OF THE BOY KING

i

A Gripping New Tale of Detective Ad.-
venture, introducing SEXTON BLAKE

and TINKER.

FOR NEW READERS.

The story takes place in the wild aad
mountainous country of Carlovia, infested
by bandits and outlaws. Here life is held
very cheaply, and it is with grave personal
risk that Sexton Blake and Tinker find
themselves the guests of the youthful King
Peter, the new ruler of Carlovia, The
great detective, in the guise of Mr. Brown,

Fnglish  tutor to the King, has beszn
empleyed Dby the Toreign Office on an

important mission, and Tinker is on a visit
to King Peter as an old school chum. Bilake
does not trust the King's ministers, who
are plotting to overthrow the King. Therc
is no doubt whatever that the detective
and his assistant are being elosely watched
by Sarjo, Carlovia's unscrupulous Prime
Minister. In order:. to obtain proof of
sarjo’s treachery, Blake must get hold of
certain documents held by Veilburg, the
Chief of DPolice. So, with the aid ot
Rivastoff, the ex-brigand, Blake plans to
kidnap Veilburg. .

coat,” said DBlake, closing the knife,

¢ N the left hand pocket of zﬁy over-
E Help

¢“you will find a couple of gags.

yourself fo one of them and to a
couple of these picces of rope. We had
better be quick, for at present these iwo
fellows are alone.”

““Sarjo has a good name for hospitality,
Iixcellency. The others, no doubt, are eat-
ing and drinking in his kitchen,”” said Rivas-
toft. It is as weil we eluded Veilburg's
spies, for a man who walks about Kamfak
at night with a rope round his waist and
gags in his pocket would arouse their

CursOSItw i

“No doubt; but den’t waste time, my
friend. Thou"h you are unable to drive a
car, I trust you are able to tie a knot.”

“ Excellency,” said Rivastoff, ““as from my
early youth I have been warned that my
death will be caused by a loose knot—mean-
ing, no doubt, the hangiman’s—I always take
good care to make very tight ones.”

“Good, my friend!”’ said Sexton DBlake.
“Take both gags, then, and all the rope,
and hand me your revolver, There are suit-
able trees in the shrubbery, so make your

“men,

knots good ones, and put the gags on artisti-
cally, for I appreciate neat work. When you
have disarmed these fellows, take them one
at a time, and if we are. disturbed jump
into the car, and I promise you quite an
exciting ride. Come!”

Thev crept back to the gate
two gamblers still seated in the brilliantly -
lighted car, intent on the game. The man
in plain clothes seemed to be holding a good
hand. After some deliberation he added three
or four greasy Carlovian banknotes to the
littlte Lieap in front of him. The other also-
Liesitated, and thﬂn put down three notes of
the same wvalue.

“1 play two kings,” s ald the man in plain

clothes, ¢ There they a:e

3 And I play two aces,” said a quiet voice,
““and there they are. One shout, gentlemen,
one word, and I fi e—so hands up!”

A masked man with a revolver in each
hand was at the near-side door of the
car, and as the startled card-players saw tle
weapons levelled at them, ancther wmashked
mal opened the off-side door.

“The other way out,” he said.
forgive me if I take a liberty.
knot for once, two of them, in fact.
nen, we are taking a brief walk
Prime Minister's shrubbery. Let
gether.”

Rivastoft took their weapons, removed their
hats, dropped a noose over the head of each
man, and, grasping the centre of the rope
himself, he hustled his prisoners out of the
car. Close by, a path led into the shrubbery.
The ex-bandit told them to stop after they
had gone a dozen yards.

My friend with the pistol wishes to borrow
vour coat,” he said to the chauffeur. ¢ He
has taken a fancy to the pretty buttons, and.
as the night is warm, you will not miss it.
Do not drop it in the dnust, but hand it to
him politely. I thank you. Now let me beg
cf you to open your mouths in turn. I do
not wish to use force, but if I have to pull
on this rope vouawill open them quickly
enough, Ah this vice of gambling! Had
vou been dmng your duty, instead of trying
to cheat each other at cards, vou mlfrh’f not
have met with this little misfortune.’

In Carlovia, a threat to shoot was generaily
more than a threat, so the prisoners grunted

(Continued on page 34.)

and saw the

“ Gentle-
A lcose
Gentle-
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¢ The Schoolboy Conspirators ( The merrow was likely to prove a stirring
(Continued from page 31.) day!

A Not only would Professor Tucker be

gingleton tensely. “Can you manage to get | provided with the money he so urgently

hold of that ten thousand pounds by to- | needed, but Ezra Quirke wonld be dealt

morrow afternoon?® o with by the Compact of Ten! A climax was
«Ten thou?”” repeated old Pippy. *“Oh, | approaching.

that! *Money again! I say, be a bit sporty, But net one of the schoolboy conspirators
ou know——-" W had the slightest conception of the real
“Can you get hold of 167" demanded the | possibilities. That climax was destined to

" Hon. BPouglas. he far miore staggering in its amazing
“Yes—yes—why not?” said his lordship. | revelations than anybody dreamed of!

« Anything you say, Duggy. Bub how? A _ THE END.

special messenger to the bank, what?
Good! HSo that’s all ﬁ;e-d. But, I say, do
change the rotten subject:” The concluding story of this wonderful

The Hon. Douglas Sincleton, was satis- ; 7 e in e
fied. Me knew that Lord Pippinton was series coming next week in :

: s fathond Tk When 36 pad N |
haestion of mener bis word was sood.. -1 THE BRCKEN SPELL!”
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(Continued from page 32.)
a few curses, scowled hideously, and opened
their mouths, and Rivastoft gagged them.
A couple of saplings growing side by side
were (uickly found, and to these the ex-
handit tied the prisoners in a workmanlike
manner that spoke of much experience,
Having satisfied himself that they were too
well gngeed to raise an alarm and too tightly

beund to make their escape, Sexton Bilake

and thg ex-brigand returned to the car.

Putting bis own hat and overcoat on the
driver’s seat, Blake donned the uniform coat
and braided cap they had taken from the
chauffeur. They lighted cigarettes, and the
ex-bandit blew two jets of smoke down his
nostrils and chuckled.

: . »
““ Ah, Excellency,” he said, “you are a man

after my own heart, a man I can follow,
though hitherto I have always led! That
was all so quiet, so neat, but poor game—
very poor game! And yet there is a pleasure
in being neat; but you were wroug. In
this card game which they were playing,
whichi we call'* Badzdja,” the kings are the
highest cards, not the aces, Excellency, as

you told them.”

“But my two aces won the game.”
“Yes, I believe you there; but it was
against the rules,” said Rivastoff, with
another chuckle. ¢ Excellencey, we have both

forgotten something.”
“What is that?”’

«Jirstly, that these other low people will

return and notice a difference—but, of course,
vou had not forgotten that. We have for-
cctten how Veilburg will summons his car
when he needs it. 1t will be by whistie, for
that is the rule here; but we had better
learn whether it is one, two, three, four, or
even five blasts, It would make us foolish if
we heard the call and took the-car up to
the door, todind that it was Bizer or Colonel
Zuss. I will ask the chauffeur, and then,
Excelleney, il you will seat yourself, I will
teach you the rules of Badzdja and how to
play it."”

The ex-brigand vanished into the shribbery
and was away some time. Ile brought back
some of the rope with him,

“Three calls, Excelleney, unless the rascal
lied,” he said, “and as 1 threatened to return
and strangle him if I found he lied, I fancy
he told the truth. Here is some spare rope,
for a night in the fresh air would give Veil-
burg time to think over his sins, and Kamfak
is full of quiet spots and useful trees. Good,
here is money! . As I am almost certain to
win at first, unless you prove yourself an apt
pupil, Iet us play with their money. There
ISl(I]]ill'lFll chance in the game, but there is also
skill.

Sexton Blake was getting along very well,
when a whistle was blown from the house,
and two men came running down the drive.

Theyv shouted  Good-night!"” to the card-
players, and took away the first car, and
presently passed through the gateway with a
passenger.
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“That thief of a lawyer, Bizer!"” saig the
ex-bandit.  ““The rogue who taxes 'y

and puts much of it into his own pocket 4

Sarjo’s. The meeting is over. Two blasts
this time. Unless the chauffeur lied that i
the colonel’'s car. Yes, here come his mep!
That dog of a policeman is sure to be late
Az he does the dirty work for his master
he'll stay to the last for instructions.” 1

About five minutes later they heard the
whistle agam, and it was blown three times
Rivastoff put away the cards -and took the
seat behind Sexton Blake; who drove slowly
up the dark avenue and stopped belore the.
door of a handsome modern house. A butlep
threw open the door, and Rivastoff clicked hig
tongue against his teeth., The chief of the
secret police came out of the house and down
tho steps, but he was not alone, for Brentschi,
the secrefary, was with him.

“Well, Excellency, I think I have enough
rope for two,” muttered the ex-bandit, ““ and
any old rag will make a gag.”

“To the palace, and ' then to
guarters,”” said the chief of the
“ After you, Mr. Secretary.”

“ Lighted streets all the way, Excelleney,””
whispered Rivastoff, *“and well policed, If
vou take thase orders, everything goes for
nothing.”

“I'm not going to take those orders.” said
Blake quickly. “1I shall stop at the hottom
of the drive. Jump down and cover them.”

As the ear stopped so unexpectedly, Veil.
burg put his head out of the window to ask
what was the matter. -He did not manage
to finish his question, for the cold muzzle of
a revolver was thrust almost into his-open
mouth. On the other side of the car =
masked man wearing a chauffeur’s cap with
the police band and star took the secretary
by the collar and hauled him bodily over the
sash of the window., Brentschi gave one
strangled cry, and received a shake that
silenced him and half-throttled him.

¢« Stand still, be silent, and keep your
hands up!” said a deep, threatening voice.
““ How are you going, comrade?”

““0h, this is a tame dog!"’ answered Rivas-
toff coolly. T have his gun, and 1 will
bring him round to you and share the rope.
Be eareful of that rogue of yours, for he is
slippery dirt.  Be quick, for I hear i1t
striking eleven, and at eleven the police
patrols are relieved." 2

Blake caught sight of Veilburg's face as
Rivaztoff hrought him past the headlamps of
the car, and the chief of the secret police
w.az not smiling.

He was white and haggard, and there was
terror in his eves, for he knew that, next
to Sarjio and the lawyer Bizer, he was the
most hated man in Carlovia, and he was
sure that hizs end had come, and that they
intended to assassinate him

“ Have you searched him?¥

¢ Unless he has secret pockets cunningly

head-
police.
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.ealed, I have everything he carried,”
cﬁﬁé}red the ex-bandit. ‘1 will gag him
with his own handkerchief, and ledf&ld him
with my own, for it is the custom tfo blind-
jold a mal before you sheot him. It is a
wise custom, for by so doing the executioner
avoids the evil eye. It is a pity we have
so litkic rope, for a bullet is too good for the
other rogue. Oh, there will be gay dancing
and jolly drinking of wine in Kamfak to-
morrow when the bodies are found and the
“pews is told. A great day rfor Carlovia,
comiade.” ‘

"¢ (lag them and bind .them, firiend, and
don’t talk so mueh,” said Sexton Blake. *I
think 1 hLear the patrol.”

,”‘{Jn‘-.‘f a ear going to the opera house.”
said Rivastoff. ¢If is a short perfcrmance

to-night, unless the king chooses to prolong |

iE AT

The ex-brigand applied sag and cord in his
efficient way, and the chief of {he secret
policc was hustled down the pathway. As
Rivastoff had used up his rope, he fore the
lining out of the chauffeur’'s overcealt and
used that instead to fasien the prisoner to
the frees. Then he ridded hizs pouckets of
evervthing he had taken from Johann Yeil-
burg except a packet of papers.

“1 trust this is what you want,  excel
lency,” he said, handing Blake the packet,

«for if it is not we have gone to much
trouble fcr little profit.”

Blake put on his overcoat and hat, and
put the packet with the papers he had faken
| from  the secretary, and then switched oft
the lights of the ear. A bleak wind was
blowing across the square, and the sky
-was dark with the threat of heavy nrain.

“It would be wiser to leave the head-
lights on, 1 think, excellency,” said Rivastolf.
«“ff the prime minister's man comes to shug
t the gates, and the lights are burning, he
will not be suspicious, nor will the police.
They will think they have only left it for
a short time.”

«“ It will make no difference,” said Bluke.
“Jf people recognise it as a police ear
nothing will be said or dope. They're ali
too afraid of the police here. Shall we
meet later at the sign of the Red Dagger
and drink a bottle of wine, friendi?”

“Cafés are dangerous places on . ¢pera
nights, exceilency.”

“Then why not aft the opera itself?? saiq
Sexton Blake. *“I fancy we shall be able

1

to drink our wine in comfort and safety
'as guests of the captain of the Royal
Guard.”

¢ A ecod idea, execellency. Though the

4 wina they =ell at the opera house is not ol

the best, I have had all T wish of the police
for one night.”

ook s
]
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A DOCUMENT OF DEATH.

IIEN alone in his bedroom, Sexton
Blake proceeded to examine the
papers that he had taken so muech
trouble and risk to obtain, A

at the documents ahstracted from

glance .
the secretary’s pockets showed them to be of

no value. Blake burnt them -carefully, col-
lected the ashes on a sheet of newspaper,
and shook them out of the window.

It was blowing and raining, and no doubt
the chief of the secret police, secretary
DBrentschi, the chauffeur, and the gunman
were not enjoying themselves in the prime

o il
AT LTI LR A

ACHANNY
)

b

Blake wondered why this should be Written
in that mongrel \inguage known as Carlovie
He thought that Princess Celia could boty
speak it and read it, for she was a littla
lady of many gifts, but she would be in heq
at this hour, and there might be somethipg
written there it would be unwise to let a
young girl see,

“Dirty work, or Veilburg would not havyg
bheen carrying this,” thought Sexton Blake

Ile pulled the electric reading-lamp closer
tilted back the lamp, and held the paper yp
to the light, and then he put the document
to his nose and sniffed it. In the distance

On the other side of the car, a masked man, wsaring a chauffeur’s cap with
the police band and star, took the secretary by the collar and hauled him bodily
over the sash of the window. : :

o

minister’'s garden; but their worries » did
not trouble Sexton Blake. He spread out
the paper Rivastoff had taken from Vell-
burg. It was a thick parchment paper of
folio size, bearing the royal arms and the
roval seal. What it did not bear was the
royval signature,

¢ Beaten,” said Sexton Blake.

The writing was in a language he did not

understand, As the rulers of Carlovia had
been British for generations, and English
was taught in all the schools and spoken

surprisingly well in the shops and streets,

he heard a faint clatter of hoofs, announcing .
the return of the king with his bodyguard.
ITis majesty, who had a good appetite,
would be eager for his supper, so Blake
did not expect to see Tinker. Blake glanced
at the telephone list that stood in a silver
frame on his desk, and turned the pointer
of the disc till it was opposite number 31.

“Js that the guard-room?*

“Yes,” came the answer.

““Is the lieutenant there?”

“It's the lieutenant speaking. Mr. Browi.”

““Good. I didn't recognise your voice at
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frst,” said Sexton Blake. “%ill you come
round? I want your help rather badly.”
S« why not come to us, Mr. Brown?
esteemed captain has invited me to a supper
of cold frout and roast chicken, with the
gsual salad, and as he seems to be lucky
enoungll to Nave the run of the royal cellars,
- tnere will be ehampagne, I have no hesita-
tion in inviting you.*

«]'il.come with all the pleasure in
world,” said Sexton Blake,
1o 'he captain of the Royal Guard had
its dangers and its hard work, but it was a
very cnviable post. DBlimp was in posses-

the

sion of magnificent quarters, and his orders}

Of come a sad cropper if anything happens to

were obeyed as promptly as the king’s.
course, on important occasions the colonel
took the place of honour, complete
stays and crimped moustache, but Blimp
was the real eommander of the Royal Guard
and o favourite with the king, and every
one of his men knew it. With his men he
~was a bit of a tyrant, but a jovial tyrant,
and though they had to work and drill hard,
they had. never been 30 well housed, fed,
¢lad, or paid.

Captain Cogzgs put on no airs, in spite of
his sudden risc. {o power and luxury. He
bearied with delight when Sexton Blake
came 1, '

“Gawsh! I'd have asked you to come
round before, sir, but I thought I might be
taking a bit of a libertyv,” he said. ““I'm
not quite used to it yet, but I'm obliged to
the lieutenant. Bit of a change this for me:
sort of thing I've ‘ad in my dreams. No
mess bills to pay neither, and no merry old
plum and apple and bully beef, but the fat
of the land. Bit of a joy-ride, barring my
gallant colonel.”

“1f you could only steal his corsets, and
make him show up on parade without them
one morning, the king would retire him,
Blimp.”

“That’s what - Yaster Tin—what Master
Jones suggested,” said Blimp, a. he carved a
chicken. _*I suppose we must have a
colonel, hut I could make a better one out
of this old rooster's hind leg. Uncork the
wine, lieutenant, like a good ’un. Personally
I'd sooner have beer; but Kamfak beer isn't
fit for hogs, so, with much grief, I put -up
with champagne. Here’s very good health to
both of vou.” )

““ And to the Royal Guard and tbts captain,”
sald Sexton Blake. ‘“Are you sure you've
got them in_ hand, Blimp?
you???

“All the way, sir,” said Blimp. “I’'m not
boasting they’d face heavy stuff or machine-
guns too well, but they’d have a go. They’li
do what I tell ’em all the time, and I know
the lieutenant will bear me ouf in that. You
give me any order, sir, if it comes through
the king, and I'll ecarry it out, if #t’s an
order to burn down the town. The king can
gamble on the Royal Guard all the time.”

“I think it’s true,” said the lieutenant.

My |

from
signature on it.

with |

“than a first-class hotel and no bills to pay,

Will they foilow

handles them as 1 eould
1ever handle them.”
““I've knocked it

#Captain Coggs

into their thick heads

that they’re the king’s guard,” growled
Blimp, ‘““and it tcok some knocking into
them.”’ .

“That the king comes before everyone?”’
¢ Absolutely, sir,” answered Blimp. ¢ They
hadn’t heen taugbt that befere, but 1've
done it. If I get an order it’s got to be
the king’s own lips, or have his
We’'re the king’s regiment,
aitd above orders in council and above the
law. t’s what 1 say, and what I'll stick

o
2aat’s
to.”?

“I've warned you, captain, that you'll
the king.” '

The big, red-faced soldier
hoarse, breezy laugh. |

“Gawsh! I'm not so sure,” he said; “and
I wouldn’t like anything to happen to him
if they were to offer me the job. Unless I'in
shot I shall still be captain of the queen’s
egnard. Gentlemen, I ask you to drink the
health of Princess Celia, a princess every
inch of her if there ever was one.”

“You’re right there, Blimp,” said Sexton
Blake, and the lieutenant nodded hiz agree-
ment.  ¢“She’s the cleverest little lady in
Europe.” | |

Blimp wias called away by a message from
King Peter just as supper was over and
they were lighting their eigars.

““Make yourselves at home, and if there's
anything you want ring for it, for it’s better

y 3J

1"

laughed his

he said.

“ Are - we safe here, lieutenant?”’ asked
Blake, when Blimp had gone out with
rattling spurs and clanking scabbard. ¢ From
eavesdroppers, 1 mean?” .

“T think so. Ii’s a thick door. Has any-
thing cccurred to make you suspicions?”

“ I always suspicious, so we’ll get
further away from the door. I want to tell

"vou what 1 have been doing to-night.”

‘he lieutenant listened with a grave face,
hut he laughed when he heard where the
head of the secret police and the private
secretary were likely to spend the night
unless some good luck came their way.

“ And this is what I want you to read to
me before T destroy it,” said Sexton Blake.

The lieutenant took the document and
glanced over it. ' y
“It is nothing at all,” he said. “It is

merely an order to place another smali tax
on wines for the purpose of raising money
for the repair of some of the forts on the
frontier.”

“Does an order like that need the royal
seal and the king's signature?”

T shonld say not. It is not a new tax,
onlv a slight increase. An order in council
would bhe sufficient.” o

¢« Why, then, shouid the head of the secret
police, who has nothing to do with taxation,
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bring that away with him from the Prime
Minister’s house?”

“] don't know, sir,” answered the
lieutenant.  As you say, it has nothing to
do with Johann Veilburg—nothing in the
world.”

“ And why is it engrossed in Carlovic?”

“I am only a soldier, sir,” -said the
lieutenant. ¢‘I don’t think it is unusual to
write a state document in Carlovie, though

why such a wretched thing like this should

be engrossed and made to look so important
I cannot tell.” | i

“I think I can,” said Sexton Blake.
“There’s a smell of chemicals about the
thing. The king has promised his sister and
my assistant to put his signature to nothing

Ire has not read, and I'm certain he can't

read this. The trick seems to be that he'll
ask the princess to read it to him, unless
he has forgotten his promise. As it's nothing
at all on the surface, the princess will tell
him to sign it. Let us see what is under-
neath.” I know the secret of that particular
chemical. Let us go to my rooms, and leave
excuse to the captain with the orderly.”

Tinker was waiting there, rubbing his eyes
and yawning.

“That rotten old opera house was as hot
as a furnace, and it made me sleepy,
guv’'nor,”’ he said. ¢ Good - morning,
lieutenant, for it’s «<lose on one, if not
earlier. Do you want me for anything, or
shall T stagger to my little cot while I'm
awake enough to take my boots ofi?”

““Take the writing olt that before you take
off your boots, and bring the square bottle
with the yellow cork out of .the medicine-
chest, young 'un.”

Tinker caught the paper as DBlake tossed
it to him.

“You wicked old slave-driver, guv'nor,” he
sald cheerfully. “JIlere I am absolutely
perishing for want: of sleep, and I've got to
-start messing about with chloride of lime to
shift ink. TI’ll complain to the king and get
vou shoved into one of the dungeons under
the moat.” :

The paper still bore the royal arms when
Tinker brought it back and diffused a strong
odour of chloride of lime. The writing had
not «uite disappeared, but it was only a
mere grey shadow. Blake took the square
bottle, shook it, and withdrew the yellow
cork, to which a sponge was attached by a
piece of wire. As Tinker and the lieutenant
watched over his shoulder, he brushed the
wet sponge swiftly to and fro across the
papery

“You suspect
lientenant,

“That is the old name for it; something
erased or bleached out, and something else
written over it,” said Sexton Blake. ¢ An
ancient trick; but it would have served their
purpose, no doubt. Look, the first writing

a3  palimpsest?’ said the

<

answered.

language at school.

is coming through under the developer, It
Carlovic, like the other, so I shall neeqd Yo
again, lieutenant. Now perhaps we shyy
discover why Johann Veilburg was carryige
this about in his pocket.” a

“But if it is something that requires tha
royal signature, what use would it be witj.
out the signature?”

““No good at all. But Veilburg muay haye
taken it to make sure that the under-writing
did not play any tricks, and show signs of
coming through before it was handed to the
king,” said Blake. ¢ The members of the
Supreme Council are not chemists, and it
may be too dangerous a thing to consult 4
chemist about. Now I think it is readable, .
lieutenant." ' . :

The lieutenant took the paper, and, a3
he read it, Tinker and Sexton Blake saw 1t
begin to shake in his hand.

““ A document of death,” he said in his
slow voice. “If you have any brandy or
whisky, I should like a glass.”

Blake nodded to Tinker, who mixed a
fairly stifi glass of brandy and water,

“Thank you,” said the lieutenant. “As
an. old soldier, I am not very easily upset,
but this has shaken me.”

“Is your own name there?”

The lieutenant put down the tumbler and
nodded. e

“Yes, my own name is there, sir,” he
“I cannot read this direct from
the Carlovie, for I am slow at translating
into English, though I was taught your
_ But you were right,
sir.  Veilburg was not carrying a harmless
order about an increased tax on wines. The
name of every person the Supreme Council
hates or fears is on this murderous list.
As 1 said, it is a document of death. If
the King signs this, or is tricked into sign-
inz it, no man in Kamfak or all Carlovia
can call his life his own.. Every enemy of
Sarjo and Bizer and the rest of the junta
appears, and these people are all loyalists,
staunch supporters of the young king and
jovers of their country.”

“Will it mean a round-up?” asked Tinker.

“A gencral arrest.”

“0f how many?”

¢“Oh, when I spoke of ali the enemies of
the junta, I meant, of course, the prominent
ones,” explained the lieutenant. *“ Without

counting, 1 should guess there are nearly
five hundred names here. The police will

know how to deal with the smalier fry
without having their names on a royal
document. There will be no trials. In

Carlovia, unfortunately, with this gang in
power, there is no time wasted on trials
for political offences. The prisoners will be
carried off to some of the mountaln
fortresses, and then——="

(Continued on page 40.)




- y
2= % THE ST. FRANK'S WEEKLY o
Carpentry work comes natura,l to every man, and, as you Wlll
find, it only requires a willing' hand and practical guidance to
overcome any little difficulties- that may come your way at
the outset. .
to guide you, all difficulties will disappear. |
To have this book at your elbow is like having an expert beside
you watching your every turn, showing you and telling you what
‘%o do and how to do it. - Even it you never used a hammer in
your life you can, by the aid of the book, learn how to make
perfectly finished articles of furniture equal to anythma you
could buy in a shop. | | .
You can start at ence to make'
All Kinds of Kitchen Purnxture, houses, Clocks, - Gramophcne
Chairs, Tables, Cupboards and Cabinets, .Furniture for = the
Wardrobes, Bed - Rests, Bed- Hall, Incubators, Picture and
steads, Beehives and Fittings, Photograph Frames, Xennels, |
Teni:s, Bolts, Boockcases, Bcot and Mirror Frames, Office Gupboa,rds
Shoe Racks, Cablnets Chair Occasional Tables Rustchrcheq
Swings for the Garden, ‘Chester- Garden Seats, Pergola,s Wheel-
field  Settees, Chess Tables, barrows, Window Frames,
Pigeon Cotes, Rabbit Hutches, Domestlc Woodware, Flower
Poultry Houses, Chests of Stands, Stool and .‘Booktrough
Drawers, Dresang Tables, Greens combined, etc,, etc.
The work contains about 6000 Illustrations, Drawings
and Dmgvams. | . y
SEND TO-DAY FOR BOOKLET
. i

MR. C. POWELL, Crewe, Cheshire,
says :—*‘‘ They are indeed all you
claim of them, and my only regret
s that I did not oblain such expert
- kKnowledge eariicr. The most re-
markable featurec of the work is
the way in which it leads the
woodworker (with hundreds of
excellent illustrations and diagrams)
from the. elementary stages to the

very advanced stages of art. The

crafisman, be Le amateur ar
skilled, should equip himself with
this expert knowledge.”’

Tear off and Post To-day.

To the WAVERLEY BOOK CO., Ltd.
(Dept. N.L.N.), 96, Farringdon Street, E.C.4.

Plcase send mnie, without charge, your I'ree Illustrated
Booklet containing all particulars as to contents, authors,
ete., of the ‘‘* PRACTICAL WOODWORKER”, also in-
formation-as to your offer to send the complete work for
a merely nominal first payment, the balance to be paid
by a few small monthly paymeuts beginning thirty days
after work is delivered.

'N[&hIE........... L T T T e T T TR LN T N L T R LR T

M!DRLbS iR
(Send this form in unsealed envelope ‘With ld vtamp.)

- -
h nLnJN ] 25 ¥ R R L L e L e TR P LYy

EEpEpARPRpIRT



o ——

st A LEE LIBRARY
EeZi2%%0D  THE NELSON

v "'v;—-—-w

a shrug of

The
his shoulders.

lientenant paused with

“A jolly cold country,” said Tinker. “I

wonder what my pal, his Majesty, would do

when he found out he'd heen tricked.”

“What could he do?”
“Precious little if all his pals had Dbeen

rounded up and imprisoned or shot,” said
Tinker. “Peter’s difficulty is that he's
fresh to the joh, and doesn’t know they

are his pals, and Sarjo and company will
take good care to tell him something very
different.”

- “Yf this plot carried, tha Kking
completely at the merey of the junta,”
Sexton Blake.

“He would be blamed, too, however inno-
cent, sir,” added the lieutenant. < The
junta would wash their hands of it, and
swear they had begged the king not to do
it. With the newspapers in their pay, they
would manage to make many people bhelieve
they were mnocon‘r for the king’s signature
i Jaw in Carlovia. Then, if U’ex found tlie
king in their way——"

Again the licutenant paused and shrugged
his shoulders.

“ An assassination,” said Tinker, *“and
jolly well deserved and nicely arranged by
Sarjo if one of the friends of the victims
didn't do it. What a country! Picture
palaces, wireless, trams and motors, and
jatest Paris fashions, and yet things go on
like they used to go on about four or five
hundred years ago in Italy or Russia, I
think it’s time we trekked back to merry
old England, guv’'nor.”

Sexton Blake smiled.

“1 think it is tinie, young ’un,” he sald,
“but it’s a pity to go when the excitement
i= just beginning. I want you to write me
a translation of that, lieutenant, énd
when we have read it, we’ll destroy both
the original and the translation.”

While the lieutenant wwas busy at the
desk, Tinker curled himself up on the couch

would be
said

and went to sleep, and Sexton Blake sat |

9

1 rascals,

‘blackguards as their

@

down in an easy-chair, smoking his bipa
and gazing at the eh}JomteI} -painted ceiling
steadily and thoughtfully.

For a long hour only the scraping of the
lieuteant’s pen broke the silence.

“1It is done,” he said at last.

“Thank you, lieutenant.”

Blake read the translation, and
rousing Tinker, told him to read it.

“I am very much obliged to you,
licutenant,” said the private detective,
“Somchow or other we must check this vie
plot: We have delayed it, though you
may be sure we have not checl-.mdted the
pl lotters.” _

The two papers were burnt and the ashqg
thrown out of the window by Tinker.

“A lovely night, guv’'nor,” he said, wiping
the raindrops f{rom his hand. ¢ Still ponr-
ing. Peter will be off fishing again.”

“He might do a lot worse,” said Sexton
Blake, ““a grecat deal worse. You go to
bed, young ’'un.”

The lieutenant went back to his quarters,
after promising to telephone some news to
Blake, and Blake waited for the message.

“Yes?” he asked, when the telephone-hell
rang.

“No, sir,” replied the .lieutenant's voice. .

Mr. Secretlry Brentschi, who resided in
the palace, had not returned, for he could .
not have entered the building without pass-
ing the guard. It was qmte possible that
he had been found and liberated, and was
at the Prime Minister’'s house. As he
listened to the streaming rain, Blake hoped,
that he and Veilburg were still where tncy
had been left by Rivastoff and himself.

A night in the rain was not much of 2
pumahment for such a pair of umcrupulous
and as the chauffeur and Veilburg’s

in a smaller way, were as ln'_'
masters, the private
sympathy to waste on

then,

gunman,

detective had no.
them.

“I'd like to know whom they’ll suspect
of ‘playing this merry little jape,” he
thought, as @e went to ‘his bed- -room..

(To be continued next week.)
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Have You Read

of the St.
Seas, is still on sale,
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THE SCHOOLBOY TREASURE SEEKERS

This magnificent volume, dealing with the adventures
Frank’s Juniors on a voyage to the South

Ack for No. !

B OO &

THE MONSTER LIBRARY. Price One Shiliing.
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THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY it

"AS SIMPLE AS ABC.

INSTRUCGTIONS.—Reader Applying for
Membership. Cut out TWO complete
Applicaticn Forls from Two copies of this
week’s 1ssue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.
on onc of the forms fill in Section A, cross-
jng out Sections B and € by running the
pen diagonally across both Sections. Then
write clearly your full name and address at
pottem of form. The sccond form is for
youl new reader, who fills in Section (,
crosses out Sections A ‘and B, and writes
his name and address at bottom of form.
Both forms are then pinned together and
sent to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s
Jeague, C€/o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
Gough House, Gough Square, London, E.C.4.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
rcaders for this award. For each new
reader TWO complete forms are needed.
and these must be taken from copies of
the [atest issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
at the time when the forms are sent in.
On one .of the forms fill in Section B,
crossing out Seetions A and C, and write
your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who
fills i Section C, crosses out Sections A

~ IMPORTANT.—Complete
NELSON LEE LIBRARY is on sale. Otherwise

and B, and writes his name and address
at the bottom of the form. Now pin both
forms together and send them to the Chief
Officer, as above. One new reader will then
be registered against your name, and when
six new readers have been registered, you
will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you
from sending in forms for two or more
new readers at once, provided the forms are
taken from the latest issue of THE NELSON
LEE LiBrARY at the time when the forms
are sent in.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for
the silver or gold medal can apply in the
same way as for the bronze medal, filling
in Section B, which has been revised for
this purpose. Every introduction they
make will be credited to them, so that
when the League reaches the required
number of members, they can exehange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions
with which they are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted
for 1d., provided the envelope is not sealed
and no letter is enclosed.

and post off this form before the next issue of Tum

the form becomes out of date and uscless.

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 24.  Dec. 5, 1925

READER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.
Being a regular reader of “ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” I

SECTICN

desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK’S
LEAGUE, and to qualify for ail such benefits and privileges as
are offered to Members of the League. T hereby declare myself to
be a staunch supporter of “ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ” and
THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE, and that I have introduced Our
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. Will you, therefore, kindly
forward me Certificate of Enrolment with Membership Number
assigned to me. B

SECTION

SECTION

B s A P

MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I, Meniber NoO......on (give Membership No.) hereby declare
that I have introduced one more new reader, whose signature
ty> certify this appears on second form attached hereto. This

Makns e, e (state number of introductions up tfo date)
introductions to my credit.

NEW READER’S DEGLARATION.
I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of

introducer) to this issue of
“THE NELSON LEE LIBRALRY,” which I will read with a view
to becoming a regular reader of this paper.
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HORNBY TRAINS

. _..BRITISH AND GUARANTEED

Only when you've got a real train like the Hornby. can you enjoy the fun
_of running your own raillway system. It's the finest fun in the whole
,world zand you will find "that even your father will want to help you when

you ‘ve ﬁxed up a Ho*nby Ra'way! Ask him to buy you one for Christmas -

SEND FOR THIS
HORNBY BOOK OF TRAINS

This year the Centenary of the Railwayis
being celebrated. The Hornby Book of Tramns.
tells of many things interesting to railway en-
thuelasts It also contains splendid illustra-
tions, in colour, of the Hornby Trains, ete.
The price of the book 1s 3d, and it will be
sent to you post free on receipt of stamps

Hornb Train Pric for this amount. Address your letter' ts
fyom ‘}’7/6' to IIO?S Dept.S, Meccano Ltd., Brnnst Liverpool.

M ECCANO LD, 'BINNS ROAD = LIVERPOOL
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“EVERYTHING*FOR ¢ TH E S 0O LA P H O N E

‘ﬁ HUME”[HNEMMO[}RAPHS - demonstrated
F at the Empire EX-!
o \Ia,chmec: from 8/6 to. £12 12s. and up- m\ hibition. - a

A wards. ,Acctylene Electric and Gas = Is: the . vory. Iatest

o L L]Jht'n Sets, and aIIother Accessor- 1 USA pateat 1234230 Pocket IIIStlum" nt;
e = .= les-for: Home=Cinemas of all S plays in all keys ang
T /‘-"*-\\ ‘sizes. Films from1/- per 100ft., | ..° + = — - produces every shade o}
q&/’ ® 1.000 ft. lenZth 7; oar fIC notes as perfectly as the human voice. Blends

‘-.._1_ . N -t 3 : = 1 L B A

'3 ﬁ? o beautifully wiih Piano or Gramophone. 'So simple
a \"\ ¥ FORD _S (Dept A p ), .achild can play .it. Post free by 2/9 From the
= 'Lists FREE. ¥ 13, Red Lion Sq., London,W.C.1 | return post with full instructions. maker.—

'Ca,llorWrite - e ~ Entrance Dane Street, . - | B. FIELD (Dept 10), Bankﬁeld Road.
o b Huddersheld

1497- GOLD NIB BRITISH MADE S"ﬁ-’i’{?‘.‘f‘hfﬁief&ff?r;ﬁiio“iﬁfé’o?f"i’z‘&%?éii??’ﬁiéi‘f

Ask for ‘' Approvals No. 4.”” Stamp.—B. Coryn,
St. Vin(!(‘llt"l.l lql \\all Whitstable.

Héight Incréased 5; Complete >

LEVER SELF-FILLING - _ SAFETY SCREW CAP In 30 Days. Course.

« the We \ “I' No” 'xm,mncw: No Dr::rq NO DlLtmﬂf
Over 200,000 in use orid cver. The Melvin Strong . Sostem & 7 &1t

The Famous FL_EET PEN = 121t saap 1 i e A
The World’s Best Value in Fountain Pens | (Depi.S) .10, LudgateHil!l, Ifn.{hp FEney  g5Ised.”

GUT TEIS _“OUTIIIUIJBBBIIIIIEIBEI:I!N-IHII. Stop Stammeriﬁg Cure .. You!ﬁg}.{ .

NELSON LEE LIBRARY PEN COUPQON VALUE 6d. as I did. ™
lneof%he*e Courons will be accepted 1n part pay- | ticulars FREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES, 7;

ment for one of the above handsome FLEET FOUN. | Sounthampton Row, London W.C.1, =5 8

TAIN PEXNS,usnal value 12/6, Fleet price 7/-, or, with 5
FREE! Scarce Mint Armenia .Pictorial}and i E",_ s
5 coupons;: Onlf!’e 4°'6 net cash Ask for Fine, Uimiesd Stamss. 10, Fremeh s Cols., 8 0 Malnp{,h,

Mec:’tum, or Broad Nib. Send direct to Cat. 1/6. cote. 7 <Superb Long Sets. Ask™ f%“
FLEET PEN CO.; 119, Fleet St., Lond-an, E.C.4. | appros.—1I ARSHALL BROS.,74,Court Rd., Cardi! & :
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