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St. Frank's in the Grip of a Sinister7 Unknown Menace! 

The RIDDLE of 

CHAPTER 1. 

The Blood-Red Stars! " B l · H H. H HI-[ '... :.; h i Yr· n · d H l' g-g i (, P it t 
a~ h~• opC'ned t lH' g~n•a t .(~oor of th,.:­
A11e1Pn t Ilott:--l'. · By .11 ng-o. It :.; 
blu~tcry :·· 

Ile wa~ right. A 
roarincr o·u~t of wind, :-, ~ 

uf f out ball. TIH·n• wa~ to lw :1 I{oH~t• 
1natch 01u• aftentoon, latl•r on in thP wc,ek, 
and thP riY<1: ~kippers had hC'eH l1aYit~g- :1 
pow-wow. 

''It'~ not ~o bad. after all," :.-;nicl Pitt 
a:-- he h l' I cl the ,loor wide opC'n. 

The ou~t had hlown itsPlf out. anrl ouh· 
0 

t Ji O W Ji i 11 i ll (~ 0 f t ] I.( 1 

n 
wind throurrh tli,• ::, 

clwstnuts coul<l tJl' ~\\'l'Pping acro~s the 
Triangle. hit the It seemed GOOD LUCK when heard. It was .1 

~ r-Alll'ient House' for-
--o '. • 
,.. c1blv, a11cl th~ cloor 

wa~,., ueal'ly torn fro1n 
Pitt's hand~. 

Vivian Travers came into posses­
sion of a seven-starred ring-but 
it brings him and St. Frank's 

pitch-hlaek, hlu!'\tcrY 
0 Ct Oh(' I' f'VCnin<r. 

:--, 

Aft-er thP brio·ht lio·ltt n ~ 

of the Ancit•Ht JI ou~c 
·• Jt's. not ra1111ng·, 

i~ it?'·' a~kr,l Jack 
Gn,v. "Let'~ n1ake a 
r11·u· for it i~· 

nothing but BAD LUCK! lobhy, tlw Tria1q.~·L· 
) o o k e <1 intPnsc·h· 
b I a~· k. It w a :-- co 111-

Oick Goocl win a1Hl 1Iorg·au EYan~ were 
t h1.·r<·. too. Th,, four ,v C'~t }louse Rr­
nw Y i t- P .--: ha r 1 he" n on a visit to N i_p p 0 r · ~ 
Bllllly, tu di!-icll:-~ tltf' ;1ll-in1portnnt :,;;nhjr,et· 

p a ra ti v·eiy 0a rly. :1 nJ 
o \' C' l' on t It P o t li-P I' ~ i £ k• of th<' TI' i a ll o· I : • t Ill' _...., 

li g-h t f,; 0 f th (' ~ r O ( 1 CI' ll 11 () ll:,:. (' a ll ( 1 1 I I (' E'; I ~ 1 
H,nt~f' !.tlC';11ne,l anrl twi11kl('d. 

Thr· fnnr \Y(•:·d JTn11:--1• jn11iort~ li:Hl Jlr;t. 
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brought their overcoats, or their caps, 
either; but it was only a few yards to 
the '\Vest House, and they prepared to run. 

There was a crnncl1 of heavily-shod feet 
on the gravel, and a figure loomed up out 
of the gloo1n. 

"Evening, young gents." 
They recognised the figure of Mudf ord, 

the local postman. He lumbered up tho 
ste;ps and passed into the lobby 

"Just come from the West House, 
haven't you, Muddy?" asked Reggie Pitt. 
"Did you leave anything for us?" 

The postman eyed them uncertainly. 
"Can't rightly say, young gent," he re­

plied. "Mebbe there a letter for one of 
ye, but I don •t take much count of names. 
Not that there's ever many letters for you 
young gents by the evening post; they 
mostly con1e of a morning." 

"You're h1tc, aren't you, Mu<ldy?" 
asked Jack G-rcy. 

".A.y, to be sure I an1,'' agreed the 1post .. 
man grumblingly. •· Seems that the wind 
blc,v a tree _ down acrost the Bannington 
Road, and the mail van was delayed for 
nigh nn hour. I oi1ght to be home, havin', 
my supper now. Rare queer n·-cather 
,ve'rc having lately." 

He was examining some letters in the 
electric light, and the juniors could not 

help spotting 
a small reg is .. 
tP-rcrl packet. 
There ,vas 9, 

foreign look-­
i ng stamp on 
the label, and 
foreign 
stan1ps inter­
ested two of 
tho juniors, 
at least. 

"Ha. I lo! 
That's E: ,:.p­
t i an, isn't 
i t ?" as k e d 
Evans keenly. 
"Let's h a v· c 
a 1 o o k, 
i-r ucldy !" 

"Chersc it!'' 
6aid Dick 
Goodwin, who 
sh arc d his 
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stucly in the West House with Evans and 
Levi. u You can't bag that, you ass!" 

"But., look you, it's from Cairo !0 said 
the Welsh boy eagerly. ..Let's have it for 
a n1inute., Mudcly !" 

"Sorry, young gent, but I've got to get 
a receipt for this,'' said the postman. .. I 
ain1t allowed to--" , 

"It's addretSSed to TraYers, of tl1c Re­
move," interrupted Evans. "He doesn't 
collect stamps, docs he?" 

"I think he's more interested in collect­
ing cigarette coupons," murmured Reggie 
Pitt dryly. 

"Ae he's not a collector, }1e'll let me 
:have tbi.~ stamp,'' said the Welsh boy. 
"M.'y collection's weak in Egyptian 
st.imps, anyhow." 

"Well., ye ca.n!t ha"e it now.," said the 
postn1an impatiently. "I don't allow no­
body to interfere with his Majesty's 
mails. And don't forget that this 'ere ls 
a registered i>acket. I'm rHponsible for 
it until this 1·eceipt is signed and--" 

.. Keep your hair on !" interrupted 
Evans. "I say., Handy! Just a minute P' 

Eclward Oswalcl Handforth, the famous 
leader of Study D, had entered the lobby 
at t11at 1nomcnt with Church and McClure., 
l1is faithful chums. 

"What's the trryuble ?.., he asked, 
etriding forward. u What are you We6t 
House fatheads doing here? If you're 
thinking of stirring up any trouble--" 

'* Rats !" interrupted Reggie Pitt. 
"We've been here on business-a. footer 
:-onfercnce with your ·skipper. Don't you 
try to start anything !', 

"Well, that's different.," said Hand­
fortb, in a disa.ppointcd voice. 

"Where's TraverB ?'' asked Evans. 
"How should I know?" retorted Hand­

f orth. "I'm not supposed to look after 
the chump, am I? He's :probably in his 
study., or in the Common-room--" 

"He's out," said Church, in a tired 
voice. "A.nd Handy knows he's out." 

"By George, that's right," agreed 
Handforth, with a start. •• He saicl h(' 
was going into B:umington, didn't he? 
And he asked us if we wanted anything. 
\Vhat do you want him for., anyhow P" 

"Nothing much-I only want to bag 
this foreign stamp," replied Evans. "I'll 
co1nc across 1 a ter, after h~' s back.'' 

Hanclforth glauc<.'cl at the register-eel 
:packet witbout interest; anrl lie allowed 
:Mudforcl to l)ass on. Handforth was not 
-interested in philately. 

"So you' re one of those silly stam.p 
collectors, ar~ you?" he askccl, regarcling 
Evans ,vith curiosity. "Of all the dotty 
]1obbies ! "\Vherc the dickens is the fun 
of pulling mouldy old stamps off mouldy 

old envelopes, and shoving them into 
mouldy old alb,1ms ?" 

Evans <dared. 
.. But, fook you, stam.p collecting is one 

of the most interesting hobbies !" he said 
excitedly. "Yes, indeed !" 

"Not to say., whatever!" said Hand­
forth., with a sniff. 

0 You silly A.ncien t House donkey: " 
"You fatheaded West House lunatic ,, 
"Peace, children-peace !" interrupted 

Reggie Pitt., with a chuckle. "You chaps 
don't want to start a House row on your 
own, do you? Come on, Evans !" 

Jack Grey and Dick Goodwin discreetly 
seized the Welsh bo;r•s arms, and the four 
\Vest House Removites took their de­
parture. It was just as well. Ha11dfortb 
was an •~gresaive jUDior., and lie wae for 
ever seeking an excllSe to use his fiats. 

"My poor infant, you mustn't fall for 
Handy's bunkum like that !" said Pitt, as 
lie and the others hurried towards the 
West House steps. " He'd think nothing 
of yelling for the crowd., and the crow cl 
would cheerfully throw us out on our 
necks." 

.. Looks like rain to me," said Grey, 
changing the subject. 

The others glanced.up at the pitch-black 
sky. 

"I sup.pose you mean it feels like rain?" 
asked Reggie Pitt politely. "If you can 
see anything, you must have eyes like a 
cat. Even the clouds aren't visible." 

It was true. The pall overhead was 
murky-so n1urky, in fact, that not a 
single star could be seen gleaming. 
Another -gust of wind had come sweeping 
clown, and it moaned and hooted round 
the angles of the old school buildings. 

"Hallo! What's that?" asked Jack 
Grey suddenly. 

They were on the West House steps, 
and Reggie Pitt was about to o.pen the 
door. But they ipaused at Grey's ,vords, 
chiefly because he spoke them in such a 
startled tone. · 

Grey was pointing vaguely -into the 
night sky., and the others were just in 
time to see the reason for his astonisl1• 
1nent. Somewhere across the Triangle, in 
the direction of Big Side, a strange 
phenomenon was ,yisiblc in the extreme 
blackness. -

HoYering mysteriously in mid-air was a 
little g1·oup of seven bloocl-rccl stars. 
Their redness was intens-c, yet they clicl 
not seem at all briJliant. They just 
glowC'cl mystically; and even whilst the 
boys were gazing, the seven stars faded 
into nothingness. 
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CHAPTER 2. 
The Figure of Mystery I 

'' DID-did you see., you cha,ps ?" 
asked J ~~k Grey, in a curiously­
a wed voice. 

"I don't know-I believe I 
did!" re.plied Goodwin uncertainly. "We 
couldn't have imagined it, could we? 
There were six red spots of light, like 
stars--" 

'' Seven," corrected Reggie Pitt. 
conn ted seven.'' 

" I 

"But what were .they?" asked Grey, in 
wonder. 

"Fireworks, perhaps?" SU<TO'estecl 
Evans, who was still thinkinO' ab~~t his 
Egyptian stamp. 

0 

"It's too early for fireworks-and, be­
sides, who'd be lettin(J' off fireworks on 
Big Side?" objected :fack Grey. "I'll 
swear that wasn't a firework. We didn·'t 
]1car · any bang, and-and-- Oh, well., 
wl!t~ a firework eX;pi~, it sort oT-dr0:ps.'> 

~even red stars," murmured Pitt. 
"Rummy how they hunO' there for that 
minute. 'rhey hai·dly ~oved, did they? 
And did you notice how they seemed to 
f adc? They didn't just fizzle out, or drop., 
like the luminous stars which a rocket 
sends out. One second they were there, 
and the next second they weren't." 

"By gum !'1 muttered Dick Goodwin. 
"I'm be~inning to believe that we didn't 
see anytning at all. It's-it's so un-
canny!" . . 

"Let's go across to Birr Side and have a 
look,'' said Pitt. "Yor1're not CJ'Oin<T to 0 0 

tel! me that there's no explanation." 
Boom-oom ! 
A. flurry o£ wind, more fierce than the 

others, came hootina and shriekin<T out of 
the night. The forie of it nearly knocked 
two of the juniors over; and there was a 
sound almost like thunder as the <TUSt 
hC'llowed throuah the archways. 

0 

"L ' o et s get our overcoats and have a 
look round," suggested Pitt briskly. 

They da.shed in, and it only took them 
a moment· to secure their overcoats, caps 
n ud sea rves from the cloak-room. When 
they ventured out . again the wind ]1ad 
<lied down stranacly. It was hardly more 
th~n a low whisper. 

1 
· I sup.pose those funny stars· couldn't 

1a~,c been caused ·by electricity, or any­
tlung ?" suggested Goodwin. "I thought I 
li-e~rd thunder just before we went in.'' 

"1:hat was only the wind," said Grey. 
Im not so sure; it might have been 

!}1t1nd~r," :1}{\r~isted the J.Jnncashire junior. 
And that tlung w~ sn w in the sky mi(J'ht 

liaYe been a peculi~r form of liahtnin~." 
'.' Draw it mild !" protested Pitt, witl~ a 

grin. "I've heard of ball li(J'htnin<T or o o' 

whatever they call it, but those alowinrr 
star~ were ~~cd-b~ood-recl. A jolly · n1~~ 
stcr1ous business_. if you ask me." 

They were· passing between the l\fodcrn 
House and the senior wing of the· School 
House now, and presently they reached 
tl~c gates whi~h led on to Big Side. ·The 
wide, dreary expanse of the playing fields 
lay ahead of them, black and forbiddin(J'. 
'rhcy did not proceed far across the da~p 
turf before they paused. Now that they 
were here, their quest s-e-emed ridiculous. 

Another gust of wind came thunderinl,. 
d~wn_; a\.fi.crce, \'iolent squall. ~t crtrried 
with 1t a few drops of rain, and the juniors 
had some difficulty in maintainino- their 
balance. ·_ · 0 

· 

"We're crazy!" CYruuted Jack Grey. 
"Who the dickens "~ould be out here on . , 
an evening like this~ 1playing tricks? It'd 
so silly !'' · · 

"Let's get back," suggest.eel Evans. 
rrhey- all f~lt rather foolish. · Indeed~ 

tl1ey were alniost beginning to think that 
they had1i't seen the seven stars at all. 

"There doesn't seen1 to be any explana­
tion,_" grunted Pitt. "And what ;puzzleg 
me is the unreality• of the whole affair. 
We onl_y caught the merest glimps0, yon 
know-Just for a second or two." 

".And they were in this clirection-ti1osc 
stars," said Jack Grey, with convic'tion. 
"I expect there's some silly littlo cx­
planat1011., and when we find out what it 
is we'll call ourselves the most hopele$B 
mugs." . ' 

'l,hey wandered uncertainly towards ·th~ 
centre of the Jllaying fields-not because 
they expected to find anythinCJ', but· just 
out of curiosity. 

0 

The night was ;pitchy dark; so intens~ly 
black that they coulcl only dimly dis­
tinguish each other even at c·lose quarters. 
T~eir . surroundings were completeiy 
hidden 1n the gloom. 

"I " f say, came a murmur rom Jack 
Grey. '' This is getting on my nerves, you 
know. Hadn't we better be getting back? 
We have our prep to do, you chaps. Who's 
got an electric torch, or something?" 

B~t nobody had one. '!,hey ]1al tcd 
again, and they knew, from their sense of 
di_rection, tbat -they were not very far 
distant from the :pavilion. Straining their 
eyes, they were just able to discern it~ 
bulk rising against the blackness. 

The wind came in squalls, wild ancl 
tumultuous whilst it lasted; then a brief 
period ·of com:parative calm would follow. 

It was ca.Im now, but as the juniors 
stood staring into the darkness, they could 
hear a queer, far-off roarinCJ'. 

"That's not the s-ea, is it ?'i', asked Good .. 
win, in 3 low voice. 
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"No; it's another squall ~oming, and i,~ 
has just about reached Bellton Wood, 
replied .Il,caaie Pitt. "We can only h~ar 
the surf o~

0 

the beach when the wincl :js 
in a different direction. By J ovc ! This 
squnll must be a llretty hefty one1--" 

"Listen ! " urged Evans suddenly. 
"'\Vhat was that?" 

They all remained still. 
"I didn't l1ear anything unusual," mur­

mured Jack Grey. "What did you think ,, --
" A sort of laugh.," muttered tho W clsll 

junior. 
"A which?'' 
"I don't know-I didn't hear it 

properly," said E'vans; with an uncomfort­
able feeling that the others were looking 
at him with derision. "I was mistaken, I 
suppose. But I thougl1t I heard a low, 
uncanny sort of laugh. It was horrible." 

"I heard something, -too," said Reggie 
Pitt quietly. • 

"A. laugh?" asked the others. 
"I'm not sure; some of you were talk­

ing at the time," replied Reggie. "I'H 
tell you what ,it is., my children. '!,his 
giddy thing is getting on our nerves ! 
We're just acting the fool, you know. 
It ,vas only the wind., I expect, and--" 

The rest of liis words were drowned in 
the· roar and flurry of the squall, which 
had just arrived. They were compelled 
to battle against it, and fren1 somewhere 
co1nparatively near at l1and--close to the 
river-they heard the sudden crashing of 
a .. tree. The squall went hooting away to­
wards the . moor., and another period of 
con1parative cahn ;prevailed. 

"I say, ,vhat a rotten •evening!" mut­
tered Jack Grey. "I wouldn't like to be 
at sea in this sort of weather, you chaps ! 
Let,s get indoors-where it's light and 
war1n and cheerful." 

'' Ay. that's a chan1pion idea," said Dick 
Goodwin. 

They were about to turn away, when 
l?eggie Pitt caught his breath in sharply. 
He clutched at two of l1is companions. 

"Herc., steady·--" began Goodwin. 
"I l1avc an idea, my sons, that my ey{l­

:;ight is. doing the dirty on me," said 
Reggie Pitt careful1y. t' Perhaps you will 
be good enough to make sure., one way or 
the other. Have a look towards the 
1>a vi lion." . 

Pitt was s,peaking so deliberately that 
t11e others spun . round at once. They 
stared intently. They saw something 
which made them stand as though tran8-
:fixecl to the spot. Startled amazement 
shone in their eyes as they beheld a 
curious., semi-lunlinous patch; glowing 
redly, with a blood redn~ss, and n1oving 

strangely and mysteriously to and fro like 
a will-o' -the-wisp. 

" What is it ?" asked Good ,,rin., in . _ a 
strangled voice. 

"That's what I want to find out.,'~ re­
plied Reggie Pitt, with an effort. 

He was relieved. The others saw it, too. 
So his eyes weren't fooling him. There 
was something there ! 

Either thcii1 eyes were growing keener, 
or the mysterious glow ,vas growiiig 
stronger.· .A.t all events, the four juniors 
suddenly knew that they were gazing at 
something definite, something ,vhich had 
taken on the shape of a human being. 

It seemed to be getting closer to them; 
it ·was walking. It gre_w larg~r., seemed 
to materialise and become definite out of 
the inky blackness. 

Two of those bo., at least, were on tl1e 
point of bolting; ~ut some hideous sort of 
fascination held the1n. Reggie Pitt was 
holding-- himself · bapk gamely. His heart 
was thudding, but he was not yet really 
fri!?'htcned. 

The apparition, so red, so dim-and yet, 
strangely enough., so clearly defined-was 
the :figure of an extraordinary-looking 
man. 'f.hey could see his, ricl1, flowing robe, 
l1is peculiar l1eadgear; his mask-like face. 
And the eyes. They weren't like human 
eyes., for ~hey glowed with a blood-red 
depth, and they had in them a relentless­
ness., a n1enace., which was terrible to 
behold. 

--
CHAPTER 3. 

Man-or Ghost r "OH!" breathed Jack Grey., his voico 
strangely unsteady. 

"What is it?" whispered 
Evans. 

"I don't know, but we'll soon find out," 
snap.peel Reggie Pitt., who was keeping l1is 
}1ead better than the others. "Come on ! 
All together !" 

There ,vas a dark suspicion in his mind. 
This ,vas a jape of some sort-Boots or 
Corcoran, or s01ne of those other Fourth 
Form idiots, were having a game! Reggie 
Pitt was angry with himself for having 
-been enticed -into the trap. 

"Come on !" he repeated fiercely. 
He ran forward., and the others, after 

a moment's l1esitatio11, backed l1im up. 
In a body they hurled themselves towards 
the mystic figure. 

Anll then ,:;omething staggering hap­
pened. 

A low laugh, blood-curdling in i.ts 
hideousness, so1mded on the night air. In 
the same instant the figure leapt. It was 
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Handforth was astonished to see four Juniors 
rushing towards the Ancient House. Their faces 

were expressive or terror. 

-· 
no ordinary leap. In one bound the thing 
swc.pt upwards, and it_ rose l~igher and 
bio-hcr. Incredible as 1t seemed, the a,p­
pa~ition jumped clean over the roof of 
the pavilion ! 

"Look !" ipantecl Goodwin, aghast. 
They had all halted; they were all 

staring in a stupefied way. ~.\.n~ before 
their very _eyes the p~anto!ll thin~ van­
ished. In mid-air, wlulst 1t was 1n the 
act of clcarina the roof of the ,pavilion, 
~t faded away~ One second it was there, 
and the next second there ·was nothing but 
the Stygian blackness. A second low, 
n1ockin(J' lauah sounded, only to be 
drowned in tl1e fierce roar of tl1e next 
squall- as it came hooting across from the 
meadows. . 

Pitt ran forward, his commonsense re­
f us in<>" to believe the evidence of his eyes 
ai-1d :ars. He was scared, and he would 
l1avc been the first to admit it. But he 
k(:),pt his head. He dashed forward reck-
lessly. 

Crash! 
. The others heard that ominous sound; 
t~1ey heard, too, a groan of agony. Tl~en 
silence. The wind was dying away again . 
. ""'"hat's happened?" ipanted Jack Grey. 
'·What was that? Reggie ! Reggie !" 

"01 . 1, corks !, ' came a sorrowful groan 1n 

IlPggie Pitt's voice. "l'm half dead!'' 

l 

The others went forward, and they dis­
covered that they were practically alon~­
side the pavilion. They hadn't known 1t 
until then, for in the gloom they had_ be­
lieved the ,pavilion to be some httle 
distance away. ·' 

Pitt had miscalculated completely, and 
he had charaed full tilt into the front 
ste.ps. He had come a terrific cropper. 
and had bruised himself considerably. 

"I'm all rio-ht," he muttered, after a 
few moments. 

0 

"I thougl1t I'd broken ~y 
a.rm at first; but it's only_ grazed a. bit, 
and bruised. I ran rig11t into the giddy 
steps before I realised they were ther-e." 

"But-but that thing we saw?" asked 
Evans huskily. "Where-- I mean, 
how--'' ·1 

"Did you se-e it jump?,, broke in 
Reo-{J'ie 
. OC"I • 

'' We all saw it !" 
"I'm a-lad to hear that. I thought I 

was suff~rina fro1n hallucinations," said 
R.e{J'CJ'ie. "L~ok here, you chaps, do you 
1·ec~~nise one thin a? That ghost, ,1r 0 0 a· · 1 t · whatever ,it was, ,vns stan 111g rig 1 ill 

front of the pavilion, here." 
"Y cs I know,~, said Grey. -
" .And w11en we charged, the giddy thing· 

jumpe(l clean over the pav. !" ,vent on 
ReaCTie. 

,f .Aud disappeared in 1nid-air !" added 
Goodwin. "By gn1n ! I've 11:ul enough, 



THE NELSON LEE LlBRABY 

you chaps! l'1n going in! There's­
there's somethin<T horrible about -all 

0 

this !" 
"Eitl1cr something !J-orrible, or somc-

thin o- fishy!" said Pitt. "Let's have a 
look 

O 

round the back while we're here." 
They separated; two of them went one 

way, and two the other. 'fhey encircled 
the pavilion, but they saw nothing what­
ever to account for the amazing occurrence 
of a minute ago. Baffled, they were coin• 
pclled. to abandon the search. 

"One thing's certain-it couldn't have 
been human!'' said Eva11s. "Nothing 
human could have jumped like that!,., 

"But •it•was human-at least, human in 
form.," said Jack Grey }1oarsely. "Didn't 
you see the fi.gUN ? A sort of- rum~y­
lookin g man in a long gown?" 

"Not ~n ordinary g~wn," said Reggie 
Pitt. "It was more of a robe, ancl the 
headgear was suggestive of something. I 
can't quite place-- Yes, by Jove! I 
kno,v !" 

"What do you mean?" asked one of th~ 
others. 

." That figure was like an Egyptian 
priest-one of tho 11ricsts of ancient 
dnys," said Reggie. 

"You're right r' saicl Evans tensely. 
"l8n't he, you cl1aps? rrhat figure was 
like a priest of ancient Egypt. And all 
1·ed-horribly red." 

"It-it was a gl1ost !" said Jack Grey, 
l1is voice shrill. "'\Vhat's tl1e good of our 
standing here? It was a ghost, I tell 
you ! Didn't we hear that horrible laugh, 
and-and--" 

,: Here, go easy !" interrupted Pitt. 
"No need to get into· a panic, old son. 
Take it calmly." 

But the others were equa11y as scared 
.as Jack Grey; ancl Pitt himself was by no 
means steady. E\"ans and Grey started 
running back towards the school, and the 
other two quickly fallowed. Once run­
ning, they ran like ntad. Every now and 
again they turnecl their heads to look over 
. their shbuldPrs, half-expecting that sonic 
]1orror was chasing them. 

--
CHAPTER 4. 

The Remove is Dubious! 

" HALLO ! Where's the fire?" 
Handf orth asked that ques­

tion, and he asked it in a su!·­
prised tone. He liad just come 

.to the Ancient House doorway; to have a 
look at the weather. And he ,vas in time 
to see four figures racing past at top speed 
towards the West House. The four 
figures l1alted; then they changccl their 

course and clashed into the .Ancient Hou~ 
lobby. -

" 'rhis'll clo !,, ipanted Jack Grey breath­
lessly. "Oh., thank · goodness we're in ! 
Close that door, Handy, for goodness 
sake!" 

"Yes, close it-close it!" sobbed Evans. 
"And lock it!" 

Handforth stared at the four West 
House boys in amazement. In spite of 
their breathless condition., they were all 
looking pale and shaken. 'fhere was 
terror in their eyes. Reginald Pitt, usu­
ally so cool and collected, was palpably 
frightened. That run had made him lose 
some of his nerve. -

" All right., Handy; don't stare so 
much," said Pitt, pulling himself to­
gether. "Close the door., there's a good 
chap." 

"But-but what's the matter P" de­
manded Hanclforth. "What's happened? 
Have you seen a ghost?" 

"Yes," said Evans huskily. 
"Wha-a-a-at !" 
"We have-wc,ve Been a ghost!', sl1outca 

Goodwin shrilly. "Don't you believe us. 
you idiot? Shut that door! It-it mig11t 
come in ! " ~. 

"My only sainted aunt!" ejaculated 
Handforth. 

He closed the door after taking a brief 
glance out into the dark 'friangle. There 
was a footstep on the stairs, ancl "Nipper, 
the cl1eery ca11tain of the Remove, a.p­
:pcared. He halted half-w·ay do\\~n, look• 
ing at tl1e ,vest House jun~ors very hard. 

"I tl1ought you fello,vs had gone back 
to your own House long ago,'~ he said, 
coming down into the lobby. "You're all 
looking a bit \\yhite about the gills, I must 
say. What's the trouble?" 

"Nothing- much; they've seen a ghost, 
that's al1," grinned Handforth. 

'~You needn't scoff,,, said Jack Grey. 
"Pin scared, and I'm not ashamed to ad­
mit it! You'd have been_,, scared, too., if 
you'd seen that a,vful a:pparition !" 

Nipper., wit11 one keen glance, saw t11at 
the four juniors were badly shaken. This 
was no ordinary scare, for Nipper knew 
that lteggie Pitt, at least, was a fellow of 
sound cou1n1011sc11se and steady nerve. It 
,voul<l need something startling to rock 
him on l1is heels as obviously this affair 
had clone. 

"Better con1e into the Con1mon-room,'' 
suggested Nipper carelessly. "There's a 
uic-e fire th~re, it's warm, iplcuty of light, 
lots of c11aps there." . 

'fhey all ·went to the Con1mon-roo1n, 
Handforth bubbling with curiosity. A 
cl1cery fire was burning, and there was 
the appetising odour of roasting chest• 



7.'llE NELSU.l\' ,J~-~ LIUllAII L 1) 

nuts. A number of fellow$ wer: squatting 
round about the f~nder, chatting. 

"Good gad ! West Houso blightcrs !" 
ob8 ervecl Archie Glenthornc, adjusting his 
1110nocle and surveying the four juniors 
from the rival House ·with suspicion. 
"!\fake yourselYcs frightfully at home, old 
scrca1ns, but rcme1nber where you arc. 
And let me add that you a.re 0,1 t­
numbercd." 

"It's all right, Archie; we invited them 
in/' said Nip.per. "Thcy',·e seen a 
o-host." 
0 

"Odds shocks and staggerers! I mean ,, 
to say--

" Dry up, you fatheads!" roared Hand­
f orth, as a minor commotion a rose. "W c 
haYcn't heard anything yet. Of course, 
I don't believe this rot about a ghost, but 
they ruust have had a ,pretty nasty jar. 
Anyhow·, they W('re in a blue pai1ic when I 
spotted them legging it across the 
Triangle . ., 

ll<'ggie Pit~ laughed uncomfortably. 
"Y cs, I sup.pose we n1ade asses of our­

sC'lves," he admitted. "I'm not denying· 
what Handy says. We were in a 1panic, 
and I'm not proud of it." 

"Yes, but what did you see?" asked 
Nipper. 

'' ,v ell, first of all, as we were going 
back to our own House, we saw seven 
rummy-looking stars in the sky--', 

"R.at.s !" said Handforth. "There's not 
a star to be seen this evening !" 

"Not ordinary stars, Handy-blood-red 
stars !" · ~ 

"I say, cheese it!" 
"They just hov,ered for a n1oment, and 

then faded a,vay," continued Pitt soberly. 
"They seemed to be somewhere in the 
region of th-e playing fields, so we--" 

And he ;proceeded to give a full account 
of what 11ad happened. A de('p silence 
reigned whilst he told his story. And Pitt 
r{la lised 110w ridiculously absurd it 
sounded. Told like this, in cold black and 
"·hite, so to s.peak, ,it was just so much 
bunkum. 

"And you expect us to be licvc this f' 
asked Nipper politely. 

"Of course, I realise it sounds a bit 
thjck," confessed R-eggie. "Still--" 

"Thick?" repeated Nip,p('r, grinning. 
"No, my son, it doesn't sound thick. It 
sounds feebly thin. M'y poor child, what, 
exactly, is this? Vilhat do you take us 
for?" 

P~tt shook his head as many of the other 
A_nc1ent House juniors pr('ssc-d round in­
dignantly. He knew \\"hat they were 
thi~1kiug. He and the . other three 
" t· ,, · vie ims · were 'Yv est House boys; 

and thc.se 0UH1 r::; had jumped to the con­
clusion that the whole thing was an at­
tempted a.poof._ 

"You're wrong, Nipper," said Pitt. 
"I'm not trying to pull your leg. Honest 
Injun .. this thing happened cxact)y as I 
have clcsc ri bed." 

'"Oh !" said Nipper·, changing his tone. 
"Then it's not a jape?" 

"Of course it isn't !" 
"Honour br}ght ?'' demanded Handforth 

sternly. · 
"Honour bright r' insisted Reggie Pit.t. 
"Auel clo you other three chaps support 

Pitt's rumn1y yarn?" asked Nipper. 
"Every word of it," saiq Jack Grcj·, 

breathing hard. "I know it sounds mad. 
We thought we were being japed at first, 
but it couldn't have been anything· like 
that." 

"That ghost wasn't human," said 
Morgan Evans, with a shudder. "How 
could any hum;1n being jump clean over 
the :pavilion? Even if a fellow had 
springs in his heels, or anything fan­
tastic like that, he couldn't jump more 
than three or four feet into the air. But 
this thing simply soared, and then it 
Yanishcd !" 

There was a silence. If one of these 
West House juniors had told the story, it 
would have been discredited 011 the spot. 
But there \\'ere four of them-and they 
had all seen the same thing. They were 
so earnest, too, that their listeners were 
d<?e,ply impressed. Clearly, the adventure 
on Big Side had been something very 
much out of the common. 

"Well, I'm whacked !" adn1it~d N~ppcr! 
scratching his head. "If Teddy Long or 
Hubbard or any of that crowd had spun 
this yarn, we should have laughed. But 
you're different, Reggie-and so are 
thes-e other chaps. You're not the kind to 
be easily tricked. Y ct I can't see any con­
nection. I mean, s·even queer-looking stars 
:floating in the sky-you are sure thcrl' 
were seven ?-and then thia phantom 
figure in the queer robes and headgear." 

"That's right," said Pitt; nodding. 
'' The only connection I can think of if 
that the stars in the sky ,vcre intended 
to attract us to the playing fields--" 

"So that you could be rasily s.poofed," 
nodded Handforth. "Rats! You're not 
kidding me with this fatheaded yarn!" 

"But I tell you--~' 
"Oh, I'm not accusing you of fibbing," 

interrupted Haudforth. "You've been 
s.poofed, that's all. Boots and Christine: 
and some of those 1\lodern House chaps, 
perhaps-or Brewster & Co .. of the River 
House School." 
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"Could any of those fellows jump over 
our ;pavilion?" demanded Goodwin cx­
citeclly. 

"You must have imagined that bit," 
grunted Hanclforth. "It's-it's impos­
sible ! It's fantastic!" 

"We're not denying it, arc we? Of 
course it's fantastic," said Reggie Pitt, 
with a grunt. "So fantastic, in fact, that 
I'm beginning to wonder if we imagined 
it all. A ghost of an old monk-yes ! Such 
a. thing would be appropriate with a 
centuries-old monastery cfose at hand. 
But why an Egyptian priest? That's 
what I can't fathom!" 

"Well, well !" said a voice from the 
doorway. 

'fhey turned, and found Vivian TraYers 
standing on the thres110Jd. 

CHAPTER 5. 
The Ring of the Seven Stars! 

V IVIAN TR • .\. VERS, cool, immaculate, 
and self-possessed as ever, strol 1ed 
into the Com1non-t"oom. 

"Funny thing," lte commented. 
"You seem to be talking about something 
Egyptian, ancl I've just received a parcel 
from Egy1pt." 

"Is that what you ca11 a parcel?" asked 
Handforth, indicating the little package 
in Travers' hand. 

"I'd ahnost forgctten it," said Evans 
suddenly. "I say, Travers, do you mind 
if I have t11at Egyptian stamp off the 
label? I'm rather keen you know, and 

" --
" Dear old fell ow, you are perfectly wel­

come· to it," interrupted Travers genially. 
"Stamps, foreign, Colonial, or 11ome-pro­
duced, I regret to say, do not excite me 
in the least. But wl1at's all the stir 
about? Why is everybody looking as ap­
proximately near to a boiled owl ns it is 
,possible for lntman beings to get?" 

"You can can the wisecracks, Travers," 
gaid Adams, the American boy. "Th~sc 
West Hou~e guys have seen a gl1e>St !" 

"Why wasn't I there?" sigl1ed Travers. 
"Ever since I was a toddler of three, 
crawling blithely abou!i in my rompers, I 
have longed to see a gl1ost !" 

He turned 11is attention to t]1e regis-
tered package. _ 

"You fellows needn't mistake this 
bulky-er-parcel for a consignment of 
tuck," he went on coolly. "It ha.1lpens 
to be from my pater-and ;patera don't 
specialise in tuck, anyhow." 

"Is your 1pater in Egypt, tl1en ?" asked 
Handf orth unnece~sarily. 

Travers sighed again. 

"The dear old boy, I'm sorry to say, ]1as 
caught th-e exploring fever," he explained, 
with his usual .flip;pancy. "He's been 
working frightfully, frightfully l1ard in 
the City for a month or two, so now he 
feels he neclh; a year's solid rest. So he's 
gone to Egypt to potter about n1nongst 
the tombs of the dead but not forgotten 
Pharoahs. A cheery enough old lad, my 
pater, but inclined to be slig11tly morbid. 
'fom bs seem to fascinate him. I ,voultl 
add that my mate:r is away in the United 
States on a lecturing tour. She seems to 
think that the 1\.mericans like that sort 
of thing-. Personally, I'd rather be in­
volved 1n one cf New York's gangster 
wars than listen to one of my rnater··s 
lectures,'' concluded ·Travers unfeelingly. 

"You' re getting a way from the point, 
aren,t you?" asked Nip.per tartly. "You 
were S;peaking about your father." 

"Yes, he's in Egypt," grinned Travers 
blandly. "Delving about in th~ Temple 
of Osra., burrowing . into the tombs, and 
making the acquaintance of long-de~ascrl, 
but mummifi.ed ladies and gentlemen who 
liYed considerably earlier than the Year 
One. It woulcln't surprise me in the least 
to find that this rcg1st<?red package con­
tains the false teeth of Tut-.A.nk-.A.men 's 
thirty-ninth wife." . 

"Fathead !" said Handforth scornfully. 
"False teeth weren't invented in those 
days!" 

"Ha, ha, l1a !" 
Handforth couldn,t quite understand the 

laugh. Travers cut the string, broke the 
seals,. and nothing more· startling than 
an ointment tin was revealed. There was 
a crumpled letter, too. Before Travers 
read thiB, lie opened the ointment tin, 
iparted some cotton wool, and took out a 
quaint-looking ring. 

"For the love of Samson!" he ejacu­
lated. "This is rather good! We're 
going in for jewellery, dear old f eliows." 

He glanced at t11e letter, and grinned. 
'' Only a few lines from the pater," ]1e 

went on. "It seems t11at this ring is a 
relic of one, Raamses, a venerable johnny 
who used to be the High Priest of tho 
Temple of Osra. My pater didn't actu­
ally find it in the temple, but he bought 
it off one who knows; in other words, an 
Egyptian coolie, or whatever they call 
those people out there. Bought it for a 
mere song-which probably means any­
t]1ing from fifty to a hundred quid. }Iy 
pater's a bit lavish in that way. He l1as 
sent it to me ;ts a curio. By which I 
imagine that lie is after much bigger 
game." . 

The ring wa~ certainly interesting. Tl1e 
gold was dull, and it was richly engraved. 
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Standing in the Triangle was a strange­
looking boy with an owl perched upon 
bis shoulder. What was Ezra Quirke, the 

-
It was set with sevf'n tiny red stone8, 
which looked like rubies. The setting was 
in the form of a six-pointed star, and 

-there was a ruby at each point, ancl one 
in the centre. They Rparklcd with a blood­
red glow in the electric light. 

"I say !'] muttered Reggie Pitt sud­
d_cnly, his eyes fixed fascinatedly upon the 
ring. 

"\Vhat's the matter, Reggie?" asked 
Nipper sharply. 

"That ring," muttered Pitt. "Can·t 
you s<:'e? Seven stars ! Seven blood-reel 
stars !'' 

"Oh !" breathed Jack Grey, with a catch 
in his voice. · · 

The others sc-c1ned to realise the sig-
· nifirance; glances were exchanged, anti 
fnc-C's becam~ flusi.1cd. Vivian Travers, 
w_ho had only just ean1e back from Ban­
n1ngton, and who knew nothing about the 
astonishino- cvC'nts of the evC'nina, looked 

0 0 

round with exaggerated politeness. 

"Forg-ive mo ,if I am inquisit.ivc, dear 
old ~cllows, but may I inquire ,Yhy you're 
looking at my new chunk of pro.perty so 
't1~<'-crl_y? Is there anything the n1atter 
with 1t? Personally, I think it's rather 
11 r1 n clsome." 

mystic schoolboy, doing at St. Frank's ? 

Dick Goodwin forced h~ way througl1 
the crowd, and looked intently at tho 
ring. 

"Yes, ceveu stars !" he exclaimed. 
"This can't be a coincidence ! It's too­
too uncanny ! We saw seven red stars in 
the sky, ancl ,vc saw them not two minutes 
after this ring had com-c into the school !" 

".And that-that figure!" 1nuttercd 
Jack Grey. ".An Egyptian priest! 'l~he 
ghost of the High Priest of the Temple 
of Osra !" 

"Oh, crumbs !" said Evans shakily_. 
Travers began t.o lose his pati~nce. 
'' ,vha t is this?'' he asked. "Have you 

chaps gone clotty, or what?" 
"Listen !" said Reggie Pitt. '' I'n1 

going to t-ell you so?n,(thing, Tra vcrs. '' 
And Vivian Travers was told. He 

list-cned in astonishn1c11t at first, but by 
the time he had he'" rel the whole story he 
,vas grinning cheerfully. 

"And you think that there's some sort 
of connection bctwc-cn this prehi=?toric 
ring ancl the funny things you saw out in 
the dark?" he asked. "I'm fearfully 
sorry, dear old fellows, but I've only one 
con1m-ent to make. It's brief, and it is 
pointed. Bosh!" 

"It's all Ycry well to talk like thnt !" 
said Evans excitedly. "It's all very \\·cl I 
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to be so superior. Y cs, indeed ! But, 
look you, Tra vci:s, we not only saw the 
seven stars, but the Egy.ptian figure, too ! 
How could that have been a coincidence?" 

'· I can only say-more bosh !'' exclaimed 
Travers, shaking his head. 

But th-ere were many others in that 
Common-room who were beginning to look 
uneasy. 

CHAPTER 6. 
No Explanation! 

N IPPER, perhaps the most level­
]1eaded of them all, frowned and 
shook }1iR bend. 

"You can't dismiss 
Travers,'' he said quietly. 
some very strange featurC'S 
affair.'' 

it as bosl1, · 
"There are 
about this 

"All ahost stories sound strange until 
you h::'lr the explanation," replied 
Travers, ,vith 1patience. "For goodness 
sake, don't make a mystery about this 
rin(J' mv pater has sent me. It's so-so 
clotty ! ., How can there be anything mystic 
in it?" 

He looked at the ring in a troubled sort 
of' way. 

"All I can suaaest is that somebody has 
"o l " been spoofing these West House c 1a.ps, 

lie went on. ~' What other explanation can 
there be?'' 

"Just a minute,"' said Nipper. "You'll 
ad1nit that n11 this is 1·ather more than a 
coincidence?" 

".All whicl1 ?" 
"My dear cha,p, look at it/' said the 

junior captain. "These fellows see seven 
blood-reel stars in the sky; they go to Big 
Side, and they sec a rummy-looking a..p-
1>arition-a figure they recognise as an 
ancient Egyptian priest." 

"Well?', 
"And all the time this package of yours 

was waiting with the evening letters,'' 
continued Ni.pper. "The ;package con­
tains. a ring with seven rubies-seven 
stars ! And it was once the pro~rty of 
the Hi g11 Priest .of the Ten1ple of Osra ! 
Don't you see? The seven stars, l1ere in 
this ring, and out there in the sky ! The 
high priest, the one-time owner of this 
ring-and out there, on Big Side ! It's no 
good saying that it's a coincidence !" 

Travers seemed son1ewhat im,pressed. 
"H'm! I must admit it seems jolly 

queer," he grunted. "There docs seem a 
i!onncction, doesn't there?" 

"That's the ·point," saicl Nipper. "How 
can there be a connection? Not a soul in 
this school knew what that rcgistcrc~l 

packet containecl until you O!lencd it, just 
now, in front of us all. It was sealed­
just as it was sealed, in Egypt, before 
your fatl1er ,posted it. That's what makes 
this affair so extraordinary."-

Travers whistled. 
"By Samson ! I get you now !'' he said, 

deadly serious. "It couldn't have boon a 
jape, could it? Nobody knew about the 
Temple of Osra, or the seven-starred 
rina ,,, 

C, .... 

"If you had opened1 this packet ea1·1ier, 
and some of the fellows had seen it, ·we 
might have suspecfed a jape," continued 
NLppcr. "The chaps would have had the 
op.portunity oi faking something up." 

"Did you know anything about this 
earlier?" asked Pitt quickly. "I mean, 
did your father write to you some time 
ago, telling you that he was going to 
eend you the ring ?" 

"No,', replied Travers. "I didn't know 
a thing until I opened the packet in this 
1·oom." 

"Well, it's uncanny-that's all I can 
say!" declared Jack Grey hUBkily. "I've 
often heard that these relics from the 
Egy,r,tian tombs are cursed in some ·way 

"Hold on !" .-said Nip.per sl1arply. 
"Cursed, eh? Look here, Travers, come 
clean, as Adams woulcl say. Spill it !" 

"Spill what, dear old fellow?" 
"Don't stand there pretending to be 

mystified,'' growled Nipper. "You weren't 
at the school when that package ar­
rived, were you? .And I seem to remem­
ber that you have a pretty record as a 
practical joker. Always japing somebody 
or other, aren't you?" · 

Travers lookccl startled. 
"But, hang it . " he protested. 
"Easy enough for you to get that pack­

age at the :post office, open it, ancl then 
do it up again," continued Nipper. "So 
easy for you to send it to the school, so 
that it would arrive apparently in the or­
clinary ,vay ! Then the little game, and in 
you stroll, as innocent as a baby, and you 
O]lCn the ;package." 

""\Vell I'm J0 i<Y<Yercd ,,, said Rc<Yo-ie Pitt., 
' , 00 • bO 

disgusted. • • Yon-you tricky spoof er.!" 
A yell went up, and it grew louder. 
"Ha., 11a, 11a !" 
"You West Hous,c fatheads 11ave been 

nicely dished-eh?,' 
"But look here--1

' began Tra -vcrs. 
'' You can't kicl us any longer, my son," 

saicl Nipper. "All I can say is that it 
""as thoughtful of. you to choose thc~e 
West House chaps, 1nst-ead of some of your 
own ;pals." 
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"Don't you remember that other affair, 
eomo months ago?" demanded Handforth 
excitedly. "~ravers found a scarab., or 
something. And it was supp0&ed to be 
cursed. That was before K.K. went back 
to C~rlton.'' · 

"Of course!,, exclaimed Harry Gres­
ham. "Old Kirby Keeble ParkinO'ton had 
you on a piece of string th:t time., 
Travers. You thought you were cursed 
by the scarab, didn't you? And it was 
one of K.K.'s japes all the time 1" 

"Ha, ha., ha !" 
"You ought to have got your own back 

on K.K.-not on us !" said Reggie Pitt 
wrathfully. 

Vivian Travers was not amused. 
"There's just one difference, dear old 

fellows," he said quietly. "That other 
affair was admittedly a practical joke. 
This isn't." · 

"What!" 
"On my word of honour, I assure you 

that I never set eyes on that package until 
I came back to the school, a quarter of 
an hour ago," said Travers. "Those seals 
weren't broken until you saw me break 
them here., under your very eyes. I 
haven't 1played any jape, and I know no 
more about the whole business than you 
do." 

There was a co~lete silence. Nipper 
was looking gra vc now. 

"That's your word of honour, Travers pu 
he asked. 

"I've already said so," repl~ed Travers 
gruffly. -

" Sorry, old man," replied Nip.per. 
"You're not above telling a few fibs, I 
know, but I believe you now. And that 
makes this business more than ever un­
cannv." • He turned to the others, who were 
silent and startled. 

"Yes, uncanny," he repeated quietly. 
"Not a living soul in England knew what 
that packet contained-for it ,vas sealed 
and ,posted in Cairo, by Travers' father. 
Travers himself knew nothing. Yet, 
within :five minutes of the registered 
packet's arrival, these extraordinary mani­
festations occur. It's-it's-- Well, it's 
weird. There's ·absolutely no ex,planation 
-and no })Ossibility of an explanation!" 

Vivian Travers turned the ring over in 
11is fingers, and the red stones seemed to 
leer redly in tl1e electric light. 

"Somehow,'' he said, "I don't think I'm 
goin0r:r to like this rin(J' " 

o' 

. He. sl!ivered. It may have been 
1mag1n~tion, but it seemed to l1im that a 
cold brea.th, ns thouah from the tomb, en-
veloped him ! 

0 

CHAPTER 7. 
Enter-Ezra Quirke I 

"COMING O\"Cr., Browne?" asked 
~iggleswado of tho Sixth. , 

"In one moment, Brother B.," 
said William N ~poleon Browne, 

the lean, long-legged skipper of the Fifth. 
"I have merely ·to impress upon Brother 
~ynolds, here, that his ambition to figure 
lin the forward line is singularly fatuous. 
As a half-back, Brother Reynolds is fairly 
effi~icnt. But there can be no doubt.--1 

• 

"Well. h . 1" sa1·d n· 1 d ., c eer10 . 1gg eswa e 
amiably. 

He did not feel inclined to wait for 
B~owne. Browne was notor~ously long­
w1nded., and once he started a football 
argu~ent wi~h the Mod~rn Ho\We pre­
fect, 1t w·as hable to continue for at least 
an hour. And Biggy was in a hurry. 

"Alas! I regret to note this impatient 
strain in your character, Brother B.-," 
said Browne., with regret. " Since you 
are so pressini, I will accompany you­
for I realise now keenly you desire my 
company. I will continue my observa­
tions on football to-morrow, Brother 
Reynolds." 

" ~ es, if you get the chance ! ,, said Rey­
nolds. tartly. "As far as l'1n concerned., 
you can boil yourself !" 

"Come on JI' said Biggy hurriedly. 
He t~rew open the big door, · and 

Browne, fin~ing that Reynolds had passed 
out of the lobby, sighed deeply. He l1ad 
thought up an excellent retort, and now it 
would be wasted. 

"It is a pity that Brother Reynolds so 
fancies himself in the forward line," said 
Browne, as he and David Biggleswade 
passed down the Modern House steps. 

"Leave it to Fenton,", said Biggleswade 
complacently. "Fenton's the senior 
skipper, and he'll deal with the matter. If 
it comes to that, Reynolds can't play real 
footer in any iposition. He is too clumsy. 
Nine times out of ten he sits on the ball 
instead of passing it." 

"An entirelr selfish method of o_1layintT, 
since it depr1 ,es other players of the 
ball," said Browne, nodding. "Let 
Brother ~ynolds confine l1imself to his 
chemicals. In the lab., I believe, he i.s 
supreme in the art of ma.nuf acturing un .. 
savourv smells." 

"It's always a mystery to me why these 
lab. men fancy themselves at sports," re­
marked Biggleswade. "Now, there's 
Stanhope, of the West House. A good 
prefect, and, incidentally, the editor of 
the Senior School Magazine. A great man 
in his own line; he can write ipoetry that 
really does sound a bit like poetry. Yet 
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when he's left out of the eleven he kicks 
llp enough fuss-'' 

"One 1nomeut, Brotl1er Biggy/' inter­
rupted Browne softly. "There is nothing 
I hate worse than interrupting, but will 
you kindly inform me if you see what I 
see P" 

"E'h ?" said BiggleBwade. 
., Yonder/' said Browne, taking Biggy's 

arm. 
"Great Scott!" gasped Biggleswadc. 

'' What-what is it?" 
"Keen and unfailing as my eyesight 

usually is, I must conf ese that I am 
floored," said Drowne. "'\Ve appear to 
have a visitor, and, at a random guess., I 
imagine that he is slightly uncertain as 
to his 'bearings.,, 
· Biggleswadc took no notice; 11e was not 

in a mood for Browne's :11leasantries. The 
figure which moved uncertainly near the 

centre of the Triangle was sufficient to 
give anybody a. start. It could be seen 
distinctly in t11e flood of li~ht from the 
Ancient Honse doorway, wluch was wide 
open. 

The :figure was t11at of a boy of about 
fifteen or sixteen, but he was no ordinary­
looking boy. He was slim, and he wore 
a long black overcoat which made l1im 
look taller than 11c actually was. He 
was bareheaded, and his lank hair bad 
been so rudely "disturbed by the wind that 
it drifted over his head and over his face 
in matted, untidy masses. The face itscif 
was almost expressionlesi; pale to tho 
point of chalkineBS, mask--like, with flat 
eyes which stared unseeingly. 13ut, most 
remarkable of all, an owl sat upon his 
right shoulder., ite great eyes wide o,pen 
and staring. 
· "Great Scott!" mutte1·cd Biggleewadc. 
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- "It'6 human! Gave me quite a turn for 
the moment." 

"Even I experienced sundry spasn1s up 
and down the spinal column-and we 
Brownes are composed of stout stuff," 
nodded the Fifth Forni skipper. •' I 
rather fancy, Brother Biggy, that a few 
inquiries on our [lart would not be out of 
order." 

'rhcy a.pproach-cd the strange-looking 
visitor, and Biggleswadc suddenly started. 

·' ,vhy, hang it, I know this chap!" he 
()jaculated. "Don't you re1nembcr. him, 
Browne? He used· to be at St. :Prank's 
n t one time. Yon know his. namc-Birke, 
or· Dirke, or somet-hing." 

"Quirke," corrected Browne. 
"That's it-Quirke," said Bigo-lcswa.dl"'. 

"Ezra. Quirke, of cour~ ! Always was an 
uncanny fort of young blighter ! \Vhat 
the deuce is he doing her,e with a chick~n 
on his shoulder?" 

"It is just as well that owls nr<' not too 
fn1niliar with the Engli8h language, or 
Brother Quirk-0's bor,n co1npnnion n1io-ht 
l>e 1nortn lly offended," said Brow no. 

0

" I 
cannot in1agiue nny self-respC'ctinc,. owl 
lH~ing n1istakcn for a chicken anc.l

0

1yiu(Y 
down meekly under the insult." 

0 

They expected }~zra Quirke to n1akc 
some comment; but the st.range-l~okiug­
hoy did not even glance nt theni. H(l 
]1!l<l 1pa usccl, and he was ht1si tn ti 110' i.111-

certainly, as though he did not 
0

know 
,·:hich direction to take. 

,vithout doubt, he wns Ezra Quirke­
that strange, mysterious boy who had at 
one tilnc belonged to• the St. Frank's 
junior school. He was a mystic; a 
dabbler in the occult. He ]1ad always be­
!ievecl -in every kiucl of superstition, and, 
111 con&equeucc, the other fellows had more 
or less scorned him. Yet, at the san1c 
time, they had never ceased to feel that. 
lie was cndowPd with son1e dark and siu­
ist~r pow<'r. He gave 011,e that impression. 

'· A pleasant, if blust~ry evening, 
Brother Quirke," said Browne conversa­
tionally. "You have called, I presume, 
to have a little chat with the school 
ghost? I'm sorry to infor1n you that the 
o]d boy hasn't walked for some time, so 
you look like beina out of luck." 

"Chuck it, Brow°ne !" muttered Biggle..~­
wade. "I don't like the look of this kid." 

"In all truth, I must .agree that I sun 
uot very much in love with his looks 
mys(']f ," nodded Browne. "However, 
one's looks are one's n1isf ortune-or for­
tune, as the case might be. Take myself, 
for example·--" 
. '' We don't w·ant to talk about you,'' 
interrupted Biggleswacle. "But if that's 
Y~ur view, I'm sorry for you. You'll havo 
1n1::;fortune to your dying day ! Quirke, 

wLat's the matt~r? ,vhy arc you staring 
in front of vou like that? \Vhat are you 
do-ing here?.. \Vho1n do you wish to sec .. ?" 

But Ezra Quirke neither looked at th~ 
two seniors, nor heeded their words. Thi>V 
might haYe been non~xistcnt for all th'e 
notice he took of them. 

"I say, I don't like this !" w-en t on 
Biggy. "The young blighter seems to he 
in a kind of trance !" 

Browne took Quirke's arm, and a queer 
feeling c:une over him. That arm felt so 
rigid, so unlike an ordinary human a rm. 

"Come, Brother Quirke, confide in. me," 
1nurn1ured Bro,·n1c. "If you are not well ,, -

Browne pa-used. Quirke was lookina at 
him with expressionless eyes; the owl re• 
gnrded hin1 i1umovably with eyes that 
glpa1ned wickedly, their brightness inten­
sificc.l by the blackness of the night. 
Browne felt ~ queer sensation ;}la&i 
through hiin. Even his u::;ually ready 
flow of words failed him. 

"H-'1n ! I hardly kn:ow what to make of 
him, Brother Biggy," he saicl, staring­
hard into Quirke's face. "He doesn·t 
sec1n to be en ti rely all there." 

He passed a hand rapidly in front of 
Qnirke's face, but the eyes did not blink. 
'rhe strange boy seemed to be in a l1y·pno-
tiC' trance. · 

'"ComP, co1ne, Broth-er Quirke · · " 
began Browne, again. 

At that moment a squat, tubby figure 
dashed· out of the Ancient House. It was 
'fec.lc.ly Long, of the R-emove. Teddy had 
been stnncl ing in the· doorway· for a 
n1omcnt or two, and he had heard the 
nan1e. 

"What's thnt you said, Browne?-" he 
gasped excitedly. "Quirke? lly only 
saint.eel aunt! · It is Quirke! Ezra 
Quirke !" 

The busybody of the Remove was 
startled. IIe had just heard that aston­
ishing story in the junior Common-room. 
... i\.nd now, right on the top of that uncanny 
happening on Big Side, Ez_ra Quirke, tho 
mystery boy, hacl unexpectedly come to 
the school ! 

To Teddy Long it was a hint of impend .. 
ing evil! 

CHAPTER 8. 
.. 

Quirke is Queer I 

L IKE a whirlwind, Teddy Long burst 
into· the Common-room . 

'' Quirke's here !" he gas.pe:d. 
"Out in the Triangle, with BrownE 

antl Bigglcswade !'' 
The other R-emovitcs stared at him. 
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"\Vhat's that?'' ask<!d Nip.per sharply. 
'' \Vliat did you say, Long?" 

"'Quirke! You rcme1nbcr Ezra Quirke, 
don't you? He's here !" 

"Quirke !" went up a general roar. 
The boys were not likely to forget Ezra. 

Quirke. That remarkable boy's appear­
ance generally signalised something eerie 
and 111ysterious. _ On this occasion the 
eerily 1nysterious something had occurred 
flrior to Quirke's arrival. But it was im­
possible to disregard the significance of 
Quirke's ;presence at such a time. 

"There's something fishy about tl1is," 
said Nipper firn1ly. "'Ve all know what 
Quirke L;;-a dabbler in n1ysticis1n and 
the occult. The fellow see111s to believe in 
11ilnself, but we've found him out in his 
trickery more than once." 

But how could Quirke be guilty of 
trickery now?" asked Vivian Travers. 
"\Vhilc · agreeing with you that ho is 
~cveral kinds of a fraud, I don't quite sec 
how he could be mixed up iii this 
Egyptian business. Even Quirke, with alJ 
his n1ystcrious ,vays, couldn't ,possibly 
know that a registered package, contain­
ing a relic fro1n the Temple of Osra, had 
conic for me this evening.'' 

"That'0 true !'' said Handforth breath­
lessly. '' Quirke couldn't know anything, 
~oulcl he? Oh, rats ! ,vhy make a 
n1ystcry of it? It's just a coincidence, I 
expect." 

Bnt even tl1c stubborn and disbelieving 
11:uulf orth was impressed by the startling 
n!lturc of t]1e coincid-ence-if coincidence 
it really was. Ezra Quirke's dra1natic 
and unexpected arrival was extraordinary. 
He did not even live anywhere near St. 
Frank's; his home ,vns at Market Don­
ning, some n1iles beyond Bannington, 
where he lived quietly with an aunt cf 
his. 

"\Ve'd better go out ancl see him," said 
Nipper briskly. "Now, you chaps, for 
goodne6s Bake don't get excited and n1akc 
a row. No need for you all to come out. 
We'll soon get at the truth of this." 

'\Vhen he went out of the Con1mon-room 
he was accompanied by Travers, Hancl­
forth, Jimmy Potts, Gresham, De Valerie, 
and one or two others. The rest of the 
crow cl hung bel1iucl. The fellows weren't 
so keen on going out into the bitter black­
ness of ti1e wintry evening. 

There wac:3 a feeling of "queerness " in 
the air. Reggie Pitt and the other West 
House f~l]ows, who were also cager to see 
Quirke, were hoping against l1ope that 
there would be a si111plc and rcasonab1e 
explanation of the 1nystcry. Yet, for the 
life of· them, they could not see how 
Quirke could supp1y the solution. 

As it ha.ppened, it wasn't necessary for 
th-e juniors to go out, for Browne and 
Bigglcswadc had led Ezra Quirke into the 
warmth and light of the Ancient House 
lobby. Somebody had shut the door, and 
the whining and moaning of tho wind 
could only be heard faintly. 

"Ah, Brother Nip~r," said BrowneJ 
glancing up. "You haYe come oppor­
tunely. We have a visitor. Perhaps you 
will be able to get a word of s01ne sort out 
of him. It js said that a Browne never 
acknowledges failure, but I 1nust confess 
that Brother Quirke is doing his best to 
give a. fair imitation· of an Egyptian 
mummy." · 

"Egyptian !" yelled Handf orth. 
"What have I said?" asked Browne in 

astonishment. 
"lt'8 nothing-only anotl1er queer little 

coincidence," sait.l Nip.per quickly. "It's 
funny that you should talk of anything 
Egyptian, Browne.'' · 

,villiam Napoleon, for once, was non­
Jllusscd. 

Hut nobody was taking much notice 'Jf 
hirn. All eyes were directed towards Ezra 
Quirke. The boy ]ooked even more 
grotC'sque now, in the full electric light. 
His lank hair was dreadfully untidy; his 
mask-like face was set as in a, trance. He 
seemed to be absolutely unconscious of all 
that was happening around him. 

"Quirke!" said Nipper sharply, as h-3 
took Quirke's arm. "Hallo, Quirke ! 
Don't vou know n1e ?" •· 

Quirke took no notice. 
°Fooling, isn't i1e ?'' murmured Hand­

forth su~piciously. 
"I don't know; it's always difficult to 

tie1l," said Nipper. "He's one of the 
cleverest actors off the stage. W c know 
that, from past experience." 

If Quirke was acting now, he was cer­
tainly doing it well. 

"Pull yourself together, Quirke," said 
Nipper loudly. giving the boy's arm 
another brisk shake. "My only hat ! Ile 
scen1s to be all rigicl." · 

"I observed the same peculiarity," mur• 
murcd Browne, nodding. 

Nipper was beginning to feel uncomf ort­
a ble; there was something un.pleasant, un­
canny, about Ezra Quirke's trance-like ap­
pearance. The other fellows, standing 
well back, w-ere deeply impressed. 

"Somebody had better fetch Old 
Wilkey," muttered Church. "And Dr. 
Brett, too ! The cba,p's ill !" 

"Ho gives me the ctteps," said Tommy 
Watson, with a shiver. 

,v-ithout · doubt, Quirke's condition was 
alarming. He had al ways been a queer 
sort of fcl1ow; but 11ever had he act,ecl in 
this way before. 
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Quirke gazed at Travers' ring with 
fascinated horror. A wild scream left 
bis lips, an'd he collapsed to the floor 

In a limp heap. 

-C 

"I may be hard-hPart~d, but I can't 
quite swallow this," said Vivian Travers, 
·~tridin~ forward. "It's all very im.pres­
sive-atl very clever-but we know this 
man too well! Now then, Quirke, snap 
out of it ! For the Jove of Samson, you 
don't think that we're fooled, do you? 
,vhat's your gan1e ?" 

And now., for the first tiine, Ezra Quirke 
showed some signs of animation. His 
eyes, previously so lack-lustre, commenced 
to burn with a strange., intense fire. He 
turned then1 upon Travers., and his thin 
lips ipart€d. He took one or two deep., long 
breaths, and for .so1ne n1oments he see1ned 
to be la bouriug in agony-striving to 
bring hilnself back to the world of 
rea Ii ties. 

"It is near!" he whis.pered, in a voice 
so low that only those nearest to hin1 
~aught the words. "YCls, yes! I can feel 
it-I know it! Somewhere·-- But no, 
it is becon1ing too 1.1ague t" 

His hand 1novccl like that of anto1naton., 
ancl he passed it wearily over his eyes. 
Suddenly he secn1ed to have agell. Ile 
looked weary to the point of exhaustion. 

. "Let 1ne sl<'ep," he n1uttered. "I an1 
fired-so tired. Let n1e sleeJ) !" 

-. - . 00 ~-

CHAPTER 9. 

More Mystery! 

·-:•:·:-:.-.•:•· 

' " 
CJ 

y\ 

·EZRA. QUIRKE'S bc11aviour was 
different from what the juniors had 
been expecting. 

But his words caused them to pay 
more attention to his figure. They could 
see that his long overcoat was mud­
stained; his shoes were exceedingly 
muddy, too. Clearly, he had been trudg­
ing a bout for 6omc hours, and his route 
had taken him into sonic strange places. 
There were thorns sticking in his over­
coat, ancl many plucks and little tears 
·were showing. 

"I would nH~ntion.," said Browne, "that 
Brother Quirke is not quite complete. 
,vhen he first arrived he had._ a long-eared 
owl on his shoulder." t 

1
-

" Grca t Scott !" · 
"But the bird seemed disinclined to 

enter the lighted doorway, and when we 
brought Quirke in it flew off," continued 
Browne. "I'm wondering-" ! 

He ceased to wonder, for at that n1oment 
a shout went up from some of the juniors. 
They ~..vcre pointing. A long, 1noaning 
gust of wind hacl swept round the walls of 
the Ancient House. At the same sC'cond 
a v1s1on appeared at the narrow window;~ 1 . , ·' . _, -'.:. . ' " 



18 11 PIRATES OF THE AIR." A thrilling story of air raiders. 

,, great, ()"aunt bird, with wings out­
stretched, fluttcrin~ against the glass, ita 
eyes staring weirdly. It was Ezra 
Quirke's owl-out there, waiting for its 
master! 

Only for a second did it appear, then it 
flew off into tlle wind and blackness. 

Ni1>pcr, whose thoughts were steadier 
than mo8t of the other fellows', remem­
bcrecl Ezra Quirke's first arrival at St. 
Frank's; and there was a striking simi­
]ari ty between that event and this. Quirke 
l1ad first come on just such a night-and 
in Oetober, too. T11tre had been a gale, 
and Quirke had first been seen in the 
Triangle; his owi had been with him 
then, too. 

It was all very 11uzzling. 
The strange bov stood in the centre of 

the lobby, with Browne and Biggl~sw_a<le 
near at hand, and with crowds of Juniors 
prcssinO' round. He was in no way dis­
concert~d; in fact, he seemed to l1ave 110 

idea of what was happening. 
Ezra Quirk,e's face was more like a mask 

than any hun1an face the boys 11ad S(\en. 
It was utterly expressionless, and it had 
the pallor of dcatl1. The cheekbones were 
]1iuh, and the checks sunken in. His 

~ . 
clccpset ey,e:5 were black and mysterious . 

• 

His lips were thin, bloodless; his hauc1tc 
were long and tapering, with sinuo-µs 
fingers. .A.nd his voice, when he spoke, 
was soft and curiously silky-yet, at the 

-sam-a time, it was toneless. 
Those nearest to Quirko shi vcrcd now 

and again. The very a tn1ospherc round 
about him appeared to be chilly. It was 
as though 110 carried an icy draught with 
him wherever he went. · 

It was hardly sur,prising that th.e St. 
Frank's fellows thought of this boy as 
"Quirke, the Mystic." In the past he 
had proved himself to be very much of :1, 

trickster, yet, at the same time, he was 
undoubtedly· poS&eSSed of po"pcrs wl1ich 
were beyond tl1e ordinary understanding. 

"Take him out of l1crc !'' said one of 
the Removitcs uneasily. "He's-11c's not 
human!" 

"Steady, you nss !" said Nipper gruffly. 
"He's human an right. A.ncl cYcn no,v 
I'm not . satisfied. Quirke !" he added, 
raising bis voice. "Listen to me !" 

Ezra Quirke took no notice. 
"Lend a hnncl, Travers/' said Nipp()r. 

"We'Jl sl1akc J1im. And if he doesn't 
show any signs of life, we'll try a pin ! " 

".A sound sc11cme, brother," said 
Brown-e approving!y. "Go to it!" 
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Nipper was in no mood for half .. 
measures. He was con,~inced that Quirke 
was 1p1ay-acting-although nine-tenths of 
the other boys were equally convinced that 
Quirke was ,in a genuine trance. 

"Now!" said Ni_pper curtly. 
He and Travers grasped Quirke, and 

they shook him vigorously. Browne 
obhgingly reached across with a long, 
business-like pin. 

Whether it was the threat of what ,vas 
to come, or whethc~ there ,vas some other 
reason, remained obscure; but Ezra 
Quirke rapidly showed signs of returning 
animation. The pin was not needed. But 
it was not towarda NLpper he turned, b11t 
towards V,ivian Travers. 

'' I am near-very, very near," he said, 
in his soft, silky voice. 

"Quite near," agreed Travers. "I have 
here a pin-in fact, two pins--,, 

"Give him a chance, Travers," inter­
rupted Nip~r quiet1y. "Well,. Quirke, 
what about 1t ?" 

Quirke moved his strange eyes, and 
looked at Nip,per with an expression of 
sur,prise. But it was only his eyes which 
denoted l1is return to the normal. His 
face remained as mask-like as ever. 

"This is strange," he said, in a whisper. 
"I am at St. Frank's., .am I not?" 

"You ought to know.," said Nipper. 
"You walked here from Market Donnin~, 
judiing by the. ap.pearance of your shoe~. 
Ana you didn't come along the main road, 
either. You haven't been pushing your 
way through hedges by any chance-or 
walkino- over plouo-hed fields ?11 

"W o o ise words., 0.. Chief," murmured 
R.eggie Pitt, with quick understanding. 
"Let's see how he· answers that one !" 

Nipper's suspicions were being shared 
by som~ of. the others now. Was Quirke 
responsible for the "phenomenon" of. Bia 
Side, which had been witnessed by th~ 
West House boys ? 

"I do not know what you mean," said 
Quirke tonelessly. "Until this minute I 
did not even know that I was at 'St. 
Frank's. I have n vague recollection of 
leaving my home. Yes, it comes back to 
n1e now. I was reading by the fire. You 
. know where I live?" 

. "At ~Iarket Donning, in a comfortable 
little cottage," nodded Nipper. "I think 
your nunt--" 

•: She is, away for a few days," muttrred 
Quirke. ' I was alone, reading." 

'' S_ome light "pork of fiction, no doubt?" 
put 1n Browne politely. "' The Oracle of 
the Occult '? Or, possibly, ' 'I1he Hidden 
Secrets of tho Dead • P Somethin()' li(J'ht 
and trifling- of that nature, possibly P "

0 

Ezra Quirke took no notioo. 

"Yes, I was reading," lie went on 
monotonously. "An engrossing volume 
on the subject of Eayptoloay.'' · 

"Wh , o o at!' went up a general yell. 
Quirke seemed to wilt at the sound. 
" \Vha t have I said ? " he asked, in a 

frightened voice. "E'o-yptoloo-y is a areat 
· 0 0 0 

~nd wonderful study. I have been s,pencl-
1ng many weeks--" · 

"Never mind that," said Nipper. "Yon 
were reading in front of the fire., •in your 
cottage at Market Donning-and you ,vere 
reading a book_ on Egyptology. What 
then? What made you_ leave your fire­
side, and walk to St. Frank's?" 

Quirke passed a hand over his brow.· 
"I do not know," he replied, in a 

whisper. "I do not even re~ember leav­
ing my chair·-- But, yes ! There is a 
vague and dim impression that something 

But I cannot get it clear. It -is all 
so vague." 

He looked round helplessly. 
"Why am I here-at St. Frank's P" he 

asked. "I feel that there must be some 
reason-some explanation.'' 

'' Strangely enougl1, that's how we feet, 
too/' said Nipper shortly. "And we're 
waiting for tlie cx.planation, Quirke." 

"A power greater than myself took pos­
session of me," whispered Ezra Quirke. 
'' It was so strong, so compellina, that I 
couldn't resist it. There is s~methin{J' 
here-something at St. Frank's-·which 
brought me. And I am frightened. 
Already . .I can feol the horror of it upon 
me. Yes, there is somethin~ here !" He 
looked round with terror in nie eyes. 

'\rivian Travers d-elibcrately thrust his 
l1and into l1is pocket, and broua-ht out tho 
Ring of the Seven Stars. He held it 
forward. 

"Was it this that brought you here, 
Quirke?" he asked mockingly. 

The result was sensational. Trnvera 
had only acted on the spur of the moment 
-in a spirit of characteristic flippancy. 
At the most, he only expected Ezra Quirke 
to display an eager interest in the rino-. · 

But Quirke gazed upon it for a mo~ent 
with f ascina ~d horror; then a wild 
scream left his lLps, and he collapsed into 
a limp heap on the floor . 

CHAPTER 10. 
Handy Is Helpful! 

F OR a moment there was absoluto 
silence. Ezra Quirkc's drama tic 
colla-pse l1ad taken everybody by 
surprise. Then, in an instant, there 

was a rush forward. 
"Great Scott ! He's f aintcd !'! 
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'' Kee,p back., vou fatheads!" Ezra. Quirke could have known anything 
"Petch him some water !" about Travers' ring. ,vhy he should faint 
'' Give him air!,, at the sight of it, therefore, was puzzling. 
Y cll.i went u.p from the boys. ltost of One of the juniors had fetched a bowl 

thcn1 were excited; and they ,vere fright- of water, and a good deal of it ,vas 
encd, too. Quirke's shrill scream of fear splashed somewhat carelessly upon 
sti1l rang in their ears. Quirke's face. .A. quantity of it ran down 

Browne., BiggleBwacle, Nipper., Travers, his neck. More of it was forced between 
and Pitt were bending over Quirke, ancl his clenched teeth. Handforth wanted to 
they gently lifted him from the floor. try another cxpedtcnt, and he hacl already 
Biggleswacle was a prefect, and he sud- dispatched Church to Study D for an un­
denly remembered the fact. failing re1necly.- Breathlcs-3ly Church ar-

" Dry up, you kids!" he said sternly. 1·ived back with it-a bottle of Worcester­
" Not so much noise ! Make way, ~there !" shire sauce. 

"Better take him to my study," said "This is t.he stuff," said Handforth, !ls 
Nipper quickly. "It's as near as any- he shook the bottle, and .pulled out tl1e 
where." cork. "Better than all your water. A 

"I was thinking that Old WilkeJ--" swig of this, and he'll be as lively as a 
bcaan Biao-y. cricket !" . 

:, 00 

"Better not bother Mr. Wilkes,'' inter- Before anybody could stop him, he 
rupted Nipper. "In any case, he's out thrust the opened bottle into Quirke'c:1 
this evening." mouth and ti.ppecl it up. A quantity of 

Quirke, limp and inanimate, was carried the sauce found ite way down Quirke's 
along. At the last mon1ent it was decided throat; the rest of it followed the course 
to take him to the junior Common-room. of the wa.t~r down his neck--on the out­
'Therc was a big lounge there, on which he sides. 
could lie. The room was more airy, too. But Handforth was right; the effect was 

"Well, well," said Travers. "we~re almost instantaneous. Quirke gurgled, 
getting a lot of excitement tliis evening, gasped, and nearly choked. Worcester-
one way and another. Why in the name shire, taken neat, is exceedingly potent. 
of all that's mysterious did Quirke faint "Good man !" said Nipper approvingly. 
when lie caught sight of this old ring?" That sauce was even better than !pinch-

" Diel tie faint?" retorted Nip.per. ing""""Quirke's arm. For Quirke., by au 
Quirke was on the lounge, with Nipper effort of will, could easily pretend that 

bending over him. Nipper took a portion lie hadn't felt the pinch. But the heat 
of Quirke's flesh between his fingers-the ancl strength of the Worcestershire sauce 
flesh of the forearm-and be jpinched hard. caught him in the throat., and he simpiy 

' But there was not the slightest resp~nse. had to recover. 
"I say, chuck it," said Biggleswade "Oh! Oh!" he gasped, trying to sit 

sharply. "You') I hurt the poor kid." up. "What-what have you given me? 
"I meant to l1u1t him," replied Nipper. My throat is on fire! "I am poisoned!" 

"I'm not at all satisfied that he is really "Rot!" said Handforth. "It's only 
unconscious." ,vorcesters-liire sauce. My own invention, 

"Then you're dotty," said the :prefect. in fact," he added ~roudly. ·" The bottle 
" ... .c\.ny idiot could Bee that lie fainted." was getting a bit low, so I added some 

u Any idiot can be si1oof ed by a faked vinegar ancl three or four spoonfuls of 
faint," replied Nipper. "But I'm not 60 mustard and pep.per. Hot stuff, ell?" 
green." "My throat is burning," said Quirke re-

" If you mean me--" began Biggy sentfully. "Why do you play these 
indi~nantly. . tricks? -You're just the same as ever, 

"No offence," said Nipper. "But we Handforth. Please give me some wat-er." 
know Quirke better than you do, Biggy. He held l1is throat tenderly, but there 
He's as tricky as a cartload of monkeys. was no question of his recovery. 
H'm ! He seems to be in a faint all right. "You can leave him to us now, Biggy ," 
tl1ough. He didn't move a hair when I eaid Nip.per, glancing up at the ,prefect. 
ni:pped his arm." "You ancl Browne needn't stay here, un-

Secretly Nipper was glad that no Jesc; you like. We'll look after Quirke­
masters l1ad been brought into tl1is affair, and we'll see him safely off the premises, 
and he woulcl 11ave been better pleased too." 
,if Biggleswacle had not be-en there. Biggleswade ·was glad enough to gc~t 

Nipper's mind was working rapidly. away. 
Dee;ply suspicious as he was,; he was "The sooner 110 goes, the better," he 
nevertheless struck by the singular facts. said. "We don •t want l1im l1ere. If 
of the case. It was quite impossible that (Conti,aucd on page 24..). 
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H A VE you ever played a game of 
word-making? y OU know how to 
do it. You take a word 1 ikc 
"Constantino,ple," and th~ compc­

ti tion is to sec how many other words you 
can make fronL ,it. 

This afternoon I wrote the worde1 
"Editor's Chiu-wag " on top of a sheet of 
paper, and I ,vas ·wondering what to write 
ab0ut, when it suddenly occurred to me 
that I could make the ,vords "Dear 
Readers " from it-which would be very 
appropriate. 

Travers ,vas standing by. I mentioned 
it to him. The ass grinned. 

"You could make something even more 
appro.priate, dear old fellow," he said. 

'What's that?" I asked. 
He seized a pencil and wrote: 

"I write rot !" 
A lot of the silly chumps chortled, so t 

glared at the words and tried to make 
something else out of them. Then I had 
a fine idea. Underneath Travers' sen .. 
tence I put: 

"I write great words." 
"There," I said triuD1;pl1antly. "That's 

a true sentence, and all the words can 
be made out of • Editor's Chin-wag.' " 

"Let's havo another go," laughed 
Travers. And he promptly wrote under• 
Dl'ath my sentence: 

"What a change!" 
"You can•t

1 
make that out of those 

two ~·ords," I roared. 
" Fa then d ! Check it, and see." 
And I found out that he was right. 

After this, all the chaps beo-an to evolve 
words out of "Editor's Chin~·wao-,'' and it 
de,reloped into · a re(J'ular (J'am;. Each 

O 0 

(Continued at foot of next col.). 

T HEY give us 'Virgil to construe; 
Oh why, oh why, oh why? 

What good can beastly Latin do? 
It's all my giddy eye; 

If books of some sort we must S<'an, 
\Vhy can't the masters let a man 
C.On.strue the tale of Bloodstained Dan? 

Oh why, oh why, oh why 7 

,vhy did old V'irgil write ·such rot? 
Oh why, oh why, oh why? 

\Vhy did he think we, d like a Ioi 
Of stale mythology? 

,vhy didn't he con10 up to scratch 
And write about a football match? 
The n·hiskery old bandersnatch I 

Oh why, oh why, oh why? 

,vhy didn't Cccsar do him in? 
Oh why, oh why, oh why? 

\Vhat made the silly ass begin 
That footling history? 

\Vhat made him perpetrate tha~ crime? 
And why do I waste precious time 
In turning out this silly rhyme? 

Oh why, oh why, oh why? 
(Vivian Travers.) 

(Continued from previous col.) 

time a fellow thou~ht out some beastly 
sentence, he prompt1y made me a :present 
of it. I became so fed up that I re-­
trca ted to my study for safety. 

By George ! The game became quite a 
craze at St. Frank's for. a little while. 
The fellows were taking words liko 
"Handforth's Weekly," etc., and getting 
up little competitions to see who could 
make the most insulting sentence. Even 
that fathead Archie ins.tructcd Phip.pa to 
make up a f,ew select sentences to send me. -~-

Yours sadly-E. 0. H. 
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WEEKLY -SCIEN.CE 
TALK. 

By Professor Napoleon Browne. 

This week: ACTING. 

T HERE are so many different fol'ms 
of acting that it is rather diffi­
cult t-o mention them all in one 
small article. The most important 

are: Acting the K,iddy goat; acting the 
fool and acting hke a chump. Brother 
Hnndforth excels in all three. 

Befo1·e you start learning how to act 
you should ask yourself t.hree questions, 
i.e., "Is it necessary to act at all? Have 
I . the face and figure for acting ? Why 
did the chicken cross the road?,, If your 
answers - to these questions are satis­
factory, you then consider what typo 
of ncting. you desire to take up. 

There are two main classes. One type 
of actor strides on the stage and says: 
"To be, or not to be-that is the ques­
tion. \Vhether 'tis nobler in the mind 
to-to Oh, dear I I forget this bit! 
Why don't you prompt me, you ass? 
What? Oh, yes! Suffer the slings and 
arrows of-of- All right, Travers, 
you rotter! I saw you throwing pellets." 
This is the way the Remove Dramatic 
Society net "Hamlet.,, 

The other type of acting usually takes 
place on the sports field. The captain 
of a footer team sprains an ankle and 
has to go off. What does he do? He 
immediately turns one of his players into 

" Giving him the bird." 

an actor by making him .Acting Captain. 
The sn1ne thing applies to Acting Sub­
stitute in cricket. 

When a man can act sufficiently well 
to be appointed Acting Captain, he often 
usee his position to act tne giddy ~oat. 
In this case the spectators sometimes 
do a spot of acting themselves by p1·0-
curing an ancient duck or decayed 
chicken and flinging at his head. This 
is known as "giving .him the bird." 

It is necessary to be careful how you 
act. You must neYer look suspicious or 
watchful. People ha\"e often been 
a1Tested for ".Acting in a suspicious 
manner." 

If you are arrested in this fashion, don't 
act the fool by being polite to the 
magistrate. A man I KllOW did this 
once. He said : 

"Good morning, your worship. How 
are you?" 

And the n1agistra te replied : 
"Fine-five pounds!,, 

TRUTH IN ARITHMETIC. By Walter Church. 

O UR school arithmetic book needs 
to be brought up to date. '11he 
problems in it arc so hopelessly 
old-fashioned that fellows cannot 

possibly get the right answers. For in­
stance: If a man sells eggs at seven for 
fourpence-you don't need any more. 
The answer is plain. Either the man 
would be bankrupt or the hens ,vould 
go on strike. 

Here is what the man who wrote the 
book calls a simple problem: A brick­
layer carries sixteen bricks in his hod, 
and makes the return journey to a new 
building thirty-four times an hour. 1-Iow 
1nany bricks will he have carried in a 
day-working from eight ti11 six? 

He gives the answer as 5,440 bricks. 
\Ve1J, he might know son1ething about 
bricks, but he doesn't know a thing about 
bricklayers. The correct answer is, of 
course, about thirty bricks-(two having 
dropped off the hod on the way). 

Hel'e'R another: A street is seven 
tur1ongs in length. A nrn.n walks at the 
rate of four and a half miles an hour. lf 
he walks np and down this street for six 

hours, h01v far will he ,valk? The 
answer should be: As fnr as the nearest 
police station. Colney IIatch would also 
be c9rrect. 

A n1an owes l1is tailor two•thirds of 
the n1oney he possesses; he owes the 
butcher one-quarter of the remainder; 
he owes the newsagent one-sixth of the 
arnount he owes the first two; and he 
owes his grocer £1 13s., "'hich is ha1f 
the amount he would have Jef t after pay­
ing his debts. IIow much money has 
he? Answer: A jolly sight more than 
he ought to have. 

Here's another: What would you have 
if you multiply -A by 65½ by 2i T 
Answer: A bad headache. 

Let's have really up-to-date arithmetic 
problems, such ns the following: 

,vhat is the 1·esult of taking 1 motor-
bus, 1 taxi and 1 train. Answer: 
1-Iiking. 

Divide one horse into five, and each 
part into five. ,vhat proportion ,von1d 
the latter division bear to the whole? 
Answer: A mutton chop (as scrYed in 
tho dining-ha)]). 

NIPPER'S PU I 
ONE _or tw0_.

1
·. 

this wee · 
word is 
Jetter 'to 

away the first le 
be a bit of it ll'ft 
the second Jette:r. 
be a bit left. · lf 
take a,,.-ay t-he·,t 
still find it is l 
word? 

A word of fl\?e:· 
two letters to .it! 
shorter. '11 

How do you. 
VOLIX? 

Can you nrrl8 
words of these, 
form the nam~ 
the St. F1·ank's, 

I LEAV 
YAWN 
L.ATER 8 

Solution, 
1.-Habit. (A ~ 
2.-Short-shorte, 
3.-VOLIX is 

Nine.'' 
4.-De Valerie;: 

Albert GuJli 

ODDS 

D O you know 
contains · 
of the ~ 
of Londool 

owns nJl the gr~ 
hns an a<ldrc!--s oil 
it is: The Port of I 
North Quay, Soua 
East London. 

1 

* 
Y ot1 have oftel 

but have you e 
was so called? .. fi 

of society, many 
a custorn to giffi 
Pie Nie Supper&. 
various dishes 1\~~ 
and the guests:bnfi 
article they drewt.: 
a man dl'e,v a -pap~ 
on it, he had ta~bl 
him. A jolly p>~ 
ine:xpens~ve suPP8~ 

• ·J 
When you sew.1 

climbing plant, .l~ 
those curly little • 
around the pea-~ 

· twist round in a·~ 
tion. Neyer the 01 
reason iG t 1Hl t tll' 
1·ouncl its course. r 

\
, '1 •' ,rt'( 

J ' ··~ . 



J CORNER. 
~ . word puzzles 

1 
chaps. \Vhat 
It is a five­

~- If you take 
t there will still 
fyou take away 

~

. thc1·e will still 
carry on and 

etter, you will 
,vhat is tho 

l,s. If :you ad~ 
CJ\ will make 1 t 

, 1nce thi6 ,vord : 

the disconnected 
ee sentences to 
three f cllows ·in 
ove? 
~ER. 
,LEAD. 
:R BULL. 
Pu:.dc.~. 
-bit-it.) 

1unced "Volume 

Hanley ,v aJ<lo; 

) ENDS. 
: nn address that 
it all the points 
1ass ? The Port 
~uthority, ,vhich 

London docks, 
:hi~ kind. Herc 
lnclon .Authority~ 
iVest India Dock, 

* 
ecn on a picnic; 
·thought why it 
:ion g the people 
rs ago, there was 
vha t were called 
! 'l'he nan1es of 
'.-put into a hat, 
o · bring whatever 
~m the hat. If 
llVith '' Chicken " 
li,:a chicken. with 
-ay of giving an 
\ 

• 
l\'?eet-pea or any 
!: ~t its t~ndrils­
jngs which twine 
{. They always 
iast-to-west direc­
posito way. The 
r fallow the sun 

1 \Vilkes, :\I.A. 
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FATUOUS FABLES. 
By Aesop Minor (Jimmy Potts). 

No. 1: The Poor Man and the Cow. 

MANY years ago there dwelt in the 
fa~ country of Whereizzit, a poor 
1nan who begged his bread by 
the wayside. Every day stood 

be there, begging bread of them that 
passed by; but behold, ho received but 
little, for few of the passers-by had any 
bread with them. And he grew exceed­
ing hungry. 

So he planned '"·ithin himself to change 
his mode of living, and said unto him­
self: "Behold! There are many fools in 
the world, and though they will give no 
brend to a beggar, they will give good 
gold to ·a fortune-teller, seer or prophet. 
Lo, I will tell fortunes for money." 

And he sat, as before, by the wayside, 
inviting travellers to cross his palm with 
silver; but they did laugh and did jeer 
at him, and his hunger grew apace. 

There came by a rich farme1·, who saw 
the poor fortune-teller and, willing to 
content his soul with a joke, spoke thus 
to hiin: 

"Friend ! Thou prctendest to tell the 
fortunes of them that cross thy palm 
with silver. Now, I prithee, if thou 
canst tell how much money I have in 
the village bank I will give thee my 
finest brown cow. Is it a go?" 

" Atta boy ! " replied the prophet, 
which, being ~translated, means, "I ,vill 
do even as thou commandest me, my 

father.'' Then said the poor man: 
"Thou hast. no money ,vhatever in the 
village bank." · 

"Thou fool!" laughed the farn1er. "I 
have great riches in the vi1Jnge bank." 

"In sooth, thou hast not. The ·vi1lage 
bank was burned to ye ground last night. 
I saw it with my own eyes." 

Then fell the farmer to harsh words 
and many mutterings i but the poor ·man 
claimed the cow as his just reward, and 
the farmer was pe1·force to keep his 
worJ. 

And the poor man went straightway 
and bought a milkman's barrow, and set 
up in business as a milkman. And 
behold, he had a Jarge round, and it 
brought him in much profit. And cer­
tain neighbours came to him and said: 

"Oh, milkman, tell us how you, with 
one solitary cow, can manage to get 
enough milk to supp]y thy Jargo 
round." 1 

And the poor man laughed and said: 
"Oh, fools! Ls there not hqrd by a 

spring of the purest water? Y ca, verily, 
it is so. Go thy ways, and ask me no 
more." 

And the poor man pr06pered all his 
days. 

.ll ORA.L: ll" liatsoei-er tfiy lia1ul 
fincletl,, to do, t.lo it u·itli till tlty 111,igl,t. 

ANSWER TO A READER By The Editor. 

OSCAR KRXTSWZVTCH, of 
Jxcht, Poland, writes: "Is it 
true that you arc the champion 
goalkeeper of St. Frank's, or is 

it only swank?" 
Look here, :\Ir. - I mean, look 

here, Oscar, don't you give me any 
cheek. Of course I'm a good goalie. 
Ask any body who is the best junior 
goalkeepe1· in England. I daresay you'd 
be surprised if they said, "IIandforth." 
So should I. 

Let me tell you a Jitt]e story, Oscar. 
Son1e time ago a party of 

I said "Good-bye " to the lads, and 
was just wondering what the St. :Frank's 
Junior XI. would do about getting 
another goalkeeper who could save 
penalties like I could, when thc1·e was a 
terrific bang. 

I jumped. And then I saw a huge 
round object hurtling towards me. ]foi· 
the moment I forgot where I was. I 
thought I was keeping goal again. I 
saved the cannon-ball neatly, and took a· 
drop-kick at it. The iron ball hurt m~t 

St. Frank's fellows and i\Ioor ~ 
View girls wero captured by I I 
brigands. I was one of the . '/4 
party, and I ventured to 
check the chief brigand Ly ½J 

foot a bit; but it 
was all in a good 
cause, for the can• 
non-ball sailed into· 
the air, fell on the 
chief brigand, and 
knocked hin1 out for 
good. asking him if he 

was going to reap 
his whiskers at har­
vest tin1e. I was 
conden1ned t o b e 
shot, a n d t h e y 
brought out an ancient cannon. They 
loaded it ,vith gunpowder, and put a 
huge iron cannon-ball into its works. 

1 What about that 
for a s1nart bit of 
goalkeeping? 

(N.L.L. Eclitor 1
., 

note - A n cl t It c n 
Hanclfortli ll' o k e 
up.') 
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THE RIDDLE OF THE SEVEN STARS I 
(Continued froni page 20.) 

there's any n1ore funny business, you'd 
better report to the Housemaster. Come 

B 
,, 

on, ro,vue. 
The t,vo seniors went out together­

Browne rather reluctant. 
"Now, Quirke., we'll ,~ g_lad t~ have a_n 

cxrJianation from you, said N~ppcr., his 
yo1ce steady and relentless. "You needn't 
think that you fooled us just no,v. You 
pretended to faint." 

"That is not true," interrupted Quirke 
excitedly. "I did not pretend. I fainted 
-I fainted O'enuinely. I am ashamed to 
admit it b;t that-that terrible ring." 
Ho shuddered. "I tell you, I fainted ! It 
was the Worcestershire sauce which 
brought me to." 

Nipper shruao-ed. It was difficult to 
~ive the lie to 

0

Quirke's e~planation. For 
1t was, indeed, quite possible tha~ he had 
really fainted. That Worcestershire sauce 
was strong enough to bring anybody out 
of n faint. 

"Well, we won·t go into that/, said 
N~pper. .,\Yhat we want_ to know 1s-wh~ 
did yqu faint at the s1aht o_f Travers 
rinar You've never seen that ring before, 

0 ,, 

have you? 
"Ne,rer," replied Quirke, his old imm«;>­

bility rcturninCY'. "But I have read of ,1t 
-I have seen it described. Not that it 
was necessary. Th~ instant I set my eyes 
on that rinrr I knew why I had been 
brouo-ht to 

0

St. Frank's. For I did not 
come

0 

here of my own will.,, 
"But I don't see--" 
"I tell you I was impelled to come here 

by some power beyond my own will,,, 
went on Quirke tensely. "That ring ! It 
liad influenced me. The ring of Osra !" 

N~pper and Travers exchanged quick 
glances, and the other boys were equally 
surprised. 

" What do you know about Osra ? " 
asked Travers curiously. "We hayen't 
mentioned that name before-in your 
11earing.,, 

"I know that tl1is ring., with the seven 
ruby stars, was once the l{)roperty of the 
High Priest of the Tem:ple of Osra,n re­
plied Quirke. "It is. a ring of mysticism, 
of evil. You will scoff at me, you will 
think that I am mad, but I know! It 
was the hideous, evil influence of Uta t ring 
which brought me here against my will 
-which took me out into the wild and 
bitter night." 

"J'ust a minute," .said Nipper. "I think 
you've made a ·blunder there, friend 
Quirke. When you first went out to-ni~ht 
this ring was not even at St. Frank's ! '--· 

"By G~orge ! · That 'e true," said Hand .. 
forth excitedly. 

"You must have left your home hours 
aao," went on Nipper relentlessly, staring 
at Quirke. "And this ring did not arrive 
at St. Frank's until this evening by 
regi~terecl post. So what have you to say 
to that?" 

CHAPTER 11. 

The Warning r 

EZRA QUIRI{E did not flinch. 
"It is because the r:ng was not at 

St. Frank's ,vhcn I first started out 
fro1n l\lurket Donning that I nm 

here," ho replied quietly. "It was near to 
me some hours ago-nnd it~ nearness in­
fluenced me. I cannot explain ho\V. I do 
not know why. I can only hazard the guess 
that I am. unusually receptive. For many 
weeks I have been delving into the hidden 
mysteries of Ancient Egypt; I am soaked 
in the lore of the ancients. I ha vo been 
reading much of that De.a.th Ring, and I can 
assure you that I nm not t.alking without 
good reason. ~t.1he i-i rig possesses a dreadful 
power-a sinister, hideous power for evil. 
'l't> night I was sitting· by my fireside. Sud­
dE-i Jy I felt the nearness of this accursed 
rit1g·, and I was irresistibly dra,vn in its 
wake--" 
· "You don't kno\V what you're talking 
about,"' interrupted Nipper. "That ring 
wasn't near to you until you got to St. 
Frank's. 1-Io,v could it have been? That's 
the point I floored you with beforo, and you 
haven't answered it.,, 

"I was not floored, and I am not floored 
now," replied Quirke, with an intentness 
,vhich ,vas in1pressi ve. "I will confess that 
I "'as puzzled. But a solution of tho mvs• 
tery has occurred to me-and it can be the 
only possible so1ution. · I say that the Ring 
of Osra was nC'ar to mo earlier in the even­
ing; the ,·cry fact that I was compelled to 
lcavo n1y home proves thnt. And when you 
tell me that the packngo arrived by reiis­
tercd post, then I know tho truth. The ring 
U'a., near lo inc in th~ earl v evening." 

Nipper admired tho strango boy's coolness. 
Yot, for tho life of him, Nipper could not 
understand how he could produce any roason• 
able. explanation. · · 

"Go· on,,, said the Remove skipper. 
"Tho mail van passes my door,'' said 

Quirke quietly. 
.. Eh?" 
"I think you heard what I snid.,, 
"But what on earth- What do you 

mean, unyway ?" demanded Nipper. "Tho 
mail van passes your door? What has that 
to do with it?" 

~• You laugh at me, you scoff-but sooner 
or later you will change your tone," said 
Quirke tensely. "You do not belieYe. Yo!.t 
never did believe. But I kno,v. Whilst I 
was sitting reading before my fire, I heard 
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the hun1 of the n1ail van. Do you not under­
sta.nd? Perhaps you do not. But I am 
satisfied. I know why I went forth into tho 
night." 

"Tho f cllow's dotty 1" said Handforth 
with a snort. .. If it comes to that, ,vo'yo 
always said he was dotty. \Vhat tho dickens 
bns the mail van to do with it?" 

"I think I kno,v what Quirke me-ans," 
said Nipper. "Arc you trying to teJJ us, 
Quirke, that you ,\·cro influenced by that 
ring bccauso it happened to uc in the regis­
tered n1nil-bag insido that van?" · 

"What other explanation is there?" dc­
n1anded Quirke, fixing his strange eyes upon 
Nipper. "Did I not tell you that the ring 
was near to 111c? Y cs ! It wa::; in that van, 
ond the van passed close to n1y door !" 

"For the love of San1son !" ejaculated 
Tr.avers, hi~ jaw sagging. 

".And the inail van ,vas delayed, owing 
to a. f alien tree." put· in Reggie Pitt; "but 
that ,vns between Bannington and Bellton. 
Hang it, thero 1nust be something in 
Quirke's yarn, you chaps. Don't forget ,vhat 
happened out on Big Eide: \Vc've had no 
explanation of that mystery yet. And it 
that ring has some mysti~ power, it might 
ha,·e forced its influence upon Quirke. At 
least, we know that it ,vas in the 1uail ,·an 
-and we also know that the n1-ail van passes 
through ~Iarket Donning, past Quirkc's 
aunt's cottage." 

It was a fantastic enough theory., Jt 
sounded incredible, absurd. But if it was 
just an invention, what could tho true ex­
planation be? Ifow could Quirke have known 
of that ring; ,vhy had he come to St. 
Frank's? 

The strange boy rose to his f ect, and ho 
looked round steadily at the crowd. Every­
body ,vas silent. There was son1ething im-
pressh=-c in Quirke's bearing. . 

"You will think, perhaps, that I nm mad" 
he said quietly. "You will ask why the ri,;g 
has no effect upon you. But you arc dif­
ferent. I am possessed of strange powers­
occult powers. This ring, ,vhich to you is 
n.. mere curio, is to n1e a thing of living, 
vital n1cni0.cc. It pa~d my door, scaled and 
,vrapped,. and hidden awny in a maiil-bag. 
Yet its power can1e out to me and . forced 
me to " 

"To go out info the wild and wintry 
night?" suggested Nipper ironically. 

u You fool !" hissed Ezra Quirke, taking a 
step forward and fixing his burning eyes 
upon Nipper. "You sceptic ! You un­
believer !" 

"I'm nll of those," nodded Nipper coolly. 
., At lenst, the last two. I shouldn't advise 
you to call me a. fool a.gain, Quirke." 

"Do not rnistnkc me,u said E'zra Quirke. 
"I do not call you a fool in an offensive 
sense. You are foolish because you ref use 
to believe that ,vhich is in front of your 
Ycry eyes. 'l"hat ring, ,vhich affected mo so 
strangely, has caused tho dC'.ath of ma.ny 
1nen throu~hout the ages. It is accursed. 
~11ere,·er 1t goes it spreads a trail of de-

struction and 1nisery. I do not know why, 
but I liavc been sent here to warn you." 
He spun round upon Travers. "To warn 
you ! Do you understand ? I come, not be­
cause it is n1y wish to conic, but. because I 
ca_nnot help ~1yself. I an1 here as your 
f r1cn<!, to advise you, to warn you. I hopo 
to gaJn nothing-for there is nothing for ine 
to gain. But I tell you, with nil the solemn­
ness of which I an1 capable, that you arc in 
deadly danger.,, 

"'Sole1nnness ?" repented Vivian Tra,,ers. 
"\V ell, well ! Is there such a word, 
Quirke? Don't you mean 'solc1nnity '?" 

Ezra Quirkc's eyes blazed. 
, "You quibble at ,vords !" he said, his 
voice trembling. "You mock at me ! Ah, 
my friend, you do not know the dread 
horror of that vile thing you have in your 
pocket. A ring-a curio ! Y cs ! But it is 
the emblem of the High Priest of Osra ono 
of tho greatest sorcerers of Ancient Egypt ! 
~nd ,y-hcn ho died, his evil spirit entered 
into that ring of gold and ruby. Fantastic, 
you call it? I agree ,vith you-but it 
happens to be true. \Vher-avcr tho ring of 
Osra. goes, there also goes the phantom of 
the High Priest-spreading disaster-and 
sometimes death ! " 

So emphatic were Ezra Quirkc's ,vords that 
tho Ren1ovites wcro held silent and 1notion­
lcss. In spit~ of their common sense, in 
spite of their better judgn1cnt, it seemed to 
them that there was something about this 
story which rang uncannily true. Even 
Nipper was beginning to ,vaver. 

Were hi~ suspicions unjust? Was Ezra. 
Qui.rke a fraud., or had he conic here to give 
a timely ,varn1ng? 

CHAPTER 12. 

Travers' Decision. 

REGINALD PITT and the other three 
West House juniors ,vere struck by 
one fact. Ezra Quirke had just said 
that the ghost of the High Priest of 

Osra always accompanied tho rinfr. Nobody· 
had told Quirko of that apparition which 
had appeared on Big Side. 

Thrusting all disbelief from one's mind, 
it certainly did seem that tho ring of Osra 
was a thing of horror. For its arrival in the 
school had been signalled in exactly the wnv 
that Quirke spoke of. And how coul~l 
Quirke, by any concci vo.bl ~ stretch of the 
imagination, ha vc been rcsponsiblo for that 
ghostly manifestation? Admittedly he had 
been out in the night. at the time, but could 
Quirke, or nny other human being, jump 
twenty or thirty feet into the air, and vanish 
like a puff of smoke? 

Nipper's mind wns working- rapidly, too. 
There ,vas always the question of motive. 
What object could Quirke have in faking u. 
ghost? There · ,vns only one possibility­
that ho wanted the ring. It might be moro 
valuable than Mr. Travers supposed., and 
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Quirke was spinning this yarn in order 
!!)ake Travers get rid of the thing. 

to "Then you are µi.nd-you are utterly_ 
mad." 

"All this sounds very my~terious and sen­
sational, Quirke,'' said Nipper evenly. "But 
what do you propose? What do you think 
Tr~n·ers ought to do ,vith that ring?" 

"Destroy it," said Quirke instantly. 
"Wouldn't that be a pity 1" asked Nipper. 

"An ancient ring_ like that, with such a 
unique history l \Vouldn't you like to have 
it yourself, Quirke?" 

"I ? I poEZsess the accursed Ring of 
Osra?,, said Ezra Quirke with a shudder. 
"No, no l Never I I ,vould not so n1uch as 
touch it-for touching if means evil 1" 

"Then I'm in for a packet, apparently,'' 
said Tra vcrs c.oolly. _ , 

"Not only you, but everybody . in this 
school," said Quirke impressively.· "The in­
fluence of tho ring is not confined to one 
individual. Disaster foJlows everywhere it 
goes. 'I1he ring is ,·aluable, 7es. As an 
antique, it .is wo1·th hundreds o pounds. 1~ 
is o_f 6olid gold, and tho rubies are rare. 
But what is mere value compared with life? 
Destroy that ring, and you will for ever 
kill tho incnace it has carried with it 
throughout the ages." 

lie· took a step nearer to Travers, and his 
whole frame was quivering. 

. •• Destroy it!" he went on fiercely. "Do 
you hear me? Pound it to smithereens, 
throw it into the heart of the hottest fire ! 
Destroy it utterly and completely. Do that 
now and tho stark danger will be averted. 
Do npt let my visit to-St. Frank's be fruit­
less. Do as I tell you, Travers-destroy that 
object of menace." 

Nipper reconsidered his views. Quirke 
evidently didn't ,vant the ring, then. Ho 
,vould be content to see it thrown into tho 
fire and reduced to powder. In fact, it was 
more and n1ore apparent that Ezra. Quirko 
,vas in earnest-that ho was sincere. 

"Sorrs·, Quirke, but I'm not going to 
oblige you," said Travers steadily. "I'm 
probably ns big a-er-fool as Nipper, but 
I don't believe in all this scaremongering 
bunkurn." 

"You call it bunkum?" asked Quirke in 
a mazcmcnt. "I tell you t.hat tho Ring of 
Osra has cursed a ,vhole Egyptian dynasty 1 
I{ings were cast down and killed by its spell. 
Queens were destroyed. Not one man, but 
hundreds of men in the course of centuries 
have paid for their unbelief ! \Vherever 
that ring goes it spreads disaster and death. 
For the sake of the school, you must cast it 
forth. It is not merely your own dang_!?r, 
but the danger of all thoss· about you. For 
they will nil be involved." 

Travers shrugged his shoulders and shook 
hirnself. 

"Confound it, Quirke, you're making me 
feel creepy," he grumbled. "I've heard 
more than enough, dear old fellow. Dry 
up I I am not going to cast the ring forth, 
or burn it, either. lfy pater sent it· to mo 
as a curio, and I'm keeping it.'~ 

.. It's my privilege to bo mad if I ,vnnt 
to/' said '!'ravers coolly. "As for_ you, 
Quirke, you cau go and eat coke-and the 
p1ore you eat, the better I shall ljke it l"· 

"I am ,varning you ,~ 
"To the dickens with your warnings l" 

roared Trayers, . suddenly exasperated. "I 
tell ~·ou I don't take any notice of your 
idiotic hokum. And I'm not so sure a.bout 
that ghost that was seen on Big Sido, 
either." 

"Ghost?" said Quirko quickly. 
ghost?,, 

"\Vhat 

"Don't you know anything a.bout it?" 
asked Travers mockingly. 

.. flow should I know? Oh, hen ,·ens·! 
Has the Ph:intom of the High Priest 
already appeared?" o.sked Quirke in a low, 
n,ved voice. "What did I tell you? \Vhat 
of my warning?" he ,vent on, his voice rising 
shrilly. "And yot you do not heed! Yes, 
you ore indeed nu1d." 

"Don't you think you'd better take notice, 
TraYers ?" asked Reggie Pitt uncomfortably. 

"I think you'd better pull yourself to­
~ether, doar o]d fellow," retorted Travers. 
'Quirke hasn't _ scared mo an inch. l.\ly 

pater t:ent mo this ring, and I'm keeping it. 
I'll wri~ to him, if you like, n.nd ask his 
advice. But until I get the reply-nothing 
doiqg l Tho ring remains ,vith me." 

"And that is absolute_ly final?" asked Ezra 
Quirke. "You definitely decide to keep the 
ring?" 
. "I don't . know how rnany more times you 
want telling-but that's what I definitely 
decide," said Travers gruffly. 

Suddenly Quirke seemed to grow limp: 
· his shoulders drooped, tho lack-lustre dull• 
ness came into his eyes again. He looked 
like a. fellow who had spent a week without 
sleep. 

"I can do no more," he muttered hope­
lessly. "I ha ,·o tried--and I have failed.r, 

Ho sank back on to the lounge and covered 
his faco with his hands. When he looked up 
he was more composed.,. and he rose stc.adily 
to his feet. · 

"I shall go," he said dully. "I am not 
required here." 

He walked towards tho door, but ho 
.swayed onco or twice on the wny. Ha 
seemed utterly exhausted. 

"Come along, Quirke, we'll see you to 
the door,,, scdd Nipper. not unkindly. "Are 
you sure you'll be·. all right? Don•t you 
think you'd better rest for a whilo ?" 

"Rest? Under the same roof as that 
accursed ring?" said Quirke in a ,vhisper. 
.. No, no I I ,vant to get a,vay--as far a.way 
as possible l I am afraid-and I am afraid 
because I kno,v t You aro unafraid hccauso 
you do not believe ! " 

"But, my denr chap, you"ri) in no fit con­
dition to go out now," said Nipper. "You 
can't walk hoine to l\Iarket Donning.•~ 
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"There is a bus, is there not?" asked 
Quirke. "If you will be good enough to 
cscol't me as far as the bus-" 

.. That won't be necessary," intcrrupt.cd 
Jlan<lforth. "I'll take you honic, Quirke. 
I have a little car of my own, and I don't 
n1ind driving you back." 

He felt sorry for the strange boy; and it 
was like Handforth to offer to drive him 
hon1e. Little did Edward Os,vald dream of 
1 he extraordinary incidents that were to 
befaJl hi:n during th«Journey., 

CHAPTER 13. 

The FJgure in the Road l 

IT seemed to n1ost of the Rcniovitcs· that 
n1any hours had passed, for thcro- had 
been ~~ inuch tense excitement. Actu­
ally, the evening was con1parativcly 

youJJg. At least, Handforth would be 

With a hideous laugh, the awful 
apparition Jumped clean over 

Handforth's car. 

-----
- --

aLle to g,~t back from l\Iarkct Donning 
b?forc suppcr-tirue. It would n1ean n11ss1ng 
his pn'p., but that was rather an advantage. 

llc went straight to :\lr .. Aliugton Wilkes, 
the Housen1astcr. 

"There's a chap here named Quirke, sir," 
h? explained. •· Con1cs from .J\,I.arket Don-
11~1ng. ?e used to be in_ the school, and now 
I\'cs with an aunt of hts." 

" \VeJI ? " asked Old Wilkey; 
"\Veil, sir, Quirke has con1c over a littlo 

queer," said llandforth, seeing no reason 
~h~ he _shou)d go into close details. "Wo 

on t quite like to put him on the bus, and 
I thous-ht- \Veil, you sec, I've offered to 
take h!n1 b~ck home in my little oar. Do 
Yo_u 1n1nd, sir? I'm afraid I shall have to 
1llJss my prep., but I'll make that all right 
With n1y Form-master. I'll get back by 
supper-ti me all right.,, 

"You honestly assure me. Handforth, that 
this visitor is incapable of returning honie 
by the ordinary means?" 

"\V ell, hardly incapable, sir," 1·eplied 
Handforth. "But he's certainly very 
groggy, so I thought-" 

"All ri~ht, old n1an-go ahead," said l\lr. 
\Vilkcs kindly. "But bo back by supper­
tin1c." 

"Can I take Church and ~IcClurc, too?" 
"Have they done their prep. ? " 
u I'm afrai"d not, sir." 

"'rhcn I'm afraid not, too," said l\Ir. 
Wilkes. "You rnay go, H:andforth, because 
you are needed to drive tho car, but JOU 

1nustn't ta.kc anybody else with you." 
"~\.11 right, sir-thank you, sir." 
And Han.dforth went. Ile hadn't really 

expected that his two chums ,vould be given 
permission to go. \Vhen he had fetched his 
faithful l\I0rri'3 1Iinor round to the front; 
of tho Ancient House, ho found the door 
wido open and the lobby thronged with 
juniors. Ezra Quirke wa~ in tho 1nidst. of 
them. 

"It.'s all serene," sang out liandforth as 
he rang up tho steps. '' Old \Vilkcy's given 
mo permission-but I can't tako anybody 
except you, Quirke. Are you ready?" 

"I c.rn intensely grntcf~.il for your kind­
ness, I-Iandforth," said Ezra Quirke. "11y 
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only regret is that Travers should be so 
determined-,, 

"\Vo needn't go into that again," inter­
rupted 'fravcrs gently. ''Good-night, Quirke 1 
I hope you don't dream about this too much. 
If it will relieve you at all, I'll put the 
ring in tho Housemaster's care until I get 
a reply f ro1n my pater." 

Quirke !ookcd at hin1 in sorro,v. 
'' And do you think that will nullify the 

danger?" he asked. "You ,vill only bring 
disaster upon your Housemnstcr." 

"All right-I'll keep tho ring myself," 
said 'I'ta,·crs obligingly. 

"You will be sorry-very sorry," said 
Quirke quietly. · 

\\Tithout another ,vord, without glancing at 
any of the other boys, he ,via.lked out of the 
Ancient House and climbecr into Handforth's 
car. 

"Back before supper, you chaps," said 
Hnndforth, getting into the driving-seat. 

They drove off at once; and ,vith Quirke's 
departure ·tho boys in the lobby felt con• 
siderably . relieved. 

"He's a queer beggar-that chap, Quirke,'' 
said Nipper slowly. "I've often tried to get 
to the bottom of him, but I've never suc­
ceeded. He's o. mixture of fakery and 
sincere belief." 

"\\Tell, I'm snapping my fingers at his silly 
"'arnings," said Travers, taking out the ring 
and looking at it. "By Samson, though, this 
thing does look a Lit mysterious, doesn't it? 
But I don't forget that rotten scarab, and 
how K .. K. spoof cd mo. I fell for that p_ro­
perly, and I wns scared out of my ''"its. But 
I'm jiggered if I'm going to fall for this! 
Besides, I'm not t,he only one. This ring, 
nccording to our dear pal Quirke, is going .to 
bring disaster upon all and sundry under thia 
fair roof." 

Reg~ie Pitt grunted. 
"This is all very · fine, Tra,·crs-and you 

too,· Nipper," he t-aid. "But Quirke,s arrival 
has rather diverted things !rom the main 
issue. I'm jolly glad he's gone! '\\"'hat about 
those stars I saw floating in the sky-nnd 
that queer-looking Egyptian figure?" 

"Y cs, indeed," said Evans quickly. "\V c 
all saw it, Travers. You may laugh and 
sneer nt Quirke, but personally I believe· in 
him. And look you, you had better destroy 
that ring." 

"Quirke gn.,·o you some good advice," said 
Jack Grey. "Burn it, Travers.,, 

There ,vcre plenty of others of the same 
opinion.- The mysterious happenings of the 
night; Quil'ke's unexpected -appearance and 
his sinister "·nrnings had unnerved many of 
the "·ea.ker juniors. Indeed, only Nippel' 
and TraNers and a fe,v others remained un­
affected. 

"We'll let things stew for a. bit," said 
Travers calmly. "\Ye'll just see what 
happens, eh? It's been a pretty dull term 
so far, so perhaps things ,vill wake up. Let's 
hope (or the best."· 

• • • 
~f Pnnwhilc, the iiorris l\Jinor "'.as bowling 

quickly throup:h Bel}ton. Handforth was not 

particularly delighted with hi! companion. 
Ezra Quirke sat still and motionless . in the 
passenger scat. He had not uttered a word 
sinco the comn1ence1nent of the journey. 

"If you come back to St. Frank's again, 
my son, vou'd b~ttcr come in a more chce1·­
ful mood,"''' said Handforth ns they left BeU• 
ton behind. "\Vhenever you uppear you 
bring yard$ and yards of mystery witb you.'! 

Quirke remained &ilont. 
"Do you hear 1ne?" asked Handforth. 
"I hear you," said Quirke. ·· But you do 

not understand. u 
"\Vhat's your gnrae, Quirke?" demanded 

Handforth bluntly. "If you really belio,·o 
,vhat you think, then )·ou otight to be sho,·ed 
in Colney Iiatch ! I don't bcliev·e in ghosts, 
anyway, and when J'Oll tell me that a rotten 
old Egypt.ian ring is-" 

He broke off abruptly and gasped with 
alarm, for ,vithout the slightest warning his 
headlamps had failed. And the little car was 
bowJing along at a. good thirty-seven. 

Such a thing hnd never before hnppcned 
to Handf orth' s_ car.· and he was unprepared. 
It plun~ed on blindly into the utter blackness, 
and altnough he thrust both feet down, so 
that his clutch was released a.nd his brake 
applied, the car ::till careered on. 

In the san1e second n strange ;ipparitiou· 
appeared in the centre of the road, imn1edi­
atcly ahead of the car-the Egure of an 
Egyptian priest, glowing ruddily and eerily. 
There ,vas no tin1e for Handforth to swerve, 
no time for hin1 to stop. · ... 

But at the last dramatic ~econd a hideous 
laugh rang out upon the night air, echoing 
above the blust~ring of the "·ind, nnd the 
figure rose imm~diately in f rout of the car 
and leaped clean over the top of it! 

--
CHAPTER 14. 

Ezra Quirke remains! 

I N the same second Handforth's hendlights 
caine on a.gain. Yet he had not touched 
the switch. ,vith a grinding of brake~, 
tho car jerked to a standstill. Ezra 

Quirke was lying- l)ack in the pa~scnger-seat, 
motionless. He had fainted again. 

Handforth wns aln1ost too c·onf used to 
think. . 

The unaccountable failure of the lights, the 
apparition in the l'o.acl, the leap, the return 
of the lights again, Quirke's faint-all had 
happened in a swift, bewildering series of 
e,·ents. 

Handforth gave cnP- glance at Quirke, then 
opened the door ,an<l lc_apt out. 

Fron1 somewhere out of the darkness came 
a mocking, ghastly laugh. Handforth spun 
round. He thought he caught a glimpse of a 
faint glow; it appeared to leap ov0r the tele­
graph wires, some distance~ u.way. He rnn, 
but there was nothing. Neither did he hear 
the lnugh again. Perhaps it had been his 
imagination. 'fhc wind wag roaring and 
blustering, sighing through the tr('es, and 
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,,,Jiistiing_ and hununing amongst the tele-
graph wires. 

He turned b:1,ck, and s&w bis 1finor s~nd­
iug in the nuddlo of the road, the b~hts 
full on. There was not a. living soul in sight 
-not anothe1· indication of hu1nanity ._ 

It Etruck Handforth then, much as he 
desired to believe that Ezra Quirke was up to 
sonic trickery, that Ezra Quirke. coul~ not 
·have been a party to ~-his extraordinary 
adventure. Indeed, Quirke had fainted from 
the shock of it. Why had he fainted? Not 
because ho was ,veak-Ior Quirke was ,viry 
and sinuous. liandforth could only conclude 
that tho st-range boy had fainted fron1 terror, 
because he knew the deadly danger. 

Handforth "·alked back to the e:ar, his mind 
fairly buzzing. !Io had been sceptical of 
Reggie Pitt's story, but ho was not sceptical 
now. For he had !een that phantom figure, 
and he ,vas only just~ recovering from the 
shock. 

He was a firn1 di~bclicver in ~hosts. He 
laughed at thein; he scorned them·. Y ct, for 
the life of hin1, he could not r.eo ho,v that 
weird fignro could have been anything but 
a phantom presence. Nothing human could 
have got out of the way of the car in time, 
and certain]y ·nothing hu1nan could have leapt 
clean ove1· the top of it in that dramatic 
fashion. 

Then, again, ihe lights. 
How had t.he lights gone )nt? And how 

had they co1ne on again ? Quirke could not 
havo done it, for h~ "'ould have had to lean 
forward; and, in any case, Handforth ,vould 
have seen or f clt his hand at the switchboard. 
Quirke had been leaning back all the time, 
his hands on his lap. Handforth was· ready 
to swcnr that. Ezra. Quirke could not have 
interfered with tho lights. Y ct they had 
failed at the crucial n1oment-just when that 
phanton1 had appeared in tho r,entre of tho 
1·oad ! And as ~0011 as the appa1·ition had 
leapt, the lights had co1ne en again. 

It was all very startling. 
1-Iandforth, standing there, realised that he 

v:as very much J.1one. He hardly counted 
El'za Quirke. In fact, he would rather have 
been ,vithout Quirke's p1·escnce, for ho felt 
son1~how that Quirke had caused tho 
:.p1aterialis_ation," or ,vhatever it had been. 
... ~ot knowingly, but because of his occult 
powers. 

"Oh, rats!" n1uttcred Hanclf orth. "That's 
j~ good as adn1itting that Quirke is right in 
1h1~ potty opinions! And I don't believe any· 
t ing of the sort !'' 
b He wa1kcd back to tho car, :ind it was only 

Y a strong effort of will that he prevented 
hunself f roin looking backwards over his 
shoulder. ,, R 

_ouse up, you F' he said roughly. 
R Qu_irke ·was lying !notionless . in his seat. 

d
.affndforth shook h1n1, but 1t made no 
1 ercnce. 

eh:' Ht~l ! You •• ced some !llore ,vorcest.er­
] ire auce, by the look of it," growled tho 

leatoder of Study D. ",vha.t the dickeus am 
. do?.'! · 

He soon clooided. He couldn't very ,vell 
take Quirke home like this, and he 1·ealised 
that he was only two or three minutes' ride 
away from Dr. Brett's house, in Bellton. 
Detter take him to the doctor. 

He jun1ped int.o t.he car again nnd turned 
her about. His nerves ,vcrc in such a- con­
dition that ho haJf expected the li~hts to go 
off again, and that awful apparition to re­
appear. But nothing hapeened. He arrived 
at the doctor's, and Quirke remained the 
same. Hnndforth leapt out, ran up the short 
garden path, and hnmmercd on the door. 

Dr. Brett himself answered the summons. 
'rhc doctor ,vas a. clean-limbed., cheerf ul-Iook-
ing man, and quite- young. · 

" \Vhy, hallo, Hnndy ! " he said familiarly. 
"Anything wrong?'' 

"Jolly glad you're in, doctor," said Hand• 
forth, pulling at t-he doctor's nrm. "Chap in 
n1y car-fainted. \Ve've had a. rummy experi­
ence. 11ell you later. You'd better haYe a. 
look at him.,, 

'Tho doctor needed to hear no more at the 
n1omcnt. He acco!npanicd Handforth to tho 
car. Ho ,vas the school doctor, and he ,vas 
very ,vcll acquainted with nil the boys. 

"Hallo, hallo ! 'fhis look~ rather bad," 
he said us ho bent over tho limp figure of . 
Ezra Quirke. u H'm ! Had a ·iJasty shock, I 
should think. Looks like a bad faiut." 

"He's not spoofing, sir, is he?" mur­
mured llandforth. 

0 What earthly reason would he have Cor­
er-spoofing ? " said the doctor sharply. 
u Don't be absurd, Handforth ! Herc> you 
take his legs. We'll carry him indoors, and 
I'll get s01nething to pull him together." 

They carried him in, and he "'as laid en 
a sofa. Dr. Brett dabbed his face with cold 
,vatcr and forced a little brandy between 
his teeth. He felt his pulse, frowning. 

"Not too good," he 1nuttcred. "Yes, he's 
had o. pretty bad shock. \Vhnt happened, 
IIandy? I scern to know this boy, too. 
Queer-looking youngster." 

"Of course you kno,v him, doctor-he's 
Quirke." 

"By Jove, yes-Ezra Quirke," said tho 
doctor, looking at the patient with new 
interest. .. Good! He's showing son1e signs 
of coming round." 

Handforth briefly explained ,vhat hnd 
happened-and Dr. J a1nes Brett looked at 
him hard. _ 

"I think you'd better tell me another!" 
he said dryly at length. 

"Don't you believe me?" 
"I certainly do not," said the doctor. 

"What do you tako nte for? \Vhat's all 
this nonsense about an Egyptian priest. 
nppoorinff in the middlo of the road, your 
lights f aiting and-" 

"But it's true, doctor-it really hap­
pened !" insisted Hand forth. "That's what 
ga vo Quirke tho shock." 

It was some little t.ime before Dr. Brett 
credited the story-and even then ho ,vas in­
clined to believe that Ifandforth, influenced 
by what had previously happened at the 
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school, had allowed his imngination to run 
riot. 

Howc,·cr, further discussio~ was a Yoidcd 
by the partial rcco,·cry of Quirke. He carno 
to his senses iagain, but he was "'c.ak and 
slightly hysterical. Although the doctor 
questioned him, he could not say anythiug 
coherent. 

",vhat sha 11 WC do w i t.h hin1. doctor?" 
asked 1-Iandforth worriedly. "W c can't 
take him hon1c because his aunt is away, 
and he would bo left alone all night-and 
in his present condition thnt would be un­
wise." 

"You're right thC'rc, Ifandy," agreed tho 
doctor. "You'll ha,1'c to drive him back to 
St.· Frank's, and I'll como with you. The 
best thing "'e can do, I think, is to fix up 
a· room at the school for him to-night. In 
the n1orning, no doubt, ho' 11 be more fit." 

Thus it was that Ezra Quirke V\'ent back to 
St. Frank's. · 

CHAPTER 15. 

The H~nd on the Stairs! •' ff I(UJYI !" ·said Bernard Forrest con-
temptuously. "Balderdash and 

· poppycock." 
He ,w1s in Study A ,vith his h1t·o 

pals, Albert GulliYcr and George Bell. 
'l,hey were looking pretty scared, n·qich was 

not at all surprising. Gulliver an<l Bell 
,vcrc not rcnowne<l for their pluck. 

"It's nll very well to say that," growled 
Gulliver. "Only fools scoff at spirits and 
ghosts. ...l\nyhow. I don't think wo ought to 
go out to-night." 

"San1c here,'' said · Bell c.agerly. • 
ForrC;st regarded thc111 with scorn. 'l'hcy 

had all heard Iteggic Pitt's story; they had 
witnessed Ezra Quirkc's departure, and , 
events in the Ancicut House ,vcre now pro­
ceeding on n1orc or less normal lines. 

"~o ,vc're going to abandon nll our plans 
because those idiotic \Vest House cln1n1p~ 
sec a ghost?" asked Forrest sourly. "\Vel l, 
if that's what you think, you',·e got another 
guess con1ing ! " 

"But look here--" 
"I don't "'ant to hc.ar-. nny n1orc about it,·• 

interrupted Forrest. "\Ve fixed up with 
those River House ch!J.ps, and we~ re going 
to keep the appointment." 

"But-but it n1ca11s getting out after 
lights-out-and g-oing across Big .Side, too, 
on tho way to the to,,·ing-path.'' snid Gul­
liver in a frightened ,·oico. "And it was on 
Big Side that-'' 

"That Pitt a.nd those other fools sn w tho 
ghost, ch ?" sneered Forrest. "\V ell, I'm 
not afraid of ghosts ! And vou fellows nro 
coming with Ii1e--or I shall know the reason 
,vhy." 

"Why can~t :vou go alone?" askf'd Dell 
rcbcllioush·. "If vou' re so brv ,·e-" 

~ ., 

••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
_, (L. Tr. Jones, 43, Douglas At•enue 
TJ" cmbley, has been awarded a penl'1li"fe.) 

HARD PRESSED. 
Scotsman : " How much will you 

charge to press this pair . or trousers, 
please? '' 

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature ! If you 
know a good rib-tickler, send it along now. A hand­
some watch will be awarded each week to the sender 
of the best Joke ; pocket wallets and penknives are also 
offered as prizes. Address your jokes to "Smilers, '' 
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4. 

Tailor : " Two shillings, sir." 
Scotsman : " Well, here's a shilling. 

Just press one leg, and I '11 have my 
photograph taken side view." 

(A. JJ'ilson, 28, <ior,lon . Road, 
Clifto11, Bristol. l1as been att.•ar,led 
o pocket 1uallct.) 

A PROBLEM. 
REDUCING EXPENSES. 

Jtfr. Slrinnein ra.n up to liis frie,ad, 1.vaving 
a paper in lais l1and. 

'' Look I '' he Blaoutc,l ezcit.e,lly. '' Tlae 
price of petrol is going do1on." 

" lf-"cll," Ba,id Ids friend. " you 1,aven't 
a car.'' 

" No," replied Mr. Sldnncni, " btct I 
ha,.•c a petrol lighter." 

(S. Strevens, qt, Churchllelds, South Woodford, 
London, E.18, has been awarded a handsoma 
watch.) 

GENEROUS. 
Dear old lady (to ca.b driver) : " Hore you are, 

drivor, sixpenco for the fare, ono penny for 
yoursolf-and if you tako this jam jar to tho 
grocer, you can have the half-penny on t.hat, ,,...- ,, 
IIVO •. 

A kind old gent met a little boy "·ho was . 
cry1n,z. 

" \Vhy are you crying, my little man ? ~, he 
asked. 

"I don't know what to do," sobbed tho 
boy. " l\Iummy ·won't let me stand on my 
head, and daddy grumbles because I wear out 
my boots." 

( JV. 0. Copsey, 29, Amulas Gardens, Dagenh.am, 
ha11 been awarded a penknije.) 

HE DESERVED THE JOB. 
The employer was dealing with a long queue 

or boys who had appeared in response to his 
advertisement for an office boy. 

"-Well, my boy," he said to one, who looked 
a likely eandldate, " you've seen that long queue 
of boys outside waiting for tbis job. Is there anY 
particular reason why you should have the post 'l '~ 
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"I' cl go o.Jon~ like n, shot-and be glad 
io " snapped Forrest. "But .the Hon. 
A~tbrcy nnd his pa1s have, fixed up two or 
three u1.~1cs, an<l 1f ~ou don t turn up, eve~y­
thin~ will be upside down. So you re 
coining ,vith me. u . 

Bernard Forrest wn~ firm. A "spree " 
had been arranged with the Ifon. Aubrey de 
J[ere Wellborne and his pals of the River 
House School, for sonic days. There was 
to be smoking, card-playing for money-of 
course-and even a bottle of alleged cham­
pagne. It ,vas somcbody•s birthday and 
\Vellborne & Co. ,vcre celebrating. • 

"Listen 1" said Bell suddenly. "Isn't that 
the sound of Handforth's Minor agnin? He's 
bock jolly soon l" 

"\Vho cares?" yawn~d Forrest. 
But he ,vent out with the others, and all 

1.hrco of them ,vere surprised to see Ezra 
Quirke come into the .. t\ncient House ,vith 
Handfort.h and Dr. Brett. Nipper a.nd 
Church nnd McClure nnd o. number of other 
feJlows gathered round, too. 

"No good asking questions now, you 
chaps," said Handforth briskly. •• Quirke's 
in n. bad ,vay-had o. shock. W c shnll hnve 
to put him up for tho nirht.,, 

Qu irlce looked round listlessly. 
" I nn1 ~orry,,, he muttered. "I know I 

am not wonted here." . 
Then suddenly the dull lisht ·went out of 

his eyes, to be superseded by one of f car. 
"The ring!" he ,vhispcred. "Good 

.. Yes, sir," was the bright reply. " I'm the 
only boy who's brought his dinner." 

( G. Pitt, 54, Lynholme, Road, A,a/leld, 
Liverpool, l1a.s been awarded a pocliet 
tcallef.) · . 

JOHNNY WON. 
llother: "Good gracious, Johnny, you look 

liko a nigger ! ,, 
Johnny : " Yes, ma ; Willie and I had a 

contest to see wbo could put their head farthest 
up· the chimney, and I won." 

(1V. Gordon, Bea.ch House, 56c, Cambridge 
Road, Sow.th port, has been awarded a penknife.) 

QUITE SAPE. 

I 
Porter ( of small local railway) : .. Our railway 

s the safest In the world." 
Visitor : " Really ? " 
Porter : " A colllslon is Im­

-possible." 
Visitor : .. Are you sure ? " 
Porter: "Yes, we have only 

one train." 
(R. D. Copplesfone, 1,1, 

Rafe Sb•ect, (,'hicrcl& Road, 
P O ,. t s ni o u t la , hflB been 
uiu,u•de<l a pocl1ct u:allet.) 

FORGETTING HIMSELF. 
Barber (about to pnrt cns­

lomer's hair) : '' Centre sir ? ,, 
· Customer (a. cricket e~thi1si. 

n~t, nbsent-mindedly) : " No, 
gunme middle and leg." 

heavens J I had forgotten! I cannot, stay 
here, nndcr this roof 1 Let me get out !" 

"Steady, you young ass," said the doctor 
sharply. "You'll 1Stay ,vhcre I tell you to 
stay. Come along with me." 
. He took Quirke to Mr. Wilkes' study, o.nd 

H.andforth nccon1panicd them. 
"So he came over queer again, did he?" 

asked Old Wilkey,· after ho had heard a. 
brief recitation of the events. .. Of course, 
doctor; I'll sec to it that a. bed is 111.nde up 
for the boy at once. He can have t.110 

little room on tho second floor, o.t the end 
of the passage." 

l\fr. Wilkes did not inquire too deeply into 
~he story of the "ghost." Indeed. he took 
1 t for granted thn t it "'n!J just an cxag­
ger a ted yarn. As far as ?.fr. Wilkes could 
see, Quirke had been visiting the school and 
had suddenly come over il I. He did not 
want to make a mystery out of a trifle. 

So, ·when bed-time came, tho fellows knew 
that Ezrn. Quirke was somc,vhero in tho 
House. He had gone straight up to his room 
some time earlier, and by 110,v was probabiy 
fast .asleep. 

In one of the dormitories, \ 1 ivian Travers 
undrc~cd cheerily. Sir James Potts ond 
the young Viscount Bellton-who ,vcro hi~ 
distinguished study n1atcs, and ·who shared 
the dormitory wit-h hin1-wcre not particu­
larly in1pres~ed. 

"Guess it won't do, Travers.,'' said 

(E. Broomfk'ld, 37, Frankland Road, South 
Ching.Jard, London. E.4. haa Lbeen awarded a 
penknife.) 

VERY HELPFUL. 
"ltly boy," said the gentleman. "Can you 

tell me where No. 30 In this street Is? " 
"Sure, guv'nor," replied the youngster. 

" You'll ftnd it next door to No. 29." 
(E. 0 'Moore, 60, Falcon G,-ove, Batte~sea, 

London, S .W .11, has been au,arded a pocl,ct 
tcallet.) 

HAD ITS USES. 
Irritable person : " \V11at's the use of your 

time.table if the trains never keep time ? ,, 
Porter : " \Voll, how would you l<no,v they 

were late, if it wasn't for the time-table ? ,, 
(J. Stone, J,Jount Pleasant, Great Billin9ton, 

Leighton Buzzard, liaa been au-arded a penknife.) 

HEARD IN THE PARK. 
The park-keeper, who was 

about to close the gates, found 
a tramp sleeping on one or the 
seats. 

" HI, you ! " he exclaimed, 
shaking the man's shoulder. 
" I'm going to close the 
gates." 

" All right," murmured tho 
tramp, "don't slam them, 
there·s a good fellow." 

(R. l'a1·,lis, 142, Ilig11 
SfJ•cef, Depf/01•d, 1,as beet• 
awa,•ded a pocl,et tcallet.) 
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Viscount Bellton-otherwise 0 ekeeta." ~'~ou 
can't pull that line on 111.t' 

"Pull what- Jine_l"· asked TraTera 
innocently. 

"Yoii're not kidding us, old man," said 
Jimmy Potts. "You're not half so cheery 
ns you pretend to be. n.at ring is .worry­
ing you, isn't it T"• 

Travers laughed ruefully. 
" \V ell, in a way, I believe it ·is," he ad­

mitted. "It all seems so idiotic,. but­
but- Well, I hardly know how to :put it. 
Do you chaps think that there's onyth1ng in 
Quirke'a f antastio yarn? I mean, do you 
believe that this ring j_s-welJ, cursed, or 
so met.bing ? " 

He took tho ring out of his pocket, and 
the small red stones Etleamed evilly in the 
glow of the electric light. Skeets and Sir 
Jimmy exchanged dismayed glances. 

"I thought you'd left that rotten thing 
down in the study,'' said Ji~my.. ~' Xou 
told us you were going to.,, 

"On seconds thoughts, I decided I'd bring 
it up."· 

"Han~ it, we're not supersitious, but why 
sleep with the beastly thing in the bed­
room?" asked Potts. "Nobody will pinch 
it. You can Jock it in the bureau, can•~ 
you·?•~ 

Travers suddt>nly shiveroo. 
"Somehow, you know, I don't like the 

look of it," he said uneasily. "I :wish ~y 
pa t.cr hadn't sent ,it.•~ 

He felt thnt he was acting foolishly, 
especially as he had scoffed o.t the other 
juniors for their fears; and his two chums, 
in spite of their earlier statement that the:, 
\\·ere not superstitious, bad now proved that 
they actually were. 

'' Perhaps I'd better take it aown,•~ said 
Travers shortly. 

Ho sJipped on his tiressing-gown and 
went out. He wondered if it was his imag• 
ination, or,_ if he really heard a sudden 
ghostly patter of footsteps. But the cor­
ridor · was empty. The wind was beating 
furiously against tho ,vindow at the end. 

"Oh, rats l" he muttered. 
He hurried to the stairs, and found th.at 

tho lobby below was in tot.al darkness. Only 
for a second did he hesitate, then he com­
rnenced walking down. Suddenly, some­
thing out of the darkness clutched at one 
of his onkles-yet ho knew perfectly well 
that th\) stairs were empty. Sufficient light 
was coming from tho corridor behind him to 
show that no presence, huµ1an or ghostly, 
,vns there. 

The next moment the clutch 1:eemed to 
tighten, he lost his balance, and he crashed 
headlong down the stnirs from top to bottom. 
Bruised and battered nnd dazed lie lay there, 
nnd he had made snch a commotion that 
doors were opening all along the corridor, 
and fellows were running out. Somebody 
switched on the lights. . 

"Great Scott l Who's that?'.! weni up a 
yeU~ 

Nipper and Hand!orth and one or two 
others ran downstairs. They helped 1ravera 
to his feet. · · . 

"Wl1at happened!" asked Nipper sharply. 
"I-I don't know " mutt-ered Travers. "I 

was coming downstairs. and :tuddenly some­
thing gripped· my nnkle and tripped me. I 
came an awful cropper l'! 

He was badly shaken, but fortunately ho 
had broken no bones. He went upstairs and 
examined them. '!"'here was nothing to , 
account for the mystery. He thought hard. 
He knew that his 1mag1nation had not played 
tricks . with him. Something 1,.ad gripped 
his ankle. 

Travers put the ring into the study lock­
ing it in the bureau, und then he felt better. 
But the incident caused him to readjust his 
views. That talk about t.he ring's being 
cursed-Quirke'a warnings of danger and 
disaster-perhaps they were not such non­
sense, after all I 

Sleep did not come readily to many of the 
Removites after that disturbing incident. 
They were uneasy. It may have been the 
wildnes., of the night, but as they Jay in bed, 
unable to sleep, they felt that a grim menace 
was hovering o,·er the school. 

CHAPTER 16. 

A Fright for Forrest & Ct I 

T HREE of the Removites kept awake 
longer than the others. 

Dy eleven o'clock l'!early every light 
in ihe school had been extinguished, 

and the juniors had at last dropped off to 
sleep. But Forrest and Gulliver and Bell 
crept out as the hour was 6triking. Gulliver 
and Bell were not at all keen on the adven• 
ture, but Forrest, who was made of sterner 
stuff, insisted. 

Even Forrest, however, was l'ather sorry 
that the apJ?,ointment had to be ~pt. The 
night was wilder than ever i:s he and his pals 
slipped off across the playing fields towards 
the towing path. This was a short cut to the 
River House School. It was pitchy black; 
the wind was buffeting vigorously, and it had 
an icy, bitter sting in it. 

However, the cads saw nothing whatever 
to scare them. They arrived safely enough 
at the River House School, where they were 
secretly admitted bv the young rascals who 
were _giving the forbidden spree. 

Nothing happened at St. Frank's until 
nearly two o'clock. 

Then a ff uttering, greyish-white t,hing 
hovered uncertainly over the roof of the West 
House for a moment or two. It sank down, 
dropping across \Vest Square, and finn lly_ 
settled upon the window-sill of a room on the 
second floor of the Ancient House. A moment 
later the window ,\·as opened. The creature 
hopped in, to perch upon the shoulder of 
Ezra Quirke. 

"You are not afraid to fly in the darkness 
of the night, my beanty," muttered Quirke, 
!' .You have brought the message, eh?"-
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Quirke seemed to have recovered com­
plete]y. He ,vas fnUy dressed, too; evidently 
he had been a,vaiting ihe coming of the owl. 

He took fron1 the bird's legs a tiny roll of 
paper, JVhich had been securely fastened. He 
unrolled it, and read it by the light of a 
6n1all electric torch. His peculiar eyes ,verc 
glowing. 

"We go out no,v, my friend," he whispered, 
fondling his strange pet. "Let us hope thnt 
the spirit of the High Priest of Osra. is not 
nb1·oad. But no! I a1n a believer, and there­
fore I am safe. It is only those ,vho express 
cont.empt who nrc in peril." 

Like a shado,v he passed downstairs; ,vith­
out making tho slightest sound he reached the 
ground floor, and got ont through one of the 
smaller ,vindows. Still with the owl perched 
on his shoulder. he climbed c.ver the school 
wall and ran down the Jane; at the stile 
which led into Bcllton ,v ood, he halted. A 
shadowy figure ,vas ,Yniting there. 

"Quirke?" it said, in a voice so lo,v as to 
be almost inaudible. 

For answer, Ezra Quirke flashed on his 
electric torch. The light rev~a.led a hideous 
face-a face which ,vas twisted so groteEquely 
that the mouth "·as all askew, and there ,vas 
an ug-ly scar running 1.1.cross the right chl'ek. 
The face ,vaa bro,vn and wrinkled, and a lock 
of Jank hair peeped out from beneath the 
n1isshapen hat. · 

"Put out that light, you young fool '." 
snarled the voice. 

Quirke put it out. The figure of the man 
was evidently as rni3-sbnpcn r.s his face and 
hat. One shoulder was higher th~ the other, 
and he was bent. 

:',Ve are on dangcrohs ground, Zcnns," 
~aid Ezra Quirke in a ]ow, toncl0ss voice. 
:' Already the ~pirit of the Iligh Priest of 

Nothing struck Travers ; 
he did not trip-yet he 
suddenly staggered and 
crashed head-ftrst Into 

the goal-post J 
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Osra hns 1nanif e~ted itself. ,v e dabble with 
death!" 

The ~Ian ,vith the Twisted Face grunt.ed. 
"It is ,vcH that you are back in the school,•~ 

he snid. "You ,Yill be there to-mon·o,v." 
"I shall be there to-n1orrow," repeated 

Quirke. . 
"Then listen, boy," said Zenas. "Listen 

carefully." 
They talked for some little time, and Ezra 

Quirke snid Yery little. It was the man who 
did most of tbe sp<?aking. 

"You 1.1nderstand ? " ho said at length. 
"I understand," replied Quirke. "You n1a.y 

rely upon me, Zenas. But do not forget thnt 
every minute is fraught ,vith peril. The Ring 
of the Seven Stars is at the ~cl1ool. Tho 
spirit of evil is abroad." -AS two-thirty wns boon1ing out f ron1 the 

old clock tower. three figures crept 
silently into the ,vest SquarC'. Forrest 
& Co. were 1·cturning from their spree. 

They had had a good time, and they ,vcro 
fec1ing comfortably tired. 'f o their great 
satisfaction, they had not met with any 
1nystcrious adventure~, either on the way to 
the River House or nn their way ho1ne. 

Forrest hnd already opened the window and 
was half-wav through when a strange thing 
happened. ·o,•er!1cad, in the pitch darkness 
of the sky above "\Vc~t Square, a sn1all clump 
of red stars suddenly appeared. They glowed 
and twinkled eerily. The stars ~prend out 
slightly, fonning a cirdc of ~ix, with one ~t:1r 

.• 
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in the ccntre-almo$t- exactly tltc sa_mo as 
the rubies ,Ycre set in Travers' ring. 

"Look!'' gasped Bell abruptly. '"Oh!". 
Gulliver took one look and screamed ,nldly. 

His nen·es had been on edge for sorne tin1e, 
and tho sight of those stars hovering in the 
skv after the story ho had heard in the 
Co~n1on-roo1n during the evening, proved 
too 1nuch for hin1. 

"You fool-vou ma<ln1an !" 5-narlccl Forrest. 
~, You'll han~ t"ho whole school about our ears 
-and that'll n10an the sack!" 

But the frightened boy serean1ed again, and 
the ~ound rose f-hrilly on the night air. )Jany 
fellows were av.-akc1H~d, but fortunately they 
were only juniorf.. Tho prefects slept on tho 
:>ther side of the bnilding, and there "·ere 
:10 n1asters' bed-rooms near by. 

Son1clio,v Forrest Jrngged his two con1-
panions through the open window, and he 
stared out again. The sky was pitchy black. 
Thero \\'as no sign of the stars. They had 
vnnished as 1nysteriously as they had come. 

"You fools! Yon blundering, hopclc~s 
nv1niacs !" grated Forrest. •· If we're collared, 
and if we're put on the carpet for this, 
l'll--" 

The door hnrst cpen, tnd Nipper nnd 
TraYers and Handforlh and one or two other 
Hemo,·ites burst iu. 

"\\"hat's happening?" asked Nipper 
shnrply. 

"For goodness' sake keep your Yoi~es 
down!" urged Forrest. '' Is there anybody 
else awake-any prefects or masters?" 

"I'm rather ~orr_y there isn't!" snapped 
Nipper. "Then you would ha \'e been caught 
t·ed-handcd, ch? Been out on a spree, I sup­
pose? \Veil, we all have our own ideas of 
pleasure. Still, I don't sec any rea~on why 
you should come back to the school scream• 
ing-" 

"It "~asn't me," interrupted Forrest. "It 
"'as these fools! They saw ~omcthing in tho 
sky-sc,·cn red stars." 

'' \\
7hat !" "·cnt up a general ,_'.xclamntion. 

"I ~rnv them, too," ~icl Forrest unea~ily. 
"I'll ndmit I was a bit scared, bnt I didn't 
screan1. I can't understand it. I don't know 
how· the thing happened." 

"The seven stars again!" Eaid Vivian 
Travers, in a low voice. "At half-past two 
in the morning! ])car old f0llows, I don't 
mind confc::sing that this \\TCtched business is 
getting on my ner,·es." 

They ,vent upstairs, Forrest & Co . .fort.u. 
nate not to have been bowled out. As thcv 
reached the upper passage, a figure, nttirccl 
only in pyjamas, came down fron1 the stairs 
which led to the second floor. It was n wild­
looking figure, "~ith untidy hair and a mask­
like face. Ezra Quirke ! 

"The stars-the stars I" he said feverishly. 
"Did yoi1 see them? I heard voices, nnd I 

-O<'l me--,, 
"Oh, you saw them, too, did vou ?" asked 

Nipper sharply. .. 
" I . was asleep, but something nwa kcncd 

me_;_a scream, I believe," muttered Quirke. 
"I ·went to tlio window, and there in tho 
sky-" 

"Y{'s, \vc know," said Travers. 
"Destro~.- tho accursed ring," ttl'gcd 

Quirke, gripping his arm nnd clutching so 
tightly that Tra ,·~rs winced. "Do you under­
stand? It is your only hope ! Once again 
the curse ~as rnanifestC'ct itself! You n1nst 
destroy that ring, so that the power of tho 
evil spirit wil! be for eyer crushed." 

An obstinate ~trnin in Travers caused hirn 
to shake Quirke· s hn nd f rec. 

"Go back to bed," he said. "I'm not 
going to destroy that ring. Do you under­
stand? It is a present from my father­
nnd until I hear fro1n my father I shall keep 
it here.,, 

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY! 

Ezr,n Qi.tirkc backed a,vnr, shuddering. 
"1£ you only knew," he whispered, his 

qucet· eyes fixed upon Tra-:.~ers. "You fool 
-you fool t If you only knc,v ! " 

CHAPTER 17. 

A n1y of Disaster! 

N IPPER Jook{'d ot his tean1 chccrfullv. 
"Don't forget, Illy sons, that ,ve'ro 

,vcll iat tho top of the League t-ablc, ,, 
he said. "This ga1nc ought to bo 

easy picking for us. We're playing nt homo, 
o.nd thtl Granunar School 1s onlv half-wiav 
up tho t,ablo. \Ve ought to w·hack them 
htrnqsomely." 

0:,, . • 
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"Nothing e.asier," said Handforth. "I'll Jack Orey. But both of then1 were still 
do my bit in goal, anyhow. You chaps had thinking of their queer adventure of the 
better do some scoring." . evening before. Somehow, they could not 

h 
. . ""'rid their n1ind~ of it 

'f cy were on Little Side. 'Ihe afternoon Tho stor h ... d b · k f l 
~·as blustery-although the ,vind had lost . Y . a. ecn. spo en ° . so muc 1 

:01ne of its previous ferocity There w.c.i:.c that nearly eve_rybody in the Junior School 
· louds overhead but now and· again the sun ~as half-expecting _blood-red star~ to appear 
cpccped out. it 'was a typical October o.fter- in the s~y, , even lll broad daylight. And 

· f ball Ezra. Quirke s very presence cast a. sort of 
noon-an ideal . af ter~oon for oot. • blight over ever bod H h d that ff t 
a~thoug __ h the ,vind might prove a httlo Y ct they could Jot "!;y w!n tell him ~o C:o: 
t1 oublesomc. for he "~as quite inoffensive. 

It oannot ho said that tho St. Fra~k's _ There was every reason to suppose that 
players ,vero in ~he best of f cttle _for an 11!1· the game ,vould be an easy one. Only last 
port.ant match. fhey were too disturbed 10 ,veck, mainly ,Jwing to Handforth's bril­

liant goalkeeping, the Saints had beat Bar­
cliffe Echool by three goals to nil. And that 
was away from home. 

" THE CURSE OF OSRA !'' 
By E. S. BROOKS. 

" Destroy that ring or you will meet with 
disaster I " 

Thus Ezra Quirke-and his ominous words 
are borne out with startling aceuraey. 
Disaster after_ disaster, nearly ending In 
tragedy, befalls Vivian Travers. Sinister 
events happen at St. Frank's. Mystery 
piles upon mystery. 

What Is the significance of Travers' 
seven-starred ring ? 

Next week's dramatic complete yarn grips 
from the first chapter. Don't miss reading_ 
lt, chums. 

'' Outlawed ! '' 
By DAVID GOODWIN. 

More rousing chapters of popular David 
Goodwin's magniftcent old-time adventure 
serial. 

"Handforth's Weekly." 

"Our Jloond Table Talk." 
....... ~..--. ... ORDER IN ADVANCE! 

mind-and it re~uires a free, untroubled 
;111ind for the playing of first-<:lass football. 

There had been endless discussions during 
the n1oming, at every available oppor­
tunity. Ezra Quirke ,va.s still at the school, 
aa he had expressed a wish to witness the 
football match-but ho ,vould be leaving 
before darkness. 

"No!'' he ood said. "Never will I re­
main here during the black hours of dark­
!)ess again. Not whilst the Ring of Osra 
1s at St. Frank's ! Tho risks aro too 
terrible." ~-

Vi vinn Travers had· reported fit, and he 
was in the forward line. He "·as slightly 
bruised from his fall down.stairs, but he 
Jnadc light of his hurt-s. 

ltcggie Pitt ,vas playing, too-nnd so was 

To.day's ga1no against Bannington 
Gramma1· Schoo) "·as nt home, and the 
Grammarians were not, very dangerous. At 
least, they weren't on paper. 

But ,vhcn the ga1ne commenced the Saint~ 
received a shock. It ,vas rea]]y Handforth's 
fault. \Vithin a n1inutc of the st.art, he hap­
pened to note that Ezra Quirke was standing 
comparatively near to the goal, and ho did 
not quite like it. Quirkp. got on his nerves. 

"I say," he complained to s01nc ether Re­
movites who _,vere ncnr by, "can't you take 
tJ1at walking mu1nmy somewhere else?" 

"W c'rc not supposed to look after bim," 
said one of the juniors. 

"\V eli, he worries n1e," growled Hand­
forth, glaring at Quirke. "Of course, I 
don't care twopence whether he· stops there 
or not, but every tin1e I look at hin1-" 

''You'd better look .at the game, Hnudy," 
yelled somebody. "\Vhoa l Look out!" 

Handforth ~pun round, startled. He had 
not expected to find work for him just yet. 
He was a. shade too late. One of the Gran1-
marian forwards, running through un­
expectedly, sla1nmed in the leather with ter­
rific force. It eluded Handforth's out­
stretched fingers, an<l thudded into the back 
of the net. 

"Goal !" 
"That ,vas your f nult, Quirke !u roared 

1-Iandforth unreasonably as he collected the 
~1.ll. u Clear off ! " 

Ezra. Quirke did not seem off ended. 
"I do not blan1e you, Hnndforth, for 

thinking that I am to bla1ne," he said 
quietly. "But it is tho curse of Osra which 
is upon this school-and upon this game ! 
You do not he<:d my warnin~s. But one day 
you will realise that l O.Dl 1·1ght." . 

Ile ,valked off ,vithout another word, and 
1-Iandforth glared .at Church and McClure. 

"Did you hear that, you chaps?" he said 
to his backs. "The curse of Osra is on the 
gnme I That's lively for us, isn,t it?', 

'' Ne\9cr mind tho curse of Osrn/' grunted 
Church. "You loQk afte1· your giddy goal!" 

Tho other players-a. good f e,v of them·, 
at least-had heard Ezrn. Quirke's ,vords, 
nnd they ,vcrc not feeling any the ea.sicr in 

(Continued on page 37.} 
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One of tl1e biggest locos in the British Empire, 
this great engine hauls the famous Tta11s­
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THE RIDDLE OF THE SEVEN STARS !J 1 
(Continued jrom pa{Je 35.) 

n1ind bccauso of thcn1. The curse of Osra I 
It ,vas very unsettling. · · · 

The Saints did not realise it until then, 

Travers. "Vvc're rattled because the game's 
going against us." . 

"It's something n1ore than that," said Jaek 
Grey, ,vith .conviction. . u\Vhate, .. er . ,ve do, 
,vo can't win. I don't ·believe we can even 
score."· 

but their nerves ,vere on edge; and nerves, CH A PT ER 
on the footer field, are fat.al. They played . . 18. 
raggedly. They played ,vith a total lack The .Wor~tng of the Curse! 
of_ their usual sparkle. R~ggio Pitt, on tho DURING the brief · half-time interval, 
wing, ,vas a. shado,y of lus _real self. As a the players collected together, ,vith 
cons~quencc, t!ie Gramn1ariaus, who ,vcre · gloomy faces. Vivian Travers, 
fighting for points, swamped the ho~e tea_m. usually so cheery, ,\·as the gloomiest 

It ,v~s one of thoso ga1ncs, too, 1n ,v luch of them all. 
cverythin~ went ,vrong-f?r S~. ~rank's. ",v ell, my sons, ,ve look like suffering our 
Passes failed to reach their ob1ect1ve-the first defeat of the ·season," ~aid· Nipper. 
!Jall_ ge~eraUy ,vent to the _feet ?f oppon~nt_s. "The second," gro,vlcd Handforth. "Bell-
The S~unts could do nothing right. \V1tlun ton Rovers whacked us in Scpte!llber. ,,. 
fiye 1111nutcs a second goal ,v":s scorcd-~nd "That was an a,vay game," said Nipper. 
at the end of the fourteenth nunute, a thn-d. "I mean .our first defeat at home. '\'\l' e've 

Three goals down-and the whole ga1ne had victories e,;cry time until now. ,vhat's 
going to pieces I the n1atter with us?" 

1-Iandforth ,vas frantic; the first Gram• "W c could play· a lot better if that blighter 
n1aria11 goal had been 1nore or less of an Quirke wasn't· wandering about," said Hand­
accident; the second was a really brilliant forth, glaring. "He's like a gidds Jonah! 
effort, and Handforth had done his best. I was looking at him when that first goal 
'.fhe third had con1e from a corner, the) ,vas scored-and that was the bcgnning of the 
ba11 slicing into tho net off so1nebody's 1·ot." 
knee, with Handforth hopelessly misplaced. "It's no~ fair to blame Quirke," said 

It was just a long series of niisfort-uncs, Ni~pcr. _ :' No matter ho,v tricky he ,,is he 
one after the other · can t possibly affect a ga111c of football. 

Try as t}re St. "Frank's forwards ,vould, . "l~;rhaJ?s I ought to have. <lcstr,ove~ that 
they failed to score-or even to look like ring, said Travers unhappily. But how 
scoring. The Gramn1arian backs ,vere "-~~ I to guess-;-;;' . 
always th~rc, ready to sn1ash up every rai~. • You ~~u!d~1. t, in~errup}ed B<;>ots, o~ ~he 
At half-time the score stood at four-nil. Fourth. ,ve ,c heard a_ .ot tl~is mounng 
The St. Frank's Junior XI ,vas receiving of "'h_at happened !_ast. ni_ght .. I n1 the last 
the hiding of the season ! ch~p in_· .the world to hcl,1e":e 111 ghosts and; 
. And . how c_ould . the boys be bla.i~icd for thin.gs _l~ike t,h~t, but doesn t it ,),~ok as though'. 
11nn1cchately JUn1p1ng to tho conclus1on that th~1e ~s. ~ curse on the scho_ol. . ·,. 
sonic thing wa.s radically •wrong-sorncthing Quu kc told us Jh~t thc1 c "ould be. nus-. 
over which they had no control? fortunes for us," ::aid Jack Grey qu1c1dy., 

The Curse ! "H~ ~,·arnccl us." . 
Exactly as Ezra Quirke had prophesied, Jivian ~~averse:; sh?ok ~~1!nsclf. . . . 

things were going badly. I-le had said that It all :-'een1;~ -Q fant.a::,t1~, <·ut hc1e-1n the 
there would be trouble at St.. Frank's. And open daylight, ho satd. For the love of! 
now 011 the very first day the Junior XI San1son, let's pull ourselves together! ,ve're 
was' getting thrashed. ' four goals down, but "·c'1·c l?Ot dead yet! 

"Quirke was right about that ring, 
Travers," said Jack Grey ,vhen he hap• 
pcncd to con10 across Trave'rs during a brief 
spell whi]e the ball ,vas out of touch. "Ho 
told you to destroy· it !" 

"How can the ring effect this gan1c ?" 
asked Travers stubbornly. 

"I don't know how-but have· you ever 
t-cen a gan10 go like · it before?" demanded 
Grey. "I-Jang it, I'n1 not superstitious, but 
-b}lt th~rc's son1ething about this affair 
'"·Inch fr1ght~ns 1ne. Look p,t the way you 
fel_l downst,a1rs last night-an unseen hand 
grippe~ :your ankle and tripped you up ! 
That hnsn't been explained, has it?" 

Travers was silent. 
"Nobody can play this afternoon," went 

on Grey. "Reggie· is all at sea. !Iand­
forth, in goal. can't stop n ball ! There's 
a cnrs0 on us." 

'''Ve've got· nerves-that's all," grunted 
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\Vo'll fight in the rccond half! \Ye'll pla.y Tra.,'ers' opp~1·tunity can1c :;oon :1£terwards-
liko mild!" within· three or four minutes of the finish. 

"That's t.he spirit," said Nippe!" heartily. Perhaps the Grammarians were easing up. 
"Never say die! Five goals in a second They "·ere certainly titcd by now, and with 
half ,vouldn't be a record, by any. means. such a -handsome !ead the,· could afford to 
Corno on ! Let's show the Gratnmarfo.ns that take chances. Tra,'ers trapped tho ball, ran 
we're fighters." deftly past the centre-half, and raced for goal. 

When the second half of the game started, "Go it, Tra,·crs ~ Shoot, 1nan-shoot !:' 
it really did secn1 that the Saints were to And then something strange happened. In 
brinJt about n. dramatic reversal. They played the very act of shooting from close 1·ange, 
brilhantly-dazzlingly. Travers stagge!J'd blindly. Nothing had 

Nipper came ,vithin an ace of scoring "·hen struck him; ho nad not tripped. He gave 3 

he sent in a pile-driver. The Grammarian hoarse cry, flung his hand to his face, and 
goalio kicked at it wildly, and cleared more stumbled. Running at full tilt, he was unable 
by luck than judg1nent. The ball fell at the to check his blind progress. 
feet of Reggie Pitt. Pitt, usually so sure- With sickening f orcc, · he struck against the 
footed, made to ~end it ·whizLing goalwar<ls, left-hand goal-post, and it was his head which 
but slipped at the crucial mon1ent. He took the brunt of the ~ollision. \Yithout a 
missed, and a Gra1nn1arian back, rushing up, groan, he collapsed to the ground in a limp 
cleared with a mighty lunge which sent the heap, and the referee's whistle blew shrilly. 
leather soaring into mid-field. There was a rush-of spectators and 

"Thot·e you nre !" said Grey disgustedly· players alike. - 'l'rn ,·crs lay motionless. 
"'\Vhnt's the good? · I tell you there's a curse Across his forehead was an ugly gash, and it 
on us ! ,v o ought to have Ecored then, but "·as bleeding profusclv. 
we 1ust can't!" ., ., "He's badly hurt!" panted the Gram• 

Like lightning, the Grammarian forwards marian goalie excitedly. "I don't know what 
·were following up their advantage. They happened to him!" 
were sweeping towards the St. Frank's goal. "Didn't you see?" shouted Nipper. "Did 
The leather shot across the goahnouth, and anything hit him?" 
fell nt the feet of a Grammarian forward. He i, Nothing at all," replied the goalie. "He 
kicked. ·The ball swerved, struck the cross- just reeled 88 he ran, as though somebody 
bar, bounced ont, hit Church on the shoulder, had struck him 8 blow between the eyes. 
and r.cbounded into the net. 'I1hen-then this happened." 

.. "Goal!" 
! It was t~1c flukiest goal imaginable, but Nipper glancc_d round, and . his eya~ grew 

it counted! Undoubtedly luck ,vas dead hard. Ezra Quirke was standing behind tho 
against the St. Frank's players. Five goa:is .. Grammarian goal. And then Nipper shook 
rlown ! himself angrily. \Vhat folly it was to think 

Then, to 1nake matters far "~orse, Stanmorc, of Ezra Quirke as the culprit! Ho,v could 
the C rammarian skipper, put in a beautiful that strange boy ha,·e done anything? There 
piece of ,vork on his own. He ripped through ,verc others near him, and, in any case, he 
the St. F'rank's dcfenco as though it did not -had been many yards from Travers at tho 
e'Xist; by a brilliant individual effort he raced time of the accident. No; there was somc­
through, and tho goal he scored ,vas a ccr- thing deeper behind it all-something ugly 
tnintv from the very moment the ball left and sinister. 
his foot. Handforth dived, but he could d•l They gently lifted TraYers, ~nd they bathed 
nothing. else. The leather bounced just in his ,vound. He was carried unconscious to 
front of him, and shot o,·cr his prostrate form the school sanatoriun1 and put to bed. 
irato the -net, to give the Gram1narians··a lead The game wns finished, and the St. Frank's 
of six clear gon)s. players were glad that there were only two 

T . or three minutes to go. 
ra vcrs was m1serabl~, ,,nd he ,vns frantic, "You will not be nngr.Y. m.,.· friends, if I 

f.oo. More thnn eyer ho felt that this ,vas all 
I H I say ' I told you so ' ?" said Ezra Quirke un-

his fnu t. e was p nying an atrocious gnme; einotionally after the game. "Do you think 
110 wns kicking wildly, he was ,-.~asting his that you can defy t.he inexorable powers of 
opportunities. And that ring · of his must be the Supernatural ?" 
rc•sponsiblc ! 

But no-no! Dc:;perately Travers tried to 'fhc Supernatural! 
C'on,·ince himself that such a theory was fan- Could it really be possible? The St. 
tnstic, ridiculous. Yet-strange that such a Frank's Junior XI, on the day following tho 
,(\rics of remarkable misfortunes shotild haYe arrival of the Ring of t.he Se\·en Stars, had 

} • • • suffered an oYerwhelming defeat. Vivian 
occurred after us cozntng into possession of Travers was unconscious in the sanatorium! 
f hnt ving ! l\Iyst~riou8, too. \Vhat could it all mean? 

Travers thoughts were chaotic, muddled. 
He knew well enough that the ~pectators­
if not t.hc players-were blaming him nnd the 
ring for St. Frank's hC'nYy defeat. Jf only 
li11 c·nui<l scoro ! Surely that would proYe t.hat 
1 h~ curse wns not real! Surely that would 
c·orl\ incp t h~m-:incl conYin-:-e himself, too­
! b1t the <•11ri-c wzuz onh· imaginary! 

Tl<" 1nu:;t_ ~cor'3 -m11st·1 

THE END. 

(Tl1e 1nyste1·11 of Vit.•ian Travers' sevcn­
starre,l ring beco111es mo,.e intriguing in 
nezt tt•eek 's entliralling long co»nplel.e 
scl1ool 11arn of tl,e Clnun.s of St. Frank's. 
Entitled : '' Tl,c C11rse of Osra ! '' One 
long thrill tl1ro11gl1011t-order your copy 
no,v !) 
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Gather round, chums, for this week's cheery chat with the Editor. 

A breezy chat with readers con­
ducted bJ tbe EDITOR. All letters 
should be adOressed to The Editor. 

NELSON LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway House, Farriagdon Street, London, E.C.4. 

MR. BROOI{S. is '"'cry grateful to Jack 
Godden (Hilton, South Australia.), 
for tho inforinativo and useful book 
on tho Australian gamo of football. 

Soccer, of course, is the game which is played 
at St. Frank's, and it is \"Cry doubtful if ~fr. 
Brooks can introuuce tho Australian game 
at the olu school. However, there is alwn.r.s 
the chance that tho St. Frank's boys will 
re-visit Australia, and if this should happen 
to coincide with tho footer sea.son-well, Mr. 
Brooks will be ablo to describe the Aussio 
gan1c n1ost graphically. 

• * 
No, Jack Godden, the fags at St. Frank's 

do not rccci vo any official pay for their 
~erviccs. They would be very insulted, in 
fact, if any such system ca1ne into force. 
Fagging at a great public school is regarded 
as part of tho usual routine: and even the 
fugs who aro ovcr,vorkcd always haYo the 
s._itisfaction of knowing that one day they will 
rise to the Sixth, too, when it will be their 
turn to do tho cou1n1anding, instead of being 
cornrnandcd. It is a thought which bucks 
t hc1n up wonderfully. Naturally, fags get all 
sorts of perquisites, and a senior needs to bo 
v.cry 1ncan, indeed, if he doesn't whack out a 
tip. at intcrYals. Talking of . fags, J a.ck, 
\\ 111:r ~ Co. have their own studies, hut they 
arc neither nun1bcrcd nor lettered. The fags 
.prefer to ha,·c their own peculiar signs. For 
instance, there is an cn1blcm of the skull and 
cro~sboncs ~ha.lked on \Villy's study door..:.. 
~intil ho t111nks of son1cthing better and rubs a out. The [5Chool colours, as distinct from 
J le ~I-Ions~ colours, are blue and red, and tho 

S
tni!or 2(I w~ar the snmo colours as the 
cruor XI. 

• * * 
tl llcrc arc the 1hu111bnail word-sketches of 
tl irec n1o;e Sixth-Forincrs following on tho 

1 ree · I · • ' t' . " 11~:1 wer•.? g1Yen last week, and con-FE1N,1~ . 111 ,alphabcti~al 01~dcr. EDGAH, 
ION. Ihe Captain of St. Fi-auk's, and 

the popular faYouritc of everybody. Sturdy, 
well-set-up; a t.horough sportsn1an to his 
fingertips. His only cnc1nies in the school 
arc the rotters. Finn 1and resolute, but 
absolutely just in all his actions. I-IAROLD 
FRINTON. Not a particularly bright speci­
men as far us brains go, but good-looking, 
and goocl-tem,IJered. He has a 1nistakcn in1-
prcssion that ho is ip·esistible to the girls, 
and his greatest passion is having his photo­
graph takeIL He presents these to his friend~ 
,vhether they want them or not. FRANCIS 
GOODCI-IILD. A learned and thoughtful 
SC'n1or. His habitual air of gravity, in fact, 
causes the juniors to refer to him as .. 'Tho 
Owl." One of the great thinkers of the 
Sixth; the scion of a noble family, aristo• 
cratic and quiet. 

* • * 
Claude Gore-Pearce first arrived nt St. 

Frank's, Peter .A.she (Old I-Iill, Staffs.), in 
the series of stories where old Lord E<lgc• 
n1ore (now dead) \\'as in danger of being 
turned out of his ancestral hon1c. It w,as 
Gore-Pearce's father who desired to pur­
chase Edgc1norc Castle, and the St. Frank's 
boys rallied valiantly to the old man's 
assistance, <lcf ooting the ends of the rascal1y 
lawyer who had robbed the earl for years, 
and who had dccciv~d Mr. Gore-Pearce. 
T11is series ,vas published in 1928, the first 
appearing on ~larch 3rd (No. 96, 1st :Nc,v 
Series), entitled "The l\1Iystcrv of Edgcn1ore 
l\fanor." The "1uanor " in this title ref crs 
actually to the castle, tl10 111orc dignified 
nan1c haYing been used later. 

* * * 
Tho average age of the boys in the Third, 

Beryl EYcrton (Oldha1n), is between 12 and 
14; the a Yer.age age of the Rcn1ove and 
Fourth Foriu boys is between 14 and 16, 
nit.hough the great 1najority arc about 15. 
Y cs, St. Frank's has a private chapel of its 
own, and it is situa.tPd in the Triangle, near 
tho 1nain school buildings-and is, in fact, 
ono of the n1ain school buildings._ 
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Sweeny's Revenge ! 

00 D ICI{ FORRESTElt strUO'CT}c<l 
desperately with his cnptors. They 

· had taken him unawares, and he: 
wns completely at a disadvantage. 

He succ•c-edccl in s11aking hin1sclf free for 
a few 1non1c11ts, and durin(J' that time his 
,vhirli11

0
0" fists sent three n~cn staaO"erinO'. 

00 0 

_But the odds ,v~re ho,pelessly against 
lum. Once 1nore lns assailants swarmed 
to the attack; he was quickly over­
powered. Ropes ,vere produced, and lie 
\\"as bound hand and foot. Then, hel pJ 
less, he was :prop1~d on his feet against 
the wall. 

ri~he old 1nan advanced slowly, his glit­
tering eyes fixed on the young liiglnvay­
n1an. 

"\Vell n1et, Dick o' the l{oads !" he 
cried. 

It was Captain Sweeny. 
r, Th.is," 6aid the footpad captain, 

waving his hand round the hut, "is by 
\\·ay of a little lceson to teach you that 
I always keep my word. I fear, however, 

you will not live long enough to .profit Ly 
. t " l • 
. Dick did not reply at onc.e. His gl0a n1--
111g eyes glanc~d round the hut. ~lost of 
S"'.'ecny's followers were there-an evil­
looking, villainous ere\\·. Many of them 
Dick recognised as those who had attacked 
Fernhall. They laughed in coarse mock­
ery at their captive's plight. 

"So I have fallen into the hands of thB 
poultry thieves," saicl Dick calmly. "You 
are flying at high game, Captain Sweeny. 
Take ca re you ha vc not captured morfl 
than y·ou can hold. l\layha,p it would 
11a ve been safer for you to keep to snatch­
ing shillings from little girls sent to the 
village grocer's upon errands, ,vhich is " 
trade that better suits you and your 
ru.ffl.crs than this !'' 

Captain Sweeny gloated upon him with 
cruel, glittering eyes. Triumph and the 
lust for revenge were written on every 
line of his swarthy face, and, in spite of 
Dick's cool conten1.pt for him, he looked 
what he was-the. cunning(\St and moa~ 
dangerous knave 1n England. 
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"Ten clays ago,'' he said harshly, "I 
nnilcd on your door a death warrant, 
w'arnin(1' you that your end was near." 

0 y 0 ; did," agreecl Dick; .. and the 
kitchcnmaids of :F'ernhall used it to. lir,ht 
the fires. I have to thank you for 1 t. 

,, you will sing a ~of t~r note ere long," 
said the footpad. "I have now fulfilled 
tiie first part o! my promise, . and tbn 
second part w 111 shortly begin. You 
esteem youl'6elf a youth of quick ,vits, I 
believe, but you are neatly tricked this 
,.. e ,, 
111m • 

'' You l1avc a certain low cunning which 
serves you "·ell," remarked Dick, "and I 
was off my guard." 

"You dog!" snarled the footpad cap­
tain, enraged by the young outlaw's cool­
ness. "Enough of your l1anged tongue ! 
Do you not see that you are in my :power 
at ]3st? Cringe., grovel, you dog ! Beg for 
mercy, as befi~ one wl10 ·.11as fallen into 
my hands ! Cower, and pray for you~ 
1.f. ,,, 

1 C • 
Dick laug11ecl in ]iis f a.oe. 
"Did you think a Forrester would so 

much as blink an eyelid before such scum 
as you?" he said contemptuously. "Is 
thel'e aught you hope to do that would 
make me cower, you cree;ping, cli tcl1-
skulking 7 chicken-stealing eon of shame?" 

"You sl1all pay for every word !" 
rasped Sweeny. "You s11all scream for 
mercy ! No man has ev,er crossed my path 

· and lived, nor bearded me and lasted to 
boast of it! I am Sweeny, you whelp­
Sweeny ! There is no hamlet in England 
but trembl,es at my name!" 

"Enough of bragging," retorted Dick. 
"Do your worst ! Why, you swaggering 
guttersnipe---'' 

_Sweeny spat out an oath and smote 
Dick across the face with all his force, 
leaving a livid mark upon the youna hia11-

' 1 0 0 way_man s c 1eek and lips. 
. Dick said nothing, but liis eyes glared 
defiantly, and Sweeny turned to his men. 

"N . ow to our sport, la.els ! What shall 
it ,!>e-the fire or the little knife?" 

. The fire, captain !" cried half a doz~n 
voices. "'Tis a colcl night, and we shall 
"'~;m our~elves rouncl it ,vl1ilc 11e grills !" 

Here 1s a ;post that will serve for a 

roasting-jack," said a long, lean rascal, 
who was plah1ly Swecny's lieutenant. 
"See, it is already driven into the 
ground." 

"Well said, Jack!" cried Sweeny. 
f(Take the whelp and bind him fast 
against it. By the 11laguc, we will soon 
wrini different music from that tongue 
of his !" 

Laughing brutally, they dragged Dick 
to the cattle-post in the centre of the 
barn, and bound bim to· it so tightly tl1at 
the cords cut into his wrists and ankles. 
But the boy ga vc no sign of fear. 

.. Bring up those bales of straw and 
gorse," ordered Sweeny. "Pile them 
about him-not too thickly, for we do 
not want too fierce a heat at first. · The 
night is long, and the sport would last 
us an hour or two." 

They made a cross~pile of s11ea ves round 
Dick., who looked straight before him, and 
whose face was motionl~s as if it ·had 
been carved in wood. 
. Yet his wits were working swiftly. 
Half a score of plans occurred to him, but 
he saw no way out. The footpad captain 
was not fool enough to let himself be 
tricked of his prey, now 11c ]1ad him tight. 

"They mean to burn me," thought 
Dick. "and I eoo no help but to suffer it 
with what fortitude I may. 'Tis an end 
of me at last. Heaven ~ive me strength 
to bear it like a ma.n., tor to show fear 
bcf ore such riff-raff as these would be 
shame too bitter!" 

He groaned inwardly at }1is folly for 
letting himself be tricked. Y ct the trap 
was a clever one, and well set. It showed 
a deep knowledge of Dick's ways, for the 
alleged wrongs of the "old man " by th-e 
roadside was a certain bait to draw the 
young highwayman into a trap. Dick 
had not dreamed that Sweeny was in the 
neighbourhood, nor that he was clever 
enough a knave. to lay such a trick and 
work it so well. 

Now the arrangements were complete, 
and Sweeny, lighting a torch from a barn 
lantern that one of the ra·pscallions 
carried, advanced to the pile of sheaves. 

"Prepare to die !" he said, with a coarse 
guft'a,v. "You ~1a,ve a nimble tongue, but 
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it will grow far nimbler \\·hen the flames 
take hold !" 

The Flood! 

S ,vEBNY stooped to a,pply the torch, 
but raised himself again and looked 
into Dick's face. 

":Wait," he said. "I will give 
vou one chanoe. 'Twill deprive us of 
~ome ~port, but I am ahvays willing to 
exchange a ruby for a diamond. Since 
vou took the ronds again you have been 
'i·iding with Turpin." . 

Dick made no reply. 
"I have a longer score against him than 

a()"ainst any man in Britain, and, I con­
f-~ it, be has the strangest luck. So 
far, he has slip,ped through my fingers." 

Dick laughed scornfully. 
"Ay, and al ways will, until one day you 

will fail to slip through his." 
"Bah!" said the footpad. "Not he, nor 

fifty like him, will turn me from my 
path. But I own I have found him 
troublesome. It has come to my know­
ledge tha.t you are the only one be trusts. 
Now, you may buy your release from tho 
flames if you ¥till tell me where he is 
and help to bring him into my hands." 

"You may set your torch to the 1pile," 
r-eturned Dick fiercely and without hesi­
tation. "It is not our custom on the roacl 
to sell each otl10r. ...i\.s for Turpin, he is 
out of your reach, and lucky is it for you. 
,vcre he to appear in that doorway, \\~ith 
his doubl~ ,1listols cocked, there ,vould be 
a rare rush of footpads for the window!" 

Captain Sweeny swore softly to himself. 
"He has chosen the 1·oasting; so much 

the betters.port for us. There is one more 
thing. Jack, do you search him for his 
black Yelvet mask and clap it upon bis 
face. He boasted that, though I might. 
bca t Forrester of Fernhall, Galloping 
Dick was too much for me, so it is as 
Gal1oping Dick he shall die. Search, 
1nan ! It should be in the fob of hi~ 
jacket." 

The lieutenant of the gang J)Ut his hand 
inside Dick's laced coat, and dre,v out the 
young highwayman's mask. He fixed it 
roughly on, Dick's face, slip.pina the band 
behind his head. 'fhe footpads laughed 
loudly nnd triumphantly. 

Sweeny bent down. He thrust the torch 
to the bales of straw and furze. . Th,c 
flan1e caught, nnd blazed up with a 
~rackle and a flare. 

"Gather round, la els ! Warm your-­
~el ves at the blaze, an' Gallo.ping Dick 
~hall sing you to sleep!" cried Sweeny. 

The men gathered round, flinging 
taunts at the :prisoner. '!'he flames took 
fierce hold of th-0 bales, and volumes of 

sparks and smoke arose, but as yet th€ 
fire did not reach Dick. 

A high wind was roaring oYerlicad, and 
the lona-gatherina storm had burst at 
last. 1fhe thunder crashed and rolled, 
and torrents of rain swept in through 
the open roof, but no rain could 
no,v put out the fieroely burning straw 
and furze. 

The storm howled and the thunder­
claps echoed like great guns down th1: 
narrow valley. ·'rhe fury of the elemenb 
seemed a fitting accom;paniment to tht 
tragic end of the young highwayman's 
life. 

A smother of curling smoke rose f ron' 
the d~mpened straw, causing Dick to gatir 
and fight for breath. Sweeny's voice ran~ 
out above the roar of the wind that rage(: 
round the hut. 

"Pull the damp bales away; they wil' 
not serve. We do not want the whelr. 
choked with smoke before the fire reache~ 
him! Cast on dryer sheaves from the 
far end of the barn." 

The smoking bales ,verc pullecl away 
and dryer ones cast on. These took flame 
at once, and Dick felt the full l1eat of the 
fire mount up to him and gri1p his body. 

In a few moments the flames ,vould havr 
him for their own. Dick set his teeth and 
dug his nails into his :palms. Through 
the glow of the fire he sa,v Sw~eny's evil 
face, g1oating upon him with greedy 
eyes; saw the hulking forms of th<: 
ruffians Jying round the blaze, watchin~ 
l~im cynically. He wondered if, ·when the 
agony gripped him, he could still kel'r 
his tongue between his teeth, and. die 
silently, like a Forrester. 

He felt the skirts of his riding--coat 
catch the flames, which licked up with 
increasing fury. Dazed and fighting £01 
breath, he was still conscious of tlu 
storm that raged and thundered overhead. 

A dull roaring was heard in th€ 
distance, growing nearer, fast as a gal• 
loping horse. The men round the fire ros< 
to their feet a:pprehensively. Within t 
few moments the floor was a foot deep i~ 
·water, which seemed to rise from nowhere: 
running swiftly from end to end of t b<: 
hut. 

Still the fire blazed, but the distant roar 
became louder. Oaths and shouts arose 
among the footpads. 

"A cloud-burst up in t11e hills ! " shouted 
Sweeny. "The valley's flooded! R.un for 
the liig h ground !" 

Before a man could reach the door, the 
walls of the hut shook; collapsed, and 
were borne down hcf ore a great torrcn t 
of water. It s,vept out the fire with a 
hiss and· a rush, and Dick 1?ave a wild, 
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]ieartfelt cry of 1·elief as the cold flood 
enve1oped him. 

But his joy was short-lived. .The l1ut 
liad collapsed; the f oot:pacls were swe,pt off 
their foot and swirled along 011 the roar-. 
l··nO' waters, cryincr aud cursing aloud as 

O O J • 

they ,vere borne a way. S,veeny s v~1ce 
called h(\arscly 011 his men to save lun1, 
but none answered-Each ,vas fighting for 
his ·life. . 

Saved from the fl.re, Dick found himself 
sacrificed to a quicker death. Bound to 
the stake, helpless and imn1ovable, the 
flood claimed him for its victim. It 
surged· ·and roared deep over his head, 
inky darkness enveloped hi1n. 

Subconsciously Dick realised that the 
end was near. rrhe flood ,vA-ter had sa ve<l 
lii1n fi·om a terrible fate, only to plunge 
hi1n into another. But the s.pirit to live 
is strong within everyone. A. hundred 
though ts see111ed to flash throng h his 
brain in those brief seconds, but, help­
less, he c,,-uld only struggle like a· 
tether-ed colt. 
. He had taken a deep breath as the flood 

cnvelopecl him. No,v the water ,vas over 
hint, and h-e believed his end had come 
at last. 

Suddenly he _felt hin1self sway forward. 
.A ray of hope shot through him. The 

post was moving ! ... .\.lready loosened in 
its foundations by the water, the tre­
mendous pressure of the racing torrent 
was tearincr it from its hold. Dick felt 

0 

as if his lunas must burst for want of 0 ' 

breath, but he made a mighty effort, 
a_nd flung all his ·weight forward. The 
stake ,vas suddenly ,vrenched free. 

Post and .pri3oner shot to the surface, 
and Dick drew in a deep, gasping breath. 
He caught a glimpse of the dark sky and 
the flicker of thJ lightning. It tseemecl 
as if he we're suddenly cast up from the 
dea~l worlcl into the. lancl of the living 
again. 

Over and· over he rolled, whirled along 
on the breast of the torrent, now drawing 
deep breaths, now spluttering· in the 
water. The valley widen2d, and the flood 
l,ecan1c calrner and less foan1ing, but still 
Dick ,vas s·wept a long at a giddy speed. 

He blesseci the post to which he wa~ 
bound, for in his exhausted state he 
would never have kept up in that raging 
flooci ,vithout it. ....\.. little ,vhile before 
it hacl held him to n1ect his death, but 
now it acted as a 1ifehuoy, ancl kept hin1 
a)Jovc wat€r. He floated along on hi5 
~Hle, the wood-en baulk bound to l1is 
l)ack. For the n10111cnt, at lf\ast, his liffl 
Was saved. 

" A n1 I go i n g to get out of this a ii,.(• ?' ~ 

he thought. "Has Sweeny been cheatei.l 
of his pr~y for once?" 

The cold was gripping hin1 to the 
mai·ro,v, and he felt nun1b and helpless. 
The bl:tck velvet mask was gone; it had _ 
hecn ,vashed fron1 11is face by the water. 
When he hacl first come to the su1·f ace he 
heard faint cries an·ci shouts cchoinO' 

. 0 

through the darkness, doubtless fron1 
Swecuy's men. But 110w all was still. 

Gradually· the young outlaw felt his 
se~ses leave him. A numb, sleepy feel­
ing gre,v upon his brain; it seemed as 1f 
an icy hand ,vere laid upon J1is 111iart. 
The on-sweeping torrent, strengthening·, 
rolled him over ancl over; his head strnrk 
against a spur of rock, and 110 knew no 
more! 

Dick's Dilemma! 

D I~I{'S first _in1pressio11 upon rcgnin-
111g consciousness ,vae a strong 
burning in his throat. He coughed 
violently., and opened his eyes. 

"Arc ye better?" said a gruff voice . 
'' Take another nip." 

.A. second dose of ra,v, ras.ping ppirit was 
poured down Dick's throat. It scorched 
him like liquid fire, but it made the blood 
pulsate quicker in his veins. . 

Now he ,vas able to look round and take 
stock of his surroundings. He saw that 
he was in a rocky cave, clim1y lit, yet 
strangely warm and close. Bending over 
him ,Yas a man with a swarthy, ill-sl1av<'n 
face. The man held a tin panuikin. in 
his hand, which lie made to put to Dick's 
lips again. 

"Hold, friend !" gasped Dick. "I 
thank you from my heart, but that liquo~· 
of yours has clone its work." 

"Ay, thou'll do now,,, said the man, .put­
ting away the pannikin. He squattPcl 
do\\Tn in front of Dick, and fixing a pair 
of surly, penetrating eyes upon· the young 
highwavn1an, stared at him for some time 
,vithout saying a word. 

Dick, feettng much reviv€cl, sat up and 
made a 1nore con1pletc survey of his Rur­
roundings. He was in a' large, low 
cavern ,vith rocky wal1s and roof, ancl a 
floor ,vhich slo.pecl do,vn towards a nar­
ro,ver tunnel \\~hich looked Jike tl1e en­
trance. 

A charcoal fire, giving no• smoke, was 
burnino- on a larO'e open hearth, and over 
it \\7 as 

O 

a crreat i~on tripod. In one ,part 
of the ca,~ ,vere three ]arg·e iron vessels, 
several tubs, and a number of ,vide metal 
pipes, n1ixecl up with other gc;ir. At the 
upper encl stood a vessel like an enormous 
flat l)nttcr-tnb "·ith a lid big· enough to 
holcl a couple of n1en. A. strong, clrowsy 
stn(}H fi1led the place. 
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TWl:LVE DIFFERENT ITEMS irwlutling valuable 

pa,vmcuta .. CASH 
- .- - --

l•nrik:·· ,, ~c_c•t·(:ts of. J)1s~uis1·," onl.v 1/6. Of lan~l'r, with. 3 fl. 2 in_ X 1 ft. 8 iu. • 
<·xtr11 · arl:H11• · 1 ► ai111s. comic~ lward, mnrirn· ,'"', de., 0111) 3 ft. 9 in. X 2 ft.· 
2 6. REVOLVER ELECTRIC TOR.CH. Pn:J thr 4 tt. 4. in: X 2 ft. 3 ln .. 

. 10/• 4/• 
10'• 816-
10/· 8.'6 

, 191· 
-2&/• 
32;-

trl;:{~·1·r :_n<J it lielits! A hargain! 011ly 1/2. 'l'BE 4rt.9ii1.~2ft.6io. 
RA.NGING BAY TORCH. «Jiw·s out a. \)f'am that 5 ft 4 iu. X 2 ft H ln. 

- 10/- 1216 
10'· 15/6 

- 42.'• 
. 52/·. · 

l':lt? b• 111nrow1 d d11w11 10 a s··ar"11l1,::ht rav carryinll m·,·1' ''1.,n11>-let-e--,,·i11t·2-611;;-:f 'h1r11ctJ-·Balls, g11ara1.1teed-:tfr~ 
5:Ti•at rl1stam·l·s. Only 1 1 11. BLACK DOMINO OUT• hr,·nk~hlt;_\hrkinlZ'Bonrcl. Spirit T.<-,·rl, R11h-sand~h:1lk. 
FIT (the ·~!'{ .vo11 lhw wlw11 yo11 round up your ma11 ') 
Ccntnitf;: l. Dlark J>nmi1111 llask. 2. Ha1ulsom~ U(:­
n, :11,·r Pistol whid1 Or, s Lullcts rapidl~ our AO h:f't . .3. 
1:neu lloxu; of l'Xt rn t:nlkts. 4. Pair of Boy "}',,~ Hn111J. 
,.,,n~ (s, ro1?g .ind w, II madt·). 5. BoyN' Sccrf't ~c>nicc Oold 
I'inish Badge. - 6. Si)k11<.Jid ('all Whistle for Ontrloor 811?-
1,:llf-l .. F11n ! 'l'hrilli-1 ! °EXl'it.--nwnt I Pric,· compld"·• 
Piib· 2·1. J·'OilElC:X POSTAflE 3rl. in the Nhillini;: c:xtra. 
TIH•<o;f• nr<- :di rn:~PI'.'\'E H.\R(l.AJ~H. DO~''l' LO!-H-: ·" 
~fl~l'TE: ~E~D ~OW to THE BOY DETECTIVE 
!=;UPPLY STORES. Desk NL, 32, CATHCART 
STREET, GREENOOK .. --------------8 E TALLER I Jncrrnsed my own height to 

6ft. 3~ins. STAMP brin1ra FREE 
• DETAILS. - A. B. K. BOSS, 

Hel.rht Specialist. 8CABBOBOUOH, ENGLAND. 

Blushl•ng Shyt1esa. •• Nerves,"· Sclf-consciousnesa 
. cured or monby back l ·· Complete 

'freatment, 51-•. details. 1trikh1g testhnoniala Prea.­
~-A.STEBBING. 2~.Dean Rd .• LONDON,N.W.2. 

500 STAMPS 1/• ~~r?ic~.1 3:/n~a~ i Pa~ 
Cy-pr ust Fiji, Nig~ria. - Persia, Turkey'& etc. Ma.rnllou~ 
f.llUO. AN<HIAll BllOS., 15, Bethell AV., London, E.16. 

. ,.. ... 
BE TA·■ 'L Your._IIci,:fit increased _in 14_ days 

~ - or money bark. Ama1.mJ,? CoUrsl' 
5/-. Sc-nd STAMP NOW for Free· Ilook.-STEBBING 
SYSTE:M, .28~ Dean Road, LONDOl'.f 1 1'.: W .2. 

- . - . . . . . ., -, .,,. . - . 

300 STAMOS fo:... 6d (.Abroad 1./-). includ-
. • _,.. • il!K Airr>0st. Barhaj]os. 
Oirl Tmlia.. XiJ:i"ria, Xcw ~outh Wales, Golcl'Coast: de, 
W. A. WHITE.30,Englne Lane, LYEiSt.ourbt'idge. 

- - ..• -- . ~~····~····~~·~·~~·~ ◄ An applications· for Adverttslng Spaces· ► 
◄ Ip tbii. _publication sh9uld _b~ · ad~:r~ssed· ► 
◄ to tile_ Advertisement Manager, "The ► 
◄ Nelsou Lee Librar1,·••: The Fleetway · ► 
◄ . Ho·use, Fatringdon Street, London, E.C.4. ► 
~ .• ~.T.~ ..... ~.T •• ~~ 

- •· ... ~ ... . -
Pt1n~ed and pubJisbed ev~ry Wednesday by the Proprietors. The Amalg,amlited ·Press, Ltd., -The Fleet.way· H-otis

4
e, 

Fa.~mgdon Street, London, E.C.4. Advertisement Offices: The Fleet way House. Farringdon Street, E.0. · 
Rr1t1~tcrrd for transmission by Canadian magazine post. Subscription Rates : Inland and Abroad, 11/· per annum11; 5/6 for six wont-ha. Solo A1r~nt1 for Australia and New Zealand : Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; and for Sout 

. Africa: Cclltral Ncw1 A,acncy. Ltd. 
• New Serles No, 11. · s.s. --. Ootober 17th, 1931. 


	NS2 091 0001
	NS2 091 0002_1L
	NS2 091 0002_2R
	NS2 091 0003_1L
	NS2 091 0003_2R
	NS2 091 0004_1L
	NS2 091 0004_2R
	NS2 091 0005_1L
	NS2 091 0005_2R
	NS2 091 0006_1L
	NS2 091 0006_2R
	NS2 091 0007_1L
	NS2 091 0007_2R
	NS2 091 0008_1L
	NS2 091 0008_2R
	NS2 091 0009_1L
	NS2 091 0009_2R
	NS2 091 0010_1L
	NS2 091 0010_2R
	NS2 091 0011_1L
	NS2 091 0011_2R
	NS2 091 0012_1L
	NS2 091 0012_2R
	NS2 091 0013_1L
	NS2 091 0013_2R
	NS2 091 0014_1L
	NS2 091 0014_2R
	NS2 091 0015_1L
	NS2 091 0015_2R
	NS2 091 0016_1L
	NS2 091 0016_2R
	NS2 091 0017_1L
	NS2 091 0017_2R
	NS2 091 0018_1L
	NS2 091 0018_2R
	NS2 091 0019_1L
	NS2 091 0019_2R
	NS2 091 0020_1L
	NS2 091 0020_2R
	NS2 091 0021_1L
	NS2 091 0021_2R
	NS2 091 0022_1L
	NS2 091 0022_2R
	NS2 091 0023

