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mysteriously dark.
And then, with a terrible cry, he kne

“ P'm blind!?”

Kenmore felt everything was dark—horribly,

clapped his hands to his paining eyes.
“ Pm blind ! ?’? he screamed.
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The series which opens with tHis week’s
story will undoubtedly rank as the finest that
has ever flowed from the facile pen of the illus-
trious author of our St. Frank’s stories. Magic,
mystery, humour, sport and detective adventure
are all represented in their turn, but the central
figure, the mysterious Ezra Quirke, is always lurk-
ing somewhere near, and by his magical powers per-
forming strange wonders that influence the whole course of |
events at St. Frank’s during this memorable winter term.

Coinciding with the opening story of this wonderful new series
is the presentation this week of the first GIFT PACKET of |
Assorted Foreign Postage Stamps with every copy of THE i
NELSON LEE LIBRARY. No iwo packets of these stamps are |
exactly alike, and in some packets will be found surprise stamps
worth at least One Shilling each, These Free Gifts will continue
for four consecutive weeks. ) THE EDITOR.
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CHAPTER I.
THE SCREECH IN THE NIGHT.

HE wind howled and moaned round St. Frank’s with a steadily increasing
I force. Now and again it rose to a mighty shriek, and the solid old
piles fairly shook under the force of the elements.
It was a wild October night.

The gale was sweeping in from the Channel, and éven here, three miles
from the coast, the air had a tang of the sea about it. No rain was falling,

S but massed regiments of clouds were marching hurriedly across the sky.
The famous old school was asleep—or should have been. Not a single light
Was gleaming from any window of the five big Houses. Beyond the Inner
Court, however, a warm glow showed in one of the rooms of the Headmaster’s
Drivate residence. But that was a long way off—isolated from the school

broper., (Continued on page 2.)
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ANOTHER PACKET
OF

FREE STAMPS

COMING NEXT WEEK!

"YOURS MAY BE THE
LUCKY PACKET CON.-
TAINING A STAMP
OF RARE VALUE.

Ensure getting one of these FREE GIFTS
by placing an order for THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY with your newsagent,

(Continued from page 1.)
With a perfect scream of destructive glee,

the gale whipped round the West Tower
and caught one of the upper casemen.t
windows of the Ancient House. 1t stood
«lightly open, and was fixed. But this

timie the gale won, and the window smashed
hack with a splintering crash.

Dick Hamilton, of the Remove, sat up in
bed with a start.

That window belonged to his dormitory,
and the sudden sound had aroused him on
ihe instant. Sir Montie Tregellis-West and
Tommy Watson, who shared the dormitory

with him, were undisturbed. The window,
now 1loose, was banging and clattering
urgently.

“By jingo!” murmured Dick.
ing hard!”’

He slipped out of bed and went to the
window. There was no need to switchr on
ihe light. There was nearly a full moon
overhead, and at the moment the scurry-
ing clouds had left it free. .

Nipper stood at the window, looking out
across the West Square. It was almost as
light as day. The West House stood there,
revealed in every outline. There were dense
black shadows, and the absence of any
Hving movement only added to the effect.

“Thete’ll be a few tiles off to-night,”
Nipper told himseif. “We shall be Iucky
if we don’t have some trees down, too.
Not much chance of footer practice in the
morning with a gale like this.”’

He gave his attention to the window, and
found that the fastening was =<snapped in
half. Two of the glasses were broken, so0
Nipper decided to close the window, and
tie it up. Plenty of fresh air would come
through. He was just finishing the job
when the brilliancy became dulled, and
be found it difficult to see what he was
doing. Opening the window again, he

“It’s blow-

1

iooked out. A dense pack of clou
come up, and the moon
The West House was now
across the square,

“Rain!” muttered Nipper,
too, by the lQok——-"

ds hag
was obscured
& mere blyry

" Plenty of jt,

He broke off, catching his breath ‘in, An
extraordinary sound bad come to hig ears,
a sound which rather startled him. 7{

was a long, drawn-out screech, a qhudd(-}rmar
wail which arose on the night air, apg
died away into throbbing silence,

“ What—what was that®”

Tommy Watson sat up in bed and asked
the question rather shakily. Perhaps
Nipper’s movements had disturbed him, apg
that extraordinary sound had aroused him
to wakefulness. He was sitting up in bed,

staring at the window. _

“Hanged if I know!” said Nipper huskily.

“What are you doirg there?”’ asked
Watson. “What's the time? Why aren’t
+you in bed——-"

“A gust of wind broke the fastening,
and I've just been fixing the window,’
interrupted. Nipper. “1  can’t under-
stand Bush! There it is again. By

Jove, it’s enough to give you the creeps!”

That uncanny screech was repeated, the
same drawn-out wail, and the same dying-
away throb. On this occasion the wind
had lulled for a moment, and the night
cry was intensified.

“Can’t you see anything?” usked Watson,
getting out of bed. *“1t t~0unded like some-
body bun" murdered. I say, I hope thete’s
nothing wrong in one of- fne other Hou::e*l=
I’ve never heard such—— .

‘“ Dear old boys, what’s *ﬁrong‘f"’ inter-

rupted Tregellis-West  sleepily. - “ Begad!
Youwre both out of bed. Is there amthm
happenin’ out In the square? You seel

frightfully interested.”’

He wasn’t inclined to leave his own warm
bed, and he lay there watching the others.
Tommy Watson joined Nipper abt the
window, and they ‘both stared out. There
was nothing within sight to account for
the weird cries. And now the wind Wwas
rushing down with added velocity.

“Must Thave been the gale,” dtchreﬂ
Nipper at length. “The wind makes dd
sorts of uncanny sounds, you know. RO“ne
one of the angles, perhaps. Anyhow, ¥
needn't worry ourselves.” d

But he spoke without conviction, a0
Tommy Watson knew it. That 56(?01;‘
screcch had come while the wind was low>
and Nipper’s explanation was obuousl}’ B

fault. Ie only su;:ge%ted it in the 1313'8
of ecalming hiz chums. And the T
didn’t work. <9id
“It couldu't have becn the wind,” :np)'
Watson nervously. “I'm mnob 2 Ju.wr.
chap, but that sound fairly made me€ ?hl o
I'm like a blessed jelly. It was SO

!I‘I‘

earthly—so uncanny!



== 8§D  THE ST. FRANK'S WEEKLY

Even as he spoke the -screech came for

the third time. And it was different. At
the moment the wind was rushing past the
Ancient House 1In a hoisterous fiurry of

Accompanying that rush, came the
the screech. It was nearer than
pefore, and the shuddering throh of it
could almost be felt.
v Begad!” breathed Sir
aijsolutelj.-' frightful!” o _
{ ‘He hopped out of bed and joined his
chums. Tregellis-West was a calm junior,
and he took life with wurbane serenity.
1t requircd a great deal to ruflle him, and
his nerves were strong. But at the
moment his face had paled slightly.

3. This is rummy if you like,”” said Nipper
softly. “Don’t get alarmed, you chaps—

energy.
sound of

Montie. “ How

there’s some natural explanation. We
don't get sounds in the night like that

I don’t think it's

"

without a logical reason.
the gale; hut it might be some animal
' 4We've never heard a sound like that
before,” objected Watson. “1t couldn’t be
a gull, or =

i He hroke off with a gulp, and pointed
tensely.
i “Look!” he Dbreathed. “Look dcwn
there!”’
CHAPTER T1I.
THE FIGURE CF MYSTERY.
IPPER and Tregellis-
West felt themselves
‘become rigid as they
stared in the direc-
tion of Watson’s pointing
finger. A curious tingling
sensation assailed their
8calps, and ‘their hearts throbbed. -
A figure had appeared from the West
Arch, coming through from the Triangle.

The fizure had come noiselessly, and there
Was somgthing unreal and spectral about it.
% moon came out full at the moment,
nd shone with all her white brilliance,
ho--who is it?” muttered Watson.

-

119 —_

; Hush!®  bpreathed Nipper. “I can’t
anderstand———"

;€ stared, his words unfinished. The

sUre below was moving out into the mwiddle
deli’%he- square, and walking with a curious

eration that seemed almost inhuman.
Btrananr as the watching trio could see, the
EUri{)GFP was a boy. He was attired in a
haiy ‘b:‘ f‘luzlk,.and wore 1o hat. Hlﬁ long
is w;c_lr: waving weirdly in the wind, and
i e\.-utc face looked utterly ghostly. It
of ¢ €n possible to see the fixed expression
$ e € eyey,
}trank,“'fhﬂ certainly no

:-3., Sn

inhabitant of St.

school
His
was

ngtr'a_n:gm*—-a. wanderer in the
* Wwithout any apparent reason.

Sloy .
»deliberate  style of walking

pered Tommy Watson.

impressive in itself, and the effect of the
moonlight added to the air of unreality.

C“It's  a  .ghost!”  muttered Wwatson
hoarsely.
“ Begad!” whispered Sir Montie. “ Dear

old boys, I bhelieve-—"
“ By Jove! Look there!”’ broke in Nipper.
“What on earth—" -
Something was fluttering in the air—
hovering over that spectral figure in the

square. At first sight 4t resembled a
gigantic 'bat. Its wings made no sound on
the air, and the creature was just as
ghostly as the human form above which it
circled.

Then with a swoop it dropped, and
preched itsell upon the shoulder of the
walker. The whole expericnce from start

to finish was unnerving.

Even Nipper was
strongly affected.

“Can’t

“It's an owl!”’ he breathed.

you see? It's a long-eared owl! But
-what’s it’s doing with that chap? Who
is he? And why are they here? There's

something pretty beastly about this!”

“ Nipper, old boy, what about that
screech?” suggested Tregellis-West. “The

owl, don’t you know—-"
“The owi!"” repeated Nipper. “Why, yes,
of course. Some owls screech, don’t they®

You’ve got it, Montie. That sound we
heard must ‘have been caused by that

ghastly bird.”’
“But it doesn’t seem real, and that chap

doesn’t seem real, either,” said Tommy
Watson unsteadily. *“What are we going
to do about it? 1 think we ought to go

and wake up Mr. Lee, or—"’

“Begad!” interrupted Sir
“They’ve gone!”

“Gone!” panted Nipper.

They stared out, aghast. A cloud had
drifted across the moon, bringing complete
darkness for a moment. And now that the
white light was streaming across the square
again, it fell upon the blank gravel and
pathways. DBoth the mystery figure and
the owl had vanished.

“I knew it—I said

Montie.

so abt first!”’ whis-
“It was a ghost!”

“Don’t be an ass!”’ muttered Nipper.
“Pull yourself together, Tommy. You know
as well as I do that ghosts are all tommy-
rot. That fellow was human-—and the ow]
was sclid, too. They must have walked
away during that patch of darkness. KEven
50, it's rummy!”

They craned out of the window, starting.
But the West Square was now as deserfed

as it had been originally. Solemnly the
hour of midnight boomed out from the
main clock-tower. This in itself was
significant.

“AMidnight!” said Watson. “Just the
very hour. Oh, all right, Nipper,” he went
on. “I1 suppose you're right—I don't
believe in ghosts any more than you do.
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But it’s jolly queer, happening just at most of its forece. A stiff breeze was sﬂu
this time. And why? Who could the chap | blowing, but it was a mere ghost of the
be?  Why should he walk through the | giant of the night, o

square abt midnight with an owl on his A few clouds were drifting aimlessly
shoulder?” jacross the  sky—ragged, — untidy-looking
'“Lllt,BS so frightfully uncanny, old boys,”’ ﬁimil;dﬁ, like " a iﬂfjg-gjliﬂg T'?Hiﬂi;i{ltlfﬂf it
sdidd Sir Montie. beaten army. An the - sky itself wys
“I can offer no explanation, and I hardly | Washed out in appearance.

know what to do,” said Nipper, frowning.
“I’s no good getting up and rousing the

House. We should only look silly, Nobody
would Dhelieve us, anyhow.”’

They waited anether five minutes, bhut
there was nothing else to be seen. The

gale continued its playful tactics, and at
length Nipper closed the window, and they
all got back infto bed. But sleep wasn’t
so easy now. They all found themselves
with nerves on the streteh, and with t{heir
ears sharply attuned.

“The best thing we can do is to say
nothing,” advised Nipper. *“It’ll sound silly
to ourselves in the morning, so what would
it sound like to the other fellows? They'd
only say we'd had nightmare.”

“But we couldn’t all have the same night-
mare at once,” objected Watson. “1 think
we ought to go to Mr, Lee and tell
him i : ‘

“And get chipped for our pains,”’ inter-
rupted Nipper. **Not likely. No, my lad,

we'll et to sleep again, and make some
inquiries in the morning, I dare say
there's a perfectly mnafural explanation,

although it’s hard to find one now.”

Fully twenty minutes elapsed before
Nipper's chums dropped off. Even then
their sleep was rather restless and fitful.

Nipper himself couldn't help remembering
that white face, the staring e¢yes, the
curious cloaked fignre. It was all s0 un-

real, so opposed to any logical theory.

“Ch, well, it’s no good worrying!”’
muttered Nipper.
He turned over in bed, and set®ed himself

for sleep. DBut as he pulied the bedclothes

higher over his shoulders, he suddenly
riized himself, listening. Ile may have
been mistaken, but he c¢ould have sworn
that the sercech had come to his <ars
again—this time froem afar.

He listened intently, but only the sobLbing |

of the gale ecame to him. But the recur-
rence of that other sound had disturbed him
afresh, and it was a considerable {time
before sleep c¢ome to him,

CHAPTER III.
HHANDFORTH'S LITTLE WAY.
LANG-CLANG!

The rising-bell
sounded loudly
throughout the dor-

mitories at the  Ancient
House., The October sun was
shining rather wanly lhrough
and the

the windows,

rate had expended | hunched

In one of the junior dormitories, Edwarg
Oswald Handiorth sat up in bed at thes
finst clang of the bell, and blinked. g
looked across at Chureh and AMceClure, his
two special chums., They were still sleeping
the sleep of the just, ignoring the rising-
hell with superb indifference, _
“Disgusting!’? said andforth - loudly.
Church was flat on his face, with his head
buried in the pitlows, Ilow he could breath
at all-was a mystery to Handforth, buat
Chureh seemcd perfectly alive, judging by
the persistent heaving of the bedelothes,
MeCiure was reposing more rationally. Ie
lay on lis side, one hand grasping an upper
bed-rail, and the other was waving uncer-
tainly to and fro in the air. Ilis mouth was
wide open, aund he wws apparently in the
midst of a painful dream, )
“It’s a good thing there’s somebody #n
this dormitery who doesn't .sleep like a
log!”? said Handforth, as he leapt out of

hed. “Now then, you sluggards! Out of
i op e ,
EBdward ©Cswald was never gentle. He

didn’t know how to be. Rough and ready
methods were characteristic of him, and he
always treated his bosom chums as: though
tiiey were his slaves. Actually, he was very

fond of them—-but to judge by his
behaviour, one would take it for granted

that he had a permanent grudge against
them.

With one sweep, he yanked McClure's bed-
clothes clean off. The unfortunate McClure
was left there, like a freshiy-landed fish.
ITe sat up, gasping, for the morning was
chiily.

“Hil™ he gurgled. “ Who—who did that?
You fathead, Handy! Gimme back those
sheets and blankets! What’s the silly idea?
IHHave you gone dotvy, or what?”

“Time to get up!” said Handforth curtly.

“'Phe rising-bell hasn’t gone yet!’” snorted
Melluare, |

“1t went two minutes ago!”

“I know that! But it was only the firsh
one!’? roared MecClure. ““(Gimme back those
bedecloithes! Nobody ever dreams of gettibg
up until the second bell—??

“You're mnot dreaming about it now>
you're getting up!” retorted TIandforth
briskly. ¢ Come on, Church, my son! Sorrf,
but it can’t be heiped! We’'ve only gob tel
minutes to dress,” i

Church shared the same fate as MeCHure:
They both seemed reluctant to leave thed
beds, although there was no further coll

fort to be obtained. They sat t-hje;:t%:
up, liugging their knees. TG
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knew very well that it would be hopeless
to expeet to get their bedelothes back.

“You're mad!” said Chureh, irritably.
“You're always mad—but you're madder
than <¢ver this morning! The wsecond bell
hasu't gone yet, and it’s as cold as the
dickens! What’s the matter with you?”

ITandforth glared at his chums.

“What about that furniture?®
manded,

“Yhat furniture??”

¢ Our study furniture.” i

“What about it?” asked Church blankiy.

“Didn’'t we arrange to shift it this morn-
ing?”  demanded Handforth, “Are you
going to sit there, Walter Church, and
deny it? Didn't we make plans to rearrange
the whole study?”

Church scratched his head,

-~ ¢ Tinst I've heard about it,” he said, in
amazement. *“And what do we want to
shift the furniture for? It's all right where
it ix, Do you know about this, Mac?¥

“Not a thing!”? replied McClure tartly,
“Handy dreamed it??’ :

Az a matter of fact, Handforth had made
all hiz plans overnight, but he had thought-
lessiy negleeted to consult his chums, lle
had decided that they would hop out at the
first bell, and make a complete rearrange-
ment in Study D. It was one of his little
habitzs to make such plans, and to expect
Church and MeClure to know all about them
without being told.

he  de-

“Of course he dreamed it!” went on
McClure, ¢ Handy, be a sport, for goodness’
sake! (et baek into bed until the =econd

bell, and let's have our clothes back. We're
frozen.”

Handforth didn’t reply verbally. He made
4 move aeross the dormitory to the corner,
where a#  big poreelain wash-basin was built
into the wall. Hot and cold water wax laid
r,rni: and Handforth gave the cold-water fap
a twist,

Y You've got just ten seconds,” he said

calmly, ““When I make plans, they've got
to be carried out! Any insubordination,
and yon'll know somethine! Who's going

to he finst out?”

He held the drinking glass under the tap,
and filled it. With astonishing alacrity.
Church and MeClure raced to the floor, and
Made a dead heat of it. Handforth set the
glazs down with a grunt of triumph.
“That's better!” he said pleasantly,
‘Now get dressed!”
efl.’ihlurch and McClure looked at one another

plessly,

“Oh, we might as well, I esuppose”
Towled Church, speaking tensely between
U5 clenched teeth. “We shan't get any
Peace, anvhow! I'll wash first,” he added
Carelessly,

He went over to the basin, and Handforth
43 unsuspicious. The next moment Church

:‘;li?‘k-ed up the glass of water, and held it
. &{ }.'.

For once he was leoking very grim. | frigidly,

‘“ Are you going to allow us to get back

to bed, or do ¥eu want this down your
chest?”” he asked fiercely. “You've  got-
two secondz! Your word of honour that

you won't touch us unbil second bell, or

you'll have the whole glassful in one spot!”
“Good man!” said McClure breathlessly.
HHandforth gave one gasp, and stared.

““ By George!?” he ejaculated. ‘¢ Are you
threatening me? Put that glass down, you
fathead! 1f you throw thag 42

“Your word of honour, or 2.3

““ Nobt likely!” roared Handiorth.

Swish!

Church was as good as his word. The

contents of the glass hit Handforth's bare
chest in one solid, icy slab., ¥dward Oswald
gave a fiendish yell, and after that things
bezan to happen,

——

CHAPTER IV.
ROUGH ON ARCHIE.

‘6 HHAT « HO! The
good old cheery
cup, as it were.”

Archie Glen -

thorne, ©of the Remove, saf

o - up in bed with. a brighi

chirrup. Phipps was standing next to him

with a small tray <containing a cup of

steaming-hot tea. The swell of the Remove
beamed.

““ Morning, and so forth, Phipps,”’ he

observed., *“XKindly whisk the old curtains

aside, and allow the wsunshine to illuminate
the young master’s intellectual features.
Sunshine, FPhipps, is the best thing in life—
after one has made an exception of tea.”

Phipps went roand the bed, and pulled the
furtains. And Archie sipped his tea, and
became more chatty than ever. He was
a privileged junior—being the oniy fellow at
St. Frank’s, indeed, who had his own valet.
Nobody else was jealous, for it was generally
recognized that the one and only Archie
was as helpless as an infant.

¢ Dash it all, Phipps, what about it2%
said Archie, frowning at the window. ¢ The

good old sun appears to be having a bad
time, A somewhat watery countenance, as
it were. Xindly hold forth on the subject
of the weather. Will it rain, or otherwisze?”
““The glass is quite steady, sir,” replied
Phipps. “1I rather think the weather will
remain blustery, but fine.”
“In that case, laddie, what
good old grey tweeds?” asked Archie.
good enough to bring them forth——?*’
¢“T should not advise the grey tweeds this
morning, <ir,”” said Phipps. “The wind is
easterly, and somewhat cutting. I should
suggest something warmer, sir.”
¢ Oh, but really—— I mean -Good
gad, Phipps, if I say the grey 1.'-“.‘-'.{31?{13, kindl‘y
produce the grey tweeds,” exclaimed Archie
“1 mean, I allow you a certaip

about the
¥4 Be
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e

o :

dash but on the)

; latitude,
matter of eclothes 1 must be firm.”

amoun}p of it,

“ Eertdinly, sir,”” agreed Phipps readily.
“Just as you say, sir.” «”

These little arguments were of almost
daily occurrence. And although Phipps
always agreed to his young master's wihims,
Phipps always had his own way in the end,

Without his valet, Archie wouald have
startled the scheol. ile had a painful

tendenecy towards colour, and it was Phipps’
life work %o keep Archie in check.

Phipps went to the ampie wardrope, and
returned with a grey tweed suit. He pro--
ceaded to prepare it for donning, and Archie
fooked on with approval., This was the
sort of thing he liked. Complete willingness
frem  Phipps always pud him in a good
humour, :

“You may remember, sir, that there was

some talk of your father coming over this
morning,” obszrved Phipps. < Colonel Glen-
thorie will be tn Bellton, and he may possi-
bly calt upon Dr. Stalford——?
S 0dds bweeds and chewiots!?”? ejaculated
Archie, *In otler words, gadzooks! In
that case, the old tweeds are absoiutely off
the map,  Phipps!i 1 couldn’t allow .the
pater to see me in those frightful rags!”

‘1 was thinking the same thing, sir.”

. }“‘Theu dash aboutl, Phipps, and get the
oid

gear box infto working order,” said-
Archie. ©“I mean, yow've got to ihink for
both of us. You know very well that the

younng master’s brain is always stagnant in
the morning.”?

Phipps quietly went to the wardrobe, and
revurned withh Arehie’s latest suvit—a brand-
new creation for the late Autumn. Archlie
regarded these manceuvres with intense
satisfaction. The grey tweeds. were dis-
carded, As a matter of fact, the suit. wis
perfect, but as it had been worn for over
a month, it's best days were over, as far
as Archie was concerned.

““Tepping, Phipps—absolutely the stuff,?

declared Archic. “One of the silk -shirts,
what? The plnk sfripe with the green back-

ground, Phipps.
and produce itl¥

“The shirt you  mention, sir, is
destroyed,” wsaid Phipps, with a slight shud-
der, ““In your own interests, Master Archie,
I thought it better to dispose of it. 1
should suggest the pldin buff.”

- Absolutely fmpos!” said Archie
“Not only impos. but dashed ridie!*
Nevertheless, when Archie dressed, he
donred the buff shirt without a murmur.
And it was a fact thay he presented a per-
fect picture of elegance as he surveyed
himeelf in the mirror at the completion of

the activities.

Phipps alwaxs ¢ame with Archie’s morning
cup of tea some little time before the rising-
bell—for Archie took about three times as
long to wash and dress as any other fellow. |
With him, the morning toilet was a kind of

Whizz hither and thither,

flatly.

the

religion., To hasten over it wag .
short of a erime. : 5 hothing
He emerged triumphantly while
the Removites were |
their final ablutions.

' lie man
still rushing t.h»rgu.—?lfl
The upper corrign,

was  busy, and Archie sauntered along it
with a feeling of perfect satisfaction, = In

fact, he hadn’t felb
for days, ‘ -

Ominous sounds came from one of the
dormitories just ahead. To be.exact, Hang.
forth & Co. were warming to their work
The row within that room, which hag
started with a glass of water, was waxine
fierce. °

And just before Archie drew oppoesite, the
door flew open, and Church flew ont,
Strictly speaking, he was unfit to be seep
in publie, being attired in pyjama trousers
only. Chureh ducked mechanieally, and g
slab of soap struck the opposite wall, ang
swerved off. Nothing could have Lecn more
unfortunate for the innccent Archie Glen-
thorne.

If he had rehearsed the thing for weeks,
he couldn’t have done it balf so well, The
soap skidded along the polished linoleum,
and fucked itseélf under Archie’s left foot as
he set it down, | | |

The next second Archie performed a few

so comfortably g ttireq

miracles. -

The socap wedged itself firmly under his
instep, and immediately-eonverted itself info
most  efficient “skate ever devised.
Archie’s left foob shot -away from him- as
though the corridor had been covered with
ice. * Unfortunately;, Archie accompanied his
left fcot wherever "it went.

He ecareered down the corridor at light-

ning speed, gathering momentum as he
wenb.
“Hi! I mean—— Good gad!”’ gasped

““ Phipps—help, laddie! Odds-
This 18 simply frightful!”

Archie feebly,
life !

R G - S

CHAPTER V.
ARCHIE GOES GREEN,
-ILLY HANDFORTH,

of the Third, held
up his woollen car-

digan for inspec

- tion. He was entirely satis

fied with the  scrutiny,

although Chubby Heath and

Juicy Lemon uttered startled cries ©
horror. | T
“Not so bad, eh?¥ said Willy. I

used to be grey, you know. There's some
thing bright about this green, my lads.”

“Bright!”? gasped Chubby. “It's hor
rible 4

“We shall see you miles away!” 5.31,
Juicy Lemon. * You can’t wear that thifg
Willyt If you go oubt lke ﬂ'lzlt,.}’eur
frighten all the birds away! Burn.ib, fo
goodness’ sake!” -
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taken considerable trouble over it. Perhaps |
the green was a bit bright, but Willy was a
firm “peliever in bright colours.

He dropped the article - of

willy looked at his chums coldiy. He\
had iust dyed that cardigan, and hLad |

apparel back

into the bowl of vivid dye, aund gave lt
another soaking. Then he looked at _his
hands. They were dyed, too, but Willy:

was hoping that the stain would come oft.
He wasn't sure, but he didn’t worry abhout
it. Life was too short to worry about
trl‘f}She’H do now,” he said briskly. “1I’ll
buzz along to the bath-room, and give it
a rinse. This dye only cost sixpénce, and 1if
I'd sent that cardigan away, it would have
peen all expensive job. I always believe
in caving money, my lads.”

“He seized the bowl, and marched out of
the Third-Form dormitory without further
ado. He was certainly rather careless as he
went through the doorway, for he deposited
about half a pint of dye on the floor. Then
he reached the turn of the corridor, and
swung round as though he were the only
junior in the entire House.

He came to a dead halt, staring.

A human projectile was shooting towards
him with fearvful speed. It was only. Archie
“Glenthorne on the piece of soap. The gwell ;
- of the Remove came along dizzily, balanc-
ing himself on one leg. The other leg was
high in the air, and his arms were flying.
How *he kept his balance was a marvel that
nobody could ever fathom.

“Hi! Look out!” howled Willy desper-
ately.
Crash! Swooooob! .

. Archie’s right foot took the bowl of dye
In the very centre, and it rose to the ceil-
Ing, tipped up, and deposited its entire con-
tents upon the elegant Removite. Archie
subsided on the floor in the centre of the

flood, and he turned completely green with
Consternation.

“Odds avalanches and landslides!’ he
breathed faintly. “Be good enough to
Sound the good old S.0.S.! Women and
children firsg, by gad! We're absolutely
Sinking !+ i
d.“You=3'0u clumsy ass!” said Willy in-
!fnantly, <“Took at my ecardigan' Tt
Wanted another soaking before I threw the

Stuff ayway,»

mfl‘i‘ne cardigan was reposing on Archie’s
hﬂ;ﬂ: and drippings were running down
aole’s face and over his chest. He feebly

dfﬁggetl it away, and then beat the air.

it Phipps!” he murmured. ¢ Phipps, dash

e I say, this is simply frightful! What's

) 1IS)DF-‘HPC_I_‘E’ Where am I? Good gad! I've

=0 A Inghtful feeling ‘that all is not well!”

| Ehu!‘ch came along the passage, grinning.
That’s the best thing you’ve ever done, {

3
3

, lil.r

&.I‘ ie ¢ > i
‘IChie,” he said cordially, ‘“You'd get a

As far as the watching trio couid
see, the stranger was a boy. He
was attired in a curious cloak, and
wore no hat. His long hair was wav-
ing weirdly in the wind, and his white
face looked utterly ghostly.

hundred quid a week for that on the stage!
You ought to practise it as a star turn!”

¢ Laddie, I——" ;
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”” howled Church violently.

He had just caught sight of Archie’s
face, and- he stood there yelling., Willy
gave him a severe glance,

““Get back to your room, and dress your-
self,” he said tartly. “ What'’s the idea of
coming out in the corridor nearly naked?
I'm surprised at you, Church.”

“My hat! I forgot that!’’ gasped Church,
in alarm.

He made a dive back to his dormitory,
hoping that most of the trouble would now
be over., And Phipps came along the cor-
ridor, and hurried to his young master’s
assistance. Phipps was a man who never
showed his emotions. His face remained a
mask under the most trying circumstances.
But it must be confessed that he was shaken
to the very core as he gazed down at the
prostrate Archie. For a moment Phipps was
stricken, and his face turned pale. '

““ Master Archie!” he ejaculated, his voice
3

| horrified.
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¢ Absolutely,” =said Archie. <1 don’f CHAPTER VI
know whuat happened, Phipps, but it did! . s I mrriy s o 3
The bally floor positively whizzed away be- RERA RbeidEs ©F TH3 “AST HoUgg,
neath me! Just like one of those dashed H % ICKX  HAMILTON &
escalator things gone mad!”? :_.. Co. were just ready
* Allow me, sir!®’ said Phipps huskily. H_& }I?”m}“?ave T;heir dor-
. . 1¢ ' . ey
He held out his hand, and Archie rose to vashed, dressed dg‘g had
his feet. Unhappily, he had failed to re- their final p!‘epa’rations n??«_de
move ihe soap, and his left foot had only out any reference to “t;flg
ha

just tocuched the floor when he shot for-
ward again, and eollapsed in a confused
heap about three yards further down the
corridor. By this time quite an audience
had collected, and their smiles were audible
throughout the House, .-

““Poor old Archie—he’s gone absolutely
green with worry,” said Willy Handforth.
4 Well, I’'d better be getting along. Sorry
I can’t stay, Phipps. I’ll take that bowl,
if you don’'t mind—-"*

“Did you do this, Master Willy?” asked
Phipps reproachiully.

““Gh, come off it!"7
““ Archie kicked the stuff into the air be-
fore I could take two breaths. You needn’t
worry—it'll come off. It may take a day
or twe, but 1’1l Dbe all right in. the
fong run.” ~

The leader of
fore he could be

retorted Willy.

the Third hastened off be-
associated with the dis-
aster. A master might come along any
moment, and it was always an awkwa:sd
tob c¢xplaining things to a master. Some-
how, they never seemed to understand.

As for Archie, he was helped into his
bed-roomn by the frusty Phipps.. Consider-
ing that he had done absolutely nothing to
deserve the disaster, it was rather rough
on him. His superb suit was ruined, but
that wasn’t the worst. _ )

He got into his room, and caught sight of
himself in the long mirror. He started,
and shied.

“What's
ing.

€ Sire»

“ Pash it,
gasped Archie.
of my room, Phipps!
strosities I mean to say—-—
It's pointing at me!»

Phipps was very gentle,

that, Phipps?” he asked, point-

that frightful green thing?”
“Good gad! Take it out
0Of all the bally mon-
Oddslife!

“Calm yourself, sir,”” he said softly. ¢ You
are merely gazing at your own refleciinn
in the mirror.”

Archie jumped as though he had been
stung by a hornet.

“That!” - he gurglied. “That thing in
there—— DBut, I mean, it's all grz-a! It

can’t be me——7?

He gave a lurch towards the mirrr, ond
the -horrid truth was only too apparent.
He was.- one solid green—hair, face, co.ler,
and everything. With a low moan, Arcliie
fell back into Phipps’ arms.

r

midnight adventure. "And there hag
B gertain alr of restraint between them

Nipper paused as he was about :
the door. _ ' W open

‘“Look here, what’s the good of beatip
about the bush?” he growled. “ We're 4]
thinking about the same thing, and we're
all keeping quiet. It’s much the better to
be open. What about last nighty”»

~ Dear old boy, you're right,” agreed Sir
Montie. ‘I was beginnin’ to think I
dreamed it all, begad! 1t really happened,
then? We actually saw that chap in the
square??? -

““ Thank goodnéss!” said Tommy Watson,
“I thought it was a nightmare, too!”

“You didn’t think anything. of the sort,”
deciared Nipper grimly. “ Yes, we saw it—
all of us. How does it strike you this

morning 7’

“Ican’t believe it,” said Watson. “It
seeins too dotty for words! That screech,
too—and the owl! Why, it’s—it’s impos-
sible! Are you sure we didn’t imagine it
all?>’ '

“There was no imaginaticn about it,” re-
plied Nipper. ¢ We heard that screech, and
we saw the ghostly figure of a boy in the
West Square—a fellow in a queer cloak, and
with a white face. - We’d better Lkeep quiel
about it.” ‘

‘““You don't think it was a ghost, or any-
thin'??”? asked Sir Montie.

“It wasn’t a ghost—and yet I can’t see
how it was a real human being,” replied
Nipper slowly. ¢ The whole thing’s mys .
tericus. Take my advice, and keep mull
We may be able to find something out if Wo
make a few discreet inquiries during the
day. PBut if we talk, we shall only make
ourselves a laughing-stock.” '

They went downstairs, and emerged from
the Ancient House by the rear door. Theg
wanted to have a look at the West Square
at once—althcugh even Nipper had no boP
of making any discoveries. o1

The square was just the same as “5“3,[{
and there was no possibility of finding 0%
prints, for the grave! was hard and beéad”
down. In any case, it was difficult to];ap‘

been

o
[=]

licve that the incident had actually
pened. ; _ o the
Might as well go through m}{ippfﬁ

Triangle, and forget the thing,” said s
“ 'l get busy again after bré?

at length,

fast.? h. and

They passed through the West AIC Lpeir
received startling confirmation qute
nute.

| curious adventure in the next mi
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ad just emerged from the East Arch,
1 he was a sfranger,

<y Jove!” said Nipper, staring.

The stranger approaciied, although he had
ohviously 1o intention of addressing the
of Study €, He was looking round.

11115 ] : ) :
EE;{inq a kind of melancholy interest In his
surréﬁndings. It was the boy’s face which

Jttracted Nipper's immediate attention.
“cpon’t you see?” he whispered. That's
the chap!”

«gh? What chap?” said Watson.
«phe fellow we saw last night in the
square I’

I believe you're right!” ejacu-

“ Resad !
o8 startled.

jated Sir  Montie,
wasn't a ghost , :
added. ““The bally fellow looks like one
evenn now!”

As the stranger Ni
(o, regarded him with open curiosity. He
was certainly one of the most striking per-
sonalities they had ever encountered. In
ficure he was quite norinal, and he was
dressed in ordinary Etons., It was his face
itself that struck one so forcibly.

It was a face that more closely resenibled
a mask than anything Nipper had ever seen.
It was utterly expressionless and white. The
cheek-hones were high, and the cheeks
sunken in. Aund the deep-set eyes were
black and mysterious.
evidence of animation in the eyes, the face
would have been like that of a statue.

The boy’s lips were thin, and Nipper nofed
that his hands were long and tapering,
with sinuous fingers. In every way he was
a character unto himself—different from any
‘other type. '

“ Good-morning I?? said Nipper pleasantly.

He was relieved to discover an early ex-
planation of the mystery.
no ghost—no gsupernatural visitation—but a
Mere crossing of the West Square by this
extraordinary-looking newcomer. But even
ow there was no explanation of the mys-
terious owl.

‘:Good-morning!” said the boy, pausing,

¥ Just having a look round?” asked Nipper,
€¥eing the other casually.

“Yes,” )
1iHlS volce was soft and in keeping with

> general appearance—mysterious. It had

Optz}:r{ous silky quality, but was utterly
Rk f“‘* And ¢ven when he spoke, his face

¢ Mtained its mask-like appearanece.
Tnn;'}n'vzsgtor here, aren’t you?” asked

¥ Watson bluntly.

:: fﬂﬁl’m in the Fourth.”
3*3’ hat! A npew fellow?” said Watson

“Then it

. Yes

T " _
th-in{,hatb funny, we haven’t heard any-
ouge about  you,” said Nipper. “What

“p do you belong
A3t House.'?

Nip;z?‘r e in the

{o?”

Ancient House,” said

{ curious sensc of

{ seemed chilly,

I’'m not sure, though,” he

approached, Nipper &

Indeed, but for the

There had been.

“Any objection to telling us your |

LT g

name? We always like to get acquainted,
yau Kknow.”’

“Aly name is Ezra Quirke,” said the new
boy. “You need not trouble to teli me
vours. As we are in different Houses we
are not likely to meet much.” v EEr

He passed on, and Nipper & Co. fell a
relief. While Quirke had
been with them the very atmospliere had
It was as though he carried

an icy draught with him. It was an un-
canny sort of feeling.

CHAPTER VIIL

THE OPAL TIEPIN.

ANDIFORTH turned
abruptly and
frowned. He had
just emerged from

the Ancient House, and was
standing on the  steps.
Church and McClure were

! behind him, and he regarded them frigidiy.

“Don’t follow me,” he said
voice. “I don’t know you!”

“Look here, Handy—-""

“I'm finished with you for good,” said
Handforth curtly. <It's no good—you can’t
wheedle me round. Go away, and never
speak to me again!’

MeClure sighed.

in a cold

“Oh, well, we might as well take him
at his -word, Churchy,” he said. “He's as
hard as nails; he won’t budge an . inch.

All we can do is to go away and find some-

body else. Handy’s finished with us, and
50 there’s nothing else to do.” |
“Nothing,” replied Church in a hollow
voice.

Edward Oswald glared.

“Oh, so that’s the game!” he said
bitterly. “Just bhecause we have a bit of a

dust-up you decide fo desert me. If you
ao anything like that, my lads, I'll never
forgive you. Aren’t we chums?’

-“But you told us to go away—-"

“I don’t care what I told you!’’ roared
Handforth aggressively. <If vou haven't
got any more sense Hallo!” he added,
with a start. “What’s this thing? ‘Where
did it blow up from?” .

He was staring at Ezra Quirke, who had
paused near the bottom of the steps.

Handforth & Co. forgot their difference as
they examined the latest arrival.

“Must have come on the gale,” said
1 Church. “It’s not human, anyway.”
“In order to save vou ftrouble, T'U

explain that my name is Ezra Quirke, and
that I am a new boy in the East House,”*
said Quirke. “I am in the Fourth Form,
and I am just taking a ook round the
school.” .



The chums of Study D were more than,

ever surprised at this gratuitous informa-
tion. Quirke made as if to pass, but Hand-
forth wasn’t the kind of fellow to let a
prize of this sort escape him. He was
Mlways keen on new juniors, and Quirke
seemed to be something extra special in
that line, )

“Oh, you’re in the East House?’ said
Edward Oswald. “I pity you. Don’t you
know we call it the Dog’s Home? I3
the worst House at St. Frank’s—full of
wasters and outsiders. There aren’t more
than half a dozen decent fellows in the
whole place.”

“There are seven now,” said Quirke un-

emotionally.
“1 like your giddy conceit!”’ growled
Handforth., “I like it about as much as

I like your appearance,” he added eritieally.
“What’s the matter with your face? Were

‘you born like that, or have you had an
‘accident ?’? .

Handforth was always personal to a
painful degree, and he never seemed to

realise that he might be cansing embarrass-
ment. But Ezra Quirke showed no trace
of resentment,

“¥ presume you are joking?”
quietly. '

Handforth would probably have continued
the cross-examination, but Ralph Leslie
Fullwood came out of the Ancient House
at that .moment, arm-in-arm with Clive
Russell, the Canadian boy. The chums of
Study I were locking as bright and cheery
as usual. They glanced at Ezra Q@Quirke
as they passed. Then they looked again
harder. They had paused, frankly curious.

Quirke returned their gaze, and he had
opened his mouth to speak when he started
back. JFor the first time he expressed
animation on his face. His jJaw dropped,
and his eyes blazed with anxiety.

“Don’t come mnear me!’’ he
“Don't come near me!”

“Talking to me?” askéd Fullwood, in
astonishment.

It wasn't a very pleasant experience. The
new boy was staring at Ralph Leslie in
‘absolute fear, as though he had seen
some awesome sight., Ile was peinting,
toco—a long, sinuous finger. The other
fellows watched this extraordinary -exhibi-
tion in amazement.

“What on earth’s
demanded . Fullwood, striding
face pains you I'm sorry.

he said

panied.

matter?”
“If my
it’s the

the

up.
But

'only cne I've got, and it's like your con-
founded check to 7 ‘ )

“The pin—the pin!*? breathed ~Quirke,
backing away.

“Eh? The pin?’ zaid Fullweocod. ¢ What?
This opal tiepin? 1It’s not geoing to bite
you. What's the matter with it?*°

j " Take it off—throw it from you as you
would cast away the plague!” said Ezra
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Quirke, his voice trembling and im-pressive

“Put it from sight, at least. You gy
mad to wear such a thing; it wip hr;re
you nothing but evil.” 18

“Well I'm hanged!” said Fullwood
Handforth touched his head signiﬁe'ant],
“ Dotty!” he said sadly. s
Out of sheer curiosity Fullwood removyeq
the tiepin, and put it in his pocket, Hi}
was rather pleased with it, for it wag a
new treasure, a most valuable pin Which
had been presented to him by his father
“Is that better?”’ he asked. '
“It is from my sight, and that is t4
the good,”’ replied Quirke. “But the opal
is still with you; you are still harbouring
evil. While you possess that stone you
will meet with misfortune and tragedy.” ]
am warning you, and I am one who knows
of these things. Take heed while there is

time.'*
“Well I'm jiggered!” exclaimed Hand-
forth. *“The chap’s as superstitious as a

Russian- peasant. Fancy being afraid of
opals. I thought those dotty ideas were
only cherished by old women!” |

“He’s pulling your leg!” said Nipper.

Fzra Quirke turned to him.

“1 am not one to joke,”” he said quietly.
‘“Joking is foreign to me. 1 only speak
when I have somethings of import on my
lips, And I earnestly tell you that opais
are evil—evil. I know. You, in this school,
are mere novices in such matters. But do
not tempt the black forces too strongiy.”

“Black dforces!”’ ejaculated Handforth,
staring. ‘“He talks like the demon in the
pantomime. - And if he’s superstitious,

what about my minor? He ought to be
struck down in a few minutes!” . _

flandforth pointed across the Triangle,
grinning. Ezra Quirke and the others
turned and looked.

Cuttle, the porter, was at the top of a
ladder, fixing some unruly -creeper, a result
of the night’s gale. And Willy Handforth,
deep in the pages of a story-book, Wwas
about to pass under the ladder. And t—hat:
according to all rules of superstition, Was
a most fatal thing to do.

“Poor Willy!” grinned Fullwood. “Ies

| in for it now!” ' "

Ezra Quirke started back with 2 Ca'

And then, without uttering another scuil®
ne ran madly forward.

WHAT THE THIRD THOUGHT.

‘¢ TOP—stop!” 5%

“Eh? what

the——  Talking U

me?’? asked W}”:‘u’

coming to a halt a yard ;roz

the ladder and starmsent,

Ezra Quirke in astonishm}
“Hallo! T haven’t seen you before.
funny things the sun brings out!™



xclaimed
You - will

«“ PDon't go under that ladder!’”’
Quirke teubel “Foolish fellow!

nave nothing but bad luck if you defy the

away !’

evil force. Come away—come
adder,

Josh Cuttle stood .on
looked down sadly.

his

J+«There was an escaped lunatic about,”
ne remarked, addressing the ivy in a
melancholy tonme. “And why was there an
escaped lunatic about? Because ‘he just]
gspoke not two yards away.” _

“You're about right, Josh,” grinned
willy. “He’s dotty—clean off his rocker.

And I must say he looks it. TUnlucky to
go under a ladder, en? What rot!”’

At the same time, Handforth minor took
great care to avoid the danger. With
exaggerated precaution he stepped out-
wards, and passed the ladder on the right

side. Quirke breathed a sigh of genuine
relief. By this time the other juniors had

gathered round again, with a 'few additions.
. “Am I safe now?” asked Willy.

" “Always remember—always remember!’’
exclaimed Quirke. “He who passes beneath
the ladder will meet  with trouble—indeed,
tragedy. . These are laws that you and I
cannot govern. You may say I am
superstitious :

“We may!” agreed Willy. “In fact,
do. And who do you happen to be, any-
how? Haven’t you made a mistake?
lunatic asylum is on the other side of the
moor, beyond Bannington.”

“Poor chap, leave him  alone!”
Regoie Pitt. “He can’t help it. He nearly
had a fit over Fullwood’s opal tiepin.
What would he say if we opened a lot of
umbrellas indoors?’’
+“ Let’s try it and see!” suggested-(}hurch.
Ezra Quirk shook.

““You are all playing with “fire?’’ he
exclaimed fiercely. “You don’t know of
what you speak. You regard these things

b ]

chuckiled

8 trifles—as insignificant jests. They are
no.t. Each has its own meaning. Do you
think these superstitions were merely

Invented? They have come to us from the
dim ages of the past—when Black Magic
Wa3 one of the arts, when Sorcery was
bractised by the aHCIE‘Iltb. Modern civilisa-
tion scvffs at such things, but the same
forces are at work, and none can stop
them,”
““M}-'_ only hat!” said Handforth
I“ believe he means it!” _ ‘

I will prove that I mean it,” saic
Quirke, “But how, now—we bhave deail
With  the subject sufficiently at the
IDOIDGPtn

That’s where you've made a mistake,”
Saiq Hanuforth gruffly. “Look here, 'ﬁilly
‘if{m young ass. 1 you don’t go ander that
‘I_flder I'll wipe you up. What do you mean
¥ taking notice of “this chump?t®’
Willy wrmned

€s . LR L
All in good time, Ted,” he said calmly,

blaniiv.

.

and

peculiar note.

we

The |

| tensely.

thanks
required.”

“1 do things my own way, No
assistance from the Remove
“You c¢heeky young ass—-"
“Study D in particular,”
carclessly.
He turned aside,
to his mouth. The
vent to a shrill,

added Willy

and placed two fingers

next second he gave
piercing whistle of a
It was a well-known whistle
at 8t. Frank’s, and Willy was the only
living person who could perform it. Others
had tried, but had failed miserably.

The effect was somewhat magical.

From every doorway, from every arch,
from every conceivable quarter, fags
appeared. They left whatever they were
doing and came up at the double. The
Remove fellows watched in amused astonisi-
ment. They had seen this sort of thing
before, but it always surprised them.

As supreme leader of the Third, Willy
had only to give his eall and the fags
would flock up from far and near. There

was something rather uncanny about it.
The fags not only ecame up, but they
| immediately formed in &a double line, .at
attention. Willy watched contentedly.

“And it’s all done by kindness!”’ he
explained.

“That kid's a positive danger!” remarked
Chambers, of the Fifth, who had come
up. “When he get’s older he’ll be leading

some new- f&nﬂled secreb society,
thing.”’
Wuh m%rched down his troops briskly.

Oor s0mme-

B

“All here?’ he asked. “Where’s Conroy
minimus? What about Bobby Dexter?
Where’'s Jimmy Hope——  Never mind;
we've got enough. See that ladder?” he
added, pointing. '

“We’'re not blind!” said Juicy Lemon.

“Follow me under that ladder and you
can dismiss,” said Willy erisply.
WA ) thke started forward.
“Stop!>? he shouted. “This is
madness P
“Sorry, but
Willy sweetly.
And to Quirke’s horror, Willy calmly led
the entire Third under the fatal ladder.
The Removites looked and yelled. There
was something exceedingly funny in Willy's
method of doing things. He had waited
until he had got all his fag-army before
defying Quirke’s impressive warning.

“Good for you, Willy!”’ ejaculated his
major. “By George! I couldn’t have
thought of a. better idea myseli! = That'il
show this superstitious ass ‘how much ws
.,"urn of h'?,-a giddy warnings.”

“And we're ready for any other te:,t“!’
said Willy calmly.

The new hov steod there, his lips com-
pressed, and his fingers working con-
vulsively. '

“You will see—you will see!” he exclaimed
“You ignore me now—bhut you will

sneer

rodents to you!’’ retorted
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not always do so! Because you have
passed beneath ladders at other times with
safety, you think you can do the same now
with impunity, But this is different.”

“How is it different?’ asked Nipper
amusedly, . |
“You are deliberately defying the evil
elements,” replied Quirke, his eyes gleam-

ing with earnest conviction. “W‘nen one

merelv offends them, one may still be safe.

But fo, deliber 'uelv del‘v them

“Ha, ha, halV

Ezra Quirke’s audienec yelled with sheer
amusement at this original theory. And
there might have been some more talk, only
the breakfast-bell rang. And when the
-breakfast-bell rang, the Triangle was a
place to be distinctly out of. Therc was
some place far more desirable. '

]b 111‘,(11 5

CIHAPTER IX.
MORE SUPERSTITIONS ;
R. BARNABY GOGLE
presided over the
(Immmhall in the
East House, and he
was a gentleman who had
his  own  peculiar  ideas
regarding food. He was a

vegetarian, and his one desire was to see
his pupils sharing his views on the subjecz
of food,

Upon his arrival, Mr. Goole had
attempted to foree his vegetarianism upon
the East House—he was a Lornmratwe new-
comer fto St. Frank’s. But before there
could be any real protest, the headmaster
had advised Mr, Goole to confine his food
laws to his own person. The boys must
have the {fare guaranteed in the school
prospectus.

Mr. Goole, therefore, was a man with a
grievance. He somelow felt that he had
been basely swindled. Ile had hoped that
he would convert his boys tc vegetarianism
by force, and rope them in en masse.

his food traps. And, as a lurer,
Barnaby Goole was a shocking failure.
hadn’t lured a single convert.

Consequently, the advent of
was something of an occasion.
always a chance that he would be willing
to regard meat as a palatable, but fatal
form of prussic acid. To Mr. Goole, meat
was poison, but to his” hoys it was meat.

As soon as Hzra Quirke appeared at the
Fourth Form table in the Xast House
dining-hall, Mr. Goole fixed his eagle eye
upon him, e had heard that a new junior
was due, buf he hadn’t zeen him yet. And
his hopes were dashed to the ground when
he saw Quirke accepting a couu*e of healthy-
looking rashers.

Qulrke was sitting next to Armsircng on
one side, and Kemp on the other. Arm-

e

a new hoy
There was

~ting unbearable!”

But
now he was compelled to lure them into
Alr.

i S
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strong was tue jilﬂlOI‘ skipper,

and he {ooxk
charge of Quirke at once—

Armstrong bem oy

a burly, bluffing, ,bﬁ“l xmpmtant bOI‘t 01'
fellow,
“So you're Quir—ke, are you#’ he sai{l

softly. *“ Queer-tooking cove!”

“\Iy appearance is my own affair,” sajq
Quirke coldly. :

“Touchy, - are you?” said Armstrong,

“IWe'll soon eure you of that in the East
House, my - son! What school bave }uu
come I om ¢

“I'hat Is my own business.”

“Look here, you new Kkid

“Silence on that table,

plmse > barked

Mr. . Pycraft, = the ourth Form-master,
“Good gracious! -This chatiering ig get-

“Don’t take any notice of old Pieface!”

murmured Armstrong. “He’s always like
that—our Form-master, you know. I hear

Squirt, We don’t

2y

you’re jolly superstitious,
allow that sort of thing——

“My name is Quirke!” 111161rupted the new
boy icily.

“Ch, Quirke?” repeated Armstrong. “Well,
it’'s a 1utten name, anyhow. Does this 50rt
-of thing give you the shivers?”

He ‘took a couple of knives and crossed

them. Ezra Quirke- winced, and - reached
across and separiated the cutlerv. The

fellowws on the opposite side of the table
watehed with much amusement.

“You don’t know the riskst” mutt'ered
Quirke. *“This deliberate defiance - of the
unseen law is absolute madness! Rest
assured, my friend, there will be trouble

after thl‘; morning’s work!”
“1I’m not your fmend—-ahd don’t want to

be!” said Armstrong tartly. “What about
this little trick? Pass the salt, Griffith!”
“Certainly!” said Griffith. *“Oh, sorry!”

He pushed the salt-cellar c}umsﬂy ACross
the table and upset it. Fzra Quirke leaned

over, quivering.
“Throw some over your left shoulder—
quick——quicki” he said. y
s;}'{',l-}'.tn

2

“I warn you

“Rats with knobs on!” said Griffiths,

“yhis is sheer idioey 4

“ Rats with adjustable brass
observed Griffith genially. :

“Silence!” ;tmmed Mr, Pyeraft. “Must I
) tzmt end of the tdale m peraOIP

come
What is the matter up there? Who is thab
boy leaning across? I -don’t remembel
him—-" - -
“Jt’s Zebra- Squirt, the new feilow, Slf.
said Armstrong calmly. .
“Ha, ha, hal” i
“What name did you say?’ demanded AT
Pycrait. o
“My name is .Ezra Quirke!” shouted ta¢
new boy, standing up. “I object to these
parodies on my name!”

Mr. Pyeraft couldn’t help smiling.
“In that case, young man, I am
you wiil have io objeet!" he retorted.

afraid
.-It,
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is no use appealing to me., I cannot con- “That’s all piffle!” said Armstrong
trol such matters, You had better ignore gruffly. “He’s a queer-looking merchant,

them as they deserve. But that is not the
oint. Why are you causing such a com-
motion?” :
~wHe's full of superstitions, sir!” explained
Grifith. “He nearly fainted because I up-
get the salt, and you should have seen him
in the Triangle before brekker. He went
green all over because Fullwood was wear-
ing an opal tiepin! The chap’s crazy on
the subject!”
S, %What preposterous nonsense!” said Mr.
Goole, from the other. end of the room.
“Quirke, be good enough to stand up again.
qs it true that you a.re*afr:ud of t_hp conse-
quences if these childish superstitions are
defied ?”

. “They are not childish, sir—"

“Answer my question, young man.”

«yery well, I will, sir!” exclaimed Xzra
Quirke, his voice vibrant and mysterious in
its toneless timbre, “I am thrown amongst
unbelievers! You are all convinced that
these superstitions mean nothing. But you
are wrong—and one day you will all realise
that you are wrong! There is evil all
around us-—bhere is @ mischievous element
ever ready to strike down those who defy
it. You may call me superstitious, but I
am merely cautious. I know .of these
dangers, and I guard against them. That
is all, sir. In sunlight or in darkness, the -
spirits are ready. Some are eager to help—
but there are many. others on the watch
for the opportunity they desire. These
latter are powerful elements of evil—"
C“8it down, Quirke!” shouted the House-
master angrily.

“Babbling young fool!” said Kenmore of
the Sixth—the head boy of the Kast House.
“He deserves a tanning for that sort of
miSB-hi(‘Toi_lg talk!

-“Let me hear no more of that nonsense,
Quirke'” ¢ontinued Mr. Goole. “Upon my
soul!  T've never before listened to such |
- outrageous rubbish. Not another word!”
“Ezra Quirke sat down, his colourless face
as great 3 mask as ever.

CHAPTER X.
ASKING FOR TROUBLE.

€< HERE'S something
about the chap,
yvou know,” said

Jack Grey.
“That’s how I felt,” admit-
ted Cecil - De Valerie.
“What do you mean—some-
7 demanded Armstrong.
quite explain—something in-
replied Grey: “It may be
of course, but I went all
1en I was near him. He's: like some

thing

4 ‘\I
t

i?}.a?ination.
:\:JVC[‘\' wl

about him
can't
&Hgﬂ)h}}u

blesseq :

1s

and he’s trading on it—likes to make him-
self out to be somebody of importance.
We'll soon knock that right out of him!”

They were chatting on the East House
steps, and the two Removites had strolled
across to inguire about the new boy. They
were much amused by the story of what
had happened at the breakfast-table.

“But that's nothing,” grinned Armstrong.
“Wait until we’ve finished with him—we’re
preparing something now. I've given my.
orders, and I’m waiting for the signal
By George, there it is!”

One of the study windows had been flung
open, and several heads appeared. Timothy
Armstrong hurried in, and found Griffith
and Turner and Page and a few others
waiting in the Fourth Form passage.

“He’s in his study—No. 20, at the end,’
sald Griflith, grinning. “Now’s our chance.
We've got everything ready.”

“Gond!” said Armstrong.
him up a bit.”

The crowd of juniors pushed along the
passage, and burst into Study No. 20. Ezra
Quirke was standing in the middle of the
room, looking about him dreamily. He
started back with burning eyes.

3

“We'll tickle

For, as the door opened, three juniors
marched in, and immediately opened
umbrelias, examining them with exag-
gerated care, as though unconscious of
| Quirke’s presence, “

“This is my study!” exclaimed Quirke
tensely.

“Oh, hallo!” said Armstrong. “You here?
Didn't see vou before, Quirke—mnever mind
us—carry on with what you’re doing.”

“Just seeing if our umbrellas are fit,” said
Griffith carelessly.

“This is a deliberate attempt to foul my
study!” exclaimed Quirke, his voice throb-
bing. “You are angering the evil spirits
against me =

“Rats!”

“This room will become the haunt of evil
things——>° |

“Oh, well, we might as well do the job
thoroughly,” said Turner.  “ Anything to
oblige; you know.”

He brought a pair of shoes from behind
his back, and placed them on Ezra Quirke’s
table. The new boy seized upon them in
a flash, and hurled them to the floor.

““ Madness—insanity !’ he panted. “ Go out
of this room—it is mine—you have no right
here! You are polluting the atmosphere.
It will take me weeks' to get it cleared of
these influences—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor old Quirke!”

“As mad as a hatter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors stood round him, yelling.
Considering Quirke’s sensitiveness on the
subject, the jape was rather ill-natured.

Spook!  His very appearance
O scare you!”

-

.But the fellows could scarcely be blamea,
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regarded all these superstiticns with
To come aecrgzs a fellow

They
a healthy disdain.
‘who believed in them as earnestly as Quirke
believed in them was a noveity. _

.

It was felt that the new boy needed =a
sharp lesson, and he was having it. Ann-
strong’s main idea was to knoeck such

fgolishness out of Quirke’s head once and
for all. But Quirke was apparently a
fanatic on the subject.  His eyes, mys-
terious before, were now bhurning with such
a strange light that hLis tormentors began

to fee]l uneasy.

“Remember mmy words!” sald Quirke
passionafely. “Remember what I have told
vou! This morning you have .defied me,

defied those things which are

you- have .
And vou will suffer.”

beyond ailr eontrol,

“I- can’t see any spirits appearing,”
grinned Griflith, . _
“You ~will see nothing—you will feel

rothing!” retorted Quirke. “The harm may
not come to you for days—for weeks. ‘Bub
it will come! At the time, you will scoft,
and say the two ineidents are not con-
nected. " But they are—they will be! Those
who defy such laws are always punished!”

Armstrong sniffed. - |

“ And those who hold these fatheaded

jdeds always talk in general terms!” he.

said tartly. “If you can tell me how I'm
soing to be punished—and when—I'll be cn
the Jook-out. And when it comes true, I'll
apologise.” :

“That is impossible——-’

“You needn’t tell me that—I know it!”
said Armstrong. ¢ ANl this 1
twaddle is-as unhealthy as taking drugs!
If you don’t change your views, Quirke,
you'll be in for a lively time! We'll either
cure you, or make your life a misery.”

Ezra Quirke stood there, unemotional and
Impassive. . |

«This is my study!” he repeated. It
was allotted to me by Mr. Pycraft. Ts
there no privacy here? Must I always leck
my door?”’

«“(Oh, come on!” said Page.. “It’s no good
talking to this chap—he’s a hopeless ease.
We've had our sport, and there’s an end of
it. We'll see if we can think up some more
superstitions, though.” .

“Good idea!” agreed Griffith.
cn!” ‘
_ They ecrowded out, leaving Ezra Quirke
alone. And when they reached the passage,
all the juniors felt as though an unseen in-
finence was removed, They could scoff as
they pleased; but there was no denying that
Guirke was an uncanny sort of fellow.

He had a convineing way, too. But for the
fact that the juniors were keen on their

b

_il Come

superstitious

1 influenceg.
presence, his perscnality

japing, they might have been
Once out of .Quirke’s e
lost its effect.

No matter how events developed, Fzpry
Quirke was unquestionably -the most remary.

able junior the Fourth Form had ever seep,

CHAPTER XI.
THE FIRST VICTTM !

Y HE funniest  thine

, -you eyver. saw !

o chuckled Arm.
o e strong. - He nearly
={HE] had a fit when we opened
m those “umbrellas in his

study!”
_ ha!”

The japers were talking to a group - of
other [FFourth-Formers and Removites near
the fountain in the middle of the Triangle.
There -was plenty of sports rivalry betw%eﬁ
the four boarding Houses of St. Frank’s, but
In all generakaffairs the juniors mixed freely
with only oceasional .rags. ”

“It would be a lot better if the fellow
was a plain jackass,” said Handforth, frown-
ing. “We could jape him then, and every-
thing would be O.K. There's something funny
about ragging a fatheadl o

““But he isn’t ene!”” said Church.

“I know thut!’ said Handforth, turning
a cold eye upon his chum. “TIsn’'t that what
I'm just saying? Quirke’s a brainy beggar—
a chap who brings out long words, and twists
up -his sentences to make 'em sound. clever.
You never find me doing that!” :

“Saying anything clever?” said Armstrong.
“No, never!” - -

“Look Dhere,
dummy—-"

“You dotty Ancient House chump——"

“Ilere, steady!” grinned Reggie Pitt. “No
need to start a House Ttag three minutes
before lessous! Quirke says that you’ll all
he punished, doesn’t he? I wonder who'll
be the first?”

“ Goodness knows ! -said Armsirong.

“ And how will you be punished?” asked
Fatty Little, pushing up, and wiping a few
crumbs-off his waistcoat. If you have a cold
next week, I suppose he’ll say the evil spirits
gave it to yon?® - ;

“That’s about it,”” nodded Griffith.

“By panecakes, whut pifle!” said Fatty,
producing a banana, and demolishing it.
“I never heard such babbling nonsense!
wonder if Quirke’s got any supersitions aboub
arub?”’ |

“Bound to have,’* safd Armstrong. I
suppose I shall get some punishment first:
as I was the ringleader, Perhaps I shall fall
down and break my. leg, or something., Thes®
spooks are pretty cunning, you know!'’ .

He chuckled, and walked off. = ,

But he hadn’t taken two strides before Nis
foot shot from under him, and he ‘turche
wildly in order to maintain his balance. The

you cheeky East Hcuse
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nest second, completely thrown, he caught
his knee agaiust the stonework of the
fountain basin, and he dived head first over
the rim.

Splash!

Timothy Armstrong was wallowing in- the
fountain like a drowned rat.

« Great Scott!” gasped Griffith. < Who did

that?” ' |
¢« e went of his own accord-—nobody
touched him!’ panted Jack Grey. “ My

goodness, I wonder if there’s anything in
that superstitious stuff after all?  Just as
ne was talking about it, too!’’ '
The juniors exchanged startled
There was certainly something

glances.
uncanny

SR o TR S LR TO
fi: i1 Ht 'I

“ But—hut—"’
“It's simple,” explained Pitt. “ Didn’t you
sce IFatty throw a banana skin away two or
three minutes ago?  Armstrong must have
trodden on it—- Yes, there it is, all
squashed,” added Reggie, pointing. “So
much for Quirke’s wonderful superstitions!”

“ Ha,; ha, hal”

“0ld Fatty and his banana skin!”

The explanation was so childish that even
Armstrone grinned in a sheepish kind of
way. He hurried indoors, vowing vengearnce
upon Ifatty on a later occasion., He wasn’t
going to get off scot-free! Carelessness
ought to be punished.

“ All the same, you

| !f[ii‘

|

Crash! Swooooob !

elegant Removite.

¢ Hi! Lookout!?” howled Willy desperately.

Archie’s right foot took the bowl of dye in the very centre, and it rose
to the ceiling, tipped up, and deposited

its entire contents upon the

about the occurrence. Armstrong had
plunged into the fountain in the most ex-
traordinary fashion. He struggled up, gasp-
ing for breath.

“Who-—who pushed me?"” he gurgled. ¢ My
knee! Oh, I believe something’s broken! Of
all the dirty tricks—" |
1t was the curse!” muttered Griffith,
genuinely alarmed. '
st” The curse?”’ asked Armstrong, with a

art. -

“You know what Quirke said——*’

“Hold on, you fatheads!" interrupted
Regaie Pitt eruffiv. ¢ There's only one ex-
- Planation of this mystery—he’s walking
4cross to the school shop now. The one and
Only Fatty!” '

meet Nelson Lee in the West Sguare.

the fact that Armstrong met with a minor
disaster!' said Clifton, of the East House,
shaking his head. ¢ Quirke didn’t say how
or when it would happen—he can’t know
those things. To my mind, it’s pretty signi-
ficant.”’

““Oh, rats!”

““ Pure coincidence!”’

All the same, plenty of juniors were im.
pressed—particularly the weaker ones. But
they kept their ideas to themselves. It
wasn't any good talking on the subject—
they were only scofted at.

Just before lessons, Nipper happenedﬂi}:o

e

famous Housemaster-detective opened the
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very subject which Nipper himself desired to
bring forward.

« 1 know Quirke isn't in onr House, Nipper,
but you may have heard something about
him,” said Nelson Lee casually. “ A rather
gueer youngster, isn’t he?” .

« Pxtraordinary, sir,”’ said Nipper. ¢ TFull
of superstitions, and his -face gives you the
creeps. When did be arrive? There was no
sign of him last night at bed-thme!” -

““No: he didn’t arrive until midnight.”

« Midnight ¥’ repeated Nipper, staring.
« That was a queer time to get here!”

] dJon’t know the exact facts,” said Nel-
scn Lee. ¥ Quirke was expected much earlier,
hut he was delayed gomewhere, n{!e arrived
guite alone at about midnight. The boy 18
peculiar—he doesn’t say mueh.”

v Wasn’s the lHead wild, sir?”

« Very angry indeed,” said Nelson Lee,
nocdding. ¢ He is communicating with the
boy’s parents, with the objech of gainmng
the fall troth. But I expect Quirke got here
as soon as he ecould. XNo boy would deliber-
ately arrive at school at such an unearthly
hour by design.”’

Qo there was nothing uncanny about that
affair in the nizht, after ail. Nipper & Co.
had meiely seen Fzra Quirke on his arrival,
and the new hoy had probably passed
through the West Square by mistake—for bhe
needn’t have gone that way in order to reach
the Head’s residence. | ;

But that peculiar affair of the sereeching
owl was still unexplained.

CHAPTER X1l
THE 'FLUENCE AGAIN.

B AUSTIN | SUN-
CLIFFE was suffer-
ing from toothache.
It was by 1o
usual for the Third

means
Form master to be indisposed

in this fashion, and he was

C
for relieving the pain.
Che Tnird, knowing nothing of AMr., Sun-
2liffe’s pain, wondered why hic was so irritable
during calling-over. Ie was even worse aiter
prayers, and when the Third settled itself
down for morning school, Mr. Sunciiffie was
so touchy that lines had already bheen freely
distributed. -y

“Upon my word, Owen minor, your ig-
norance is colossal!” snapped Mr. Suncliffe,
jumping upon the unsuspecting Owen minor
for a very trivial offence. “I can’t stand
this sort of thing!”

“But I didn’t know——""

“You don’t know anything, Owen mincr!”
rapped out Mr. Suncliffe.

oub that sentence fifty times this after-
naon!”’

< But, really, sir i

“ Another word, Owen :minor, and 3zou

will he ecaned into the rargaini” .

“You will write !

“Yes, sir.”

Owen minor sat down, fuming, after pe
stowing a- glare upon his immediate neigh.
bours, which was intended to convey hjg
feelings. Willy Handforth winked sym.
pathetically, and gave hig attention to the
Form-master. | : : 5

“ Anything the matier, 3Ir?” he asked
standing up.” . ’
the matter!”’ said Mr. Sunecliffe, peering over
the top of his glasses, and slammming his beok
down. ““And why, pray, should you assume
that there is something the matter?”

“You don’t secem guite yourself, sir.”

AMr. Suncliffe assumed his most formidabhle
aspect. = -

“Indeed, Handforth  minor!”’ he said, g
don't seem quite myseif, eh? And what
business is it of yours? I am well aware -
that you are the .cheekiest boy in this class.
I am algso aware that you frequently practise
your art with impunity. Butlt be careful this
morning, sir! Sit down!” : S s

“Yes, sir,” said Wiily, without sitting
down.

“¥You heard what I said?”

“ Perfectly, sir.’”

“Then why don’t you sit down?” -

““*Because 1 want to say something else,
sir,” replied. Willy calmly. $¢1 believe I
know what’s the matter with you. and if
there's anything I can do to help——"

- “This is:most interesting!'! broke in Mr.
Suncliffe, in a kind of bark. ‘“The boy is
endowed with a sixth sense! If you ean tell
me what. is the matter, Handforth minor,
I will- not punish you. But if you cannot

ell me what is the matter, you will be de-
tained for the whole afternoon.”

Willy smiled sympathetically.

“You’ve got toothache, sir,”” he replied.

Mr. Suncliffe started. |

“Good gracious!’ he ejaculated. *As a
matter of fact, T have got toothache. An
atrocious toothache! And vou boys can do
nothing but irritate me-—-"?

“We don’t mean to, sir,”’
in one voice. |

“How did vou know of my suffering, Hand-
forth minor?” i :

“Fasy, sir,” said Willy. ‘VYou've been
holding your face nearly all the time, and
you poked a penholder in your mouth twice.
T shouldn’t do that, sir. You’ll only excite
the nerve,-and make things worse.”

““Since when did you become a dentish,
Handforth minor?” demanded Mr. Sumcliff®
tartly.  “1 presume you know you are
merely wasting time-—-"’

“Have you tried mustard, sir?”’

“Austard?”

AR A

said the Third,

“Finest thing out!” dectared Willy. _“If
| you've got a hoHow tooth, mix 2 l:-btlfi
 mustard, and fill the tooth. Better I}T}*{L

i ail the stuff you get from the chiemist.
| my tip, sir, and give it a trial.” ;
l 11

- T--
“T am very much obliged to you, .}-“‘_'
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forth minor, but I prefx,r to take my 11111‘%1}:11’(1
with my meals,” retorted Mr. Sunclifie.
¢ That is enough. You may sit-down. The
matter iz closed.”” ;

Willy sat down, and again he winked to
those near him. He knew Mr. Suncliffe of
old,  And, sure enough, within five minutes
the Form- ma,«ber made an excuse, and took
NE saying that he would be back
v.‘ithin a minute IIe further warned his
elnss that the slightest commotion would be
amply rewarded.

« Mustard!” observed Willy,
closed. '

“Of course,” agreed Chubby Heath.
supposing it doesn’t work?”

- 1t's bound to work.”

“1'm not so sure,” growled Chubby. I
tried it once, and only burnt my mouth to
bits. A jolly silly 4hing, if you ask me!
"He'll probably come back like a raging
“bull-—  Who threw that pellet?” roared
(Chubby, turning round and glaring across
the room. “Young Button, did you do
that?”’

Button denied all knowledge of it, and
Freddy Mason supported him. But Parry
minor deposed that they were telling fibs.
Witness further declared that he had
actually seen the pellet shoot from Button's
mouth.

As a consequence, Chubby Heath made a
trip across the Form-rocom, and several of
his immediate friends thought it just as
well to accompany him. And when Mr.
Suneliffe unexpectedly returned within the
specified minute, the Third Form was 4in a
considerable tangle,

“ (zood he(wen"’” Suncliffe.
"4 What is this?? -
The effect was magical. The fags dived
hack to their places like rabhits bolting to
their  warrems. Two or three, mdeed
crawled underneath the desks, and bobhed
up, dusty and red—foolishly believing that
Mr. Suneliffe would not notice them.

“I cannot leave the room for one minute
Without you turning the place into a
ummblea!” thundered the IForm-master.
“As for your mustard cure, Handforth
Minor, I have a mind to flog you on the
spot !*

“But it's really good.
“You will remain in detention for the
%hole afternoon, sir!’* stormed Mr. Suncliffe,
his mouth smartmg painfully.  “In cht
the whole Form will remain in detention for
he afternoon.?’

“Oh!” groaned the Third, in dismay.

“Enough!” hooted Mr. Suncliffe.

inother animal-like sound of that descrip-
ion, and I will deprive you of every half-
Hf)lld*u for a month!”

The Third, utterly cowed, said nothing.
qf their looks could have lmd effect, M.
“Welifie wasn 't, in need of a dentist at the
mf)ment; but an undertaker.

as the door

“ But

roared Mr.

sir,” urged Willy.

| troubie,

CHAPTER XIII.
THE CURSE OF 13.

66 ETENTION—all the
| afternoon!?”
“1)01}’?3 talk

about 1t!%

“And it was all Willy's
fault, too!”” said TFullerton
fth - ffre:-mdv ¢“That ro’aten
1dea about the mustard——>

‘“Say that again, my lad, and I'll biff you
over ! interrupted Willy, pushing back
his sleeves. ¢ That apphen to everybody
else, too! It wasn’t my fault that you
bcr‘lpped while Sunny was out of the room,

was 16?7 I might have been detained, but
you would have saved yourselves if you'd
behaved like human beings, instead of a

pack of wolves!”

Lessons were over, and the Third was out
in the triangle—in a series of glum-looking
groups. It was a half-holiday that day, and
the weather looked like being fine. And
detention stared them in the face

“The ﬁllmo Form, too!’’ groaned Chubby
Heath. Old &unnyb never done that
before——*

“I say!”” shouted Jimmy Hook, running
up. “I've just remembered that new chap
in our House! Quirke, you know.”

“What about him?” asked Willy.

“Didn’t he say we should all suffer??”
asked Hook excitedly. < It’s unlucky to go
under a ladder, you know, and we all passed
under that one this morning! And this is
what happens!?”’

“My only hat!”

“That giddy ladder!"

“Rubbish!” said Willy, with a eanort.
‘“Before long, you’ll be as superstitious as
that new Tourth Torm freak! There’s no
connection between the two at all—it just

‘happened like that.”

“Yes, but that's how these curses work!?”
said Juicy Lemon. ‘I was Tteading a book
last week, all about a witeh. She ghoved
some curses on a Prince, and he didn’t know
anything about ’em. He thought every-
hing was happening by accident 3

“Myv goodnesz?’ interrupted Willy.
vou still read fairy tales?”’

(4] DO

Juicy stared, and turned red.

“I—I mean—— 1 wasn’t aectually read-
ing it!"" he blustered. ¢ I just picked the
rotten thing up—-"

““That’s  enough!” interrupted Willy
coldly. *““And it's enough about that Quirke

chap, too! We've got ‘our gruel, so we'd
better eat it without making too much of a
grimace!?”’

Willy Handforth’s point of view was quite
sound. But lots of other fellows in the
Third were impressed by the coincidence.
They had all passzed under that ladder—and
Ezra Quirke had told them to look out for
And now, the same day, the entire
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Third had met with dwmaster. Deiention on | “The Third’s delained—we've gnd lineg
a half-holiday—a sheer tragedy! ‘ Armetreng g5t ducked in ¢he fountaint My

'n the ast Iiouse, the Fourth PFormers { word! I wouder if there's anything in these
were talking about the affair, too. Turner |superstitions, after all.”? g
and Page and larron were standing in the _
lobby, discusing tie maiter when Ezra

Quirke came by. They paused at the sight
of him, and woetched. Even his very move-
‘ment was eerie. 1le scarcely made a sound,
and he was iike some ugly spirit going by.

Just as Quirke drew copposite, he shud-
gered violently, and edged away. le <cust
@ strange glance at the three juniors, as
though they were contaminated.

“What on earth's the matcter?”
- Harron biently,

"~ ¢“No nced to shrink frem us, i3 there?”
demanded Page,

Ezra Quirke passed a hand over his eyes.

““There is something evil in the air,”” he
mutterad. ¢ It is not your fault, but it is
 in eonnection with you. Yeou are accursed.”

“Look here, you furny fathead-—7"

“You’d better be careful—-"

“You are accursed!” repeated Quirke
earnestiy, “1t is noi your fault—it is not
associated with your own characters.
only something -that hovers round you——
Ah! Your study!” he said .fensely.

“What about our study?? demanded
Turper,. ‘““1t's as gcod as yours!”

“Go and look at it!”? growled Page,
¢ No, 13, just along the passage ”

“No, 13! shouted’ Quirke.

“¥ knew—I1

knew! That number—that evil, accursed
number! Get away from that room--never
enter it again! As Iong a3 you Jremain

there, bad luek will haunt you.”

Turner, Page and Harron gazed at
another grimly.

“Shall we?” asked Turner,

“I think s0,” gaid Page.

“ Something to do, anyhow,” observed
Harron. '

And, with one aceord, they feli upon Ezra
Quirke, swept him off his feet, and bore him
to the floor. The mai was rather muddy,
so they rubbed Quirke’s face in It, and his
appearance was <completely changed. No-
pbody could now say thal Quirke haan’t got
a colour,

< Now

01le

we'll bump him!” said Tuarner
grimly. “*Ile and his Dblessed unlucky
thirteen! Superstitions morning, noon and
pight! TIf No, 13°s unlueky, we ought to get
a packet or two of trouvle fer thist®?

And, remarkable to relate, they got it!
- For unfortunately, Mr. Pyeraft strode
down the lobby at that very moment—for it
was a habit of Mr, Pycrait’s {o appear when
he was least wanted. Within two minutes,
the chumis of Study No. 13 were the richer
by three hundred lines apiece.
at one ancther mournfully.
- *“Bad luck again!? said Page, startled.

askoed |

frough again,

It is |

They gazed.

CHAPTER X1V,

WHAT NIPPER & CO. S3aw.
T ISTEN'?  execlaimeg
Nipper, holding vy

a hand.
. Tommy  Wuatsoy
and Sir Montie Tregeilis.

‘West halled, The chums of
Study € were  half-way
across tiie Triangle, passing from the gym-
nasium to the Ancient MHouse. It was migd-
evening, and the night was inclined to pe
The wind was gusty, and the
moon shone down from a cloudy sky,

At the moment, the Triangle was empty,
save for the three juniors. Lights gleamed
irom all the. houses, looking warm and
cieery against the surrounding gloom.

“What i3 it, Dick?” asked Tommy
Watson softly,

“I don’t know—I thought I heard a kind
of heot,”” said Nipper.

“You don’t mean a secreech, dear
boy?"’ suggested Sir Moniie,

‘“No. It was different——?2?

Nipper broke off. There was distinetly a
hoot this time—and it came fromm &the direc-
tion of the ¥ast Arch. They made a move
towards the East Square, and at {he same
rioment they heard that queer, throbbing
sereech which had startled them so much
the previous night.

“By Jove!” breathed Nipper. ¢ That’s
an answer! @Quick!?

They ran through the arch, and canght
sight of a black object as it sped noiseiessly
down from the heights. Twice the object
circled—dim and mysterious., Toen, with-
out a sound, it approached one of the daTk
windows on the ground floor of the Bash
Ifouse and wvanished. :

“It was that owl!” deelared NiI}Pfr
grimly. * And, what’s more, it went 110
Quirke’s study, That’s as clear as daylfgh“'
Quirke gave that hoot, calling the thing—
and it answered him.”? i

““Oh, but I say, this is a bit uncandy-
muttered Watson. ¢ The chap can’t bav®
that owl as a pet——" -

“It's no good saying he can’t—we ,k“"’r
for a fact that he has,” interrupted NipPey
“Didn’t we see it on his shoulder *’““3,'.
night? I expect he’s called it to his 5,'?“‘,3;)
50 that he ecan feed ib—= Te wouldn® ©
that, either,”” went on Nipper. s Qwls Cé’\j
look after themselves—they're birds of PIe
and go after their vietims at night.”

“The whole thing's frightfully mysteric -
it is, really,” declared Sir Montie UB-"..
fortabiy. * What with all these suPer

old
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tions, ai’ Quirke havin' this oxx'iw-f Bfgg;xdi

[i’s a pity the bounder ever came!l It's
fearfully disturbin’ dash ie!” o

] think we ought to do scmething about
tnis,”” said Nipper, after a Imomez_*lt-_. ¢ 1
don’'t usualiy interfere in the affairs
ancther ilouse, but this time I'm curions.
I think we've got a right to know somethiug
for certain, Supposing we go and tell Aru-
- gtrong.”

“ Why Armstrong?”’

« He's junior skipper in the East Iouse,
izn't he?”’ asked Nipper. ¢ If he cares to
* take any action, we’ll see what happess.
1t'l be up to him, of course.”

Before entering the HKast Ilouse,
crossed the Square,
notice of the windows. That of Study No.
oo was in utter darkness, indicating that the
room was empty. But Nipper wasn’t satis-
fied. The owl had certainly gone into that
window--and it was now closed.

The three Ancient House juniors went in
by the rear door, and marched to Study Nec.
12. Armstrong and Griflith were at home,
settling down 1o their prep. They looked

-
A8

they

np in surprise a3 the three Removites
entered.

“Honoured, I'm sure,” said Armstrong
cordially. '

“Rather a peculiar thing happened out-
side just now,”’ said Nipper. ¢ We tiought
~you ouzhy to know about it, Armstrong.
You're junior skipper in this
abouf Quirke.”

~Armstrong pulled himseif
Amportance.

“More superstitionz?'’ he asked sharply.
“That chap’s getiing on my nerves! We'll
boot him out of the place before long——-""

“XNo, not superstitions this time,” in-
E-{‘Tmlﬁtﬁ‘d Nipper. * We were crossing from
the ovm, to our own House, and we heard
2 hoot——2*

“A hoot?®
"% Yes,

“From a motor car?” asked Griffith.

<. N0 not that kind of hoot,” said Nipper.
t was a peculiar sound, I believe Quirke

Eﬂade It from his study windew. Anyhow,
here was an answering screech from the top

(t}llf the Bast Tower, and an owl swooped

OWD, and went to the window of Study

Yo, 0.

“f‘f\q owl?” said Armstrong,
‘OW've heen dreaming!”

Nipper frowned.

4
Wit‘}}%m uot the kind of chap to come here
Waép'a cintastie yarn of that sort if it
sawﬁt true, Armstrong,” he retorted. ¢ We
t_h%;]t distinctly—all  three of us. We
‘-Hsblt you ought to know—that's all
leaq Man, Quirke,.is & queer fish, and as

YT in this House——*’

i

up with some

~ e - 5
STATINng.

nT;}Dﬂ'i‘O right!” said Armstrong, nodding.
Qm;ﬁe‘:“f&- Nipper. I'll go along to

study, and find out what he’s up

ol.

and took particular -

House, and it's -

to. Owis now, by George! What next, I
wonder? This 5 getting a bit too thick!”

He marched to the door, and Grifiith
accompanied him. Nipper & Co. followed,
but hesitated in the passage. They didn’s
want to thrust themselves forward in a rival
House. But Armstron# solved the difficulty.

“You fellows come along, too,” he said.
“We shall want you.” .

So they ail went to Study No. 20, and
Armstrong tried the door. It refused to
open m response to his thrust.

“Haltlo! DLocked!” he said erimly, bend-
ing down and peering at the keyhole. “No
light inside; but the key’'s in there. That's
queer. IHas that rummy fathead locked
nimself in in the dark?”

“ Looks uncommonly like it,”’ said Tommy
Watson,

Thump, thump, thump!

Armstrong hammered on the door with
considerable gusto.
“Open this door, Quirke!” ‘he roared.

“None of vour silly nonsense. 1f you don’t
open this deor in two ticks we’ll smash it
in!”’

No sound came from within the study.

There was nothing dbut complete silence,
and the juaniors glanced at one another
with strange expressions.
CHAPTER XV,
AN AMAZING DISCOVERY.
. mHAT'S the row
i here?”
s Kemp and
} Conroy minor
‘ came out of Study No. 17
1 and joined the little throng.
Other study doors opened,
too, and the gathering grew. Armstrong
didn’t waste his breath by giving any
explanations. :

*“Come on, lend a hand,” he said.
put our shoulders to it.”

*“Better be careful!” warned Nipper.
“Youwll get into trouble—="

“I'm in charge here!” interrupted Arm-
strong gruffly. “I’m nct the kind of chap
to be defied by a new kid. He’s in that

“We’'ll

room, and we know it. The door’s locked

on the inside. Ready, you chaps?”’
Nipper & Co. stood back a little. They

were content to watch, but they would

take no part in this smashing-in bhusiness.

It wasn’t their business, in any case. They
were only spectators.
Armstrong charged at fthe door. There

was a splintering of wood, and the door
flew open with a crash. Armstrong was a

powerful fellow, and he had plenty of
weight.

“Good!” he panted. “Now we’ll—"
He paused, his jaw dropping. Me n:l



Griffith stood there, staring into the study.
‘And those behind ecrowded up, peering over
their shoulders. F¥or a moment they were
too thunderstruck to say a word.
k. None of the juniors knew what they had
expected to see within Study No. 20—at
the most a dark room, and Ezra Quirke
in the easy chair. The actual sight that
meb their gaze was an amazing discovery.
The room wasn’t black, as everybody
had supposed. There were shaded lights—
soft, mysterious, and hidden., The study
was completely transformed. XNo window
could be seen, no walls, no fireplace. All
around were black; mysterious hangings
of some dark material. i

» And Ezra Quirke himself was sitting in

‘aghast.

Griffith
‘ghastiy!
:crzmk—that—’s

.but the fellow’s

of us?’

the very centre, oblivious of the juniors in
the doorway, unconscious of the crash that
had announced their arrival. His eyes
were wide open, but he appeared to be
in a sort of trance. In front of him stood
acqualnt Moorish stool. - And on this was a
big, gleaming globe—a crysta,l. It seemed
to gelow .and burn with strange iuterior
lights and fires. Ezra Quirke was staring
into it with a fixed, intense gaze.

Most extraordinary of all, a big owl was

ﬁer’ched upon his shoulder—a sirange
creature with long ears and great, un-
blinking eyes. ’lhe very sight of 1t was

startle the. t:tI'OHO’th nerved.

study was slightly per-
with some subtle, elusive
seene could
school-
too,

enough to

The air of the
fumed, as though
incense. No more dramatic
have been discovered in a junior
boy’s study. It was so unexpected,
so absolutely bizarre and unbelicvable.

Ezra Quirke had only arrived the previcus
nicht. And now, unknown to a soul, he
had prepared his study like this, and was
in the midst of some weird, spiritualistic
seance. Utterly alone, he was conducting
the affair, oblivious of the commotion.

**Good heavens!” muttered Armstrong
doing?”  breathed

this—this is

22

“What—what’s he
huskily. “1- say,
The chap’s mad
“Not mad!” interrupted Nipper. ‘“He’s
certain. His superstitions
He’s probably a mystic, a
<All rubbish, of course;
been fooling himself until
he actually rbelieves—’

“But why doesn’t he take any notice
panted Watson. *“And that owl?
I don’t like it, Nipper ”

“Quirke!”” shouted Armstrong, taking
step forward. *“ Quirke!”

Ezra Quirke made no response. He
continued to gaze into the crystal,
there. was something rather awful about
his fixed stare. Armstrong hesitated to
approach nearer, for the owl was an ugly-
looking brute, N '

don’t end here.
kind of medium.

Is 1t alive?
a

stiil
and
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“I- don’t like this!’’ said _erstrona
shakily. “We’d better shut the door, apq
fetch Kenmore. He’s the head boy of thig
{:{oube, and I'll leave all responozblhty tg
um.”
“Why mnot tell Mr. Goole?” ll““'ﬁbtﬁ'd
Griffith.

“Kenmore first; he can tell the House‘

master if he wants to,” replied APH]th‘OI}cr

“Ugh! I'm all bhxvery Let's get out of
here"' ¥
They crowded out, and the door was
pulled to. Armqtrong rushed off to the
Sixth Form passage to fetch Simon Xen-
more. And Nipper & Co., finding them-

selves in the midst of a rapidly

gathering
crowd, edged their way out. -

“We’'ll  clear, I - think,” said i‘ﬁpp’eﬁ
“We've seen quite enough, anvhow——
“But I want to know what Kemnore

. does,” objected Watson.

“The same here, dear old boy,” dec‘rxred
Sir Moautie.

So Nipper decided to wait in the lohby
In the meantime, the cgmmuaon in the
junior passage was increasing. Kenmore
soon arrived, and he was accompanied by
Grayson, of the Fifth. Both seniors were

known as bullies of the worst type. Ken-
more. was frankly incredulous. :

“If this is a spoof yarn, somebody’s
going to pay!”’ he said grimly. “I don’t
beheve_ a word of it. Black draperies,
crystals, owls, and Quirke in a trance.
What absolute nonsense!” o
““All right—see - for yourself!”® _said
Armstrong. '

Simon Kenmore thrust open the door of
Study No. 20, and strode in.

Everything was exactly the same. Ezra
Quirke sat there 4n his trance-like condi-
tion, with the unblinking owl, cerie and

- mysterious, on his shoulder.

«“Well, I'm hanged!” said Kenmore,
&"h‘lmt B
He hadn’'t believed Armstrong's extra-
ordiniary story. At least, he had taken 1b

for oranted that Armstrong  had:
e\amer“ted tlh, situation out of ali propor-
tlon But this first glance into Quirke’s
study proved that the truth was even
stranger than Armstrong’s version. 1

“What's the young fool doing?’ askel
Grayson of the Fifth. *There’s “something
beastly fishy about this——-"’ L

“Leave it to me!” said Kenmore gl‘lmll‘

CHAPTER XVI.
DRASTIC MEASURES.

ZRA QUIRKE seemed.
apsolutely  oblivious
of fhe figures in the

: doorway, and the
excitement in the passaﬂ’fé-
Fven the owl was indifferen .
One or two of the gun10§bé
were Deginning to suspect that the creai
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was stuffed, and that the whole affair was
501€ sort of colossal jape. :

-But Simon Kenmore took Qu:rke seriously,
and he had made up his mind to act with
drastic speed. Xenmore was head-boy of
the East House, and he wasn’t going to
have any of this so:t of Jlf’”e}"} -pokery
under his roof.

wQuirke!”’ he said sharply. “Stbp +his
lfﬂe!Jl .‘

As he spoke he reached forward, and
nearly grasped Ezra Quirke’s shoulder. He

was prevented from doing so by the owl,
which suddenly sprang into life, and gave
forth a loud, startling screech.

“Look out."’ yelled Gravson in alarm.

‘“Hear, hear!’?

“That’s the way, Kenmore"'

“Chuck him out!”’

“We don’t want any spiritualists here!” .

A chorus of approval came from the
juniors in the passage, and Simon Kenmore
felt strengthened in his resolve. He looked
at Quirke queerly. The new boy’s staring
eyes had a peculiar effect on the prefect.
There was something so mysterious and
uncanny about them.

“Quirke, you young fool!” snapped Ken-
more. ‘“Stop this idiocy! By gad! 1l
soon show you whether I'm in earrest or
not!”’

Kenmore had brought a-cane with him,

|adder.

h—.___'___-_-_

The Removitee looked on and yelled:

‘And, to Quirke’s horror, Willy calmly led the entire Third under the fatal '

Kenmore ]eapt back wildly, but the owl
Made no attempt to attack Thim.

You confounded jackass!” gasped Ken-
More. “What did you yell like that for?”
a I thought it was going for you!’’ said
larson xhaklly.

KenI n not“ afraid ,of an owl!”
‘,‘,0 more, If youre nervous,
Wd better get out of this!®’
ﬂux}?lh’” don’t talk rot!” said Grayson,
Ea‘e“ TYake my advice, Ke‘nn’:;, and
Uht the young idiot alone until he’s come

of this trance. There’s no teliing

Tlaf_ »

._%tﬂu;.e him alfone?” repcated XKenmore.
Nons : ikely. I'm not having any of this
e Sense ip my House, pazticularly from a

]ﬂl o T~ = o oy :
big necl He’s going out of this study on

snapred
Grayson,

and his irritation at being ignored gave
him quite a lot of courage. Ue brought
the cane round, and it hissed past the owl
at close quarters,

The bird of prey gave another screcech,
and fluttered wildly into “the air. .It
vanished into the shadows beyond the dim
radiance from the shaded lamp. And Ken-
more felt mere comfortable.

He grabbed Quirke by the shoulder,
sinook him violently.

“Confound you!”
up!??

The remarkable new hoy was limp and
passive, and offered no resistance. But
he showed no signs ef intelligence or con-
sciousness. That unseeing stare remained
in his eyes, and expression was
unaltered.

and

he shouted. ‘“Wake

liis



fetoh ihe Houscmaster?”

“ Betber
suggested Grayson.

“Or the doctor?’ put in oue of the
juniors. :

“Rubbish!” snapped Kenmore. “This Kid
doesn’t want 3 doctor-—he needs some lively
cuts with this cane. You don’t believe all

this bunkum, do you? The crazy young
idiot is only doing this for effect. 1l
show him the effect it produces!”

Slash!

The head prefect of the Xast House
brought his care down vicicusly across
Quirke’s shoulders. It was a severe cut,
but Quirke didn't even wince. He only
uttered a low, strange crooning sound,

and rose slowly to his feet, his haonds still

outstreteched in front of him.
“They are here!” he murmured. “They
are .round me!”

“What's that?’ said Kenwmore sharply.

“Do not disturb the spirits—-"

“Well I'm hanged!”’ roared Kenmore.
“We've had enough of this!”

He was furious and exasperated. And
somewhere hbechind these emotions he was
dimly aware of another sensatiou. He

couldn’t exactly define it, and didn’'t try

to. Bul he was rather uncomfortable and
alarmed, and felt that he was a fool for
being 0. His rage smothered all.

“Out of this!Y he thurdered. “I'll teach
vou a lesson you won't forget in a hurry,
my lad. T'Il deal lightly with you this
titee, but if there's any more of this foolery

vow!ll smart for a month. Out of it, aund
move quickly, or you'll get hurtl!”

Siash, slagh, slash!

Quirke’s defiance, unconscious or

deliberate, brought everything bad in Keu-
more to the surface. Ie was a bully at
21l  times, but defiance from a junior
generally converted him into o brute. Ttie
cane swished down remorselessly upon Izra
Quirke’s back, aud the new boy swayed and

staggered. .
“Come Dback!” he wmuttered. “T wish to

commuuicate——  Come back! They arc

slipping away; they arc fading-—-"~
Kenmore would stand mno 1more. He

agrasped Quirke by the shoulders, swung him
round, and hurled him through the study
doorway with tremendous force-—such foree,
indeed, that Iizra Quirke crashed into two
or three of the watcking juniors, and then

collapsed into a heap.
“Steady, Kenmore!” said  Armstroug
gruffly.

“ Anovher word from you, my lad, and
I'll give you a taste, too!”’ shouted Ken-
more. ““Let this he a lesson to everybody.
I'll have na foolery of this kind in the
Kast House!”

“Yes; but Quirke
acif——"" began Griflith.

“1t's all faked!” snarled Kenwiore. * He

oat to think himself lucky 1 haven't

doesn’t scem him-
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dragged him in front of the Head. Why
Dr. Stafford would give him a pupie

flogging for starting this business ip
study!”

Quirke was left where he had fallen. Some.
Low, none of the other juniors cared to touch
lim. They stood round in an awed crowqd
and even Grayson was at a loose end.

“The chap doesn’t seen to know anything »
he muttered. < Perhaps he's really in g
trance, Kenmore. We can’t tell. I don'g
believe in being so drastic, I think the
doctor ought to be fetched——"’

“I'm the oniy doctor iie needs,” interrupted
Kenmore, swishing his cane throvgh the
alr, “and this is the medicine I prescribei™

He made for Quirke again, but the new
boy—very fortunately-—came oubt of his
trance at that moment. Me shook violently
in every limb, sat up, and looked round
dazedly. Kenmore lowered his caue, agd his
face was set and sneering.

“Oh!” he said sourly, “That swish didn't
sound nice, did it? Get up, or I'll give you
another taste! 1 thought you'd soon come
round.”’ -

Grayson gave a shorf, relieved laugh.

“ That medicine of yours seems effective!”
he observed.

g

CHAPTER XVII.
QUIRKE'S DRAMATIC WARNING,.

YERYBODY was re-

lieved. While Ezra

Quirke had remained

iii his trance, there

had been a kind of tension in

the air. The fellows hadn't

_ been sure whether he was

shamming or not. Even now there was no
evidence one way or the other. The new boy

slowly rose to his feet. A

‘“What—what has bappened?” ULe asked
dully. My back—it is burning fiercely —-
1 don’t understand——""

«“Still kecping up the farce, eh?’ inter-
rupted Kenmore nastily. < That sort of pre-
tence doesn’t wash with, me, Quirke! I
know your game! Seeking after effect, eh?
Trying to impress these young idiots with
vour mysterious importance, eli? Wel, you
don't impress me!”

“I—~1 don't remermber e

“0Oh, well, we won't argue,” snapped ken-
more. ‘I found you in your study, with an
infernal owl on your shoulder, and with &
bleary look on vour face. If I ever find yeu
like that again, I'll tan you within an inch
of your life! llave vou got that straight?

Quirke looked at Keumore with evil eyes.

“You do not understand!” he said soft!y.
““ These things are not of my doing. I am
merely a medium througlh which the de-
parted spirits comunicate——""

“1 knew it!"" roared Kenmore. ¢ Spiritual-
istic tosh! What did I tell you?” he wel
on, turning to Grayson. <it's all punkufl

~
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of course-—he docsn’t communicate with any
spirits hecause ther.e aren't any!”’

o You are unwise to interfere,”  said
Quirke, his voeice quivering with intense fee!l-
ing. ‘“ You regard me as & trickster-~a fake.
I am not surprised. All pioneers are doomed
to such scorn and contempt. But one day
vou will know the truth, One day you will
remember this moment—-"

“ I've had about enough of this,”” infer-
rupted Kenmore curtly, “ Grayson, lend me
a hand. We've got some work to do.”

“ Work !”” repeated QGrayson, as theueh he
had never heard the werd before.

““ All these trappings are coiming down!”
said  Kemmnore, striding into the stuay.
“Jiverything, mind you-—even the crystal!
Chuck everything outside.”

“What if Mr. Goole comes along—-—"

“Let him come!” interrupted Kcmmore.
“I'm head prelect here, and 'l take full
responsibility.”

There was no guestion that Simon Kenmore
was acting in a thoroughly deeisive manner.

)

He was revealing a thoroughly commendable t

strength. And he was nob afraid to shoulder
the responsibility for his aections. Unfor-
tunately, Xenmore spoilt all  his good

gualities by executing his ideas in a bhrutal,
demineering manner. Iixcept for his bully-
ing nature, he would have made a good
leader.

This present instance was an example of
his harsh methods.

Assisted by Grayson, he converted Quirke’s
study into a wreck. Al the trappings were
torn down by sheer force—and with a vicious-
ness which was hard]y justitied. And every-
thing was flung out into the corridor, where
the crowd had increased enormously.

A more level-headed prefeet would have
obrdered . Quirke himself to disinantle the
room, and would have stocd by while the task
was being accomplished. Buf Simon Kenmere
¥as not level-headed by any means.

The new hoy made no objections. IHe
stood just out in the passage, waiching
everything with a strange fire burning in his
remarkable eyes. 1lis trance-like condition
had completely left him now, and he was
ormal. Only when the crystal was seized
did he spring into activity.

"I will take that!” he said tensely.

“I've a good mind to smash it
Erowled Kenmore.

He made as if to hurl it to the floor, but
hesoltated. And during that moment of hesi-
ation, Ezra Quirke seized the erystal and
held it tightly. Kenmore thought it bebter
to drop the matter. The Housemaster would
hot approve if he learned of deliberate de-
struction.

“All right—take it!*' said Kenmore. ¢ Dut
Never hring the infernal thing out again!

give you fair warning, Quirke—any more
Crystal-gazing, and 1'll smash it with =
hammer |’

up !’

THE ST. FRANK’S WEEKLY

He darted
the room, and placed the erystal in his cup-

Quirke made no reply. aCross
board. One glance inside was enough. The
owl was within, erouching in a corner—where
1t had retreated at ihe first sign of coms-
@iotion, the door heing open behind the black
araperies.  Quirke clesed the cupboard, and
locked it.

Searcely anybody noticed his action: but
even tihiose who did merely believed that he
had locked the erystal away. The owl was
férrgntf,enw-—-uniil Grayvson happened to mention
it

The study was now looking almost normal
agaim. The impressive hangings were re-
moved, and were lying in a heap in the
passage. Grayson was over by the window,
wihich was securely closed.

“I say, what about that owl?’ he asked
abruptly.

“Lh?”’ said Kenmore.

“1t’s not here—and the window’s closed.”

“Never mind the owl———"

“Dut it must be somewhere!” insisted
Gravson nervously. It couldn’t nave &one
up the chimney—there isn’t room. Good
heavens, the thing seems to have vanished
into thin air!”

“I don’t believe it was an_owl at all??
muttered cune of the juniors in the decorway.
“It was a sort of ghost &

“0Oh, shut up!”

“Stop that, you ass!”

“Well, the owl’'s gone, hasn’t it?”

“You are all very ignorant!” said Ezra
Quirke tensely. “There are things of which
you know mnothing—which you do not even
guess at. You take me for a fraud and a
fake., Buf vou are wrong. Let me tell yon
that I have been in communication with the
spirits g

“Stop that!” ordered Kenmore.

“I will not stop it!” shouted Quirke des
fiantly., “I am telling you the truth, but
you are too hlind to see it.  Yes, blind!

But you will suffer for this—you will beo
repaid!”’
“0h?”’ sneered Kenmore., *Iow?”?

“1 do not know how—the unseen ones work
mysteriously and cunningly—hut witn cer-
tainty, nevertheless. They were with me
when you interrupted my meditations. And
thev are angry--oh, yes. they are anary!”

“I'm shivering with fear!”’ said Kenmore.

“ You disbelieve—youn think my words are
frothi!”’ went on Quirke. *“*But hefsre long
the spirits will punish yecu for your inter-
ference. Tn what way I cannot tell you.
Fven I, with all my experience, am ignorant
of the Beyond. But be sure thab you will be
punished.”

“ At that rate, we're all in for disaster,”
jeered Kenmore. ““You kids had better look
put”’ he added, turning to the door. <« The
spirits will he alter yon to-night! They'l
yvank yeu out of bed——-"

“0Oh. dry up, Kermore!” said Armsirong
uncomfortably.



«The others will not suffer,” said Quirke.
«“ They took no part in this scene. You are
the one, Kenmore—you and none other. And
{he spirits will have their revenge. They
are as sensitive to insult as you or I, and
they have their own methods of dealing with
offenders.”

“Splendid!” said Kenmore drily. “I'm
nerfectly preparved for anything that comes
along.  But you’d better give your pals a
tip.
of my boot!”’

“ Better go

easy,” advised Grayson.

““Quirke’s an uncanny kid, you know—he may |

raise a ghost in front of our very eyes.”

“1'l1l give him a fiver if he does,” rctorted
Kenmore promptly. ¢ He may pretend to be
a mystic—but he’s not a magician.”

lizra Quirke slowly shook his head.

“And what is the difference?”’ he asked
guietly. “ A mystic—a magician. Are they
not the same? 1 profess to be nothing out
of the common. My powers are not my
own—they are given to me by the unseen
elements. And therefore, in your wayv of
thinking, I am a magician, Before so very

.......... ¥ - N

long you will discover this for yourself.”
Kenmore turned on him grimly.
“ Does that mean you’ll continue these in-

fernal seances?’” he asked. “You'd better

realise at once, young ’un, that I won't
stand it!”’

“It is not for me to decide,” replied
Quirke. “I am helpless—the mere tool of

the spirits who control me. 1If it is their will
that I should act, then I must act. My
own will is as nothing., And remember—
vour punishment will surely come. My words
are not empty and hollow !V

Quirke passed out of the study, and
walked down the corridor. The juniors
pressed their backs against the wall, in

order to give him passage. All eyves were
upon him—some curious, some frankly con-
temptuous, and others half-filled with awe.
There was certainly something about Quirke
which left a big effect. And as soon as he
had gone the sensation died. The passage
became mnormal, and Study No. 20 was no
different from any other study.

“Well, that’s that!”’ said Kenmore, tuck-
ing his cane under his arm, and moving out.
“You kids had better clear pff,”’ he added.
‘“There’s been quite enough commotion for
to-night. Fifty lines to anybody within sight
after 1've counted twenty!”

The crowd vanished as though by magic.
1t required none of Ezra Quirke’s mysticism
to enaineer this disappearing act.

Kenmore and Grayson returned to the
senior passage, and parted at Grayson's door.
Kenmeore went on to his own study, highly
satisfied with the way in which he had dealt
with the whole situation.

But, somehow, after he had closed his door,
he didn’t feel quite so pleased. He sat
down, aware of a feeling of discomfort. He
was uncertain. Quirke's words lingered in
his memory,

5 |‘-'.:..: ‘.'. {‘3

The first ghost I see will get the toe |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY _@%@\j&m

CHAPTER XVIIL
HANDFORTH SPEAKS HIS MIND,

66 OW’S Kenmore?’-
The whole schog
was facetiously ask.
ing that questigy,

the next day. TFellows of g

Houses met one another, gpg
: put the gquery. It was becaom.
ing a standing joke--much to Simon Kep.
more’s annoyance.

Of course, the story had got about withip
an hour of the affair, and the rival Houses
found much amuscment in it. Al sorts gof
exaggerated stories had been told in cop.

nection with Quirke’s mysterious warning,

‘“ Kenmore still alive?” asked Reggie Pitt,
after morning lessons, as he met Armstrong
in the Triangle. ¢ Or has he been struck
down by the hooded spectre of the moated
grange?”’ ‘

Armstrong frowned.

“Chuck it!” he growled.
make me Tired!”

““That's because you don’t make yourself
tired in any other way,” retorted Pitt.
“What about football, for instance? How
about that House match we were going to
fix up? You East House fellows haven’t prac-
tised at all!”

“My team isn’t ready yet,”” retorted Arm-
strong.  “We've got all the duds in our
House, don't forget. But I'm putting ’em
through their paces, and one of these days
we’ll wipe you up!”’

Reggie Pitt grinned. As junior captain of
the West House, he had nothing to fear from
Armstrong. At St. Frank’s, all the Houses
had their own junior teams—and the actual
School Eleven, skippered by Nipper, was
selected from the House teams.

So far, the East House had done nothing
to boast about. Armstrong was no leader.
He thought he was, and he pretended to be,
but his methods were too agressive and
pompous. Iurthermore, the Fast House Was
the worst House at St. Frank's—with 2
dearth of sporting talent.

“1've just seen Kenmore!” remarked Hand-
forth. coming up with Church and McClure.
“Tunny thing, he looks well as ani-
thing!"”

“1 don't see anything funny

‘““You fellows

as

in it!" said

Armstrong snappily. i £2
“1 thought the spirits were gomg
zet him?" asked Handforth in mock SUT
prise. “One of the chaps told me th

by an

Kenmore is going to be struck down hings

Unseen Hand, and that gnomes and 1

were dancing all along his hedrail last
night.”’
Armstrong glared. o he
“Blow Kenmore—and blow YOU: ;.
snorted. “ There's been enough 01 "o
foolery. I thought you didn't helieve
shosts!” d-
“You poor, pitiful chump!” said Hf;gur

forth tartly. “1 was only pulling
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lez. Ghosts!” he went on. “Huh! Ive
never believed in the thmg&}, and never
will. The spirits are jusi pigments of a
deluded imagination.”’

«1 suppose you mean figments?” asked
pitt politely. “Or are these deluded

jmaginations painted? TI’ve got a hazy idea
that pigments are something to do with
b

aint—

"PInmentb?” repeated Handforth, with a
start, I said figments, you ass! And I
meant figments, H}’Hteh{:al people see
funny thrws in their mind’s eve, and think
they’re rcal.  Then . they gabble ahout
ghosts. Thank - goodness I'm nnt

superstitious.”
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magician,
The Remme

tempt. As for Quirke heing a
the very igea was ridiculous.
affected a lofty indifference.
But in the Fourth it wasn’t quite the
same. .
In the East House, espécially, some cf the

fellows were - beginning to take notice of
Quirke’s mysticism. They were- coming to

the conciusion that there was something
in the fellow, after all. Certainly he wasn’t
a normal junior. There was an indefinable
“difference 7 anout him.

It was feit as soon as he drew near.
Somic of the juniors declared that they feit
cold and chilly when Quirke came up, just
as though he brought a whiff of the grave
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chuiei;rter not let Quirke hear you,” grinned

hother Quirke—and hlow Kenmore!*’
h“tmlforth aruffly.

ﬁlehe chums of Study D walked off, and|
B Subject was dropped. The interest in
23 Quirke was ranidly dwindling. Except

his s y ‘ R
er% own House, he was scarcely ever
ted to. The other juniors had ceansed
COncern themselves regarding the new

even chipped in the Torm-room.
lg ROy ui;.nme, practically solid, decided to
T he deserved. A fellow with

nim, a3
SUperstitious ideas was beneath con-

'wiwﬁh

know.”

him. His pale face,
his mystericus personality,
to the general ceriness. .

“It's all very well to scoff,”” said Clifton
of Study No. 14. ‘Im beginning to get
scared .of the chap.”

“BHame here,” said Simmouns,
head. “Not  exactly seared, though..
Impressed would he a better word. I
helieve he’s capable of doing things, you

his queer eyes,
all contributed

shaking his .

asked Conroy minor.
rammy  things,”?  said
““There’s no telling with -
Where is he tmow?”

“Doing tihings?”
“You  know,
Simmons vaguely.
a chap like that.
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“In his study, I believe,”’ =aid Conroy
minor. -
“Let's go and take him by surprise,”

sugeested Clifton.
They hesitated for a moment, and then
went along the passage. Cliffton was a
rather aristocratic  junior, quiet  and
studious, and incapable of -appreciating a
joke. He took life very seriously, and was
a deep thinker in his own way. Incident-
allv, he was the mathematician of the
Fourth--a perfect:  fiend for figures.
Simmons, his study mate, was just the
opposite, a happy-go-lucky youngster who
devoted most of his spare time to cookery.
They arrived at Study No. 20, and tried
the door. It opened, and they stood
there, looking in.
“My hat!” said Conroy minor, staring.
There was nothing particularly startling,
but the scene within the room was neverthe-
less strange. The study was quite normal,

except for = heavy curtaing across the
windows. Izra Quirke was gitting at his
table, with his back to the door. A little
table-lamp was beside him, shedding a
warm glow upon the immediate surround-
ings. Somehow, Quirke seemed to prefer
gloom.

Nearby, a grotesqgue, quaintly carved
rnament was standing, with a stick of

burning incense in it. And Quirke, with his
strange owl on his shoulder,

the pages of a hook.

“PBusy?’ asked Simmons uncertainly.
Quirke turned, and the owl left  his
shoulder almost withecut a sound, and
varished behind the window curtains.
“Come in,” said the new boy. “No, I'm
not busy.”’ _
He put the lamp out, walked to the
window, and pulled the curtains back. The
daylight flooded in. The ow! had gone,
for .the window was wpartially open. Pro-

tbably Quirke preferred the gloom for the
sake of his strange pet, which was
essentially a creature of darkness.

‘I say, what’s the idea of shutting out
the dayxlight?” asked Clifton.

““The dayliecht is splendid in its own
sphere,”” replied Quirke. *“But when I
desire to meditate, when I feel the elements
calling me, then the daylight is unwelcome.
And so 1 shut it out.” -

“You're a queer fish,” said Simmons
frankly. *What the dickens were vou doing
Jast night, when  you Ilooked into that
dotty crystal? You’re not pretending that
you can sce anything in it, I suppose?”

“I do not pretend,”’ replied Quirke quietly
“*To you the crystal is a mere globe of
glass—a thing of manufactured materialism.
But I see wondrous things in the crystal.”

“Can you tell 7> asked Conroy

fortunes?

was deep in |

:

minor sarcastically. “Can you
that crystal, and gaze into
It would be rather topping
I shall be and what
time next year!” )

Quirke shook his head.

“You are still full of unbelief,” he said
regretfully. “Come this evening, ang i
will show you something; I will convipee
you. Let it be a private matter betweep
ourselves, 1 desire to prove that I am jq
faker, as vou believe. Will you come?”

The three Fourth-Formers looked at ope
another.

“We might as well,” said Clifton. “ What

look intg
my fllture?
to know where
1 shall be doing thig

do you chaps say?’
“Any old thing,” grinned Simmons,

“But you'd better do something impressive,
Quirke, or we’ll sit on you and push your
head into the coalbox.”’ '

At that moment a commotion sounded in
the opassage, and Handforth appeared in
the doorway. He looked round the study
searchingly, and then gave a snort of
disgust. _

“Why, there's nothing rummy here!” he
said, glaring at Quirke. <“I thought you
had your study all draped up like Masketyne
and Devant’s?” _

“My study is as you see it,” replied
Quirke, _

“Well, now I'm here, T might as well
tell you something,” said Handforth grimly.
“I don't believe a word of your rotten
spiritualism tosh. And if you start any
of it here I'll smash you!”’

“Steady!” said Conroy
don’t belong to our House——

“PBut I belong to St. Frank’s—and Quirke
belongs to St. Frank’s!” interrupted Hand-
forth firmly. “The House he's in doesn't
matter a toss. He’s a St. Frank’'s chap,
and 1'm not going to let him bring the
school into disrepute!”

minor. “You

22

gaid Quirke

“You need fear mnothing,”
quietly. “My activities are honourable and
harmless. I take it that you are a pIo

nounced sceptic? You disbelieve »:3*.rer;\,-'thmg1
in connection with psychic phenomena ant
occult research?”

Handiorth stared.

“QOceult research!”? he snorted. “You
dithering lunatic. Of course I'm a sceptic
I wouldn’t touch your rotten practices with
a 'barge-pole. 1 don’t believe in ghoste:
because there aren’t any ghosts. AS ‘f,or
these dotty occult manifestations, they ;g
all piffie. And don’t let me hear any MO7
about this!” he added grimly. I'v
warned you, and that’s enough!”’

. 4 - his
He stalked out, and Quirke shook I
head. |
“It is a pity!”’ he murmured.
soon know different!”

4 He “‘i”.
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CHAPTER XIX.
THE HOVERING HAND,

HAT evening the dark-
ness  closed down

calmness in the air.
_The recent high wind had
completely gone, and there
was a promise of rain.

with an  unusual

(louds massed in the sky, drifting slowly"

overhead. OC(‘abIOHHH}' the moon would
peep out for brief intervals.

Haundforth & Co, had pald a visit to the:

Wl}aae, and got back just in time for lock-

ing up They came by way of the towing-

ath and then acéross to the p]aymn‘-‘ields |

ente‘::{*'rwr tiie school grounds by the East'

Gate,

“We shall have to hurry,” s=said Hand-
forth briskly. ¢ There’s our prep to do yet,
and then we’ve got to get on with that
furniture shifting.”

“What furniture shifting?’? asked Church.

“My cdear chap, didn’t we fix it all up?”

demanded Edward Obwald “1 planned it
days ago—-""
My goodness!” groaned McClure, “I
thougnt it was all forgotten. TLook here,
Handy, what’s the good of messing the
study about? Things are a lot better 98
they arg—-"
He broke off and grunted. He realised
that it was useless to argue. It would only
make Handforth worse. Both Church and
McClure had hOped that their leader had
forgotten the wretched business altogether.
But Handforth had a way of hrmrrznw thése
things up at unexpected =m0ments

They crossed the East Square, passed
through the arch, -and started across the
Tl‘:dIT"IB towards the Ancient House.
Iﬂghts were gleaming from many windows,
and there was a prospect of cheery warmth
indoors,

.. I shall be glad to get in,” said Church.
I wonder if- \lpperb ﬁ\ﬂfl up that Red-
cliffe mateh yet?-  We shall have to go
adng and see him-—-"

“Eh?’ said Handforth suddenly. “What

13

€

He broke off, and looked sharply over
his left shoul der. Church and McClure were
%0 the other side of him and slightly ahead.
Yet Handforth had an impression - that
Ymehody had touched him on the left
Shoulder. It was impossible that Church
and MeClure could have been responsible.

Even as Handf orth glanced he told him-
elf {hat he must have /been mistaken. He
ad his chums had the Triangle to them-
tlves. Tt was faintly moonlight, and there

Vere obviously no other human beings }

Bl EQen+

TThls time Iandforth started violently
'®re was an unmistakable pressure on

his shoulder, just like the sharp touch of
bony fingers. Church and McClure were
discussing football, and knew nothing of
Handforth's strange experience. ;

Edward Oswald felt 4 queer sensation run
down his spine. That unseen tfouch .was
positively unnerving. Perhaps it was just
a twitching muscle, a perfectly natural—-

At that second Handforth’s thoughts were
shattered. He saw something hovering
near him, hovering just against his
shoulder. A wstartled yell escaped his lips,
& wild:cry which half-choked itself before
it became {ull-throated.

There, right near his shoulder, Handforth
saw a hand'

A humin hand, not an ordi nary one, but
a vague, white, indistinct thing, with }ong,
tapering ﬁn»g‘ers. But the most startling
fact of all was that the hand had mno
support. There was no body, no substance
to the thing. It just hovered there, near
him in the moonlight.

Church and McClure stopped abruptly.

“Jandy!’’ said Church sharply. * What
on earth——-"

That ery of Handforth's had been almost

searing in its sudden alarm. It wasn’t
| like the celebrated leader of Study D to

be scared of anything. But the note of his
voice was eloquent of his sudden terror,
Chureh and MceCiure ran up.

“What's wrong?” asked McClure breath-
lessly. '

“Look!” panted Handforth. “Can’t you
see? A hand_—a bony hand hovering in the
air! Tt just touched me on the shoul ler—mo-
Great Scotft! It’s not there now; it’s
gone!”

He stared, his breath short and sharp.
There was nothing to be seen. The band
had a@bsolately dm'lppefwed —silently, and
without lhrm being aware of the fact. It

had heen there a .momént beforc—he had

seen it clearly and distinetly, in spite of
its vague outline, but now it was gone.

it ]
Handforth was trembiing in every limb,
and he was white. It wasn’t a case of

| fright or fear: nothing normal was likely

to scare tLhe redoubtah]e Handforth. But
the very eeriness of this.experience un-
nerved him. - ‘ :

“A hand?’? said Church, staring.
“Where?” . -

“A Dbony hand hovering in the air{”-re-

peated MeceClure. “You're dream=z! Pull
yourself together, Handy!”
- “Tt was there, T tell youn!” muttered
Handforth., “I saw it.as clearly as possible.
1t tapped me on the shoulder. I [lelt it
twice. And I saw it, too—a kind of ghostly
hand—" .

“You're mad!*’ e\clalmed thlrch
startled. “What's wrong with you, Handy?
You haven’t started seeing things, have

‘you? Mow the dickens could you see a

hovering hand? 1 didn’t know you were a
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geer! And you don’t believe in ghosts,
either.”
“ Ghosts!?” said Handforth softly.
“Better go and consult old Quirke,” sug-
gested 1~ic(,}ure ““ He might be able to ex-
Dl&lﬂ—&ltlli)ll“h he can’t be responsible for
this business. We've got the Triangle to

ourselves. You've imagined it, I—Iandy!”

“Quirke!” ‘muttered Handforth. “ By
ﬂr\_nnqn! T B [y 2 ¥ "-'Iiﬁ.'_rll;f\!n ﬁﬁﬁ'l.(}_““l\ TTY Y
ol % Y WUOUILIUWTL 11 vt 2 SQUILMC ULL LI 5
1n- Oh, what rot!”” he went on grufily.
“ What absolute rot! I'm going do t 5 Or
something!”’ :

He gave himself a severe sha-ke, and

looked over his other shoulder. DBut there
*‘was nothing to be seen now. There was
no hand—no mysterious presence. 1In tie
mest extraerdinary manner, the apparition
had faded. And Edward Oswaild Handforth
was left shaky and nervous. 1If he had only
felt something he wouldn't have thought
any more .mout it.  If he had only
something he wouldn’t have thought any
more. But he had both felt and seen—and
it was impossible for two of his senses 1o
have lied at the same moment.

And Quirke! The new boy’s words came
back to Handforth as he stood there, in the
Triangle. Quirke had said that he would
soon <change his opinion Tegarding occult
manifestations. Was it possible that a
ghost of some kind had deliberately
appeared in order ‘to convince him?

Handforth shook himself again. It was
all too fantastic. He must have imagined
the thing. There was no other solutism.

‘““Come indoors!” said Church, taking
Handforth’s arm. “Why, you’re trembling,
old man! As for that hovering hand——"’

“Which hovering hand?” growled Hand-
forth.

He
roared.

““You asses
his old style.

suddenly pulled himself free, and

!*> he snorted, with a return to
“Ila, ha, ha! 1 spoofed you

beautifully! So you thought there was
r:omethnw there? By George, 1 c¢an pull
your ]e% beautifuliy!- :

He strode towards the Ancient House,
satisfied that Church and MeClure would
think no more. But Handforth, with his
usual bull-headedness, had gone to work in
the wrong way. Church dnd MceClure were
more than ever convinced that their leader
had seen something. And they, themselves,
were uneasy.

CIAPTER XX.
THE MAGICIAN OF THE EAST HO[SL

AP! Rap! Rap!

““My only hat!”
breathed Clifton
tensely.

“Hush—naush!”® murmured
Ezra Quirke. ¢ There must
be no speaking from the

The spirits are near ub—*the\ are in

cirele!
the very air.”?

seen

Study No. 20, in the East House, wag N
place of strange events.

The little room wasz transformed again
[n spite of Simon Kenmore’s warning, Quirke
had fitted up the black hangings again,
having rescued them from one of the lumbe,
rooms immediately after tea. And tp,
apartment was loohmg dim and mysterioys

in the faintest of faint glows from one of
'Iha nlantrin 'hr*rh‘l‘- Ti' P“lbl.lﬁdlly

RS T
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blotted out altorrether-—only the dimmest
radiance percolating through.

And in thiz gleom sat four figures roung
the little orienta] stool. They were all holding
hands, and the stool stood quite to 1t\e]f
without any hands or feet near it.

The ow! was not present at this l)eCI'et.
meeting. Just the four juniors—Ezry
Quirke, Conroy minor, Clifton and Simmons,
The three IFourth Formers had come +tg
Quirke’s study In the spirit of fun—bent
upon taking a rise out of the new boy.

But they had been rather impressed hr
the preparations—the dim light, and the
mysterious, earnest tones of Qunke And
then had come those three raps—clearly and
distinctly.

Witliout any visible means, the raps had
sounded upon the surface of the orienfal
stool. Simmons was next to Quirke on one
side, and he could see that the new bo:, Wwas
well clear of the stool.

“What—what was it?””  whispered
Simmons. :

Rap—rap—rap!

They ecame again, this tme louder. The

three sceptics were beginning to feel queer.
Their flesh was creeping, and they had a
longing to get out of the room at great
speed. Indeed panic was on the verge of
breaking out. "There was something rather
awful dbout those rape.

And then, before anybody else could speak,
another e\tmordmam thing happened. The
stool tipped slightly, rlchtui itself, then
tipped the other way. Finally, it left the
floor, and floated. It hovered there, rock-
ing from side to side, a clear six inches
above the linoleum. And no hands were
near it! It hovered there, isolated.

“0Oh, my goodness!” breathed Conrof
minor, |

He stared, fascinated, and Clifton and
Simmons were held tﬂlld“ enthralled.
Although they could see dlbtlnetlj, the light
in the room was negligible., It was Just
suiflicient for the floating stool to be di¥
tinguished from the aun‘oandm" gloonl.

¢ Let's—let's get out!” muttered Simmon>
shakily,

“Wait—wait!” breathed
““I'ear nothing. The wpirits
they wizh to communicate with us. Faith 11:
all vou need, my Zfriends. Have faith ;1'
these unseen companions, and they will Colqi
fort you. But without faith they will 1‘9'*]‘;, "
their’ temper in no uncertain way.

4 Fl

Lzra Quirke
are fmendhf*



these spirits haye tempers the same as we

P ‘ '
h“%ﬁé stool dropped an inch or two, and
nen hit the fioor with a little thud—proving
gbncius'iveiy that 1t had been no optical
ijjlusion. .
mu?},@@k%” nanted Simmons, suddenly.

Jle broke his hand away—for all the

iuniors had ‘r;ﬁ-eenv_ll-o'ldi‘ng -hapdf, §n1 the ci_rch;f,_
__and pointed. Just beyond Quirke, against
“tne-background of blackness, something dim
apd uncertain had appeared. It was like a
small ball of fluify smoke, which increased
and spread.  And then, gradually, it re-
solved itself into a human shape—but in
miniature. :

« Join hands!?” breathed Quirke urgently.
wour power 15 heing Jost! Quickly, before
——~  Too late—tco late! What a pity!
Just when a successful materialisation was
near at hand.”? _ _

‘he filmy presence lLiad faded away like
dissipating smoke. And Quirke rose to his
feet; and pulied away the gauze from the
electric light, The sudden radiance was
rather .dazzling. Buf it came as a great
relief to the three Fourth-Formers. Conroy
minor shook himself angrily.

“It’s  all spoof!”? he said, glaring.
““There’s nothing mysterious about-it—you
faked it «ll, Quirke! You're only a common-
or-garden magician!?”

Quirke looked at him unemoticnally.

“You think so0?’”’ he asked. ¢ Perhaps I
am 3 magician; indeed, it is an established
fact, For I am a dealer in magic—in things
that you do not yet understand =
‘I mean a stage magiciant” growled Con-
roy minor,

“That is an insult!?” said Quirke fiercely.
“A stage magician is a professed faker—he
lets the world know that he glories in his
fakery,*

“And he uses black backeloths and ali the
rest of the trappings,” said Conroy minor
shrewdly, < If there wasn’t any spoof about
YOUr precious manifestations, why do you
fequire a dark-room??”’ |

‘fThe spirits prefer the darkness—a fact
.“'h“?}! is well known to every creature of
Mtelligence,”” replied Quirke quietly. ¢ But
*’;,t'_?‘y-_ You shall see ~for youmselves.
Examine the room. Do as you will with all
Jfla}’ black backeloths, as you cali them. I
V8 No confederates—no secret wires and
aPpliances,? :
dr}zﬁth“tw@ or three movemeuts, he tore
fl‘:inutn;]g hangings, and in a couple of
i ;iu}?‘ the study was normal again. And
Whi '0rs could see that there was nothing

Cver in the nature of apparatus. Con-
-ﬁ.Xamﬁ“l_@Z‘. picked up the oriental stool,
ere ed it, and stared at the fioor. There
Ex?li’i‘nn%}» Wires.  There was mnothing to

““; 1 ‘€ strange manifestation.

ey ‘3:1 I'm blessed!” he muttered softly.
beligys o0 U care what you chaps say—I

Ve Quirke,®? exclaimed Cliffon, with

¥
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Armsftrong charged at the .door.
There was a splintering of wood, and §
the door flew open with a crash.
Armstrong was a powerful fellow,
and he had plenty of weight.

an air of defiance. ‘“He’s straight—he's
shown us that there’s nothing faked. I'd
like to have a look into the crystal.”

“Not this evening,”” murmured Quirke
softly. ““Not this evenine. The strain has
already been great, and I am reluctant to
go too far, Let us await a more fitting
opportunity. And you will keep your word
that nothing of this will be spoken to the
others?” | -

“Not a word—honour bright,”” agreed the
three, -

‘hey departed—Conroy minor still vuncer-
tain, but Clifton and Simmoens both con-
verted. They had seen enough to convince
them +that Ezra Quirke was a genuine
magician—not a mere faker.

But Conroy minor couldn’t bring himself
to believe that epirits had actually been in
that study with them. It seemed too fan-
tastic—tco wild.

CHAPTER XXI.
WHAT HAPPENED TO KENMORE.

- ALLO! Nearly bed-
time for the
juniors,” said
Edgar Fenton, of

the Sixth. *““We shall have

to be moving, I'm afraid.
Duty calls, you know.”
coniound duty!”” growled Wilson,.

¥ O,

yawning,
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Tiey were in the Senior Day-Room in the
Ancient House, and Simon Kenmore rose to
his feet. He and Sinclair had come over to
have a word with Fenton about a forth-
coming football fixture, and they had got
talking with some of the other seniors.

¢ Coming, Sinclair?”’ asked Kenmore.

‘““Not vet,” replied Guy Sinclair, looking
round. ““It's not one of my nights, any-
. how—I'm not on duty, thank goodness.
Don’t go yet, Kenmore—wait for me. I
shan’t be long——" -

“1 can’t wait,” growled XKenmore. “I'm
on duty, worse luck.”

‘“ All right—see you later.” ;

Kenmore nodded good-night to the others,
and strode out.
the juniors, and see them upstairs to their
dormitories in the East House. It was one
of the duties he deteszted, for it always
interfered with his evening leisure. But,
as Head Irefect, he couldn’t pcssibly make
any serious objections. Me was supposed to
set a good example,

He emerged from the Ancient House, and
grunted.

It was raining slightly—a nasty, un-
pleasant drizzle. There was no moon now,
and the darkness was pitechy. The lights of
the Modern House and the East House
oleamed warmly on the other side of the
Triangle.. Xenmore turned up his cecat
collar, and strode out,

“ Kenmore!?”

1t seemed to the prefect that a voice had
called him—but it was probably a ftrick of
Lis imagination. The voice had sounded
almost in his ear, and it wasn’t an ordinary
voice. A mere whisper—a {faint sound,
which could scarcely be regarded as a real
voice, B

“Tunny!” muttered Kenmore, frowning.

He walked on, glancing about him quickly.

He was «certainly alone. There wasn’t
another soul cut—and not likely to be at
such an hour, and in such unpleasant
weather.

““ Kenmore !’

The voice <came again—and this time
Iouder, and more distinet. It was.right in
his ear—a mysterious, unnatural voice. It
was so strange that Kenmore halted in his
tracks, his heart beating with increased
rapidity.

¢“ Kenmore! Simon Kenmore!?”’

““Who’s that??” muttered the prefect, a
catch in his voice. *“*What’s the idea of
this foolery?. Who's that, I say? Show
yvourself, confound youl!”

With trembling hands, he pulled out a box
cf matches, and struck a light. In the still
alr, the flame flared up, and revealed to Ken-
more that he was standing in the middle of
the Triangle, absolutely alone. A rain drop
strtuck the match, and the light spluttered
out.

Kenmore! Ken-

“ Kenmore! Simon

more!??

It was his task to round up |

. S

@K"‘“

The voice just repeated his name, Therg

was a mocking note in it—a hollow un

carthly note. It was a human vojee am{
. P . b ]

yet it wasn't, It was unlike anything Ken

more had heard in all his experience, A

sudden chill came over the prefect, p,
siivered violently. -
“Can’t make it owt!’”? he muttered. “I'm

crazy, or something!” _
“ Kenmore! The fountain,-
Come to the fountain, Xenmore!”
This time there was something definite—
something with command. Automatically
Kenmore looked towards the fountain. iy

Kenmore!

was quite near him-—within a few feet. Apg
the voice had come from that side.
“By gad!” breathed Kenmore. <S¢ it’s

trickery, after all!”’

He was no feool, and his brain acteq
swiftly. He remembered the talk that hag
been going on all day—facetious inquiries
concerning his welfare. The school ™ was
pleased to imagine that something was
going to happen to him—just to make Eazra
Quirke’s prophecy come true.

And Kenmore knew how the juniors hated
him—and he was well aware that japes were
very much in their line. It was probably a
trick to get him near the fountain, so' they
could push him in and give him a ducking.
All his uneasiness left him, and he became
hot . with annoyance.

‘“Young demons!” he muttered harshly.

He strode towards the {fountain, and
halted near it. But he was on his guard.
He looked round carefully.

““ Prepare yourself, Kenmore!” came the
mysterious voice. **Look in this direction—
I am here. I have been called to punish
}"011"“"—'—” | )

“Come out oi that!” snarled Kenmore.

He struck another  match—suddenly,
dramatically. The light flared, and he held
himself tense. But the cold marble foul-
tain was utterly deserted. The water of the
pool was marked- by tiny rings where the
rain-drops fell. And one glance was enouz

to convince Kenmore that, he was still
utterly alone. i
«« Kenmore! Can’t you hear me, RKel

nmore ?*’ .

The voice came from the very fountall
head—the marble face immediately in _fron
of him—a carved face which was familial to
all the St. Frank’s fellows. There weri
three of them on the fountain—equivalen
to the three sides of the Triangle. And‘fﬁf
of those faces had spoken! One of tho°
carved marble images!

, o tinme

All Kenmore’s fear returned—but this ti}?is

intensified to a tremendous degr&s- .,
theory had been proved wrong. It was

1 ] 4 al
jape—it was something beyond all hum

understanding.
““Look, Kenmore—look closely! ¢ he
The prefect felt faint and giddy. Y€l i
steeled himself to investigate further. But
one desire was to run—to flee madly. - b
he was deterred by the one rational thoUs

2
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him. What if it were
How the juniors would

clung to

ally a jape? _
?%ES;W}ith merriment if he turned and ran!
]It was what they were wanting—what they

which

janned ! Kenmore knew that he would be
Ehe laughing-stock of the entire school for
weeks if such a thing as that happened.
ind so, although every fibre of him urged

him to flee, he held his ground. In this re-
spect Kenmaqre revealed unsuspected
strength.

He peered forward closelya—*trying to pieree
" the blackness. And then, just as he was
near that grotesque marble fa_ce,‘ soine-
thing happened., Even Kenmore didn’t know
what it was. It was a curions tingling
sensation in the very air—particularly mnear
Kenmore’s head. He felt it increase, and
could not define its nature. He only knew
that the atmosphere was charged with some
unknown force. Not electricity—he knew the
sensation of an electric shock. This was dif-
" ferent—it was something chilly and uneanny.

His eyes hurt him, too—they pained
strangely. And although he tried to see
the fountain, he could not do so. All was
blackness.

‘“ Kenmore !
_more?”

Do you believe now, Een-

The voice was mocking and faint—fading |

away into the air as the words sounded. They
came from Kenmore’s rear, t0o. He turn:1.
his breath hissing between his teeth. Then
he staggered back.

The darkness was general,

All the lights had gone out in the sehool!
He couldn’t even see the buildings, the
outline against the dark sky. Everything
Wwas dark—horribly, mysteriously dark. Ken-
more clapped his hands to his paining eyes.
And then, with a terrible cry, he knew.

“I'm blind!”’ he sereamed. ¢ I’'m blind !

iy T ——

CHAPTER XXII.
THE VENGEANCE OF THE UNKNOWN.

IMON KENMORE gave
way to panic then.

would have given way
under similar circumstances,
The shock of the discovery
: was enough to shake a giant
o the core. And Kenmore was no giant.

Blind! In some unknown way, a mys-

terious hand had struck the sight from
U5 eyes. He had known nothing of it—
Iothing but that strange tingling. He
adn’t even been aware of his blindness
UNtil he had turned. And his panic was
Alarminge,

That voice—that ghostly, uncanny voice!
. belonged to no human being, but to a

8 ; .
'lifrlt‘to a creature from another world.
ere was no longer any doubt on the
Qestion

.more has crashed.

~killed !

Many a strong man

‘unseen voice!

A thousand fears took possession of him.-

- Kenmore fled—madly, preci;ﬁitately. He
ran blindly across the Triangle. With

his hands stretched out in front of him, he -
tore along, screaming and gasping!

“I’m blind—I'm blind!” he shrieked.
““ Help—help !’ ~

He ran at random, wildly, During that

b minute he had no conscious thought except

that he wanted to get away. And, tearing

along at full tilt, he crashed into the
granite balustrade of the Ancient House
steps. With a fearful smash, he toppled

completely over, and landed on the steps.
He lay there, still—bleeding.
Several windows were flung open.

sounded. And

1. Yoices
then William Napoleon

‘Browne and Horace Stevens, of the Fifth,

came out of the Ancient House lobby. Be-
hind them were a number of Removites.

“Who made all that noise?” shouted De
Valerie, running up.

“What happened?>

“Out of the way, Browne!”

““ Peace—peace !’ exclaimed the captain of
the TFifth. ¢ Enough of this unseemly con-
duct, brothers! 1 fear that Brother Ken-
Apparently, he got into
a nose-dive, and failed to flatten out in
time. Let us examine the poor remains.”

Browne’s tone was flippant, but hig man-
ner was earnest, He bhent down over the
prostrate figure on the steps, and lifted

it with Stevens’ help. The juniors ecrowded

round. Kenmore was a sight. There was
a nasty, ugly egash on his forehead where
he had struck the steps, and blood was also
dripping from his boots. He had gashed his
leg seriously upon crashing into the balus-
trade.

- ¢ Can’t understand it!” said Stevens, in

amazement. ‘“The poor man’s been half-
Somebody must have attacked
him——->°

““Pardon my interruption, Brother Horace,
but let me deprive you of the delusion.”
said Browne. “We arrived even as the
crash came. We heard the thud. Angd
there were no running figures. I may be
wrong, but it strikes me that Xenmore -
must have fallen from an upper window.”

“Keep it back—keep it back!”

Kenmore babbled out the words shakily.
There was froth on his lips, and his eyes
were staring and wild. Browne tightened
his grip, and gave Kenmore a gentle shake.

“Steady, brother—steady !’ he said softly.
«All is well—> ,

“Keep it back!”” panted Kenmore. ¢ The
voice—I can hear it now! That ghostly,
I'm blind—do you hear me?
Where are you? Can’t somebody help me?
I’m blind, I tell you! I'm blind!”’

"He screamed out the words as bhis
strength recovered—as the effects of that
fall began to wear off.

“Hold on!’”’ said Nipper, pushing forward.
“You can’t be blind, Kenmore—your eyes
are perfectly scund. Can’t you see me?”

“Y can't see anythingi!” babbled Ken-



“
i

That—that
t was only

more. “I1 tell you I'm blind!
Thing got me by the fountain.
a voice, but it got me! It blinded
too!”

“The vengeance of the unknown!”
‘steady, qulet voice.

FEzra Quirke had appeared—alniost like a
ghost himself. Xenmore started violently at
the scund, and struggied.

“Tt must have been Quirke!” shouted
Handforth furiously. ¢ By George! That
explains that hand Quirke’s been play-
ing tricks! He must have spoken to Ken-
more in the dark 72

“That’s all rot!” interrupted Armstrong.
¢ We've just come from the EKast House!l”

““Rats!” said Handforth. ¢ Quirke——”

“He’s been in the commen-room with us
for the last hour!”
impatiently. < He’s beea reading in {ront
of the fire—in gight of us all! A dozer
chaps will tell you the same thing! You
can't put this on to Quirke. We can prove
he was with us. In fact, he didn’t come
out until QGriffith shouted to us that some-
thing was wrong.”

Several other voiges
crowd added to ‘Armstrong's

me,

said a

in the Increasing
testimony, and

it was quite obvious that Ezra Quir ke had 1

had no hand in that mysterious affair.
“The doctor—get the doctor!” urged
Reggie Pitt. ““ Kenmore’s blind right enough
—he can't see anything!”
“Let’s carry him indoors!” said XNipper.

““The fountain!?” muttered Kenmore.
“That's where it was—just against the
fountain. I didn't see anvthing, but I

A voice—not a human voice, but
a ghostly voice. And then
I was  blind. Geod  heavens! I'lll never
disbelieve in ghosts again! Thev’ve got me
—they’ve blinded me! I'm ruined for life!”

He babbled on hystericalily.

“Didn’t you sce a hand?”
forth quickiy. “*A long, bony hand?
you see if llot'ermﬂ in the a:*'——-”

“It was a voice—just "a voice!’ panted
Kenmore feebly., “My leg! Ok, my leg!
I helieve it's broken! Can’t semebody help
me 2>

“Dry up, Ham forth!” exclaimed Reggie
Pitt. “ What's that rot about a hovering
}wnd‘?”

“0h, nun-nothing ! said Handiorth hastily.

He was giad of the commotion. It was
hetter, after 41‘, to keep thdt affair of the
hand fo himself Chureh and MeceClure had
remained dmreevh silent, but they hac
given their leader szome gueer looks duunu
the past hour. And Kenmore's experience—
almost at the same spot—was significant, in-
deed. 1t was about the one upot in the
school where there could be no trickery.
In the middle of the open ‘iriangle!

Kenmore was lifted by willing hands, and
carried indocrs. Nelson Lee himself heard
the story, but could make nothing of it.
It cecmed an extraordinary jumble to him.
After he had snlued things out, lLowever,

heard it.

asked Hand-
Didn’t

interrupted i\rmstrong ’

I found that

para—

o

1 examined the fountain,

Lee looked rather grim., He wasn’t likely to
leave the affair w hue it stocd—and it was
just as certain that he would take actiop

. discrectly and privately.

The blow on Xenmore's head was not gq
serious. His leg, just above the knee, how.
ever, was torn badly. There wag a nust»
ugly fiesh wound-—which necessitated »
number of stitches hy Dr. Brett. And
Simon Iu,'amom, was carried into the schosl
san remain there for
“eek, at least.

And, after the excitement was
school talked.

Kenmore had received the fright of his
life, and the school bad received a shocek.
What was the explanation of this mysterious
affair? Was  there any. explanation?
Trickery seemed absolutely out of the ques--
tion.

The next morning bands of investigators
and looked every-
And
was concluded that Simon
EKenmore had imagined everything. He had
got into a panic—just that, and not.hmg_
else. His blindness was due ta some effee
of the fall.

It was no!t permanent—already his sight
was coming back, and the doctor was econ-
vinced that he would be normal within
anocher day. The doetor had found no
explanation ‘of the affection of the eves, and
he was completely puzzled.

But there was one fellow who held a dif-
ferent opinion.

-Edward Oswaid Handforth was worried. He
himself had experienced a remarkable ad-
venture near the fountain. It wasn’t pos-
sible that two mysterious happenings could
be mere imagination. ®dward Oswald had
seen that hand—he knew it—it had been
no illusion.

There, he

&

over, the

wiere for a solution to the mystery.
in the end it

believed that Xenmore had
heard a voice. But Handforth knew better
than to tell any of the others of his coil-
vietionz. They wouldn’t have believed bhim.
So, for once, he held his own counsel.

What was the mysterions influence that
was stealing over thé school? Had Lzrd
Quirke aroused the evil gpirits? Hagd this

{ remarkable new boy caused occult manifes:

tation? Or was it all imagination &«
coincidence? Or was it pure fakery?
These were questions that time alene m”,{d
answer: But one thing was certain—>o7-
Frank's was honked for some very star 1ing

events in the near future
THE END

NEXT WEEK!

“THE MYSTERY of
STUDY 20!"

And Doa’t Forget, ther: wili be anothef
Free Gift of Stamps!
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Mr EDWY SEARLES [y

BROOKS Chats L=
Vgg’ To His READERS A=ty
=1 A,

Nore.—If any reader writes to me, I shall
be pleased to comment upon such remarks
as are likely to interest the majority.
All letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROCKS, ¢/o The Editor, THE
NeLseN LEE Lisnrary, The Tleetway House,
ffarringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Every
letter acknowledged below has been per-
sonally read hy me, and I thank each
writer most heartily. But, although all
letters afford me an equal amount of
pleasure, I am reluctantiy compelled to
coifire my individual replies to those of
general interest.—E, S, B.

. Well, what about it? MYow do you like
Ezra Quirke? Do you think this new series
will pan out weil? I'm assSuming, of course,
that you’ve read aill the pages preceding this
one, Iif you haven’t, you'd betfer turn back
at once. No need to waste time on this
page until you've read scinething of a more
soiid varieby. This chat of mine is just
~right {to {ill in an odd moment when you've
got nothing else to do. I1f you read it, all
well and good—and if you don’t read it, who
wcares? But if I run on at this rate I shan’t
have any rocm to answer all you fellows

who sre looking at the next paragraph io |

see if your names are there. Of course,
my main idea is+o fill the page up with any
old sort of stuff as leng as it’s flled, but
F've got an idea that you'H tick me off if Y
don’t puck up and get busy. All right,
here_ gces!  And if your name isn’t below,
yeu’ll probahlg find 1t next “’Ef}(.
= .

Leslie Grace (West Ealing), L.
(‘Holiowa},—*), B. A. William (Rye), Roy H.
btapleton Cotton (Shortlands), R. E. Long
(Brighton), Nipper Il (Fulham), J. 8.
Ricketts (Hayle), A Hebrew Reader (Not-
-tlngham), Algy Hay (Southampton), Stanley

Nelson (Grimsby), Harold Joseph Taulks
Honor 0Oak Park), No. 1811 (Willen-
hal), No. 137  (Huddersfield), Paul
Williamson (Montreal, Canada), Inter-
ﬁst]ed (Finchley), W. Butterworth (Roch-
‘]{a-ﬁ}, A. D. IFarmer (Bridgnorth), Nipper Of
veimove  {Brighton), FYrank J., Bamber}|
(Charlton),
2 * w

Thanks for your mice, long letter, Leslie
a‘ﬂéf‘e. That’s a good idea of yours to start
Moo s Frank’s Club. If all you League
i.fnbers will m:_;ake prehmumry_Qreparatmns
Ch;‘)f“haf;, it will De a lot easier for the
{rlug_ (')f;f.l‘cer when the actial time comes for
Yancénc}nmg. A ]rt-:*,-!e ground-work in ad-

mmakes a big diffcrence,

A. Collins.|

Here, what’s the matter with your friends,
R. E. Long? Why the dickens won’t they
sign their names to the coupons?  They
think there’s sometling “ behind it all,” eh?
Well, my hat! I should jolly well hope
there is something behind it all! Do they
think the League is just a lot of spoof, or
what? Tell them to buck up and be sports.
It’s fellows of that sort who keep the mem-
bership down—and delay the whole organisa-
tion of the League. The Chief Officer wiil
never get his schemes into working order if
you chaps hang back like that., What next?
I'm surprised at you! '

* B &

Here it is! I knew I should get it! And
you're not the only one who’s asked the all-
important question, Algy Hay-not by long
chalks, et me tell you. ¢ Where is old Josh

Cuttle’s lodge?” Echo answers, where?
(Strictly speaking, Eche would answer
“Lodge,” but we won’t argue.) There’s no-

thing like the horrible truth, is there? It’s
a perfectly ghastly admission, but the school
wall hides it up! Hang it all, the artist
couldn’t draw a transparent wall, could he?
Cuttle’s lodge is just inside the gates, hidden
by the trees. If ycu don’t helieve me, con-
sult your map, pop inside the gate, and have
a look for yourself. And Mrs. Hake’s shop
i1s tucked away in the corner of the Triangle,
just behind the chapel. You'll find it if you
climb to the top of the wall, and look through
the {recs.
] * %

I say, Stanley Xelson, go easy! We
haven't finished the proper Porirait Gallery
yet, so it’s a bit early to talk about having
a special one for Willy's pets! But there’s .
ny telling!

* = * _

My dear N. 1811! What a questiocn to ask!
Of course you can cqualify for a Bronze
Medal withcut being compelled to become
an Organising Officer. EVERYBODY can get
a Bronze Medal if they’ve only got a little
push and go. But nobody is asked to become
an Organising Officer unless they are fright-
fully keen on organising something or other.

* * 5

I'm awfully sorry, but I can’t answer
some of you other fellows this week—some
of you mentioned above, I mean. DBut I'll
tell you what—-1'll get round the Editor to
give me two pages next week, and then I
shall have heaps of room. You don’t mind
waiting, do vou? Of course, it's all the same
if you do, but it scunds better to put it
like that! | E. S. B.
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; A MINIATURE PORTRAIT GALLERY

Y stamp-collecting readers are in
clover, for the young collector’s
chief problem is how to get more
stamps to make his collection

grow. And here is cur Editor lending a hand
at the game, and giving some fine stamps
away each week. They will be eagerly wel-
comed by the collectors, and I hope .will be
taken good notice of by those regular readers
of the ¢“Nelson Lee Library,” who are not
at present collecting stamps. The latter
will find that the stamps now given to them
arec worth taking care of, and that stamp-
collecting is a splendid hobby for the winter
evenings.

The first thing that interests one in stamps
1s the wonderful variety of their designs.
Look at the half a dozen stamps in the first
St. IFrank’s League Packet given to us this
week, and in most cases I’'ll warrant they
are six quite different designs. This leads us
to consider something of the charms of the
picture gallery of stamps. Every stamp is
a tiny picture, and as we get fonder and
fonder of our stamps, each of the Ilittle
pictures will tell us its story.

The first postage stamp ever issued bore
a fine portrait of the late Queen Victoria as
a voung woman. It was the famous penny
black stamp, and was issued in 1840. Up to
that time, no postage stamps were in use
anywhere, the penny black stamp came as a
new invention, and it caucht on splendidly.
When other countries followed. Britain’s lead
in issuing stamps, many of them aiso copied
the idea of using a portrait as the subject
for the picture on the stamp.

There was good reason for selecting a por-
trait, because we all have a sort of instinct
for recognising familiar faces, and for noticing
any chamnges of appearance on the faces we
know, So it was thought that if anyone
attempted to forge the postage stamps, the

forger would not bhe able to present the
familiar features so exactly as to evade
detection.

- That is mainly the reason why portraits
were used in the beginning, and even to this
day. And the result is that our stamp
albums present a wonderful gallery of por-
traits in miniature; thumb-nail pictures of
international celebrities.

Queen Victoria’s picture appeared on
hundreds of British and Colonial stamps
during her reign. In some there was just a
simple girlish profile, others showed

.
— O

STAMP COLLECTOR

By FRED. J. MELVILLE. _
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seated on the throne, with orb and sceptre,

| others showed her in her widow’s weeds.

few, like some of the home-made Mauritiyg
stamps, were more like caricatures of hep
Majesty than portraits. Xing Edward and
iing George also figure on o large number
of postage stamps, and you will find on some

of the Newfoundland stamps attractive
portraits of the present Prince of Wales

and Princess Mary.

Many other kings and princes appear on
stamps, but our portrait gallery is not re-
stricted to royal personages. We have quite
a @allery of explorers and adventurers like
Columbus (United States and American
countries), Captain Cook (Australia and Cook
Is.), Prince Henry the Navigator, and Vasco
da Gama (Portugal), Cabot, the discoverer
of Newfoundland, Freemont, the pioneer on
the Rockies, Balboa, who discovered the
Pacific Ocean (Panama stamps), Bolivar, the
“liberator’’ of South America, Cortez, and
scores of other heroes of the greatest adven-
tures in history.

Statesmen are shown on many stamps, and
most of the United States issues bear por-
traits of men of whom you have heard, and
whose stories will be brought to mind by the
study of your stamps. George Washington,
Benjamin Iranklin, Abraham Lincoln figure
on numerous issues, and you will find heroes
of more recent times, like Presidents
McKinley, Theodore Roosevelt, and the late
President Hurding on some of the currenb
1s3ues, *

There is even a group of musicians. The
famous pianist, Paderewski, is depicted on 2
stamp of his native country; and Haydn,
Mozart, Beethoven, Schubert, and others, are
shown on Austrian stamps. Great authors
and poets like Dante (Italy), Cervantes
(Spain), Camoens (Portugal), Mauricé
Jokai (ITungaryy, Francis Bacon (Newfound-
land), Lord Byron (Greece). §

Concerning portraits on postage stampss
there are some interesting yarns. A post-
master in New Brunswick thought he would
like to see his own portnait on the stamps
and ordered the 5 cents stamp of 1860 to ble
engraved with his own picture. There was 4
storm of protest from officials and the P“hh.c
when it was found that Mr. Charles Conbt!
the postmaster. had usurped the place '0
the Queen on the stamps, and the gentlemnan
had to resign his job. It was, you will admit,

(C'ontinuved on page 33).
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THE CITY OF MASKS ;

or, THE CASE OF THE BOY KING!

-

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

and TINKER.

FCR NEW HREADERS.

The story takes place in the wild and
mountainous country of Carlovia, infested
by bandits and outlaws. Iere life is held
very c¢heaply, and it is with grave personal
risk that Sexton Blake and Tinker find them-
selves the guests of the youthful King Peter,
the new ruler of Carlovia, The great de-
tective, in the guise of Mr. Brown, English
tutor to the King, has been employed by
the Foreign Ofiice on an important mission,
and Tinker is on a visit to King*Pefer as
an old school chum. With the opening of
this week’s instalment, Blake has just been
interrogated by Oscar Sarjo, -the Prime
Minister, who is suspicious of the detective’s
presenco in Carlovia.

{Now read on.)
LAKE knew that hidden bchind the
B thick wvelvet curtains the secretaryv
was putting down all the words in short-
hand. Hc did not flatter his Majesty.
Sooner or later, when Sarjo found him in the
way, Peter would be told what he had said.
Declining the Prime Minister’s offer to lunch at
th.q palace, Sexton Blake went back to his hotel.
A wily old rogue, hut I bluffed him,”
he thought. “Me thinks I'm a complete
ass, and that he can make a catspaw
of young Peter. We shall sce. 1t would
Rave been easy enough if the-boy had come
alone.?? .
- As he opened the door of his bed-rcom

4 man jumped back from the bed, on which

lay Blake’s open attache-case, and levelled

&}‘ revolver st him. The intruder lowered
i€ weapon at once, and smiled as he

TeComnised the King’s tubtor. The uninvited
Visitor was Johann Veilburg, of the police.
g thousand apologies, Excellency,” he
o bowing. “These unpleasant  little
di;?gs have to be done. Though I did not

Tust  your Iixcellency’s word or his
Tepackluf?‘ I will call one of my :,1en‘tq
b your .bag, and then I trust, bearing

alice, for I earn my salary by doing

his [ : )
E;.I" dog’s work, you will drink a glass of
Mle with me. |

ge{gféthﬁillllkgne pleasure in the world,” said

The private detective and Veilburg drank
champagne together, and DBlake began to
wonder whether he had bluffed Oscar BSarjo
quite as successfully as he had thought,

—— ey
Y

HIS MAJESTY ENTERS HIS KINGDOM.

“@Gawsh! Jump to it, you ragged

(¢ UMP to it!” roared Captain Cozgs.
j toughs! Jump to it, before 1 eat

a few platoons of you!”
Clad in white shorts and a singlet,
Captain Coggs was drilling the Carlovian
BRoyal Guard, while Tinker looked on, his

hands in his pockets and a grin on his face.
Luckily they did not know enough English
to understand the naires their bully captain
was calling them, or some of them would
have fainted and the rest mutinted. Blimp
pranced about in front of them, manipulat-
ing a heavy rifle as if it had been a light
walking-stick, and his big voice bellowed
through the barrack square like a succession
of thunderclaps.

At last he dismissed the panting, per-
spiring men, winked at Tinker, and
refreshed himself with a cigarette.

“*Don’'t overdo it, Blimp, old bean, or
you’ll break their hearts,”’ said Tinker.

“1'll break some of their necks afore I've
finished, sir!” said DBlimp. “Looks a bit
‘opeless, don’t it?”’

“It does,” agreed Tinker.

“Well, I've had ’em nearly as bad, sir.
Give me ten days, and vou won’t know ’‘em.
They’ll work like a machine, and be tame
enough to eat out of your hand. Gawsh!
I'll polish ’em up, so that the king will be
proud of ’em instead of ashamed of ’em. T
ain't seen the mounted lot yef, but the
licutenant says they’re pretty smart. Il
shape ’em, or I'll eat ’em, so just leave it
to me.” :

“ It looks as if you'll bhave to eat ‘em,
Blimp,” said Tinker; “ but stick to it, my
lad. Seen the colonel yet?”

“No; and I'm not keen, sir. If he’s satis-
fied to be a colonel of that crush, what hée
wants is a bhox of tin soldiers. lle’s coming
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along with the baggage, Lieutenant Puntz }guy on the mat too long. You'll only make

tells me. Not a bad chap, Puntz, and 1've
rather cottoned to him. Gawsh! He tells
me the C.0. is a proper wash-out.” |
. Tinker liked the lieutenant, who was grow-
ing grey without having made any great
advance in rank, for promotion in the Carlo-
vian army was gained by influence, not by
merit. As Tinker. went to find his Majesty,
the tireless Blimp threw away the end of
his cigarette, called out another platoon. and
once more his huge voice roared and bel-
lowed®
+ “What a noisy merchant, Billy!” saidj
Peter. < He must be terrifving the poor guys
to death. Here’s a bit of sauce! Faney the
cheek of the colonel, sending three parts ot
‘the ragged brigade along, and stopping be-
Lind himself!  What about letting Blimp
shoot him at dawn?”
“Just as you like, old tep,” said Tinker.
¢« Make it a bit later, for that’s the time I
enjoy my sleep most. Wait till I'm having
my bath.”

«] wouldn’t disturb you for worlds, so I'll
hang him instead, and that won’t make a
noise,’” said his Majesty. ¢ Well, lieutenant?”

¢«“The colonel of your Majesty’s guard, sir,”
8aid Lieutenant Puntz, at salute.

«“Then let the colonel cool his heels on
the jolly old doormat,” said the king. “If
these wcuys keep me waiting, T'll play the
same trick. Make it twenty minutes,
lieutenant. You're mnot afraid of your
colonel, are you?”

. “You are the king, sir.”

¢ Then make it twenty-five minutes.”

Tinker sniggered.

“Keep it up, Peter,” he said, ““and you'll
he assassinated in a week. You're just ask-
ing for it! You're making an enemy for
life.””.

“Who cares, old sport?” yawned Peter.
¢ The fact is, if Blimp can do anything decent
with those ragamuffing, I'm thinking of giving
him the colonel’s job, and of making Puntz
a major. There'll he a jolly old row, of-
course, and Sarjo will kick like a mule. The
nuisance is how to get hold of the money.
There’s some silly regulation that befere I
can handle it, it has to be voted in council.
‘We must try and bust that rule, Billy, my
lad. What's the good of being a king if you
have to kow-tow to a frowsy fossil like Sarjo
for cash?"

““ Why not stick a heavy tax on whiskers?” |

suggested Tinker. ¢ As all the men seem to
wear ‘em, that ought to fetch in a fortune
or two.”
- S4If 1 taxed whiskers, everybody would
shave, you chump!” said his Majesty. ¢ What
brilliant ideas you do get, Billy!” :
“Then tax razors and scissors at the same
time, and you’'ve got "em both ways,”” grinned
Tinker. “Those who sliced off their whiskers
would pay duty on the razors and scissors,
and those who kept ’em sportfing would pay
oil the whiskers. If I were King of Carlovia,

old warrior, I'd invent lots of dodges to
raise the wind. But, I say, don’t keep that

him hate you, and I'm a bit keen :
what one of your colonels is like.”(}Il "oking
“Hold hard, then, while I get my king
dignity together, and then give the belf”r
shove,”” said his Majesty. - %
If the rank and file of the Royal Guarg
iad to put up with threadbare uniforms and
patched boots, their colonel took care not to
do so.

The colonel, was resplendent. Medals

]

covered his breast, silver spurs clanked on hjs

heels, and his cocked hat bore a plume of
crimson ostrich feathers. Iis corsets werg
laced more tightly than wusual, and hijs
moustache had several extra waves in it,
Tinker could actually hear the corsets creak
as he bowed {fo the king.

""’I have seen the Royal Guard, colonei,”
said Peter, “and I tell you I am not at alf
satisfied with their appearance.”

“TI regret 1it, sir,” said Colonel Zuss.
“Your late uncle, sir, if I may say so with
1‘?5';??81:-, starved the army, sir—starved it,
SIp ' : '

““They seem short of a few drills, as well as
of uniforms, colonel. However, I am altering
all that. I have brought a military experf
from England with me, and given him a
captain’s commission in my Guard. Lieu-
tenant Puntz, be good enough to introduce
Captain Coggs to the colonel.”

With a nod and a wave of his hand, his
Majesty signified that the brief interview was
over.

“He's gone out frothing at the mouth,”
chuckled Tinker. < Short and sweet, eh?
If you can keep it up, Peter, you'll make
some sort of a tup’penny apology for a king
vet. You'’ve ruffled that guy’s dignity, my
lad, by turning him down so guickly, and he’s
bursting his corsets and gnawing off his
lovely moustache with rage. He’ll turn th
whole Royal Guard locse on you.” '

The voice of Biimp came through the
open window. :

“You pretty pets!’ he roared. “You
lovely bunch of half-baked sheep! Jump to
it! Gawsh! Get your heads out from be-
tween your knees, can’t you? Straighten up,
vou crowd of hunchbacks, afore I eat you!
Eves tight, and let me hear your eyeballs
click! ’Shun!” g

There was a brief silence while Captaifl
Coggs was being introduced to the colonel.
and the colonel hated Blimp furiously at firsb
sight.

“Who instructed you to drill my men S0
soon after a lonz and tiring journey?’’ aske
the colonel, almost choking with rage.

“King's orders, sir,” answered BImP
and went at it again.

Though Captain Coggs worked the mel
hard, he fed them well and gave t-h{-::iﬁ
plenty of cigarettes, and his success “ﬂf
amazing. The curious part of it was 'haﬂ'
they liked him. When the new u111{0Fm°
came up, and he paraded the Royal Guar
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gor his Majesty’s inspection, the change
for the hevter was astonishing.

afr. James Brown had come back, and he
watched the march past from a window with
rinker. Peter, gorgeous jn a field-marshal’s
uniform, took the salute.

«3yfarvellous, guv'ner!?”’ said  Tinker.
~ewonderfuzl what .a bit of drill and new
togs will do. Good old Blimp! I say, look

at Peter with all his giddy  medals and
decorations. Where did he get ’em? Wow!

He's going to make a speech. Celia wrote
it for him, so I hope he won’t forget it.”
“They cerbainly look a useful Iot, young

King euters Kamfak.

“In a
impesing,

wdy, with all its glitter, it is
Mr. Jones,”” he answered; “but I
hate it, for 1 hate militarism. I am a
man of peace. YPerhaps, gentlemen, you
will honour me and listen to a little form
of welcome I have written which is fto le
recited at the cathedral steps when the-
After all, you know,
the -mightiest armies fade away, and the
greatest generals die and. are forgotten,
but good poetry-lives through all the ages.
~Not, ¢f course,”’ added the prince hastlily,

- “that my poetry is good.”

As the poem was written in the mongrel
' G

l;

From the steps of the cathedral, Peter read his address. | , : l

said Blake, “though their wniforms
the bit too flashy for my taste; but as
BOF@ (J?«I'IO‘HELHS seem to be fond of bright
thoTs, that's no drawback. I only hope
eyl turn out as geod as they look.”

You mean if they'll stick to the King?”

,UH,? 4
are g,

Sai e e iry ek .

atld T'llnh&r. “They will if they're not got
fupihe. vonldn’t trust that colonel of theirs
sgnf"-_‘el‘ than I could see him. I think

H T N
: ‘}}?}Of‘ig IS sending down news io Kamfak
Y0at’s happening.

of ; ; What do you think
1t, princey” . -

PI‘iT Ty ™ ] ' 2 = t

TOmJLb Darro, who had been walching

ancther window, shook his sleek head,

town four miles from Kamfak.

 language of Carlovia, it reminded Tinker

of a lot of fowls cackling and pigs grunting,
but Prince Darro gave them an English
translation, and the sentiments seemed
very loyal but rather too flattering, Accord-
ing to Prince Darro, there never was such
a greai .and glorious monarch as King
Peter, or such a great and glorious country

-as Carlovia.

In the afternoon the Royal Guard left
Shalvola, and King Peter, his sister, his

‘cousin, and his tutor and friend went down

to the railhead where the royal train was
waiting to take them to Gorful, a small.
And there,
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for the ¢time being, he parted with Tinker
and Sexton Blake.

“We'll be in the crowd somewhere to give
vou a chi-ike, Peter,”’ said Tinker. * See
vou again after the circus.”

¢“TUnless one of my faithful subjects slings
a bomb at me,” said Peter. “To tell you
the giddy truth, Billy, I'm not a bit keen on
this job  Anyhow, if they get me they’ll
get «Darro and Sarjo as well, for I'm going

to have those two with me in the same
carringe. A good notion that, but what
about Celia?” '

“She’s taking a back seat, so she won't
come to grief. I jolly well wish it was
over. Try and enjoy yourselves, but don’t
get into mischief.”

People were pouring into Kamfak, and if
Blake had not reserved rooms at the Hoiel
Carlovia for ‘himself and Tinker, they
would have found it hard to find a lodging.
There were flags 'by the thousand and miles

& B
of gay bunting. The revels had already
begun; the cafés were crowded, bands and

street musicians were everywhere, -and
hideous, highly coloured pictures of the
boy King, that did not resemble him in

the least, were being hawked about.

But even in this time of joy and gladness
Tinker and Blake saw many masked faces
in the streets.

“A  funny game this,
Tinker. “I jolly well hope we don’t
resemble any  well-known  loyalists or
republicans. A bit rotten if we get shot in
mistake, for an apology isn’t much use to
a chap when he’s full of -lead. And I'm a
bit nervy about Peter.”

guv'nor,”’ said

“He'll pull through, young ’un. If they
mean to assassinate the youngster, it uang
be to-morrow,”” said Sexton Blake c¢on-
fidently. *“The Carlovians are too fond of
a holiday to spoil it that way. I'm not
looking forward to any serious trouble yet.”
Sexton Blake was right. From the
veranda of the hotel they watched the roya]
entry., From the steps of the cathedra]
Peter read his address, and then entereq
the state carriage with its eight cream
ponies, and drove slowly through the packed.
streets amid roars of cheering and showers
of flowers thrown from the crowded
windows. :

The most outbt’tndmcr ﬁfrme was Blimp;
Mounted on an enormous black horse, Blimp
led the procession with fifty picked mien
of the Royal Guard, and he received nearly
as many cheers as the King himself. At
last, after its long tour, the procession
passed through the gateway of the palace,
and King Peter’s subjects went back to
their music, dancing, cigarettes, and wine.

In the evening there was a reception af
the palace, and when he had put on his
Court dress, complete with knee breeches,
cocked hat and sword, Tinker ifrowned at

himself in the mirror, and then presented
himseif to the King's tutor, who was .111
similar attire.

“If they don't shoot us when they see
us in thlb get-up they jolly well ought to,
guv’'nor,’ he said. “How do you wear
these funny old hats? Do the points 80
back and front, or sideways? And whatl’s
the sword for, toasting theese or digging
winkles out of their shells! 3

—

(Continued from page 34.)
a bit of a cheek. The Connell stamp is now
scarce. .

On the other hand, King Ferdinand 11 of
Sicily did not like the jdea of having his
portrait on the stamps of his country. He
was afraid his postal employees would relish

only too well the privilege of giving him
good, sound whacks with their postmarking
dies. 1Ilis picture did appear on the stamps,

but the postal elerks were provided with
postmarks of peculiar desizgn, shaped like a
frame with the top removed, the object being
that the postmark would fall on the border
of the stamp and not submit Ferdinand’s
features to the indignity of an ugly smudge.
- There was a Haytian ruler,

2K

President -

Salomon, who would not have his portr‘tlt
on the qtamps of 1881; so a head represent-
ing Liberty was used instead. But the presi
dent’s enemies declared that the picture was
& portrait of Mrs. Salomon, and it is said
the likeness was c]o:se enough to justify their
criticism. So on the stamps of 1887 you get
the smug, smiling face of the pr'tbldent'
himself. Ife was not there long, for in Ha)tl‘
they turn out governments and pIESIdentb
almost as soon as they elect them, After
Salomon had fled, wounded, to Cuba, the
stamps with his picture were still used b

his rivals; but just to show what thev
thought of him, the authorities insisted thab
the stamps should be placed upon the lettels
upside-down, -

Another of these Interesting Articles b}
Mr. Melville, Next Week, entitled :—

“ROUND THE WORLD ON STAMPS!™

*
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Send for the Free Booklet as form below, and make your start at
once—the long winter evenings will be full of happy occupation for
you, and it will bring in money, once you get into the swing. And it
1s not hard, for the |

PRACTICAL WOODWOR

takes you by the hand and shows you how at every step, adding 4,000
illustrations and diagrams to help you at every turn. '-

How to get the work and how eas y are the payments are told in the
booklet Wthh fully shows what can be done, thousands of things to
make—all useful and profitable. 7

- You are taught the use of tools, and every trade secret there is by
experts of lifelong experience, and the jobs are explained in can’t-go-
wrong language,
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MR. C. POWELL, Crewe, Cheshire, says:i— _

L ‘“* They are indeed all you claim of them, and my only regret is that I
did not obtain such expert knowledge carlier, The most. remarkabls
feature of the work is the way in which it leads the woodworker (with
hundreds of excellent illustrations and diagrams) from the elementary
stages to the very advanced stages of art. The craftsman, be he amateur
or skilled, should equip himself with this experv know led% £

SEND TO-DAY FOR BOOKLET

SOME OF THE —-FREE —
SECTIONS. | Tear off and post to-day.

o B To the I\)‘«VA‘EI:NR%BY) BOO.‘% co., Lgd. .

, Puamine : - 5 (Dep E.), 96 arrlng ion
Pois o Chip Ca,rw.n_g Please send me, without charge, your Free Illustrated
Olishing Wood Incising Bookletf Ooptdlnl%%{%“ particulars aDs t%ﬁ(ﬁzi%t%, aulthols
Po 5 ete., of the *f ACTICAL WOODW ER*'’; also in-
xerwork Turning formation as to your offer to send the complete’ work fov
Upholstery Carving a merely mowminal first payment, the balance to be paid
Inlas; ' ' X : + by a few small monthly payments, beginning thirty days
aying Toymaking after work is delivered. = ¢

Painting Staining o -
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Pattern Making and l (Send this form in unsealed envelope with 1d. stamp.) |

Designing, etc.
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THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE

(Please quote your membership number in all communications to the League,

which should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s League, c/o
Tue NeLsoN Lee Lisrary, The Fleetway House, London, E.C.4.

—

My dear Leagueites and Readers, |

The Free Gift of a Packet of Toreign
Postage St;.n:ps, which appears this week in
your copy of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, I8
qulte a different assortment to that of any
of your feliow-readers. Furthermore, it is
qmte certain that some of you will be lucky
enough to find a stamp in your packet that
any collector would highly prize—a stamp

priced by Gibbons at anything from 1s. up-
wards. If you already know something
about stamps, 3011 may spot one of these

should one come your way.
you have never coi-
and know nothibg

rare specimens, s
On e other hand, if
lect: }  stamps before
aboug this fascinating pastime, I strongly
advire you to read the special series of
artictes by Xred J. Melville, whichh appear
on page 34, During the next three weeks,
these Free Gifts of Foreign Stamps will be
continued to be given away—one packet with
cach oopy of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, and
every packet different., To League Membens
only I am giving opportunities to exchange
their stamps, so that if you have not already
joined the League, lose no time in qualifying.

In addition to the TIree Giits of TForeign
Stamps, we are starting this week one of
the best series of St. Ifrank’s stories
Brooks has veb written. I mention it lhere
hecause I want Members and Readers to
realise that now is the time for them all to
unite in bringing the League up to the re-
quired member slup of 10,000. There never
was a more favourable opportunity for
readers to ualify as members, or members
to win their bronze medals, than during
these special FYree Gift weeks and when

Mr.

——

these wonderful series of stories can be ip-
troduced to your chums with the knowledge
that thex will be read with the keenest
interest. So far, we have reached just on a
qualtel of the numbers of members
required before we can begin some of the
attractive features for which the League
1s being formed.

From letters I have received from 0.0.%s,
I hear there are many readers who are only
waiting to see how the League develops
before they join. In other words, they are
waiting for each other before any of them
will make a move. At this rate, I can
leave it to you to imagine how long it will
take to make any addition to the League’s
membersiip.

But, of course, even the most indulgent
of editors ecannot wait indefinitely for
readers to make up their minds to take
advantage of the great opportunities offered
them by the Lmoue I shall be guided very
much by the influx of new members during
the next few weeks as to wiether I think
the majority of my readers want the League.
It they do not want it, then I have no
other choice but to discontinue the scheme
and usze the space I intended for the League

for something else. It 1is for you, my
chums, to decide whether you - want the

League or not. There i3 only one real way
you can show me that you want it, and that
is by qualifying for membership as soon as
possible,
With every good wish,
Your sincere friend,
THE CIHIEF OrFICER.

——

(1) Getting to know your fellow-readers‘
from near at home to the most
distant outposts of the Empire.

Joining local sports and social clubs
afliliated to the League,

Entering for competitions run for
the benefit of members.

Qualifying for various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.
Opportunities for contributing short
articles, stories, and sketches to the
League Magazine.

(2)
(3)
(4)
(%)

SOME ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE

LEAGUE,

(6) Space Ior short notices and free
adverts. for members in the above
magazine.

Advice on choosing a trade or calling
in life, on emigration to the colonies,
dependencies, or abroad.

An employment bureau for members
of the League.

(9) Tours to interesting places In Eng-
land and on the Contment camping-
out holidays, and sea-trlps specially
arranged for members of the League.

(7)

(8)

e

e




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

AS SIMPLE AS ABC.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for
pembership.  Cut  out TWO complete
Application Forms from TWO copies of this
week’s issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.
On one of the forms fill in Section A, cross-
ing oub Sections B and C by running the
pen diagonally across both Sections. Then
write clearly your full name and address at
pottom of form. The sccond form is for
your ncw reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses oubt Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at bottom of
form. Both forms are then pinned
together and sent to the Chief Officer, The
qt. Frank's League, ¢/0 THE NELSON LEE
LiBRARY, Gough House, Gough Square,
London, E.C.4. Member Applying for
Bronze Medal: It will be necessary for
you to obtain six new readers for this
award. For each new reader TWO complete
forms are needed, and these must be taken
from copies of the latest issue of THE
NELSON LEE LIBRARY at the time when the
forms arc sent in. On one-.of the forms fill
in Section B, crossing out Sections A and
C, and write your name and -address at
bottom of form. The other form is for
your new reader, who fills in Section C,

ITMPORTANT.—Complete and post off
NELSON LLEE LIBRARY is on sale. Otherwlise

crosses out Sections A and B, and writes
his name and address at the bottom of the
form. Now pin both forms together and
send them to the Chief Officer, as above.

One new reader will then be registered
against your name, and when s8ix new

rcaders have been registered, you will be
sent the St. Frank’s League bronze medal.
There is nothing to prevent you from send-
ing in forms for two or more new readers
at once, provided the forms are taken from
the latest issue of THNE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
at the time when the forms are sent in.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for
the silver or gold medal can apply in the
same way as for the bronze medal, filling
in Section B, which has been revised for this
purpose. Every introduction they make -will
be credited to them, so that when the
League reaches the required number of
menibers, they can exchange their bronze
medal for a silver or gold one, according to
the number of introductions with which they
are credited. -

These Application Forms can be posted
for 3d., provided the envelope is net sealed
and no letter is enclosed.

this form before the next issue of THE
the form becomes out of date and useless.

ST. FRANK’'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 18.

Oct. 24, 1925

!

SECTION

A

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a regular reader of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” I
desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK’S
LEAGUE, and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as
are offered to Members of the League. I hereby declare myself to
be a staunch supporter of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ” and
THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE, and that I have introduced Our
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. Will you, therefore, Kkindly
forward me Certificate of Enrolment with Membership Number
assigned to me.

SECTION

B

—

MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

"I, Member NO............ give Membership No.) hereby declare
that I have introduced one more new reader, whose signature
to certify this appears on second form attached hereto. This

makes Me.....eeener. (state number of introductions up to date)
introductions to my credit.

SECTION

C

——

NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of

Introdicer)y avaavieen R R R to this issue of
“ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” which I will read with a view
to becoming a regular reader of this paper.

(BULY DADIEY suorsnnsmarronmessesmmnnsnnss 551585 H SRR 555 A— —

(ADDRESS)

........................................................................................ fvaddaesdaddnn
.
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FREE CIFT |

 of OPERA GLAS‘SES
‘to ali Buying 2 PERS

i rite > Pen.

W and 3d. for Postage!

The ‘ SILKRITE ’’ Registered Self-filling Fountain Pen
Over 5,000 Testimonials received !

G. " RANCIS, FEsq., wmte%

§ are 1}Glfebtly satisfied.”” M. G. POWELL, Esq.

; It equals any other make at ]Of-.”

S TOOL SET in WOOD CASE TO ALL sendin

1 Postage 3d. FREE GIFT of OPERA GLAS

Al lenns, telescopic a.d;]ustlﬁlg,t 'I;o ALIL sending P.0O. 3/« for D)
rite or

W ;. -LEEDS BARGAIN CO.

16

Guaranteed 5 Years’ Wear !

‘“ 25 Pens have I purchased, and all my fpi

writes: ¢ Delighted w:th q”ig

FREE GIFT of 10-P
é P.0. 1/6 for Penfﬁ%ﬁ
ES IN CASE, DOweriy)
Pensg,

1925 Jflhus, Gat,, j‘ull of Bargains, pO&t

(U.J.), 31, Kendal Lane, Leeds,.

COUNTS

Let the Girvan

HEIGHT
in wil_ming SUCCCSS,
¥ System increase your height. Send
¥ P.C. for pmtlculms and our £100

guarantec to Inquiry Dept. A.M.P.,
17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N. 4.

FREE!—Sct of 25 Denmark Stamps FREE to

those sénding postage (abroad 6d) and asking to

see Approval Sheets.—N. FLORICK, 179, Asy Flum
London S. L 15. :

Road, Pcckham

e

”YOURS for
LET WATCH,

Cent’s  size
Tever Wristlet Watch,
- (0*11plet.e with leather
strap. » Best quality
,pellalztd +Nickel Silver-
~finislied Case. LuminqQus
+ Hands and Dial to see-
time in the dark. Care-
fully - adjusted Lever
Moy o ment. Jewelled
Balance, warranted for
- B years: Sent upon re-
ceipt of 6d, only. After
receipt . you send 1/6
more, and Dbalance
instalments of 2/- per
month until only 16/«
is paid. Price, full cash
or balance within 7 days of receipt,
Reduced from 25 /-. Cash.
and Watch is returned within 7

Handsome,

with order,

15/~ only.
if dissatisfied
days. Send P.O.
SONS (BRIGHTON), LTD. (Dept. 1608),
Queens Road, Brighton, Sussex.

’ﬂ.ﬁﬁllﬂl.llﬂlllﬂlllﬂll‘lllll'lllllllIIIIIIIIIIII

Be sure to mention “ The
Nelson Lee Library " when

FREE! 150 Dif. Stamps to appli-
cantsfor Blue Labsl Appros,enclosing stamp.
I\Ientzon Gift 101.—B. I.. CORYN, S8t.
Yincent, Lr, Isl. Wall, Whitstable,

communicating with ad-
I vertisers. s

GENT’S LEVERWRIST-N B -

b}f.

10Lu1ned'

4

or stamps at once to SIMP- |}

GEK.IY

. buys a big Hownles '
GxamOphonn ot 2/6
Weel:ly a 3004 Mead
with giant horn, leud sound-bezx,
‘Mmassive oak case and 40 tunes,
Carriage paid. 10 Days Trial. E
No. 300 model 37/6 cash to'record &)
buyers. Big Jacobean Cabinets and {e%
Table-Grands at WHOLES ALE
prices. Write to-day for Ca t*ﬂc:r—'f:.us:g
beautifully illustrated in colours.

i Co.. Dept. GZ) @J
Me a Birmingham.
Height Increased

In 30 Days. 5/'

No Appliances. ‘No Drugs, No Dieting,
The Mclvin . Strong:. Systemm NEVER "o
I‘AILS Send | btamp for -particulars

“and te%hmonml% —Melvin Strong, Ltd,
(Dept:S), L0 Ludguelilll Loudon Eng,

Complete
Course.

ACCESSORIES FOR STAMP COL-
& LECTORS FREE! "Also62" dift77stamps
o and tweezers, -Request appros,—Lisburn &
®E Townsend, London. Road, . Liverpool.

i
b
Lol % E

 DON’T BE BULLIED.
Special offer. Two Illus, Sample Les-
- ;.-‘; sons’ from’ my Complete Course on
@ JUJITSU for4pennystampsoralarge
k Illu‘: Pmtzon of Course for P. 0. 3/6.-
oy Jujitsu is the best & qm'i
v, Dlest scienceof self-defence:
; P o8 and attack ever invented.
' - Learn to take care of your-
qeifundera]lmrcumstances SENDNOW. 'YAWARA’
(Dept. A,P. 21), 10, Queensway, Hanworth Middlesex.

-

-
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All applications for Advertisement .
Spaces in this publication should be
addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, THE NELSON LEE

. _LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,

Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

L

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
House, Farringdon Street
post, Subscription Rates:

for South Africa: Central News Agency,

Messrs. Gordon & Gotch,
No. 542.

The
London,

D/B

Inland and Abroad, 1
Timited.
_Limited; and Tor ‘Canada :

Advertisement Oﬁiaes d’l‘he
anadian 4
for six months Sole; Agt-lbt?
"Sole Agents for Australia and Néw~
The Imperial News Qo. (Canada),

"October 24,1925
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