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! it was a face -a face that looked through the window pane, into the
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with these mysterious ha

A series of misfortunes have lately befallen some
‘of the Boys of St. Frank’s who have dared to defy
the spirit of Baal, said by Dr. Karnak, the new
curator of the school museum, to exist in the
mummy recently presented to the school with
other ancient Egyptian treasures by Lord Dorri-
more. In consequence, many of the boys regard
these strange relics of the past with a kind of
superstitious dread. Hardly a day passes with-

nt some queer and inexplicable occurrence,
emanating from the school museum, adds more
credence to the startling theories propounded by
Dr. Karnak. A watch is now being kept on the
new curator to see if he is in some way connected

ppenings, ASs a result,

some 'extraordinary disclosures, related in the folowing exciting narra-

tive, are made.

THE EDITOR.

-

The Narrative Related Throughout by Nipper

CHAPTER 1. “ihwl? he sat, and the colour fled from his
PR cheeks. *

THE FACE AT THE WINDOW. It was such a starting change that Hand-
BROODING quietness bhovered over| forbth ard McClure would have noticed it at
Study D, in the Ancient House at]once if they had becn looking. But their

St. Frank'’s. This unusual silence | heads were bent over their own books, and

was to be accounted for by the|as Church made no sound, they knew

fact that Handforth and Chprch and | nothing,

MeClure were busy at prep.

Only the slight scratching of a pen, the
turning of a leaf, or the creak of a chair
disturbed the stillness. Church was deep in
the throes of arithmetic, and his head was
full of figures as he absently looked wup
from his work, the end of his pen between
his teeth.

The problem was a difficult one, and
Church rather hated arithmetic of any kind.
Stilly it had to be done. He didn't want
to appeal to his chums for any assistance,
for they were busy on their own account
and wouldn't welcome ancinterruption.

Unconsciously he looked towards the study

window.  And then, abruptly, Church
stiffened slightly in his chair. It “was
almost az though he had become rooted

In that one glimpse at the window, the
arithmetic fled frcm Church's mind,. He had
seen something—something hovering out
here, in the gloom and the coldness of the
old Triangle.

It was a face—a face that looked through
the window-pane into the study. -

And Church went as white as a sheet, for
th: glimpse he got was truly appalling. H»2
could see aun indistinet object, with two
glittering eyes, and a mop of tangled,
shaguy™ hair—almost like a mane. The
face itself was nairy and revolting and like
nothing 'on e¢arth. It was neither human
nor animal.

And Church sat there, uunable to speak,
unable to move an inch. The face came
glightly nearer for a second, .and then in &



flash vanished. And Chﬁrch, with a little}

sigh, slumped down suddenly in his chair.

Handforth - and McClure went on with
their work, still unaware that anything was
wrong.  Handforth was wrestling with
bistory, and he suddenly turned to Church,
and glared at him,

“When did Oliver Cromwell die?’” he
askea bluntly. ‘“‘Blessed if I can under-
stand Mr. Crowell! Who on earth wants to
know when Oliver Cromwell pegged out?
1t’s all silly rot——  Why, what the
diekens—— Hey, Church, what’s up with
you, you fathead?’?

Handforth’s u'gent tone caused McClure
to start up.

““Don’'t yell like that,?” he said irritably.
“ Ho.v can 1 work—"’

““Quick!”? gasped Handforth. ¢ Some-
thing’s happened to Church! Look at him!
He’s cone as pale as a sheet, and he won’t
answer!’’

McClure dropped his pen on his work and
ignorcd the fact that a great biot resulted.
He started up, and went to Church's side.
There was something about the junior that
quite alarmed his chums.

Normally, Church was as hecalthy as a
horse, and had quite a good colour. But
now he lay humped up in his chair, deathly
pale, and very limp. Handforth grabbed
him by the shoulder roughly.  §

““ Wake up!’? he said huskily. ¢ Why,
what—— Good heavens!”?

Fo. Church was so limp that he nearly fell
to tne floor at the touch, and gave
absolutely no sign of response. There was
something horribly cold and still about him.
and the effect

His eyes were half open,
upon Haudforth and McClure was great.
“ He's—he's dead!’” gasped Handforth
hoarsely. *‘He must have died as he sat in
his chair—"?
“Eh? What's that; who's dead?’ 1

asked, as I entered the study. “Just came
along to ask ycu fellows ahout the paper-
chase—-"’

“¢ Church dead!”’ Handforth
frartically.

One glance at the two juniors convinced
me that they wore nearly scared ount of
their wits. And Church lay there, in his
chair, looking about as bad as any human
being could look. Handforth and McClure
had some excuze for jumping to such a
startling conclusion, for Church looked
lileE.a.

“ How did it happen?’’ I asked sharply.

“ We—we didn't know anything about it,”’
wailed McClure, almost sobbing. *‘Hand-
forth just spoke to him, and when we looked
up he was—he was like that. We didn’t
hear anything; we didn't know——"°

‘““Don’t be silly; he’s only fainted,”’ 1
broke in guiekly. * You're not going to tell
me that a healthy chap like Church pegged
out without warning! Rush off and get
some e¢old water.”’

“ But—but he’s dcad!”’ breathed MeClure.

I bent down over Chureh and felt on his
heart. 'There was a (distinet and steady

is said

And even now he was beginning lto
ie

beat.
show the first signs of coming round.
uttered a long sigh,. and shifted slightly.

McClure was off like the wind to fetch
the water, more relieved than he could say.
And Handforth and I lifted Church into the
easy chair, and I rapidly unfastened his
collar. |

By the time we had rubbed his hands a .
bit McClure was back, and two or three
dashes of cold water into his face had an
almost instant effect. He shivered, fully
opcned his eyes, and tried -to sit up.

‘““Go easy, old man,”’ muttered Handforth.
“Don’t get excited!”’

“What’s happened?’’ asked Church faintly.
“1 say, don’t be dotty! What's the idea
of swilling me like this? I'm drenched!”’

¢“ Hold still, old man,”” I said quielly.
“You'll be all richt in a minute or two if
vou’ll keep quiet. You must have come over

ciddy, or something. You've been a bit
queer, that’s all.”?

“ Queer?”? askad Church dully.

““Yes, you ass; you fainted!’’ growled

‘“ You gave us the

“ TFainted!”” repeated Church, the word
startling him into sudden activity. ‘‘What
rot! I fainted? Why, 1've never done sich
a thing in all ‘my life! Only girls faint.”’

He looked round, much stronger, and as
his gaze fell upon the dark window, some
of his colour fled again. An expression of
fear eame into his eyes, and he suddenly
clutched at my arm.

““The face!”” he muttered. “T—I remems-
ber nLow. The face at the window.”’

‘“What!”’ gasped McClure, staring uneasily
at the window. "

“‘It's not there now—but 1 saw it,)”’
muttered Church. It stared in at.me, and
then vanished. I don't seem 1o remember
what happened after that. Great Scott,
don’t tell me I fainted!”’

“ But you did,’? said McClure.
as limp as a rag.”

“0Oh, my hat! Don’t tell any of the
other chaps,’’ pleaded Church. *:I'll never
hear the last of it if you do.”” . .

“It's all right—you needn't worry,”’ 1
said. ‘“We'll keep it dark. DBut we’d like
a little more detail, old man. What was
this face vou saw at the window? I mean,
what was it like, and who did it belong to?"’

Church shivered, and even now he was
badly shaken. We looked at him queerly.
And I knew well enough that the shock
must have heen a very severe one to make
him go off into a faint. .

Certainly some very strange and uncanny
things had been happening at St. Frank's
recently—ever since the arrival of - Dr.
Karnak, the Egyptian science leclurer.
There had been talk. of .ghosts and. evil
spirits” and such like. And what .was more...
to the point, certaifi eerie things had .
happened, giving rise to general uneasiness
among the juniors. .

But even after taking all this inte con-
sideration, i1t must have.been a very extraor-

Handforth indignauntly.
scare of our lives!”?

“You were



dinary face to cause Church to swoon in his
chair.

“It—it was a face,”’ he muttered. “‘It
rasn’t human, and it wasa't like an animal
—it was big, with glittering eyes, and the
whoke face was covered with horrible look-
ing matted hair. I've never seen such a
ghastly sight in my life. Oh, it—it® was
horrible!”? ,

We looked at Church wonderingly.

““ Are you sure of this?’’ asked McClure

doubtfully,
“Sure? Of course I'm sure!”” replied
Church. *“ You don’t think I'd imagine a

thing like that, do you?
it—staring in at me.”’

“Well, it's a queer thing we didn’'t see
anything,”’ said Handforth. ¢<MecClure and
I were here ull the time, sittinz at the same
table. Why the dickens didn’t you shout,
or something?"’

““That's easy enough to understand,”’ I
broke in. ¢ He was so startled that he just
sat in hir chair, unable to speak or move.
And then he must have fainted without
attracting your attention. Unusual, of
course, but there’s nothing queer about it.”’

“But hang it all, what face could he
see?’’ argued Handforth. ¢ Perhaps one of
the chaps just came and looked in for a
lark—a practical joke—-"’

‘““It wasn’t—it wasn't!’’ persisted Church.
“ Do you think 1 don't know the difference
betwecen a humarn face and—and a devil?”

““ Somebody wearing a mask,’”’ said Hand-
forth.

““A mask—a mask!”” shouted Church
angrily. “What do you take me for? ,1
tell you 1t was a horrible face, and I didn't
imagine it., If you don't like to believe
me, you can do somecthing else!’’

“There’s no need to get in a temper
about it, old son,”” I said quietly,.

“ These chaps think I was scared over
nothing!”’ growled Church,

I walked ower to the window and raised
the lower sash. Outside, the Triangle was
chilly, for the sky was overcast, and there
was a .aw wind. FEarly in the evening
there had been a shower, but no rain since.

““Half a minute,”” I said. ¢ Perhaps 1
can find something out here.’’

I hopped out of the window, pulling a
small electric-torch out of my pocket. 1
never went without that handy little torch.
It was Nelson Lee who had taught me to
always carry cne ‘

I had very little hope of finding any foot-
prints, for the Triangle was beaten hard by
constant use. But just benecath the window
there was cemparatively little traffie, and
after thar shower of rain the gravel would
be rather soft.

I pressed the switch of my torch, and
~the velvet darkness was stabbed by the
beam of light. It shot down, revealing the
ground clearly,

‘““Phew!”’ 1 whistled softly.

Just against the window there were two
footprints—strange, extraordinary footprints.
Once before I had seen them, down in Bell-

I tell you I saw

ton Lane, whec Nelson Lee and I investi-
gated an incident that had happened the
previous weck. We had found these same
footprints behind the hedge.

They were neither human nor animal, butb
seemed to be a mixture of both. And
before Hundforth and Co. could come to the
window, 1 roughed up the ground with my
toc. I did this on the spur of the moment.
It would not improve their peace of mind if
they saw tho:e uncanny footprints.

“Well?”" askzd Handforth, coming to the
window. _

““ All quiet out here,”’ I replied. * Nothing
to sece, and it's no good searching for a
vague face. The best thing to do is to let
the matter drop.’”

I got back into the study, and Church
had so rapidly recovered that he was now
determined to conclude his prep. He didn't
want to talk about the affair at all. So
I promised him that I would say wnoothing,

and went out.

But even if Handforth and McClure
doubted him, I didn't. That unaccountable
monster had come to the window and looked
in—the same ghastly creature that had
scized Recginald Pitt on one occasion; the
same horrific thing which had chased some
of the juniors in the lane, |

Nobody knew what this shape was. Dr.
Karnak, the curator of the museum, had
repeatedly said that the monster was the
earth form of an evil spirit. He had warnced
the juniors to steer clear of the mummy 1o
the museum, solemnly stating that the
mummy was cursed. It contained the spirit

of Baal, the moon god, and was to be feared.

But althcugh Dr. Karnak had gathered a

‘few followers, the majority of the fellows

regarded him with frank suspicion and dis-
like. They believed that he himself was
partly responsible for the misfortunes that
had receotly occurred.

Without any question, the Remove had
rccently had a bad time. And this was the
subject of a heated discussion in the
Common-ro.m that very evening. Handforth
was prominent in this talk.

“It's about time we did something,”’ he
declared firmiy. ¢ Just think of the mis-
fortanes that have come on us since the
term began—since Dr. Karnak came here.””’

“It's all the fault of yourselves,'’
deciared Cecil De Valerie. ¢ Those who have
faith in Dr. Karnak have come to no harm.
These troubles have been brought about by
the scoffers and the unbelievers.”’

““I don’t care how they've been brought
about—it's time something was done,”’
persisted Handforth. “ We haven’t won a
match siuce the term began; two or three
of the fellows have been ill; Glenthorne
was found unconscious out in the lane; I
nearly broke my lez by falling downstairs,
and a hundred and one other misfortuncs
have come upon us.”

“ Haadforth's right,”* said Armstrong.
“You can't get away from it. And it's
all the curse of that mummy. Didn't Dr.
Karnak warn us?"’ Y
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“Of course he did,’” said Skelton. ¢“That
mummy is dead enough, but the spirit of
Baal hovers over it. And any fellows who
sneer  are  punished.  That’s why there's
been such a lot of misfortune,”’

Handforth snorted.

‘‘Blow the mummy, and blow all
pifife about an evil spirit,”’ he said.
Karnak’s to blame; he's the culprit. 1f he
wasn’t here there’d be no trouble at all.,”’

“If he wasn't bere the trouble would be
- intensified,’? said De Valerie quietly.

wé Eh?!!

. Without any wmaster mind to warn us,
we should be at the mercy of that cvil
spirit,’? said Cecil De Valerie. ¢ You fcllows
have only got to heed Dr. Karnak and
cverything will be all right.”’

“* Rot!”?

‘“Piffle!”?

‘““ Absolutely!”* said Archie Glenthorne.
“Rindly allow me to agrce, with emphasis,
that the whole thing is piffle. I mean to
say, here we are, in the good old twentieth
century, and you reel out these bally chunks
of rubbish concerning evil spirits.”? )

““ What differcnce dees the twentieth
century make?’? asked De Valerie quictly.
«+1f these things could happen in ancient
Buypt they could happen now. But just
because this is an age of electricity and
wireless and a hundred other marvels, you
all think that sorcevy 'is dead.”’

“¢1t’s  dead, because -it ncver had any
life,”” I said sharply. ¢‘Take my advice, De
Valerie, and stop preaching that rubbish.
Soreery and witcheraft were the weapons
that {ricksters and charlatans used against
théir ignorant followers in the old days.
People are too highly cducated to swallow
that tosh nowadays. And Dr. Karnak ought
to be ashamed of himsclf for preaching such
things to schoolboys.”’

“ Hlear, hear!” suid Handforth approv-
migly. “IHe’s at the root of all ‘he {rouble.
\nd what 1 suggest is a deputation to the
Head.

“ When??*’

this
[N Dl..

asked Armstrong.

““When?” repeated IHandrforth.,  ** Why,
now—this minute!?’
CITAPTER 11.
TUE HEAD DOLSN'T AGREE.
ANDIORTH look el
ronud, and the [fel-

I I lows were dubious.

“l1t’s all very well
going to the Head, but what
can we tell him¥?? asked
Tominy Watson. “Don’t for-
get that Dr. Karnak is in practically the
same position as a master, and the Heaxd
wouldn’t like us to complain.”

‘“ Besides that,”” I pointed out, ¢ Dr.
Stafford has complete conlidence in the
Egyptian. He's helping him with a book, or
something, and they get on first-rate
together.”

“] thought the Illcad had more sense!”
growled ritt,

LEE LIBRARY

“It’s not that at all,” I explained. ¢ You
see, the Head lives in a different world to
us—he doesn't know what goes on in this
part of the scheol. Aund he only sces Dr.
Karnak as a highly qualified archicologist—
a man who has his subject at his finger-
tips. There's no mistake that Dr. Karnak
is trgmendously elever. That’s why it’s such
a pity that he goes in for all this sorcery
stuff. But atl great brains have a Kkink.”

“That's why they =ay I'm a bit qucer
now and again,” remarked Handforth
niodestly.

“MHa, ha, hal”?

‘“Weak braius
hastened to add.

“Ha, ha, hal? '

“Tathead!” snapped Iandforth, il |
might have expected you to be funny! Are
we going to get up this deputation, or nott”’

“Not!” said Reggic Pitt promptly.

“Coward!” taunted Handforth. ¢ You'te
afraid to go, because the Head might give -
you some lines! Well, I'm not atraid—and

have a kink, ton,’? 1

if you rotters won’t come with e, I'll go
alone!’”” he added defiantly. *
“Hot dog! . That’s the dope!” said

Ulysses Spencer Adams.
“TI'll put the whole thing in frout of the
Mead, and tell him to kick Karnak out!?®

went on Handforth  grimly.  “1I'll show
you !’
“Attaboy!*?  grinned Ulysses. “ Say,

we've siure gotta show some speed to cateh
up to you! Gee! You're some little guy!’”
“If you call me a guy, I'll punch your
ncse!”” hooted Handforth.
““ Aw, gee, don’t get sore!” said Ulysses,

*“You got me wrong. Any sveli feller
i3 a guy when you're speaking bonest-to-

goodness language. 1 guess I'm not frying
to pass any bull on you, kiddo. Go right
ahead with that snappy talk of yours. For
the love of Mike, keep cool!l?

“If you think I can keep cool, listening to
all this tosh, you’ve made a mistake!”” snap-
ped Handforth. “I'm going to the Head!
Ani any fellow who wants to come with me
Hal better step forward.”

Nobcdy stepped forward.

“A fine lot of supporterz, ain’'t- youz"
sai-d HMandforth bitterly. “I've got eourage
cucugh to go and demand Dr. Kamnok's kick-
f:mii,!r and not one of you rotters cun back me
up:*?

*0h, I say!” protested Archie. “ 1 say!
That's frightfully rough, desar old soul. 1
mean, 1'd rally round like anything if 1
thought it was worth it. I'd dash hither
and thither, and 1'd buzz {Ris way apd
that way, if there was the slightest chance
of doing somcthing. But the scheme strikes
me 4s being a dashed forlorn hope!”

““1 agree with Avchie,” I said. “The
time isp't ripe for .going to the Head.
Besides, there's no proof—no evidence. We
can't substantiate a single statement, and
the 1llead will only belicve that we're a secb
of imaginative asses.”
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“We can prove that Dr., Karnak started

this Sorcery Club!” retorted Handforth,
“That's nothing,” I replied. < If that
cam: before the Head, Dr. Karnak would

simply say that it was a harmless scientific
affair. No, we've got to have something
more tangible before we can move.”

“Then you ali refuse?”™ demanded Hand-
forth curtly.

“Yes, O rash one, we all refuse.”
Pitt, “But if you're looking for
trcuble, you can go alone!™ _

“[ will go alone!” suauid Handforth ex-
citedly. ¢ After all, why should I ask you
chaps for support? I should only do all
the talking, anyhow. [I'll go to the Head,

saidl
S011e

i
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[ won't take advicg, then your fate won't beo

nice.”’

“1f vou don't stop that rotten rhyming,
there's no telling what vour fate will be!™

retorted [landforth darkly. * Well, 1'wn
zoing !’

¢ thisk you mentioned that Lefore,™
sail Pitt, ¢ My idea is to sit ticlit for a

bit longer, until we've got something more
dcelinite =

IHandforth didn't wait to hear the rest.
Ile marched out of the room with his head
Ligh in the air. And before his determina-
tion could oonze away, he went straight to
th: Headmaster's study, and tapped at
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it was not a hut as we knew such things in England. There, under the tall
trees, lay a kind of primitive sheiter, and it strikingly reminded me of Central

Africa.

ant Dr. Karnak dismissed, and then 1l
have the laugh on you.”
““1 say, better chuck it

said quietly.

up, old man,” 1

e I'm going!”  roared Handforth, “It's
time Dr. Karnak was Kicked out.™
“The scheme is good, aund the object

sound,” said Clarence Fellowe. ““But I fear
that you’ll get badly downed. The Head's
all right, but I shouldn't go to-nizht. I'av
better to wait—until a future date.”

“Rot! I'm pgoing at once,” said Hand-
forth obstinately.
“Then I'll say nothing more-—-but your

haste I deplore,” said FLellowe., “If you

the door. Even as he did so, he felt a desire

to fAee.  But it was too late.

“Come in!" came the voice of rs
Stafford.

Handlortlhh entered, stecling himself for
thiz ordeal.

*c AR, Handforth.” said the Heud
pleasantly. “ What brings you here at this
hcur? 1 don't think I sent for you?”

*No, sir. I—I came.”

“So I obzerve,” said Dr. Stafford, layinz
his book aside. “What is it you want?”

““Well, sir, it's a bit off-side—Dr. Karnak
ought to be kicked out.,” said Handforth
blurtly. *Ie’s a rotten trickster and a
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about time he was pushed off !

The llead started, and sat forward. It
would have been better, perhaps, if Hand-
forth had paused to clhoose his words more
delicately,

““Good gracious me!’? said Dr. Stafford.
‘* Explain your:zelf, Handforth. llow dare
yoa come to me with these unwarrantable
msults against Dr. Karnak? If you have

any grievauce, be good enough to state it

remember, 1 strongly dis

coneisely, But
boys ceriticising a

approve of any juunior
master.”

“But Dr. Karnak isn’t a master, sir,” re-
torted Handfortn. “He's only a lecturer.

———

- e e E——— B
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bcast. All the chaps hate him, and it's “The moon god!” he gasped Llankly.

““ Haven't you heard about the mupiny,
siry? '

“I have certainly heard about the mummy
—and 1 have scen the mummy,”” replied the
Mead.,  But you were not talking abouwn
that munmy. You made some incompre-
hensihle remark concerning a moon god.
What is the matter with you, Handforth?
Why have you come to me with this absurd
tizsue of nonsense?”

Handforth tarned red, and scemed to have
a little difficelty in swallowing somcthing.
As a matter of fact, the interview wasn'c
soine guite as he had anticipated. |

“ Jt—it isn't  nonsense, sir,”’  he said

= -
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And he’s responsible for all the wmisfortunes
i1 the Remove. We haven't won any rfoot-
ball matches, and [ fell downstairs, and
Glenthorne was kpocked off his bike in the

fane, and Church saw a horrible face at
the window !?? -

Dr. Stafford stared at Haadforth ‘n
amazement.

“ Good heavens, boy, are you insane?’ he

asked. ““What is this—this preposterous
rigmarole?  What is this fantastic story
corcerning Dr. Karnak? Mdow can that

gentleman possibly be responsible for the
loss of a football mateh?”?
“It’s the curse of that moon god, sir.”

~Pr., Stafford started.

L evil

“This moon god, you know——-'"
Stuf-

hastily.

“Which moon god?” interrupted Dr.
ford. < Explain yourself sir!”

*“Why, the—the mummy is supposed to
he—— That iz, this mummy is really =n
spirit called DBaal,” said Handforth.
“Dir. Karnak has been causing it to bring
misfortune on the Remove.”

“Upon my soul!” ejaculated the Head.
“Are you seriously telling me, Handforth,
that you ecredit such rubbish as that? You
actually think that some ridiculous super-'
stition attaches itself to a mere relic froia
Egypt? This mmumny is quite an cxcellent
specimen, presented to the school museum
by Lord Dorrimore,”? - -+ - |
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“] know that, sir,”” said Tlandforth.
“But Dr. Karnak tries to make out that
all sorts of evil will happen if the chaps
don't believe in his tommy-rot about the
curse.”’

“Good gracious! 'fhe curse?”

“Yes, sir. There's an evil spirit hovering
round, so Dr. Karnak says, and all sorts of
misfortunes have come over the school
hecause we don't believe it,” said Hand-
forth indignantly. “So this deputation hasz
come to you to demand the instant dis-
missal of Dr. Karnak.”

Dr. Stafford became very calm.

“This—er—deputation?” he asked ques-
tion ngly. ' * _
“JI--1 mean—I have come. sir,”” said

Handforth. It was to have heen a deputa-
1ion, sir, but the other fellows backed out.”

““[ am very pleasad 1o hear that the
other bovs refused to have anything to do
withh this absurdity,” said the Head coldly.
“ And so, Handforth, you have calmly comec
to me, and you demand the instant dis-
missal of Dr. Karnak?”

“*Yes, sir,” said Handforth boldly.

“JIt is not merely a request?” asked Dr.
- Stafford ominously,

** Well, er—you—you—— That is, I—"

“I ecan well understand, Handforth, that
you are somewhat at a loss,” interrupted
the Head acidly. ¢ I'ortunately. I know you
to be a boy of unimpeachable character,
and I also know that you are subject to
foolish impulses. Otherwise, 1 shiould re-
gardl this visit as a piece of intolerable
impertinence——""

““ Impertinence, sir!” gasped andlorth.

““Yes. sir—impertinence!’ thundered the
Head. “You have the audacity to comne
here, to face me, and to demund the dis-
missal of Dr. Karnak! Why, upon my soul,
it is little short of insapity!”

Handforth gulped, and made one last
effcrt.
“Yes, sir—insaunity!” he said fiercely.

“That’s just what's happening! Dr. Karnak
iz driving the chaps »ff their rockers——"

“Dr. Karnak is doing what?’’ snapped the
Iead.

‘¢ Sending the chaps dotty, sir!"

“Dotty?”’

“You Kknow, sir—silly in the head!" said
Havdforth impatiently. ““ And since he's
heen at” the school we haven’t won a foot-
hall match, I've fallen downstairs. strange
monsters chase us in the lane——"

“Strange monsters chase you
lave?? repeated the Ifead, aghast.

“Yes, sir—an awful Thing that runs
abeut six times as fast as any human
being,” raid Handforth grimly. ““ And
there's a hundred and oue other little
disasters that can't be accounted for, And
Dr. Karnak i3 responsible!"

““You contradict yourself, Handforth,”
said the Head curtly. ¢ You declare that
these misfortunes ecannot be accounted for,
and in the same broath you sayv that Dr,

in the
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have picked upon this perfectly hcnourable
gentleman as a scapegoat for all the trifling
misfortunes of “the Lower School! I am
corvinced, sir, that you are in a poor state
of health!"

Handforth looked blank.

“But it's true, sir,” he persisted. ¢ Anl
we demand—-"
“ Eonough!” interrupted the Head. ¢ Do

not speak again, Handforth.”

He touched the bell, and a moment later
Tubbs appeared. The pageboy was in-
structed to take a message at once to
Nelson Lee. And within four minutes, ti:e
famous schoolmaster-detective arrived.

“Thank you, Mr. Lee,”” said Dr. Stafford.
“1 requested vyour presence because |
wanted yvou to take this boy, and see that
e i3 made as comfortable as possible in
the sanatorium——"?

“The sanatorium, sir!” blurted out Hand-:
forth wildly. ;

“[t appears to me that the unhappy bov
is suflfering from delusions,”” went on the
Head. It will be as well, T think, 10
send without delay for Dr. Brett, so that
Handforthi’s mental state can Dbe ascer-
tained.”

“I am grieved to hear this,” said Nel-
son Lee, with concern.

“1 have not come to this conclusion with-
out, full justfication,” said Dr. Stafford
gravely, ¢ Handforth has informed me tha:
Dr Karnak must be instantly dismissed.
He has accused Dr. Karnak of perfectly
ridiculous offences, without one shred of
justification. In Handforth's opinion, Dr.
Karnak is responsible for every minor mis-
fortune of the Lower School, and I can only -
cenclude  that the lad is  mentally un-
balanced.”

And Handforth, dismaved and utterly
staggercd, was gently led away by Nelson
Le¢, and taken straight to the school sana-
torinvm. The startled Edward Oswald failed
to grasp the fact that the Head had been
quietly sarcastic, and that the sanatorium
treatment was not really to. be taken
seriously,

But so much for Handforth's wonderful
effcrt! ’

Ih the sanatorium, Nelson Lee talked (o
Edvard Oswald seriously, and discovered
exactly what he had done.

“ A very foolish move, young man,” said
Nclson Lee., ¢ And a very impertinent move,
ton. It was sheer impudence to go to the
Headmaster with such an unsupported story.
You must remember, Handforth, that when
you make an accusation, it is absolutely
essential to have full and complete prool.
Iv is worze than useless to make a charge
without the substantiating evidence. Your
pcrsonal views regarding Dr. Karnak are of
no interest to the Headmaster. You should
have come to me, instead of going to ID'r.
Stafford.””

Handforths looked crestfallen,

¢ And—and bave I got to stick here, sic?”
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he asked desperately.
all yelling at me-—7"

“1 do not think we nced take the Ilcad-
master too literally,” smiled Nelson Lee.
“Upon duc considervation, Handforth, T pro-
nource you Lo he normal, and ineligible for
the sapatorium. So let this be a lesson Lo
you, Do not presume to approach the
Meadmaster uniil yoa can do so in perfect
safety.”

““The chaps will be

“Oh, thankz awfully, sir,” said Hand
forth, with gratitude. * And what about
Dr. Karnak? Won't ycu keep your eye ol

him, sir——7

“We will not dissuzs Dr. Karpak,” said
Fee. quietly. 1t is unot your place to
eriticise ihe gentleman, or to question me
vegarding him. Go back to your own
quarters, Ilandiorth, and leave this matter

to run its own course. 1 ecan assure you
that you will soon have no cause Tfor
dissatisfaction,”

Aud Handforth had to be content with

that.

[fe went back to the Remove passage by
no means thankful for his lucky escape. lle
fatled to realise that be might have re-

ceived a  flogging  for his impertinence.
Selely owing {o Nelson Lee, he had escaped
scathless. :

ITe went into Study D, and found Church
amdl MceClure there.

“Well?2?? ashed Church, with interest.
“1t’'s no good—J can’t do anything
aone!”? growled Handforth disgustedly.

“What’s the good of one voice crying alonpe
m the wilderness? 1f I'd only had support,
i would have been a different thing! Bat
P'in not finished—I'm more determined than
cyer.”?

‘“ About what?”?

‘“ About Karnak!"” said Handforth rrm’y.

“I'he next time I go (o the llead, I'll
hava proof—I'll have all my data at my
fingertips! 1’1l have concrete evidence!

And how?”? he added fliercely. *¢How??

“Oh, my hat! MHe's asking riddles now!”
greaned Church,

“How?? repeated Handforth impressively.
“1'H tell you how! 1U'm going to investi-
gate! 1'm going to bring all my detective
power into play. and I'm going to get con-
clusive evidence against Dr. Karnak!”??

Handforth slung himself into a chair, and

¢'hurch  and McClure exchanged pitying
glances,
CHAPTER I11.
THE CREATURE IN BELLTON WOOD!
€ 0O we're going to be
the hares?” asked

tegoie Pitt.
" That’s the decision

of _ the committee,” 1
replied. * And it’s up to us,
oldd man, to show a clean

pair of hecls, and get home. And we shall
have to put in some training between now
and Safurday, teoo.”

i
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Pittflooked ilioughiful. *
“ And it wouldn’t be a bad idea to go
over the gronnd,” he said. * Roughly, the

conrse will he a ten mile circular ronte.
But it's up to us to pick out the best
twists and turns, And we shall be able

to keep the hovnds off a lot better If we
have a general idea of our course,”

“ That's right enough,” I noreed.

There's nothing like being prepared.”

Pittt and I  were standing in  the
svmnasinm. It was midday, and alternoon
lessons would soon be commencing. There
had just been 2 Sports Committee Meeting,
and all arrangements had been made for
paper chase on Naturday—there being no
foothall fixture for that afternoon.

And by a big majority, Reggic Pitt and
1 had been sclected as the hares. The big
pack of Tounds would include Handforth
and Co., and Tregellis-West, and Watson,
and o goodly number of College House
fellows. _

And Reggie and 1 were quite determined
{o gt home winners, And it was un-
doubtedly a fact that we should improve
ounr chanees if we went for a run over the
ground in advance.

““It looks like being fine this afternoon,’
I said, going to the door, and glancing at
the sky. *““ And it'll be quite light enough
for an hour’s run after lessons. How about
it? It'1l give us a good appetite for tea.”

“1I'm game,” replied Reggie.

Aud =0 it was fixed. As scon as after-
noon lessons were over we hurricd outside,
and were off, There was still a zood deal

of daylight lecft, and it was a c¢lear
January afternoon, with a keen nip in the
atmosphere.

“We'll jog along down the lane, cut

through the wood, and then make our way
through Edgemore,” 1 suggested., ' And
the more twisis and turns we can plan, the
better.”

“ Rather!” agrced Pitt. *“ We'll show the
ciddy hounds that we're cqual to them—and
better.” ‘

“Hallo! What's the idea?”’ asked Hand-
forth, who was standing by the gatces,

“Just getting ready for Saturday,” 1
replied as he passed. It wouldn't be a
bad idea for you fecllows to put in some
practice, too.”

Handforth sniffed.

“You're the hares, ain't you?” he asked.
“You won't get more than half a mile
before you're collared! I’'ve decided 1o

capture the pair of you single-hunded.”

We grinmed, and passed on.

“ A peirfeet example of an optimist—ihat’s
JTandy ! chuckled Titt. ““ Remember the
way he went off to inlerview the Head last
night? ¥Full of confidence, and absolutely
certain that he'd sccure Dr. Karnak’'s dis-
missal. He hasn’t becen very talkative about
that intcrview!"”

“I bet he's got a pretly fine lecture,”
I replied. “1{'s not a bhit of good jibhing
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useless

against Dr. Karnak until we've got
thing against him. It's worse than
to take idle gossip to the Head.”
““Oh, blow Dr. Karnak and all his works!"”
said Reggie. “ We're out in the open now,

under the blue sky, and all that sorcery
husiness seems fantastic. That rot is only
suitable for - dark nights and heated
imazinations.,”

We jogged along, and when we arrived
at the stile, we crossed, and then made
our way along the footpath through the
dense trees of Bellton Woeod. Presently,

eggie eame to a halt, and grinned.

“Why keep to the Dbeaten track?’ ke
asked.

“Eh?”

“What's wrong with branchinz off some-
where, and preparing a route through the
undergrowlh?” he asked. ** We can go over
the ground to-day, and Lkeep it in our
.nind’s eye. On Saturday we shall know it,
and ecan slip through the wood in no time.
snt the hounds will have a dickens of a
job, even though they've got the paper trail
to help them. By the time they get ont
of the woond, we’ll have stolen a clear mile
cxtra start.”

“Good idea!" T said prowmptly. ' Lebd's
do it!” =
We struek off at random, plunging care-

fully through the dense part of the wood.
In the summer-time a few enthusiastie
fellows of the naturalist type would some-
times penetrate to these forest fastnesses
in search of specimens, Bat durine thne
winter months hardly a soul left the foot-
path.

And we went cautiously, keeping our eyes
well open, and marking our forthcoming tratl
keenly. We took note of every tree, aof
overy different formation in the ground.
Thus, on the Saturday, we could slip along
without wasting any time.

And we cut in and out, through
aullies, round bogev patches, and
all this information well into our minds.
We grinned as we pictured the hounds
strugeling along this track, growling at the
nnavoidable delay———for, of course, they
would he compelled to follow the trail of
paper.

We were in the very heart of the wood,
and in a section that was probably nof
once visited by humanity during the course
of a whole year. And suddenly I came 1o
a halt, peering through the trees,

“What's up?” asked Pitt, pausing beside
me.

“What's that funny-looking place there?”
T asked. * Looks like a hut—but it can't
be. Nobody lives in this deserted spot.”

“The light's none too good,” said Pitt.
“T expect it’s only a fallen branch.”

e “was about to pass on, but 1 wasn't
quite satisfied. We stood there for a
moment, and could almost feel the intense,
brooding silence. There was practically no
wind, and there, ia the heart of the wood,

little
stored
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we felt isolated and ent completely off from

the world.

Although the trees were leafless, the
tangled branchez overhead only allowed »
certain portion of the fading daylight to
filter down. And the efiect, now that we
had halted, was somewhat mysterious end
eer.e. Somehow, the interior of a thick
wood always impresses one in this way.

‘ Better be gning!” suggested Pitt softly.

He could feel that curions influence, for
he wunconsciously sunk his voice—although
there was no earthly reason why he should
have done so. But the very idea of shout-

ing scemed wrong. One could no more
shont there than in the interior of =a
cathedral.

Without vrealising why, T pushed ihrough
the undergrowth eantionsly.  Some instinct,
perhaps, warned e that there was some-
thing unusual here. At all events, T went
forward with extreme eare.

And although my first surmise had seemed
fantastie, it proved to be correct. Tor we
presently found ourselves gazing upon 4
rather extraordinary strueture.

It was not a hut as we kpnew sneh things
in England. There, under the tall trees,
lay a kind of primitive shelter—and it
strikingly reminded me of Central Afriea.
Tt was asz though this place had bheen buill
by a native of some black tribe. The place
was o mere shanly of the most primitive
type—but constructed with remarkable neat-
ness, neveriheless, Branches and leaves
had been entwined together very cunningly.
And there was even a kind of doorway.
And for this place to exist in the heart of
this thicket was very singular,

“What do you make of it?" whispered
Pitt. as he drew a bit nearer. *“1 expect
it was left behind by some tramp—a relic
of last summer.”

I shook my head.

“No; this was built
said  softly.  “ Those hranches are all
leafless, and this place wasn't eonstrueted
by a {ramp, either. It's too well made for
that. T think we'd better have a closer
look.”

We approached, and just as we
reached the doorway, and were about
look inside, we received a severe shock.

For, abruptly, there was a swift movement
within, and then something torc past us
and fled. The movement was so unexpected,
and so sudden, that we only obtained a
climpse. The licht was not gond, ecither.

We saw the thing only hazily—a curious,
shazagy monster that leapt threugh the doort-
way in one hound. We stazgered back.
breathing hard. More startled than we
conld tell of, we stared through the trees.

“ Great  Scolt!” gasped Pitt. ** What—
what was it?” :

““ Goodness knows!" T replied huskily.

The most amazing thing of all was that
the strange creature had bounded upwards
an almoszt impossible manner—differend

only recently,”” T

had
10
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to any animal that I had ever heard of.
And, certainly, no human I}Pm" could have
acted in that way.
“My . hat! IV's l‘rLt
smltlenly. -
I knew it. The monster had apparently
only travelled a few yards. tor the crash-
ing of twigs and hranches suddenly - ceased,
and we thounht, we heard a curious groan,
: RuggleLPItt looked at me doubtfully.
Lo What, are we going to do?”’ he
tensely. |
““ Follow it—and see what it is,” I replied.
‘““ Here! Better take along a piece of wood,
or something, in case of emergencics.”’
- It .only tonk wus & moment to seize two
heavy pieces of wood, and then we
cautiously advaneed. 1 felt a desire to flee,
amd I am sure Pitt had the same sensation,
too. But we badly wanted to find out what
this thing was, and we stifled our inward
alarm,
The thought struck me that the ereature
was a wild animal of some kind—a fugitive
from some menagerie. But I dismissed this

stopped!™  said

asleed

at once, for no wild- animal could bhuild
itself . such a shelter, But the very idea
of such a monstrous objeet Dbeing human

was equally fantastic.

So the only thing was to approach, and
make sure.

We had an idea of ‘the direction that the
thing had taken,, and we moved along
cautiously, with Pitt just in the rear of me,

J had insisted upon taking the lead. And
i.hcn, almost before we knew jt, we were

face to face with the fearsome denizen of
the wood.
““ Good heavens!” mutiered Pitt honrselv
1 said nothing, for I was 1oo surprised.
My heart was thumping heavily, and I
instinetlively gripped my stitk more firmly.
- Tor we found ourselves gazing upon a
creature of horrible aspect. At the first
glance I -knew that it was human—but in all
.my ddays I had never beheld such a specimen
of humanity as this hefore.

He was obviously a black man, and at
first glance I believed -him to he a native
of Africa—some member of a quaint tribe
from the interior. His head was covered in
a mop of shagey black bair. His face itself
-was bewhiskered to such an extent that
“hair seemed to sprout from every inch of
him—with two gleaming eyes in the midst
of the tangle. .

And he was clothed in roughly made farry

skins, with his legs bare, and his feet
- unshod: And, without a doubt, the man
was a monstrosity—a freak of nature. In
the old days, the ecelebrated Mr. Barnum
~would have made a fortune out of this

peculiar being.
“ Qh!"” Dreathed Pitt. “ He—he can't be

a man!”
- He must he—there’s no nmnmi like th:'a
living,”” 1 replied.
.But: there was
Lhorrified -remark.

every excuse for

Pitt's
For the grotesque freak !

s

was unlike any ordinary man in build and
general appearance. His head was se¢b
stlmg,ht on his shoulders, with practicaliy
no neck. His arms appeared to be normal,
but his legs were startling,

For they .were at least double the length-
of any ordinary human Jegs—lanky, bony
legs with two deformed feet. Standing, the
man must have been well over ecight {fect
in height—the majority of this space being
occupied by legs. .

I’'ve seen giants in my day,.and I've seen
unfortunate monstrosities of other kinds,
hut this hapless ecreature was absolutely
novel., And he lay there, among the dead
leaves, with his great legs hunched un,
regarding us with fear in his small, glilter-
ing eyes,

“It’s all right-—we’re not going to harm
yvou,” I said, approaching cautiously. ** Can
you speak English?”

The black man shrank back, muttering in.
a manner that was incoherent to us. .

““Where on earth can he have come
from?"’ asked Pitt. * Anyway, he doesn’t
seem to he very dangerous. But why didn't
he keep on running? We.should never have
caught him.” .

-I moved a step nearer, and the bialk
man crouched further back. I saw . him
wince, and a low moan escaped him as his
foot caught against .a jutting root. And
then, in a flash, I understood.

For I transferred my attention to his
foot. And I could see that it was badly
swollen and puffed. On the side of it, near
the heel, was an ugly, highly inflamed sore.

““Don’t you understand?” I asked e The
poor llnngs injured!”’

‘“Injured?’” repeated Pitt. :

“ Yes—his left foot. Look how hmnbly
it'’s swollen,” I said. *“‘I say, we may be
able to help the poor beggar. We passcd
a hrook two or three hundred yards bacir
Get some water, Reggle %

“Yes, hut—"' |

“1 don't think he’)l attack me,” 1 =aid
quietly., ‘ He seems harmless enough.”

I don't think Pitt felt quite comfortable,
but he hurried away, leaving me alone with
the stranger. Now that I knew he was only
a pitiful malformed specimen of humanity,
all my horror went,

"And the look of that foof, even
distance, told e that it was
gathered, and likely to develop into =2
serious case of bhood poisoning. But: it
would be a diffienlt business to make the
man understand that I had no warlike
intentions. :

1 lifted my own left foot, tappcd it, and
then pointed to his. Imhntly. the man

at a
bhadly

grinned, showing his white. teeth, and he
nodded. He unde rstcod ~ that I was
inquiring about his. injury. i)

‘““ A1l rieht,” I said crlsply “We'll soon |
have it ngllt e &
From an inner pocket I took out a small

first-aid 7 case. T always carried it, and

Y



tiyjne after time it bad proved to be won-

derfully handy. One never knows what may
happen.
By the time I had prepared a bandage,

with _lint and ointment, Reggie “ppcared
carrying a baked-bean tin full of water.

= I'ound it down in the hollow,”
“ Jolly handy, eh?
must have heen
zoods.”

I took the can of water, piaced it on the
ground, and then dabbed another piece of
bandage into it, soaking the material. 1

:lt]elr.tl it up, and pointed to the man's injuréd
100

gorging himself on tinned

He had becen 'ﬂ"lt(‘hl[l‘-" half-fearfully, but
with an animal-like r:urmsit_v. I pguessed
~that his injury was causing him intense

pain, or he would never have stayed there
s0 long.

He understood my meaning at once, but
shook his “head, and tried to pull himseli
" bhack. Ho“mer after persistent efiforts, he
gave
our intentions were friendly.

Once he had allowed me to grasp his foot,

the rest was easy. I found. upon examina-
tion. that a deep gash had heen made some
days earlier. The wound had swollen and
gathered badly, and was now intensely
inflammed. = The pain fnust have been
“excruciating at the least touch.
" Very gently, 1 bathed " th: place, and
noticed at the same time that the foot
-itself was deformed in a curious way. There
were -no ordinary toes, but peculiar stumps
which would leave a remarkable imprint.

When I was satisfied with the bathing, 1
then carefully applied the ointment, cover-
ing the wound with lint, and then ban-
daging it with great care. I'inally, I fore
my - handkerchief wup, and wrapped this
round as a final protection.

The ointment, as I well knew, was of an

excellent quality, and possessed almost
instantaneous soothing properties. Our
stranse companion must have. felt much

easier, for he was grinning quite cheerfully

now. -and chattering away like a pleased
chitd. His gratitude was obvious.

““ There you are, old man,”” I suid briskly.
“ That's better. I know you can’'t under-
stand what I'm saying, but actions speak

louder than words. You know, anyhow,
that we haven't got any evil designs on
you.’
' ”Whnt’s that ]l.l‘-'»t above his heel?” asked
Pitt.

‘““ Another cut,” 1 replied. “1 hadn't
noticed it at first, but it dozsn't seem any
too healthy. I think we'd better wash it.
and put some ointment on. Hallo! No
water left. It's my turn this time,” 1
added. * You- stay here while I run back

- and get some water.”

But before I had travelled many yards 1
heard a sudden shout from among the trees.
I came to a halt, rather startled. 1 had
been comfortable in leaving Pitt with the

e
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he said. §
1 expect lhis merchant

in—apparently grasping the fact that ¢

& _-—.A... B - -

I
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He lay there, wnth his great legs
hunched up, regarding us with iear
in his arnall, glittering eyes. i

black mau, for I was sure he would make no

attack.
“That you, Reggie?’” 1 shouted.
“Yes! Quick! "7

L hurt'ied back. and when [ arrived I, found
that Regzie . was  alone—somewhat dis-
hevelled, bub unhurt. 1 looked round, bub
saw no sign whatever of the man we haa
lately befnen.}ed

“ Where's he gone?" 1 asked qulcklv .

“ You must have some kind of power over
him, or something,” growled Pitt. = * Any-
how, he seemed scared of me. As soon as
youd gone, he jumped up. 1 trled to get
him to stop, but he leapt away like a
kangaroo. 1 started running, but 'stumbled,
and came down \uth a bifl. By the time L
got up, he wasz gone."”

“Oh, well, it's no good trymrr to catch
him,”” 1 said. “Thank nondness he dida’t
rmke any attack on you.’

Reggie looked at me queerly. :

% \es, 1've been :n his arms once,” he said
quietly.

I knew what he was thinking of. Some
nights earlier Pitt ‘had becen seized by an
unknown monster and carried off.- And- it
was Dr. Karnak who had used Cecil Da
Valerie to guide us to the spot where Pltb
had been lying.
¢ You think that this i3 the—-the Thing
that took hold of you that night?"’ 1 asked.

“I'm certain of.it,”" replied Pitt. . <« And
I'm relieved, too. That horrible mystery is
explained now. Things are getting a  bit
clearer, old man. As long as we know that
there's mnothing supernatural about .that
¢ Shape,” there’s nothing to be afraid of. 2

I nodded. _

“By Jove!’”’ I said grimly. “ So this unfor-
tunate freak is Dr. Karpak's precious
Elemeuhl—-—the earth shape of the moou
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gad! Pah! What a despicable trickster!

Stufling the chaps uwp with that yarn, and
he knew all the time that it was mere
foolery!”
““We knew it, too—-but we lacked evi-
dence,” said Pitt. < We still lack it, as a
matter of fact. The man's gone, and we’ve
¢ot no proof even now. But that creature is

the tool of Dr. Karnak.”

‘“ Absolutely!” [ agrced. <1 shouldn't be
surprised if he's gm; some hypnotic power
over the poor brute. Karnak makes him do
his will, and the black beggar is nothing more
nor less than a slave. Perhaps Karnak's in-
ftluence is not very strong just now. That's
why the black was 30 docile. And we've
ot -to admit that Dr. Karnak, for all his
cunning, has done no actual harm to any-
hody.”

‘Pitt nodded.

“ All the same, he's a dangerous beast to
have about,” he said gruffly.

“The guv'nor and 1 found some {ooct-
prints in the lane,” 1 said. *“We couldn’t
inake them out; but it's a pretty sure thing
they were made by this black chap. Well,
-we're Jearning things. And it won't be long
hefore we have Dr. Karnak where we want
“him. I believe there’ll be developments

soon.”’

And Pitt and 1 decided to go back. Some-
how, we didn't fec! like remaining in
the wecod any longer. ['or although that

creature had appeared to be harmiess, the
knowledge that he was lurking about some-
where did not give us any feeling of comfort.

Many things were suddenly explained.
Handforth & Con had bLeen chased by a
mysterious Shape that overtook them while
cyecling.  This African, with his enormous
legs, could casily have done that.

But Reggie and 1 decided to say nothing
for the present. We would keep this matter

tjuite to ourselves,

—

CHAPTER 1V.

LORD DORRIMORE'S LATEST!
13 ALLO! Hallo!
What's all this¢”
I I Tommy  Watson
gazed aecross the
Triangle curiously, and a
numhbher of other juniors
in the rear came crowding
forward, anmg leszons, in fact, were
iust over, and - the fellows were making

the usual da:‘-:h for 1the open air. On a fine
day nothing could keep the Remove indoors.

“It appears, dear old soulz, that a wvast
quantity of goods and chattels are arriving,”

ohserved Archie, adjustineg his monode.
“Oddslife! Looks like a piano, or some-
thing.”

“0Oh, something for the Hcad I suppose,”
said Armstrong,
“Then mlntﬁ Dr. Karnak

. _ doing there?”
demandéd llandforth warmly

“ Just like

1

4

E
him 'to stick his nose into the Head’s busi-
 ness!”

The juniors crowded out Into the Triangle,
and stood looking on. Standing there was
a big motor-van, and two or three carinen
were in the act of hoisting down an enormous
packing-case—a thing of vast dimensions.

Apparently, the van bad arrived with its
load while everything was quiet—while the
various Forma were at work. And any diver-
sion was better than none. The juniors
watched the operations with interest.

Handforth, being an inquisitive chap, forced
his way to the front, and regarded the case
with suspicion,

“What's this?"” he demanded.

“Ain’t no gcod asking me, young gent,”
grinned one of the carinen. * Although I do
‘ear ,as there's specimens inside this ‘ere
case.”

‘““ Specimens?’’

‘“For the museum,”” explained the man.

Handforth looked grim. And at the same
moment he caught sight of a label on the
packing-case. The word “Cairo »? was plain,
and the packing-case was directed to “ Dr.
Karnak, St Frank’s College, Sussex,
England.” Handforth fairly turned wd mth
rizing indignation,

“ By George!” he exploded.
1119; to stand this?”’

Stand which?” ; T

i Why, this giddy case is l'uIl of those
rotten Egyptian relies!"” roared Handforth.
‘“ Haven't we had enough trouhle with that
giddy mummy? It's likely we're going to
have a lot more mouldy speclmen:. in the
museum!”’ i

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“We don't want any more rehcﬂ"

“Let’'s grab the case, and slwve it back in
thp van!’’ |

" Good!™

‘*“Go it, you chaps!”

The juniors rapidly became excited, and.
before 4 minute had passed there was quite
a commotion. In the midst of it, Dr.
Karnak came along, and faced the noisy
throng.

“ Dear me!” he said mildly. “ What is the
meaning of this disturbance?”’

"lI.ue you got some mbre specimens for
the museim in there, sir?’”’ demanded Arm-
strong.

“\ell, there is one specimen, certainly,”
said Dr. Karnak. “But why this unseemly
commotion? What is the matter with you,
my boysi” ' ‘

“AWe don't want any more relics!”

“Take it away!”

“Yes, and chuck the mummy out, too!”

“Hurruht!*

‘“Steady, you chaps!” I said curtly.
“There’s no sense in making all this noise!
After all, what is a museam for, unle-:s
it's |

“IWe've oot enough
roared Handforth.

I was rather glad that Nelson Lee appeared
L at that moment. There was an immediate

2 Are we go-

in the museum!"




L |

hush.

“ Perhaps you can explain this extra-
ordinary scene, Nipper?” asked the guv'nor,

** Oh, the chaps are objecting to any more
relics in the museum,” L replied. * They're
fatheads, of course. Don't take any notice,
i‘gll‘. It's like their cheek to make all this

uss, ;

Nelson Lee turned to the crowd smilingly.

““ Let ‘me set your doubts at rest, young
men,” he said. * This packing-caze does not
contain the reliecs of an Egyptian tomb, but
something quite prosaic and ordinary. It is,
in fact, a superb stutfed African lion—very
geug'lovsl;-' presented by Lord Dorrimore.””

(R Y ]."

“By what I understand, this lion is a truly
magnificent lord of the forest,”” went on Nelson
Lee. “Our friend Dorrie shot it himself and
went: Lo the great expense of having it stuffed
for the one purpose of presenting it to the
school.”

“Good old Dorrie!”
“Now then, you chaps! Got anything else
to say? Or are you all scared stiff by a
stuffed lion?”

The crowd grinned rather sheepishly.

“Well, of course, we don't mind a lion,”
said Handltorth grufly. “ But we all thought
another bleszed mummy was being brought
in!  And we're just about fed up with
mummies!”’ he added, glancing at Dr.
Karnak.

The other juniors were more excited than
ever now that they knew what the case con-
tained. DBut if they thought they were to
obtain a gliinpse of the lion at once they
'were disappointed.

For the packing-case was carried into the
museum, and the latter was closed by order
of the Head. There was some talk of it being
opened again by the evening.

By the time the van had gone, the incident
was almost forgotten. And the juniors went
about their ordinary pastimes. As soon as
afternoon lessons were over, however, some-
body spotted a notice on the beard.

It  briefly announced that the school
museum was now open, and the members of
the Junior School would be admitted as they
pleased. There was no time lost in making
a dash for the museum,

And it was soon discovered that the
stuffed lion was a huge creature—a fine
specimen, with shaggy nane, lifelike eyes,
and he was placed in a prominent position
in the museum—resting on a special stand.

I said approvingly.

“ My hat!" said Tommy Watson. ¢ The
blessed things looks almost alive! You half
expect it to give a sudden spring. Fancey

meeting a thing like that in a guiet forest
lade.”

= Absolutely,” said Archie. ¢ Personally, I
don't think I.sliould care for that kind of
excitement. I mean to say, even i[ «
chappie's armed with a bally rifie, he might
miss. And these lions are pretty vicious.
I mean, for two pins they'll convert any
ordinary chappie into a breakfast!”
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The Remove respected Nelson Lee,
and waited eagerly for him to take a hand.
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“Well, there's no danger of this one

making a spring,” I grinned. ¢ He probably
made his last leap when Dorrie pumped lead
into him. A jolly fine addition to the
museum—that’s my verdict."”

“ Hear, hear!”

Everybody approved. Specimens of this
Kind were heartily welcome, for they were of
just the type to interest boys. The Egyptian
rclics were too sombre and uncanny. ;

“It’s hardly worth looking at,” said Cecii
de Valerie, with disdain. “ The mummy is
worth twenty lions. For the mummy cof®
jures up visions of Egypt's past glory. 1t
makes a chap think of that wonderful civili-
sation which flourished thousands and
thousands of years ago."”

“1 agree with you, my dear sir—I agree
with you,” said Timothy Tucker. ** Indeed,
the ecivilisation that existed in those
days was greater  than  the® so-called
civilisation of 1924. What, I ask you, is our
present-day civilisation? What does it
amount to?”

De Valerie grunted.

““There's no nced to start a lecture—"
he began,

“But think! Pause, my dear friend, and
think!” went on T.T. ¢ There are people to-
day who prate about our wonderful civilisa-
tion—our great advance in all branches of
economics. But, when you sift this talk,
what do you find? What is our civilisation?
People to-day are just as primitive, and just
as savage as ever! The intelligence of the
masses is deplorable. Were this not the
case, my dear sir, these same masses would
rise in their might and crush down the op-
pressive tyranny of the so-called capitaist
class!”

“Tyranny?” repeated De Valerie. ¢ What
the dickens would the working classes do
without capital?”

“ Dear, dear, dear!” said Tucker mildly.
“This is lamentable! Can Yyou seriously
mean to assure me, my friend, that you
hold those obsoleie views? You really be-
lieve that Capitalism is essential »

“Shut up!” roared De Valerie. ‘I may
agree with you in some things, but if you

start any rot about Socialism, I'll punch
yvou on the nose!"’

T.T. lifted his finger warningly.

“ Ah!” he said, with triumph. ¢ Proof!
Proof ol my very words! Here we see an
example of the brute instinet. It is the

brute instinet that lies dormant in the most
advanced type of humanity. Merely be-
cause yvou do not agree with my views, you
are prepared to resort to violence! Shock:
ing! Quite ro! Allow me to point out that
the civilisation of the Ancient Egyptians
was magnificent and superb! And what, I
ask, was tie domestic policy of the Ancient
Peruvians?”

De Valerie groaned. _

“ Ife's talking about Peru!’’ he said {aintly.

«“ Just because I happened to mention some-
thing about Egvpt! We were talking about



that lion.

A stulfed lien, after all, conjures
up nothing but a vision of cruelty.”
“Cruelty?” repeated Skelton.

“Yes!” said De Valerie. “Imagine that
poor beast in the forest, being shot down—
just so that it can UbLe exhibited in the
- museum! What is there in that to make a
chap enthusiastic? But the mummy is dif-

ferent. It stands there, a lasting example
qf the wonderful civilisation of Ancient
Egypt. That's why I say the lion is useless

“ns an interesting specimen.”

“@F agree, my dear sir,” sgaid T.T. ©]
heartily endorse your view. There are some
points on which we differ, and that is to be
deplored. IIowever, perhaps we will come-
to a better understanding in time. With
regard to to-night’s meeting? 1 trust there
will be no hiteh?”

De Valerie looked thoughtful.

““ Dr. Karnak won't be able to preside,” he
said, “Of course, when we started this
‘Sorcery Club, we didn't expect Dr. Karnak
to be present at cvery meeting. And this
evening he is engaged. He's going to lecture
to the Fifth.”

“I am grieved—greatly said
Tucker.

“Oh, you needn't worry,” went on De
Valerie. “We'll hold a meeting of our own—
and it’ll be rather interesting, too. We’ll see
what results we can obtain without Dr.
Karnak’s presence.” i s

““Good idea! said Skelton eagerly, T zay,

it'll be rather fine if we can obtain some
manifestations off our own bat. DBut shall we
be able to use the museum?”
. **No—but that doesn't matter.” said De
. Valerie softly. *“We'll meet in Study M.
Somerton and Adams are going over to
Bannington th!s evening, so we'll have the
room to ourselves. Tell all the members to
be on hand at six o’clock.”

“ Splendid—splendid!” said Tucker. «“]
‘sincerely trust we shall be able to produce
soime results. I am about to write a hook on
the subject of Occult Phenomena, and any
first-hand evidence will be of great value.
_Furthermore, it will prove that Dr. Karnak
‘himself is not essential.”

CHAPTER V.
AMATEUR SORCERERS.
USH!” whispered De

arieved,”’

THI

i€
Valerie. “ We must
have complete
silence.”

in the Remove
passage, was transformed.
it was no longer a cheery
little junior dem, but a place of mystery.
The one electric lizht had been shaded so
elfectively that only a diin, pale radiance
glowed down.
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Study M,

f

The door was lecked, so that there could
be no interruptions, and heavy curtains ‘liad
been hung over the window. Even the fire
itself was screened, so that there should Le
no disturbing flickers.

And in the centre of the. study stood a
round table. And the members of the Sorcery
Club sat there in a cirele. De Valerie was the
head, with Timothy Tucker, Skelton, Eilmore,
and one or two others being present. They
were all sitting with their hands the
table, and all hands were joined. .

“The circle must be complete,”” said le
Valerie solemmly.  “If our hands do not
touch, there can be no results. And do not
speak. Sit still, and concentrate. Think of
Baal. Our object is to obtain some zign from
the spirit of the moon god. If we perszevere,
he will answer.’™

“ But what kind of sign ean the spirit of
Baal give us?”? murmured Skelton. “We
must be prepared for what is to come.”’

‘““ Hush!’?  breathed De - Valerie again.
**Hasn’t Dr. Karnak told us that we can
never foretell the nature of the sign? If our
concentration is weak, there will he no
result. If it is mediumly strong there may
he some slight indication that the spirit of
Baal is with us. And if our concentration
is good, then the results will be big. So
you must all think of the mummy—let vour
minds dwell upon ancient Eoypt and the
tombs, and the habits and customs of those
ancient days. Even one weak member of the
circle will stop all manifestation.”’ .

There was no further talk for some time.

The juniors sat there, holding hands
round the table, and their efforts.- at con-
centration were really sincere and powerful.
But it is fairly certain that if any other
Remove fellows could have looked in, they
would have ridiculed the whole proceeding.

De Valerie himself had his .eyes closed,
and he seemed to be putting every ounce of
his will-power into the seance. For, affer
all, this was merely a form of spiritualism.

Now and again there came a slight crackle
from the fire, but otherwise the study was
in total =zilence. But from outside came
shouts of laughter, the sound of running
feet, a yell, or many of the other noises
that were common enough in the junior
passaze. _ .

““I fear the outer disturbances are too
much,”? whispered Timothy Tucker, after a
while. “*These soinds are most distracting
—yes, my friends, most distracting. ] am
afraid my concentration is disturbed—’

“Silence!’’ breathed De Valerie. ¢ We
must not expect results too soon.”

Agaia they all became quiet. A
crack from the fireplace sounded like a
pistol shot to the tense juniors. But it
was oniy a piece of stone, or some such
foreign substance, that had. got on to the
fire with the coal.

Tap! .

As thouch from nowhere, a slight snund
disturbed the stiliness of the room. The
members of the circle ‘glanced at one

on

sindden



THE NELSON

another, almost with apprehension. And
agzain the sound came.
Tap, tap, tap!

“ What—what is that?'* muttered Ellmore

nervously.

¢“Sssh?’ warned De Valerie, It is the
first sign. The spirit of Baal is with us!”’

Two or three of the juniors looked round
uneasily, but they were quite alone. No-
body could say from which direction the
taps came. They seemed to be in the very
air itself, -out of the gloom beyvond the
light's radiance.

And the circle was startled. Several of
them had never expected to obtain any
actual results. They had been concentrating
certainly, but they hadn’t believed it possible
that a spirit would answer.

““1f you are with us, Spirit of Baal, make
known your presence,'” said De Valerie in
a droning voice.

Tap, tap, tap! .

“1—1I don't like this, you
murmured Skelton. ¢ It's uncanny!’’

And then another sound came—a sound
that caused the juniors to pale slightly as
they sat there. It was a kind of rustling

know,”’

noise, as though robes were being swept
across a marhle floor.

“ Behold! I am with thee!™ came a
wihisper.

““Oh!' gasped Skelton. “* What—what
was that?”’

“‘Fear not, young friend,”’ said the
mysterious voice. “For 1 am near, but

Thou art mortal, and
It pleases me to know

unable to tnuch_ t_,hPE'.
T am but a spirit.

that thou art interested in my spiritual
movements.,*’ _
The juniors sat there, Dbreathing hard.

Two or three of them had gone qguite pale

and were ready enough to jump up aud flee
from the room. Only the thought of ridicule
stopped them from doing so. o

For that strange whisper was cerie and
weird in the extreme,

It came from nowhere, and yet was all
round them. It appeared to be in the air
itself, and the whisper was curiously husky
and unreal. Under no circumstances could
it have been produced by any member of
the circle.

Besides, there were no fakers among this
gathering. All were intent upon obtaining
genuine results. And the voice proceeded.

“1 came in answer to thy call,”’ it said.

“ Thou hast been thinking of me, Thy minds
have dwelt upon the remains of my foriner

life which are now but dried relies. And |
am here, to wish thee all success.’
““ May—may we speak to you?'’ asked

De Valerie tensely.

““Even so! Thou art weleome,”’ came the
whispering voice.

““Can you not tell us what it is like in

the place where you dwell?’” asked De
Valerie. “ How does England strike you in
- comparison with Ancient Egypt?"’

A very faint whisper, but it was almost
inaudible, Apparently the spirit was
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attempting to speak, Dbut found the task
now difficult,

“* Concentrate breathed De Valerie.
‘“Somebody is thinking of other things.””

The circle became tense agiin.

“'Tis well!”’ came the whisper. “1 was
floating away froin thee, for someone amony
thy number almost broke the spell. But |
fear, T can answer no questions, for 1 can-
not stop."

Swish! Swish!

As the voice ceased, one of the pictures
on the wall moved from side to side, 1t
did so without any hand touching it. Tie
juniors, gazing up, were startled afresh.
The picture whisked up and down, grating
against the wall. And then slowly it came
to rest.

¢ .- say,”” muttered Skelton, ¢ this is a
hit too thiek!™’

|
=

“1 am inclined to agree with you, my
dear sir,”’ whispered Tucker. ¢ There is
something remarkably unnerving in this.
Quite so., 1 submit to the meeting that

an adjopurnment should now be called——""

Crash!

The tongs out of the fender abruptly
rose and clattered down again. The
manifestation was so sudden that the cicele
was broken up. The juniors started un
from the table, white and frightened.

I~I'm going,”” said Ellmore faintlv,

“ Dor’t be foolish,’”? said De Valerie.
““The circle is now broken, and there can
be no fur®her spirit phenomena.”’

“ Look—look!"” sereamed Ellmore,

As thouegh to give the lie to De Valerie's
words, one of the chairs on the other side
of the room was slowly moving along the
wall. It was an easy chair, and it had
stood quietly in the corner ever since the
juniors had entered. .

“Tt's moving!'' said De Valerie in a husky
voice.

They were just about to crowd out when
there came a loud rap upon the door—one
solemn, significant bang.

“ Who's—who's there”"’
quickly.

“+'Tis I—the earth form of Baal!'® came
a grim voice. **Open, or 1 will walk
through the door as it stands!”’

“ The—the earth form of Baal!"’® gasped

asked De Valerie

Skelton. *““Oh., this this is horrible!
That—— that ghastly Thing is out there!
Don't let it in—don't let it in! It'll Kkill
g

De Valerie clenched his fists.

“Tools!”" he spapped. * Can’t you Keep
vour heads?"! .

e took a grip of himself, strode acmmss
the door, and turned the key in the lock.
Then he Hung the door wide open. Instinc-
tively the other juniors started back, pre-
pared for they knew not what.

“ Hallo! tow goes it?"" asked the ghost
calmly.
Standing in the doorway was Willy Hand-

forth. De Valerie caught his breath in,
and a deep frown came over his face. He

-



‘ecaught Willy Handforth by the
and clutched hard.

““Was that you who rapped just now?’? he
asked harshly.

¢ 'Yeos, - . :

“And did youn say that you were the
spirit form of Baal?’

‘“Something like that,”” said Willy blandly.
“You see, I wanted to get in, and I had
to say something impressive.”’

“ You—ycu  young  rotter!””>  shouted
Skelton, anger gaickly taking the place of
his relief, ** What do you want here??’?

““ Nothing much,”’ said Willy., ““I thought
you might like to know a few things.”?

‘¢ To know a few things?’’ repeated De
Valerie. - x

‘“Yes; the picture, for example.??
~ ¢ The - picture!’”  repeated the
sorcerers.
¢ Wites !’ said Handforth minor carelessly.

“ Wires!’? gasped De Valerie.

““Nothing ecasier! Just a couple of thin
"~ wires fixed to the bottom of the picture and
worked on. a pully,”® said the Third Former.
“¢Pretty good efiect, too. It was very
ithoughtful of-you to have had the room so
dim.”’ . .

The club members gazed at Willy with
horrible suspicion.

“ You-—you mean to say you've bheen fool-
ing us??' demanded Skelton. ““What about

amateur

that voice——"> He bhroke off, biting his
lip.

«“ Oh, the voice!"’ repeated WHly. ¢ No
need to -stop like that. As a matter of
fact, it was my voice!”’

“.Yours!’’ howled Ellmore.

‘sOf course—disguised very carefully,”’

explained Handforth minor. **I practised
it a good bit, and I pride myself that 1
developed a nies, gchostly effect. Naturally,
the telephone helped a bit.”?

‘The scene appeared to swim
Valerie's eyes.

““ The—the telephone?’? he repeated feebly.

““Nothinz much; just one of those cheap
toy things,”? said Willy, with a casual wave
of his hand. *“ You'll find it fixed up behind
the zoalbox—just in the skirting. You see,
we've been down in the cellar, working the
effects, as you might say.”’

¢“ Ha, ha, ha!”?’

A burst of uncontrailable laughter broke
from a dozen fags, who, until this moment,
had merely exploded with internal mirth,
They appeared from both sides of the
passage, yelling for all they were worth.
“Yah! Spoofed!’ %

““How did you like the ghosts?”’

s&What about the spirit rapping??

¢“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Qh, the rapping!’? said Willy. “That
was rather ingenious, vou know. If you look
on the electric light fixture, you'll find a
little toy clapper. That's worked with a
wire, too. Some of us had to he in the
cellar, apd another one or two outside,
We carried the wires acrozs the ceiling and
out through that window. You've got to
adnit it was smart.”’

hefore De

shoulder,
1
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“Smart!’” roared De Valerie. ¢ You—yon
youhg bounders! I've a good mind to give
you a good hiding!”’

Willy pushed up his sleeves.

“ Come on; I'm ready,”” he said calmly.
‘““All the same, I think it’'s a bit offside.
We've spoofed you fair and' square, and
vou ought to take it in the right spirit.
It took us a full hour to fix these contrap-
tions in position, and we'd  only just
vanished when you all trooped in.”’ :

““ Ha, ha, hat’? - | *

De Valerie, utterly mortified by the
terrible humiliation, could contain himself
no longer. The expression of bland innocence
on Willy's face was too much for him. He
made a rush at the fag. - :

But Willy was not unwise enough to fight
it out, as he had suggested. Me promptly
dodged aside and then scooted down the
passage with the other fags tearing after
him. At the corner they halted and looked
round. '

““Yah! Spiritualists!®?

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ :

“‘Giddy sorcerers—we don’t think!®’

“You ought to be mentally examined!”’

¢““ Ha, ha, ha!”
all along the Remove

Doors opened . .
passage, and fellows came out to inquire
was about. Willy &

what all the noise
Co. obliged with a full and detailed
explanation. | :
And in less than five minutes the whale
Junior School was howling over the joke.
It was considered to be one of the richest
that had happened this term. And the
their delight at seeing the

amateur soreerers exposed,- forgott to be

angry with the fags for daring to jape

their elders, B "
In fact, Handforth minor & (o, were

looked upon as public benefactors: And the
Sorcery Club was the laughing-stock of alh

CHAPTER VI.
A RIFT IN THE LUTE.

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH pushed
his books away and
glanced at his watch.

“Just -~an  hour Dbefore
supper,”> he said crisply.
“You chaps ready??

MeClure, who were

Church
finishing their own prep, looked up.
D was hright and cheerful, and a nice fire

and just

Stndy

was burning in the grate. And to-night
the window-hlind was ecarefully drawn.
Chureh had quite recovered. from his shock
of the previous evening, but at the same
time he feit far more comfortable with the
blind drawn., He and McClure had been
waiting all day for Handforth to make some
move, and they had rather dreaded this
moment. For they had come to a private
understanding,
‘“ Ready ¢ repeated Church. f* What for?”
r__"f}\’e're going to investigate,’’ said Hand-
orth,
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““My dear chap, what do you mean?”
asked McClure. ‘“*Investisate what? i

didn't know you
detective work.”’

Haundforth gtared.

“I'm not going to waste any words by
arguing,”” he said curtly. “*But you know
well enough that I'm determined to obtain
evidence against Dr. Karnak, [ mean to
find proof of his evil habits. And the only
way to do that is to keep wutching in the
museum.,”’’

“When—now?'’

“Nes"?

“But what's the good of that?' asked
McClure. ““Dr. Karnak will be there 4

**Dr. Karnak isn't there,”’ interrupted
Handforth. *“I1 happen to know for a cert.
tihat he's lecturing to the Yifth, and won't
be free for another half-hour. At the
moment the museum is closed.”

“If it's closed, how can we g0t in?"’

““* Don't quibble!’” snorted Fdward Oswald.
“1t's closed, but it's not locked. 1I’'ve
thought this all out carefully, and [ know
exact'ly what to do. -We'll go to the
mseum, conceal ourselves, and then watch
Karnak when he comes in. We'll see what
Kind of tricks he gets up to.”

Church shook his head.

were *engaged upon any

‘“Not me!”’ he said firmly. “I'm not
going to that rotten museum. Blow Dr.
Karnak! If I thought the game was worth

the candle, I might agree. But you'il never
gat any proof against that beggar!"’

Handforth snorted. '

‘“*Rot!’? he said. *‘*Don’'t argue
on! We're going now!"’

He strode to the door, and paused as he
saw that both Church and McClure still
sat in their places.

“You can go if you like, old man, hut
we're staving here,”’ said McClure quietly.
“ But if you take our advice, you'll leave
Karnak severely alone. You know what
happened when you went to the Head—"’

‘““That's got nothing to do with it!"’
snapped Handforth., ¢ Are you coming or
not? By George! Do you think I'm going
to stand insubordination like this? TIf you
don't get a hustle on T'll biff you.”’

“We're not going,”” said Church uneasily.
““ And that's final!”’

Tor a moment Handforth was nonplussed.
It was only on very rare occasions that he
had tu deal with point-blank resistance of
this kind.

“Oh!' he said, with significant tenseness,

and come

“0Oh! So that's it, i3 it? You're defying
me? You absolutely refuse to come?”
“Yes,” said McClure.

“Funks!" sneered Handforth.

“You—you rotter!” said Church in-
dignantly. * You know jolly well we're not
funky !

“Then what are you afraid of ?”

““We're not afraid,”” snapped MecClure.

“Oh, you're not afraid?” said Hand-
forth, with heavy sarcasm, as he closed
the door and came back into the room.
*“You refuse to come to the musenm with
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On the floor, in the futl glare of
the shaded light, there was a little
disc, gleaming and shivering
wickedly. 1t had not been there
before. It had appeared on the floor
while Dr. Karnak’s back was
turned.

me, and yet you say vou're not scared?
I suppose yon think a couple of ghosts
will jump out from one of the dark
corners or something? Or perhaps you
believe that tfe mummy will walk out
of its case!”

“Oh., don't

“It's not that at

rot ! growled Churech.
all. But McClure aad 1
have decided that it's a mug's game to
monkey abont with Dr. Karnak and the
museum. The man only lives for publicity
—he's mnotning but a showman. Jeave
him alone, and he'll soon fade awav.”
Handforth slowly pushed up his sleeves.
“I'm not going to argue,” he said, his
voice becoming oily. “This is an occasion
wien force is necessary. I'll give you just
twenty seconds!” he added in a roar.
“Twenty seconds! If you don’t agree to
come hy the time I count twenty, I'l wipe
up the floor with you!”

“Wait a minute, Handyv!” gasped
Church  * [—]—"

“Oh! So you're coming?” said Haod-
forth, with a sardonic laugh,

“Nuano! Not—not exactiy that,” sa:d
Church  hastily, “ We—we———- That 1s,
there's no sene in having a Tow over

nothing!”
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‘“ Nothing!”

“« Well, - it's
sported Church.
make these

18 &

howled Mandforth.
nothing much, anyhow,”

“If you want to go and
investigations, why the
dickens can't you go alone?”

“He’s afraid {o go in
alone!” said McClure, with

A Rind of oppressive silence
Handforth soaked in the dread
nf McClure's remark, and realised that
McClure had been getting one in on his
own account. ‘The air was charged with
a kind of thunder.

“So—s0 I'm afraid!”
his voice quivering.

“J—1 didn't quite mean that——*
““But you said it!” hooted Handforth,
his calmness vauishing, and his eyes
hlazing with wrath. <= By George! 1'l
show you! T've never had to deal with
such cheek hefore. I'm going to slaughter
both of you!”

Churehh and McClure were on their feet
now, and theyv had instinctively adopted
defensive attitudes. 1t looked very much
as though a great battle were about to
begin. It was one of those rare occasions
when  Handforth’s chums  flatly and
positively refused to submit to his dietatlon.

the muieam
relisi.

followed.
meaning

asked Handforth,

Normally, they agreed to the most
fantastic schemes, just for the cake of
peace, They knew that Handforth was

as good as gold at heart, and o they put
up with all -sorts of trials and tribulations
for the general good. But thev were only
human, after all, and at times their
patience was exhausted.

But it certainly appeared that this bust-
up was to be a big one,

“Take that!” roared Handforth abruptly,

Fortunately for Church, he didn't take
it. He was ready, aud Handforth's fist
shot by, and the leader of Study D was
carried forward by his own momentum.
At any other time., Church would simply
have left it at that.

But now, to Handforth's startled amaze-
ment, Chureh hrought his rigiit round, and
delivered a swipe on the jaw that caused
Handforth to sag at the knees. He was
bronght up with a wnasty jar, more sur-
prized than hurt,

“Yow!” he gasped. “You—You—— By

George! Just for that 1'm going to rub
vour face in the cinders! And then 1'I
shove your giddy head up the chimney!”
“Do it!” yelled Church deftantly.
“Yah! Bully!”
“ Bully !” gcasped Handforth faintly,
“Yes!” snorted Church. “All you ean

do is to threaten us, but this time we're

fed up! And we're going to give you a
good licking.”
“Great. pip!”* =aid Handforth dazedly.

“JT—-I'll show you!”

Again he charged forward,
and  McClure dodged round the table—
anxious, if possible, to avoid actual
scrapping. In spite of their warlike words,
they really didn't want to fight.

“You and your detective work!*” sneered

but Chuareh

-ty
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Church, anger robbing him of the last
vestige of prudence. My hat! If yon knew
what the other chaps thought of you,
vou'd go green! Tatty Little wonid niake
a better detective than you!”

Handiorth - swallowed hard,
zpeak. .

““All vou can do is to interfere in otlier
people’s” affairs, and kid yoursell that
you're a detlective!” said McClure, hack-
ing up his fellow rebel. “And thoce
rotten detective stories you write for the

unable {0

Mag—Nipper onily puts them in because
they’re so silly as to be funny!”
“ Stop!”? said Handforth thickly. “1f

like this, there's no telling

you gonad me ] |
But I'm finished with you-——

what 1'il do!

and 1’ve heen mnothing but an idiot to
regard snch  beastly traitors as myY
chums!”

The period of words had come to an
end. Handforth canght Church a hiff in
neck which sent the unfortnnate junior
staggering, At the same second, Handy
swung his other arm round, and felicd

MeClure without compunction,

But they were bhoth up again in 2
moment, and by this time {hey were
thorcughly aroused. They absolutely hated
Handforth at that moment, and ther
one thought was to smash him up.

And, together, they went for him. They

unsportsmanlike for

didn't regard it as )
This

the pair of them to attack one.

wasn't a fight at all. It was a caze wpaore
Handforth needed a lesson.
And, certainly, Handforth got one—and

he received a stunning surprise, ton. He
had never given his chums credit for sach
determination' and strength. They =imply
mopped him up,

Church got in a blow that csnsed Hind-
forth to see stars, and he reeled »ack and
sat on the foor with a crash thac shook
half the building., And before he could
rise, McClure leapt on his chest, and pro-

ceeded to hammer him for all he was
worth. Church joined in, too,
And the three heroes of Study D pro-

ceeded to roll over the floor in a confused
heap—a mass of legs, arms, and hot, per-
spiring faces. Furniture was knocked this
way and that, and within a ecouple of
minutes the study was looking like a
lumber room,

The battle didn't cease until all the com-

batants were too exhansted to go on.
They finally rolled apart, and lay there,
gasping for breath. Mandforth was the

first one to sit up, and he slowly and pain-
fullv reeled to his feet,

ANl right!” he said dazedly. “Now J
know your real characters! I'm finished
with you! From this minute 1 won't

speak to yon again,”
He opened the door, and swayed outside
into the passage. Nobody had come aloug
to investigate the disturbance, becausze
violent noises from Study D were quite
commaonplaece,
After Handforth had washed himself and



put on a clean collar, he felt much better.
But he didn't go back to Study D.
Grimly, he went towards the museum—still
determined to carry out his original

scheme.

Church and McClure held a discussion—
after they had come round. And they were
scared and nervous at their own actions.
Now that the fight was over, they
wondered how on earth they had ever
entered into it. But they were obstinate.

“1f Handy thinks we're going to
apologise, or any rot like that, he’ll have
to think again,” growled Church. * All
the same, I don't like his going to the
museum, I think we ought to crecep along
and see what hLe's doing.”

“Rats!”? said McClure. I don’t care
if he gets spirited away, and never comes
back. I'm fed up te the neck with him.”

All the same, McClure agreed to go
along to the museum with Church. And
they were thankful that nobody had
questioned them with regard to the recent
commotion. |

In the meantime, Handiorth had passed
through the library, and was actually in
the museum itself. It was dim and gloomy
—only one shaded electric light being on.
And Handforth started back almost as
soon as he entered.

*“My pgoodness!” he muttered faintly.

For the most prominent thing in view
was that great stuffed lion—which Hand-
forth had momentarily forgotten. In his
mind’s eye, he had pictured the museum
as it had been before the latest specimen
had arrived. And to see that crouching
monster of the forest, with greenish eyes
glaring at him, brought him up all stand-
ing, so to speak.

‘““They make these giddy things
natural!” he growled. “ZThat lion's enough
to scare anybody.” )

He was still in the doorway, and before
he advanced he looked carefully round. He
could just see the shape of the mummy
in the gloom. And then, as he turned his
eyes the other way, he had a most curious
sensation,

Although he wasn’t looking at the lion,
he could hazilv see it out of the corner
of his eve, and he could have sworn that
the head turned.
course, but Handforth gave a start.

And then he uttered a loud, horrified gasp.

For, without warning, the stutfed lion—
that piece of dead animal life—leapt clean
from its stand. It took one bound, and
then hurled itself clear into the air, in
one mighty leap at the junior!

CHAPTER VII.
NO EVIDENCE!

ANDFORTH acted
' with commendable
presence of mind.

He “just caught
one glimpse of that huage
beast, its jaws partially
open, its eyes gleaming
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ferociously, its shagay mane ruffled. Aad
theu, in the same moment, Handforih leapt

9

backwards through the doorway withi one
instantaneous spring.

Slam !

He crashed the door to, and fled. He

didn't wait for a second to see if the door

was properly closed. Handforth was no
coward, but to face a full-sized African
lion without any weapon was beyond his
powers.

Even as he fled, he pictured to himseli
the lion crashing through the door. For,
surely, it would not be able to withstand
the onslaught of such a ferocious bheast.
Handforth tore through the library, and
succeeded in getting out to the passage.
And as he reached the corner, he ran full
tilt into Church and MeClure. His pale
face, and his wildly excited eves confirmed
their worst suspicious—although, as it
happened, they were wrong, They assumed
it was the mummy that had cauzed Hand-
forth to flee in this way. :

“ What's up, Handy?"” asked Church.

Handforth opened hiz mouth to speak.
but suddenly snapped it closed. Fven i
this extremity, he remembered his vow.

And he gave one glare at his chums, and
rushed on.

But he paused—remembering the lion. He
couldin’t leave Church and McClure to
face it. And yet he didn’t want to speak
to them! His mind, in fact, was in &
whirl. But the problem was solved for
him the next -moment.

For Reginald Pitt and 1 hove in sight.

“What's all this banginzg down here?’" 1
asked. “ Who's been slamming doors——-—"-~

“Lltun!” panted MHandforth desperately.
“The lion!”

“The lion?”

“J{—it sprang at me!"” shouted Hand-
forth. “I went into the museum, and
the lion cave one leap, and I only just

escaped! It’ll be here in a minute! Give.
the alarm!”

“Steady on—steady on!"" I said grimly.
““Pull yourself together, old man.”

I grabbed his arm, and shook him. He
was obviously wildly excited, and to us it
seemed that he was talking the most arrant
nonsense,

“0Oh, you think I've been seeing things.
don’'t you?” panted Handforth. “But |
haven't—I baven't! There's a real liou

loose, and if it catches one of us, it'll tear
him to pieces!”

‘““y Kpew what would happen!” said
Church  hoarsely. “He’s been seeing
things! We warned him not to go into
the museum! Handy, old man! What. de
von mean? You know as well as I do
that the lion's only stuffed!”

Handforth deliberately turned his back

to (‘hurch. .
“What'’s the matter?” I asked curiously.
“ Anything wrong hetween you chaps?”
“0Oh, we've had a row—that's all,” put
in McClure. “If Handforth likes to be
obstinate—let him——"
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“Doen’'t waste time here!”
forth flercely. *<1 tell you that lion’s real
~it’s allve! 1t jumped at me! It's a
wounder 1'm alive!”

“).ook here, old son, we'd hettur keep
this to onrselves,” 1 said quictly. **Don't
shout like that or somebody else will hear.
And then you'll be the laughing stock of
the whole school.”

““But—but ”

“Rats!” 1 cut in, “You've been
imagining things, old man. 1 examined
the lion, and it’s as dead as catsmecat.
Just to go straight into

satisfy iou we'll
¢

the museum, apd have a look luund i

“Don't!” muttered Handforth hoarsely.
“Don’t go there! 1—1 tell you the lion's
ahive!  You fools! Won't you believe

me 7" he added passionately. '* Do yocu think

1'm as bad as all that?”

“ Let’s get out of this passagze, for good-
ness sake!” muttered DPitt. *“Somebody’s
bound to come along, and then we shall
have to explain, I'm blessed il I can
niderstand. Hanpdy is the lazt fellow in
the Remove 1'd e.\pe-t {o get delusiong of
this Kind!*

““ Delusions ! L §
1rue—it’s true!”

We wasted no furthgr time, but grasped
his arms, and fairly hustled ‘him into. the
library. It was pure luck that the place
had been empty all this time. As soon as
we got inside the door, Handforth resisted
nore atron"ly

“Don’'t go in there!” he mutlered. ‘< Pitt
-—Pitt! Come back, you idict! That
brate’s in there, pmwling about—-"

He broke off with a gulp, for Pitt had

shouted Haupdforth.

flung open the door of the museum, and
hé had boldly walked inside. A tense
silence followed, only brokem by Hand-

forth's heavy bre.lthmg
And then Pitt returned to the doorway.
“There's nothing wrong here,” he said
quietly. “The lion's still on its stand.”
There was a ‘curious npote in his voice,
and he gave Handforth a sharp, inquiring

look. And  Edward Oswald hreathed
quickly, and into his eyes there came an
L\pressmn of stupefied amdzement.

*T—1 must be going mad!” he muttered
huskily.

As though in a daze,
into the museum, and 1
non his arm,
And we all
lion,

“Oh! It's—it’s
Handforth.

I went over to the lion, felt it., and
feund that the skin was as cold as a stutled
skin should be. The eyes certainly looked

he walked forward

still kept a grip
Chureh and MceClure followed.
stood looking at the stufled
much !

too muttered

remarkably lifelike. But I felt one with
3?51 finger, and then rapped my nail against
it.

“Glass,” 1 e=aid chortly

Handforth eame up, apnd felt, too.

“Glasn!” he repeated. < And the thing's
az dead as a door nail! Just a ﬁtulled
doemmy! Obh, my gf}odugs&!' Either
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sheuted Hand- 1 off
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flendish

some

my rocker, or there's
work going on here.”

He was startled beyond
knew, in his own mind, that he had nov
nmgmed the extraordinary happening.
And yet the utter lack of supporting evi-
dence was a shoek to him,

He realised, with dismay, that his story
now =cunded fantastic and preposterous,
He was «sure that we would assume that
he had secared himself into seeing some-
thing which didn't actually exist,

~ He turned, and looked at us with gleam-
ing eyes,

measure, for he

1 suppose vyou think 1 had a night-
mare, or something?” he asked deiiantly.

“liardly a t:lniltrnaw,” 1 said.  **You
were here alone, weren’'t you?”

W Yes,?

““ Well, this is an eerie place, and thab

lion i3 enough to give aunybody a jump,”
1 went on. " The fact is, Handy, you saw
the thing as it actually stands, but your
imagination must have been particularly
vivid -

“It sprang at me—it gave a leap right
into the air!” declared Handforth havrshly.
“1 kpow what 1'm talking about, cou-
found you!”

But e¢ven as heé aard the words he reaiiscd
ithat they sounded ridiculous, Ior there, in
front of him, was the clear proof that tie
lion was stone dead. The wildest flight of
imagination could not endow that stuffe.d
creature with life. And our very e¢xpressions |
toll Handforth the truth.

“Of course, you doubt me, don't you?”
e asked.
“My dear old

chap, be reasonable,” 1
pretested.  *“Yon surely dou’t think yon
can make us believe a story like that? Eook
here,  Tell us exectly what you saw—cr
vhat you thought you saw.”

“1 came in here alone,” said Handforth.
“I'll admit the lion gave me a starh
because 1'd forgotten about it. But it was
nothing—just a momentary start., ‘Then I
lccked away, and it scemed to me ihat the
lion turned itz head.”

**Yes, but that’s impossible,”
Pilt.

1t seems impossible, T know,” went on
ITandforth. ** But-I'm just explaining what
happened,” he added determinedly. "1
locked back at the lion, and it gave one
jumy oftf its stand, and then absolutely flew
df} 1me."?

]}mj what did you do?” I asked sarcas-
tically

“1 leapt back, slammed the door,
bunked,” said Handforth. <O0Oh, you ecan
grin!  Who wouldn't bupnk when a licn
sharged at -them? You .don’t helieve me—
but, I'll swear it happened!,.1'll. stake my
lify on it.»

“Pon’t—your life's worth a brt more than
that,”” 1 said quietly.. “The best thing
ym can do, old man, is to go into Study

protested

aned

I'm ¥ D, and have a rcad, or something., You neced



fbu

s>

to calm your nerves a bit.
o1 us not to spread this story about. We
don’t want you to be laughed at by every-
body.”?

‘““Thanks,” said Handforth gruffiy. < But
yon needn't trouble. Those cads who used
to be my chums will talk enough:”

“You rotter!”? snapped Churell
“Haven't you got more faith in us than
that? We won't say anything

“] dou't care if you do!”
Hardforth sourly.

e strode away, and vanished th*ou;,,h the
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interrupted

]hmry -
" Oh—oh! A rift in the Inte, ch?” asked
Pilt curiousiy. **And a pretty deep one, by

ail appearances.
pul:uly row?”?

Chureh nodded.

* About the worst bust up 1 ean remem-
ber,” lhe said miserably. “ And all becausz
{2 ass insisted upon c¢oming to the museum,
I don't care! Rats to him! We're fed up
with his nonscnse!”’

“Fed up to the ncek!” added MceClure.
“HUe can go and eat coke!”

Pitt shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, it's your affair,” he said. ]
don’'t suppose you 'll keep it up for long.
What shall we do in the Remove withont
you three chaps always squabbling? Ev {31}
thing seems to be going wrong this term!’

We vent back to the junior quarters, and
found that it was just supper-time. I
noticed thiat Handforth had gone to an un-
acctistomed :eat in the dining-hall—
evidently desiring to get as far away {rom
Church and McClure as possible,

As sogn as supper was over, Church and
MeClure moocelied into the lobby, about as
iiserable ‘a pair as anybody cculd see.

*““Look here, we can't keep this up,”
grewled Church. I hate rows! Handy's
not a bad sort, and ‘t'll be absolutely awful
it we can't speak to him. Life won't le
vorth living.”?

‘“Look out—he's
AMeClure.

They stood there, and Ilandiorth
«ight of them, With
was painfully obvious,

Have you fcllows had an

coming!”  muttered
| caught
a deliberation that
he made a complete

circuit round them, as though they were
unclean. And he valked on with his nose
in the air.

“landy!” mnttered Church, “1I say, o'd
man! Don't keep this up!” :

Handforth walked on.

“We ain't lepers, are we?” asked
MeClure., ““There’s uo need to steer a wide
course round us, as if we were con-
taminated.”

Handforth took utterly -no notice, and

passed out into the Triangle—there to march
up and down, as‘gloomy and miserable as
ever he had beun in his life. For he, too,
had a soft spot in his heart for Church and
McClure, ard hated this quarrel., But he
was as obstinate as a nmule.

“1t’s no good,”” caid Church wretchediy.
“ Ile'll never come round! He won't speak

You can rely |
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to us for days—I know him! We might as
vell realise at cnee that we've made a” mess

of things. Even if we try to get round
kim, he won't take any notice. "Aud we
ain’t in the wrong, either.”

“1I'm blessed if I'm going to s¢ay ['m
serry,”  arowled MeClure.

All the same, after lights-out in the

and when everybody
M¢Clure sat up in

dorinitory that night,
was getting to  sleep,
hed.

“* Handy!”
oi:l man!*?

ITandlorth turned c¢over in bed,
tended to snore,

“Dou’t keep it up, ITandy!” mutiered
MceClure. “We—we didn’t mean f{o hurt
your feclings, old som. Let's shake hands,
and start to -nmorrow as usuaal.”

*““Let bygones be bygones!”
Church, from the other bed.

But Handforth merely continued fo snore.

he breathed. 1 say, Hanldy,

and pre-

whispered

And after one wmere effort, Church aud
MeClure gave it up, and went to sleep in
misery,

m—— e e

CHAPTER VIII.
THE SIGN OF THE SACRED SCARAB!

B. KARNAK paced up
and down softly awd
elidingly.

“Ten-thirty!”’ hie
murimured. “It’s fime—
quite tune"’

dle was in the muscum, and
only the one shaded light was glowing. And
Karnak was quite alone, c¢xcept - for the
dead remains of bygone days. The great
Frank's lay quiet and slecping.

For by ten-thirty even the scniors had
all put their lights out—or, at least, they
should bhave done. And in any case, this
corner of the school was always left to itself
after ten o’clock. There was practically no
fear of Dr. Karnak being disturbed in the

muscum,

Now and again, Dr. Karnak paused in his
pacing, and he glanced at one of the
windows of the museum. 1t was the window :
that looked out upon the auict piece of
ground near the Head’s shrubbery.

Bus Dr. Karnak could sce nothing except
one or two twinkling stars. Outside, the
night was clear and cold. 1

Against the door of the museum Dr. Kar-
nak’'s pebt was csgitting quictly in a little
corner against one of the spccimen cases.
The Serval cat—looking ridiculously smadl
in comparison to the lion—was industriously
cleaning herself, and seemed quite happy
ia the process, ‘for she was softly purring.

Karnak turned rcund, and frowred. ;

S Quiet!? he commanded. “Quiet,"
Eswit!?? P :

The spotted cat .ocked up, yawned, and
instantly stopped the purring. But after.
one blink at her master, she went on "with
her cleaning. And at that moment a light,
almost impera eptible tap coundcd on cne
of the window panes,

L



Al murmured Dr. Karnak.
Le glanced at the door, to see thal it was

lm,kcd and then crossed over to the
\rit-dnw, and raized the lower sash. He was
standing face to face with a great, crouch:

ing fuﬂnbtﬂl‘—' shagey, furry thing that was
umu"h to scarc the life out of any norul

hutian being,

Dr. Karunk uttered a seft command, and
the creature htcppml into the room, his
cthornmouzly lotug legs looking grotesque and
strange.  And when he stood inside the
museum, he towered high  above the
metllm

But almost at once the neweomer squatted
down, and remained there silent and sub-

missive, looking up at Dr. I{urnukﬂwith
animal-like submission in his eyes. There

waz o trace of fear, too.

This remarkable crature was, of course,
none other than the deformed black man
that Reggic Pitt and I had encountered in
Beltton Wood., Apparently. it was his duiy
to report to Dr. Karnak on that particular
evening,

The Lgyptian comwmenced speaking—using
i curious clicking language which sounded
sbsolutely unmtelh"lblc It hardly secmed
that hec was ::petkmff at all, but ,luai making
queer sounds with niz woutl.

However, the black man enderstooed, for
now abnd again he spoke in the same clici-
ing language. It appwlci that Dr. Karnak
was  giving some istructions, which the
other L'lﬂ::{,h fu]lmvﬂd

Aund in the middle Dr. Karnak
and pointed to the Dblack crcature’s
bandaged foot—the bandage wnow being
stamed with ecarth, and quite dirty. Dut it
was still acting as a protection, and, indecd,
was quite serviceable.

For a moment the black man shrank away
frorn his master, and when he replied, he
vigorously shook his head, and by his very
tone it was obvious be was unwilling (o
speak of the bandage.

Dr. Karnak, apparcntly. was determined
t>» know who had assisted this deformed
wretch in such a way. Jor, of course, it
was abundantly clear that the African could
not have performed that secrvice himself.

But nothing camc of Pr. Karnak's ques.
tions, even though he threatened. The plack
man would give no cuplanation whatever. .

And so, at length, aflter completing the
instructions, Dr., Karpak pointed to the
window, And without a sound the African
roze to his extraordinary height, and in

moment was gone.

Dr. Karnak closed the window,
for sorme moments quite still, 1o deep
thought. There was a frecwn on his dark
face, and he commenced pacing up and down
once Imore.

Buyu at last he shrugged his shoulders, and
prepared to leave,

brohe ofl,

cinll stoad

But as be reached the door hLie su ddenly
turped. Was it his imagination, or had he
actually heard a slight sound? Tt didn’t
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feom thie window, but froin one of tiove
COrners.
Aud, suddenly, Dr. Karnak gave a stait.
On the floor, in the full glow of (e
shy u]cfl light, ttere was a little dl*-L——"l(‘th.-

come
other

ing and shivering wickedly. It had nol
heen thcrc hcfure. In some unaccountabhie
vay. it had appeared on the floor while
PDr. Karnak's  back was turned. The

Fgvptian stood quite still for a moment,

*Js anybody lierc?’ hie asked sharply, tns
voice low and soft.

wut there came no reply.

Dr. Karnak went forward, apparently witi
caution, for he kept glancing into the durs
coropers.,  He stooped, and picked up the
dise. And as his gaze fcll upon the face
of it, he became a changed being.

e staggered back, and his dark  face
turned to a sickly, putty colour—unpleasaun:

to behold. There was a light of fear ia his
cyes, atud he gazed 112‘\&‘&]}' at the disc.

“The sign!” he breathed hoarsely. f1he
b
sign! _
There was a frightened note in his voice.
Th: calm, immobile Dr. Karnak was
evidently just as human as anybody else
His assurance had gone. le slood there,
almost cringing, and he was beset with fear.

Aud then, again, canie a sound. Dr.
Karnak twirled round in a flash, and a
gasp came out of his throat as he foumd
himself face to face with o remarkablie
stranger.

The man was  half-naked—a tiny, wity
man, wearing the lightest of light attirve.

e was brown—not black—a native of
Egypt. And his eyes were filled witls
venomous  hatred a3 hie  guzed at o i
Karnak.

“What are you doing here?™ asked Dr.
Karnak thickly,

He spoke in his own tongue, and the
other man showed his teeth in a snarl of
rage. And for a moment the pair stood
fd[![l" one another.

“Your time aas come—traitor!™ he
hissed. ““I have awaited my opportunity-—
and now you will die!”

Dr. Karnak took a deep breath, and did

not wait, He fairly hurled himself at the
man, and the pair closed. The intruder
waz rather taken by surprise, for he had
hardly expected Dr. RKarnak to act witly
such  promptitude.

And in a2 moment the two were battling
with all their strength. And although Dr.

Karnak was the larger, he was getting the
worst of it., Tor the other was enormously
strong, in spite of his small size., -His limh<
appeated to be all musele and sinew, and lis
very smallness helped him.

He was as slippery as an eel, and i
spite of all Dr. Warnak's efforts, he wormeod
his way free, twirled round, and whipped
a wicked-looking Kuifc out of hiz scaniy
cestume,

Dr. Karnak ultercd a hoarse ery of fear.
and only just succeeded in hurling hiwmscly
back in time. Me was fighting for his life,

anld he kuew it. Me kuew, t{}o, why he
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was being attacked., Thuat fear in his eyes
upon looking at the dize had heen eloquent.

Almost by a iiracle, he succeeded in
escuping death a second time. And it was
sheer luck that came to his assistance next.
His assailant, with a snarl, rushed in with
the knife raised. And at that second he
slipped against something, and almozt fell.

Dr. Karnak seizel his «<hanee,.

With one heavy swing, he hurled the
knife out of the man’s grasp, aud it went
clattering away on the other side of the
NnNIsenm. And with his bare hands, Dr.
Karnak clutched at the intruder's thiroat.

e might as well have tried to throttle a
cpake,  The man twisted round, wriggled,
and was free in a moment. And he was

-

-
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truder, The wiry sative saw the cat
ceming, avd halt turned.

But he was too late.

The cat landed on his chest, and clune
there, digging it3 sharp claws into its

vietim's chiest, The nian sereamed, but in
a cracked, thin voice, There was not much
fear  of that sound going beyond the
Insentin,

The man fought madly in sheer panie.

F'or though he could deal with Dr. Karnak,
e was no matehh for this wild, spitting
savage feline. He tore at it in vain, only
receiving wicked soratches in return for his
efforis,

And Dr. Karnak stood by, watching.

Again the man cereamed, and Dr. Karnak
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After a moment or two, during which {h: r gyes grew accustomed to the g!a;m
within the case, they shouted with amazement.

game, too. PPor without an instant's panse
he 1enewed the light.

Aund then, with a sudden muttered curse,
Dr. Karnak caught sight of Eswit, the
Serval cat, The animal had been crouching
bact near the door, hier coat ruffied, and her
skin drawn bhack in a snarl over her mouth.

But until she reccived the word from her
master, she would not move. Dr. Karnak
had trained the eat with extraordinary skill.
And in his extremity, he had forgoiten the
faithful beast altogether.

s Eswit!?” he gasped.

He followed up the name by ultering a
panting command, And the Serval cat, with
one mighty hound, leapt eclean at the in

gave an wuneasy glance at the door. An
alarm was the last thing in the worid he
desired,  Vder no circuamstances conld he
afford ta have anybody investigating.

X9 he gave a curt command. And the
Serval eat leapt down at once, and crouched
on the jloor, in abject obedience. Her victim
staggered haek, and made one mad rush
for the window,

Somehiow, he managed to get it open, and
he slithered through, and by the time Dr.
Karinak had got to the window, the other
ha.l vanished., PBr. Karnak stood ihere ior
seme maoments, and then he closed the
wirdow, secured it and guickly pulled the
Llind, ‘
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1hen, with a firm tread. he wailed across
to the door, and turned on the full switches,
The musewn became brilliant with  light.
And Dr. Karnak commenced a thorough aund
svstematic search.

At last he had finished. and he stood
under one of the lights, holding that gleam-
“ing disc between his fingers. Upon it was

engraved a curious design, very much lixe
a beetle. 1t was, in fact, the engraving

of a scarab.

That same look of fear returned to Dr.
Iarnak. But after a short time he shook
himself, and then spent some time in
putting the museum perfectly straight—so
that there remained no sign of the recent
strugegle. Ie even had to wipe away a
nunber of blood spots—for the cat had
torn viciously with its claws at the in-
troder’'s flesh.

When he was thoroughly satisfied, Dr.
Karnak left the museum, and went up to
his bed-room. lle made no attempt to burn
iticense, or to change into Eastern robes.
tnstoad, he slumped ‘down into a chair, aund
sat there in an attitude of hrooding worry.

Obvicusly, things were not ;,mnrr quite
right witih the worker of sorcery!

CHAPTER IX.
THE DISCOVERY IN THE OLD

RENE MANNERS looked thnughthti.

“1t's dreadful—quite dreadful,” she

said severely, “I ean't understand

why you boys should alwava be

quarrelling like this. Why can’t vou make
it up, and be friends again?"

“It's not wus, Miss Irene—it's Handy,”
growled Church. *“* We've done all we can,
goodness Kknows, But Handy's such an
obstinate beggar. He won't listen to
reason at all.”

‘“And we're not going to gic
said MeClure,

The trio were walking slowly down Bell-
ton Lane. Il was the next day and lessons
were over. There was still plenty of day-
light, and Church and MecClure had gone for
a stroll, so as to have a quiet talk.

All day long Handforth had not spoken a
word to them. He had ignored them utterly
and completely, as thou"h they didn't
exist, Studv D had been a place of
depression and misery.

Handforth had done nothing drastic—and
that was just the frouble, If he had
stormed at his chums, it would have been
a  good sign. But he didn’t. He just
ignored them. They had made one or two
attempts to speak to him, but after some
rebufis, they gave it up. :

When lessons were over, they didn't want
tea, or anvthing to eat. They just felt like
mooching out, and taking their misery with

MiLL!

ovel to him,”

them.

| obstinacy—I

‘wouldn't knuckle under.

——iierre
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They were getting rather tived of
being chipped by the other fellows.

And rather to their dismay, they had
me! Trene—looking exquisitely dainty and
fresh in her warm woollen sports coat and

furs. (t had only taken her a moment t.
find out that something was genuineiy
amiss,

Boiihn Church and McClure were (fally

determined to tell her nothing. DBut under
the spell of her eyes, and unable to resisi
her imperious commands, they had blurted
otit the story.

They didn't mention exactly why they had

quarrclled with Handforth—it wasn't neces-
And lrene

sary to go into those details.
was quite upset. For she knew well enough
how very friendly these three juniors were
at heart.
‘“ And have you tried everything?’ she
1q¥.ed after a while.
Pver\thmﬂ‘” said Church miserably.

“ We've told him we'll forget all about it
and he just turns his back., We've evea
said we're sorrv-——and, after all, it was lis
own fault, But we don't mind taking the
blame, for the sake of peace.”

““ And what did he say when you {old
him you were sorry?”’ asked the girl.
“Say?’ put in McClure bitterly. * H»

doesn't say anythine—he hasn't spoken a
word to us all day! - And it's only his
believe he’s more migerabie

I'm hlessed if we're going

than we are!
to him, and liek his giddy

to Kkow-tow

“hoots!"”

““ Not likely!" agreed Church.

Trene frowned.

“ Don't be so silly!” she said severely.
“T don’t like you to use those ridiculous
terms. 1f I see Ted., I'll have a word with

him. He ought to he ashamed of himsel{

for being so pigheaded. I'm surprised at
him."”
“My hat!” gasped Church. “He's

Ii'l-

coming now!

“ Dodge—for goondness’ sake!™  hissed
MceClure.,  “* He mustn’'t see ug.”

With one accord, they leapt into the
hedge. *For they could easily guness what
Hand{iorth would say if he caught sight of
them speaking to Miss Irene. As it hap-
pened, they needn’t have worried, for Hand-
forth had his head sunk down, and he
couldn't see anything a couple of yards
ahead of him.

Truth to tell, the leader of Studyv D was
just a3 worried and wretched as his two
chums, He knew all the time that he was
wrong. He knew that he ought to have
accepted their overtures. |

And this realisation only made him worse,
for he grimly made up his mind that he
He would teach
them to fight him as they had done! He
would make them suffer!

This plan was all very well, but Handforth
was merely “ cutting off his nose to spite

his face,” for he was making himself suffer
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in equal quantities. And he had come outi
now for a stroll, in order to forget things.
And, naturally, he was remembering trifles
that had never occurred to him before.

**They ain't such bad sorts, on the,
whole,” he growled to himself. “* Only last
week- Church went all the way to Banning-
ton" in the rain—just to fetch my repaired
fountain pen. He offered to go, too. Got
soaked, and never grunmbled a word!”

He walked on a few paces farther.

‘“And MeceClure's decent,” he mumbled,.
“ Look at the way he lights the giddy fire,
and gets tea ready, and all that sort of
thing.” I just walk in as though 1 own the
study. Blowed if 1 know what 1 shall do
without ’em!”

The expression of concern
would have been rather comical if the
situation had not been serious., And then
his look changed, and he frowned deeply.

“I'm  getting  soft—that’s  what's the
matter with me,” he muitered. ** The cads!
Refusing to do as I tell ’em! I'm not going
to knuckle under—not likely! 1 won't speak
to them for a week.” I've a good mind lo
clear out of Study D altogether!”

But this, on second thoughis, strack him
as being a foolish move. Why should he
leave them in sole possession, just for the
sake of being nasty. And then, as he
walked along, he caughtl sight of two dainly
feét standing fairly in his path. He looked
up with a gasp. '
" ¥ @ood-evening, Ted!" said Trene sweelly.

on his face

CWhy, I—-1— You—you—-""wasped
Handforth, *“ That is, gug-good-evening,

Miss Irene! I--1 didn't see you!”

“That's not at all surprising, considering
that yon were staring at ithe ground all
flie time,” said the girl severely. *“What-
¢ver is the matter with you? Why are yon
looking so miserable?”

Handforth tried to pull himself togethet.

“ Well--er—the fact iz, J--I——=  You see,
we——— T mean, T'm a little hit off ecolour,”

he said lamelv. “ Lessons, yvou know,"”" he
added, with a vague wave of his hand.
“T feel a bit seedy to-day.”

“1I'm  elad to  hear it,”" s=aid  Trene

severely,

Handforth started.

“ You're glad to hear it?"' h: repeated.
““You deserve to feel seedy,” declared the
agirl,  “I'm ashamed of you! I'm downright
ashamed of you, Ted!"

"Handforth went as crimson as 2 heetroot.

“You're ashamed of me?” he repeated
feebly. -

““I think it’s disgraceful, the way
ireated those chnms of yours!” went on
Irene indignantly. ‘““ All day long you
haven’t spoken a. word to them! They’ve
tried again and again to make friends, but
you won’t listen to them! 1 didn’t think
you were so ill-tempered!”

“0Oh, I—I say—-"

““ And you're sulky, too,” went on Irene.
“1 hate a boy who sulks!" |

von:
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like sinking throngh the

Handforth felt
ground.

“But—hut T'm not sulky!" he protested.
“And-and how did you know anything
abont Church and MceClire?  Those ecads
have been telling yon everything! But
what eise can 1 expect?”’ lie added bitterly.
* They’re only worms!”

Irene stamped her foot angrily.

“How dare you!'™ she flared out., ‘' Oh,
I think youw!re horrid!*

“Sorry ! gasped Handforth., “ T—T didn't
exactly mean that, Miss Jrene. Dut I was
jolly  wild 1o hear that they had been
hlabbing to yeou =

“They didu’t blab at all,” interrapted

Irene curtly.  ** They didn't want to say a
word to me, but 1 foreed it out of them.
If anybedy’s to blame, it's me. Are you
going to ecall me & worm?"

Handforth wriggled wineasily.

S

“Oh, T say!” he protested.
jolly sarecastie, Miss Irene, There's 1o need
to be hard on a chap. [If you mnst know
the truth, we've had a hit of 2 row—that's
all.”

“Pon't be =0

“TIs it true that yeu won't spenk to
them "

Handforth made no repily.

“Ts it trme that you haven't spoken =n

word to them ajl day?” persisted the girl.

“Well, yves," admitted ITandforth
erudgingly. ** But 1 mean to teach them a

S 11
lesson———m

“And why should yon teach them a
lesson ' asked lrepme. Dido’t you fight
with them last night? You're just as mmnch
{o blame as they are, and unless you give

me your solemn word that you'll mmake up

the quarrel and bhe
to you again!”
Mandforth nearly gasped at this P:\:mm_nlu
of feminine logio,

{friends, T won't speak
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“ Well, my hat!” he said blankly. * You
accuse me of being a rotter, and vou say
you're ashamed of me because I won't speak
“to my echums! And now vou're threatening
to treat me in just the same way!”

Irene  Dbrushed aside the  objection
imperiously. | _ .
“I don’t care about that.” she said

firmly, “1 don’t want to spcak to a boy
who's so ill-natured. Will you give me your
word, or not?” )

Handforth stood wup on hiz feet, and
fouzht furiously for a moment. 1t would
make matters ten times as bad if be
refused, Dbecause he couldn't speak Lo
Chureh and MeClure, and Irene wouldn't

speak to him. So he only took a moment to

decide.

“ AIl right, Miss Irene.” he said. “I'm

game! The next time 1 see them I'll say
it's all over and done with and shake
hands. How's that?”

Irene smiled happily.

““ Oh, that’s lovely!” she said brightly.

“I'm so glad, Ted. I knew you'd be deccnt
when it came to the pinch. [ was sure
vou couldn't be so vindictive. I'm ever so
glad!” she added warmly.
__Handforth was notoriously a fellow of
quick changes. He was famed throughout
the TRemove for doineg unexpetted things.
And now, in a flash, his blackness vanished.
and he burst info sunny ‘cheerfulness. And
vet it was quite natural. The cloud had
been lifted from about him. Without
actually knuckling under of his own accord,
the problem was solved.

But Irene tactfully made an excuse and
tripped away—refusinz to allow Handiorth
to accompany her. She had a reason. For
when Iandforth turned, he found Church
and MeClure approaching him. They did
so rather cautiously, and looking
little sheepish.

““Oh, so there you are!” said Handforth |

aruffily. “I ean see what it was—a giddy
plot! Still, I suppose 1 was a bit of a
beast. Let’s forzet all about it, and-go for
a walk.”

“We—we didn't mean o tell Trene——"'
began Chureh.

“Didn’t I say we wouldn’t talk about it?"”
roared Handforth. * We'll go for a walk
over to the moor and get an appetite for
tea. And we'll talk about football.”

““What about that Trackett Grim plot?”
asked McClure. ‘' That one vou couldn’t
quite get the hang of. Perhaps it'll help
if you talk it over with us.” |

““ Good wheeze!" said IHandforth enthusi-
astically., “I’ve got to writs that before
to-morrow, too—or it'll be late for press.
Now, Trackett Grim gets on the trail of
some stamp forgers. These miscreants forge
postage stamps, and sell them at two a
penny!”

And Handforth proceeded to outline his
remarkable- plot. By the tiiie the trio had
reached the edge of the moor, the story

just a |
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rwas as pgood as written. And Handforth
was in high good humour. | _

“ Let's go in the old mill,”” he suggested.
“I've got a notebook here, and we'll squatb
down and make a few jottings. Come on!”
- Church and MeClure were only toa eager
to comply. They were relieved beyond
measure to be on good terms with their
chief once more. For, in their hearts, these
three juniors were verv fond of each other.

They pushed open the ramshackle door of
the mill and went in. They were rather sur-
prised that the door resisted them at first—
for as a general rule it stood wide open.
And as soon as they got inside, they
received a bit of a surprise. Tor there,
almost filling the lower part of tlie mill,
was an enormous packing case-—startlingly
new compared to its surroundings.

“* Hallo! What on earth’s this?” said
Handforth, forgetting his wonderful story.
“My hat! It looks like that ecase the lion
came in."

“ Never mind the lion now,” said MecClure
hastily. “We don’'t want to revive un-
pleasant memories r

“ Rats!” said Handforth. *“I said it
looks Ilike the ease—but it isn’t, because
I saw that case round the back this morn-

ing, half smashed up. By George! It’s
heavy, too.”
After a brief examination, they found

that the labels had heen carefully removed.
Handforih was noft satisfied, and he found
L& chunk of old iron, and proceeded to
hammer up two of the top boards.
After they were prized up, he
them, and gazed inside. Church and
MecClure followed his example. And after
a moment or two, during which their eyes
grew accustomed fo the gloom within the
case, they shouted with amazement.
For the packing case contained
enormous African stuffed lion!?

“Yes, by Jingo, it's stuffed all right.,”
said Church. “It's as solid as anything.
But—but what does it mean? Two lions!
And why should this one be put here, where
nohody ever comes?" |

“ Look here, we're going to dash baeck to

raised

an

the school,” said Handforth promptly.
“We'll find Mr. Lee, and tell him.”
And, filled with complete mystification,

the -chums of Study D rushed away. As
luck would have it, they met Nelson ILeec
outside the gates, just setting out in his
car. In a few brief words, Handforth and
Co. told the detective what they had found,
and within a minute they were being
whirled back. |

Nelson Lee was quieily puzzled after he
had examined the second stuffed lion. He
had made -a discovery that convinced him
that this lion was the specimen that hac
been sent by Lord Dorrimore. For inside
{he case there was one of Dorrie's cards—
tied, in fact, to the lion's tail! This was

quite characteristic of his lordship. Awnd
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this lion was a much finer specimen than

the one.in the school.

Within twenty. minutes, Nelson Lee was
in the museum, keen and grim. He had
permitted Handforth and Co. to accompany
i, for they had made the d:f;covery. And
without delay, Lee commenced a thorongh
examination of the spurious specimen which
occupied the place of honour.
~The very faet that this lion was here
convinced Lee that a substitulion had leen
made. But why? Yor what earthly reason?
Obviously, it was not intended to be a
permanent frand, or the real lion would
never have been left in the mill, so close
at hand.

And it was not long before Nelson ILee
discovered the truth. Until now he had
never looked at {he specimen closely,
because he had had no reason for doing so.
But in the neck he found a cunningly con-
sealed opening. 1t was not until the thick
hair had been parted that he foun:l out.

And the rest was easy,

Fumbling inside {he hollow mtenor of the
lion, \Ft.lsnn Lee touched a kind of lever.

And, instantly, the rigid lion collapsed. And
the detectne made an  even  closer
examination.:

- ““*This thing i3 an ingeniously devised
Jiding place,”” he declared. “And I am
convinced that when it was brought into
ihe school, it contaired a living man. With-

out question,

of trouble,

the trick was adopted so ihat
the intrader could get inside with perfect
safety.” |

“Bubt-wasn’t that going to an awful lob
sir?"” asked Chureh.

“Trouble—and expense,”” replied Lee.
“But. perhaps this man was a rforeigner,
who would be very conspicuous. Possibly he
could speak no word of English. And here
is the vital point—it is fairly conelusive, I
think, that the man desired 1o be {aken
right into ‘the museum, If he had decidea
to break infto the school in ithe ordinary
way, he would have undergone great risk,
and micht never have located the musenm
at. all.”

Handforth suddenly gave a loud gasp.

“Great pip!” he ejaculated. “Now 1
understand! This lion did move when 1
came in here last night—it did spring al

me; Thank goodness! T thought I was
going dotty, or something!”
“My hat!” said Church, “You were

right, after all!”

+ “* What do you mean, boys?" asked Nelson
Lee. *“ Tell me of thisg?”

Handforth quickly related what had hap-
pened in the museum in the previous even-
ing. And Nelson Lee listened with pursed
lips, and. nodded when Mandforth had
ﬁm'shed

“Yes, my hﬂv
pened 3 he satd
device inside this.
arms to bhecome
lever. In that

" it eould easily have hap-
“The eunningly contrived
skin enables the legs and
rigcid at the touch of a
way, the thing could he

-
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carried about without any suspicion that it

was .o fake. You surprised the intruder,
and on the spur of the moment he mn«t
have decided to scare you ofi.”

“I'll bet it was Dr. Karnak inside!” said
andfnrth grimly.

But Nelson Lea shook his head.

0l no,” heo said.  ** Not Dr. Karnak.
Surely van must reajise that Dr. Karnak
is altogether too big to squecze into this
skin? There is some other explanation—
but I cannot fathom it at the moment.”

Later the real specimen was brought from
the mill, and the substitute was removed
Dr. Karnak professed absolute ignorance,
and appeared to be guite astonished. But
there was something in his manner that
rather caused Nelson Lee to suspect him.’

One thing was ghite obvious—the intruder
who had entered by means of the fake,
had failed to achieve whatever object he
had come for. A thorough search failed
to reveal any sign of a stranger. And
nothing whatever was wmissing from the
museun. So the theory of burglary was
dismissed.

But Neizon Lee did not know that the
intruder lhad come for the especial purpose
of killing Dr. Xarnak! The Egyptian had
E‘-'('.lpF{l—lli&ll]{S to his faifthful ecat—and
matters were very much as they had been
before.  But Dr. Karnak was now different.
Jt was as though he lived in fear of some
sinister danger., He did -not venture out by
night, and seldom in the daytime. _

Although many things were bhecoming
cleared up, and much of the mystery was

dispersing, in anotiher direction it was get-
ting deeper. Who. had substituted those
two cases? Haow had it been done? And
where?

These were gquestions that Nelson Lee
could not answer, althongh he made the

most searching inquiries, .
H we had only known, dramatic cvents
were in store! |

THE END,

Be Sure and Read Next Week's
Great Mystery Story :—

The Sign of the
Sacred Scarab!

AXD

LOOH CUT FOR
No. 9 of the MAG.

Containing many Special Contributions.
Ly the 87, FRANK'S Juniors.
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No. 7. STREET TRAFFIC IN NEW YORK.

e e e o e o S i e e S S S e = ' {

motor-¢car

RIVING a thirough the
streets of New York i3 a very, very

different proposition to driving a

motor-car through the streets of
London. Woe betide the Iluckless English-
man who takes a car out for the first time

in New York City.

There are pitfalls and traps
the uninitiated. TIirst of all, let
explain how very different New Yorx is
fromd London. There are practically no
tortuous side streets, where one can dodge
quickly, in order to avoid congested traffic.

New York, except at the very lower end
of Manhattan Izland, i3 built uvpon a
settled, definit2 plan. The city is a great
oblong, and fthe avenues run lr‘n”th“hf‘
stretching away for miles. And the streets
just cut across the comparatively shorl
space between the Iudson River and the
East River. The only important diagonal
street is Broadway.

In consequence of this asettled building
plan, the houses and business premises are
alk constructed in blocks. Thus, if yvou ask
to be directed to a certain street, yvou will
not be told that it is three hundred yards
further along, but, say, four blocks.

All the street-cars stop at the
of every block, if necessary, and the motor-
omnibuses, which ply chiefly up and down
Fifth Avenue, do likewise., It is inadvis-
able o take a strect-car if one is in a
hurry, for they just crawl along from one
block to another, stopping every few seconds.
To get down to the Battery from Times
Square, for instance, is a tedious business.
It is far better to take the subway,

The first thing the British visitor notices
in New York is that all the traflic keeps to
the right-hand side of the road-—exactly
the opposite to the rule in the Britishv Isles,
And this is apt to be confusing enough fo
the pedestrian when he first takes a walk.

But Tet him take a motor-car out, and he
will soon find himself in a state of consider-
able confusion. In London, in spite of the
strict trafle regulations, there is quile a
free-and-easy feeling when driving. At a

galore for
me try to

corner

may cut sharply across

quiet cross-road, one
without invoking the

into a side turning
wrath of the law.

But not so in New York. The motorist
must take strict care to take the corner
fully, without any cutting in. If he fails
to do 8o, a police-officer will probably stride
up and demand to know what in the name
of blazes he thinks he’s doing. -

In TLondon one may freely swerve to the
wrong side of the road and leave a car
there, facing the oncoming traffic. But in
New York this is nothing thIt of a crime.
One nst always leave a car so that it
stands in the same direction as the flow of

traflic—and never facing 1it. This rule
applies just as much in qu:et unfrequented
streets as it does in the main arteries,

There are the fire-hydrants to be wary of.
Leave vour car standing close against one
of these and again you invoke the wrath
of the law. Dare to move your ¢ar an inch
after a policeman has told you to stop, and
the said policeman will probably step on
to your foothoard and treat you to a string
of vituperation and violent abuse such as
will give you a shock. And to answer a
New York policemcan back is merely asking
for trouble. Be unwise enough to lose
vour temper and it is any odds that you
will be under arrest within a minute,

cross-town street,
observe a few glares from passing
taxi-drivers and other motorists. And you
rather wonder at it, until you suddenly dis-
cover that this particular thoroughfare is a
“one-way  street,”” and by travelling along
it in the wrong direclion yon are commitving
a o serious offence against the traffic laws.
These  cone-way  streets  are  frequently
changed. and it behoves the motorist to be
constantly on the alert,

Giiding alongz a quiet,

you may

other features of New
I wish to refer to, for [
feel sure they will be of general interest.
As there is no further space in this little
article, I must leave these remarks for my

There are many
York Trafic that

L next.
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Editorial Office,
Study (,
. =t. Frank's,
My Dear Chumns,—

I heard a few fellows discussing it in the
t‘'ommon Room the other.day—that is the
polite way of putting it. As a matter of
fact, they nearly came to blows; and, to
use the language of the newspapers, 1 should
really say that a stormy scene took place.
It was all over that vexatious question of
the off-side rule in *“ Footer,” a runle that
few seem to understand properiv. 1 do not
propose to deal with it here. | am merely
quoting it as an instance of the many little

problems that do crop up from time to time

in ““Footer ” and other popular sports. And
I think that it is high time that the Mag.
made use of some of its space in a weekly
hat on sport in general. We have a most
excellent authority on this subject in our
sSports Master, Mr. Clifford. 1 have accord-
ingly invited Mr. Clifford to act in this
capacity, and he has very kindly offered his
services to the Mag. in supplving, as he
called it, a weekly ¢ pow-wow " on ** I'ooter,”
bexing, running, physical culture, ete. I
think you will all agree that Mr. Clifford is a
iolly good sort and can be regarded as one
of us. That is why I know you will join me
in welcoming him as a contributor to our
paper. I hope to be able to publizh his first
article in a week or two.

THE RETURN OF TRACKETT GRIM

] could hardly believe that the exploits of
Trackett Grim were so popular. It is said
that absence makes the heart grow fonder.
T'he non-appearance of the great detective in
the Mag. for the last few weeks has certainly
resulted in & number of anxious inquiries
from admirers, who have been wondering if
the intrepid ecriminologist had fallen over a
¢Jiff, or whether he bad been slain by one
of his numerous enemies. These readers will
be minch relieved to find him baeck again this

 week, and none the worse after his

‘the fathead passed me the last copy.

long
Christmas holiday.

ARCHIE, PLEASE NOTE!

In “puhlishing the following letter from
Handy concerning last week’s story by
Archie, “ Under the Jolly Old Roger,” I dv
not necessarily share this critie’s opinions.

He says:
* Dear Editor,—

“1 am fed up with the stuff in the St.
I'rank’'s Magazine. McClure has been sitting
in the armchair sniggering all the evening.

“1 asked him what he was grinning at, “ﬁd

IS
pointed out a contribution by Archie Glenthorne.
[ had already seen the first thing he wrote,
but last week's story was even more rotten.

* I read it, and punched McClure’s head for
reading such pifle. T think such contribu-
tions are utter rot. They're absurd! My
hat! - A pirate captain doesn’t talk like
Archie says, They never spoke in that way.
Why, the silly ass has forgotten that the
phrases he uses had not been invented.

““And how could the crew walk along the
sea? Of course they could not! They would
all fall in. Archie is an utter fool. I can’t
understand why you _print such wreteched
stufi when there are other chaps who can
write a really good adventure story.

““ At least, there are one or two chaps who
could. Why, I could do a better yarn my-
self. In fact, 1've done one. If you want the
Mag. to go, you can't possibly leave it out.

“I enclose it with this letter, so there
is no excuse if you leave it out.

“ Yours,
“E. O. HANDFORTH."

I always helieve in giving every fellow a
chance, and so I am leaving you, my chums,
to judge for yourselves whether or not you
agree with Handy that * The Three Chums
of Peru” is a really good adventure story.

Your faithful chum,
NIFPER,
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T seems to me that something ought to
be done. 1 mean, just look at the
way the chimney smoked in the Torw-
roomt  on  Monday afternoon. i

admit it created a bit of a diversion, but
at the same ftume, what about our books
and papers, and clean collars and things?

Soet iz black stuff. 1 think everybody
admics that. It's not so bad when vou

want to use it for putting round the roots |

of rhubarb, or something like that, bup it's
not a bit of good as a hair tonic.

And Lair, when you come to think of it,
is something that ought to he well looked
after and cared for. Some f{ellows like to
have their's plastered down with pints of
brilliantinn—1 knew a chap who used to
splash every time he shook his head—and
others o about resembling a floor-mop.
And partings vary, too. 1 like tp sece a
partine on the side.

Of course, partinz is a pretly wide word,
if yvou know what 1 mean. When you're
parting fromi your pater and mater, after
the holidays, you feel pretiy rotten. And
parting from that imlt'*r;uid YOuU  owe
another chap is a wrench, too. But you
absolutely thrill with joy when you're mrl
inz from the Form-room. 1 mean, there it
is!

And then these girls. Girls, of course, are
essential. How would the drapers live with-
out girls? Who would sell the stuti in the
shops? And if 1t comes to that, who would
buy the stuff? Men don’t go into drapers’
Men always wait about outside, in the rain.

Az it happens, we haven't had mueh rain
lately. And these girls of the Moor View
School have been pnth mich in evidence.
[ must admit that some of them are jolly
good sports—ana reasonable, too. Any girl
who can talk to Handforlh ‘for ten minntes
is nothing less than a heroine. 1 mean, even
a chap Teels the strain a bit. Only on
Thursday T heard Adams saying that Doris
Berkeley is a peach.

I suppose that's a compliment.
is undoubtedly a particaiarly nice

A peach
fruit,

but it seems to me thaat it’'s wrong to eall
a girl a fruit., That's what Glenthorne

calls his pals, only he refers to them as old

fruit. Which,

wheén you come to examine it, |

is a horrible insnlt, I've always understood
that old fruit is rotten,

Anl talkinz about Adams,
These Americans aren't really
they think. And when it comes to lanuguase,
it won't b2 long bLefore we have to have
text-Looks and thjngs hefore taking a 4rip

you Lknow.
SO smart as

to New York., There'll he little booklets o
the  market soon—** American in Tea
Lessonz,”” or  “Ugo's Easy  Method
American.’” 1 mean, I ecan hear Adaias
talking for five minutez, and 1 can't make
head or tail of what he means,

And T think 1hiz gambling ought to he

stopped. It jsn't nice for fellows to toss
coing and ask if it's heads or tails, i
wouldn't matter so n‘mrfh if it stopped atl

that. Buot cardz, von know, and all that
sort of thing; cards are downright wicked.

[ don't mean pnaisnrd-
to use posteard:. But even these are wicked
in a way. Faney having to pay a penny
to send a posteard! When you come to
think of the millions of pennies thal are
spent every day on posteards, you absolutely
go pale.

Who gets all

Evervbody has

this money? Of course, wa
know that Government officials have to ba
paid. Iixactly why they have to be paid
we can't say. T mean, anybody can sit iu

a sumninous office and read a newspaper
all day, can’t he? And yet these Govern-
ment officials grt whacking great salavies

all the afternoon, or
nlf, while their staft
tea and do fancey
yvou know. It makes

having a nap
off 1o play
of girl elerks make
knitiing., A bit thick,
a chap quake & bhit,

And a gnake is preffy awful. T was in
an emthguake once. T'I1 admit that the
ground only shook a Lit, but it makes you
realise how jolly helpless we mortals are.
What should we look like if the earth
suddenly opened and St. Frank's dropped
into a terrific hole?

All these 1hingzs make a fellow think.
And when a fellow thinks, he generally gets
brain fag and drops into a doze, or some-

for
popping

thinz. 1 mean, there’s a limit—-
(There is! You've just reached yours.
—D, St. Frank’s Mag.)
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 TRACKETT GRIM |

CALL!

THE MIDNICET

66 ~~ UME, Splinter. come! The game’s
afoot!”?  said  Trackett Grim
tensely,

The ccelebrated deteetive shook
his assistant’s shouldcer roughly, and Splinter
'*df.u up n bed, shivering l'mul the effects
of the iug of cold warter whieh Trackett
Grim had just emptied over him,

““A case, sir?? he asked cagerly.

“Yes, a vase—a murder in Nottingham!”
repiied  Trackett Grim, with relish. ¢ The
first case we have bad for seven hours,
Splinter. My stagoation is vanishing, and
T am agzain like a hound ou the trail. Just
as I was getting into bed, 2t two o'clock,
¥} reecived the midnight telephone cali!
Come, we will start!™

In a thrice Splinter was dressed.
thrices he and Trackett Grim were scated
in  their powerful racing car, 1ushing
through the inky, mysterious wnight, bent
upon the cause of justive,

By a quarter to three they were in Not-
tingham—that famons place which is cele-
brated for its two First Division football
clhubs. 'The night was still black and stiil
Ibky, and a moauing wind had arisen.

Trackett Grim’s great car turned into the
private drive of Guy Manor, the aneestral
home of Sir Montmoreney de Quincy Guy,
who now lay stark and dead in the oak-
panelled library,

Upon the doorstep
Cadwallader de Plantagenet Guy—the last
surviving member of the ancient family.
'n faet, “he was the last of the old Notting-
Bram l:u;ss. Ife was a dark young man,
attired in evening dress, and a black mous-
tache with twisted cnds. At school he had
been kpown as **Cad > for short—noft that
this really had apything to do with his
name,.

‘¢ Welcome to the Manor!” cried the Hon.

Cadwallader, as Trackett Grim ond Splinter
mounted the gréat marble steps.

In two

awaited the Hon.

THE LAST OF THE
OLD GUYS'!

A New Series of Exciting Adventures
of Trackett Grim and Splinter.

BY
ED. O. HANDFORTH.

BAFFLED!

The famous c¢riminal (Jdetective gave the
young man a swift, comprehensive glance
which overlooked nothing,

“Thapk you, Mr. Guy,” he said. “Kicedly
lead me to the secene of the erime.”

‘“Certainly—but please rcmember that I
am now Sir Cadwallader,” said the last of
the old Guys stifily, ¢ Jeems! Come here,
Jeems! Show these gentlemen into the old
chap’s library, and let ’'em look at the
rentains,?

Jeems, the old family retainer,
new master a flewte, venomous
beneathh his lowered brows.

“This way, gentlemen,” he said, in that
oily manner which butlers always seem to
cultivate. *““How I hate ’im!"” he added in
& demoaiacal whisper. ‘“How [ hate 'im!”’

But Trackett Grim did not hear these
signiicant words. He and Splinter followed
the bhutler into the library, and Trackett
Grim gave a short cry of horror. [For there,
in the middle of the Hoor, lay the murdered
haronet, with a whacking great sword stick-
ing out of his chest.

“Good heavens!” muttered Trackett Grim.
**This is murder!”

It happened

gave his
iook from

at midopight, sir,” said
Jeems  brokenly, “Just going to bed, we
was, when the master lets out a fearful
howl, ¥ rushes down half-dressed, and finds
the body there.”

“* And the murderer?’’ cried Trackett Grim
curtiy. “What of himnmi?”

“Ile’d made good his escape, sir, by
bunking through the French windows,” re-

piied Jeems. “See! The windows are still
open! Soon afterwards in comes Mr. Cad-
wallader, the old master’s nephew. How I

hate ’im'"”’ he added in a whisper,

In suspense and awe, Splinter watched
his wonderful master as he crawled aboub
on hands and knees, looking for clues. But,
although Trackett Grim spent hours on the
"job—even looking for footprints outside—he



&

(O baflled, '.Ijhcr{?
war  not  a  single
ciue to be seen.

1HE FINGERZPRINTIS 0O

THE BSWORD!
Then, suddenly,
Truckett Grim  stii
fened, and gave «
shhort c¢ry of au-
noyauce. An idea
had come to hiw
which ougzht to have
struck him long
vince. Going  over
to the body, he
vanked the sword
out- of Sir Mont-
morency’'s beart, and
examined the gleam-

ing hlade through a

magnifying lens.
“Do you see, my

dear fellow¢” he

asked triumphantly.
AR cried Splin-

ter. ¢ Blood!"”
“No, no! I don't

mean the blood,"

said  the detective wrists of Jeams.

And in a flash the handcuffs were fixed round the

impatientiy, “It i3
casy to account for the presence of the
blood. Such a deduction is quite elementary,
my dear fellow., But lgok closer!”

“ Uingerprints!” shouted” Splinter, Aushing
with excitement.

“Precisely !’  said Trackett Grim.
voice becoming cold and impasaive.
fingerprints of the murderer!
sword down from the wall, and «truck ile
fatal blow from the rear. We bhave him,
Splinter—we have him!”

In a thrice Trackett Grim was out of the
library., In the big lounge hall hLe found
Sir Cadwallader and Jeems, The latter was
scowling at his young master in a viadictive
WAY:

‘“How I 'afe him!"" he muttered viciously,

his
“The
[fe took this

“Any, clues, Mr. Grim?” eried Sir Cad-
waliader. “ Ah, I sece—" P

“I regret that I amw too busy to answer
questions,”™ interrupted “Crackett Grim, in

his cool, incisive voice. “But make no mis-
take, Sir Cadwalloper, 1 shall hLave the
murderer by the heels ere long! (Come.
Splinter—the trail is hot., and we mnst fol-
low it!"

Upstairs they raced.
went straight into Sir Cadwallader’'s bed-
room, Splinter looked aghast. A dreadful
suspicion was beginning to formm in hiz mind.

“Do—do you suspect the nephew, sir?™

THE MURDERER UNMASKED!

Trackett Grim was eagerly examining a
wine glass which had stood untasted upoxn
the dressing-table. Through bhis lens he

and Trackett Giim

discovered more fingerprints. A moment's
comparizon was cnough.

“They are the same!”’
great voice.

With horvor in hiz heart, Splinter foliowed
Trackett Grim down the wide stairs., At
the bottom stood tic young baronet and
Jeems, the butler, 'Trackett Grim walked
rizht up to them, and in a flash the hand-
cuifs were fixed ronnd the wrists of Jeems.

“[ arrvest you, my friend, for the murder
of Sir Montmorency!"™ c¢ried Trackett Grine.

“Good MHeavens!" shouted Sir C(Cadwal-
lader. “You don't mean—-"

“Exactlv!” said Trackett Grim smoothly.
“The fingerprints on the wine-glass in your
room are just the same as the fingerprint:
on the sword! Jeems, Laving committed the
muider, took up your nightly glass
of port. He was the last man to touch
that glass—for the wine was untasfed. That
proved to my trained mind that you were
not the culprit, Sir Cadwallower!"

There is little else to relate,

he shouted, in a

The wretched Jecms confessed all,  He
had asked for a rise in salary, and the
old baronet had refused. In a lit of rage

Jeems had pulled down the sword and struck
the fatal blow, And he hated Sir Cadwal-
lader, ton. for he also had refused {o raise
his wages.

Two days later, after a brief trial, the
bratal murderer scttied his last account.
He was hangea in Dartmoor Prison, and
once more Trackett Grim was able to c¢on-
gratuiate himsellf upon his amazing detective
poweras, : ' '

[ —
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Fatty Little buried his nose ib
his handkerchief, and- groaned.
#* Great uunpmg pancakes !> he
painfutly. **This blessed cold 18
1've been

6é 3
gaspcd

going to be the death of me!
sneezing and spluttering all the afternoon,

and if I don't take sowmething for it 1
shall snceze my head off 1>
The fat junior was in the Remove

passage a3 he spoke, and he addressed his
remarks to a little knot of Removites who
stood near by, Several of them grinned
unsympathetically.

“About. the only

hing (o cure you i3 to

£9 aud hsive a bite-to eat!” said Conroy
minor.  “Don’t forget the old saying,
Fatty—'fe-rd a cold and starve a fever!'

Anybody can sec that you dou’t have half

chonigh
“1 Dbetiecve you're right!” said FPFatty,
with a wnod. “Talking of grub reminds

me that 1 haven't had nu:,thinv to eat fm'
at least half-au-hour! Great bloaters
There’'s a terrilic «nawing going on imidc
my tummy—and that's a sure sign that
grab is required! 'l take vyour advice,
Conroy, and recharge the interior!”
Finbbard snorted.
‘“You greedy glutton!”

exclaimed. “Eat-
ing's all you can think
of! Why dout you go
down to the chemist's
and get a  bottle of
Leno’s Lighting Lotion,
Or Brown’'s Original
Orangepuice? They're
hoth terrific things for
curing a cold
** Rot:!” cut in
with a sniff. “1 know
something to hbeat that
hollow ! What about
conyecer’s Uoncentrated -
cinpamon, ¢h? Two
doses of that stuff and
you'll be as right as
!1“]!!:

Fatty Little looked at
the speakers dubiously.

“* They sound all 11~,=ht”
he admitted.,  * But 1
Jdon’t  Dbelieyve in c¢old
cures much as a rule!
Grub is the only thing

he

Skelton,

FATTY LITTLE'S COLD

EGI V41J) PIT7

to

“douht of that, Handy!
.grive before tht. first week was over!

" You blithering idiot!™ szaid Handforth,
rolling out of his study at that moment
sce  what the argument was about.
“As if grub i any good for a cold! Why,

t’s the warat thing you can do to kcep
cm eating A porpoise like you ought to
starve }'o_ur:el_[ for about a fortnight to
cet rid of a cold! At the end of that
time you'd be cured!”

Fatty nodded. -

“0Oh, rather!” “There’s no
I should be in my
Oh,

he agreed.

blnw the rotten cold!”

Iie exp!oded again into his h.mdkeu.hlef
and the juniors grinned ouce more. .Some-
how, a fellow mth a cold always causes
..ftmu-emeut——hut there's not much fun in
it for the sufferer.

““How the thunder did
cold 17 danndcd Handforth.

you get this

“0Oh, in the usual way, I suppose,” said
Fatty. <“I{ mme—that-s all 1T know! But
I f..mﬂv I got my feet a bit damp yester-
day . :

'Well ‘that case, 1 know the . very
stutl te recommend !”? said Handforth,

{Conltnued on page 9.)

that will c¢ure me, at ““ Qreat

any rate!” "I kuow that
for a fact—"

pip
- “* What the deuce is he doing out here in this state !
Hi, Fatty, you idiot ! What’s up. 7" * '

! It’s Fatty !’ gasped HMandforth.




NCE
fellow who had a Generous Uncle.
Now, this uncle, although gencrous,

upon a time there lived a

was Sadly Misguided, for, instead
of buving his nephew something Uscful
for a Birthday Present, he sent him a
Motor Dike. _

This latter article was a Locomotive
Vehicle mueh in vogue at the period. and
particularly popular among that section of
the Populace known as the Youngzg Sports.
Now, this Young Sport of whom we write,
and who possessed a Sadly Misguided Uncle,
was none other than Buster Boots, of the
Remove.

Aud it came to pass that a Large and
(Cumbersome crate arrived, containing the
Motor Bike brand spanking new from the
Makers. And Boots was blled with excite-
ment and Importance.

With his own Hands he unpacked the pre-
cious Prize, and he gazed upon it long and
lovingly when, at length, it stood alone in
the “riangle upon its Stand. And the
multitude gathered round and worshipped.

And, behold, there were Those who
offered what they termed Jolly Good Ad-
vice. Now, Boots had never possessed a

Motor Bike before, and he was therefore
Ignorant of the Mechanism. In fact, it
mayv be rvecorded that at first he mistook
the Carburettor for the Magneto, and won-
dered why no spark appeared therein. It
must further be placed on Record that
Boots believed the Gear Box to be a Re-
ceptacle for Odd Tools.

And it came to pass that Chambers of
the Fifth sallied forth. And Chambers
gazed at the Motor PBike and passed
Caustic Rewmarks, saying that -the Jigger
was a Dud, being only 2. horse-power.
Now, Chambers fancied himself a3 a Motor
Cyelist, being the owner of an Old (rock
which boasted G horse-power, hut which
only developed one boy-power—for Chanmbera
generally had to push.

And Chambers Lkindly offered to give
Boots a few Tips. In fack, he stated it as
his Intention to Try Out the Motor Bike,
and then teach Buster Ilow to Ride. Now,
Boots objected to this, and with Much
Tartness he -advised Chambers to Go. and
Eat Coke, adding that it wasn't neces-

-

No. 8.—The Falile of the Fellow who'

Wouldn’t Take Advice.

sary for him to Shove his Ugly Mug into
affairs that didn't Concern  Him. And
Chambers waxed wrath, and spake, saying
that it would serve Boots right if he Broke
his Neck.

Aund, lo, other well-intentioned souls
offered their advice. And they were like-
wise told to pattake of Coal Residue. And
Buster Boots prepared his Machine for a
Trial Trip. '

He pumped the Tyres, and he filled tlie
Tanks with Oil and Spirit, and he thereby
got himself into a Nasty Mess. But he did
not care, for he was Excited, and all eager
to Be Ol

And he perspired mightily. For in vain
did he attempt to Start the Motor. ‘'In
vain did he operate the XKick Starter. No
explosion came—no revolution ¢f the Engine.
Apnd again and again did Doots wangle the
controls. and agzain and again did he kick.

And then a Genius of the Multitude put
forth the suggestion that it wouldn't be a
bad idea to turn the Petrcl On. And Boots
raved muchly, asking why the Fathead didn't
speak earlier,

And, behold, after a Small Tap had bheen

turned, one kick ol the starter worked
Wonders. For the Engine commenced to
Hum. And Boots allowed the Clutch to

drop in, *and Boots procecded to Bite the
Dust without undue delay.

For it appears that these Clutches must
he dropped in gently, whereas Boots had
the Engine Roaring at the time. He wax
vanked over backwards, and only the pre-
sence of mind of the Onlookers averted a
Catastrophe,

Aud again Boots grabbed tlie Motor Bike,
ond again he Started Up. But this time he
was More Cautious, and, lo, the Jigger
moved off slowly—albeit with 1napy a
Drunken Wobble.

The wisest of all could not =ay how Boots:

got out mto the lane without wmeeting
Disaster, but 1t must be recorded that he
Did. And with Smoke pouring forth in

volurmes from the Exhaust, he whizzed down
the lane like Streaked Iightning,

And the Joy of Speed and the Ecstasy ol
Power came unto Boots. The engine re-
sponded to his Every 'Touch. One flick of °
the Throttle, and, lo, the Old Bike fairly



Mumined. Another touch and
down with many a Pop.:

Thus it came fo pass that the End of
the 'Long Lane was reached. In other words,
Boots reached the Sharp Corner by the
River, and, being fHlled with Caution, and
wishing to Live Another Day, he closed
the 'Throttle iu order fto Negotiute the
Corncr in Safety.

At least, it was his
thhie Throttle. But,

she slowed

intention to close
hehold, hc made what
he afterwards demM:l a2 Heorrible
Bloomer. Instead of Llﬂnn" tlic Throttle,
he epened it Wide.

And with a roar and a jerk the Motor
Bike charged forwarsd, with Boots clinging
for Dear Life to the (:n]h IYor the period

of Ten Scconds he completely tost Control, |

Bod4s lived through his Past Life in that
Brief Spell, and wondered whether there
would be any -Pain. And then ke -experi-
enced a Nasty Skid, for'the lane Was some-
what Greasy at the Bend}

And with a final roar the Bike charged
Sideways iuto the Hedge, and Boots van-
ished over the fop. And there came the
sound of Much Splashing,- f{)r t‘i&.Rnet lay
Beyond.

And, Marvellous to Record, .this Reckless
Youth was lHl"iﬂI'dtLhEﬂ-—ﬂltllOll“h wet to
the Skin. And the Motor Bike, in the liedge,

was found to be 0.K., euept for a Sh"htlv
Bent foot-rest.

But Boots had learned his lesson,
thereafter he tecok no more Chances.

MORAL: IT JS A LONG LANE TITAT

and

And Ten Seconds, on a Runaway Motor | HASN'T ANY TURNING—BUT BE CARE-
Bike, is an Age. FCL IF THE ROAD IS GREASY!

Palty Little’s Cold (conlinued from page 7). Perfect DPreparation!” roared Fatty. -“You

: ) toid me it was a good thing for a cold,

withh an important air, “ Take my advice, | didu't you?¥
lﬁ‘att}, atud get 4L?ultlﬁ of I!‘:mkmsfl’cl]fs{,e Handforth snerted.

reparation for the revention of c¢olds N - 3t 13 - -
Tt's great! I'll tell you what—P'm going No, I @dn't!” he bellowed. 1 told.

down to the village in a tick, and 1'll bring
it -back with me!*

Fatty thanked Handforth  for  his
generosity, and straight away went to
Mrs. Hake's little tuckshop—bent on

“feeding his cold * to his utmost capacity.
Some little time later McClure brought
him “the medicine which Handforth had
purciaseéd, and the fat junior wasted ne
time in imbibing it.
any of the * Perfected Preparation,” for
he drained the bottle to the last drop,
apparently enjoying it thoroughly.

Handferthh probably thought no more of |
but as cvents turned |
crossing t.hel

the matter at all,
out, he happened to be
Triangle a little while later, when he heard
a curious groaning sound. He was
accompanied by Church and McClure, and
with ope accord the trio dashed towards
a dark form which was sprawling on the
ground. | _

“Great pip! It’s Fatty!” gasped Hand-
forth. < What the deuce is he doing out
here .in this state! Hi! Fatty, wu ldm“
What’s up?” .

A hellow grean was the only answer
Handforth received for a moment, but
then the porpoise of the Remove sat up.

“Great doughnuts!” he moaned, hold-
irg his - stomach painfully. ¢ What—what |
did - you- rewmmeud that ghastly stuff to |
me [cr, Hand}' Just now' I thought 1
was going to pcg out on the spot'”

Handforth stared.-

“What stufi?” he demanded.

“Why—that muck jyou

-y

Neither did he waste |

you it was terrific stuff for the prevention
ef colds—and so it is!_ Where is it3”

- __““Where is it, you fathead?” gasped
Fatty. “1 drank it, of course—all the
blessed bottleful!? And in about two ticks
I was nearly doubled up with the gripes

13

e

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Haudforth. “ You
—Y0i ‘ilHY lunatic! Do yvou mean to ﬂav
 you didn't look on the label?”

Fatty shock his head,

“No jolly fear! he said. 1 took your

word that the stuff was all right, and
scoffed fhe lot!”
Handforth roared again. :
“XNo wonder you felt a pain, you fat

demmy ! he  said uu:ympdthetlcallv
“That stuff wasn't meant to drink at all?
It’s a patent preparation for shoving ‘on
the s:oles of your boots—to keep out tlie
wet :7?

Fatty almost collapsed.

moaned.

“ Great cheesecakes!” he
““Then-—then I'm poisoned! I shall bave
to take an emetic—=" Sl e &
“Bozh!*” paid- Handforth. ““The stuff
isn’t. poison! Perhaps it will cure your
cold, after all, Fatty! At any rate; it's

a dead cert that it can't barm you, what-.
cver it is! You're too’ thunderin" well
hned‘”

Handforth, for once, proved to be 1i"hf—-
for Fatty Little :,urvwed the ordeal, and
 was soon- stuffing his interior in . the same
manner as usual, Anpd, strange to . say,.
“he"did not mention his wl& to another soul.
Evidently be "was mnot taking any nore °

called lerkins' | agvice!
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ANl

sighed

XL T last we have got to Peru,”
Walter Chapel.
“Thank goodness for that,”

" added Arnold AMcCleod. “['m tired
out.”

The other chap who was with these two
chaps wuas a [ine-looking, handsome, strong.
big, splendid, good-looking, muscular chap,
but very modest. His name was Edward
Dauntless.

“Shut up, you fatheads!” he said. “ We've
hardly Jone any walking vet.”

“We've walked all day,” said Chapel.
“We left Mexico at ten o'clock.”

‘“Aund it's nearly six now,” said McCleod.
“I could do with a cup of tea.”

“Pooh!" cried Edward Dauntless. ¢ There'’s
no tie for tea. Come on, you rotters!
You can't back out now. [I've got the plan
for finding the Aztee's gold in my boot, and
we've jolly well got to get it.”

Dauntless was a very clever chap as well
as handsome and bruve, He had thought out
the clever wheeze of putting the plan in his
hoot It was a jolly good 1dea. The other
two had laughed at bim. But it was a jolly
good idea.

“You—you lazy asses!” cried bhandsome
young Dauntless. *“You can't get tea here.
I'il jolly well punch your——?»

At that very moment five huge, bia men
siuddenly appeared from behind a bush.
They were uli over six feet high and had
beurds. '

“Aha!"" said their leader. *“ So here are
the young English senors who have the plan
for the gold! Seize them!"

Will that, two of the men sprang at Chapel
and McCleod, and the other three dashed at
Edward Dauntless. His two chums each re-
ceived a blow on the chin, and both fell down
on the ground, and their assailants jeered
cruelly.

But Edward Duauntless did not Hinch. As
the three big men dashed at him together, he
bunched his fists.

Biy! Biy! Biln!

Three terrific blows he dealt, and the mis-
creants fell to the ground. :

Edward Dauntless’s punches were simply

-
THE |

“THREE CHUMS
IN PERU

Jhe (i e o Gold!

-, The Best Story Ever Written
' By Edward Oswald Handforth.
terrific. EKuch man received a smashed jaw.

They got up again, and all three aimed
another blow at the young chap.

Boonk! Bonk! Bonk!

In a second they were on their backs agaln,
knocked clean out by the boy's stupendous
blows. But that was not all. Meanwhile the
other two men had crept silently up from
behind. They sprang upon Edward Dauntless
together. But he was ready!

As they launched themselves, he caught
each of them by the neck.

Thud! Thump! Bash!

With a dexterous movement he crashed
their heads together so that they saw a
million stars. They fell apart and writhed
on the ground. Then they painfully crawled
to their feet and came on once more. But
lEdward was scarcely out of breath, He
picked them up with one of his strong hands;
and, one after thie other, he threw them
from him!

Splosh!

One of them landed clean in the middle of
a little stream that was close by.

Boom!

'lllltxe other crashed into a sharp piece of
rock.

Edward Dauntless smiled grimly and faced
his chums. They had picked themselves up

and were looking rather sheepish.

“My—my hat, Hand—Dauntless!” said
Arnold MeCleod. “You're an absolute
wonder! You must be strong as a lion!"’

“ Rather!” agreed Walter Chapel.

“Not a bit,”” repliecd Dauntless modestly.
“It was nothineg very much. It takes a
pretty strong chap to do that kind of
thing. Now, come on!"”

The three chiums continued their journey,
and Dauntless produced a map from inside
his hat. It waus a clever wheeze of his to
think of hiding his map in his hat.

He looked at the map and whistled.

“We are there!” he said. “The very spot
we want is only a few yards from where we
stand. The gold is in a cave. The cave is
marked by a huge rock shaped like a finger.

Why,” bhe added, *“ there it is, just

| opposite!”



ﬂe pointcd in the direction, and his chums

~ — — Y]
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“ Caramba!™ shouted the horseman. “Up

aw a huge rock, just as he had said.

lhe three chums ran towards the rock.
Wihen they reached it they found it was a
hnge piece of stone nearly ten S2cet high.
And there were no signs of any cave round
about. Chapel and McCleod looked puzzled.
But Edward Dauntless smiled grimly.

““I've got it!"” he said. “ The cave is under
the rock! Stand back!”

Scarcely realising what he was about to do,
the two stood back. Dauntless took a short
breath. ‘Then, bhending down, he put his
shoulder to the immense muss of rock.

Creak! Creak! Creak!

The rock groaned
nnder the terrific
pressure of his huge
shoulder,

Then——

Crash !
Pang!

The terrific great
boulder splintered
from top to bottom,
It Tfell on to the
yround " in hundreds
of small pieces. Ed-
ward Dauntless had
shivered it to pieces
with ‘his wonderful
strength. llis two
chums cheered him
as  he passed his
hand across his fore-
head. It was not
‘€ven perspiring.

Then he found his
wonderful feat of
strength had shown
a4 large black open-
ing where the rock

. Bump !

had been.. Telling
his  companions to
wait, lest  there

should be any danger,
Pauntless dashed

with your hands!” .

Dauntless never answered. A smile curved,
his lips. Then he dashed at the horse and-
rider. With'one heave of his strong arms he

‘lifted them into the air and threw them mer

his shoulder.

Crash! Thud! Bonk!

They landed with stunning force on the
ground, several yards away. Kdward Daunt-.
less folded his arms with a smile. But only
for a moment. For from behind came a yell-
of fury. Three Peruvian bandits
came dashing at him  in an armoured. car.

“Caramba!” they cried. “ Get out of

the way, or you—?

Dauntless never
moved. He just un-
folded his arms and
stood with his hands
ready. The armoured
car dashed at him
with terrific force.

Booooooooooooom !

Edward’s immense
right fist had lashad
out and landed clean -
on the bonnet of the-
armoured car! - The -
¢ar shivered with the

- foree of the impact’
and then:collapsed-in
i orumpled heap of
iron “and" t-iu'. “The
occupants . jumped
out  and sprang - at
him, but——

Biff!. Biff! Bif!

Edward Dauntless
started. to “weigh in
with his terrific fists,
The three Peruvian”™

bandits slaggered’
back beneath the
weight of those -

terrific blows.

into the opening. In -

a minute he returned i : ) ; ) One of thcm threw
hearing three huge He liited horse and rider into, the air up his arms with a
bags of gold, each and threw them over his should«r. gurgle. The second

weighing over a ton, >
upon his broad back,

His two chums raised another cheer at his
ﬂnmznlg strength.

“We are rich for life, you rhumpa" cried
Dauntless. “1'll give you a saeck between
you,” he added generously, ‘-And mow we'll
walk back to Mexico.”

Ping! Ping! Ping! -

Three Dbullets sang through the air.
MeCleod and Chapel fell to the ground. They
had been :hit.. o had Edward Dauntless;
but he did net move. The bullet had ripped
a great piece out of his arm and another
hit out of his back. But he was not afraid.
He stood calmly waiting, and then saw an
armed. horseman galloping up, [liring as
calne, !

[ fired
conld
great kick, shot it clean out of his hand-

he-

-—

pitched over the clift

and said no more.
But the third was much braver. He was
a glant of a man standing nearly seven -

And he was fully armed with -
a -shotgun, a. small maxim

feet high.
two revolvers,
and a sword.
He rushed
twice
sight,

upon Edward Dauntless - and-
with his revolvers. Before - he
his maxim Dauntless, with a

The Peruvian drew his sword but——

Biff! Biff! Biff!

Edward Dauntless—

(—received a hiff on the nose from -thé
Editor of the St, Frank’s Magazine. He's in
hospital now, and we. shan't “hear any moie

-of him for a very long time.—NIPPER.).



PERPETRATED
By
Clarence

Fellowe.

THE |
ARMADA
(1924)

Aitend a!l ve who list 4o hear
A tale of modern days.
I tell of darkly deeds now
In mist and fog and haze:
When that great fleet invincible,
Arainst the shores of Maine—
With whisky straight from Scottish stills,
And reddest wines from Spain—

wrought

(‘ame creepin’ thro’ the night s6 black
Upon the friendly tide,

With lights all doused and men all keen,
A- 'eanlng o'cr the side.

And then came flashing signals,
F'rom launches near the shore.

And up sped eager Yankee men
Whose clieats wanted more !

"T'was near the three-mile limit grim
Where these rum-runners lay :

And out beyond the pall of mist,
With none to say them nay.

Lurk’d Prohibition men galore,
Their duty nene would choose:

They sought to stop these smugglers

bold

I'rom landing all their booze.

J

Night lay upon the murky beaci,
And on the misty sea.

And this Armada lingered there,
As still as still could be.

But bootleg men took launches fuill
Of good cld honest Scotch;

And all the Prohibition guards
Kept vain and useless watch.

And so the prize was landed there,
Upon the coast of Maine;

I‘m:' trhu*stv throats to swallow
- At prices quite insane. '

Then off went the Armada grim
Across Atlantic seas,

IFFor further cargoes of the stuﬂ"
At. which the Yanks don’t sneezo.

up

And here’s the riddle. wonderful
That none can hope to solve;
Though for the right solution you
’\In let your brains revolve.
Them s not a doubt that Uncle S
Buys honest Scotch for gold:
Yet all the more he keeps away—

The more rank poison’s sold !

Sam

i

+ "TIMELY

We hear that Griffith is thinking about
buying a bowl of goldfish for Study J. We
advise him to give up the idea at once.
Somebody or other in the Remove is always
broke, and when tea-time cpmes along, a and

the cupboard is bare——— Well, even gold-
fish you know . . . . .
* * *

What is “the difference between Ulyvsses

Spencer’ Adams and a jam-puff fresh out of
the oven? No difference. They are both of
pleasing appearance, and they are both full
of hot air. .
% *+ *

Chambers, of Study No. 10,
has just bought a gramophone. TLots of
Tifth Formers are asking why. We don't
know. It seemns to be sheer extravagance
to have two gramophoues in one study.

-

in the Fifth,

TOPICS i+

Poor old Fatty Little! He was in the
tuckshop on Wednesday, deozing peacefully,

and Singleton came in with a crowd. He'd

just had a big remittance, and invited

everybody in the tuckshop t» order what

they liked ““on him.” And Fatty dida't

wake up until too late! Hard lines!
ADVERT.

RUG MAKING.—Take up this fascinating
pastime now,! Make your own rugs for
yvour study fireplaces! TFull particulars can

be obtained from 8. Levi, End Study.
Lessons - in rug making given-—-33. 6d. a
session. Proficiency guaranteed in three
lessons,  All materials in stock, including

latest colours in Turkey and Cable wool.
Don't delay! Start making your ruzs_now!
SOLOMON LEVI, End Study‘.



WHAT 2 'MINU'_I'ES A DAY
WILL DO FOR YOUR HAIR.

++
Great ‘‘ Harlene Hair-Drill ’ Gift to
1,000,000 Readers.

EVERY woman and girl can double hier heauty

and at.tractivencas by devoling nnly two
minutes a day to * Harlene Hair-Drill.’

To-day =all the leadinz Actresses, Cinema

Quecns, and Socicty Leaders make it a port

of their daily toilet, and willingly tcstity to its

hair-growing and bemltifying results, To-day
you, too, can test it absolutely free,

It is wonderfulwhat only twominutesa day practice
of ‘"Harlene HaireDrill'' will achieve in the cuitivae
tion and preservation of a glorious head of hair. Try
it free for one week. Acecept one of the 1,000,000 free
4=in=1 Gift Outfits, (See Coupon below.)

This is really a Four-in-One Gift, for it includes—

1. A bottle ol ''Harlene,’’ the true liqrid food and
natural Tonic for the hair.

2. A packet of the magnificent hair and scalp cleanse
ing ‘' Cremex’’ Shampoo Powder, which prepares the
head for ‘' Hair-Drill.”

3. A bottle of '' Uzon " Erilliantine, which givesa
final touch of beanty to the hair, and is especia!ly
beneﬁelal to those whose scalp is inclined to be ‘dry.’

4. A copy of the new edition of the secret ''‘Haire
Drill’’ Manual of Instruction.

After a Freo Trial you will be able to obtain

further supplies of * IHarlene ” at 1s. 1.,
29. 94d., and 45, 9. per boltle; * Uzon *» |
Brillianline at 1s. 1:d. and 2s. 9d. per bottle;
and ** Cremex '’ Shampoo Powders, ls, 6d. per

hox of séven shampoos (single packets 3d. each),
Jrom Chemists and Stores all over the world.

""HARLENE” FREE GIFT FORM.

Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HAR-
LENE, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 & 26, Lamb’s
Conduit Street, London, W.,C.1.
Dear  Sirs,—Please send me  your fres
“ Harlene” Four-Fold ITair-Growing Outiit,
as described above. T enclose 4d. in stamps
for post: Age and packine to my address.
Nelson Lee Library, 19/1 24

NOTE TO READER.

Write your PULL name and address
clearly on a plain piece of paper,
.pin this coupon to 1i1t, and post as
directed above. (Mark envelope
““Sample Dept.”

YYOUNG
BRITAIN

Now op Sale.  Price Twopence.

MONEY
PRIZES
EVERY
WEEK

MONEY
PRIZES
EVERY

WEEK

KERRY & CO.

Special STAR Col-
lection of Popular
Characters.

' In a Thnlling Story entitled :(—

“AGAINST THE LAW,”
including a_thrilling scene (PLUCK

| BEFORE SAFETY) in which the

famous trio make a starthhg rescue
from a burning sky-scraper.

TED TREVOR

(Licutenant) in a Thrilling Story
entitled, “* A Pirate Crew.”

CLAUDE NARESLY

(Highwayman) in an Exciting Yarn,

[ ‘““ The Message From Holland.”

.~ KING OF THE ISLAND

- Another Powerful Instalment about

Dick Strong.

ASSYRIAN GOLD
A Strong Batch of Chapters of

Norman Calthorpe’s E\penences n
Persia. -

Free Supplement Every Week
KERRY & CO’S GAZETYTE.
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Vours for 5d.

k8 The ‘'Big Ben'' Keyless Lever Watch N
N on THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS ()
ever put before the British Public =0 1
by one of London's Oldest~ Estnb- /
lished Mail Order Houses.
An 1bsnlutely y '
Free Gift of

= [REE

a Sol:d Silver English
Hall-marked Double Curb k
Alvert, with -Seal- attached, C}
given Free with every Watch. -

== S8pecification: ‘Gent's Full.
=——slze Keyless-« Levur Watch, (= 1
==AUmproved action; fitted patent )
cecoil cnclr. prevent:ng k
breakace of malnspring { p-

N by overwinding,

SN\ 10 Years' Warranty, \.
:.'\

\~ Sent on receipt of
A 3d.dcposit: after
approval, send 1/9 "L"
more, The balance

' mav then be paid ‘

| by 9 monthly pay- k-‘
ments of 2/- each. (&
 Cash™réfunded in l:\
full:if dIssatisfied,
-S¢nd -3d. now tg

-;’/ -3:AZ DAVIS & Co. (A
/oSS (Dept. 87), > L—-
i)enmark Hilr, L-\
on don, S.E. 5.

( l f—--,r., 5 .._ﬁ,,g}:‘

HEIGHT GOUNTS

in winning success. Leb the Gir\run '
Systefm increase your-height --Send
P-.0’ for particulars and our £100 ;
guarantce to Enquiry Dept. A.M P., '
17, Stroud Green Road, London,N.4.

)/ We ekl

6bu;"= a No. 300A
with giant horn,

soundbox, massive:polished oak case z
and 40tunes. Carriage paid. 10 Days' %
Trial. 300 model biaﬂfﬂ c(:;sh Pto
record buyers. Table Grands, Port-

ables and Cabinet models at HALF
SHOP PRICES. Write for Catalogue.

Mea.a Company, Dept. G105,

BIRMINGHAM.,

FREE—110 'Dif. Stamps, inc. Tchad,

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY £ g g

L

2'PRIGE

31

ELTALIEE :nul’.&'ﬁm -_-
-l

p—————

-
&

The'BIG-VALUE R
A fine New Mmhl e
Accordcon 10 x 9x5! o Gy,
iano - finished,
11 -fol metal-boundfbles
bellows. 10 keys 2 ‘-g\
basses, &c. Sent by FRBwc
return post, (o ap 1.“‘3‘

u.m l'l'l'!iuill.n

roved orders, for GG
S it

/- deposil and 13
postags, &c., and
romise vc send 2/-

htly till 1?;6 in all 18 parda 2/

TUTOR
57/-, Post Free (DLSE-
WHERE IRDUBLdE()]' Ife.llghl,lor Mg_nes B&gli:

—Illustrate atalogue Post Frce. r
FREE Bargains, Watches, Clocks, Musical” In.
struments, &c.—PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE,
(Dept. 9 B), HASTINGS. (FEstablished 1BE9.)

FRETWORK

3 Send us your name and ‘iddl‘fﬁﬂ' :
> on a posteard and we will scnd ¥
¥y ou some

FREE DESIGNS A

nn{l a booklet telling you all: -
‘about Fretwork. . - . . & Lﬁ
. HANDICRAFTS Ltd., Z‘;,

Dept.P, 264-268,Holloway =

Road LONDDN N.7.1%: :;;

L "BARGAIN P‘k?bgg 3
HOME CINEMAS } -
e

Send For Our Illustr tédxl.ut of §-

Bargains Before Buying Machines.
from 7/6..Films from 1/3

h per 100 !eet Po:t I'ree 4o

.\ FORD'S (Dept A.P.),
=¥ 13, Red Lion. guare

London * WiC.1. » «
-(Entrance Dane,_gtreet ).

ortn
FRE Cash price

"\

Eaqutries *
promptly -
attended to

& g e Tt sl

- Ret of parts™for’ ﬁhbok"(‘ml

p post 2d. . Battery.-Pgarts, 1/3,
: post  3d. "]I(Hrn::"Llﬁht ‘Qutit
(complete), 3!9’¢:pnat 4d." Wiro-
lesg Set, really’ rm(-damund value,
5/9, post 6d.=Cufema and Ftlmﬁ
9/6, post,~ete.-1/-x Mlcroscopa o
_Outfit,3/9,post 3ids Pocket Cinema ©
and Rra.leFllnT +9d., post- 2.
Send .4d*: (m*‘ir.' ‘wStamps) ¢ for
large, new IIIu-rmfed (ntn!ﬂgu

' and LSE.‘ . : -
THE MIDLAND IBN‘TIPIG 33 PB.
Blrmingham. - Eng.-

Queen’'s Rd., Aston;
I'lease remit hu pmtnmrdrr onlyif cverCGd.invalue

e s R S B

Be sure and mention * The Nelson_

Lec Library " when communicating |

178, %

I?gﬂ;ﬁn, It'mhl ?\uh*mngm c;,c !?s.c for E\o I wfh d!) _t_ & B f
ue Labe ppro’'s and cnclosc post.— 1 adveriisers. T
B.L.Coryn,10,Wave Crest, Whitstable, Kent. L e 8
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